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 starts the 
beginnin’ of The Great Recession when 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 and using 
a stolen typewriter he learns more about the human condition than 
if he would have stayed in school and just watched television. Then 
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 PopUp 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 a man’s journey into adulthood when 
after living in the woods he walks out of the wild only to learn that 
it’s all wild! 
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 up Nora was smoking a 

cigarette and her hand was surfing and free and nobody else was 
around and the car was shaking and the windows were stuck and 
it was hot and the sun was purple and we weren’t in Michigan 
and I knew that because when we left there was snow on dead 
trees. 

… 
 

And so it’s just life is real strange and yeah I was getting 
bored and so I tried my best to keep sleeping with my dry skin 
sticking to the leather seats, and Nora told me we pulled over 
around the butcher handle that drags your car into the desert and 
she said she didn’t wake me up because I looked peaceful, and I 
was but so what because peace doesn’t matter and now I’m wide 
awake and now the car stops and now we’re here and there’s no 
looking back and now I just ta’ have to follow 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” Nora said.  
 “I will but so this is where I was going the first time I was 
this far but I got lost around Dalhart and I want to see the Alien 
Parade and that’s all I swears’ ta’ ya’ Nora.” 
 “Why don’t you go see my sister with me?”  
 “Nora I told ya’ I don’t want to because this was the plan 
from the beginning.”  
 “Fine…take this.”  



 

 “A knife?”   
 “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 and well…now you do.” 

… 
 
 Nora opened the box under the steering wheel and placed 
the fuse into the slot and that’s when the car’s tape player worked. 
We drove thousands of miles without any recorded music and we 
just well we sang songs and talked and…  
 “I fixed it” I said. 
 “Why didn’t you tell me before? You mean we could have 
been?”  
 “Yeah but I didn’t want ta’. It was nice and…”  
 “I love you Henry but…”  
 “Shut-up cause’ there’s no time. Just put the tape in and 
wait thirty seconds and bye alright Nora—I gots’ ta’ go.”  
 “You’re so dramatic Henry. But hey, call me alright?”  
 “I will. Promise…”  

… 
 
 After I said a promise I never kept 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…and when I got out of the car that’s when Nora 
turned up the radio in order to block out the noise because we 
lost the muffler ten hours and seven seconds ago but…now well 
nope…the muffs haggard sound didn’t matter because Wagner’s 



 

Ride of the Valkyries started playing and that’s when the few 
locals who were around looked real confused and that’s because as 
that lovely Nora shook her head everyone got distracted lookin’ 
at her long blond and black hair that was both dirty and clean and 
she was wearing the same cowboy boots that were on her father’s 
feet before he died, and gosh…that Nora sure was beautiful when 
she said… 
 “HENRY OLDFIELD SERIOUSLY? YOU ARE SUCH 
A LUNATIC! You just would but see you soon boy.” 

… 
 

This time there’d be no more words from me and I smiled 
a goodbye for good as she got back on the road and after that girl 
tossed up the earth without a whisper… 

Nora was gone. 



 



 

 the best part of my day was 

when I was alone in the elevator, and I wished that it would last 
forever…but it didn’t…because peace for me was less than three 
minutes long and... 

BING… 
That’s when I walked in and Stacy looked completely out 

of her mind.... 
 “HELLO MR. OLDFIELD” She said. 
 “Stacy well good morn darling. Status-quo as usual I see...” 
 “He’s expecting you” she said… 

But I didn’t say anything and smiled…but of course he 
was expecting me I was the only person he was representing and 
what a mess… 

Stacy was typing on a calculator and then she was shufflin’ 
yellow stick notes after I watched her shredding paper that didn’t 
even have any print on O’ what’s the point because the office was 
a mess and the goldfish was dead…it was sad and bloated and I 
mentioned this to Stacy…but for one reason or another J.R. told 
her,  
 “To keep things the way they are as a reminder to keep the 
sinking ship afloat no matter what.” 
 “That makes sense” I said but…no… 

It didn’t make sense and it was weird and so I realized that 
J.R. was losing it and I’m not sure why but maybe nope…it never 
made any damn sense and this meeting occurred after ‘Pop This 
Book’ shot to number two on the charts, and I don’t remember 
what number one was but it was written by a nomad who lived 



 

in South America but that doesn’t matter either because 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 BOY that’s why she and not you HENRY is number 
one. SO CALL ME BABUSHKA.” 
 “Nope” I told em.  
 “DAMN! I don’t get your fuckin’ 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 and yeah 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: So Henry my boy 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’s just one big universal cycle and you make the 
linguistic drugs and so what I’m saying is that you’re the writer 
and I’m the hookup man for the masses and you bet it man that’s 
the MacArthur Crest cause’ my family is bred and born to be the 
culture slayers and that’s what we’re good with because my family 
my boy…WE ARE THE PEOPLE, and so if you didn’t know 
what we do well what we do is we just tell them what they want 
and…I DON’T UNDERSTAND YOU PEOPLE nowadays it’s 
anarchy and for some reason you think this is all some kind of 
fuckin’ game when it isn’t and my gawd Henry people don’t 



 

seem to understand they can’t eat candy all the time…that is 
unless we say you can, and look at you…you need some steak 
and potatoes boy. Fatten on up a bit because you’re all skin and 
bones but anyway…so that’s how my family made the old 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 drip…SO 
LISTEN UP HENRY you look real sleepy and I know it’s not 
normal for you to walk amongst us nine to fivers, and I’m real 
sorry to wake you up Bedhead but that’s how the world works 
and just three words Henry NOT A GAME and that reminds me 
we have to get you a nickname…maybe Bedhead…but I don’t 
know…JUST LISTEN TO ME BOY…I’m the man who gets 
you paid and I give you the stats and then you write with the taps 
and HA! You can’t just make a novel with fancy words. Novel? 
NOVEL! COME ON! Buncha’ children with your invisible toys. 
NOVEL! You romantic American writers and your god damn 
novels…BETTER WAKE UP BEDHEAD! Cause’ you’ve got to 
write something with what I like to call the illusion of material 
value…something people look at and say NOW that’s the fuckin’ 
future…yep…sure do Henry...you have to write a book that’s 
market fresh like a good piece of middleclass cow leg and if you 
don’t do what I say the whole fuckin’ ship might as well sink and 
so…just be a good boy Henry cause’ 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.” 



 

… 
 

And so great this was the real world and the agent said he 
knew what to do. He told me that I had the words and how he 
had the plan. And that’s fine with me because I thought that’s the 
way business is properly done, and so I said, 
 “Alright but I have actual novels.”  
 “Not yet did you hit snooze again Bedhead? And did you 
not hear what I just told you Henry…sure you did…so just trust 
me you can have your damn novels I promise but so listen…not 
yet though…because first we need to make money.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 friend and they weren’t even my 

words. They were Dusty Apostolo’s words… 
 … 

 
The green notebook is an echo of a voice and many of the 

pages are difficult to read and cluttered with friendships and cold 
rain, and it’s just full of so many memories and the memories are 
all made from static, and sure… 

Some of the memories are about the good times and there 
are even some words and pages about the last sunflower that the 
Nun's little dog was chewing on in the abandoned schoolyard 
back when I was livin’ around The Town on a Lake, and there 
are so many words and some of those words are about the waves 
and the kind of darkness that will be created by the fallback of 
everything that we say we care about. But, this notebook is made 
from his words and so… 

Back then the car was moving down the highway, and it 
was the first day of summer and I hadn’t taken a shower in four 
days, but I made sure to act the part and I wasn’t really a young 
writer but rather I was 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 cause' that’s money in the bank…” 
 “Sure but anyway real nice van and the color…Orange? 
Heck no shouldn’t get us arrested—I guess they call this vintage 



 

or retro, it’s radical and yeah some graduation gift but so there’s 
no radio, it’s broken…” 

“No see up here…on top of your head? You’re a space bug 
Henry. You can’t see your antennae but I can…so zap attack this 
just in…O’ come on man I’m being serious…” 
 “Fine…” 
 “I got something and here we go ready? Listen Henry… 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

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. Yeah. My whole life has been about The 
Going. The Fear showed up a few years later, and as I got older it 
was like seeing an old haggard rock-star from the sixties, you just 
ta’ couldn’t believe it was still alive. 
 

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 just 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 and it’s a story about long talks and 
lost causes and those countless nights fueled by desperation. And 
so it’s just a story and it’s a story about the action of trying. 
 

And I'm going to tell you a story about losing your baby 
teeth and the timelessness of the modern age of reason, and please 
be patient because it’s an abstract sorta’ mosaic of a very weird 
translation of simply human communication, and sure is… 

It’s a real confusing sorta’ story about growing up and 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 writing so much that after you get 
lost in writing…you end up realizing that writing is in itself only 
about life.  

… 
 

This is just a story written on generations of incompatible 
computers…and a half dozen or so thrift stored old typewriters 
with sticky stubborn springs and rubbed off letters, and it’s about 
contradictions and rolled Spanish Tongues and it’s a mess and the 
story came before the gun and the story will in time be the end of 
the gun, and it’s been made from incessant racket of lost radio 
transmissions decoded with the scientific method intertwined 
with the alphabetical hammer tap… 

The story is about building something and it’s a ball of 
yarn painted with colors of love singing under moonlight while 
running away from the philistine’s nightmare, and it’s a story and 
that’s all it is and the story is about all those words that created the 
story, and well…I don’t even know if that makes sense. 

… 
 

And what if the story isn’t all nice and normal, because it’s 
just a story about what was imprisoned on lost bundles of paper 
stacked as if bricks that built a mountain to the ceiling until sanity 
was lost as then the feet found themselves bruised by the streets, 
and it’s just a story about heroes and villains and the war that is 
only inside of your head, and it’s full of Pet Snakes and Great 
Lake Fishermen and it’s a story about the Southern Swamps and 
the Midwest Rivers and the dying oceans and the borderless 
digital domain. And I’m going to tell you a story, and it’s layered 
with myth and it’s a story about sound and it’s a story about us 



 

and it’s a story about the wolves and worms and the dead and the 
children who may or may not be born… 

And like I told ya’ already… 
This is just a story and it’s been drafted with the music that 

was created by the elastic and soaking wet history of only rock 
and roll and… 

It echoes with laughter and it’s told by them shadows seen 
down in the ghettos through the paint-chipped windows of old 
Middle Class American houses, and it’s a story about the morning 
and what comes after one too many drunken deliberations. 

And so yeah…that’s what I’m going to do. I'm going to 
tell you a story and it’s just a story about what happened and it’s a 
story about The Future Book of War, and so remember… 

It’s a story…about how it came to this:  
 

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

Life is terrible and no matter what I’m always one second 
away from The Going, and this is the reason I’m getting in the 
car with Nora and… 

I can hear it all and there’s a bad snow storm tonight and I 
can’t sleep. It’s so dang cold and I’m tired and cold and I just can’t 
but I have to sleep and so sure… 

I’ll go give it another try up in the attic, but well there’s 
this noise…always this noise and none of the roommates are ever 
sleeping because when you are eighteen you don’t have to sleep. 



 

But I’m not eighteen and I told them I’m twenty four, but I’m 
not twenty four…because I’m almost twenty nine and so yeah…I 
made everything up because I told them I was taking a semester 
off when I wasn’t cause’ I already graduated a long time ago and 
I’m never going back, and a few months ago it was the beginning 
of the fall and it was time to go home but I didn’t want to go 
home because I just needed one more month because this time 
was different and something was about to change, and I wasn’t 
sure what that was but before I went back to Irish Hills I was 
humbled by the darkness of the Upper Peninsula, and this is the 
sorta’ place where peace and fear don’t matter and when I was 
there… 

I was rolling my own smokes with the cheapest of pipe 
tobacco and that was great and the woods welcomed me back 
and after the night was over I got lucky because I was looking for 
someone with fire and there was a man outside of his strangely 
placed camper, and so then walking out of the woods I asked if I 
could use… 

“Yer’ stove to boil this jar of water.”  
“For what?” The Man said. 
“To make some coffee.” I said.  
“I don’t have a maker” The man said. 
“That’s alright cause’ I have this.”  
“I don’t have any coffee.”  
“That’s alright I have a bag grinded. You want a cup?” 
“Yeah I got some pancake batter and so well I could make 

that…”  
“Sounds good” I said.  
“Where you from?” The man asked.   
“The Lower Part.”  
“A troll eh’?” 



 

“What?” 
“A joke…” 
“Cool.”  
“Where abouts’ down there? I used to live in Saginaw.”  
“Nice. You ever heard of the old Prehistoric Park?” 
“By the big lake? They closed that down right? 99?”  
“Yeah you got it but so…that’s where.”  
“Neat, and son if you don’t mind me asking, why are you 

here?”  
“I don’t know” I said.  
“Huh. Look over there. Now is that your car boy?”   
“Yes and no well for now it is...”  
“Got ya’. Strange. It was there all night. I looked inside of 

it.”  
“That’s cool. You didn’t steal anything did you?” 
“What? Why would I do something like that?”  
“A joke. You know. Like the troll.”  
“Oh cause’ nobody was in it and…” 
“No worries. I got some shut eye by a tree.” 
“Where?” 
“In the forest?” 
“Why didn’t you sleep in your car?” 
“I don’t know” I said to the man in the woods who’s dog 

came running out of the door of the camper and was suddenly 
jumping tall and happy with his untrimmed nails getting caught 
in my sweater, but the big young dog was wagging and just ta’ 
lookins’ bouts’ as full of joy as a dog can look, and sure was a 
strange feelin’ I got from the canine’s eyes cause’ it was like the 
dog knew me er’ something, but awe heck there’s no fuckin’ way 
I thought because that didn’t make no damn sense because I never 
met this man before let alone his dog, but then again…it didn’t 



 

matter what anybody was thinking because the meal was ready 
and that’s when we sat in some chairs. The big ol’ dog curled up 
next to my spot and looked at me the whole time and the weather 
was cold but it felt like the end of spring. 

The mornin’ was good but it was bouts’ over and both of 
us talked about nothing much and chewed with our mouths open 
as his dog slept at my feet outside of the camper, and sure I was 
trying to keep my boots still because I didn’t want to wake the 
pup but I didn’t have a choice because I had to go and that’s when 
I was about to say something nice but I never got the chance 
because that’s when the man said… 

“Get out of his car youse’ god damn dog born dumb.” 
“Come on pal…can’t go with” I said to the dog that was 

wild and free as I was softly pulling fur that had grown over the 
big pup’s collar and… 

“Get over here NOW YA’ RETARD” the man yelled. 
“It’s all good. Don’t worry cause’ I like dogs” I said. 
“It’s not even my dog. Just found it wandering around and 

I’m sorry…it’s just that the idiot likes everybody.” 
“Don’t be sorry” I said kneeling petting my new friend as 

he looked at me as I walked em’ back to his owner and the dog 
reminded me of the Appalachian Trail and I don’t know why, but 
sure was a funny creature and I would have taken the dog with 
me but I’m pretty sure the dog was the only friend he really had 
and he didn’t seem to mind—no—the fella’ seemed happy with his 
life being that strange man with his big ol’ silly dog just ta’ livin’ 
in the woods by the road in an old camper van, and well I know 
it isn’t much of an adventure but it was refreshing to be around 
even if it was nothing more than an hour of my life.  



 

 
 

The car was running and the windows were rolled down. 
After we shook hands I left. On the road I drove east. I went back 
to the graveyard. And this is just a campsite I go when I feel 
discontent with long days of boredom and so with nowhere to be 
I just go North and then well… 

So after the wolf hound and the old man that’s when in 
Paradise I sat on orange sand that looked like it was stained with 
paint, and I thought I saw the Fitzgerald and the ghost ship was 
rocking in the sea just not too far away from the shore of Lake 
Superior, and out in the undefined blues there was music and the 
vision was in black and white and suddenly that’s when I was out 
of breath and… 

I was wide awake when I heard somebody say,  
“Hey boy you want to party?”  
“No” I said. “I need to sleep.” 
“Youse’ can’t live a life if you’re always sleeping.” 
“Sure whatever but I don’t need no damn advice pal.” 
“Whatever you say old man, just su—it…your—self.” 

… 
 

Within four blinks the ghost man disappeared and then 
with each gust of air my eyes opened and closed and real quickly 
I realized I was fighting against sleep, and I didn’t want to freeze 
to death and so I tried to laugh. Yep. I just tried my best to keep 
awake and I didn’t want to sleep in the car and didn’t want to go 
home at all, and as I sat there I watched the night pass.  

The stars were filmed in steam and using my backpack for 
a pillow that’s when I looked at the water again and the ship was 
gone without ever leaving and that’s when the waves softly said 



 

goodnight as they slowly cush hooed a lovely sunged waltz made 
by a single note that echoes my past like a perfect beat, and as the 
waves kissed me on the forehead that’s when somehow without 
even noticing… 

I fell asleep and opening my eyes it was nice because I had 
a huge sweater sticking to my skin that was under a ripped up old 
cardigan, and I had a wool hat over my ears and there were three 
pairs of dirty thermal socks covering my toes… 

When I woke up it was still dark outside but I wasn’t even 
cold and so I was taking a couple layers off and I knew it was 
time to leave because yeah…I had to go home and so well… 

There’s something about me you should know:  
By this point in our story I’ve figured when it’s best to cut 

and run…and I think that’s just part of growing up... 
You learn to learn and you lose and lose and then you stop 

playing the game of nonsense, and for some reason you simply 
wisen like the tooth decay that no longer hurts. That’s it. Yeah. 
You just learn to say no to the faces and ghosts who do nothing 
to progress the story. And it’s true that sometimes you need to 
walk away before the sun starts to come up. And I’ve gone on this 
adventure almost a dozen times and yeah… 

I’ve gone before I was anything and I’ll go after I’m 
anything. Because the truth is I never wanted anything. I only 
wanted to go. 

I went and then years later I was older and still doing the 
same thing. I was leaving again, and so there was a couple week 
gap in-between when I moved back to The College Town for 
the second or third time, and like a madman does I tried to do it 
all over again.  



 

And that’s why I went back to the dead beach but this time 
there weren’t even any ghost ships and so—I’m not sure if it was 
before or after because what I can remember is… 

I just wasn’t feeling too good and sure, it was more mental 
than anything else, and so I don’t know but although I was fine 
when I was on the road well…now for some reason I wasn’t fresh 
like I used to be when I got back from the Upper Peninsula, and 
so I think I was feeling jaded, and this was the first time in my life 
that I felt this strange human emotion and it wasn’t going away 
and then from there the days got darker and I didn’t know what 
to do…but nobody cared because it wasn’t their problem and 
with The Sun cooling down and with The Earth tilting the leaves 
from the trees school was back in session and the students looked 
so young, but luckily…so did I.  
 

There’s a saying that says something like…repetition is the 
root of insanity, and I never understood this saying because isn’t 
that also the root of stability?  

And it’s just a question and so don’t think too hard bouts’ 
it… 

The only thing I can tell you is:  
Humans are weird and I don’t care because after I moved 

that’s exactly what I did… 
I did the same dang thing every day and I got weird…real 

weird…or at least I did…in my head.  
 

 
And I liked them, I really did. They had spirit and my god, 

they believed in the writer, and it was good for me and then it 
wasn’t. And some were poor and some were rich, and some were 



 

young and some were old, and some were black and most were 
white, and some were this and some were that, and all of them 
were like me, and we were nothing but the color of everything.  
 

They were always around and sometimes they thought I 
was angry with them but I never was…well…not really, because 
I was only growing and they didn’t understand that I needed 
them there and that's about it. Yeah. I needed to be left alone but 
also in the middle of a crowd, and I don’t fully understand what 
that means but that’s what I needed.   

Becoming a writer meant I had to get selfish, and not all 
the time just most of the time, and those days were a drift… 

Being back again I was there but no…not really…because 
that time I just kept notes about what I missed the first time 
around…and bouts’ everything was nothing but an experiment 
that I was surveying. The generation I was born into is a strange 
organism. But I wanted to know what I was and that meant I had 
to study them, and just hazy and fast, that's all I can say and 
nope… 

I can’t remember everybody’s ethnicity, but some of the 
roommates shared their heritage that was born in Mexico, Cuba, 
Israel, India, Japan and Africa, Poland France Pakistan England 
and Native North American. And some of them were Jewish and 
some were Muslim and some were Catholic and some of em’ I 
think…practiced some hybrid form of metaphysical atheism. And 
it was nothing but a generation of pure materialism who thought 
the story would be held together inside of the fading memory of 
the digital processor, and this is what happens. People are born 
and then they grow up, and that’s exactly what we were doing.  
 



 

Some were philosophers and some were farmers… 
Some were sons and daughters of professors and doctors 

and lawyers, and some were the offspring of deadbeat fathers and 
some were straight and some were gay… 

And some of them were angry and some of them…were 
just kids…and some lived there because it was cheap and for the 
most part that’s what I was doing, and who was I?—Who knows 
but…so it’s just well… 

I don’t believe in much but I believe in life, and I always 
thought that should be enough. That’s it… 

I like proof and my proof was everywhere and everyone 
could see it and some hated my words and some hated my proof. 
And some people found me exactly how they saw me…as this 
crazy student who just got off the road. And nobody really knew 
where I came from and when they asked me where I came from I 
told em’… 
 

And sure, some of the kids had knowledge of me before 
this part of our story and some didn’t, and then some called me 
their brother and then some of those same people said I was a 
criminal who needed to be locked away for nothing, and that’s 
how it goes. Some said this and some said that, but the truth is I 
don’t think one single roommate knew who I was, because they 
never listened… 

 

The silence of the train tracks at night and the darkness of 
a hollowed out echo… 

Tap… 
Tap… 



 

And there was the sound of loneliness and the sound of the 
candle’s burning and the… 

Tap…tap…tap… 
And maybe if they woulda’ listened and stopped asking 

questions maybe they’d have heard what I was…when I closed 
the door and until sunrise…I was slowly worn down into quality 
pulp after hours of spirals and lines that were created like caveman 
rocks being smashed together out of boredom… 

That’s where I was….and I was alone hammering one tap 
after another tap…tap…tap…on that old sears typewriter. And 
some were just like me. Some wanted to be lost and some were 
living a life of art and… 

So I know what we were doing wasn’t anything profound 
but it was still a family and like some American families do the 
experiment ended badly. But listen alright because none of it was 
easy for nobody and I had ten or twelve roommates and it was 
another day and then… 

After I woke up I smiled and walked into my bedroom and 
closing the door I read and fell asleep until the house was calm 
enough to get back to the machine, and I did this cause’ I didn’t 
want to talk to anyone because I had my own plan of doing 
things.  

Number one: 
“What are you doing?”  
“I’m trying to learn how to write. That’s well so I’m a 

writer. No….wait…I’m not yet anyway.” 
And I especially wasn’t back then and… 
Number two:  
“Who are you?” 



 

“Henry. My name is Henry Oldfield.”  
“That’s not what I’m asking you cause’ Henry I know your 

name. But I mean who are you? What are your intentions and tell 
me who is Henry Oldfield?” 

“I…I…I…I don’t know. I’m just waiting and so man o’ 
man…” 

There was always another dang question whenever I left 
the typewriter or my bed to go out there, and even now I don’t 
really know who I am… 

And the truth is back then I was terrified of the streets and 
I’d a’ been homeless if I wasn’t so weird looking. See:  

I'm not normal. My teeth are yellow and I'm pale and tan 
at the same time, and I have a good grin and a scar in the middle 
of my forehead back from the time when somebody threw a toy 
car at my face, and I was nine or so and the scar was much bigger 
back then but you can hardly see it anymore.  
 

This is the least of my problems, and so that’s why I’m not 
afraid of the kind of darkness that sleeps in the woods, cause’ 
there’s nothing but innocence there… 

And I’ve written about trees and ponds and the red foxes 
that look like stuffed animals when you drive passed their carcass 
that’s dead when you’re going down the highway in the middle 
of the night, and I’ve written about what we’re surrounded by 
and what we’re a small part of, and it’s just… 

All these words written about the dead and the killed and 
I've written so much… 

I've created the world many times over and written whole 
books about Lake Michigan and those words are some of my best 
words, but nobody wants to pay me for my naturalism and I was 



 

born a hunter and I’ve been imprisoned in a farming society, and 
so every last one of them… 

From the bankers and the political agents to the burning 
men and women to the sons and daughters of leisure…to the 
professors of primates in them’ Ivory Towers to the Wall Street 
apple orchards… 

I’ve written thousands upon thousands of words about the 
actors without their own ideas and everything seems to be some 
kind of children’s story about the same dead philosophies that 
teach the living how to become slaves who then do nothing but 
accept the brilliant art of bullshit but hold on cause’ sometimes I 
get pissed…but don’t we all?  

… 
 

Alright, just ta’ settle yerself’ down old man cause’ another 
truth is… 

Sometimes you have to calm yourself down, especially 
when you don’t like anything bouts’ nothing, because this is what 
it is, and so yeah… 

I’m fine with whatever it is, and I mean this is the world 
that humans have created, and so I’m over it, and you can walk a 
dog but not a wolf, and I am your last line of defense and to me 
that’s obvious and o…I almost forgot that I need some… 

 

I really need to go buy more ammunition…ink, and don’t 
worry because it’s a B.B. Gun, and along with my watch that 
hasn’t stopped keeping track of time since World War Two, this 
toy is the only artifact my grandfather left for me, and I’m pretty 
sure he had a sense of humor too and he died the same year I was 



 

born, and that ol’ man knew that men like us don’t need real 
firepower yeah… 

My dead grandfather understood all too well that this is all 
just one big sleepy joke.   

… 
 

When you're younger you cringe at wisdom, and none of 
the roommates ever got this about life, and so it’s funny because 
I’m a different person in the wild. My nails grow faster and I can 
sleep in dirt. My alarm is the barking squirrel and I only need a 
couple hours of sleep. Everything goes with what it takes to live 
and in the forest my individuality is refined, but some things 
never change and I’m not in the woods nope… 

I’m back in the student ghetto dang… 
And it’s typical, because I need a drink cause’… 
The night is over.  

 

Three or less people and freedom of speech is tolerated. 
But we had way more than three and I was out of god damn 
control. 

I didn’t know what to do and so that's why my schedule 
changed. I had to become a third-shift animal.  

… 
 

The noise of the commune was that of a society, and I 
don’t like the way they smell and I don’t like the way that I smell.  
Everything smells and I hate the smell of the co-op and my hands 
smell like old dumpster diving and there are blotches as if bruises 
of red box wine all over my last white t-shirt. Yeah. The house is 
dirty and most of the lights don’t even work. Things are bad… 



 

 About a month ago we lost power and there was candle-
wax everywhere, and when it went dark I was typing on the 
typewriter separated in a small bedroom that only had a desk and 
a bookshelf and there was a knife in the drawer and so that’s the 
reason why I almost slit my wrists. It was two in the morning, the 
last day of the fall, and I don’t know why…but I was holding the 
knife and for some reason I started laughing because well… 

I’m not suicidal. But it seemed like a good option because I 
felt stuck in a very bad space in time, and so I really wish that I 
was. And that’s all… 

I was only hoping that maybe tomorrow…maybe in the 
morning… 

Hopefully when the sun rises I’d want to die, because it 
would make everything easier… 

Maybe… 

A day was gone and the sun went down and when I 
opened my eyes it was tomorrow, and it was early and there 
wasn’t any noise. 

Thankfully I opened the drawer and held the knife…as I 
looked at my wrists and I didn’t know what to do…and so that is 
why I kept typing amongst the shaking shadows that danced like 
puppets on the walls that only looked clean at night, and in the 
day the walls were humid and always dripping, and it didn’t make 
much sense but my skin was itchy and my nose frequently started 
bleeding because the air was so dang brittle and hot and cold and 
weird and dry and the newer coat of paint was gone and I don’t 
remember what color it was… 

Blue green blue no…. 



 

I can’t remember what color the walls were because there’s 
nothing left, no history or clues and the numerous layers of slop 
have been peeling for so long now there’s nothing but original 
wood. And living in the commune was romantic at first and then 
it was insane, and one day I woke up and well… 

That’s the day when everyone got depressed. And then 
one night later a heavy rain flooded into the basement. There was 
a homeless couple living down there and they were called… 
 

 
The King missed his father and kept showing everyone his 

pictures. The roommates cared at first but then they didn’t, and 
then…one day the King and the Queen were gone and so I don’t 
know when it happened but I only left the house once a day… 
cause’ I needed a walk and that’s all. 

 And walking got me what I needed and every single day I 
needed my fix cause’ I was addicted to a single glass of cola and a 
pack of smokes, and it was a nice walk and then when I got home 
I usually sat down on the porch and watched the sun rise with 
The King as he’d tell me stories about the old war, and I didn’t 
mind that The King talked my ear off because he sounded happy, 
and so this was my routine and it lasted almost an entire year and 
sure I was afraid of becoming sad…but I got used to it and then I 
became numb and hardly ever talked, and for the most part I even 
stopped looking at things and the days didn’t seem to exist in the 
same way because I gave up counting numbers. And it’s just that 
well… 

I was lost and so what? Because dying is a slow process and 
I remember that there wasn’t anything that stood out as being 
different, and what I’m talking about is the day when Royalty 
disappeared. 



 

… 
 

It started snowing and from here until the beginning of 
April the snow wouldn’t stop, and this is what it feels like during 
the heart of winter in Michigan. The darkness is as thick as the 
molasses of American depression, and although it was terrible I 
just kept living because I knew what was in the drawer and I 
didn’t know what else to do. 

And so that's why I did what I did and I woke up all over 
again and it was another day and then there was another walk 
and everything moved slow and fast at the same time, and then… 

 There was a new day and I woke up and slept and after 
that there was another day and another cola and another day, and 
it was a nice day and my tongue was out and the snow tasted 
good and I packed my cigarettes and couldn’t find a lighter and 
nervously looking around I realized that the King wasn’t there 
and so I sat alone and luckily for me I had a strike-anywhere in 
my wallet so I used the bricks and then smiling I smoked a smoke 
and walked in the house and I didn’t want to see anyone, but it’s 
like they were waiting for me and I opened the door and before it 
closed that’s when one of the roommates said,   

“We kicked em out”…and I didn’t ask because I didn’t 
want to know. 

… 
 

Not saying a word I rolled my eyes and closed the door, 
and when I was alone I sat in the small room and it was freezing, 
but I started writing anyway and that day for some reason I didn’t 
look in the drawer—nope—I didn’t even think about what was in 
the drawer cause’ I started working and that’s probably how I 
forgot about killing myself.  



 

… 
 

That day was actually the night I think… 
And I remember that night like it’s happening right now 

and on that night I typed for ten-straight hours without a break 
and I even smoked with the cigarette hanging from my mouth as 
all was lost and after I snapped out of the typing binge I didn’t 
have anybody to talk to…because everybody was gone and ten 
years was ten hours and I wrote as if I was Wolfgang Amadeus 
Mozart, and it was all for practice and it was one of those few and 
far between kinds of romantic writing moments when words 
appeared out of nowhere…and the words were about the past the 
future…and as I was writing somehow I didn’t notice the lights 
were working but the city came earlier and… 
 

Back then I was either walking or typing but it doesn’t 
matter because… 

I could only hear the sounds of the stringing repetition of 
the tap tap tap and after the final tap faded that’s when the sun 
was coming up and holy shit…I was a mess… 

 And as I was shaking my head I stood-up and looked-
down at the typewriter… 

No more… 
Wait… 
Because there was a note on the desk and it was the law of 

the land that said… 
The corporation couldn’t let me freeze to death once it was 

the month of December, and it was now the month of December 
and so I sat back down to type one more line and I remember 
typing:  



 

“Thankfully there’s still a government protecting me from 
the nonsense.”  
 

This was my life and I was writing, and they’re all gone 
and I don’t know anybody anymore even though they all think 
they know me. But nobody knows me…well not no more and… 

So by now in our story all my good pals are basically dead 
to me. Dusty Apostolo is long gone and after what happened in 
Gary Indiana I went back to Paradise and I don’t know where he 
is these days. But I’m living at some art commune and I’m not 
sure who my pals are and who hates me, and I don’t care bouts’ 
that bullshit and so… 

Sometimes I talk funny. It’s because I’m a writer and the 
other day a young man called me a “Dork” at the gas-station 
because I bumped into him. And I said “man o’ man I’m sorry” 
and he didn’t smile… 

He called me a “Dumb mother fucker”…who…“Should 
get my stupid retarded eyes fixed”. 

And I sure was real confused by his word choice and just 
wanted my pack of smokes. But the guy was being weird so I 
didn’t say anything and then minding my own beeswax I looked 
at the lemon-heads and smiled. He didn’t smile. He said, 

“Buy me this beer.” 
“Twenty-twenty” I said. 

I’m sorry but I hurt him and feel real bad about it. And it 
wasn’t because what he said to me…no…not really… 

It was that my blood was boiling and after typing all night 
I felt like a sports athlete and my adrenaline was still high and it’s 



 

just I wasn’t thinking when I broke his face open with a retro cola 
bottle that was made in Mexico and… 

That’s what I told em’ policemen who showed up because 
there was blood on the floor, but the clerk said I was “the hero” 
because the guy who also happened to have warrants out for his 
arrest, well so I guess he was stealing whatever he wanted for the 
past six months and I’m not sure because the whole thing was a 
very poor man type of conversation, but the policeman didn’t 
buy my story and said that I should, 

“Go talk to somebody.”  
“Maybe you’re right officer” I said. 
And so that’s how I met…  

 

Not long after I started is about when I stopped going to 
confession…as I called seeing the shrink…after so…get this:  

We were caught by Dr. Wagonmaker and after that she 
was no longer allowed to be alone with me. 

… 
 

So bouts’ this Dr. Wagonmaker—well—that man hated me 
and I don’t know why. But he said that I asked him,  

“Too many damn fuckin’ questions.”  And he said…  
“How do you feel?” And so I said,  
“How do you feel Doc?” But no. He didn’t say anything 

and that was the first time I met him and it got weird fast and like 
I said he didn’t like my questions and I mean…I told him how I 
was…  

“Only doing me some research.”  
“Henry! Grow up. I have a job to do” 



 

And then after that…that’s when it got weirder and so no. 
I didn’t say anything he wanted to hear and I already knew that 
Dr. Wagonmaker was obsessed with the girl doctor, and I called 
her ‘Jenny on the block’ and she laughed at all my jokes… 

“Hey now Jenny on the block…” 
“Yes Henry…” 
“My dear did you know that they cloned a creature after 

mixing a manatee with a human?”  
“What? When?” 
“Yeah, they call it Humanity.”  
“You’re so dumb Henry.” 
“I know darlin’.” 

… 
 

 It was all for fun and we just needed to fool around. Really 
that’s all we needed to lift up our spirits, and I don’t know what 
the big deal was because she cured me and we had many things in 
common. We talked about the declining study of behaviorism in 
university departments and Lombroso was her hero, and she even 
told me how that Dr. Wagonmaker was a real “creeper” and man 
o’ man that Doctor sure didn’t like it when he opened the door 
and her hands were down my pants because that’s when he said… 

“Henry…OUT!” 
 

Jenny said we could continue our relationship even though 
as you know...everything was weird, and on the last day that I’d 
ever talk to er’ I said,  

“I gotta’ go away now.”  
“For what?”  
“Research.”  



 

“How long?”  
“I don’t know.”  
“Where?”  
“Not sure” I said and after giving her a Lombroso poster 

for a goodbye present I didn’t say anything and just smiled and 
walked out and never talked to her again. But I had to get on the 
move anyway because everything in that city was a complete zoo.  
 

The story of my life was nuts and it was bad for a long 
time. This and that and the yin and the yang and my life was sour 
and sweet and shit and shine, and after I got depressed I thought I 
probably should pack up the typewriter and take a nice ol’ ride to 
where it all started…back to The Town on a Lake… 

And so even though that was the last thing I wanted to do 
I didn’t think too long about it because honestly I didn’t have any 
other options left cause’ I was beat—not beatific—but just beat 
down into something more than pulp and that’s why I went back 
to Irish Hills. Home. But first before going home I went… 
 

There was a nice girl who had a big van from the eighties 
and listened to The Beatles on repeat, and during this part of our 
story Detroit was said to be a battle ground. And I’m not sure 
why but it didn’t feel much different than it did before because 
ever since I can remember our economy has been dying, and 
maybe by then I just got used to it but it didn’t seem that bad, at 
least not as bad as the media made it out to be.  

And so maybe I was too young but it was alright, and back 
then entire floors of old skyscrapers were rented for under a 
thousand dollars and converted into artistic speakeasies, and I 



 

never lived in those because I only came here during the week 
after I got fired from my job in Ann Arbor for not being any 
good at my job, and I was a dishwasher at the University Hospital 
and it was embarrassing to get fired for being bad at something 
like that but…I sure was fired and I didn’t tell anybody about it 
and when I said I was going to work I took the bus and got 
dropped off by the river, and when I was in Detroit I never saw 
anybody killed or anything like that, and I walked everywhere 
and the only thing that seemed bad were the skeletons held 
together with frames that once were living buildings and were 
now rotting after they were left behind after the factories finally 
closed-up shop and then moved out of America. But life for the 
most part was good, and it was hard for sure but it was good, and 
it was the same as before and people got by and that’s what the 
nice girl and I were doing… 
 

The nice girl went to Wayne…and I was hanging out 
looking at things and man o’ man’ I really did a’ seen me so dang 
much, and as my early days in The Downtown of the D went 
by… 

That’s when I watched old people on ventilators gamble 
their children’s inheritance away, and when I was in Detroit it 
was still snowing and I made some friends and gosh darn they 
even let me feed the birds, and some of them knew my name and 
most forgot the following day what my name was…no…not the 
birds but the old people…  

And so this might be part of the reason that some of your 
grandparents thought I was a writer. 
 



 

Those men and women who fought in World War Two, 
well… 

By this part of our story they were real old and for some 
reason they liked me. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s because I 
read books. Maybe not but they always talked to me and one guy 
asked me why I… 

“Come here to think son?”  
“Um…because this place reminds me of the very nature of 

writing.” 
“How so?” 
“Persistence and passion and still nobody is winning.” 

 

It was sorta’ funny and we laughed and then I went back 
to looking out the window as the old people went back into the 
carpeted rooms. But I stayed on the tiles and then… 

As I doodled some three-dimensional boxes they pulled 
down the handle and some had seizures because of the spinning 
lights, but nobody died and they always came back for more… 

“Henry, you want to play a round?” 
“No thanks but thanks for asking.”  

… 
 

 I just always stayed on the tiles. I liked it there. The coffee 
was good and free and they never suspected a thing, because I 
cleaned up every day. And I either looked like a student or a low-
to-mid tier poker player, and poker players are young and beat 
and many of them look like writers. And the only real difference 
was how I never went on the carpet and walked into the room 
that separated the winners and the losers because I never wanted 



 

any part of the division between the gamblers and the hustlers, 
and I was taking it real easy sitting in the lobby that reminded me 
of a hospital emergency room, and I didn’t want to play any 
games and I especially didn’t want to owe anybody any money 
because I didn’t have any money and well…I don’t think I 
woulda’ played even if I had the money because I didn’t need to 
spend any money because I just needed the time to look out the 
window, and that’s why I sat there and said hello and looked out 
the window and nope… 

Even the security guards and the managers never said 
anything bad to me and they saw me every day when I set up 
shop in the exact same chair. And one time I was asked if they 
could get me, 

“A soda?”  
“Huh?” I said. 
“A pop?”  
“Nope—thanks but no thanks.”  

… 
 

Like I a’ tolds’ ya’ I did:  
I said the same thing every time and even when I was 

thirsty I said no thanks. And I said this because I didn’t want them 
to get me anything and…  

“Thank you very much though. Sure is a nice day.” 
“Yep…oh hey. You work a ton. Make sure to have a good 

time as well. Remember that you can’t work your life away” The 
boss said.  

“I know but…”  
“Henry right?” 
“Yep…” 



 

“I got a feeling about you kid. Yeah. I think it’s just about 
your time…” 

“Time for what?”  
“To win big.”  
“I don’t know about that.” 
“You’d be surprised son. I see all kinds of people here. I 

know the difference between the winners and losers…you have 
those eyes. Just let me know if you want…” 

“What?” 
“If you need anything such as a drink or some free coin or 

maybe food…” 
“Alright. Will do” I said. 

… 
 

With everyone I talked to this is how the conversations 
went, and I don’t know why I didn’t get the boot but…I only 
know I didn’t cause’ they always let me continue to look out the 
window, and maybe it was how I dressed or maybe it wasn’t. I’m 
not too sure. But I tried real hard not to get too dirtied-up on the 
streets and I even scrubbed my shoes at night at Hart Plaza like I 
was scratching records because I had to give it my best to look 
the part, and so even if they didn’t believe me I had to make sure 
that the good people knew that I was at least trying and it’s just… 

 If you weren’t where I was during The Great Recession in 
the hardest hit city in the United States…well…it’s very difficult 
to write exactly what I’m talking about but that is what I’m 
trying to do… 

I’m trying to tell you how life was… 
 



 

During this point in our story nothing was going very 
good. I was sad and poor and needed to feel normal and not cold, 
and that’s why I made sure never to look like the concept (not 
real) known as the American Bum. And I was the same but 
nobody checked my facts and after I was done drawing another 
three-dimensional box on loose-leaf that’s when I closed my 
notebook and watched the flag twist around the pole like a swing 
at the beach as snow fell gently from above the clouds that were 
unlit by the sunless sky. And the street out the window was slow 
with traffic and it was the middle of the day and it’s not the same 
here as it is in…let’s say Chicago…because in Detroit… 

 Back then in Detroit you could sit and stare and you 
could watch the weather patterns better because there were far 
less people distracting you from what was really going on, and it’s 
weird and I don’t know much but these are the kinds of things 
that I thought about when I was there, and it was by the window 
and it was nice and the chair where I sat by the window was as 
comfortable as a movie theatre seat, and so I was  trying my best 
to be smiling with a clean shave and up-to-par with the working 
man’s attire, and nobody said a single word to me about not 
being there. Yeah… 

They pretty much were all kind to me and then one day I 
didn’t know it but I met the owner of The Casino and he asked 
me… 

“What are you writing?” 
“Writing?”  
“Yeah, in that notebook?”  
“What? O’ writing…um…so why do you ask?” 



 

“Well son a couple people said you were a famous writer 
doing research…” 

“Huh? O’ what did they say and…wait…who?” 
“The old timers…” 
“What ones?”  
“Them. Mr. So. & So.”  
“O’ yeah. That’s what I’m doing. Sorry I zoned out…”  
“So if you don’t mind…what kind of research?” 
“The Purple Gang” I said.  
“HUH?” 
“Yeah. The Purple Gang. That’s it. The Purple Gang well 

they crossed the Detroit River from Canada and smuggled booze 
into The States during prohibition.”  

“Strange. The Purple Gang?”  
“Yeah. The Purple Gang.” 
“Never heard of them but I’m bad with history, better with 

numbers but huh…that is strange…interesting but…” 
“I know and I’m real sorry Mr. Um…I have to get back to 

my thinkin’ ok?”  
“Alright. But what’s your name? I think someone told me 

already but my memory isn’t…”  
“Henry Oldfield.”  
“Pleasure meeting you…” 
“You too” I said. 

 

A simple quick conversation and the owner smiled and 
walked away, and when he was gone I reopened my notebook 
and thought about things and so… 



 

It was by looking out the window and sitting in that chair 
where I started to refine my fangs, and I do think that’s where my 
character was born. Sure was…. 

It was down in The D where I became just another dying 
young man, and I had to think fast or else freeze my bones out 
there in the snow, and that sounded bad and… 

That’s the reason I plotted out the future while drawing 
one three-dimensional box after the other. But the thing was 
there was always another box… 

Then again…it didn’t really matter cause’ I wasn’t into 
metaphysics no more and it wasn’t really a joke anyway and 
sitting by that window and well…I did this five-to-ten hours a 
day three days a week for about two months and I’m not too sure 
if The Purple Gang is real or not…I mean… 

I read something about it once online but that’s about it 
and O’ Detroit well…that’s…  
 

This is how it happened:  
I ran into the nice girl when I was cutting through a 

parking lot on my way to the casino and… 
We both liked Ska music and moose tracks ice cream and 

so that’s why we became friends. And I didn’t have anything to 
do and so when the nice girl was in class I walked around and 
looked out the window and then after she was done we watched 
bad movies and slept on her floor in sleeping bags using stuffed 
animals for pillows, and I know what it sounds like but it was one 
of the nicest periods of my life.  

Back when I was in Detroit I met some good people and 
nothing all that bad happened, and one day she was stuck in an 
exam because it was finals week and that’s why the nice girl let 



 

me take her van to renew my license, and what she doesn’t know 
can’t hurt her because she’ll never know how I didn’t have a 
license but well… 

I did have a passport and then when she was taking some 
nursing test I drove through the tunnel and got drunk in Canada, 
and from the other side I looked at the United States and it was 
one of those moments made for young writers:  

It was just before the night and the Tigers didn’t make the 
playoffs that year, and after the buzz wore thin I fell asleep for a 
bit and then drove back and I never told her why I was two hours 
late to pick her up. But if she would have asked I’d told her the 
same thing as I’m about to tell you:  

I did what I did for one last adventure because I knew that 
I had to go home… 

Yeah. I knew that my time in Eastern Michigan was bouts’ 
up and I didn’t want to but I had to because it was time to go 
back to… 
 

When I was in Detroit not much happened other than I 
grew up and that’s about it, and yeah… 

The nice girl was a good friend and she’s the one who said 
that I should probably go home, and she was probably right and 
the mirror showed the truth because I mean I had two black eyes 
from a couple nights prior when I hit my face on the toilet and 
dang! My face looks kinda’ bad but it doesn’t hurt.  

 

The Town came into view and she woke me up, and that’s 
when I said, 

“Not now. Just drive.”  



 

“Where to? We’re here. Henry? Where do you live?” 
“I don’t know. Take me to Lake Michigan.” 

… 
 

The nice girl’s van stopped and she turned down the radio. 
The song Sunday Morning was on but it wasn’t Sunday and it 
felt like hell. It was cloudy and real gloomy and it wasn’t fun and 
I was already bored and we walked on the sand with bare feet and 
it was cold but refreshing like the other side of a pillow is.  

But nothing could stop it and The Town well—the place 
was a mess and I knew all along that coming back here was a bad 
idea, but I didn’t say anything because it didn’t matter and that’s 
why I smiled and looked at the rusty playground equipment. And 
she started to but stopped…because there wasn’t much to say. 

… 
 

For ten minutes the two of us just sat there as we watched 
the crashing tides. The silence was getting weird and that’s when 
the nice girl said she had to go back to Detroit because I think she 
had another test but... 

I also think that was bullshit because the truth is:  
Nobody really wants to be here when they have a bit of 

ambition, and that’s why I’m thinking the nice girl probably 
wanted to get the hell out of here just like mostly every other kid 
who was born here does, and so sure… 

There is beauty here and the water is a sorta’ drug in the 
summertime. But The Town on a Lake is a lonely place especially 
if you’re a young writer who’s about to go through an exiled part 
of their life, and of course I didn’t like what was going on and 
that’s why I laughed. But the nice girl didn’t laugh and I could 



 

tell that she felt bad for me and knowing this made me sick to my 
stomach and now… 

There were twenty more minutes left before the nice girl 
would get back into her van and drive. But this time I wouldn’t 
go with her. I would stay here and I’d be stuck…and that’s why 
I’d have to come up with a new plan.  
 

It was just me and her, and after this moment that’s when 
the nice girl would go on back to Detroit and that’s when I’d be 
back in Irish Hills. And for almost two full years I would be alone 
watching this place called The Town on a Lake and it wasn’t as 
bad as it sounds…I got by like I always did and sure… 

 I did what I set out to do and finished a phase of my life. I 
wrote and grew but still I was sad…because I knew I’d never see 
the nice girl again. 

… 
 

 Before she got back on the highway we made one more 
stop. This was the last hour of our short lived relationship and 
after the ice cream cones were gone that would be it and so…  

The ending for the two of us was about to go like this:  
After the last explosion I’d be dropped off at this little shack 

that was less than two hundred dollars a month and the home was 
on a hill and nothing worked and I had to piss outside and cook 
in the coffee pot, and when it rained and Lake Michigan yelled 
the whole place lit-up like a haunted house.  

When I was there on the dunes I typed away and well, 
that’s a different story altogether, but back before the nice girl left 
we sat on a picnic-table and it happened that… 



 

On the day I moved back to The Town on a Lake the 
leaders used a bunch of dynamite to demolish an old factory that 
half the town worked at when I lived here as a boy, and it was 
sorta’ disturbing to watch the fireworks go off but as bombs fell 
from the sky destroying what was left of the paper-mill the nice 
girl and I didn’t talk, we sat in silence watching the towers fall as 
we ate our ice cream. It wasn’t what we wanted and they didn’t 
even have moose-tracks, but it didn’t matter what we wanted and 
then… 

When she was gone I was home and it looked like war, 
and I hated the place and being back in The Town wasn’t very 
fun because all my family was dead and I was alone with nobody 
and then after nearly twenty-four months of walking around the 
streets and looking at the empty buildings while trying to chip-in 
and help with slowing down the last thump of the final decline… 
which I learned from the owner’s children who were being 
groomed for leadership responsibilities…was nothing less than 
the final swirl of a tailspin that was brought upon us like locusts 
and was a direct result from some long dead distorted language 
but…even though the language no longer existed it was still a 
language they still believed-in. Then after two years I realized 
there wasn’t anything for me to do there and this was around  
when the Second Proxy War ended… 

People were starting to clean-up and then… 
Things got even worse for me in my mind after The Nun 

died and…on the day when I buried my godmother next to my 
grandfather The Town On A Lake was bulldozing and weed-
whacking and the coal was still burning and the Town was in 
total fallout and it was madness and it was terrible and so that’s 
why I had to leave again for good…yeah…I just had ta’. 

 



 

… 
 

Leaving the place where I grew up I decided to go back to 
the college town for the third and final time, and as it turns out 
coming back here was the wrong thing to do but so what because 
now I’m there and I don’t like it here cause’ it’s not the same as it 
was when I was a student, and now I'm getting old and my 
fingers don't move the same and now I don’t know anybody and 
I’m living in a strange house with people who are ten years 
younger than me and so maybe I shouldn’t even be here but like I 
said: This is where I am… 

I’m back in the college town and for a while I couldn’t do 
it but I'm writing again and I guess that’s a good thing, and now 
it’s the night and I’m alone and the windows are all iced shut and 
all I’m really doing is… 

I'm just wasting away on this plastic chair and as I type and 
yawn I wait for something to happen, and as I wait my thoughts 
are constantly asking me… 

 

It’s the same and it always is, and about the only difference 
is I’m in a new house with ten new people and as the hours go by 
those ten new people walk up the steps because they want to see 
what’s up here, and it's a three story house and there's a ladder 
that leads into the attic. But sorry cause’ it's empty and it’s just me 
and that’s all… 

Up in the attic it’s just this strange man who’s alone typing 
on a typewriter, and they’re so young and some of them even 
think it’s cool that I’m weird and before they go back down the 
ladder they say, 

“Hello” to me and I say, 



 

“Hi.” 
“What are you doing?” They ask. 
“I can't talk now…” 
“What you writing?”  
More words. From them. Not me. Nope. Because I don’t 

speak and then the mood gets awkward and there's only silence 
and so we listen to the wood that is moving as the foundation of 
the house is swaying back and forth, and it feels like I’m living in 
a tree house that’s lost at sea… 

“What you writing?” They ask again. 
“I don’t know” I said.  
“Beautiful typewriter…” 
“Thanks.”  
“So?” They say and…  
“So?” I said back. And by now it’s apparent that I don’t 

want them around and you can hear snow melting but it doesn’t 
last long and now the entertainment is over and now I’m alone 
again but—not really because I can hear them day and night and 
they’re always screaming and so I don’t talk because I don’t have 
anything to say, and tonight… 

Tonight there’s a big party because we’re hip in the scene, 
and the house is too loud and I feel terrible and as soon as I wake 
up the only thing I’m doing is wasting time before I go back to 
bed, and I think something is wrong with me but I don’t really 
know it’s just that... 

I had to go brush my teeth because there was this terrible 
taste in my mouth from the cold coffee and chain-smoking I’ve 
been doing and,  

“HELLO THERE” I said to er’, because dang… 
She was in there waiting for me. 
 



 

 … 
 

And so it finally happened, and sure it was weird but I had 
sex with Nora and then after we left the bathroom she put on her 
dress because she wanted to go watch the band in the basement, 
and she asked if I wanted to “Jam out on some drums”, but I said,  

“No thank you”. 
… 

 
The band is pretty terrible and what is electronic bluegrass 

anyway? Please tell me cause’ the twang mixed down to the beat 
of internet-time is a burden to the soul of my ears and I wanted 
to be alone so I went back to the attic to write…and not about 
her because I made that up and I didn’t plan on writing…it’s just 
what I told her… 

Writing was an excuse and it always is, and nope… 
I haven’t been writing…not one word…because honestly 

I’ve just been making three dimensional-boxes with a stencil that 
I found at a thrift-store, and when I was there I was told by the 
worker that back in the day these… 

“Were considered what we would call video games”, and 
it’s real easy and all you do is take the slide that has the premade 
box and then place it in front of a piece of blank white paper and 
then you just tap away, and it’s not too fun but it’s better than 
dying in silence.   

And so writing…that’s what I’ve been telling everyone so 
“please stop asking me questions” I said to Nora, because I don’t 
have an answer for her “why”. 

 
 
 



 

… 
 

When people talk to me I leave and go back to the room 
and make more three-dimensional boxes, and it’s all a story and 
I’m not trying to be a writer…nope…because all I’m doing is 
trying my best to do something other than blowing my brains 
out. And I don’t know why...and I think I was born this way and 
everything is the same and I’ve always known that and that goes 
for the beginning and the end and well… 

So I don’t know why it is like this but death and life are 
boring and sometimes before I walk away I tell them… 

“I can’t talk”…but it’s not because I don't know how to… 
it’s because I rather just sit here alone.  

But now I can’t even sit here anymore because it is more 
than boring.  It is hell and I created hell and so that is why I have 
to leave.  
 

Something has to happen because this is a story, and so… 
This is what’s going to happen next in our story:   
I’m going to pack some clothes and brush my teeth and 

then I’m going to bury the knife on East Campus and then before 
the morning after I dig her car out of the snow I’m leaving, and 
I’m leaving because I hate this place and I call it hell and so that 
means I'm already dead and that none of my pain is real, and… 

 Before the cold devil sun comes up we’re getting on the 
road and the trip to the desert might be different now, and that’s 
because I always like the woman after I have sex with the woman 
because I have good taste in good women and I don’t know if 
she’s even looking for that but then again what the fuck am I 



 

talking about because this is nothing but nonsense and I don't 
care about her anyway because soon I’ll be dead and no… 

Nora can’t go where I'm going. 
 

 The plan is for her to drop me off and then she’s going to 
Dallas to visit her cousin who’s a cheerleader for the Cowboys, 
and when I get out of the car Nora will leave and I’ll be alone to 
do whatever I want and there’s also a plan for when I get there 
because I have a plan for everything and there's going to be a 
couple adventures and then I’m probably going to get into some 
serious trouble in Roswell, and after a solid week Nora told me 
she’s coming back for me but the thing is… 

Nora doesn’t know how there isn’t going to be anything 
to come back for and… 

Even before what happened in the bathroom Nora said she 
wanted to be my “rebound”, and she’s a real sweet person and 
doesn’t take shit from men. That’s what I like about her and she 
was a great lover and it was nice and then it was over. But I didn’t 
have a choice and so yeah… 

 I knew Nora’s boyfriend before he went to prison, and he 
was an asshole and beat her and in one month he’s getting out of 
prison, and before he got put there he followed her around and 
stalked her every move, and so that’s why she was staying at the 
art commune… 

Nora’s hiding from her man and that’s why she’s running 
away to Texas, and sure we both have different reasons but so 
what because we’re both getting on the road and leaving. 

 
 
 



 

… 
 

 Good ol’ Nora she’s a real flower and has bouts’ the most 
courage of anyone I’ve ever met, and I mean she basically pulled 
me into the bathtub with her and there was passion almost too 
much and it was a form of medication and that's all, because it’s 
all the same and everything is killing me and I can’t take no more 
pain cause’ I’m alone in my mind and I’m just here and so in the 
moment of the now this is when I’m looking at the wood rafters 
as they rot while listening to the reverberating of the turning of 
winter.  It sounds like war and like it does the action of sex helped 
me forget about fear and death but a truth of life is that sex goes 
by in a snap and so does the same thing…which is your life and I 
know that everything ends and so now… 

As the fan spins this house sounds like a casket and I don't 
want to know any of these people and I'm not happy and that’s 
the reason…I’m going with Nora.  

… 
 

The car is a teal Ford from the late nineteen nineties and to 
tell youse’ the truth I’m not sure if the thing can make it out of 
the state, and yeah I changed the brakes and the oil and there’s all 
new fuses and the heat's working, and she said thank you with a 
fuck. It’s nothing but insanity and this is where it ends because I 
can’t do it anymore because it doesn’t matter because they don’t 
care and nobody will know I’m dead and so I’ll never see these 
people again and after tonight I’ll only be a digital face and that's 
all fine and dandy because they’re a bunch of lunatics but no not 
her though. Nora’s just lost like me and she doesn’t know why 
I’m asking her to drop me off in the middle of nowhere. 

 



 

… 
 

Nope. Nora doesn’t know my plan and she's gorgeous and 
I’d love her if she loved me. But she doesn’t and won’t ever love 
me and that’s also fine because she doesn’t know my plan because 
nobody does. 

The plan is to go to Roswell and kill myself. And this is 
what the story is about:  

It’s bouts’ The Fear & The Going and it’s a literary science 
fiction pop-up book for adults and getting older and not growing 
up, and it’s just a story about black holes and digital nonsense and 
about a writer and an agent named Babushka who might work 
for Mr. So & So and an unknown killer and a retired detective 
who hates roller skating and… 

It’s an American tragedy and it’s about the artistic process 
of distortion and it’s one big sprawling million word narrative 
that is nothing but a sample of sheet music bouts’ using letters to 
make some home cooked mashed potataters’, and it’s about wild 
dogs that run away from the track and it smells of the swinging 
metals that linger around after the carnival ends and it’s just a 
story about the last emperor of The Roman Empire and it stars a 
man named Cloud and some old seashells and leftover Nazis who 
now sell rusty used toasters to street kids who smoke cigarettes by 
nuclear power plants… 

The story is about love and the number seventy-three and 
the moment when space collapses inward after time comes back 
to its equilibrium, and it’s about the split hairs of friendship and a 
hungry lizard man who’s sheltered by his Ma and Pa and a dog 
that was sorta’ named after a character in a Shakespearean Play, 
and it’s about guns and broken cell phones and robotic sky-rises 



 

and drugs and worn down bartenders and twisted enemies and 
suicide and society and so… 

It’s a story about the individual lost in static and that’s all. 
Yep… 

That’s what the story is about and I really hope it is a good 
story... 

But no…not yet because… 
Before anything else there’s one more cigarette and that’s 

because I need a smoke and another cup of something and then 
after that something that’s when I’m going to bed and waiting for 
the morning and there aren’t any birds in the winter and that’s 
why there won’t be a song before the next new section begins in 
Atlanta.  
 
 



 

 
 

 about six months later I wasn’t 

dead and what started off as trying to get back home went all 
crazy and like it usually does spun out of control and became a 
big ol’ mess and in the desert I started writing. And no not three 
dimensional boxes but real words and I don’t even know how it 
happened but somehow I got happy…and I mean real honest to 
god sorta’ happiness and man o’ man I started talking to some 
people I probably shouldn’t have trusted but anyway that’s how I 
ended up in the Dirty South and it’s just well… 
 

 

I can’t ever make up my mind. I mean is it the woods or 
the pub? Nope. I never know which way to go and dang 
cause’… 

 Like I’ve done I gone and done again, and so really bouts’ 
the only thing I know for sure is this book has to keep moving, 
and so… 

Let’s get some official introductions out of the way:  
 

Who am I? Well… 
I don’t know but…maybe the best way to explain that sort 

of question is to start off with where I’m from and where I’m at, 
and I’m real sorry because I don’t know that either…well not 
entirely that is…and… 



 

So can I tell you anything whatsoever about who I am or 
where I’m from? Sure can:  

Officially it’s Michigan but I wasn’t born there. I was born 
on a small stretch of road called Monkey’s Eyebrow Kentucky, 
and back when I was a real little kid this is what I think happened:  

After my biological parents disappeared for some classified 
reason according to sealed court documents that’s how I ended up 
in Plotter Valley California until I was seven years old. My first 
blinks of life seem like a different life and I don’t know who I was 
but I do know it wasn’t a nice and normal kinda’ childhood… 

 It was a time when I wasn’t even old enough to fear the 
unknown and I was just a boy and the year I turned three I was 
staying with a couple of hippies until they were discovered dead 
at a commune in Africa which was completely napalmed out of 
existence after the locals were strangely overtaken by an outbreak 
of something real bad. But of course nobody knew about that and 
so nobody told me bouts’ what was going on because they didn’t 
even know themselves about any of that nonsense. All they knew 
about me was… 

… 
 

Back then Henry Oldfield was just some little orphan who 
didn’t have anybody watching over him and that’s the reason all 
these strangers took care of me but I didn’t care because I had a 
ton of vintage Star Wars action figures, and towards the end of 
my stay in California I was thrown around like some good lil’ 
dog that nobody wanted because having a dog takes so much of 
your time when you rather be doing other things but well… 

I remember how people always said that my parents were 
coming back…and when I’d ask them when are they coming 
back to get me…they’d always say…just soon Henry, just soon.  



 

Still…nothing seemed like a big deal and life was a brand 
new pair of shoes. All and all I was your typical American happy 
boy of the nineteen eighties and nope I didn’t even have to go to 
no school and sure was nice to hear because everybody had the 
most gentle of voices and when they got lost in a dream they’d 
talk about my mother who I guess was an actress who had a 
cameo in a shark film… 

That’s what they said and never about what she looked like 
or where she came from and sometimes when they were having a 
party I was told how my mother was a beautiful gypsy and that 
she was going to come back soon. But no…I didn’t think she 
would and I was right…and I don’t know how I knew but I 
did… 

 My mom never came back and so the town was forced to 
take care of the young pup. 

… 
 

Them’ adults in California sure were super good to me and 
let me hang around and then the last place I’d call home in the 
bear flag state was with this real nice young man named Bradley 
Falkner who worked from his three bedroom apartment tucked 
away in an office with tons of framed movie posters on maroon 
walls, and the room was connected to his bedroom and had long 
narrow French windows and was his room and nobody else’s, and 
there was even a sign warnin’ yawl’ how it was completely off 
limits to children and holy men and women, and when there was 
an afternoon breeze he’d leave the office door open and from the 
balcony where I was with legs hanging off ground from chair… 
I’d be at the table drawing badly drawn scenes of adventure and 
could hear him as he typed on his electronic typewriter that he 
told me was named, Mr. Bastard of Technology. And I sure don’t 



 

remember much about them anymore but I do have visions that 
are straight line paths to those good but now almost lost days of 
just another childhood. 

… 
 

The visions when I close my eyes are warm and sunny and 
blue, and although I was little and didn’t care about what he said 
to me… 

Bradley said once at a party how he wrote screenplays for 
the movies and cool I said to him as he was all done making me a 
grilled cheese sandwich with a big bowl full of real red ketchup 
for dipping the crust… 

And I stayed with him for about five whole months and I 
had a ton of fun and he was like a big kid himself. We were good 
roommates and his nickname was Handsome Rogers and so in his 
office he had little model houses where he would make his movies 
and Bradley had his own neighborhood and he told me… 

Henry. You could kinda’ say that it’s been inspired by a 
preacher of imagination…you ever watch it? He has a children’s 
television show on public broadcasting and really? You don’t 
know who I’m talking about Henry?   

Nope I said back and that’s because I didn’t know what to 
say because I didn’t watch that show or any show for that matter 
because the TV was real boring and when he found me in his 
office he didn’t even get mad… 

I was sitting at his typewriter pretending to read what he 
wrote because I couldn’t read yet. 
 
 
 
 



 

… 
 

I couldn’t read until I was almost ten years old and I know 
that’s sorta’ late but nobody had the time to teach me. Reading 
wasn’t important and so… 

I was pretending to live his life and he shook my hand and 
kicked me out of his office but nope…he never yelled. Bradley 
just said… 

Henry don’t grow up so fast.  
Why not…  
You might not like what you see.  
Alright I said…asking him if he would make me another 

grilled cheese. And that’s what he did…  
Bradley Falkner made me a grilled cheese whenever I 

wanted and it was a real swell time. And he even had a pool that 
I’d be swimming in mostly every day until he packed up my stuff 
and sent me on my way. Yep. That’s what happened.  

… 
 

Once Falkner found out my guardians weren’t coming 
back to The States he had some real big red eyes when he said to 
me that he was sorry after he dialed the number to the authorities 
because…as he told the phone people:  

He was responsible and didn’t want to but knew he told 
them…that his lifestyle wasn’t appropriate for the raising of a 
small boy, and so… 

It happened fast and I think it was a week later when I was 
real sad after child protective services came by and put me on an 
airplane. And that’s when I fell asleep and after that I’m not sure 
because I never investigated because… 



 

I don’t really care and I mean it was all up to society and nobody 
asked me what I wanted. 

… 
 

On May 24th 1989—that’s when I was sent on an airplane 
and met my new official adopted family, and they’re both dead 
too but they lived in the Great Lake State and so… 

That’s pretty much how I ended up in Michigan and as 
I’ve said everything was hazy and fast and the first seven and a 
half years of my existence have been completely erased and I have 
no memory of what California looked like and I’m not too sure if 
I left the house or not…I’m kidding cause’… 

What I can recall of my legal guardians in California is 
they were real good people and always smiled and I do remember 
that quality about them, and I know I left the house because I 
have one picture from when I was a child and it was taken at the 
San Diego Zoo and in that Polaroid framed picture I was riding a 
camel and even had train-engineer overalls on, and sure is… 

It’s a good American happy boy kinda’ picture but there’s 
no more and… 

Other than that tiny bit of information there’s nothing else 
and I don’t know why but I don’t really have any recollection of 
the couple who took care of me or the scenery of the land and so 
there’s hardly no senses left in my mind from back when I was a 
boy…except for the zesty basal and vinegar smells of the salad 
dressing they made by hand and bottled and then sold out of their 
home, and after that… 

Michigan… 
That’s where I lived and went to High School and I even 

went to college there too, and then during my sophomore year 



 

the Second Proxy War broke out but I didn’t fight in it because I 
studied and was protected… 

And school was pretty easy for me and sure…math took 
some time…but I liked writing and reading and so then… 

Four years later I received a Bachelor’s Degree with an 
emphasis in Criminal Justice and Philosophy (I double majored in 
undergrad) and after commencement I was sitting in the shade by 
the fountain watching people as they got their pictures taken. But 
not me. Nope… 

I sure wasn’t smiling and that’s because I was sitting by 
myself because my family was dead and so that’s why I was going 
to go get drunk as shit at a strip club or a dive bar, and that was 
the celebratory plan if you will, and as I was throwing my gown 
and hat in the garbage that’s when I was told by a tenured 
professor how,  

“HEY WAIT! HENRY WAIT! I wanted to say good job 
but listen. Somebody like you shouldn’t ever leave this institution, 
because what are you going to do? Get married and work the 
nine to five? Start a 401K er’ somethin’ like that? Come on let’s 
not kid ourselves. I mean you’re a smart man. And I know that 
even you know Henry that ya’ won’t make it out there in the so-
called Real World.”  

“What are you telling me this for?”I asked… 
… 

 
After that conversation with the ol’ legitimate wise man I 

just kept going to school and I didn’t care about grades or even 
looking or talking the part. Because I sure wasn’t nice and normal 
anywhere I’ve ever stood in society, and back then in graduate 
school I’d piss off many of those young men who thought I was 
trying to show them up, and so I really do…I think my ideas 



 

were just well, more far out there than most sane people could 
imagine being possible yet, and I’m thinkin’ that’s why some of 
the other students in the program were confused about why I was 
even there. But the old professor, the one who talked to me, he 
loved my out of the box punk rock philosophical banter and he 
laughed when some of the students became frustrated. And sure 
did he also got worried bouts’ me when I stopped going to class. 
And so before the breakdown he’d show up to my apartment and 
get my papers and notes that he asked me to take after reading a 
book he thought could help us with… 
 

I was the errand boy philosopher, and this is what I was 
doing with my life: 

And back then up until I quit well…things really started to 
get weird because somehow I managed to get myself entrenched 
inside the think-tankin’ insanity of an interdisciplinary research 
team that was working on an underground multimillion dollar 
program connected to the field of advanced cognitive robotics 
and artificial intelligence. But unlike the other students who were 
invited to the party I wasn’t there to build nothing. I was there to 
deconstruct the human mind.  

… 
 

It’s strange before I dropped out of school I was working 
towards my Masters in what is called Theory of the Mind. And 
sure is sorta funny because that’s how I ended up losing my mind, 
but slightly before I walked away from the nice and normal floors 
of higher learning I was doing what they asked me to do and it 
was an obsession when living in isolation and poverty I was 
killing myself and abusing my brain over nonsense, and I was 



 

trying to solve the fundamental naturally intertwined frameworks 
of Artificial Intelligence by using an experimental network of 
overlaying modes of perception within Kantian Theory sliced 
together with Existential Nothingness and the spatial remainder 
leftover from the time of one’s being, but don’t worry because 
I’m not sure what that means either and it’s just that well… 

Back then I was trying to learn something new and I was 
typing my thesis twenty hours a day and the paper stack was a 
giant pile of errors, and so that’s about the time in my academic 
career when one of my professors got sorta’ worried and invited 
me into his office and closed the door, and then as I looked out 
the window it started to rain as he told me how the research team 
wasn’t… 

“Going to solve the problem. This is only a grant. We’re 
not expected to find the meaning of life. That’s absurd thinking 
so relax and just don’t take it so seriously Henry.” 

“God damnit” I said because…“I thought this was serious 
stuff that we were doing here. I mean what’s the point of giving 
us all this money if we’re not expected to do anything real? I just 
don’t get the nonsense…” 

… 
 

After the talk I went home and gave all my books away for 
free, and I was just ta’ real dang furious with the whole nonsense 
of babble I was giving my life to and that’s because I was wasting 
my time slowly becoming an outsider to the world that I wanted 
to help become a better place, and maybe this is when something 
started because after I was told what I was told I hated what 
they’d done to me and that is the reason why I quit going to class. 

 And so I guess you could say that’s where the story began 
and by following a logical trajectory my death in the desert after 



 

Nora dropped me off is where our story should probably end, but 
as you can see there’s many pages left in the book and so no… 
 

Nope and there's no twist er’ nothing, and sure I wanted 
to badly but I didn’t commit suicide after Nora dropped me off, 
and I know that was the plan and I know I told youse’ how I stick 
to my plans, but well I didn’t even try to kill myself and so that’s 
why… 

Sure am… 
I’m alive… 
And so is there anymore?  
Well let me try again and tell you about… 

 

When I became an adult I was nothin’ but another great 
depression man and nothing but a hobo man and… 

I was just a warrior man and only another man entrenched 
in the aftermath of war.  

… 
 

Henry Oldfield was a dime a dozen man and an ol’ regular 
silenced man and I didn’t know anything because the only words 
I knew were from the books written by the dead, and just bouts’ 
nothing made sense and I was lost and really… 

All I was doing was growing up…just like we all do…and 
somewhere in becoming a man I realized I was nobody… 

And so that’s who I was. After I dropped out of school I 
was still much too young and maybe I’ll always be much too 
young, and maybe the truth is that… 



 

I was another lost American Man and even though I was 
struggling with sadness what I can say for sure is that I was simply 
learning about the idea of living and what that means in my 
country. 

Early on in my story I was discovering what it means to be 
alive while learning all about how people live and maybe how I 
should live. And my life was a mess and it still is but in the 
backstory years I was learning…and that’s all I was trying to do 
and so… 

 Before The Going even had a name that’s when I learned 
some ideas from those old books and most of the writers were 
gone but they helped me more than most of the people who were 
alive did. And so that’s it… 

Henry Oldfield was born from lost words found in used 
books, and after the desert he was alone and always found himself 
around old books, and so… 

That’s all he was… 
Henry was another one of the living and I mean people 

have to live somewhere, and so… 
Where was I…and where am I and… 
Where is this somewhere?  
And so…that’s a complicated question for me to answer 

because I live um’ well… 
I don’t really know but… 
Get this:  

 

I’m just back in The City and it’s another ol’ city and no, 
I'm not in Michigan and I'm not in California, and I'm not in 
New Mexico and I was living in Florida and before that I was 
living somewhere around The Appalachian Trail, and that was 



 

weird and what I think happened was I think I musta’ came down 
with either a mental illness or maybe it was the same kind of 
romance that Mark Twain fell head over heels with, and I don’t 
know because I’m not a doctor er’ whatever but the only thing I 
can tell you is that… 

For a while the world was one word and the word was 
love, and that’s the reason I think I was blinded by life. And back 
then I was, “writing it all down”, just as my ol’ friend Dusty 
Apostolo told me to do, and during this part of our story Henry 
was simply walking around and living without the sounds of the 
highway because… 

Instead he was kicking dirt next to the ponds and them’ 
swamps buried in the backyards of the olden’ country, and that’s 
magical isn’t it? Well it would be but it’s not totally true, because 
what he was really doing was basically just running around like a 
chicken with his head cut off. That’s it. That’s who I was. 

After I got back to the Eastern parts’ something changed, 
and I don’t know what that was but maybe I lost my mind after I 
left Paradise, but as I already told ya’ I’m not sure. 

And I can’t fully describe to you what happened to me and 
that’s because it’s all one big blob of everything and there’s just 
too much dang poetry. The experience was mostly conceptual 
and if I wrote it all out in book form…just about everything that 
I felt and saw and heard…and if I tried to explain who I was back 
then and about all those naked emotions about the way that the 
sun looked and the color of green in the forest, well if I did that 
the story of my life wouldn’t end. And so look alright: If I told 
you everything we’d go back to the woods and never leave, and I 
sure liked it there but if the story stayed where I want it to stay 
the reader would probably get bored and possibly begin to think 
that I’m crazy, and I don’t want either of those two things to 



 

happen, and so…here’s where I was and I’ll even draw you a map 
how to get there… 

There was a National Park and an old thrift-store near 
Rebel Railroad. There was a mining tunnel with an entrance that 
was blocked off by a fallen tree that was now a bridge over the 
rising rivers in the expanding swamplands. There was the forest 
and the cold mornings in the wooded jungles and after that I was 
just somewhere else and the weather was warm and I was having 
a good time and I had less than two hundred dollars but that’s 
more money than you need when you’re in the woods, and when 
I had to get some supplies I hiked fifteen miles and it was amazing 
and nothing mattered and I didn’t take the carved-out path. I just 
went and it's weird. Back then I was doing what I was doing I 
never thought about what I was doing because I mean I coulda’ 
easily killed myself with just one slip that's all it woulda’ took and 
so I'm not sure…but it was like I was a kid again and so whistling 
Dixie that’s when I was climbing down cliffs because it was the 
quickest route to the nearest Indian Smoke Shop that was plotted 
on a slab of concrete that I called The Triangle Of Civilization, 
and so yeah. It’s real easy to tell ya’ why I did what I did because 
simply put… 

Back then The Going was the only thing I had left because 
this all happened during the recession and then after I quit school 
everything was gone and I didn’t have much but so what because 
I didn’t need much and I didn’t even have a car but I learned real 
quickly that I didn’t need a car cause’ I had my feet and my old 
shoes and then as the western world went to war across the sea in 
the Middle East—nope—I sure didn’t feel the pinch at the tank 
and the darkness of fossil fuel never crossed my mind cause’ the 



 

only renewable source of energy I needed was the fresh air mixed 
with my will to live, and by now in our story I no longer wanted 
to die and instead of suicide I got over it and grew up a little 
more with each sunset and there wasn’t any television or internet 
and so I woke up one morning and invented something new, and 
in the woods I picked apart a bunch of different philosophies 
from the old ones I read about and made a new one, and that’s 
when I followed my own philosophy and sure my past was silly 
but like I said… 

 It’s real easy to tell you what happened because just as life 
itself does that’s what I did. I moved and changed shapes and was 
separated from whatever happened the day before. I talked to 
nobody and in the forest I was alone and happy with being alone 
and those were the good times and what I remember feels like 
summer and it’s scattered with memories of those early on days 
and moments about the last stages of the human caterpillar. And 
that’s it. That's all I was and that’s bouts’ all I twas’ doin’. 

… 
 

Henry Oldfield was a student during the fall and what they 
don’t teach you in college is how you should brace yourself for 
the walking corpses you meet in the real world. And nobody ever 
told that jester of a boy anything bouts’ nothin’ because they only 
said…“stop kid”…when Henry asked them bouts’ anything at all. 
But that dying young man didn’t stop because Henry didn’t 
know how to stop…and that's about the time when he got sick 
again cause’ he was spending too much time alone and that’s not 
too good fer’ ya’ and this is how Henry became afraid of real 
people and he didn’t want to go back to the city and that's why 
he lived in the woods, and it wasn’t so bad because the boy had 
em’ a tent and his ol’ moldy paged books and see… 



 

During this part of the backstory years Henry Oldfield had 
more than enough food to get by and he was happy. But at the 
same time…he couldn’t get away from his true nature.  
 

The woods and the hills and there was the night and the 
night was dark and full of echoes and the whole time I knew I 
wasn’t this kind of person…nope…I sure wasn’t really a bearded 
nomad and I certainly wasn’t what I was becoming, and so not 
being cut from the mold as the greatest of fictional characters I 
read in the books I carried around I got real lonely and such and 
after that I just ta’ wanted to party again with people who were 
like me, and that’s the truth and this is a big part of the reason 
why I’ll never become the man I want to be, and I do think it’s 
because I was just too dang young to be doing what I was doing 
and maybe it was unnatural or maybe it wasn’t for me but so… 

After being alone in the woods that’s when I got sad again 
because I wanted to go where you can dance with pretty girls and 
drink some good beer, and there weren’t any girls in the forest 
and the beer ran dry and so that’s why after a month of living on 
the humblest of trails I said to myself… 

“Enough Henry…you’re not no Alexander Supertramp.” 
… 

 
Twas’ defeated by my hormones more than anything else 

I’m guessin’ and so I headed towards The City with a manuscript 
called, ‘The Original Adventures of a Dying Young Man’, and 
after an adventure in Florida and getting lost on the busses going 
east and west and… 



 

So further on in my story after some rides and some long 
walks and too many introspective kinda’ talks that’s when I was 
back in the pub shaking my messy hair thinking bouts’ that,  

“If anybody ever finds out who Henry Oldfield really is 
they’ll call em’ some kind of lunatic er’ somethin’.” 

… 
 

Feelin’ stranger than the strange I didn’t know what to do 
so I asked for two shots of whatever my four dollars could afford 
and then kept laughing because I only got one… 

And it was weird and I’m talking about existence and I 
wasn’t really that depressed and nope…I wasn’t even that sick no 
more and it sure was nice being away from Michigan cause’… 

Back then I knew I was dying but it felt better than dying 
did when I was there, and I don’t know why that is but the thing 
is when you’re away from those people who only belong in your 
past, well sometimes you just need to let those people stay in your 
past, and then when you finally do this you don’t have to worry 
about being called crazy because… 

When you finally let go of some of those people who only 
live to see you suffer that is when their damn rotten words can’t 
hurt you no more, and then… 

When it’s silent and full of life just like the forest is…that’s 
when you can be whoever you are, and even if you don’t know 
who you are that’s alright too.   
 

It was April sixteenth and there was a street. I had a thumb 
and that’s how I picked up a ride and ended up in the city of 
Atlanta. Once again our story was back in Society and Henry was 
confused and that boy born dumb was hanging around the bar 



 

scene and then one night he met him a new girl, and after a few 
weeks she told him that she loved em’, and so Henry…as it would 
go…he said he loved her too and then a couple months later... 

“Where’s the money writer man?” The new girl said, and 
to that Henry said: 

“Already?” 

Every single morning I took a long shower. It’s where I 
felt safe, and I even moved a small plastic chair in there with me 
and I know that’s strange but…as the mirrors steamed I sang me a 
MonkBirds song and yeah sure did—the tiles sounded great… 

 
“Hum—hum—lad—ey—da—da—bop—bop—bop—da—da—

hum—O—na—na—na—hum—da—ah—hum—hum…” 
  
It was as if an entire choired universe of non-religiously 

affiliated rockin’ angels was in the shower with me, and yeah sure 
was nice and I felt real good and then as the sun was starting to 
rise the water pressure was perfect and being lost between the 
peace of existence that’s when I fell asleep and woke-up to some 
human screaming,  

“HENRY!”… 
And sure did. The new girl yelled like a maniac but she 

was right because I was constantly running… 
Late… 
Every.  
Dang.  
Day.  
Since… 
I fell… 



 

 
 

This was Atlanta and the summer and those days were hot 
in the sheets and cool in the ice-box, and I was running out of 
money and had already been fired twice and one time it was from 
a fast food joint for getting caught drinking the shake mix in the 
freezer. The flavor was Vanilla and it tasted good and boy was I 
an idiot and the management well…so they said, 

“What are you doing?”  
“I don’t know, well not really anyway” I said. 
“What did you say Henry and you know this is your last 

violation…FIRED!” 
“Thank you bosses” I said and then I started to walk away 

and crackin’ the back door behind the building looking outside 
well… 

“Great” I said cause’ this is when I seen that my bike had 
been stolen earlier before I was fired and now well… 

 “Great” cause’ I had to walk-it and just “Great” I said 
again cause’ nope… 

Those’ bosses sure didn’t care about my loss because this is 
what they said to me,  

“Leave that here that’s company property”… 
And I knew that they were talkin’ bouts’ the tasty treat I 

had and I heard em’ sure did, but I didn’t care and maybe that’s all 
there is to it. Maybe I did what I did because I didn’t care. But 
then again so what cause’ it didn’t matter either way because they 
wouldn’t never see me again and that’s why I took the rest of the 
vanilla shake with me and drank it by the greyhound station.  

It was the summer and I was working in a human resource 
department for a retail inventory firm filing paperwork and this 



 

was a temp job for college graduates and I was the…“Whippin’ 
Boy”, and this was the name I was given by one of em’ newer 
bosses… 

And so it was after the shower and I walked in and that’s 
when the new management said… 

“You’re two hours late. Where were you Henry?”  
“Taking a shower Mr. & Mr. So & So…”  
“What? This is the second time in…” 
“Just stop cause’ I can’t do this anymore.” 
“What do you mean Mr. Oldfield, when you say that you 

can’t do this anymore? You can’t do what anymore?”  
“I can’t. I’m just…I’m real sorry and such. But I can’t.”  

… 
 

After quitting my second job I think they said something 
else but I couldn’t hear them because I twas’ just ta’ walking out 
the building and then I was back in the bottomless heat of Atlanta 
in the summer. And I remember as they stood there sweating and 
freezing both at the same time…and they were always in pairs 
and so… 

The two of em’ stood in attention and both of em’ I swear 
to ya’… 

All they did was nothin’ much but watch another dying 
young man who was losing without a care walkin’ away singin’ 
and that’s life but I’m pretty sure this is when a brand new Henry 
Oldfield was born, and so then when I got home and told Pel 
about how I was at work when as you know, I really wasn’t at 
work because I got fired, but my girl didn’t know bouts’ that yet 
because I didn’t tell her and so…what I was doing when I was 
supposed to be workin’… 



 

Alls’ I was doing was writing and writing took its toll, and 
I didn’t try getting anything published because I didn’t care cause’ 
I just wanted to write and didn’t know anything about money, 
and this isn’t good in The United States because American Love 
is expensive. 

So yeah life was getting bad cause’ I couldn’t keep a job 
but I didn’t want to keep a job because I didn’t enjoy anything I 
was getting paid to do. But then there was her and sure did…I 
liked her a whole bunch and Pel was…  

After I was fired from the second job that’s when Penelope 
stopped talking to me, and that’s bouts’ when the first stint of our 
long term affair would last another month or so.  

… 
 

She never loved me I think and Pel wanted me to be nice 
and normal but she knew I wasn’t like that, and yeah… 

Back then I was on a young man career path but that path 
was leading me nowhere and nobody would hire me in my field 
because I had a degree in philosophy and it was real hard to find a 
job in the market of philosophy, and not just for me but for pretty 
much everyone I’d knew who had graduated from the university 
with a degree in the liberal arts, and it was the same ol’ song and 
it was the same for everyone and it wasn’t any different for me. 
My degree in philosophy was laughed at and you don’t have to 
tell me why and that’s because I’m not a kid. I’m an adult and I 
knew it was going to end because money wasn’t a big deal to me 
and I had to live in poverty because that’s who I was—I was poor. 
But she wasn’t and Pel… 



 

That girl didn’t have to be poor because that’s not who she 
was because she had money cause’ she was born rich, and so as 
that dumb ol’ Henry boy said,  

“American love is expensive”, and then one night without 
even a fight Penelope moved out of them two young love birds’ 
cute lil’ apartment…and when this happened Henry wasn’t home 
when she packed-up everything and just as if it never happened 
that’s when the new girlfriend be gone.  

… 
 

Before the young man was single again it was just after his 
morning shower and Henry was walking around looking for 
cash…and that boy he knew his new girl needed’er’ some money 
because his woman yelled at him the night before about wanting 
more money for well… 

Henry wasn’t too sure but Pel said she wanted something 
and Oldfield had absolutely nothing whatsoever to show for the 
day because he didn’t even look for more money and honestly 
Henry gave-up the borin’ hunt for more money within the first 
fifteen minutes and instead of looking for money he’d be seen 
hangin’ around in the greyhound station again…and not too sure 
why he did…but he liked it there. 

… 
 

Sitting around the bus station he was doing nothing much 
but people watching and that’s when he met a guy who said he 
could give em’ a job at a factory and after that guy left to go have 
sex with his, “hot ass girlfriend”…and by the way that’s just what 
he said after tellin’ Henry if, 



 

“So man, I know I just met ya’ but I have a cat that needs 
to eat and so youse’ ever need a place to stay well hell ya’ brother, 
you’re more than welcome to hang around my pad”.  

And his pad was in the heart of the ghetto about ten miles 
away from the Atlanta greyhound station, and that nice fella’ said 
he was staying with his lady more than he was at his own crib 
and before this stranger fella’ walked away that’s when both of 
em’ dying young men had a real good laugh and so it goes cause’ 
time is a sea that drifts and… 

Inside the noisy congestion of public transportation Henry 
Oldfield thought about having sex with Pel, and man o’ man she 
sure was pretty with no clothes on, but as it does the clock kept 
ticking and as the hours went by the daydreams became saucy 
and slowly faded back into nothingness and… 

Henry sat for three hours watching the people getting on 
and off busses and so during the setting of another sun he’d even 
write em’ a short lil’ ol’ poem and the poem was about the sound 
that a bunch of babies in car-seats make when they cry in busy 
bus terminals down south in Atlanta during the summer, and the 
name of the poem was called: 

Being that it was the end of the working day the buses 
rolled out for good and now it was the night and well… 

I spent a whole roll of quarters trying to win a stuffed dog 
for Pel out of a crane game and the coin was just about all I had 
left, ten bucks worth but I never won the stupid thing and so I 
left and was walking and laughing on the streets and about an 
hour later I got back home and opening the door right away I 
knew and so I called and she answered and without even a second 
ring that’s when my girl told me, 



 

“HENRY. I LOVE YOU. But I had to go cause’ I want 
things Henry...”   

“OK” I said and “So?”  
… 

 
This was the night Pel told me bouts’ her future plans and 

how she was already on her way to Chicago. Her parents lived 
around there and they’d set her up with some kind of high paying 
position doing something and nope… 

I didn’t know what to say but during a moment like this I 
had to say something…so this is what I said to er’ before… 

“That’s great for you but what about…you know…”, and 
like she does flawlessly the girl diverted the obvious and the news 
was bad and I was defeated because… 

Losing love hurts the poor man’s soul and so now I didn’t 
have anything to hang my hat on… 

And that’s when I got down and out and it was real sad 
emotional kinda’ stuff and that’s the part of our story when I 
asked myself over and over the same questions that spiraled into 
the thorns of doom and always seems to go back to ‘The Poetics 
of Why’. 

… 
 

Not sure how long but I must have spent hours dwelling 
on this silly question…yep I sure got real sad and wasted many 
possible future good times thinking bouts’ that sweet girl and I 
mean…I coulda’ cried forever if I wanted to…but what’s the use 
of doing somethin’ like that because when it came down to it and 



 

especially with girls well…I wasn’t dumb and I knew why she 
left… 

Penelope left Henry Oldfield for the first time because they 
were both young and poor and idealistic like the young kids 
always are, and sure that boy could be a lunatic and nobody could 
save a young man like him and that’s because the fact was… 

People would always leave Henry because he was the sum 
of everything and Henry made the choice because he wanted to 
make it. And even before The Going had a name he had nobody 
to blame because he did it to emself’, and as he said…it sure rings’ 
true: 
 

For weeks after she left I didn’t like living very much and 
I’m not sure why I got so dang depressed I knew why all this bad 
stuff like girls leaving happened…because it’s happened to me 
ever since I’d become a working man and I think that’s because I 
did one thing consistently and I’m not too sure and some would 
say what I did was the definition of madness, and that’s because I 
always did the same thing and even after one defeat after another 
and even after one fire cooled and another one consumed well… 
I don’t know what else to tell you but this is the way I lived my 
life and it was easy fer’ me to live because I was obsessed and it’s 
true that the definition of love is stability and I loved what I did 
and this is who I was. That’s why I kept writing but that’s why I 
was a poor man and abouts’ one month after she moved up to the 
Windy City that’s when I lost my apartment and honestly I don’t 
know how I survived because I lived off pretty much nothing and 
sometimes had to live in old shopping mall strips that were shared 
by the street kids and a doe…a deer…a female deer… 



 

Hummin’ the words to that eternal melody that’s the part 
of our story when I got real dirty and I mean even dirtier than 
when I was living in the woods and just like before I didn’t have 
anywhere to go…at least nowhere good that is.  

… 
 

His life was a recording made from mostly static and this 
part of the story was slightly before the factory job started and… 

For a long time Henry was constantly on the move. But it 
wasn’t really his choice and sure Henry Oldfield wanted to sit still 
for a while but every time he sat down he was forced to get right 
back up and get on the move again, and moving does one thing 
and above all else it helps you forget about what’s actually going 
on, and that’s what happened and the boy—he sure did go and 
that’s probably how Henry forgot about the suburbs and the war, 
because there was a new war and the new war was his own life… 
 

It got real wild on the streets of America and normal day 
to day life was now a jungle, and Henry forgot all about many of 
those bad times back then when he was walking for what seemed 
like forever after a long day of trying to do somethin’ anything to 
get by.  

When The Going started I didn’t know what was going 
on because I think I was hit over the head by reality and probably 
had a concussion and I’m not too sure about much of anything 
and that’s because nothing seemed real even though it happened 
because I don’t know how to say this but… 



 

He’d be tellin’ ya’all the truth cause’ he’d come to see it 
with his own two eyes that the darkness can be mighty terrifying 
and somethin’ humblin’ because looking for a place to snooze he 
was livin’ on the streets shaken like a primate just ta’ looking for a 
cave, and when Henry Oldfield reopened his eyes in the darkness 
of decaying concrete he saw there weren’t no consumers around 
no more, and it sure was weird because there were some hungry 
wild animals livin’ side by side with some even hungrier humans 
and all were scattered in hundreds of reservoirs that were really 
old houses that were abandoned during the collapse, and so with 
being the kind of guy he is he’d go and tell the rich people about 
what was going on. But nobody seemed to care about what he 
was tellin’ em’ and so… 

It was pretty hard getting the word out because most of 
the newspapers went out of business in one way or another, and 
so nothin’ bouts’ nothin’ whatsoever seemed to be going good 
but sure was… 

The Going was still going somewhere and this part of the 
story was happening after college and he was a grown man and 
so being grown he couldn’t cry when he felt desperate but that 
young man sure wanted to cry like a child because the place he 
grew up in…and the place Henry loved…well his country didn’t 
seem very much like a country no more. But maybe like when he 
was in love with Pel…maybe that was the distorted sight of his 
young idealism too…because maybe it wasn’t ever a real country. 
Maybe what Henry Oldfield believed to be love… 

Maybe everything he cared bouts’ had always been a poor 
boy’s dream.  

 
 



 

… 
 
This is the place where the story lives… 
It was America and his country was a chaotic bunch of 

people all doing people things and back then the best days of his 
life were metaphorically murdered and yeah… 

Things were pretty darn terrible and losing the girl was 
bad enough. It seemed like the entire country had a breakdown 
but it was too late to do much about what had already been done 
in the past because the past was a fire and nothing could stop it 
and so we’d just ta’ have to wait until the fire was done with its 
burning… 

But like Henry couldn’t…nobody else could stop anything 
from happening cause’ it was too late, and yeah…the fire would 
cool and when it turned into ash that’s when we awoke from the 
madness. But still there it was and it was rock bottom and none of 
us were as innocent as we’d like to think, and it sure was a pretty 
rough day when we reopened our eyes...  

During The Great Recession money was again gold and as 
it was in the present lost reality of history books the gold was 
hard to come by and some people thought the world was over. 
But Henry didn’t think it was because he didn’t know what was 
going on and for some reason it felt like a game to em’… 

And so I’m pretty sure it was only by using his young man 
vision that he was sheltered from the fallout. And maybe this is 
how Henry got away with being so dang oblivious…but well… 

Looking back on those days it wasn’t any victimless war 
because during the second great depression some people did die 
and there was this one bloody scene… 

 
 



 

… 
 

 I’d gotten back to the apartment complex that the new pal 
was letting me sit and around this time I was working and for 
once had some money and I was kinda’ excited to go out because 
I was going to act my age and try to have some fun cause’ it had 
been a long time since I had fun and didn’t even know if fun was 
real anymore. And so I was thinkin like this cause’… 

When I was working at the factory it was another silent 
stage but at least I was pretty much over the new girl and yeah 
the job was terrible but it paid money and sure was…that’s what I 
needed…I just needed some money. 

 

What I was doing there was this:  
Henry Oldfield was spray painting shopping carts blue 

because one of the big local grocery stores decided to change the 
theme of their branding and the carts were red before and now 
blue was to be coated on as over and over the carts went around 
as they were turning like a train on tracks which was actually an 
old conveyer belt donated by the Ford motor company, and it 
was brainless but easy work and I mean…all I did was stand on 
this lift-like balcony with a paper mask and rubber gloves on and 
they gave me a yellow overcoat but well… 

They only had extra larges and since I’m skinny I had to 
wear my street clothes and nope… 

 The job wasn’t fun er’ nothin’ but as they say,  
“Work aint supposed to be fun and if you’re not having 

fun that’s how you know you’re working”, and I sure musta’ been 
working cause’ I was in my jeans and wearin’ a white v-neck t-
shirt and it wasn’t fun when for thirteen hours a day justa’ over 



 

and around and around I was spray painting carts and dang I said 
hundreds of time during each and every shift because the money 
check wouldn’t come until Friday and it was only Tuesday and 
boy o’ boy I was starving. 

When I had that factory job I worked real hard and it hurt 
real bad and so I hated it and was real pissed and I’m not makin’ it 
up er’ nothin’…when I tell youse’ how I wanted to die because I 
didn’t understand how anything worked or why humans were 
doing this kind of labor…especially humans who had college 
degrees but I never did try to figure it out but if someone smart 
woulda’ asked me I’d a’ told em’ how I think it goes… 

 And I guess it was cheaper for me to do it than a machine 
but I just don’t know what to tell ya’ because there wasn’t enough 
time to think cause’ them’ carts kept coming and nobody liked us 
workers and the people in charge of me they didn’t care about us 
and so… 

Everyone knew the managers of the factory didn’t care if 
we were there or not because as long as some poor man was 
pulling their shift it just didn’t matter who it was. And fine… 

The managers weren’t the villains of our story but even 
though that’s true they did what they were told by these people 
who I never met and man o’ man I was real hungry and for the 
first few days I didn’t eat lunch because I couldn’t afford no food. 

… 
 

The boy was starving to death he just didn’t know it and 
Henry and his other poor o’ co-workers were sitting in the lunch 
room and there was one guy with a meal and six of them temps 
watched as he ate some kind of sandwich and it might have been 
turkey or maybe it was ham but that doesn’t really matter because 
it was sad and even before the sandwich was gone that’s when the 



 

bell rang and the man with the meal walked out and gave Henry 
some crackers.  

Yeah. He was a nice fella’ for doing that and I remember 
feeling happy for a second er’ two and then we went back to 
work and… 

About seven hours later the shift was over. I left feeling 
terrible. But that was normal cause’… 

It was just a regular ol’ day.  
… 

 
For Henry…it was nothing but another terrible day in an 

absurdly long string of terrible days but at least the day was over 
and he got to see the sun again and for a minute he was as free as 
Yellow Bird was but…then…well…that’s when Henry boy got 
to see em’ his very… 

After I punched out of the factory I walked and limped and 
walking hurt badly so I ran and well… 

I wasn’t as young as when The Going started and my body 
got older with each rotation of the earth. But the night was over 
and that’s why I kept running cause’ it hurt when I walked but 
when I ran I couldn’t hardly feel the pain and it’s just that I didn’t 
want to feel me no pain no more and truly… 

My body was falling apart and… 
Like usual when I got home I was tired and my feet hurt 

and the bottoms of them skinned soles of mine were all dry with 
blood and I didn’t have socks on because I couldn’t afford them 
and my shoes well yeah… 

 I had the same shoes that I still have and these shoes are 
some dirty ol’ dogs and they’re made out of dead tree bark that’s 



 

the darkest of slimy leather and they’ve got em’ holes and my left 
toe pokes out once in a while. Yep these are my shoes and they’ve 
been re-made a great number of times with glued-on rubber-
bands and the discarded remains of old shoes people have thrown 
away. I’ve stitched em’ up everywhere I’ve lived and man o’ 
man’… 

These days my pups are looking more like snake leather 
burnt from war and they aren’t really shoes anymore cause’… 

They’re more like an… 
 

People always talk to Henry about his shoes… 
“You should throw those shoes away.”  
“But I like the shoes.”  
“Why do you like those nasty shoes?”  
“I don’t have a reason I donts’ thinks’ anyway…”  
And so this is what Henry has told em’ folks on more than 

one occasion, and maybe that’s the reason but no it’s not...because 
the truth is… 

These shoes were always there for me and they were my 
home and my comfortable place of refuge. They were my photo 
album and camera and these ugly shoes are a kind of record that 
reminds me where I’ve been and what I’ve seen during those 
times when I wanted to die and back then these shoes made me 
laugh… 

And for so much of our story his shoes have put Henry to 
sleep when he couldn’t sleep and maybe it was weird but his old 
nasty shoes became his friends and they told him stories around 
campfires and when Henry Oldfield didn’t have nobody those 
were the days when those ol’ dogs on his feet kept em’ company. 

Yeah… 



 

My shoes always told me to, “keep on moving boy” and I 
know it’s strange but… 

The shoes are family and if you really must know… 
To him his shoes are like a blanket or the teddy-bear that 

you had as a kid or a beat up stuffed toy that ya’ don’t tell nobody 
not one livin’ soul that you still have after all these years… 

And so there’s only me and there’s only them and these are 
my shoes and nobody else’s, and sure do… 

I still wear em’ because they make me feel safe and that’s all 
there is to it… 

That’s the reason Henry Oldfield doesn’t throw his shoes 
in the trash when youse’ say to em’,  

“Boy…you should really throw them shoes in the trash.” 
 

Let’s get back to the story just after I was let go from the 
factory job. And like I said… 

I twas’ running through the empty side of town because I 
was embarrassed cause’ I was poor…uh huh…I was irrationally 
upset because I worked hard and they gave me some money and 
after that they told me never to come back again, and this job…it 
was different than the others cause’ I was a real workin’ man and 
getting dirty and pulling more weight than mostly everyone else 
there. But hard work didn’t seem to matter and like everything 
else in our story the factory job ended too.  

… 
 

They keep you around for a very small amount of time. It’s 
cheaper or something like that, but I couldn’t start to explain the 
reasoning behind anything these businesses do, and maybe it has 
something to do with insurance premiums or worker’s rights and 



 

I thought it was sorta’ weird that nobody knew what was really 
going on or why we did what we did. But so what cause’ it’s the 
law of the land and you get the job and then you’re supposed to 
move on, and with these temporary work jobs they have you stay 
for maybe one or two days or sometimes even a week or at most 
a month, and then after the final punch that’s when they give you 
a check and say, 

Not too happy bouts’ it because I’d just completed the final 
punch and so again I was back to zero and it wasn’t my choice 
that I had to start over cause’ I hated it, and why? Now that’s easy:  

My body hurt and I was getting too damn old to start over 
every week but it didn’t matter because nobody cared if you hurt 
just as nobody asked me if I wanted to begin with The Going 
again, and that’s what I did… 

I started from scratch because it’s what I had to do. 
… 

 
For Henry the temp job was over and his friend (that ol’ 

nice stranger that he’d met at the bus station) couldn’t do a thing 
about nothing when it came to saving the boy’s job, and he didn’t 
want to tell Henry the news before it happened because ol’ Henry 
was having such bad luck.  

 The nice fella knew bouts’ what they were saying because 
everyone but Henry knew what they were saying, because they 
were the one’s saying it… 

And it wasn’t very nice because since he started there were 
soft spoken whispers behind closed doors about that ol’ Slim and 
the real truth was that they didn’t even care for that damn Henry 
Oldfield boy. 



 

So as it happened before it happened again and that’s the 
reason why the boy born dumb er’ somethin’ was sent back to the 
beginning of the applicant handout line. But none of this was 
personal because it’s just the way things are done, and plus…  

Henry Oldfield wasn’t from The State and so they didn’t 
want ta’ have to worry about paying him unemployment…yep 
sure was and cutting ties with him was probably fer’ the best. And 
as one of the two factory bosses said,  

“We don’t need ol’ boy Slim getting too comfortable”. 
… 

 
Nope. I wasn’t the only person from the Midwest workin’ 

at the shoppin’ cart factory cause’ there were people from Illinois 
and Minneapolis and one lady was from Ohio and this meant that 
they’d already had too many people from The North down in 
Georgia. And sure did… 

I wondered why are we down here…so far away from the 
snows of the great lake winter?  

… 
 

It all checks out and steal drawer after steal drawer stacked 
high in perfect straight lines toppling through the static of dust 
from floor to paneling of the ceiling’ with all kinds’ of paperwork 
cluttered and official and nicely dotted and signed with hundreds 
if not millions of American last names with thumbprints and 
flagged with tax codes and it’s all there. Sure is. The file cabinets 
at the temp agency are full of math problems and they tell the 
same story as the one Henry’s narrative is trying to form with his 
mixed-up vocabulary and well… 

Something people don’t talk about…are the facts.  
 



 

There was another migration back to The South when the 
industrial sector collapsed around the Midwest, and it was only 
when the fiasco had a name when people became birds and ended 
up in the warm parts and some of these people were like Henry 
…they too were only looking for anything to bring home some 
money and you don’t have to believe anything this book tells ya’ 
because it’s true:  

Near the end of The Great Recession the economic war 
started to show its wounds and down within the trenches that 
were the streets none of it looked good. There was overcrowding 
and madness and people didn’t know how to pick up the pieces of 
life because for some people their life had been destroyed. And 
the numbers are real and they tell a story and it’s a different story 
than the one you’ve been told. 

 Henry’s story is about the same place seen from a different 
angle and what I’m trying to say is back then The United States 
of America felt much different than its name would indicate, and 
who knows what it was before but then again who cares what it 
was before because it wasn’t what we believed in.  

… 
 
I was there writing it all down and what I kept track of in 

my notebooks was this:  
My country felt like a bunch of different countries that 

were protecting whatever each one of those countries had left. I 
know because I walked and watched and worked in over a dozen 
different states and I seen the same thing every time and it didn’t 
look too good. And sure was real dang sad when I seen how 
regular ol’ people were fighting instead of working together and 
sure…people were tired of constantly fighting but that didn’t 



 

really matter because they kept fighting when they shoulda’ been 
sleepin’ if they were so dang tired of fighting.  

… 
 

The aftermath of The Fear was out of control and the last 
day when Henry was handed his final paycheck the boss of the 
shop said,  

“See ya’ later ya’ silly poe’ boy and hey ya’ better get a 
helmet youse’ grunt cause’ I hear there’s a’ war a’ brewin’.” 

… 
 

After the last punch I was grinding my teeth and covered 
in paint and about every other month I get real mad and on that 
day I was pissed off. Yep. I was nothing but rage. And this was 
before he was here up in the skyscraper and well… 

That ol’ Henry boy must have changed the color on two-
thousand shopping-carts and although he was sort of relieved to 
be done with this awful job he just kept thinking about what he 
was going to do in the morning because now there’d be no more 
money… 

And sure it was brutal manual labor but at least the male 
had some cash to his name and it isn’t like he had a family to 
worry about cause’ he was still young and so this wasn’t the end 
of the line for a man like Henry Oldfield. 

… 
 

Although things were gloomy I kept with the going and I 
mean…I still had a few options left and yeah I had a plan because 
I always have a plan and so… 

The boy’s plan was simple. Henry could leave or he could 
stay. That’s it… 



 

Oldfield could do whatever he wanted to do but then that 
was sorta’ the problem because he didn’t know what he wanted 
out of life and he didn’t even know what was going to happen in 
the next ten minutes. He was just there. Waiting for the future to 
happen. Whatever that may be.  
 

That night my plan was to get drunk and then look at the 
stars, and while running back to the complex I wondered,  

“How the hell did I get here?” But nope. I wasn’t going to 
give in, well not yet anyway and probably not ever because… 

What could I give in to and… 
I didn’t have a clue and there wasn’t nothing but the going 

so I stopped thinking about unsolvable equations and that’s the 
reason I kept me a’ running. 

… 
 

While Henry was running he was feeling old and poor 
and there was an unbearable amount of pain when he stood still. 
His cuts were fresh and Henry received the lashes from the old 
machine when it missed a cart and grinded, and there was this 
one day… 

Henry punched in late and when he got to the working 
floor all the other boys were standing around and that’s because 
what the shop needed to function was broken for good…that 
is… 

 Until Henry crawled under the jammed-up conveyer belt 
with a hammer and a screw driver and beat on the thing like a 
drum…and sure it was an unorthodox but acceptable approach in 
getting into the middle of the robotic monster’s guts and that’s 
because what Henry was doing was the only immediate option to 



 

fix the offline tracking without spending a ton of money, and the 
top dog manager of the factory was told by the C.E.O. named 
Mr. So & So,  

“Don’t spend any more money get the job done with what 
you have and…NO MORE!”  

And so that’s all. This is why what had to be done would 
be done, and yeah sure was… 

This was where another dying young man named Henry 
Oldfield came in real handy. 

… 
 

I was born premature and I don’t know why…I’m just like 
this. And I guess you could say I’ve got great genes er’ somethin’ 
because I was the only worker small enough to fix the problem 
without calling in the mechanics, and so after I punched in them 
bosses asked me… 

“Will you do it Slim?”  
“Man o’ man has anybody ever done it before? Seems like I 

could get killed cause’ well it just doesn’t seem too safe.” 
“Don’t worry you’ll be fine Slim. Duty calls. It will work 

out and just…don’t…come on…don’t worry your head off son 
because it’s as safe as safe can be, and Henry remember that safe is 
only a word.”  

“I know that’s true so um’ why not yeah…I’ll do it” I said. 
… 

 
Henry Oldfield was under the motor of the machine and 

that’s when the bosses looked at the clock that was hanging on 
the wall, and they never mentioned how dangerous it was but 
yeah what they were asking the young man to do sure was real 



 

stupid and dangerous, and when Henry couldn’t hear em’ that’s 
when they talked about… 

“What if he gets killed?”, and to that the other boss said,  
“Now you shut up with that kind of nonsense. We won 

World War Two and walked on the moon and so I think Slim 
can handle this small tinker toy project.” 

… 
 

Before it went dark Henry opened his eyes in steam and 
steal and to the sounds of breaking gears and water drips and as 
he was banging on the machine one of the bosses whispered 
something funny to the other boss right before Henry Oldfield 
burnt his back and ripped his shirt with one slice of a claw, and 
nope…didn’t thank em’ when he got back to the workin’ floor 
and nobody said nothing bouts’ the stupid and dangerous thing 
that the young man just did, and that’s the reason why Henry 
wasn’t too thrilled with his hero’s welcome back from the robot’s 
insides’ because well… 

Every time the machine turned back on and the carts 
started spinning on budget that’s also when those two bosses of 
his at the exact same like a choir of slave drivers said to Henry:  

 

When the machine was back online for some dumb reason 
everybody was pissed at me because we had to get back to work, 
and even the supervisors laughed when they learned not a single 
one of my co-workers would let me tag-along to get a daily swell 
after the shift was over and how they wouldn’t sit by me in the 
cafeteria during lunch. I was called names like “snitch” and “suck 
up” and “ass kisser” and man o’ man I was even sort of afraid that 
I was going to get beat up but thankfully I was only exiled. And 



 

nope…it didn’t matter to the bosses because this problem with 
the machine happened two times in four days and then at the end 
of the third week that’s when they fired me and I was angry 
when I heard what they said bouts’ me but just as the secretaries 
of the file cabinets told me before the first punch well…what they 
said was true: 

 “Henry are you even listening to me…hey over here… 
don’t expect to get full time or benefits. Just do your job and 
you’ll get paid and it won’t be long term…don’t take it personal 
alright…because it’s what happens in the temp agency business.”  

“Sure do gots’ it mam’” I said to the lady and yeah I heard 
er’ alright but the problem I had was… 

They forgot how the monster was fixed and how it would 
break again and when that happened Slim wouldn’t be around 
cause’ well…you fired em’. 

… 
 

Whatever and I guess it didn’t matter anymore because I 
was gone and good luck and good riddance and for now they’d 
have to fix their own damn problems. But O’ well…I suppose 
that’s the nature of things but still… 

They just didn’t have to be so rude to me and I mean… 
Sure I might seem dumb but I’m not and I could hear what 

they said because I can hear words when people close to me talk 
about me. But it didn’t matter if I heard what they said because I 
was on my way out the door and everybody knew it and so… 

 Before I finished writing-in my last timecard I overheard 
when one of the bosses said on the phone to Mr. So & So that, 

 “Yeah we’re cleaning up the shop and getting some fresh 
faces in here. Better get us another small feller’ in case something 
breaks. We had this funny dumb boy from Michigan and it says 



 

his name is Henry Oldfield. Yeah and I tell youse’ what Mr. So & 
So he was the worst spray painter we’ve ever hired…wait…hang 
on…youse’ need something Henry? You got your check so we’re 
done here…it’s time to leave and nice meeting ya’ but no time to 
talk ya’ got it?” 

“Good grief” I said as I walked out of the shop’s office back 
onto the floor passing right through the other employees while 
giving em’ the finger that none of em’ even saw because nobody 
cared to look at me when I gots’ something to say, and that’s why 
I was upset and I’d freely admit how I didn’t know a thing about 
much but I was smart enough to figure out that the situation was 
bad and… 

Abouts’ the only way to move on from all this pain was ta’ 
get back to trying my best to keep on up with The Going, and so 
yeah I’d been defeated and it’s just that… 

After everything good that happened I was back on the 
streets without a job and I sure didn’t need this to happen because 
nobody needs to see what I was bouts’ to see, and so let’s get back 
to the first corpse. 
 

Henry knew him and I’m not talking about the dead. He 
knew the policeman and his name was Officer Malinowski and 
Malinowski drove em’ home after the boy fell asleep on a bench 
downtown. He’d awoken Henry with a flashlight and… 

“That’s how you get yourself in trouble” Malinowski said. 
“Trouble, there wasn’t any trouble until you were born.”  

… 
 

Nope Oldfield isn’t the nicest person when he first wakes 
up and sure was being a sarcastic punk and after rubbing his eyes 



 

he was trying to laugh off what he wished he wouldn’t have said, 
and so then as Henry was laughing Malinowski sure didn’t take 
kindly to his sense of humor and said,  

“You don’t know shit boy let’s get your ass up now.” 
… 

 
This encounter happened about two months ago and now 

when I saw em’ it was after the bender and the first breakup and I 
never thought I’d see him again but there he was and by this time 
I’d just been let go from the factory and was feeling a bit better, 
because finally after running I was back to the pal’s apartment and 
it was strange because there were a bunch of cop cars outside and 
a long line of yellow tape blocking the entrance and then when I 
caught my breath I seen how the first responders were wheeling 
out a body-bag and before the final zip I saw the face of the dead 
man who happened to be this guy who lived (or did live) on the 
third floor below me. And sure he was sorta’ weird and his noise 
came through the floor at night when I was trying to sleep but 
still… 

Back when he was livin’ I kept hearing all these bad words 
and the manic but steady pattern of his loud music but I hardly 
knew him and so I don’t know I mean my pals’ cat was an old 
stubborn cat and when it meowed it sounded like a screeching 
demon and so…that probably wasn’t too nice of a thing to hear 
for the now dead man. 

… 
 

When he was alive nobody bothered anybody and I waved 
to him and he’d do the same and like people do we peacefully 
ignored one another on the staircase. But now it’s weird because 
he’s dead and… 



 

Man o’ man’ I thought I was alright but so I was kneeling 
over grabbing knees because I was out of breath from running so 
much… 

“Sir OVER HERE Officer Malinowski what happened?” 
“Mr…I guess you could say…wait…Henry?"  
“Yeah sure is me and so…how you been…well not good 

it looks like. But what the hell man? Can you say what did em’ 
in? " 

“Speculating that he was murdered.” 
“Killed?”  
“Yep. Sad ending for a sad son of a bitch and you know I 

arrested this guy six or seven times but he wasn’t all that bad and 
so Henry…” 

“What?” 
“Do you know anything?” 

 

The city smelled like compost and Henry was covered in 
blue paint and his hands were bleeding and unfortunately he was 
looking at a corpse. And there was even grass in his hair and the 
boy born dumb couldn’t see all that well because it was getting 
dark and his vision was real blurry but the sun was still up.  

The young man was a real mess and had em’ two big red 
eyes and even though it was over a hundred degrees out his skin 
was pale. But nope…Henry Oldfield didn’t know a thing about 
what did em’ in and that’s what he told Officer Malinowski… 

“Nope of course not cause’ well I’ve just been staying here 
a while and holy shit tell me how’d it happen?” 

“Henry it looks like the dead man was selling some drugs 
and whoever he was dealing with didn’t like him and by the way 
the bruises are swelled it appears that he was beaten up real bad 



 

repeatedly with some exercise weights. But we’re not sure when 
that happened although it looks like the sad ol’ dirt-bag was dead 
before wait I’m on to your tricks Henry…” 

“Tricks? I gots’ me no tricks officer what are ya’ talkin’ 
bouts’ cause’ we know each other remember you even met my 
girl well now she’s my ol’ girl cause she left me but I just want to 
know what did em’ in and you know…how come?” 

“What is wrong with you kid? Are ya’ still sleeping on city 
benches like a bum, god damn fuck off there’s no more for you 
cause’ you don’t need to know this information. I looked you up 
and followed ya’ one day when I saw you running in an alley so I 
know you don’t work for the newspaper. And do you even work 
Henry o’ never mind cause’ it looks like you’ve just…you should 
really go clean up.” 

“That’s what I’m going to do but my shower is in the 
building and there’s this yellow tape everywhere.” 

 “Sit tight. We can’t let anyone in until the detectives are 
done. Just hang out here with me until I’m given the word and 
then you can go in and do something to make yourself look 
better, and what the heck Henry damn where you really work?  
Sure looks like you had a real rough day.” 

“Well officer I did work at the paint conversion plant but 
they just fired me like an hour ago so now I’m nothing.”  

… 
 

Feelin’ something in my stomach drop I knew nothing 
about this was very good and I was slightly terrified and I just 
started saying things, 

“O’…my…um…what…the…hell…I…don’t…dang…I
…justa’ don’t know bouts’ this cause’ well um just real messed up 
nonsense…” 



 

“Jesus calm down Henry my goodness” Malinowski said 
“Death happens people can get mighty savage in the heat and 
alright all clear…you can go in now.”  

“Thanks and don’t take it too personal but I really hope I 
don’t see you again soon cause’ it’s never too fun when I see ya’. 
But hope you catch the bad guys even he didn’t deserve this who 
cares because nobody deserves this but so yeah…bye.” 

“HENRY LISTEN. ARE YOU THERE KID? DAMN 
BOY! HOLD ON. We’ll be back next week to look more into it. 
That is if we need to. But honestly I don’t think we’ll need to 
HEY…I know what you’re thinkin in that head of yours but I 
wouldn’t worry too much about anything. And I know I might 
look young but I’ve been a cop for almost ten years and Henry, 
this is isolated count my words. It’s most likely over and so tell me 
the truth…” 

“I will? What?” 
“You don’t do any of that kind of stuff do you? Ya’ know 

participate in criminal activity?” 
“No way José’ I don’t even have enough money for drugs I 

mean not saying I’d do em’ if I had the money but like I said I just 
met the guy where I got my last job and I got done running after 
they fired me but well it’s his place. He works in the office and 
told me that I could stay before I figured out what I was doing 
next, and remember Penelope my girl you met er’ remember well 
so she dumped me and I didn’t have nowhere else to go and…” 

“So you know where he is?” 
“Who?” 

  “Your damn friend Henry. Your so called pal the one who 
rents this property?” 



 

“Yeah sure do he’s with his girl and she lives over by the 
bus station. He’s about to move in with her. That’s why I’ve been 
staying here cause’ I’m taking care of his cat…I guess.”  

“Fine none of this has anything to do with anything and… 
don’t worry alright you always look so discombobulated like you 
woke up from a long night of sleep but take this advice to heart 
when I tell ya’ how we come to this part of town about five times 
a year and every damn time we do somebody’s dead it’s no joke 
what I’m saying Henry is off the record I think this whole damn 
thing is about to breakdown. It’s fucking madness get out while 
you’re still alive boy.”  

“I will. Thanks for the truth. I’m about to leave anyway.” 
“Where to?” Officer Malinowski said.  
“Around the Midwest. Home…” 
“So where’s home?” 
“Michigan.” 
“Fuck…I hate the snow couldn’t take it don’t know how 

you northerners do it. Must be something there I don’t see.” 
“It’s just my home and that’s all.” 
“Well then when you get home get your shit together but 

Henry…take care of yourself alright? 
“Will do…peace” I said. 
“Uh Huh” Officer Malinowski said. 

… 
 
Minutes went by and Henry stood there… 
… 
… 
And when the police were done Malinowski got back into 

his car and the body was in the ambulance and the tape was taken 
down and it seemed like everything was back to normal as the 



 

street was empty of anything that looked like a crime scene, and 
after the madness of the desensitized war flew the coop that’s the 
point in our story when things were bouts’ to shift to somewhere 
new. 

… 
 

Sixteen minutes went by as Henry stood there and… 
When the detectives were gone it seemed if peace would 

soon follow, but there was something that itched in Henry’s brain 
and his nerves couldn’t be unnerved. He was alone and someone 
was dead. He was covered in paint and no… 

He didn’t do what he said he was going to do cause’… 
This time Henry Oldfield didn’t go back to Michigan and 

who knows what it was but something changed after the body 
left with Malinowski and I’m not sure but like I said… 

I always have a plan and as the sun was closing up on the 
second shift yawns well… 
 

It felt like it was the fall around the lake when it was the 
middle of the summer in the south, and what I’m talkin’ bouts’ 
was how the shadows were weighed down by the dew-point of 
static, and it was a real bad feeling that took-up a big ol’ spot in 
my mind. It felt like the flu that’s the reason I went upstairs and 
grabbed my bag after dumping enough food for the cat into a big 
mixing bowl as well as enough water to satisfy a manatee, and 
after petting stubborn cat there wasn’t time so I didn’t write a 
note because what I did was… 

I got what I needed and brushed my teeth and running out 
the door and jumping back down the steps and out the blue metal 



 

door I was back on the streets during sundown and this time I 
had some money and knew what the plan was going to be… 

And no I didn’t think about it because it was one of them’ 
AHA kinda’ moments that I hadn’t felt in a long…long time.  

 
He thought about where he’d met the nice stranger and 

how he ended up at the crime scene, and right then he saw it all. 
Henry O. watched the slow dancing’ memories of the 

poem he wrote back in the bus terminal before he got home from 
the paint conversion plant only to read in a half-hearted note that 
Pel was leaving him and moving up north and… 

“Man o’ man o’ why O’ WHYYYYY?”… 
Now his poem was a real song and the young man asked 

emself’ but there wasn’t nothing standin’ in the path of his seein’-
eyed vision but the fiery pits of solitude and so… 

Henry boy screamed in the alley looking over the highway 
and there were so many people getting’ on with The Going and 
nothing seemed to matter and life is short and everyone knows all 
bouts’ this, and that’s why Henry decided it was probably in his 
best interests to hit-up a cashier and then to hit-up a taxi and he’d 
even hit-up the tracks of MARTA before he’d then leave the city 
of Atlanta alone for a while and… 

No there weren’t any regrets and this place had been good 
to him but it wasn’t his home and that wasn’t really his reasoning 
cause’ Henry wasn’t sure why but well… 

It’s just that a dog can only sit still for so long.  
… 

 
The same notes played no matter where that kid did go 

and then when he was done hollerin’ outside in the wilderness of 



 

society his knuckles were done being cracked and the sun was all 
but devoured by a full moon, and that’s when he finally let-loose 
and spit-out a one-toned burst of laughter and then when that 
too faded into the night that’s when it was bouts’ time to get on 
the move, and he did just that… 

The boy born dumb was back to his walking but it looked 
like he was running and like a little prince chasing a comet Henry 
got back on the road and he was like a matchstick struck by hell’s 
fire and that’s when the boy was gone.  

Just as he’d done Henry was back at the station and sitting 
there he was uncomfortably content but confused because he just 
ta’ didn’t know what else to do but to run, and so as he snapped 
his fingers like a light bulb that suddenly burns out… 

Well that’s when something in that young man’s brain told 
em’ how his plan should carry em’ forward on down towards Key 
West. Yeah. That’s what I did. I ran away because the whole 
thing was crazy and so fers’ now I was done with Atlanta and I 
needed to see the Ocean because I don’t know how it got this bad 
but I found myself around some pretty ugly things and it wasn’t 
bears like signs warned when I was in the woods. It was people 
killin’ each other and there weren’t any signs hanging that told 
me bouts’ that kinda’ nonsense. And so maybe I was overtaken by 
The Fear…I don’t know but…it had something to do with what 
Malinowski said as I stood motionless in my broken shoes looking 
at the remains of the crime scene…  

… 
 

 “Real damn shame Henry boy. It sure doesn’t seem like 
we have to worry about a super virus or the sun or whatever we 
think the end of the world is said to be, cause’ fuckin’ shame I’d 
say it’s our own kind we should be well you know…I really don’t 



 

want to say it but real fuckin’ shame and to think that we were all 
babies once. I don’t get it Henry. I don’t fuckin’ get it.” 

“Me neither” I said. 

This is the point of the story I realized the odds weren’t in 
my favor. Ever since I could remember I’ve had this bad suspicion 
somebody would try and kill me. And so…I didn’t know how 
much time I had left but… 

In the corner of my eye I watched the growing shadows of 
fear, and like I was a spooked cat the hairs on my neck lifted 
towards the night and... 

None of this has a clear definition but I knew what it was 
and that’s how I already knew about… 

It was the same lousy feeling I’d had as a kid when I awoke 
to the memory of those reoccurring nightmares, and I still didn’t 
know what to do because from here on out I’d have to face the 
unknown myself. And so this is why twenty years later nothing 
had changed and maybe the story had something to do with the 
root of stability or the root of madness and I guess either could be 
the reason but I didn’t have time to figure anything out because I 
was doin’ the same sorta’ thing I’d done since I was a boy… 

I just started walking away.   
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 happened like this although I’m not 

sure. Everything changed after Atlanta. I wanted to give up with 
The Going but I couldn’t. I don’t know why that was but… 

I remember I was trying to call her.  
… 

 
Pel was now living in Chicago and after we split in Atlanta 

we reconnected and were falling in-love all over again by talking 
on the phone…  

“Come on…” 
“Hello?” 
“Hey darlin’ so I'm coming to see you.” 
“What? What time is it?” 
“Late. Any chance you can pick me up at the ol’ airport?” 
“What time is it?”  
“I don’t know. It’s just late. So can you?” 
“Yeah. Where are you?” 
“Key West. Somewhere on the beach.” 
“Wha’…?” 
“I don’t know what one it is…but Pel?” 
“I can hardly hear you Henry what phone are you on?” 
“Free Internet Phone.” 
“You sound like a robot.” 
“It's all I have.”  
“Have you been drinking Henry?” 
“That's not important…I don’t think cause’…” 



 

“Fine and O’ by the way I’ve been meaning to tell you but 
you always call me when I’m sleeping or on my way home from 
work but…so my father said he wants you to meet an agent, a 
guy named J.R. It might actually set you up with a normal paying 
job in some kind of writing field alright? Listen, I love you. But 
my dad does not like you at all Henry and just…so when are you 
going to be at the airport?” 

“Tuesday. I have to get back to Tampa first but gots’ my 
ticket and my flight leaves at seven A.M. I'll be back around ten I 
think.” 

“I have to work at the…” 
“Alright. But I’m coming to Chicago either way and I'll be 

at GetLit Books. You know where that’s at…so…cool?” 
“I miss you but Henry…”  
“Can we talk about some of this stuff later and yeah I 

know Pel…” 
“Wait how did you get there?” 
“Where?”  
“Key West? Weren’t you in Tennessee or something only 

a few days ago?” 
“Damn man fine here…Pel I don't remember…here…just 

hang on...” 
“I can’t hear anything Henry…are you there…Henry?”  
“HE'S IN KEY WEST HUNTING THE GHOST OF 

SOME WRITER REAL CRAZY MAN HERE DUDE HENRY 
BOY DRINK THIS IT WILL BURN YOUR SOUL HENRY I 
DONT WANT TO TALK TO YOUR GIRL NO MORE SO 
HERE JUST TAKE THE SHOT YOU PUNK.” 

“Sorry that’s a…” I said.  
“A bar?” Pel said.  



 

“Right on the ocean and hands up you got me…yeah I 
was drinking and...” 

“Sounds like it…” 
“Well so it happened fast and I took a bus here to see the 

home of a dead writer and…” 
“Did you end-up even seeing it or did you get distracted 

by something like usual?” 
“Well of course I got distracted Pel but I saw it…made 

some friends too and then there was a kitten and…”  
“That's good…wait…a kitten?” 
“Short story darlin’…there was a kitten in this alley and we 

hung out for a while and then it walked away and ended up at 
the edge of the ocean and fell asleep and I didn’t have nothing 
else to do because I didn’t have any reason to be here and so I 
gave up and let the world move me again just like before and 
yeah…I followed the silly cat and then I started listening to some 
salsa band at the southernmost point er’ something and so well  
there’s just a pretty funny story here cause’ I ended up on a boat 
but I didn’t mean ta’ I swear but well…the kitten woke up and 
walked on the dock and got on the boat and man o’ man…I 
thought that was real strange stuff and so then I got on the boat 
and watched the kitten and a few minutes later one of the security 
fellas’ carried that little kitten off the boat and placed em’ back on 
the rock edge where land and water meet, and Pel it sure was a 
funny sorta’ sight to see and then so I was sitting there still on the 
ship…” 

“Wait…WHAT? Where was the boat going?” 
“Cuba I heard but they kicked me off as I was sitting by 

the window and man o’ well it was a real comfortable yellow 
booth…damn but nope…the security guys weren’t happy with 
me at all...” 



 

“What happened? What did they tell you?” 
“The security team of the boat that was going to Cuba 

said…”  
“HOW DID YOU GET ON HERE? YOU WITH THE 

TYPEWRITER AND THE GOD DAMN BACKPACK STOP 
DOING WHAT YOU’RE DOING NOW.”  

“Wait HENRY, and it doesn’t really matter but where did 
you get a typewriter? Cause’ I know you had one back in Atlanta 
but you sold it and…WAIT…you didn’t take it from the…” 

“No Pel. I didn’t take it but yes it’s from the house of the 
famous dead writer. But he’s dead Penelope so he doesn’t need it 
no more, and just to let ya’ know darlin’…typewriters don’t 
belong in museums they belong with livin’ writers.” 

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

“Alright so when the big guys told me to stop what I was 
doing I stopped what I was doing and looked around like an idiot 
making sure I looked real confused so they’d think I was dumb or 
just treat me like they did the kitten nothing too serious and so I 
was sweating like a pig in mud because it was hot out and my 
hair was wild and I had those old huge glasses on but yeah sure 
did Pel—I did my best and played the part to a T and they were 
serious and very threatening but I didn’t know what else to do so 
I took a sip of my beverage and scribbled some three dimensional 
boxes in my notebook as they asked me, 
 

“Call the chief on this one and run his face. Hey you can’t 
take a beer from behind the bar, let me see that notebook do you 
have credentials and who the hell are you? What media outlet? 
Wait? Are you with the Governor?”  



 

“Damn darlin’ I didn’t know what to say so I didn’t say 
anything cause’… 

I figured it was best to smile and nodded my head at the 
servers who were getting something good fer’ dinner ready. Sure 
looked like a nice evening and everything seemed normal again 
and… 

 A jazz band set up and so I asked a guy if he could “play 
some Mingus maybe Moanin’ perhaps” and he told me “probably 
not” but “it’s all good” I said as… 

The motor turned on and the sun was setting over the 
southern Atlantic as… 

The boys in the band played some warm up notes on the 
horns as the sax was then taken out of its case as the keys of the 
piano were tuning the guitars and it looked like there was going 
to be some good tunes and I thought I was safe cause’ the security 
team walked away and then well… 

While the boat filled up to capacity that’s when I thought I 
was actually going to Cuba and I didn’t know where in Cuba we 
were going but as more people in nice suits and dresses and the 
women just never mind Pel but… 

It was getting busy on the boat and I was smiling like I do 
and… 

After the music came on that’s when the thugs came back 
to my table and gave me about the most evil Nazi look ever, and I 
didn’t want to get shot or something and so that’s why I said, 

“Hey guys real nice evening so when do we leave?”   
“WHO ARE YOU? WHO IS HE? WAIT. GIVE ME 

THAT NOTEBOOK. WAIT. HANG ON. DO YOU KNOW 
HIM? WHO IS HE? HOW DID YOU GET ON HERE? ARE 
YOU SUPPOSED TO BE HERE? HEY! ARE YOU WITH 
THE CORPORATION OR THE GOVERNOR? HEY? HOLD 



 

IT RIGHT THERE CAN WE SEE YOUR IDENTIFICATION 
SIR!?!”  

“Alright fellers’ it’s just a funny kinda’ story cause’ well so I 
followed that one tiger kitten you gave the boot and I know it’s 
stupid but I just don’t remember I think…O’ SHIT…I left my 
wallet back there dang so listen because it’s not my fault I was 
drinking and well...” 

 
 

 Pel…so the security of the ship escorted me off like I was 
five years old and that’s when it got real bad as then the music cut 
out and the people looked frightened and even The Governor’s 
Staff asked me who I was and being on the spot I had to make 
something up and that’s when I said I was a… 

“Journalist.” And no. The security didn’t trust me but this 
one man who looked real important said,  

“He looks familiar. Yeah. I’ve heard of him. Real famous 
writer I think. He can stay...” 

“Cool beans. I’m Henry Oldfield. Thanks for vouching for 
me pal” but… 
 

“THERE’S NO WAY IN HELL JUST LOOK AT HIM”, 
this is what one of the thugs said as the other security fella’ with 
such anxiousness yelled… 

“HE’S NOT WITH ANYBODY. WE SHOULD JUST 
THROW HIM TO THE SHARKS HE’S A DRUNKEN BUM. 
GO! GET EM’ OUT OF HERE NOW...”  

“Pel it really did hurt and I still have bruising and the…” 
“You don’t remember? Why do you always use that excuse 

Henry?”  



 

“I guess I was born dumb you already know that Pel but 
hey I have to go the sun is coming up and I want to get back to 
my writing cause’ well I might not ever get another chance to see 
what I'm seeing…” 

“Real romantic Henry you're so damn random.”  
“But you love me remember so I’ll see you soon? You’re 

positive that you can pick me up…you want to see me right?” 
“Tuesday Henry?”  
“Yeah it's Sunday” I said.  
“I'll be there” Pel said.  
“HENRY GET YER’ ASS OVER HERE AND DO THE 

LIMBO…”  
“Give me the phone back…sorry but yeah…bye Pel.” 
BEEP.  

 



 



 

 ON.”  

… 
 

Those words are about the past and they were said by who 
I was back then, but he was a different person and now he's here, 
and now I'm him, and now I'm sitting shotgun and I’m back with 
Pel. 

… 
 

“I'm so tired” she said. 
“You good to drive” I asked er’. 
“I'm fine Henry. I’m just sleepy. That’s all. It’s been such a 

cold dumb day.” 
“I sorta’ like this weather.” 
“You would...” 
“I do...” 
“Why?” 
“I don’t know maybe I'm a caveman. Maybe I run on fire 

because sometimes it seems like I’m best in the cold—ya know—
body moving…body moving...” 

“Beastie Boys?” 
“Newton’s First Law.”  
“What?” 



 

“A body in motion stays in motion.” 
“I don't know what you're talking about Henry.” 
“I think I do but…well…so I'm not sure how to explain it 

not yet anyway…probably because I’m tired.” 
“Yeah me too” Pel said.  
“You want me to drive” I asked er’. 
“No. You can sleep if you want, until we get home.”  
“Thanks darlin’.”  

… 
 
“HE FELL INTO THE WATER…”  
“DON'T....JUST GET OVER HERE...”  
“THAT HENRY KID…HE DOVE IN.” 
“BOTH OF THEM O’ FUCK GOD HELP US…”   
“WE HAVE TO GET INSIDE WAIT FOR THE RAIN 

TO SLOW...”  
“WHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT? WE CAN’T 

JUST LEAVE THEM TO DIE. WE HAVE TO…” 
“THERE THEY ARE.” 
“THROW THAT COOLER IN WE'LL PULL THEM 

IN WITH IT. GO. DUMP THE ICE OUT FAST MAN…”  
“I HAVE TO HIT THE EMERGENCY...” 
“THERE. THEY HAVE IT. COME ON AND HELP...” 
“HOLY SHIT I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU DID WHAT 

YOU DID. YOU JUMPED IN THE OCEAN HENRY…” 
“I’m not a kid” I said and…  
“WE HAVE TO GET INSIDE AND TRY TO MAKE 

FOR BETTER WEATHER.” 
“LET’S GO NOW GUYS. WE CAN TALK ABOUT 

THIS SOME OTHER TIME...” 



 

“HELP HIM. CARRY BILL ALRIGHT. THE BOAT IS 
DRIFTING FURTHER IN AND I HAVE A BAD FEELING. 
SHIT. THE RADAR IS OUT. I THINK THIS IS GOING TO 
GET WORSE...” 

“IS HE CONSCIOUS? DON’T LET HIM SLEEP. HEY. 
BILL WAKE UP.” 

“I DON’T KNOW. HE'S BLEEDING REAL FUCKING 
BAD MAN…” 

“That was intense” I said.  
“No shit Henry. Good he’s alive Bill stay down—JUST 

STAY DOWN Hold em’ if you have to Henry. JUST HOLD 
THE MOTHER FUCKER DOWN” Drake said. 

… 
 

We were lost somewhere around The Tortoise Islands and 
nobody had a clue where we were or how to survive in this kind 
of weather, and this was back then and I was him. Henry Oldfield 
jumped into the water after Captain Bill fell off the side of a 
medium sized boat, and it’s embarrassing how it happened but 
nobody will ever say a word about it, because what Captain Bill 
was doing, was well, so he was trying to win a contest…a beer-
bong contest, and so nope… 

Nobody looked at the weather report and the ol’ Henry 
found these guys in the classifieds. There was a heading and the 
note said:  
 

That's exactly what I wanted. An adventure. Because I was 
a young writer and young writers need something to tell their 
stories with. But it was more than fuel for the fodder because 



 

what I got was a crash course in survival, and it was either adapt 
or die and nobody else was adapting.  

Everyone on Captain Bill’s ship accepted the end and so by 
this point in our story it didn’t seem like anything mattered and 
that's probably the reason I jumped into the ocean. But I know 
for a fact…well… 

 It’s just the boat is the reason why I'm having a nightmare 
about how there wasn’t anything down there but death. 

  … 
 

Alright, the truth is that it wasn’t the end and I didn't die 
on Captain Bill’s boat. I know I’m not dead because I’m here with 
Pel and not anywhere that’s warm because right now I’m on the 
highway at the end of the fall and the winter is coming. And back 
then nobody died and I don’t know how close it was, and to be 
honest…I think the only thing we had to survive against wasn’t 
the storm but rather it was our collective stupidity. Up until that 
point in my life it had been years since I was forced to swim for 
survival, but it came back to me because surviving is like riding a 
bike. Everything happened fast and then after the sea settled… 

We were back on land and I walked away with a single 
memory of something invisible, and there's really no reason for 
explaining any of it because the only evidence I have of the past 
is… 

I’m here with her. Yeah. I’m alive and all I can tell ya’ with 
any confidence is that… 
 

“Sorry” I said to Pel’. We were still on the highway going 
home and I apologized because she was tired and…  

“It’s ok Henry. I told you to sleep. You don’t get enough.”  



 

“You know what darlin’?” 
“What Henry?” 
“This weather reminds me of a song by The Pixies.” 
“What one?”  
“Wave of Mutilation…” 
“Why?” 
“I don’t know. It just does.” 

… 
 

Huh maybe that wasn’t exactly true because I think I know 
why I said that song, but maybe not cause’ well it’s just that I 
wasn’t happy with her and I hated the cold weather, and I never 
told anyone how much it hurt and it was real tempting to give up 
on everything because I was in constant pain and at that moment 
in time as we were driving on the highway I wanted to open the 
door and smash my face open on the concrete road and…to just 
forget about everything because being dead sounded relaxing 
but…NO…JUST COME ON BOY! I said. Because over and 
over I had to remind myself I was happy when all we were doing 
was driving back home.  

… 
 

The car was an hour away and I loved her I think. But it 
was an old love and was never healthy. Being in-love with 
Penelope felt exactly like the memory of almost dying did before 
I came home to the North… 

Back then I was out on the waters with Captain Bill and as 
the storm did our love seemed better only after the point when it 
was finally over. It’s all the same and home is the end, and the 
way she drives reminds him of the sea, and the way she interrupts 
every conversation reminds em’ of the dead writer’s ghost that he 



 

never found, and the way that Pel looks at em’ with her eyes half 
open reminds me of the strange gun collection that hung on the 
white walls of the dead writer’s last real home, and it’s true:  

Henry Oldfield believes in the fiction he was raised on, just 
as some believe in the Holy Scriptures, and the characters are like 
his pain. They are invisible to everybody but him.   

… 
 
It was gone and there was no more warmth and the clouds 

and passing road reminded me of the feeling when he was petting 
the future bloodline of his mutated cats, and the dying young 
man was told how the tour was over and that… 

“Henry you have to get out of here…the gates are closing 
and I’m sorry but…hey…Henry…here.” 

“What—god damn was this his?” 
“Just take it. Don’t tell anybody it was the old man’s or 

where you got it.” 
“No problem. Thanks so much. Real nice writing machine 

WOW—I’ll put it to good use.” 
“I know you will Henry but go, cause’ I got to turn the 

cameras on before…just get on the move youse’ young pup’.”  
 

Time happens fast and what a dumb thing to say, because 
of course it does… 

And now it’s easy to tell you about the reason for the story 
because now that it’s over well… 

Back in The North I was lost almost like when I was in 
The South. But something was different because he’s forgotten 
about how close he was to death, but why should I keep up with 
this tired attempt of telling youse’ my story? Most importantly 



 

why should you even care? Cause’ I’ve already reiterated the fact 
that I don’t know a damn thing about nothin’—well I mean—I 
know that I’m with her and how this (being with her) is what I 
wanted, because that’s what I said for so long, but  what I seem to 
forget is how ever since I’ve known Pel it’s always been a fight, 
and the only thing that hasn’t changed is how I always wanted to 
be with her, and now that I’m with her the reflection of the light 
that’s pushed down to the earth from the fallin’ of snow reminds 
me of the stars over the ocean and of those moments in the rain, 
and how we all believed we were going to die.  

… 
 

Fact is that History Books are often written by men like 
me, and back then the boat was lost and when you’re lost it 
doesn’t really matter where you are, because you’re lost and being 
lost—well—that’s your location and that’s about all you know. 
You’re just lost and wherever we were in the ocean it was the 
night and I was dying and we were somewhere far out there, and 
so this was back then and maybe it was a year or two ago and it 
doesn’t really matter when it happened because I’m back, and I’m 
back with her. Yeah. Henry Oldfield is back with what he always 
wanted to be with, and so now… 

Each flake of snow that dances and falls from the northern 
sky seems to contain each fragmented slide of the memory about 
when I was on that old sheriff patrol boat, and it sure got nasty in 
a hurry and Drake was trying to keep its buoyancy. But it wasn’t 
a hurricane and it’s real simple to tell you what happened because 
I’m alive and the reason for everything was we weren’t prepared 
for anything, and this was when I learned that I was going to die, 
and this death…it was nothing but a moment every person has to 
face alone and I sure was ready.   



 

… 
 

“Nonsense” I said when I was back on the ship and like 
they say, “Go out with a bang”…and that’s why I jumped in the 
water without thinking, and when we got back to the coastguard 
station they asked me why I did what I did, so I said,  

“I told you I just didn’t care cause’ you couldn’t see in the 
storm and the only thing you knew for real was that you were 
going to die, and I thought I’d at least put up a fight and try to 
save Bill, because dying underwater alone well that sounds worse 
than dying in your boat with other soon to be dead men who I 
guess sorta’ liked you.”  

… 
 

Before I jumped I heard screaming and nobody asked me 
to do it but…Bill was in the water and he was bleeding and the 
only thing keeping him from being swallowed by the waves was 
that extra large child’s life jacket that hardly fit around his torso, 
and he was our captain and his name was Bill, and he won the 
beer bong contest but… 

Bill… 
He was a very bad leader. And well…so Captain Bill was a 

fat guy who acted like he was in shape, and he said to me,  
“Listen you, whoever you are I don’t care what you think 

because you look like a hobo. But in case you want to know I’ll 
inform ya’ how I've been doing this sort of thing for years.” 

Man o’ man was this guy nuts, and just something wasn’t 
right in his brain even before he split it open on the side of the 
boat, and I didn’t believe a thing he said but…that never mattered 
all that much at least before the storm because well…I thought 
this was my ticket…and maybe my only real chance at doing 



 

something that nobody I know has done and well yep…I was 
broke and all I wanted to do was to go on the open sea before 
headin’ back to the Midwest. And I don’t know but it’s different 
than being on The Great Lakes. There’s something very Outer 
Space-like when you’re in The Ocean, and after what happened 
in Atlanta there was the thought of growin’ some courage, and I 
wanted to be a strong American man in my own right and go on 
an actual Adventure, the kind of adventure that I always talked 
about but didn’t have enough money to go on, and this was my 
chance and Captain Bill told me he had a document to prove he 
was a… 

“I’m not no fake. I’m a real damn Captain certified by The 
State of Florida, and how much cash you got Henry boy?” 

“Money? I don’t have any…well...not enough cause’ I got 
ta’ use it to fly back North.” 

“That sounds boring Henry. You want to live like a man 
and dual the gods of existence? Do ya’? Nature is a chess game 
son. And so are you weak or do you want to fight to live? I’ll ask 
ya’ again boy. How much money you got?” 

… 
 
Captain Bill was a man of few words but when he talked 

he was real rough and straight to the point, and so when I told 
him I was poor he took his time and didn’t respond. It was a very 
long fifteen seconds…and then…before the silence was broken 
up that’s when he got up and walked around his office, and the 
place was a shack and there weren’t even any panes of glass in the 
window frames. Only curtains but the air from the ocean made 
me want the sea more than ever and I thought he was going to 
say no, but right before my watch ticked to the thirty second 
mark…that’s when Captain Bill said, 



 

“Bring beer. And hey Henry…” 
“What Captain?”   
“Not cheap shit either. You hear me. The beer will be 

your boarding pass and if I don’t like the kind you have when 
you show up in the morning…” 

“What then?” I said.  
“There’s not going to be a WHAT THEN BOY. Trust 

me’…because it’s my way…or the highway and just…HENRY 
BOY…don’t be cheap…DAMNIT!” 

“Alright I get it easy captain I’ll bring some good stuff—
cool?” 
 

No. I really don’t think there’s anything in my life that 
occurred before that day that would have given you a reason for 
why I jumped into the water, and sure I want to tell you how I 
didn’t want him to die because I hope that’s the reason why I did 
what I’ve done. But it’s just that… 

Before I jumped I looked around and the storm appeared 
massive, and when they all seen what I saw that’s when most of 
em’ turned into cowards, and up there in the clouds that’s where 
the sky turned black and there it was: The Fear was there and 
then there was the jump and it started with a real easy step into 
the water, but for some reason I wasn’t afraid and that’s because I 
accepted that I was going to die, and I thought that well now 
Henry you’re already dead anyway, and so just remember that it 
keeps going back to how nothing mattered and I didn’t think 
about any spiritual thoughts but everything came back to me and 
I didn’t have to remember how to swim and there he was and… 



 

I grabbed his jacket and thank goodness they had a plan 
because the rope and the cooler were in front of my face and it 
was nothing but luck and timing and… 

The adventure happened fast and then suddenly we were 
back on the boat, and it was a tourist ship or so I was told. But 
that isn’t true because the boat was a real lousy piece of shit and I 
don’t think it was fit for Lake Michigan let alone the ocean. But 
sure it floated and… 

When we are all inside of the small cabin that’s when we 
saw how Bill’s blood was all over the place and for some reason I 
remembered when I first met em’ that he told me,  

“She’s had many parties. Too many ta’ count Henry. You 
want an adventure she’ll give you one, cause’ it’s always a party. 
No matter what you learn and forget about in life remember how 
it’s all a party.” And this was what Bill made sure to tell me three 
times before we left, and so thinking about this and not knowing 
what else to talk bouts’ I said,  

“Some party Captain”…but well Bill didn’t laugh because 
he was hurt badly rolling around like a fish out of water and it 
wasn’t good at all and nobody wanted to look at Bill because our 
Captain was an ugly sight and he moaned like a “beatnik”…And 
sure I was only joking you know…to lighten the mood during 
hell. But that’s what I said cause’ it didn’t look too good and so 
then I laughed at my own joke. But nobody else did.   

… 
 
Bill was half-conscious and didn’t say a thing as I held onto 

his bleeding head with a rag like a baby in a sweat-suit as the ship 
was shaking and it was strange cause’ I couldn’t stop smiling and 
maybe it was some kind of defense mechanism. But meanings 
were interchangeable and nothing was a sure bet when we were 



 

caught inside of those strange thinking thoughts about how long 
we had left, and so to our dumb untrained ears the boat sounded 
like it was being ripped apart and,  

“We’re here. We’re all still alive” Drake said… 
But I didn’t say nothing cause’ I couldn’t hear because 

inside of my mind there was a’ water pop of static and the sounds 
were singing the echoes of death. But I didn’t quit. Nope. And I 
stopped the bleeding with my hand and… 

That’s when Drake looked out the cabin window and it 
was a window that was so cracked from whatever happened in its 
past that even before the mind started to play its trickery you still 
couldn’t hardly see what was out there. 

… 
 

As it turns out I was wrong and we all were yep… 
Just like everybody else on the boat I was sure that we 

were going to die, but we didn’t die…back when the sky was 
black and blue and the water in the ocean was calm, and later on 
we found out it wasn’t even that bad of a storm… 

The ship just wasn’t seaworthy and I was sent an article a 
while back… 

The local newspaper down there ran a front page piece 
bouts’ how Captain Bill was now facing a legal battle because as 
most men of his caliber do he went back on the ocean and there 
was a real storm and his co-pilot Drake well…sadly he died.  

And so I don’t know why Bill went back out there. Maybe 
it was for the adventure or for…the continuation of his never 
ending party but… 

 What I think happened is Captain Bill went mental after 
what happened to em’ all those years that led up to the end. But I 
can’t be too sure about anything because it happened fast and 



 

then after we got back to land nobody said anything about what 
happened. The trip was over and there weren’t any nice words or 
high fives. We just walked away and never saw each other again. 
That’s it. That was the end. After the fake storm vanished we got 
the chance to act indifferent to the absurd totality of our pointless 
lives.   
 

Sure it was mindless nonsense but it was still a form of fear 
nonetheless…and when the cops and the coastguard were talking 
to us everyone acted as if they were embarrassed, and I just ta’ 
didn’t understand this type of behavior because I wondered how 
people could be embarrassed about death because I wasn’t and 
that’s because I was intrigued with the strangeness of our wanting 
to forget about the ocean and the darkness of the blood that 
would forever be stained on the floor of Captain Bill’s ship, and it 
was his own blood and when we were back on land I said my 
goodbyes and then I never heard from them again, and that was 
fine because soon enough I’d be leaving and when I left I was 
back on another airplane and back in Atlanta, and that time I 
didn’t even leave the airport. I waited in the smoking room and 
there were numerous calls and one too many love you and love 
you toos’, and then there were three or four packs of smokes and 
then it was almost two days later on no sleep and there was more 
waiting and more sleeplessness and even more silence, and then I 
was on another plane going back to the Midwest.  

I was going North to be with her and so now… 
I’m Home.   
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

to the North is when we moved 

into a nice new apartment overlooking the city, and that’s when 
Pel’s Father arranged a meeting for me with an agent who had 
some connections with an unknown publisher that needed some 
unknown voices to add to their quantitative inventory, and so out 
of nowhere I got a book deal, and I know that sounds great for 
someone like me, at least it does on paper…but the problem is… 

I was under contract to be writing science fiction pop-up 
books for adults, and I raised some hesitant but nicely spoken 
critical objections but nobody cared and then, “Sure” I said, 
because that’s what they wanted from me after only reading two 
or three pages of a manuscript that was handwritten and buried 
inside of a dirty green notebook, and I sure didn’t get why they 
were taking a chance on some no name fella’ who not long ago 
was a suicidal homeless college graduate of philosophy. But there 
was no disputing the fact that I was the one who had their big left 
toe poking out of his dirty leather penny loafer while they were 
the people who had the cash flow, and so man o’ man I just ta’ 
didn’t know what to say, especially after this strange agent named 
J.R. said,  

“It will all work out, and you don’t really have a choice 
Henry, or you do. I guess you could go sleep on the sidewalk if 
you turn this down, and I think everyone knows how ya’ don’t 
have no other options here, so think about it real quick and real 
hard because this is about your own survival, and do you want to 



 

be a professional writer or some freak with a number two pencil 
who walks everywhere, and now, do youse’ really think Pel’ will 
keep on a’ rollin’ around naked on the sheets with ya’ if you say 
no to this. I’m guessing negative on that one but do whatever you 
want Bedhead.”

… 
 

And so that’s why I said, “sure” again, and yeah it was real 
great fer’ me…cause’…now there was a deal and The Publisher 
wanted these sorts of words that I wasn’t even writing about, and 
it didn’t make any sense and I didn’t get it, but still I said “yeah 
where do I sign” and “when do I get the money”, and the reason I 
said this was because they told me if I did what they said then 
they’d hook me up with writing for some respected newspapers, 
probably doing a Sunday editorial about what I think is going on 
in society or in sports. 
 

“Yeah why not so the answer is yes…sure will—I’ll write 
these kinds of books”, and now this is when I agreed with their 
demands, even though I knew that I might be selling my soul to 
something weird, but even with all these doubts screaming in my 
mind I took their money and so then weeks after the meeting I 
was gathering some information for what my first science fiction 
pop-up book for adults would be about. Cause’ well…I like space 
as much as the next guy and that’s about it. I’m no fortune teller 
and I mean… 

I can hardly remember to tie my own shoes, and this part 
of the story is about when I was writing what they wanted me to 
be writing. But having a boss wasn’t going to change me and I 
acted like I was writing anything I ever have, and as I do I settled 



 

back into my literary and sociological ways because it’s just what 
you have to do, and that’s why I had to go… 

 

It had been awhile since The South and all those crazy 
adventures and I’d been domesticated more and more with every 
calendar flip, and that’s why I had to go like I did when I didn’t 
have anything to do…but go, and now that I had a job and a lady 
in my life she wanted to know what I did and how I did it, and 
Pel had never seen me back when I was in my mode and she 
mentioned to me that well…Penelope said that she wanted to 
hang around with her boyfriend as he was being who he really is, 
and Pel just had to come with me and I didn’t want her to come 
with me. But I couldn’t tell her what I wanted because the girl 
wanted to go. 

… 
 

The thing is research is part of being a writer, and even if 
you don’t like it you have to get your hands dirty, and so it was 
only two days but sometimes two days is enough.  

Now was the harsh part of the winter and I was older and 
as the fall murdered the summer that’s when I turned the channel 
on the radio and…  

“You alright?” I asked er’.  
“Yeah but Henry it seems like forever since I slept in my 

bed.”  
“It’s been less than thirty hours. Pel I told ya' before we left 

this is how it goes and what I do, and you said that you wanted to 
watch me work, and so this is what goes on. It’s not supposed to 
be Disney on ice…but just o’ never mind I gotta’ get back to 
work. I’m sorry we’ll go home soon. ” 



 

… 
 

Penelope never got it and never would because she wasn't 
used to my way of doing things, just as she wasn't used to the 
cheap motels and all the walking and my girl, well I can’t blame 
er’ but no, she didn’t enjoy the lack of options you get with free 
digital television and that’s cause’ she told me how she hated it. 

After the first day the obvious wasn’t hard to figure out. 
Yeah. I knew all about how Pel’s ears weren’t tuned to the people 
who needed to be heard.  

And so the girl sure didn’t like the desperation she’d seen 
in their eyes because it was a familiar look and she’d seen it before 
but… 

Before Pel went on the road she just thought it was how 
my eyes looked because as she said I wasn’t a… 

 “Morning person”. 
… 

 
She wasn't used to my United States and our failed wars 

and misunderstood economic underachievement. Penelope didn’t 
like any of it and she regretted ever saying that she wanted to go, 
and yeah I sure loved er’ but well… 

My girl wanted something better than reality, and I think 
that’s cause’ she wasn't used to any of it, but then again neither 
was I, well at least not back then, and I’m sorry because I’m still 
not used to it. It's hard on the person who is doin’ the going. You 
age in an awful big hurry but you feel reality for what it is. And I 
don’t know why it’s like this. But it’s what you have to do and… 
you never get used to this kind of steady desensitized war, even if 
you’re a writer, because if you did that would be madness, and the 
truth is:  



 

As a writer it’s your job to never go insane. You can’t let 
the people down. And even if they don’t know it they need you 
because… 

Writers are some of the last good soldiers alive and… 
“I want to know what you do Henry” Pel said. 
“You just have to go” I said to er’ but with a bit too much 

force, and I shouldn’t have but I did because I loved her, and so 
that's why I took her with me. But Pel got bored when she saw 
the truth and that’s when she thought the entire world was crazy 
and well…she really wanted to forget about The Going when she 
knew what it was and I don’t know what she wanted from me 
because I was trying to meet a deadline and she wouldn’t leave 
me alone and…well yeah…my girl had the nerve to cry after she 
said that I was, “Ignoring” her and… 

“What is your problem I’m in an office of sorts Pel”, and I 
told her this with less force but I started to get frustrated because 
she was unsympathetic to the way it is and she didn’t like being 
inside of the American Library because she didn’t know how it is 
often used as a halfway house during the nine to five, and then in 
the morning everything was normal again for her but not for me 
because our words were nothing but song-less chirps between 
quarreling love birds, and like I said… 

It was only two days but two days… 
Two days was more than enough for Penelope to figure 

out who Henry Oldfield really is. 
 

It was two days of walking around and it was two days of 
watching people, and Pel wanted to know what I do and so I told 
her…  

 



 

“There's not much to it. You walk around and keep track.” 
“Of what?” 
“Of what? Just put your phone down and keep track and 

listen to the voices PLEASE LISTEN cause’ that’s what I’m saying 
darlin’. I’m showing you how ya’ just ta’ have to learn how to 
listen to everything.” 

“Ya’ don’t make sense Henry are you coming to bed soon? 
It's 2:34 in the morning. You're going to burn your eyes out.” 

“Not now darlin’. I got more work to do.” 
 

She said she wanted to know when she didn’t cause’ that 
woman…she wasn't used to it and right away I knew she’d never 
understand…Pel…she wanted to be around me like a fly that has 
nothing better to do but fly around fruit, and what a mistake and 
I shouldn’t have come back because it was never good and now 
Pel’s got those long looks and tired eyes and I don’t know why I 
did but I did and it’s all my fault and not hers’ no… 

She’s innocent and I thought things would change when I 
wouldn’t change because I liked who I was and for some strange 
reason I thought it would be different this time and the ocean 
should have woken me up but it didn’t. Nope.  

The Ocean only made me want to come back to her even 
more. And it’s all a mess because now I’m afraid and full of static 
and I’m nothing but a child who’s regressed. 
 

Henry Oldfield was an idiot. He forgot when he should 
have remembered that… 

His girl wouldn’t get used to those short intervals of peace 
one finds in the mandatory pacing of smoke breaks…just as she’d 



 

never want to learn the science about the highs and lows of those 
voices that caused hands to reach for sleeping pills as angry red 
cells fired from eyes to brain to attack what was written down on 
notes with names and faces from so many urban and country 
kinds of places. And so sure did, Henry only had emself’ to blame. 

See, I don’t know what I was thinking because this was a 
big mistake and I tried to tell Pel… 

“No darlin’ I can’t talk because I have a few more hours 
left.” 

“I miss my bed Henry.” 
“I know you do you’ve already said that to me. I hear you.  

Don’t worry. We'll go home in the afternoon. I've got about all I 
can get anyway…so close your eyes and—SNAP—I'll be in bed 
before ya' even know it.” 

And so like a man in love I tried to make her love me but 
the truth is… 

Girls and being a writer never went good together, and as 
I got older it became more difficult and on that night it was seven 
in the morning before I went to bed only to roll around suffering 
with the waking nightmare of what I did to myself with words 
and the keyboard and everything that is the story. And O’ Pel 
romanced what an American believes to be a writer, and I did the 
same before I outgrew wanting to be one, and nope… 

I wasn’t the concept of a writer because it was my job and 
jobs aren’t always fun because this isn’t a playground, and so yeah 
I knew Pel didn’t like what a writer is because it wasn’t like she 
thought it was and the same goes for just bouts’ everything I ever 
showed her. And it’s so simple… 

Penelope didn’t want to be Alice when wonderland wasn’t 
some soft cartoon, because as it turns out it was cold and dark and 
real nasty and well… 



 

The Going wasn’t a white Christmas and life was nothing 
but a hellish three dimensional box and the mattresses were too 
uncomfortable and O’ Pel… 

My girl enjoyed the thought of me when I wasn’t around 
and like every girl I’ve ever loved she wasn't used to the constant 
tapping of keys and those two blinking eyes that always erase 
what’s left of the night so effortlessly, and no…she didn’t really 
like me because Pel only liked the idea of Henry… 

She wasn't used to the writer’s life because it wasn’t what 
they showed her on television, and I told her all about this before 
she saw it all…“Hey…calm down Pel this is what it is. Sometimes 
it’s bad out here and that’s why I’m here. You wanted to know 
…this is The United States darlin’ and please don’t worry alright 
because nobody’s cut out for this stuff.”  

“Can’t you just go work full time for a sports magazine or 
that pet food corporation as a copy editor like my Father said or 
something? This is dirty work Henry and I don’t like this place. I 
just want to go home. I don’t get it, why do you even do this to 
yourself? You’re hardly making any money and if it wasn’t for me 
we’d be on the streets. I mean if my dad wasn’t helping us you’d 
be one of those people without a voice Henry, you do know that 
right?” 

“I don’t know darlin’…it’s not too easy and we’re trying to 
grow up and get on our own two feet will you please stop talking 
I tolds’ ya’ I have work to do. I mean you’re the one who wanted 
to see what I do…WHY? I DON’T KNOW it's just…I don't 
know DO YOU GET ANYTHING? DO YOU EVEN KNOW 
WHO I AM? O’ Shit I’m sorry for yelling Pel this is what you 
have to do but yeah I promise ya’ that we'll go home tomorrow. 
Ok? Cross my heart we’ll go back to the nice and normal.” 

 



 

… 
 

Although I yelled my heart out it still didn’t matter because 
Pel was already sleeping and she never took my work seriously… 

My girl could sleep through anything and when she was 
all done talking she didn’t care and I knew she never would, and 
before the morning I was taking off my shoes and turning away 
from the keys and it was like an obsessive condition and it took 
half an hour to stop and then seeking detachment from reality I 
was going outside and smoking a smoke and alone I looked at the 
smugged starless horizon with my back to the nice and normal as 
I watched and breathed and started dreaming while awake and I 
was there just like everyone else was and… 

The entire fuckin’ city of Gary Indiana was sleeping in a 
trash heap and I went back in the room and grabbed a bottle and 
closed the door and softly I took a drink of wine but I needed 
more because I wasn’t tired and I knew I had to get more than 
tired quickly because the new day was almost here like it was and 
always will be and desperately needing to get tired I downed the 
entire bottle and before my head hit the pillow the darkness was a 
blanket of dirt and that’s when I could see. Yeah. That’s when I 
seen Pel was dreaming something real good and standing there I 
smiled as her eyes were twitching and the girl was smiling too 
sorta’ even laughing and it sure musta’ been some great dreams 
and I say that because well, I’d never seen anybody looking that 
happy. Never. The sun had risen and when she awoke I never 
thought to ask Penelope cause’ I knew the girl was dreamin’ of 
me not being there. And that’s when I knew it was bouts’ over 
between the two of us again.  
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 

 the lobby and there was no point 

and nothing had changed and I was treated like a stray cat… 
“Meow” I said.  
“What the hell is wrong with you Henry? You need to do 

some thinking about things.”  
“Good point friend.”  
“You’re not very funny you know that right?” 
“Yep, I definitely know that.”  
“Leave Henry and…” 

 

Like some rift-raft from the early nineteen hundreds just 
off the boat from Poland I was given the boot and I mean, so 
what if I wasn’t anybody special? And sure, I had some problems 
but don't we all?  And yep, I was a little late on rent again but it 
had nothing to do with that because it was all about American 
Love. It's been hunting me for a while now and I saw it coming 
but that doesn’t matter and it never did, and so that’s why nobody 
could and not even me… 

I couldn’t stop it so here we go, and like some unwanted 
bum I was getting thrown on the streets and… 

This time nobody wanted to help me get home because I 
was home but well… 

They just didn’t want me there.  
 



 

… 
 

And once again that Oldfield boy was forced to go back to 
The Going, and it wasn’t much different cause’ actually this time 
was the same as all the other times, and Henry boy well he sure 
was real pissed and Penelope didn’t care and that’s cause’ upstairs 
the o’ darlin’ was sleeping next to one of the best views that debt 
can buy. And up there, well that was my home but not anymore 
and so when I was struggling to cope that’s when the security 
guard said, “Get some coffee go to the Aquarium, just come back 
when she’s forgotten and hey Henry I heard they’ve got some 
pretty interesting fish there.” 

“Really Guy? Interesting fish? That’s what you have to say 
to me? INTERESTING STUPID FISH?” 

And my life…what a sad little story, but I didn’t have any 
choice about anything and it happened not to work out for me, 
and who knows where I was going but I had to go somewhere 
cause’ everything had fallen apart, and so that’s why I did what I 
was told. 

… 
 

“What now Henry, youse’ think you guys are done for 
good? Maybe it wasn’t meant to be…” 

That’s what the security guard said and I don’t know why 
he keeps trying to calm me down cause’ it’s not like I’m going to 
do anything irrational here and, “So nothing” and yep, that’s what 
I said back to em’ just as the clouds were ready to rain, and so 
look: I was back down here and she was up there alone tucked 
inside of the place I worked so hard to get, and I came out of the 
woods and out of the ocean alive and then I did what I did only 



 

to scrape back to the nice and normal, but now it was all gone 
and she… 

Pel was where she’s always been… 
Yeah… 
The good ol’ darlin’ was overlooking what you might call 

America, and so… 
How did it come to this?  

 

I’d gone on a couple stop promotional tour just after the 
first pop-up book came out, and when I was in another new city 
I always got the same question. People constantly asked me,  

“So Henry, what is your book about?” 
“Not sure what to say other than it will explain to you 

what's wrong with the universe I think”, and when I gave that 
answer to people they always laughed, but it's not funny and it 
wasn’t a joke and that was the problem with me and the darlin’ 
well part of the problem anyway. 

And then there’s how… 
Pel didn’t like when people laughed at me, and not because 

they were laughing at her boyfriend, but because she thought it 
looked bad for her, and I knew it even back then but I didn’t 
want to admit how that nice and normal girl was embarrassed to 
be with me, and so I don’t know how she got like this and then 
well… 

 We have this mutual friend, and I hate him. The man’s 
name is Jeffery. He's related to my agent. Their bloodline is rich 
and contains billions of numbers and is what they call, “old 
money”, and like em’ J.R.’s cousin Jeffery doesn’t have to do 
anything and only chooses to do what he does, and he does 
everything badly. But real good for him cause’ men like him can't 



 

be fired and that's no good for men like me because I can be fired 
and thrown on the streets.  

God damn Jeffery pulls double duty. He's both a personal 
trainer and a licensed psychiatrist, and he gets drunk with me and 
Babushka once in a while and he bothers us as he boasts about 
how he’s going to run the social scene soon, and we both pretty 
much hate him because he spoils the good times as he tells us how 
he fills up the ladies of the night with pills, but he tells us they 
love him for it and so sure is, that Jeffery’s a real piece of work 
and I seriously think he gets off knowing I know…that three 
weeks before I made the call in Key West…he fuckin’ screwed 
my girlfriend and it’s just… 

The way that he looks at her and then grins looking at me 
and I don’t know but I just hate him, because he laughs at me all 
the time and for some reason his fetish is to see me fail in small 
intervals like a punch in the gut for kicks, and I don’t know why 
he does this but he’s a real sick bastard, and last night we were at 
his house because sadly his wife died six weeks ago from cancer, 
and it wasn’t a memorial or a wake. Nope. The party was a get 
better kinda’ party and it was all for Jeffery, and so get this: All of 
the guests were given a digitized list beforehand of things to give 
em’ to help the guy’s mood forget about his dead wife who was a 
woman who’d he’d only been married to for a little less than 
eleven months, and so yeah, sure was. This whole fuckin’ concept 
was strange to me but everybody bought em’ a present and then  
slightly before we got there I told Pel I wasn’t going to do that 
because he's alive and I didn’t think Jeffery needed a present at all. 
So I told the o’ darlin the fact that people thought that he needed 
presents during a time like this…when it wasn’t about him but 
rather his dead wife was…“complete and utter bullshit darlin’”, 



 

and yeah I meant what I said and I think I always will even as I 
mature into an old man but… 

Of course we brought a present and that’s because Pel likes 
this friend of ours, and so I don’t know why he hates me but 
sometimes people call me a jackass when I’m not because what I 
feel like is an astronaut who’s getting real fuckin’ jaded lately.  

 
Often enough the answer is a bunch of baboons that stand 

in front of mirrors and fix their hair for an hour before a party 
when the only thing they’re going to do is get drunk, and just 
what a waste of my existence everything is. But sure did. I went 
to the party and the reasoning for my going to the charade was 
cause’ I just didn’t want that sick bastard to be alone with my girl, 
and so no…I wasn’t lookin’ too good on the outer shell of my 
consciousness because well… 

My pants were jeans and they were covered with ink blots 
and like every good writer should…I too had a coffee stain on 
my wrinkled blue oxford…and the people at the party told me 
about how my collar was up and how I better tie them shoes boy 
or else and so,  

“Very generous of you for tellin’ me about the mirror of 
my absurdity” I said, and then I told them how,  

“I like the way I dress so thank you very much”. 
 

Even though I was getting paid to be a writer well now 
this was the beginning of a brand new kind of war, and back at 
home the typewriter was lonely and I was getting bored because 
Pel was taking forever getting ready for the party and then…out 
she walked… 



 

Holy smokes cause’ man o’ man she was looking good but 
the appearance of sex wasn’t intended for me, and Pel was sauced 
up in more ways than one and yeah…like always she couldn’t 
leave the homestead unless she got happy first, and since she’s 
been diagnosed bi-polar by Jeffery within the past two months 
that’s I’m guessing one of the reasons why Pel insists that she just 
ta’ has ta’ snort more powder than a girl of her body mass should 
require when attending a casual dinner party. But wait, because 
there's always more to the story and it wasn’t her fault that I hated 
my life, because the truth of my reality was that I was a failed 
writer and so—it was mostly me but this is what happened next 
and what I said when it happened: 

“The music is nice.” 
“What Henry? What are you talking about? Don't you 

hear what Jeff is saying? He says you can lower your stress by 
standing on your head chewing a gumball with all the windows 
open. He knows Professor Chalmers did you even know that? 
He’s on T.V. and Henry HEY! Come on stop Henry. Please just 
listen to me when I’m talking cause’ you know that I begged ya’ 
not to act this way.” 

“The music is nice” I said to er’ again’. 
“God damn you I’m talking about Jeff cause’ he used to go 

to M.I.T. And Henry he already told you how he could get you a 
job doing the paperwork and web content for his office site for 
his theory. He’s going to make a self help book soon, and so he 
said he can pay you more than whatever your publisher promised 
you…why don’t you take that? His ideas are way better than 
yours you know, and so please stop acting like this because I’m 
real mad at you Henry. Honestly you should help him edit his 
book maybe you could even ghostwrite it for him…I mean…you 
do type fast what ya’ think Henry? You know, about the gumball 



 

theory—HEY JEFF—could Henry do that? Can he work for you 
maybe?”   

 “You know…just maybe Pel…but so Henry…you don't 
seem very talkative tonight” Jeffery said. “What’s wrong? You 
always have something to say about something a’ rather and so 
mix it up for us what you got? Just throw some bop down cause’ 
Henry we're not squares.” 

“The music is nice”, and that’s what I said to Jeff just as I 
said that to Pel, and I said that because the music…the music was 
lovely and the whole night was brilliant and I said what I said 
because it was true… 

 “The music it sure is real nice I’ll say.” 
 “Say something else Henry cause’ he’s talking to you 

about our future” Pel said.  
“Powaqqatsi. Mr. Glass. Track Number Fourteen” I said 

again to er’ and to em’ and to just whomever else that may have 
wanted to hear me speak... 

“What is it with you tonight you’re embarrassing everyone 
but mostly me, you do know that HENRY!”, and now the darlin’ 
was making a small sorta’ domestic scene but it really didn’t 
matter because nobody cared, and from that point on for how she 
treated me well…I started to hate Pel too but…I never lost my 
cool with her because I loved her too damn much, and sure the 
music was nice and so bouts’ what I said to Jeff, well that’s what 
was playing and so I said what I said because he asked me to say 
something and so that’s why I told him something, and it was the 
truth and that’s what I told everybody…but I don’t think none of 
em’ knew what I was talking about and… 

Nights like this take a very long time for men like me, and 
I’m not sure how I even made it out alive. And when I went to 



 

the bathroom I lost Pel but I didn’t care where she was because 
when I was alone I felt much better than when I was with her. 

… 
 

Under the stars I smoked a cigarette on the roof because I 
saw a string hanging down from the ceiling, and I don’t know 
what else to say other than the party wasn’t a very good time. 
Everyone kept whispering and I needed an escape. There was a 
new type of static and it has something to do with the whispering 
cause’ I just don’t like whispering very much because sometimes 
when people whisper it's as good as yelling, and it's a symbol and 
a drum and a red-light and a whisper…whisper… 

Whispering reminds me of my childhood because that’s 
how they talked always so…whisper-like...as they’d be askin’ me 
the same thing Pel was askin’ me at the party… 

“Henry what the hell is your problem?”, and nope. I didn’t 
have a problem back then and I didn’t have a problem now, and I 
didn’t want to talk because I’m bored of talking and from the 
moment we got to his house I wanted to leave. And maybe it was 
because of the whispering, because I’ll tell ya’… 

The whispering was downright outrageous and man o’ 
man all of this whispering… 

The whisperin’ is the sign of the social devil… 
“O’ fuck it’s you again” I said to er’. 
“You're being weird” Pel said. 

… 
 

As I was putting up the ladder, the one that led into the 
attic, that’s when I saw how Jeff was standing there behind her 
and so I didn’t have a choice. Nope. I just had to smile and give a 
good ol’ shrug and then all three of us walked back into the large 



 

room where the crowd from the party was all over the place and 
they looked like they were having a real swell time. Everybody 
was drinking doing their head noddin’ with grace and then… 

There we were… 
Henry Pel and Jeff. 

… 
 
When they blinked and reopened their eyes only to pierce 

through our skin well… 
Just all em’ lavender smellin’ sorta’ guests in attendance at 

the same time snapped into attention and for a second the party 
was a dead vinyl recording and all the guests had em’ such big 
eyes like a big bad wolf cause’ the folks were salivating lookin’ at 
us after they stopped in their tracks and hushed down their happy 
whisperin’ and dang what is it now woman?  

“Ya smell like smoke. Did he even ask you Jeff? You know 
if he could be up there?”  

“Give em’ a break Pel” Jeffery said, and then he looked at 
me and whispered,  

“Long…day…Henry? I haven’t seen you around the gym 
but how you feeling? You working on your new book sorry my 
bad Henry. I'm real terrible with introductions”… 

… 
 

Jeffery was now standing on a chair knockin’ on the wall 
as he yelled:   

“Hello friends and family and guests thank you for coming 
to the grand send off for sadly my dead wife, but O’ I almost 
forgot to show off a legend in the making. This boy next to me 
down over there, and he’s the little guy who looks Jewish but he’s 
Polish I think so don’t worry because yeah, he’s real bad with 



 

money…what? You still can’t see em’…there he is, he’s the fella’ 
who’s hiding behind Penelope.WOW…isn’t she a classy smokin’ 
lady…hey…don’t be shy fella’. This is your big stage…let em’ see 
ya’—here he is. The one and only…Mr. Henry Oldfield ladies 
and gents. And not like I have ta’ tell anyone but…he’s a famous 
writer and so…do tell…what kind of book did you write again?”  

“Henry please just tell them” Pel said.  
“The music is nice” I said to em’ all.  
“Damn you to hell Henry I can’t take this anymore. Sorry 

he’s sorta’ sick cause’ I don’t know why but he writes Science 
Fiction Pop-Up Books for adults…” 

… 
 

Smiling Penelope hit me as Jeffery was clapping everybody 
into hysteria, and the sound of his mockery was suffocating the 
music but it didn’t matter because it was the last song and the 
album was over and so now: 

There we stood but I wasn’t really there because I closed 
my eyes and the world exploded but right as I felt peace she had 
to hit me again…and I don’t know what his problem was but Jeff 
couldn’t shut his mouth and then he told em’ all about well, just 
more nonsense:  

“Henry’s a real amazing writer folks. And he’s always every 
day…seven days a week…morn noon night…boy’s an American 
kinda’ man always business casual and as smooth as the Beats, and 
he’s something else a real Salinger mutated with Jack K. and Dr. 
Seuss, and so Henry, I can't wait for the follow-up to your hit, 
and it was—what did you call it again? Was it yeah it was science 
fiction truth, isn’t that right Henry boy? And O’ so did I tell you 
how I saw the first one at the store the other day—I was there to 
buy a Vacuum Cleaner and when I was being rung I told the 



 

salesman how I know THE HENRY OLDFIELD who wrote this 
book, and so after I said that they gave me a discount because I 
said he's my pal wait I got ya’ boy you’re so gullible—nope—the 
employee acted as if he’s never heard of ya’ even though he had 
buckets of your books on clearance sitting all around him. But so 
what I really said was…“You know Henry Oldfield?” and he 
said…“Mr. I’m sorry I’m not sure who that is”—“O’ well…” it 
was real funny folks…O’ come on Henry…you know I'm 
kidding a’ round but so to wrap up the story…no…they didn’t 
give me a discount and the vacuum was almost two grand. But 
about the music Henry, you're a big fan of music isn’t that right?” 

… 
 

The O’ darlin’ talked and Jeffery talked and I stood there 
and watched as everyone watched em’ open his presents and 
everyone was real happy well…that is…everyone but me. Nope. 
I didn’t feel too good because I was at a party for a dead person 
and Jeff was getting all these gifts and that didn’t seem very cool 
and so… 

I just didn’t have anything to say bouts’ nothing but the 
music, and my eyes hurt and… 

As he opened another present Jeff winked at me and posed 
with Pel for a picture, and that’s when I kept thinking about the 
future and it didn’t remind me of anything nice, and honestly… 

All I wanted to do was to get through this stage in what 
felt like hell…and that’s probably the reason I swished it away 
with alcohol, and slowly the night kept going as I drank a gallon 
of wine and then during one of the many small talks Pel said she 
wanted to know why I wasn’t talking but I told er’ nothing and 
walked away, and getting drunk got me home and I didn’t speak 
because… 



 

I got sick of my perpetual boredom as slowly the clock 
kept spinning and nobody knows this…but I heaved once…but 
it wasn’t because I was drunk—nope—it had more to do with the 
whispering. The voices became a wheel of torture and… 

It seemed like the party wasn’t ever going to end. But the 
party did end and it was only four hours. But sometimes four 
hours is enough. 

… 
 

We were at Jeff’s place real late and shortly after we arrived 
home she fell asleep. And I sure wasn’t expecting the backlash and 
before she passed out for the first time well… 

As soon as we were on the streets alone with one another 
Pel was talking about, “us”, but mostly about ‘me’... I shrugged er’ 
off because I was happy and I think that was because we weren’t 
around Jeff no more, and man o’ man I sorta’ hated that sick 
bastard and it felt better than good to be away from him, and my 
place for a while was my sanctuary and the last night I lived there 
it felt like a real home… 

Finally… 
I had a home and… 
Finally… 
I was home.  

… 
 

The apartment was quiet and calm and it was just the right 
kind of dark at night, and by now there wasn’t a fuckin’ point 
and I wasn’t even talkin’ to er’ cause’ she wouldn’t a’ given me the 
chance if I wanted ta’ talk…nope… 

Pel didn’t want to discuss nothin’ whatsoever about nothin’ 
with me, and I was fine with not talkin’ so I let er’ tell me she 



 

hated me cause’…at this point in our story I didn’t care because 
Jeffery wasn’t here and everything was infinitely better in my 
mind without him around. And even though we were home I 
knew Pel was real upset with me because she said I was… 

 “The biggest asshole in North America”, and so that’s why 
I had to say it one more time… 

I told the girl… 
“Pel’? Remember…how the music was nice? Cause’ sure 

was the music was real nice.”  
… 

 
She was yelling and crying and then in the middle of a run 

on sentence the darlin’ got some beauty sleep after she got done 
explaining how everything I did was, “terrible”, and when she 
was done with her shouting I wagged my tail because… 

Penelope sure was beautiful when she was sleeping, and I 
don’t know but whenever she fell asleep I fell in love with her all 
over again…it was like a curse or…no…it was more like the 
plague’…yeah… 

When the girl was sleeping she was perfect and then who 
cares because whatever happened before well now I wasn’t mad at 
er’ no more and sure…I was real happy…cause’ we were home 
and that’s the only place I wanted to be.  

When I was home it was good and everything was a 
dream and even though it wasn’t real I was happy with her but 
just what a girl and… 

As she was sleeping Pel was looking like the prettiest of the 
pretty and I was thinking the worst was over and I was getting 
ready to put what happened at Jeff’s in the past and then move on 
to the next day, and when Pel was sleeping I’d just gotten done 



 

with a short late night shower because I felt dirty and sweaty and 
had to rinse the party out of my pours.  

I was ready for the morning and the apartment was 
peaceful. The sky was a dull blade and this was my home and it 
felt good to be home and I was smoking by the window and I’d 
put a’ butt out and was going to chain one more before I was 
bouts’ ta’ correct a few pages of some material that I was working 
on but…right as I sparked a new match it wasn’t good because 
Penelope woke up again and damn…I didn’t know how that was 
possible because she’s addicted to cocaine and sleeping pills and 
by this point in the night my girl was done with the blow and 
when we walked in the door she took three dots… 

These magical pills that Jeff gives er’…well they could sink 
a stockbroker from the nineteen eighties. They negate everything 
for mostly everyone and force the sleep on ya’ and well…I’m not 
sure about er’ because Pel was a professional with the amount she 
could inhale and that girl O’ Pel… 

Just what a woman because she lives in waves and is never 
asleep but…she’s never really awake either.  
 

Penelope said those three words to me over a dozen times 
in our relationship, but on the flip side of sadness…she’s said “I 
love you Henry” probably double as much.  

That girl of mine wasn’t all there and when we got back 
home from the party I didn’t do anything to provoke what she 
was going to do after she awoke cause’ blink if you want to but it 
won’t help ya’ figure anything out cause’… 

 Out of nowhere the girlfriend dialed somebody and she 
had it on speaker and so I heard everything when the phone went 
straight to voicemail and… 



 

It was Jeffery’s but he wasn’t answering and this made Pel 
upset and now there’d be a round two of a fight I thought was 
over when she fell asleep and… 

Great I said because the darlin’ was screaming something 
at the phone and she kept redialing and…beep…beep…and there 
was Jeff’s voice and the…beep…beep…and yeah…I knew it was 
going to be bad. 

 … 
 

After two more calls the phone was gone and nothing but 
hisses from the woman of my dreams, and she was a girl who 
desperately needed an enemy and any enemy would do because it 
wasn’t all about me I just so happened to be there…it could have 
been anybody and Pel was in the bedroom and I was out in the 
study area of the apartment…we were eleven stories up in the sky 
when I heard the glass open and the wind blowing and sneaking 
around the corner I wanted to see what was going on because I 
wanted to go to bed soon. But well…instead of sleeping this is 
what I observed and it sure wasn’t nice and normal because I 
watched er’ throw the phone out the window. Wow. And she’d 
just bought the dang thing and it was top of the line but I didn’t 
ask her because Pel was acting weird and for a brief moment I 
kinda’ thought she was going ta’ try and kill me.  

… 
 

I’ve seen her become angry before but she was something 
worse, and so I wasn’t sure if it was the drugs or the stress but it 
didn’t make sense because well… 

Twenty minutes ago she was sleeping and now… 
Pel was talkin’ bouts’ when she ran my foot over when she 

was drunk one night during the summer in Atlanta, and although 



 

she was tugging on the strings of madness I restrained because 
speaking when you’re confused can get in the flow and move 
without thinking, and I didn’t want to get mad at her because I 
was thinking about er’ when she was sleeping… 

 Penelope was the most beautiful woman when she was 
sleeping, but even though I loved her and always would I didn’t 
like her at this moment in time and…nope…I sure didn’t think 
her story was funny because I couldn’t walk for almost a whole 
dang month after she ran my foot over, and I wanted to ask her 
why she was doing what she was doing but her eyes were glazed 
over with static and Pel just lost her fuckin’ mind and everything 
she hadn’t told me about in the past and everything that had made 
her mad since she was born boiled over and that’s why I could 
only laugh when my darlin’ said it was… 

“Your fuckin’ fault Henry”, and how I,  
“Better go buy me a new phone right now you jerk…”, 

and so I told er’ that was… 
“Crazy talk because youse’ the one who was opening the 

window and then was the one who hurled the phone out the 
window when you live in a skyscraper…”  

And to that my girl said she was… 
“Really fuckin’ mad.” 
“I agree you do seem rather mad Penelope…” 

… 
 

I’ve already said this but I need to say it again… 
Just what a sad comedy because for a brief moment in our 

narrative the ol’ darlin’ was the director and the story was about 
to end and our last fight went on for another hour and she told 
me to leave but I didn’t leave and that’s when she called security. 
His name is Simon and I thought we were pals…and not because 



 

we get drinks at this bookstore slash smoke shop slash pub every 
Friday called GetLit Books but…because that’s what he is and 
Simon…I thought he was my friend but… 

Isn’t it funny how life goes because there’s this thing called 
The Past and sometimes it's only funny in your head and then… 

 Years later it wasn’t funny because now Pel was a bitch 
and I was a bastard and sure was…I was a typical American Man 
and none of it was entertaining because it was nothing short of 
evil and…just as J.R. and his cousin Jeffery…Pel too was a great 
manipulator and she loved the game and allowed me to come 
back to her…and well… 

American Love is complicated. And our love was another 
kind of napalm that killed my long gone biological parents. The 
girl twisted people against each other and I bet she coulda’ got the 
Pope to shoot me with a shotgun at rush hour on Good Friday if 
she wanted to but… 

So then there’s Simon and I thought we were friends. But 
god dang cause’ I guess I was wrong about that too because he’s 
the one kicking me out of my legal place of residency. And so it’s 
a true statement…when old people tell ya’ that life isn’t always a 
good time cause…what’s happening to me is an example of their 
wisdom and…now one of my only friends is the law and I’m the 
criminal. Part of me has always known Simon would do anything 
Pel wanted him to do… 

Even if that meant betraying Henry Oldfield.  
 

This is a word you hear all the time. The Streets. And you 
might think you know what I’m talking about. But if not here’s a 
real quick summary of death… 
 



 

… 
 

It is a fact that I was born into a generation without a draft, 
and since there wasn’t a draft I went to college. But at the same 
time that doesn't mean there wasn't a war I fought in. The war 
happened on the streets of Borderland. The name given to the last 
era of The United States of America and so… 

The streets are out there. The streets are where I’m going 
and the streets know my name—they’ve been waiting for me and 
I might have forgotten about them but the streets never forget. 
They are my parents and my enemy and are built from pixels and 
hum terrible noises constructed out of static. The streets are a 
place where shadows wait and I didn’t ever want to go back to 
the streets because I hated the streets and the only thing I wanted 
was to stay in bed and for Pel to vanish until she loved me again. 
But that was a superficial joke because girls like her are protected 
from the streets and… 

What about dying young men like me?  
Is Henry Oldfield protected from the streets?  
And I could say that since this is a story hold your horses to 

learn the ending. But why play mind games like that because 
men like me are not protected from the streets because “She wants 
you to leave for the night Henry”. The Security Guard said…   

“I get that thanks and by the way it’s almost the morning 
Simon. But details are like friendships and never all that important 
to people like you and whatever man fine I’ll leave.”   



 

 of the early morning hours and 

the rage grew like a storm. And as my friend Simon stood there 
minutes went by and when there were some new minutes… 

Simon was being aggressive towards me. It was if he was 
protecting the last female of the pack and so I asked him what he 
was doing but he pushed me and I said… 

“Simon?”  
“This isn’t a game Henry.”  

… 
 

That’s how life goes and I knew that but I didn't recognize 
Simon anymore because the war had broken his back and as we 
walked towards the death of our friendship that’s when I thought 
about how I listened to em’ and how before this day Simon called 
late at night when he was drinking… 

"Henry but you're my friend..."  
"I'm working here and it’s Tuesday. What's the deal man? 

Why the great malfunction?" but there’d be no response and he 
dropped the phone and after I heard something break against the 
wall I said, 

 “HELLO? SIMON? WHAT’S WRONG?” Then there’d 
be more minutes of fear and I was about to call nine one one but 
he’d come back to the phone and tell me how life is killing him. 
And back then he’d be on the other side alone in his apartment 
askin’ me to stop working and to instead… 



 

"Help me out…PLEASE?"  
… 

 
Man o’ man the security guard needed some council but I 

didn't have the money. And so what I told em’ was he needed a 
good vacation and to try and write his own philosophy in order 
to get him through his own manifestation of darkness. That’s just 
what I thought and I told him more about it and said maybe he 
needed to talk about his problems but I didn’t mean with me. 
Then Simon said I was his only friend and numerous nights I quit 
working and tried to hear em’ and alright maybe the story has 
made me sound like I’m an alcoholic…and maybe I am but…the 
thing is I go four nights a week without even a drop because I’m 
working on my writing and maybe Simon needed to drink his 
goals away but I didn’t want to because the night was good and 
silent. I was in the zone and it’s a hard place to get when you get 
older—it’s a place where writing becomes true and reminds the 
writer about what writing really is which is art which is life but 
…it didn’t matter what I wanted because he needed to talk and I 
was the only one up at this hour because… 

I’m a lonely owl who likes it that way but I never get what 
I want and this happens when people invade my nights. That’s 
what Simon was doing but sure…people have helped me in the 
past and I had an uncle who told me to… 

“Henry…always remember where you’ve been and…how 
people helped you back on your feet…remember…to pay it 
forward when you get the chance.” 

 
 
 
 



 

… 
 

I never forgot what my uncle said and sure…people were 
there for me…when maybe they didn’t want ta’ be. But because 
Simon was my friend I stopped typing and turned on music…so I 
could mentally jazz myself up for the streets at night out there in 
the bars because… 

They’re different than my home at night is… 
When I’m working on my art. 
At night the streets are one step away from violence. I 

don’t know why that is because…well…there are many reasons 
why and although the streets and my art are on the same schedule 
of productivity…it isn’t that way in my apartment because what 
I’m one step away from is… 

Sleep. 
 

On the phone Simon asked me if I’d meet him at GetLit 
Books and I started to say no because once I start drinking the 
work is done for the day and…even one drink and I can’t control 
myself because I know myself and I’ll need ten more drinks and 
this is why I practice restraint. And although that might be one of 
the grand truths of life who cares about the truth with believers 
like him…because nope… 

It didn’t matter and there wasn’t any possible way I could 
say anything other than what Simon wanted to hear…especially 
when he was having one of his fits because this is what happens 
and Simon sounded as if he was going to cry and that’s why I told 
him to… 

 
 



 

“Calm down brother.” 
“Please….” I’d hear Simon say and… 
By now in our story he’s said please so many times please 

didn’t mean anything. But still…I was worried he was going to 
kill himself and…that’s the reason I was trapped to the night.  

And I wanted to tell him to grow up and that…everybody 
wants to die sometimes. Yeah… 

I wanted to say what everybody said to Henry ever since 
he was born. I wanted to say… 
 

I didn’t say nothin’ like that because…the consequences of 
being wrong, and so… 

The reason I listened to em’ was because Simon was my 
friend and it’s a fact that some men will never read the books they 
are told to read because some men think they don’t pertain to the 
real world. But just as Simon is some men are wrong and I don’t 
know what happened but… 

One day he was my friend and the next day he wasn’t, and 
one day after saying “Morning”… 

That’s when I realized he was insane. 
… 

 
Simon thought people would call him weird if he admitted 

he didn't feel good. But he said it himself that he didn’t feel good 
when we were getting drunk. But then he made me promise on 
my life not to tell and I kept my word because I tried to be a 
good friend. I didn't have much time because I had a deadline but 
he didn’t hear what I said because that’s not why he invited me to 
get drunk. And because I didn’t have a choice I kept listening and 
this listening went on for hours and days and then it got better 



 

and then I forgot about how he wasn’t feeling too good. And 
after another month everything on all fronts was back to normal 
again. It was sorta’ like the past never existed and Simon was sane 
and we were friends and three months later he was back to crazy 
and I listened and this back and forth nature happened ever since 
I’d known the guy but…I didn’t tell him he should probably get 
help before something bad happens because I didn't want him to 
snap like the great rubber band will someday do. 

That’s what I was doing. Uh huh. I was only trying to help  
that’s what friends do, they help, and I didn't want Simon to hurt 
himself and lose his mind and it’s sad but true…that what he was 
becoming…was a blind creature that needed to learn how to be 
alone. Knowing this I gave the guy books on the subject but he’d 
always give them back and when he did I asked em’… 

"Like it? Help?"  
"Didn't read it. Working too much and I’m not really into 

fiction. I mean what’s the point? But want to get drunk and talk 
about our shit lives and maybe score some snow?"  

“I’m all good you’re into that shit? You know Pel has a 
prob’o’never mind but you’re joking right?” 

“Henry I’m a man of the law you think I’d be into drugs. 
You’re dumb…of course it’s a joke you lunatic…I just need some 
drinks. You in?” 

“Man I don’t know about—wait—sure man why not” I said 
and… 

I knew Simon would never ask a real professional for help. 
And so that’s why he went to… 

The Errand Boy of Society.  
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 on and a transmission 

was received. By this point it was getting sorta’ weird and I was 
pretty darn sure my ol’ friend who worked for the government 
had lost his mind. Regardless of his mental health I still read the 
information because I didn’t have anything else to do. It was late 
and I was real bored. Basically everybody hated me for their own 
selfish reasons. And I couldn’t sleep so after lighting a cigarette I 
misplaced time and forgot I was even smoking as I got lost in the 
nonsense that told me about a ghost named Simon. He was a long 
gone dying young man who I hung around with when I lived in 
Chicago and well…it doesn’t make sense...but this is what I read:  

 



 



 

many young men and 

women like he’d done with Simon, and this kind of talking took 
its toll because Henry was so full of everybody else’s problems he 
couldn't even write anymore, and some people have said how the 
writer needed to get his shit together, but how could a boy born 
dumb do something nice like that when he was carrying around 
all their shit? But he had a job to do. Simon was working his way 
up the chain of command and was doing his service to those who 
make the orders. Simon would die for the free world and well… 
although he never met Mr. So & So… 

He was pretty darn fuckin’ sure he knew who they were. 
… 

 
Nobody could really blame him for doing what he’s doing 

because my drinking buddy was a hero and was in a war and is 
still alive unlike his father who died without a funeral after he got 
back from Vietnam and two decades later was homeless on the 
streets of Detroit when he lost his job after the oil crisis. He didn’t 
like to talk about his dad but when he got drunk he showed me 
pictures and so… 

Over drinks I learned Simon’s parents are divorced and he 
was the youngest of five boys. He’s always been in love with his 
country and was as nationalist as they come these days. And that’s 
why before the morning when he was bouts’ to be throwing me 
on the streets… 



 

That’s why there wouldn’t be a revolution because there’d 
never be a mutiny, and this is why I chose to walk away. 

… 
 

“Good times” I said because it was something better than a 
dream… 

I had to leave or else…I had fight my friend, and he’s been 
pretty fuckin’ nuts ever since he got home from the Second Proxy 
War…joking about dropping bodies and…the guy yells at bums 
who say they’re more of a vet than he is. It’s absurd. 

… 
 

When we get drinks he’ll talk about his depression and spit 
at men and grab at women he thinks are of a lesser stock. Just 
something was real wrong with him and I think… 

Simon thinks that he hasn’t left the war and so…now he’s 
brought the war home with em’ and… 

You know…what people hardly talk about is this brain 
washing syndrome and what it has done to good people and… 

How when these people grow up they use the streets as the 
battlefield and it’s true… 

That some men who weren’t screened properly create war 
problems when they are social problems and everything just gets 
confusing after that. And because of…the confusion of war... 

Well…that's why I grabbed my bag that Pel tossed in the 
hallway before she locked the door. 

Leading the way my friend Simon the security guard was 
silently following behind me subconsciously wishing that he had 
a gun. We were finally at The Great Division and wow… 



 

The sky was ultra violet…wow…and I paused and listened 
to a strange voice from a dance hall as it echoed off shadows that 
would show up for the rest of my life, and this is when it all made 
sense because… 

I’ve always known how it was going to go. 
 … 

 
Trying to find brotherhood I looked at the security guard 

who’s not much younger and who is a man that was my friend 
and…uh huh… 

I knew mentally Simon was long gone and that’s cause’ I 
saw it in his eyes and his clouded dots were more static-filled than 
Pel’s were, and as I closed my own eyes that’s when for a moment 
the world exploded and peace followed and with my eyes still 
closed that’s when I told em’ that,  

“I wish things could be different”. And yeah I meant that 
because I wanted him to be my friend and to be happy. But that 
wouldn’t ever happen and I couldn’t change the future because I 
wasn’t special and nobody could stop the war and that’s why… 

In seventeen point six years Simon was murdered during a 
riot, and nobody knows about this yet because it is the future.  
 

It (The Petty Petty) was more important than a promise of 
peace. And there’s even a short chapter about Simon buried in 
The Future Book of War. 

… 
 

A man was promoted during the first of three big riots that 
occurred on the streets of some of the biggest of cities in the 
proudest of lands. Simon was a soldier for a company who called 



 

him a private warrior of freedom and down in the trenches of the 
future times’ the company ran a campaign to recruit dying young 
men to fight the new emerging threat of Borderland. But nobody 
knows about this yet but so… 

What you’ll learn when the book is released is Simon had a 
guilty pleasure and how he quit working for the landlords. They 
wouldn't let him carry a gun but the corporation was different. 
They told em’ they’d buy him any gun he wanted and pay for his 
special mobilized street boot camp. The big problem was that the 
corporation never found out Simon had a real bad guilty pleasure, 
and who knows if they would have even cared because Simon’s 
job was to kill if necessary.  

… 
 
A young man said that he was joking and that his guilty 

pleasure was a fantasy, and by now in our story Simon was in his 
mid-fifties and didn’t think such a freedom would exist and he 
got older like we all did but…Simon regressed and because of his 
guilty pleasure he’d quit watching the properties controlled by 
the landlords. And these folks were the minor leaders of the streets 
who owned the residential skyscrapers in a place on planet Earth 
known as The Republic of Borderland.  

… 
 

Sometime down the future line of our story is when… 
Simon will take a job as a private security officer for the 

street marines, and he wasn’t a good cop and I saw it coming 
when I looked into his eyes and saw static and… 

From that point on in our story Simon became an old man 
and was increasingly fragmented and I hope I tried because I told 
people that he didn’t seem normal but nobody listened to me and 



 

that’s because they didn’t care that Simon was a good friend. Sure 
did…I knew about his guilty pleasure because that’s what he said 
after he bought me a drink and… 

I always tried to change the subject but… 
Before I forget about Simon he was my friend and I knew 

how he wanted to kill a human for sport because he talked about 
how it would feel and it wasn’t a joke because… 

He had pictures of ways ta’ get around the law and so the 
difference between him and a sentenced killer is he didn’t want to 
disappoint The High Lords of Society. They shamed em’ enough 
since he was a young impressionable boy and that’s bouts’ the 
only reason Simon never pulled the trigger. But then the scenario 
for his grotesque fantasy changed and that is why… 

Before he dies in the third great riot my old friend will kill 
someone in cold blood and he’ll do it legally. And it’s sad but not 
shocking… 

I knew Simon pretended to be somebody he wasn’t and 
you know he did a good job at pretending because he fooled me 
when he told me about his mutating sickness. And as the years 
went by everybody moved in different directions and Simon said 
he was happy. He acted like a good boy and followed the laws of 
the land that would in time make his preying fantasy protected by 
The Republic’s Supreme Court’s crumblin’ sword. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 

 go to war a young 

man will steal a purse from a woman while she waits alone for the 
Hyper Loop Train. The vibrations created by one of the great 
spatial rubber bands will be tremendous and echo of excitement 
and glowing lights. The snow is falling and fluffy and even tastes 
too good to be true, and the snow…the snow—the snow is real 
and looks like angel wings and the snow…the snow—the snow 
and the night are magical and the city is a place she could find 
herself calling home. The woman is beautiful and has long legs 
and she graduated from The University and moved here to take a 
job in the library sciences, and so bouts’ the… 

The Future will look the same for her as it will for you, 
and after the band snaps a boy who was just some kid who made 
a mistake well…a boy will be dead and the marine will be there 
behind a mask, and this is when the woman from the small town 
who lives in the city will be shaking as she watches the criminal 
run away. The boy isn’t fast enough and sure…the woman wants 
help and she’s about to cry out for help before a boy is massacred. 
But…gosh darn it… 

The woman didn’t want this kind of help:  
The police stop the boy and she will see it all when the 

petty criminal is murdered, and as she breaks down Simon will 
walk out of the shadows and he’ll be wearing a helmet twirling 



 

two large hand guns and even tap shoes will stop makin’ sound as 
the thief bleeds blood on the rusty unseen tracks but the color is 
void of meaning during such an abyss. And there standing proud 
will be the new man and… 

He was a man who was my friend but then… 
In the future he’ll become rotten and he’ll be real happy 

because this will be the first kill since the old war and sure did—he 
wanted to hunt ever since… 

Nope. Simon won’t have a badge to protect and serve the 
streets. He’ll have the watermarked permission of somebody he 
never knew existed. A feller’ named… 

Mr. So & So.  
 

The old friend he’ll walk up to the body and fire another 
round and grabbing the purse he’ll try to hand it to the woman. 
But…she won’t thank him for what he’s done. She’ll run away 
from Simon and she’ll forget about the purse. And as the woman 
runs from what he’s done to her Simon will say,  

“Mam? Where you going? You forgot your property that I 
got back for you”, but he’ll be alone in the transit tunnel holding 
a purse standing over another expense of The Future War. And 
when it’s over… 

The woman couldn’t get over what Simon did to the boy 
and…she will have “The Shakes” for the rest of her life. She’ll 
even pass “The Shakes” to her children and they will do the same 
to their children and so… 

For the next two hundred years her bloodline will be 
medicated for “The Shakes”. And although it was one nameless 
boy nothing will be the same.  

 



 

… 
 

After she comes down with “The Shakes” she never spoke 
to him and I don’t know who he is either but the man will get a 
metal for his duty. Time will move on and another ol’ decade will 
come crashing down and… 

In the future this man named Simon got promoted for his 
heroics. The dead boy will never get a name and I’ll be long gone 
and won’t have any connection with this new man named Simon 
and none of this information will matter to the populous…the 
story won’t make a single newspaper and after the murder Simon 
will keep his job and then… 

Years later during The July 4th Riot he was standing by 
himself ready to go home when… 

Out of nowhere… 
Someone walked slowly behind him and blew his brains all 

over one of the last mailboxes left in the great city of Chicago.  
It was a real romantic bloodbath and he didn’t know who 

the enemy was and… 
Sadly… 
He wasn’t ready to die… 
But what Simon wanted doesn’t matter because… 
He will die… 
The end came for Simon and the last sound he heard was 

a… 
Click… 
And in one blink the pressure was released but I’ll never 

find out about what happened and sure… 
I bet ya’ I’d been real sad but I won’t get sad cause’ I won’t 

know him anymore… 



 

In the future I’ll be happy and I won’t care about his death 
and that’s the reason… 

I won’t learn I’m guilty too. 
 

Simon was yelling at me like a general would do to a kid 
at boot camp so I stopped and turned around and… 

As I smiled he was a blank body that blended within those 
tall white walls and long glass windows that looked out to the 
streets and I knew Simon was ready to hit me because I looked at 
his hands and one of em’ paws was on his belt touching pepper 
spray…sure was…this was happening and o’ well that's life—the 
good times roll by and it was my fault I mean…my whole life I 
wanted more than I could chew. And since I’ve been a boy I’ve 
felt like a hungry man who never got what he wanted and by this 
point I wanted to scream but I couldn’t do that because you can't 
scream when you're mad in doors while people are still sleeping. 
But well…I didn’t want to go back to the streets because where I 
wanted to go was back up there and close my eyes and to…sleep. 
But that wasn’t going to happen cause’…I had to walk through 
doors as Pel was up in the clouds because well… 

She’s protected and guarded by men like Simon… 
That girl always wins and I never had a chance and I don’t 

know why I lose but I do… 
I always lose and man o’ man just… 
DANG!  

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 I said. 

“You honestly need to calm your shit Henry. I’m your 
friend and youse’ know the drill. This isn’t the first time this has 
happened you’re a damn writer and I'm a damn security guard. 
It’s my fuckin’ job you need to go. Please I beg ya’ please don’t 
make me because…you already know how this will end...” 

“Cops?”  
“Man you’re pushin’ it seriously yer’ real lucky I don’t have 

a gun or I’d smash you over the head with it”  
… 

 
This was typical and I did what I was told to do. I walked 

out the main elevator and it’s funny because it's been broken for 
two weeks but not today—today the elevator works just fine and 
even the bell laughed at me and as the doors opened I took my 
sweet ol’ fuckin’ time because I knew this was the end.  

I wanted to take it all in and I looked at everything I’ve 
always looked at but never thought about and my eyes were some 
kind of enhanced microscope and I scanned everything including 
dust and the cracks in the walls and… 

As we went through the various checkpoints that bring 
you back to the streets…I was walking like a cat looking for a 
home. There wasn’t any shame and that’s why… 



 

Before the sun was up the early morning joggers could see 
Henry pleading with the window washers to…please stop my 
friend from doing this. But nobody helped. Everyone had their 
own roles in the story. My role was the villain and… 

Even if people didn’t like the casting… 
And even if people didn’t like the hero… 
Still… 
Nothing could stop the ending.  

… 
 

We walked towards the door and he wasn’t happy with 
my departure. But I didn’t care what he thought as Simon talked 
like I was born dumb er’ somethin’ and… 

He told me to, 
“STOP MESSING AROUND ASSHOLE!”  
“Alright already I’m moving yep my feets’ are a’ moving 

Mr. Master. Look down towards the ground cause’ it’s one foot 
after the other and yeah put em’ paws together and sing along my 
friend because…who’s that’s tellin’ me where to go? It’s Simon! 
Simon! And who’s tossing me on the streets? It’s Simon! Simon! 
Come on why so brittle of a stony eyed look? It’s just a’ song for a 
man walking off the plank. And that's how a man walks towards 
doom…he sings.”  

“You’re a fucking child Henry.” 
“What sir? I didn’t hear you. But my doctor dids’ a’ tells’ 

me I’ve gots’ learning disabilities.” 
“GO! Before the real men in uniform hall your ass back to 

County.” 
 
 
 



 

… 
 

I was laughing and joking and the working class jester is 
an early morning fighter. I almost picked up the yellow wet floor 
sign and beat the living shit out of him. But the solution wouldn’t 
be found with physical violence because I was outnumbered and 
couldn’t take it—just none of it…that’s why I almost lost it. Yeah. 
I almost hurt him like I know I could because… 

The friend named Simon would never have the rage that 
boils in my mind, and as he kept screaming…nope…I didn’t stop 
messing around. I took even more time going down the escalator 
and twas’ laughing like a defeated man should laugh and… 

That’s when I was a’ tappin’ my watch that hasn’t stopped 
keeping track of time since World War Two… 

I was showing Simon these were the moments before the 
war began.  

… 
 

 “DANG!” I said when I was in front of the spinning doors 
that bring you to the streets. And that’s when I got to see the end 
but…“WAIT!” I said as… 

I was looking towards the high-rise where the darlin’ was 
naked on our bed and the shades were drawn open as her body 
was overlooking the vastness of our declining empire. O’ Pel was 
where she belonged and so was I and that’s why I smiled because 
everything was getting back to the way it was supposed to be...  

“Not cool Simon. Can’t I go talk to her? And tell me…are 
you screwing her too or being paid off by Jeffery er’ somethin’?” 

“No Henry. It will be alright so…listen we’ve known each 
other a while and I like you. You’re a good writer I think and all 
I’m saying is…listen man…I’ll go check on her.” 



 

“I’m sure you will…MY FRIEND.” 
“Wait Henry? Where are you going? Hey! Hold on I’ll get 

you a lift…” 
“HAVEN’T YOU A’HEARD THE WORD BROTHER? 

NO CAB CAUSE’ A MAN WALKS AWAY ON HIS TWO 
FEET WHEN HE'S TOSSED ON THE STREETS. AND BY 
THE WAY THAT'S A HUMAN RULE SIMON SO READ A 
BOOK HERE'S THE BIRD THANKS FOR NOTHIN WHAT 
A LIFE YA’ DIG!” 

“Wait Henry you don’t have shoes on man just…” 
“Go to hell peacefully brother.”  

… 
 

Sure is what I said to em’. And that’s bouts’ where the story 
shoulda’ ended. But the story won’t end cause’ I isn’t no fortunate 
son of a’ gun. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

forget about the rules in 

life that you’ve got to follow even if the rules aren’t written down 
on an old watermarked constitution. Truth is most of the time the 
laws of the land are for children and the legality in some marble 
floored courtroom is nonsense, and if you do nothing but buy 
into what The High Lords preach…well then you’ve probably 
already lost your will.   
 

Mozart and Beethoven. Einstein and Martin Luther King. 
Hunter S. Thompson Albert Camus Anais’ Nin and F.D.R. Noam 
Chomsky Fredrick Douglas The Virgin Mary and so…sit alone at 
night in the woods near the highway and look into the eyes of a 
jackrabbit and then you’ll understand how it’s true… 

And Che Guevara and Thelonious Monk. Wang Weilin 
and Faith Ringgold and Eugène Ionesco. Charlie Chaplin and Al-
Farabi and William A.W. Stewart and it’s true… 

There are rules of nature and if you’re a human no matter 
how hard ya’ try…you can’t revolt against what’s inside your red 
red blood which feeds your brain like a black hole devouring a 
star cause’… 

Just no matter what… 
You’ll always do what you were born to do.  

 



 

The list goes on and on and the book is millions of pages 
and there are no paragraph breaks and about the rules well… 

I could write them all down but I’m not going to do that 
unless someone gives me a good sum of money because it would 
take forever and if nobody read it there wouldn’t be any reason to 
write it because I already know the rules and…if you think about 
it so do you.  

I didn’t make this nonsense up cause’ it was written by a 
time traveler named Xylophone and these are… 

  

The rules are hidden somewhere within the pages of THE 
FUTURE BOOK OF WAR and one rule is… 

A grown man can get responsibly pissed when he’s drunk.  
The second rule clearly articulates that a dying young man 

can yell on the streets before the morning when he’s lost in the 
Midwest of America…and especially when his friend betrays him 
after that ol’ sick bastard Jeffery arrives with a big o’ vile of happy 
pops.  

… 
 

It was discussed and an allegiance was made and it will 
take them five minutes to swear their hatred as they declare an 
eternal war against a science fiction writer who’s on the streets 
with no money and only a credit card to get em’ outta’ whatever 
kinda’ historical mess this cesspool of existence will become, and 
so after sortin’ things out with the security guard what happened 
was this: A deal for what is in the vile is made and both of em’ 
will share a laugh before Jeffery goes up the elevator and knocks 



 

two times before she opens and after I step in a puddle and look at 
the sky standing blocks from the great division… 

That’s when Jeffery will be having sex with the beautiful 
woman that a young Henry Oldfield not too long ago thought 
was the nice girl who was going to be the mother of his children 
and so… 

There’s the fifth rule of The Universe… 
It explains you must laugh at the tragic flavor of nonsense 

when it happens to you. That’s why I’ve got to do what I’m told 
to do because… 

I’m alive in this comedic play and rules-be-the-rules and… 
“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH…………………..” 

Nope. This isn’t how I thought it would happen because I 
always pictured myself being a regular American man, and I’m 
guessing that the gods must still be crazy… 

And when I was a teenager what I wanted was to become 
someone I’d like to be.  

… 
 

Back in college the revolution was subjective but here we 
are and I was getting real cold and pretty sad but “STOP!” I said 
to myself cause’ I didn’t have time to get dramatic and nope… 

I wasn’t going to allow myself to get sad. People who are 
sad are targets on the streets and I know all about this because I 
know how to carry myself and… 

The early part of the day is innocent and everything is 
simple and slow to the bite. Society looks like a bunch of building 
blocks for kindergarten students and what that means is the world 
is mine. Nope. I wasn’t going to get sad and more than anything 



 

I needed the universal ego of humanity to throw me a bone and 
thank goodness it did because right then I heard the soul of punk 
rock saying,  

“GO—GO—GO KID—GO!” And I already knew my first 
steps on the streets were going to be humblin’. And who cares if I 
didn’t deserve for this to happen because it happened. And that’s 
why I was waiting for World War Three. 

 
 

A person could have tried their best to knife me and like a 
madman I woulda’ shattered their fantasy like an expert puzzalist 
cause’ I sure wasn’t in a very good mood but on the other hand I 
was a born fighter for my own damn life and so… 

I knew I’d never stop living like I was supposed to live and 
I’d fight on towards something better. But first there was the now 
and the weather was getting nasty and…I only had socks on and 
after screaming like a caveman I walked into puddle but I laughed 
and gave the puddle the middle finger and that’s two birds in one 
hour and “Wait a second” I said because I mean it hasn't rained in 
almost two weeks but never mind the small stuff that fills in the 
story because the small stuff will always be there and I knew it 
wasn’t going good for me and that’s why there wasn’t any time to 
be thinking about the weather because… 

The weather was here just like I was here and I knew my 
life was going to have to change because everything was going 
real bad and it was cold and I was over analyzing things… 

Twas’ thinking about what happened but I stopped. It was 
a waste of time because I didn’t know how it was even possible 
for me to exist in the first place and so standing there almost stuck 
in time I was back in the old days and I got caught looking at my 
shadow that was reflecting from a stop sign but the shadow didn’t 



 

look like me cause’ it looked like some form of a humanoid made 
from every person that has ever lived, and in the reflection of my 
eyes I seen how they were crossed and so I gave the reflection of 
myself the bird and that’s three birds and counting and like I 
said…this wasn’t the time to be dwelling boy. This was the time 
to be walking away and that’s what I did—I kept walking away 
from my home and I didn’t have anything to make me feel better 
about the defeat. But like I did in the woods I knew I had to I use 
my mind to make things better.  

Walking mile after mile I was thinking about everything 
that is… 

It… 
Me… 
Her…  
You…  
Them… 
Us… 
My life…  
Her life… 
Baby pictures and growing up and all those presidents and 

wars, and just bouts’ everything that I could remember happened 
so fast and now my life was fading into those tiny black-holes 
that we can’t see but still surround us and hold us together and I 
could see the static parts of existence and I didn’t know what was 
going on or what I was looking at but…I knew I was looking at 
something I’d never seen before. 
 

Life was a spider-web hidden in the corner of the past that 
could only be seen under the right placement that light objectifies 



 

a spot of dust. Now it seemed there wasn’t anything left of the ol’ 
Henry Oldfield and that’s because it was all over for that boy and 
now I was no longer who I was but…O’ Pel…I sure loved that 
woman but never mind the slideshow of romance boy because 
the story went backwards and it didn’t make any sense and I tried 
to think bouts’ things but I couldn’t stop and man o’ man… 

I felt terrible and if I could I’d—no… 
I wouldn’t change a thing because I never wanted to go 

back to whatever the past was. At the same time…what I wanted 
didn’t matter and… 

I can’t explain how lost I was during this moment in my 
life because Pel was gone and she was the bridge and the bridge 
was sleeping in the sky and I was alone in the gutter forever and 
everything was empty and… 

The void of our relationship had no choice but to bring 
me back to where I was. 
 

The boat in The Keys and the factory job in Atlanta, just 
everything that had ever happened held my hand and carried me 
back to the streets, and as Simon was walking me out I couldn’t 
believe anything was real and that’s because my own life didn’t 
seem real, and even back when I was told to leave and to, “go see 
the fish”, even then it felt as if everything was getting back to 
normal and… 

It was this normalness that caused me to panic and nothing 
else. It was life and it was going how it was supposed to go and 
everything that was the past was gone and sure… 

I knew that out the door was the place where the sounds of 
the night live. Yeah. It is out there where the morning blooms 
and dies and it is out there where our story will continue. A devil 



 

was singing to the young day filled with voices that speak with 
thirsty tongues echoing these strange but familiar carnival sounds. 
And it is out there where I belong and I belong on the streets and 
all of it is enough to make you go crazy but nope. I sure wasn’t 
going to let that happen because I didn’t have the energy to go 
nuts. And losing your mind is a byproduct of materialism and that 
might not be true. All I know is that I am nobody and well…this 
wasn’t the first time I’d lost a girl so… 

As they say kid… 
Pull up your boot straps kid… 
Youse’ gots’ ta’ fight on. 

… 
 

The dead author’s books that raised me always told me to 
use courage son. There’s no other way and no matter what kid 
right now you can’t do nothing else but grow and become a man. 
And sure did. I knew their fiction by heart because I read em’ so 
many times. But at this point of the story I wasn’t no man… 

Nope… 
I was just another lost American terrified of the future.  

… 
 

“Nobody cares bouts’ me never have and never will. So… 
Be your own man take charge of your own life”, and that’s 

what their words screamed in my mind and that’s exactly what I’d 
do: I’d keep walking and writing I mean… 

I didn’t know what I was after but I was after something… 
 

Call it anything you want and… 
Pretty girls come and go so… 



 

Screw her…I’ve come too far to give up… 
Sure… 
Life didn’t look good… 
I was on the streets in a big mess and didn’t have shoes on 

because Pel didn’t give me no damn time to get ready for the 
next adventure she’d thrown me into without remorse for doing 
what she was doing to the man she’d said she loved and… 

Look down at my feet because… 
There’s only socks on my feet and socks… 
Socks are worthless without shoes and everyone knows 

that. But nobody cared and even America didn’t give a shit that 
Henry Oldfield was back on the streets and that’s why I said,  

“Hello I’m home”—there’s nothing but me and, “Hello” I 
said again…but still…it was just me and the streets.  

Truth is we were meant for each other. And I knew this 
was going to happen and…it happened. So there’s no going back 
now because the story has been predetermined since day one and 
it’s just… 

I hate the snow and my skin didn’t take to the bitterness of 
life and that’s why I was cracking a good grin to get me through 
the sadness of this constant alienation… 

It was me and nobody was around and like a madman I 
was talking to the streets because they always listened and like a 
good enemy… 

The streets laugh at my jokes. The streets. They’ve always 
known I’ve got nothing…but everything…to give back to em’. 

… 
 

During this part of our story I was out of cards my body 
hurt and there were all these chaotic sorts’ of noises. There was 
the sound of the spinning crank of the swinging glass window 



 

and as the morning clawed against the inside of my brain the pain 
of life was funneled into my gut by the scream of traffic. It was 
slow but increasing in pitch and in tone with every second that 
went by. And I wanted to fight but I didn’t because… 

It didn’t matter and well… 
I wasn’t dumb and I knew how it doesn’t stop…and how 

this calming Zen-like sensation was just a distraction because life 
was at war with itself and at last… 

Life had come to this:  
I was on the streets laughing at the realization how I was 

totally defeated, and I mean just look at how ridiculous of a man 
I’ve become:  

I was Henry and I didn’t have shoes on. Dang! Only wet 
socks and nobody could save a man like me, and this is when The 
Going got a name.  
 

I wanted to die but the problem was I didn’t know how to 
make that happen, and so… 

Instead of death I sat on a bench and took off my socks and 
after throwing them in an overflowing garbage full of booze and 
food wrappers I looked at the sky… 

The ultra violet was fading and there weren’t any thoughts 
of substance. Nope… 

Just twas’ in a big daze and for…no reason I snapped out 
of the daze as a car stopped at the corner because there was a red 
light. It was slightly before mornin’ and the streets were empty. 
Now it was just me and this man in a suit and…I caught em’ 
when he was fixin’ his eyebrows, and maybe it was rude of me 
and I don’t usually do that but I was looking into his life because 
the best part of my life was over and again… 



 

I zoned out and I’m sorta’ sorry but the man was one ugly 
feller’ and… 

When we made eye contact it didn’t look like he liked me 
very much. And it’s hard to explain but this man reminded me of 
a man that I hitched with back in the day when I was lost on the 
road somewhere in Texas…uh huh… 

The man in the car up north right now so many years later 
looked familiar. He looked like an ol’ freak that was named the 
Goat Driver but well…  

There’s no way in hell and yeah…I knew it wasn’t him 
but just maybe—nope… 

“There’s no possible way it’s him…just forget about that 
paranoid idea ol’ Henry boy”.  

And so as I said this to my younger self who was still living 
in my mind I just ta’ kept looking inside of the car while I sat on 
the bench during a long long red light and… 

This is when the man looked to be made from something 
twisted and both us were working men but he looked at me like I 
was the scum of a toilet bowl. Yep…. 

I sure was feeling weird and I don’t know what was wrong 
with that light because… 

It was still red and so I gave him a peace sign and when he 
looked at me…the man reminded me of my adopted father but… 
that thought faded in less than a second but still… 

The light was red and that’s the reason both of us were still 
here. 



 

 was the longest red light in the 

history of red lights. The driver’s face was mean and the car was a 
box but I don’t know maybe I was only thinking negatively like 
this because of what happened to me and how the streets look 
demented before the morning. But still there was something true 
about what I was feeling sure was… 

There was more than the nice and normal with this regular 
ol’ man in a car, and even though it was pretty darn cold out for 
some reason the passenger window of the guy’s car was half way 
down and being inside of the vortex of the red light everything 
got sorta’ awkward because… 

He kept looking at me with a bland face even though he 
didn’t know me but… 
 

By this point in our story I got dumped by my darlin’ and 
had lost a friend, and so I’m sorry but I was having a real terrible 
day cause’ the light was still red and we were still here and I didn’t 
want to be thinking these thoughts that were probably some long 
dead rumblings’ that were highlighted from a past I had already 
sworn to myself I was walking away from, and not wanting to be 
rude I said,  

“Hey pretty nice mornin’. Sure is a long damn light...” 
This is what I said to the man in the car at the stop light by 

the bench where I sat without shoes or socks on my feet as the 
rain was starting to become white fluff.  



 

 
… 

 
I was smilin’ and being real normal only making small talk 

but when I said those words the man didn’t say anything back 
and maybe he was listening to something because… 

I thought I heard some music and so I asked em’,   
“What are you listening to?” 
“I don’t listen to music boy” the man in the car said to me 

and…  
“O—K” I said. 

… 
 

After twenty four blinks thankfully the light turned green 
and the man was gone, and I forgot about him as soon as he went 
wherever he was going. But he sure didn’t seem to like me…not 
one bit and I didn’t even know him but… 

The man reminded me of the crackin’ goat driver…and 
that was the man who said he had a shotgun in his back seat and 
well…he wasn’t the goat driver but still… 

The man who was in the nice car during the longest red 
light to ever turn red looked at Henry like he was a real terrible 
person, and that’s why I wanted to hate him but there wasn’t any 
point because I didn’t know who he was and maybe we could be 
friends if it was a different time of the day. But as I was sitting I 
felt disgusted with myself for judging him as I’d just imagined he 
was doing to me, and that’s why I smiled and waved to the man 
as he drove down the slow moving street and for some strange 
reason I sorta’ felt bad for him because as some have told me in 
my past he didn’t listen to music either.  
 



 

 
Lights are fleeing and never stagnant and that’s why the 

color changed and now the man at the red light was on his way 
and I didn’t care how he felt about me because it was raining and 
snowing and… 

The sun was getting bright and dark at the same time. And 
I was waiting for my chance to change the future by becoming a 
better person and my final thoughts about the man at the red 
light weren’t mean at all. I hoped for the best day of his life but 
then just as my other thoughts even the nice wish was gone and 
there was only static and nothing could change the fact I was mad 
as hell and so as the hate for this town boiled over that’s when… 

The man in the suit drove away. The light was green and I 
was alone and the particles scattered on the pavement and told me 
to “Let go”. 

 … 
 

That’s exactly what I did. I let go of my past and didn’t 
hesitate er’ nothing because what I did was easy. I started walking 
somewhere. It was the month of November and ‘Pop This Book’ 
was at the bottom of the bargain-bins with a slashed price and… 

As the violet turned into smog and as bouts’ everything in 
life had already fallen apart and with nowhere to go I smiled and I 
don’t know why. But for some reason I thought about The Dog 
Tracks in Florida and “That’s it!” I said. And that’s the story and I 
don’t know what else to tell you…other than my life was bad and 
I didn't have a home and so… 

Who cares if the sun also rises?  



 



 

original adventures and 

some of the names and locations you haven’t heard about yet. But 
you will so don’t worry. One day my entire life will be in one 
giant book. But before More… 

There was… 
The Original Adventures of a Dying Young Man… 
And well…I think some of the pages were inside of the red 

notebook. And some of em’ were in the green one. But the story 
I’m talkin’ bouts’ is the original one that I wrote in the desert, and 
that was inside of the red one I think. Anyway...back then I was 
told by the sane I couldn’t do it because I didn’t have a car, and it 
was bouts’ I think one day after the death of my true friend when 
I set off to show myself what I was made of. And I think the word 
courage is overused. Now…I’m not claiming anything because 
back then I didn’t know what I was doing. I just wanted my own 
home and even back durin’ the beginnin’ parts I knew I wanted 
to be a writer. But nothing was working out for me and… 

 Back then the story was taking place during the last days 
of my first steps into young adulthood, and what you just finished 
reading is after and well… 

Just nothing in Book A happened yet. None of it but the 
pages of my boyhood that I can’t remember and the days before I 
dropped out of graduate school. And I hadn’t started writing these 
dumb pop-up books for a livin’ cause’ Book B was about the old 
streets. The streets were my home and they were always nice to 
me, and it’s awfully hard to explain how it isn’t the same no more 
but during that time in my life I was a good kid and all I wanted 
to do was learn what these two feet of mine were made for, and I 



 

sure found out because when I walked away from the nice and 
normal well…that’s when I got where I ended and learned how 
everything was possible.  

… 
 

On the old roads everything was there and having nothing 
was alright. Truth is you make up your own point and life was 
radically different than I’d thought life was, and before more 
happened there was so much to see. There was the mockingbird 
of the northern country and an old fella’ who didn’t tell me he 
had a younger brother who was a retired violinist who was born 
in Paradise Michigan who’s record I found down south when I 
was cleaning fallin’ parts’ barns for bus ticket money out. And I 
was doing that kind of labor for this ol’ deaf World War Two vet 
and he’s a man who lived around the Appalachian Trail.  

Back during the original adventurin’ days there was the 
death of a real close pal’ and…as it does time moved and…when I 
walked further away from The Town on a Lake and stopped and 
to see the sights and catch my breath...I was thousands of miles 
from the shorelines and that’s when… 

The splintered warped woods of the post depression years 
were falling in the winded grasslands of the wild southerner’s 
countryside, and before I owned a thing and the collections of art 
cornered me in, before I was locked in my mind and…before 
everything got out of control there was this kid named Henry 
Oldfield. And man o’ man that boy was crazy cause’… 

Before I became me I was him and… 
Henry lived in the woods and was fine with that, and I 

remember this one time he was laughing at himself after he ran 
away like a lunatic from some unseen bears…only because he 
read a sign in the forest and it’s funny cause’… 



 

Henry fell asleep and then he’d eventually get emself’ stuck 
in the biggest of American airports, and sure was:  

The ol’ Henry was there and I was him. I was the Henry 
and then somehow…I don’t know how it happened…but in the 
future I wasn’t the same Oldfield anymore.  

One day I woke up and there was static and it grew out of 
my heart and always told me to “go”, and that’s why I freaked out 
I think and it happened somehow and now… 

The beginnin’ is back there and back there is where you’ll 
find steps that made this path, and I remember how there was the 
needle and there was flesh and spine and the restraints and never 
enough medication and they couldn’t put me back to sleep after I 
woke up from the dream I was having, and this shouldn’t a’ been 
possible but I could hear everything and that’s where it happened.  

It happened back then. The past is the place where the 
memories must come from, and when I close my eyes that’s when 
I travel backwards and now I can see… 

How everything is everything and it’s been burned in the 
words written inside of the red notebook. There are thousands of 
words of memories that trigger the truth about what happened 
back then, and… 

That’s how I can read bouts’ who I was. 
… 

 
There were unconscious heard sounds of the scraping of 

bones and nothing but exhaustion and nothing but darkness and I 
managed to get myself left behind everywhere I went, and what a 
dumb kid because Henry Oldfield always ran out of money and 
there was a goat man who kicked me out of his car for turning on 
the radio to hear a nice lil’ ditty by a fella’ named Buddy Holly, 
and those were the days of nasty bloody noses and the days of that 



 

stubborn ol’ tumor that grew in and then out before the thing for 
some reason er’ another I think just exploded inside of my brain.  

… 

 
Somewhere lost there’s a clean white chamber and… 
A doctor who said,  
“It’s really up to you Henry because we can’t keep you 

here, but it is my opinion and that’s all…that you’re not healthy 
enough yet, and so just give it a few more days.” 

“I feel fine Doc, don’t worry bouts’ me cause’ well I get 
over things faster than normal humans, and smile man because 
yeah it’s just a joke. But honestly I’m all better now. It healed 
itself—well I think it did anyway.” 

“Henry you need to think about things. We don’t know 
what happened but the tumor is something strange. We’ve never 
seen one acting like this…so small and so dossal.”  

The Doctor sure he was only looking out for me but it was 
time and so with a shaved head I walked out of the hospital and 
then when I was back on my feet I put on my shoes and looped 
the belt in my old blue jeans and I don’t know how but somehow 
it happened and I grew up and walked and got here and there and 
it all happened. And before… 

More… 
There were simply… 
Adventures. 
Nope sure aint’. This isn’t the first book of our story and 

long gone are those first steps when I painted houses in Miami 
and was kicking around rocks for something to do late at night 
before I got myself somewhere lost around the butcher handle of 
Oklahoma, and I never made it further than Texas and thought I 
was going west but I wasn’t too sure where anything was cause’ 



 

vertical and horizontal and south and north and east and west, just 
about everywhere looked the same and sure did cause’… 

Back then I walked alone and suffered alone and I’m glad I 
did cause’ everything was worth it and sure I freaked out but after 
Pel gave me the original notebook I just ta’ wanted to find em’ 
again…yeah… 

I wanted to track down the old faces of people like my pal 
named George and he snored like a hurricane and man o’ man I 
have all these sorts’ of memories about those late night talks about 
future poetic dreams and there’s us two idiots running away from 
German Shepherds in trailer parks cause’…we didn’t have money 
and were stealing a one gallon gas can…yep… 

Those days down in Florida were somethin’ else I tell ya’ 
what because back then there was road kill duty and George was 
talking about his wife who had the best swinging hips I’d ever see 
and… 

Then there was how I thought his big brother didn’t like 
me and it’s just that I miss them all but they’re gone. 

Now this is the present tense of our story. It is the future of 
back then and I’m long past the beginnin’ when…I was treated 
like an immigrant and watched stars on a private beach. And sure 
was a strange situation I’d gotten myself involved with because 
the house was owned by an important sort of character and I was 
there for the paintin’ and nothing else and… 

The man in charge told me he was a stand up citizen and 
how the community liked em’ and…man o’ man that ol’ criminal 
pulled a gun on me cause’ back then he was the jerk who hit me 
over the head because I was trying to sneak a dill pickle out of his 
refrigerator, and I didn’t know anybody was around but he called 
me the worst names followed by something nice and so… 

I remember how Don tolds’ me…  



 

“I do…I like ya’ kid. You’re as dumb as the dead for sure 
Henry. But get your backpack and leave. You don’t die tonight 
because you remind me of myself kinda’ like when I was nobody 
and boy...I don’t like too many people so give thanks and hit the 
road.” 

MR. Flamingo was his name and…I’m sure he’d probably 
get a brief laugh while loading the bullets if he found out what 
I’ve done, and o’ you know… 

 Before The Anomaly and The Quantum Bomb and The 
Future Book of War… 

And even before I met Cloud and then hunted down The 
Unknown Man… 

Well… 
Before any of that kinda’ nonsense I was there… 
And was what Flamingo called… 
“Just a’ scab”.  

… 
 

This goes down somewhere in Book B and it’s in the red 
notebook and this dirty manuscript is bouts’ the time when I was 
covered in buckets of luxurious paint and so… 

When the work fer’ the day was done later at sundown I’d 
be sneaking around in the shadows and o’ it’s a good one cause’ I 
didn’t think Flamingo knew that I could listen without knowing 
how to speak his tongue, and yeah, so Mr. Flamingo knew I was 
a writer because that’s easy to see and he even caught me writing 
and told me to,  

“Put the pencil down Henry or else you’re gone on your 
ass with no money to break your fall.” 
 



 

That bastard of a boss never really got it, but neither did I 
because… 

It all just happened and the soundtrack to existence was the 
attraction I was looking for. I was letting the world move me and 
that was my philosophy for the good life after I found a book in a 
can around a mill that was in ruins after it was dynamited to hell. 
The location I found the book was in The Town on a Lake but… 

At the beginnin parts I thought I’d left that place for good. 
I hated my hometown and maybe it wasn’t hate but I didn’t want 
to see Irish Hills no more because that town fragmented my life 
and so after I buried my friend that’s when I ended up in Florida. 
And I wasn’t just there for the money because I mean…I thought 
I always have the forest and so written in fits makin’ prose the 
following words tell a story about the past… 

And they are words about…how Flamingo screamed and 
tried to teach me a lesson. I just ta’ couldn’t keep my mouth shut 
and was askin’ questions nobody wanted to hear. That’s why he 
fired Henry Oldfield from the paintin’ and sure the reasons are 
real and it’s not hard to explain… 

I’d do what I’ve always done and go back to The Going 
after I was kicked to the streets after the boot from a property that 
was inside of a giant sorta’ cage. And I wasn’t too mad fer’ doing 
what I’d done cause’ that’s what I wanted to do… 

I got what I needed. Everything was good enough for me 
but the thing is… 

I never got to say goodbye to the lost faces I wish I could 
see, and yeah…it was either now or never and I didn’t want to be 
the first boy born dumb to get shot in head by a fancy gun for 
stealing food and so I listened to em’ and wizened up. Yep. That’s 
why I did what Don told me to do. I left Miami being the same 
dying young man… 



 

As I walked towards the bus station I said I hated that rich 
bastard. But just think bouts’ what you’re thinkin’ boy cause’… 

Life is hazy and fast and it’ll be alright in the end, and so 
maybe I shoulda’ thanked that ol’ sleaze ball for the way my life 
has gone. Because in a strange way… 

Don Flamingo helped me realize I can always go back. 
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