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Hannah  

Scene: A video editing suite with two figures cloaked in darkness, lit only by a videomonitor. 
They’re watching it, going back and forth over an interview, looking for just the right sound bites 
for a political advertisement. The opening credits for an interview show they’re watching, “First 
Person,” are rolling with the theme music, Beethoven’s Ritterballett, the Romance, playing in 
the background.  

Shadow 1. Hold on. Which race is this? 

Shadow 2: Congressional, Washington State. The guy with the wife that’s a communist.  

Shadow 1: Right. God it’s getting late. How long until Election Day?  

Shadow 2: In about 5 minutes 92 days, but who’s counting?  

Shadow 1: How’d we get this job. It’s gotta be the worst job in politics.  

Shadow 2: No, your girlfriend has the worst job in politics.  

Shadow 1: Fuck you, dude! And by the way, she’s pissed. Let’s get through this so I get home.  

Shadow 2.: No argument.  

One of them fast forwards to a spot on the video.  

Interviewer: Congressman, you’re the first theologian turned politician we’ve interviewed on 
this show… 

Interviewee: I’m afraid I have to protest. I’m not a theologian. I don’t belong to that circle.  

Interviewer: But your degree is in religion is it not? And you are a politician.  

Interviewee: One’s degree is merely a license plate, a form of identification we’re forced to 
carry.  

The video stops.  

Shadow 2:  What an arrogant asshole.  

Shadow 1: Right. I’ll make a note. Nobody cares about that shit. They know he’s arrogant. Go to 
the part about his daughter.  

Video speeds ahead.  



Interviewer: Let’s talk about your daughter. She’s in federal prison for domestic terrorism, 
and… 

Interviewee: She’s charged. Charged.  

Interviewer: Yes, sorry, accused of domestic terrorism. How did this happen? Will this impact 
you politically?  

Interviewee: Of course, it will be used against me in the obvious ways. It’s fair. Voters want to 
understand whether the apple falls far from the tree, right? Or was it my neglect… 

Video stops.  

Shadow 2: Can we use that? Apples? Trees? Neglect?  

Shadow 1:  Mmmmm. I don’t know. The boss has been reluctant about burning him on the kid 
and his family. And his wife or whatever she is, probably has some influence over his base. All 
that’s probably in reserve if the poll numbers say it’s close.  

They play more of the video; it flickers back into life on the screen. 

Interviewer: The politics of your family are complicated, aren’t they?  

Interviewee: Every family is complicated and complicated by politics and religion. Think about 
your last trip home for the holidays. And as for my daughter, redemption is possible for 
everyone. Even me. 

The video stops.  

Shadow 2:  But he’s all about Burke or some shit like that. And here’s his kid running around 
with anarchists and knocking over banks. It’s beyond socialism. I mean what the fuck?  

Shadow 1: You’re right. Hmmm. Wait, he says some shit in here about the American revolution. 
Let me see. Lemme find it.  

The video speeds back and forth.  

Interviewee: The American Revolution was neither… 

Interviewer: Now wait, what does that mean.  

Interviewee: It was more English than anything and it was hardly a revolution. American 
colonists were taxed at a fraction of their English counterparts. They had representation from 
Edmund Burke and Charles Fox — they were champions, champions of the Americans… 



Interviewer: You’re saying that the old ‘no taxation without representation” slogan was… 

Interviewee: …illegitimate. Well, wrong word. It was an exaggeration. Propaganda.  

Video stops.  

Shadow 1:  Now that we can use. He’s supposed to be a conservative.  

Shadow 2: Let it play… 

Video plays.  

Interviewee: The point is the American Revolution was rooted in the Glorious Revolution, it was 
Englishmen saying, “The King has broken the social contract.” Remember Hobbes? But they 
really didn’t have that much to complain about. The whole revolution for independence thing 
didn’t need to happen… 

Video stops. 

Shadow 2: Now that’s good. “The whole revolution for independence thing didn’t need to 
happen.” 

Shadow 1: What do his wife and daughter think about revolution?  

Shadow 2: Right. The guy doesn’t even believe in the country he’s wanting to govern. No 
wonder his kid is ready to blow it up.  

Shadow 1:  That’s an ad right there. If this guy had been in Philadelphia in 1776, we’d all be 
British right now.  

Shadow 2: Right. We’d all be speaking English!  

They laugh.  

Shadow 2: I’m thinking something like the dollar bill, with Washington dissolving into the 
Queen’s face with his stupid about the “independence thing” as a voice over.  

Shadow 1:  Yes. Yes. I love that. That “independence thing” will fuck with him all day long. He 
stepped in it there.  

Shadow 2: Now you can go home to mommy.  

Shadow 1: She can wait. We’re going to get a drink. This is a killer.  

They leave, the video plays alone, flickering in the dark.  



Interviewee: You said earlier, I’m a theologian turned politician. I’m not much of a politician 
either. I mean, listen to me and look at my family. But I can’t say I’ve made a mistake. I’ve 
followed my path.  

Interviewer: And your path is controversy? What is that path?  

Interviewee: Faith. And faith isn’t a belief. It’s trusting in something outside of oneself, the 
Universe, God, the people who lived before us, even the people who will come after us.  

Interviewer: And how does that play in Peoria?  

Interviewee: Exactly. “Who am I? Why am I here?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



Etta  

Oh, Don’t bring me posies 
When it’s shoes I need 
Don’t bring me flowers 
Don’t bring me the sea 
Come on and bring me some diamonds 
That’ll suit me fine 
And I’ll love you forever 
And you’ll be mine 
Oh, I’m tough 
Yeah, yeah, I’m tough 

Tough Mary 
At Last!, Etta James, 1960 

A black car made its way down Muriel from the south and turned into the driveway. The driver 
put it into park. 

“I can wait for you here, sir,” the driver said. 

He stepped out of the car and stood for a moment looking at the house from the end of the 
driveway. He walked across the street and stood on the other side to take it in. On the left was 
an evergreen, standing out against the ubiquitous brown. He couldn’t help it. It was where he 
grew up. He had no idea who’d be living in it now.  

The street was quiet, only some wind chimes breaking through the stillness. He walked up the 
driveway and turned the handle and walked in. 

“Grandpa! Grandpa!,” the boy said running toward him. 

He grabbed the boy and threw him over his shoulder. The boy giggled and pretended to 
struggle. He then rolled him lengthwise in his arms and kissed him on the face. 

“I love you! I love you! I love you!” He said after each kiss. 

She stood up from the couch. 

“Welcome home, grandpa!” she said. 

“You don’t call me that, grandma,” he said still wrestling with the boy. He put him on his feet. 

“Can I stay with grandpa?” the boy asked. 



“Honey,” she said, kneeling in front of him and wiping crumbs off his mouth. “You’ve got to go 
to school.” 

“I don’t want to,” he said breaking free from her grip and running to him. 

“Sweetie,” he said bending down, “I’ll be here for a few days. You go to school. I’ll see you 
again.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes, really, he said. “And if the weather stays good like this we’ll go to the zoo.” 

He looked into his green eyes, then ran his finger from the top of the boy’s forehead to the end 
of his nose. 

“Whoops!” he said playfully. “The little man just skies off your nose. Now he’s tickling you.” 

He tickled the boy. 

“Ok, ok!” she said. “Your ride is here, baby.” 

A woman had parked on the street, exited her car, and was walking up the driveway. 

“Nanny’s going to take you to school today,” she said. 

The boy gathered a back pack and hugged him again and walked out the door, down the drive, 
and the woman fastened him into a car seat.  They stood side by side watching him out the 
window. The boy waved. They both waved back from the window. 

The driver was leaning against the front of the car. 

“Is that your handler?” she asked. 

“A driver,” he said. “I said I didn’t need one. I know these streets blindfolded. They insisted.” 

“Oh, I see,” she said. “He’s a body guard. You may need one. He’s cute.” 

“Yeah,” he said turning toward the living room. “You have a protest planned already?” 

“Well, the paper has already announced your arrival,” she said picking up a newspaper from the 
kitchen table. She started reading it out loud. 

“…the newly elected congressman is in Albuquerque to address a meeting of the Supply Side 
Society a free market think tank based at the University of New Mexico.” 



By now he was sitting on the couch. 

“You still get the paper, grandma?” he said. “It must be some kind statement of solidarity with 
the printer’s union.” 

She kept reading. 

“….the Congressman has a daughter with the well-known local anthropologist. The young 
woman was jailed last year after her involvement in a bank robbery believed related to an 
anarchist group. After criticism from conservatives, he stood by his daughter saying, 
‘Redemption is possible for everyone.’” 

She laughed. And walked toward a chair to his right. She threw the paper at him. 

“Redemption starts at home,” she said. “You’re the only politician in the whole fucking country 
that would use the word ‘redemption’ with a straight face.” 

He found the story and then he read from the paper out loud. 

“The professor has been publicly critical of the congressman, calling him, “a prophet of trickle-
down economics.” 

He sighed, shook his head and laughed. 

“What a show we put on for these people,” he said. 

“You should have been a preacher,” she said. “Not a politician.” 

“You’re right,” he said. “And you should have been a politician, not a professor.” 

“How’s she doing?” she asked, turning more serious. 

“Well, I sold her car like she wanted,” he said. “I’m not sure why it mattered so much to her, 
but I drove it and sold it.” 

“It was her first car,” she said. 

“I’ve been trying to figure out how to get her out of there,” he said. “But it isn’t easy given her 
attitude.” 

“I miss her every day,” she said. “Even though she was a pain in my ass.” 

“She’s mad as hell,” he said. “She wants to kill that guy that got her into this.” 

“You mean you?” she said. 



“For fucks sake,” he said. “Not me, Dr. Blame Game. That fucking punk she was with.” 

He stood up and walked in a circle. 

“She’d livid with us too,” he said. “She’s pissed off and I don’t blame her.” 

“What did she say about us?” she asked. 

“We could stay out of the papers for one,” he said. “It makes life in there complicated. And 
she’s just annoyed with us. We’re not exactly a normal family unit.” 

“And the boy?” she asked leaning forward. “Any concern, any interest in her son?” 

“Yes,” he said “But he’s here with you. She’s glad for that.” 

He continued the update. 

“She organized some kind of protest in there,” he said. “She almost wound up in solitary.” 

“That’s my girl,” she said smiling. 

He walked over to the book shelf and took down a book with a red cover. 

“The old Marx-Engels Reader,” he said as he opened the book to the front page. “I even 
inscribed it.” 

“You’ll probably need this,” he read his hand writing on the page. “And then I signed it with 
love.” 

“Robert Tucker,” she said. “Yes. It has come in handy. It was a sweet gift.” 

“It was my copy with hand written notes and everything.” 

“You got an A minus in the class I remember you telling me,” she said. “The professor knew you 
were a fucking capitalist.”  

“Yes,” he said. “That always made you happy. And you know, that minus, it still bothers me. I 
know Marx better than any of your acolytes.”  

He put the book back on the shelf and walked back to the couch. 

“How is the boy doing?” he asked seriously. “Is he alright.” 

“You know, coming from you I don’t know how to answer that,” she said. “Or if I should.” 



He leaned back and crossed his arms. 

“Does every single conversation, every interest and question have to be an inquisition?” 

“Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition,” she said. “Yeah, it does have to be an inquisition.” 

She stood up and crossed her arms. She didn’t know what to do with her hands. Hit him? 
Embrace him? Run her fingers through his hair? 

“You think you can dial in and out of this story like binge watching some show,” she said. “And 
redemption? Where did that shit come from?” 

“What am I supposed to do?” he said. “Move back in here with you? She’d love that!” 

“Maybe you should,” she said. 

They’re eyes met. 

He stood up and walked past her to the book shelf again and flipped through some record 
albums. 

“Where is that?” he said to himself, flipping through records. “Here it is. You haven’t smashed 
it.” 

He lifted up the lid of the record player and took off the record and then commented on it. 

“Cinderella? Disney?” he said furrowing his brow. “Really?” 

“Shut up!” she said. 

He took the record he’d found out of its yellow cover, flipped it around, and put it on the 
turntable. 

“Side B,” he said as he dropped the needle into the groove. 

I don’t want you to be no slave 
I don’t want to work all day 
But I want you to be true 
And I just wanna make love to you 

“I’m glad you still have this,” he said as he leaned over the record player. 

“Why do you think that you can just dip in and out of our lives?” she said. “You’re so busy 
screwing up the world.” 



“Saving it,” he said. “Saving it.” 

He looked a picture of their daughter on the book shelf. It could have been a picture of her 
mother the day they first met. It was a high school graduation picture. 

“Where did that smile come from?” he said. 

“Good question, Representative Christ,” she said staring at him, her green eyes ablaze. “Why? 
You didn’t answer me.” 

He walked to her and put his hands on her shoulders. 

“Because you let me, grandma,” he said softly. 

“Fuck you, grandpa,” she said softly back. 

“Can I have this dance, professor?” 

“Maybe.” 

They embraced and started to sway slowly. 

“I haven’t listened to this in so long,” he said. 

“Sometimes I will,” she said. “Just not this side.” 

“I’ve missed you,” he said. 

“You do not,” she said. “You hate me just a little bit less than I hate you. I definitely hate you 
more though.” 

At last my love has come along 
My lonely days are over and life is like a song,  
At last the skies above are blue 
My heart was wrapped up clover the night I looked at you 
I found a dream that I could speak to 
A dream that I can call my own 
I found a thrill to press my cheek to 
A thrill I’ve never known 

As the song ended, he took his phone out of his pocket and walked toward the front window 
and dialed a number. 

The driver answered his phone. 



“Hey,” he said. “Do me a favor. Head back to the hotel. I’ll call you. I’m going to be here for a 
while.” 

The young man pocketed his phone, got in the car and drove away north on Muriel. 

The next song played. 

“Awww,” she said. “I was hoping you’d invite him in.” 

He walked back to the record player, took the needle off the record, flipped it, and dropped the 
needle on the first song. 

My heart cries for just one little line 
Anything to say you’re mine 

“There really isn’t a day that goes by,” he said. 

“What?” she said. “That you don’t think about this mess.” 

“Mess? That’s one way to look at it,” he said taking her hands. “We don’t have the past. The 
future hasn’t happened yet.” 

“All we have is the present, and now even that’s over,” she said, finishing his thought. “That’s 
so dumb.” 

“But that’s what our uncle used to say,” he said. 

“When it comes to anything we could call ‘ours’ the family tree is about it,” she said. 

As the second song began their lips found each other. They kept dancing slowly, then moving 
toward the couch, shoes coming off, a coat, and then a belt hit the floor. The needle bobbed up 
and down on the record, and the cracking and popping of the record’s imperfections kept a 
separate rhythm as they lost themselves in each other again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sanctuary 

Her grandmother’s adobe house was oddly organized, built one room at a time over a decade, 
with only one distinct bedroom. There was a kitchen off of which was a door. On the other side 
of the house was another door, which opened onto a concrete patio. In between was a hallway 
leading to the bedroom and then two other rooms, both large, one with two beds, one twin 
and the other full. The last room functioned as a living room. 

She slept on the full bed in the room with two beds, and her uncle slept in the bedroom. She’d 
come to visit because she needed to know where her mother came from. She needed to know 
who she was and who she was going to be. 

She woke up early and rummaged around some bookshelves. She found some photo albums. 
Were any of the women in the pictures her mother? She heard a strange noise outside, the 
same one she’d heard the night before, a buzz. 

She walked out towards a lone apple tree. She kept hearing the buzz. And then she found it. It 
was some kind of bug or beetle flapping its wings. She kneeled down for it. And it buzzed like 
electricity. 

Zap! 

“Weird,” she thought. Fascinated, she held her hands apart like parenthesis, waiting to catch it. 
The bug was big and ugly with translucent wings. 

Zap! 

It flapped around. At home in Kansas, in the summer, at dusk, her friends would ride their bikes 
past the library to the city park to catch Big Dippers, fireflies. Her father warned her not to keep 
them too long. 

“It’s how they meet each other, to make babies,” he said. She didn’t understand that. But she’d 
let them light up in the jar she had them in, and then let them go, because of what he said. 

She’d never heard this sound or seen a bug like this before. The bug jumped onto her finger. 
She walked back toward the house. 

“That’s a chicharro,” her uncle said as she walked toward him with it on her finger. “A cicada.” 

She marveled at it. 

“That’s a male,” he said. “He makes those noises to attract the ladies.” The he laughed. 

“Let it go,” he said. 



“He attracted me,” she said. The light. The sound. The attraction. It was starting to make more 
sense to her now. 

“You’re too smart,” he said. “Let it go for now. There’s plenty more where he came from.” He 
laughed. 

She flipped up her hand and the big bug flew off. 

“Let’s go check out the Santuario,” he said. 

“What’s that,” she asked. 

“It’s a church,” he said. “It’s Sunday, right?” 

They piled into his big grey car and drove along a winding road. She watched the fences and 
little houses clustered together near big fields pass by. Once and awhile her uncle would wave 
at the people driving the opposite way on the road. 

“Do you know them,” she asked. 

“Maybe,” he said and laughed. “Around here, it’s so small, you have to be nice to everyone like 
you know them, even if you don’t.” 

She understood. It was just like home. Waving was a signal, like the light of the Big Dipper 
firefly, like the electric noise of the chicharro. 

“What are you listening to,” she asked. 

He laughed. 

“That’s Vicente Fernandez,” he said “Your mother loved him. All the ladies do.” 

“What’s he saying?” she asked. 

“I left you,” he said. “And that was stupid. And now I’m going crazy.” 

She listened closely. 

“And I’ll return, return, return to your arms once again,” he said. 

“What’s that yelling in the background,” she asked. 

“El grito,” he said. “It’s pain. Love hurts. It sucks.” He laughed. 

“It reminds me of the cicada, the chicharro,” she said. 



“See, you’re too smart to be from here,” he said. He laughed and tousled her hair. 

They pulled into a parking lot that was almost full. She suddenly felt self-conscious. She wasn’t 
ready for church. And what was this kind of church anyway? It was an adobe building, as brown 
as the skin of the people waiting to get in. 

It was like her church in Kansas, but people kneeled when they stepped into the pews. Then 
they’d move their hands back and forth across their chests and then kiss their hands. And there 
were so many statues. They were so creepy, like dolls but shiny and stiff. They gazed down on 
her disapprovingly at her blue dress and her face, paler than everyone else’s, but darker than 
the faces at home. 

They found a spot and what she saw marveled her as much as the cicada. There was so much 
movement; kneeling, bowing, up and down. And she couldn’t see or hear everything. But it was 
exciting. Those faces staring at her, the language she didn’t understand, the singing, the dark 
faces with dark hair and eyes staring at her like she stared at them. This is where her mom was 
from. 

When it was over, she was so excited and awake and disturbed. She had so many questions. 
She walked to one of the statues and touched it. She felt it with both hands. 

“Hey,” her uncle said. “Come over here.” 

There was a small room full of people reaching toward a hole in the ground. It was a hole with 
dirt. All around the room were crutches and crosses. She was overwhelmed with a kind of 
happiness. This was where her mom was from. She felt closer to her but also farther away. 

An old lady with a wrinkled face was sitting in a corner in the room. Her uncle talked with her. 
As he talked her face warmed, she began to smile at her. 

“She wants to tell you the story of this place,” he said. 

She started to speak. Her face was like baked, dark, bread with wrinkles and edges. But her 
eyes were green and they were piercing. She started telling the story in Spanish, with her uncle 
translating. She loved looking at her face. 

“One night a very faithful man was praying near here, very hard. And he saw a light. It was 
disturbing his prayer, his concentration,” her uncle said, translating the Spanish. 

Her uncle became a bit dramatic, acting out the man’s annoyance at the light. 

“The light wouldn’t go away. So, he went to find out what it was. He walked slowly toward the 
light, stepping over branches and weeds. It was moonless. And dark. But this light! And then…” 



Then her uncle got close, like he was going to whisper something, a secret. 

“Boo!” he said loudly and threw up his hands. 

She was startled. Her eyes got wide. 

“Stop!” she said. 

Then they all laughed. The old lady laughed hard. 

Then she spoke again. 

“Well, what he found was light coming out of a hole where there was a crucifix buried. And it 
was a crucifix like that,” and he pointed to a cross with a black colored Christ on the cross. 

“He ran back to the priests in the village. And they took this thing to Santa Cruz, miles away. 
And they put it there. Then this man was praying again. And he saw the light again. And there 
was the cross, in the hole again.” 

“It moved back to the hole?” she asked. 

“Yes,” he said after translating. “Three Times this happened. And priests being lazy,” then they 
both laughed. “The priests, said ‘let’s build a church over the hole.’” 

“Eso es!” she said as she pointed a finger at a small hole where people prayed and took dirt. 

She said something in Spanish to her uncle that made them both laugh. 

“What?” she asked. 

“She said, ‘Thank goodness for lazy priests!” he said. 

She walked toward the hole and put her hand into the dirt. She grabbed as much as she could. 
She put the handful in the pocket of her dress. She stepped back. 

“They say that the black Christ came from Guatemala,” her uncle said. 

“What’s that?” she asked. 

“It’s a place very far away,” he said. “They have this too.” 

“The dirt is supposed to heal people,” he said. “It’s like magic. See all the crutches people have 
left behind.” 



That night she heard the cicadas. She put the dirt in a cup she found. She stirred her finger in it. 
She wondered about her mom. She wished that she knew what her voice sounded like and that 
she was sharing this place with her. Maybe she was. Then she curled herself up as tight as she 
could under the blankets and cried until she fell asleep. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Daniel 

His grandmother’s adobe house was oddly organized, built one room at a time over a decade, 
with only one distinct bedroom. There was a kitchen off of which was a door. On the other side 
of the house was another door, which opened onto a concrete patio. In between was a hallway 
leading to the bedroom and then two other rooms, both large, one with two beds, one twin 
and the other full. The last room functioned as a living room. 

He slept on the large bed in the room with two beds, and his uncle slept in the bedroom. He 
was there for no reason in particular. For him, it was an adventure. He just got his driver’s 
license and now the world was a wide-open ribbon of roads. He asked to drive his dad’s truck to 
stay the weekend at grandma’s house. He had no logic, no plan, no agenda other than to drive. 
And why not to grandma’s house. 

After all, here was a cache of pornography, booze, and country and western tapes he couldn’t 
find anywhere else. His uncles used the house as a base of operations, and that meant he could 
find all sorts of things that couldn’t find at home. He knew their hiding places, especially where 
the latest Penthouse was. 

As long as he had gas in the tank of the truck and a box of tapes, he was happy. He’d follow his 
uncles like a shadow, here and there learning a thing or two and snagging another cassette tape 
they were sure not to miss. It was a teenage boy’s perfect vacation. 

All these things were addicting, porn, booze, and music. It wasn’t like they were his focus, his 
reason for coming all the way up the road from Albuquerque, through Española and then to 
Chimayo. He knew very little and somehow that made everything abundant; life was fine simply 
because it was happening. 

There was one tape in that he loaded into his Walkman, it was white with blue lettering, The 
Greatest Hits of Ernest Tubb and the Texas Troubadours, that would become a favorite. He kept 
it. It would function as the soundtrack for many adventures over the next few years. There was 
one song that he played over and over, Walking the Floor Over You. 

He didn’t bother to ask himself ‘why’ he liked it. He just listened. Over and over. Tubb would 
call out to the soloists, “Buddy Emmons now . . .” and the steel guitar would go. And he loved 
the lines, “You left me and you went away, you said that you’d be back in just a day, you’ve 
broken you’re promise and left me here alone, I don’t know why you did dear, but I do know 
that you’re gone.” 

It was particularly satisfying, the line, “Now someday you may be lonesome, too, walking the 
floor is good for you, just keep right on walking and it won’t hurt you to cry.” That seemed a bit 
triumphant. It was vindicating. The tape would travel with him for many years to come, so long 
the blue print on the tape would wear away. 



He lifted other tapes for his dad’s truck and his Walkman. Patsy Cline. The movie Sweet Dreams 
had just been released. Sometimes he would fall asleep with his television on — it doubled as a 
monitor for his computer — and the video for Sweet Dreams would be on. It was haunting. 
Then he fell in love with Imagine That. 

Imagine me still loving you  
After all you’ve put me through 
Well, I can’t help it I just do 
Imagine that 

One morning his uncle needed his help. 

“I need you to drive my car home,” he said. 

“From where?” he asked. 

“I’ll show you,” he said. “Let’s get ready and go.” 

They piled into his gray LTD. It was a huge car. 

“I’m going to drive somewhere,” he said. “I’m gonna get out and then you’ll drive the car back 
here.” 

He was imagining driving the huge car. He felt small, both because of the car and because of his 
uncle. His uncle looked like his grandfather, someone he’d only met once and knew best from 
pictures and stories. His uncle loved music, women, and drinking like his grandfather. And like 
his grandfather he loved cars. 

His uncle adjusted the tape player, fast forwarding it. 

“You like Johnny Cash?” he asked. 

“I don’t know,” he said. 

His uncle laughed. 

“Here,” he said, and hit “play.” 

He sang along. 

“Shadrack, Meeshack, and Abendeego…” he intoned. 

The story was familiar from Sunday school coloring books. 



“Now that’s a song you can sing in church,” he said. “And you can get drunk to if it’s on the juke 
box!” He laughed. 

He turned into a gas station. 

“I need to make a little stop,” he said. “I’ll be right back.” 

I Walk the Line was next. 

I keep a close watch on this heart of mine 
I keep my eyes wide open all the time 
I keep the ends out for the tie that binds 
Because you're mine, I walk the line 

He looked in his mirror as saw his uncle throwing up behind the car. Once. Then again. He 
bowed over slightly, with one hand on the trunk. Nobody could see him where they parked. 
Nobody but his nephew in the front seat. His uncle stood up straight, looked around and 
adjusted his shirt and hair and walked into the gas station store. 

When he returned he had two Snappy Toms. 

“These my friend will cure a hangover,” he said. He drained both of them and dramatically 
gasped after each. He put the empty cans behind the passenger seat. He checked himself in the 
rear-view mirror. 

“Ok, he said. “Next stop.” 

They drove into Española and stopped at the Chamisa Inn. The Chamisa Inn was about the 
nicest hotel in town. It had a lounge. Not a bar, a lounge. The bar in town, at the edge of town, 
was called Saints and Sinners. That bar had a neon sign with a devil with a pitchfork in red neon 
and a saint with a halo in green. They’d alternate back and forth. Saint. Sinner. Saint. Sinner. 

The Chamisa Inn wasn’t so gauche. It was a place a tourist would stay. It had the usual New 
Mexico iconography like a kokopelli and fake cactus plants here and there. 

They parked. 

“Let’s go,” he said. 

They got out of the car and walked into the lounge. He was known. 

“Hola, muchacho,” the bar tender said. “What do you want. It’s breakfast!” 

“Yeah,” he laughed. “How about a Singapore Sling.” 



“You got it,” the bartender said. “Who’s the kid?” 

“My nephew,” he said. “He’s leaving.” 

His uncle tossed him the keys. 

“Drive the car home,” he said. “Have fun. Listen to music. Don’t wreck it.” 

He agreed. He walked out and surveyed the car, got in, and adjusted the seat and mirrors as 
best he could. Music. He grabbed a tape from inside the glove box. 

George Jones. He put it in. He started to drive. The song was called Just One More. 

Put the bottle on the table  
Let it stay there till I’m not able  
To see your face in every place that I go 
I’ve been sitting here so long 
Just remembering you are gone 
Well, one more drink of wine 
Then if you’re still on my mind 
One drink, just one more and 
Then another 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Peter  

They sat silently together on the porch. It was a pause in a longer conversation. A bit more time 
passed as they swung gently.  

“I love this swing,” she said. “Was it here when you guys moved in?” 

He looked off into the distance over the Eucalyptus.  

“No,” he said, as if his mind was elsewhere. “We had Jimmy Buffet’s people install it.” 

She shook her head.  

“You know me,” he said, “Strumming my six string, searching for my lost shaker of salt.” 

“Whatever,” she said. 

“You know,” he looked at her earnestly, “Some people claim that there is a woman to blame.” 
He laughed. 

“Fuck,” she said. “Everything has to be a joke.” 

“Well, you know,” he said, “It’s that New Mexican thing.” 

“What?”  

“At this wedding once, I had to introduce my uncle,” he said. 

“They said ‘Keep it short and funny.’ I said, ‘They said keep it short and funny. This man is from 
New Mexico, where everyone is short and funny!’” 

He laughed.  

She looked over at him.  

“That’s not funny,” she said.  

“Yes. It is,” he said. “I actually had it checked out. It was funny. People laughed.” 

They kept swinging.  

“I don’t want to go back,” he said.  

“We said we’d go back at Thanksgiving,” she said. “We should tell people there in person.”  



He leaned forward and put his face in his hands.  

“C’mon,” she said, and rubbed his back. “It’s not that bad.” 

He just moaned. They kept swinging.  

“Maybe there’s a way I can explain it,” he said and got up and walked inside. The screen door 
slammed.  

She could hear him rummaging around. She folded her arms. Now she was contemplating 
talking to his mother. Their relatives.  

“We’re having a baby!” she imagined saying.  

She could see them sitting on a couch looking at the two of them.  

“Que dice?” Grandma would say.  

“Estan comprando un niño, mama,” an aunt would say.  

“No, no,” he’d say. “We’re not buying a baby. We’re having one. She’s pregnant.” 

“Who’s the father,” an uncle would ask.  

Awkward. He’d grab her hand.  

“I am the father!” he’d say proudly.  

Awkward silence.  

“Bueno, Darth Vader,” the uncle would say making the sign of the cross. 

Then the uncle would burst into laughter.  

“Now that is funny,” she thought.  

The screen door opened and slammed shut, stopping her reverie.  

“You guys have to fix that door,” she said. 

He took his place next to her on the swing. He was holding a narrow and thin book with the 
word “Record” stamped in stationary-store gold in the front.  

“Are we going to balance your check book?” she asked.  



“Fuck you,” he said. She laughed pretty hard now. She touched his hair but her laughter built.  

“I’m not going to share this shit with you,” he said.  

“Ok,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m just thinking about how they’re going to react.” 

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s going to be hilarious.” 

“What’s in the book?” she asked.  

“It’s a diary I kept when I was in high school,” he said. “I was looking at it the other day.” 

“And it explains why you don’t want to go back there?” 

“Well,” he hesitated, “I burned that bridge. I had to. I was done with the place.” 

He hadn’t been back since he left for college. He hadn’t spoken to anyone there, including his 
parents since he left.  

“I know,” she said. “But we agreed, right, at least for her.”  

“Her?” he said, “We don’t know that yet.” 

“I do,” she said.  

“Ok,” he said. “Read some of this.” 

He gave her the book and pointed to a page. She started to read out loud.  

“I have succeeded in removing every threat to my safety. I am safe. I am alone but I am safe. I 
am in control. There is power in this realization.”  

She stopped.  

“How old were you here?” she asked. “This sounds like Scarface.” 

He grabbed the book back.  

“Sixteen,” he said. “That was sixteen.” 

“I’m sorry, honey,” she said getting close to him. “I know. You’re angry. You deserve to be. We 
both are angry, and we should be.” 

She put her arms around him. She pressed her forehead to his. They looked into each other’s 
eyes.  



“I see the doorway to a thousand churches,” he said.  

“The resolution of all the fruitless searches,” she said back.  

He pulled away.  

“I’d drive around that town and listen to that over, and over again,” he said.  

She took the book again and opened it.  

“April 18th, 1987,” she started, “Loneliness is the debt we pay when we run out of friends and 
borrow time from strangers.” 

“Brilliant, huh?” he said.  

“It sounds like you,” she said. “Always about the exchange of value.”   

“Yep,” he said leaning back and starting the swing.  

“October 13, 1986,” she read “When I say I love you, I mean it.”   

“Oh Jesus,” he said, reaching for the book.  

She pulled it away.  

“I will do anything to maintain what we have. I believe that we can run away, I believe that we 
can get married.” 

He stopped fighting for the book. She read another sentence.  

“I don’t just think it’s a fantasy,” she finished. 

“Who was the lucky lady?” she teased. 

“That’s not the point of sharing this,” he said. He took the book back and searched its pages. 
“It’s that I built myself on giving up, walking away from there.” 

He pointed to another page and handed it to her. She started reading.  

“It’s an outline, there are five Roman numerals,” she said with her finger on the page. “One is 
“Truth,” two is “Strength,” three is “Pain,” four is “Loss,” and five is,” and she stopped and 
looked closer.  

“Five, Roman numeral five is ‘Never turning back,’” she stopped. “Then two points under it, 
little a is ‘bury the dead deep,’ and little b is ‘never dig them up again.’” 



She stopped and looked at him.  

“Did you kill someone or something, dear?” she asked only half joking.  

“Of course not,” he said taking the book and looking at it. “Just that place and my memories of 
it.” 

They sat in silence again for a moment.  

“I know it’s angsty teenage diary bullshit,” he said. “But going back wouldn’t be easy anyway, 
but you and me and that.” 

“That?” she said. “That!”   

“This,” he said, “I mean, you know.” 

“I could start I big fucking fight with you now,” she said. “But I just love that boy. I mean he’s 
you, so hurt. It’s so sweet.” 

They turned to each other. The sun was drifting below the horizon casting a reddish glow.  

“I’m, well,” he struggled. “I’m glad we’re going back together. I mean, I guess…” 

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I love you. And whoever that girl was from October of 1986 better 
watch herself.”  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Apple Tree 

I’m weary with my former toil 
Here I will sit and rest a while 
I’m weary with my former toil 
Here I will sit and rest a while 
Under the shadow I will be 
Of Jesus Christ the apple tree. 

Their cousin was dead. She was the first girl he ever fell in love with. This was no source of 
conflict between them. But he had confided to her, in a moment of weakness, his love for this 
cousin.  

“Why do they always call you?” he wondered. 

“Because they know I’ll answer,” her voice said. 

“What did she die of?” he asked. 

“It wasn’t exactly clear,” her voice said. 

“That’s how it is,” he said. “Vague.” 

He’d ducked out of the rain to take her call. It was movie set rain. It was like a Bogart movie 
where three fire trucks poured water from their hoses on some people standing near a fake 
train. But here there was no set. The rain was so real and hard it seemed that it had to be fake. 
But it wasn’t. And there was no Lauren Bacall. 

“I knew you’d want to know,” her voice said. 

He caught that feeling he’d get with her sometimes. Like he should say something nice. 

“I don’t get why they can’t just say what happened,” he said. “I’m glad to hear from you 
anyway.” 

“I’m not even going to ask if you’re coming back,” she said. “The kid thinks she might see you.” 

“We have so many common enemies,” he said. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” her voice asked. 

He sighed. 



“I just mean…” he stopped. “I don’t know. I feel like you and I are, well, we know the history, 
how they behave.” 

“But enemies?” her voice said. 

“Maybe the wrong word,” he said. “All of a sudden I’d like to ask you out for a drink.” 

“All of a sudden I feel like I need to hang up,” she said. “Maybe I’ll call back when I feel like I 
actually miss you.” 

“Jesus,” he said. “Ok. I’ll talk to you later. Maybe…” 

She hung up. 

Phone calls with her were like talking with a one-armed bandit, sometimes it was a jack pot. 
Usually, he felt like he’d wasted his time and was a loser. 

He got across the street to another sheltered corner. 

“There is a spot,” he thought. 

He did his best to avoid getting soaked as he ran in and out of people on the sidewalk. Then he 
found an empty stool at the bar. 

These kinds of calls, about a death or disease, would come now and then. By now, they were 
more routine, not because they came so often but because he got used to them, numb to 
them. These calls were about people who looked at him and he at them from far away across a 
rushing river. Somehow these people lived forever, like characters in a play. The play was his 
memory and in it the person remained the age he last saw them. The memories would play and 
they would live. They weren’t dead. 

They couldn’t be dead. They could only be dead if they could be missed, and they couldn’t be 
missed as long as he had their memory. 

The bar he chose would have what he was looking for, and he found a space, the only one, 
between two people at the crowded bar. People were chattering stupidly. 

“When it comes to dessert,” a woman to his left was blathering in a high-pitched voice, “I’m 
just not a chocolate girl.” She giggled. 

“Can I get something started for you?” the young man behind the bar asked while stirring a 
drink. 



It was a peeve. Can I get something started? You still working on that? Have you been here 
before? Well, let me tell you how it works. You want fries with that? 

He restrained himself. 

“Give me a minute,” he said. 

He remembered his cousin as a young girl. She and her sister were girls. The first girls he knew. 
They went from being playmates to inhabitants of some inaccessible world. They spent their 
time on the phone and in the bathroom. And in cars. He was always in the backseat listening to 
their music and their singing. 

Then they became beautiful. Or maybe he changed and could see their beauty. Maybe they 
always were beautiful. 

Somewhere in between that shift from girlhood to being in the world of women, was an apple 
tree at their grandma’s house. They played on it, around it, chasing each other. There was a 
makeshift swing on it. As the apples ripened and fell, they mixed with leaves on the ground. It 
was a rotting smell. Toxic. Boozy. As they ran around that tree, they were unwittingly starting a 
process of fermentation, trampling out a muddy apple brandy. 

At some point, she fell, landed on her ankle and sprained it. There was his cousin rolling around 
in the mix of leaves and apples, crying. He tried to help her stand up but she fell on him. For a 
moment, here was this girl, her weight on him, her hair, her skin, her tears. A girl. This is what a 
girl feels like. Smells like. A girl and rotting apples. 

“Calvados,” he finally said. In the short time since he engaged in his reverie, he was alone at the 
bar. It was that kind of town. There were buses to catch and television shows to watch. Bars 
filled and emptied fast. 

The first time he ever had the Norman gold, he swished it around the way he knew he should. 
Then there was that smell, a memory in a glass. It was as if someone had bottled that summer 
moment, those apples, the sweat, her tears, and extracted that feeling, boiled it all put it in a 
bottle and poured it in a glass. And like the memory of her, their cousin, it burned going down. 

The waiter set the drink in front of him. Was that tree still there? It was the last tree of an 
orchard that had been wiped out by a frost years before. It had been a long time. What 
happened to that tree? 

He closed his eyes and put his nose above the rim of the glass and inhaled deep. Then he 
looked into the golden liquid. He didn’t feel alone or sad. He didn’t feel a welling of regret. He 
just felt a simple longing for something he could not have because he didn’t know what it was. 



He asked for his check. And paid. He drank it all at once, absorbed its bright heat, like that 
summer day, like swallowing the sun, and then walked back out into the rain. 

This fruit does make my soul to thrive 
It keeps my dying faith alive 
This fruit does make my soul to thrive 
It keeps my dying faith alive 
Which makes my soul in haste to be 
With Jesus Christ the apple tree. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Waylon 

Lebanon High School is a brick building on the corner of School and Main Streets. That morning 
she’d gotten up and to the school early, and she was waiting to meet him. There was a prep 
class for the SAT. She hadn’t washed her hair; she’d put it up. She often got comments on her 
hair, positive and negative. Some loved it, and others called her names. Her boyfriend liked it. 

“Hey,” he said when they met. “You ready to get into this.” 

They’d been studying together. She’d done everything she could do. Drill team, activities, 
studying, and practicing for the test. She was tired. Something about all this wasn’t right; it 
didn’t make sense, including him. He was too perfect. It was wrong. 

“Yes,” she said. “We’re gonna kick this test’s ass!” 

“Do you have to curse always,” he said. “I mean, you know.” 

“Like saying ‘fuck you’ when you say shit like that?” she asked. 

“Whatever,” he said. 

They’d do well in the town if she could keep her family under control. There was a delicate 
balance in town. Everyone knew her dad and brothers. She knew everyone else’s dad and 
brothers. There was a currency here, a way of doing things, and it wasn’t more moral or 
wholesome than anywhere else. What they had was a system, and she was doing what she 
could to manage it and live in it. 

That night, they drove in his truck out to the edge of town. It was what they did. They did 
everything but have sex. 

“You love me right,” she asked. 

“Of course, yes,” he said. 

“It doesn’t matter if you do or not,” she said, stroking his hair. “It doesn’t even matter.” 

They heard something loud hit the truck. It happened again. They heard voices. 

“Hey, look,” someone said. “He’s out here with her. Are they fucking?” 
 
There was laughter from a lot of voices. There was a crowd. A flashlight was shining through the 
windshield. 

“There she is,” a voice said. “Nigger hair is in there with him!” 



“Where’s you’re fucking gun,” she asked him. “Where’s the gun?” 

“Hey, baby,” he said. “Let’s just get out of here.” 

“Fuck that!” she said. “I’m tired of this shit.” 

She reached behind the seat and searched around and pulled out a pistol. 

“Fuck, honey,” he said. “No! Goddamit, no!” 

She opened the door of the truck and got out. 

“Hey you fuckers,” she yelled and fired a shot in the air. 

She could see their faces in the glow of their flashlights. There was one kid she had heard from 
over and over, since middle school. She could see his fat face. 

“Hey, you little shit,” she said. “Where’s you’re fucking mama?” 

She fired over his head. 

“Jesus Christ you stupid whore!” he yelled. 

She ran at him and took the pistol and hit him in the face with it once, then again, then again, 
then again. 

“Stop!” the boy cried. 

“One of you stupid motherfuckers shine your light over here so I can get a clear shot at this 
fuckers head!” she said. 

Her boyfriend was still in the truck, with the dome light on, watching. 

All the lights shined on her. She held the gun pointed to the ground, blood on her hands. 

“Beg, motherfucker,” she said. “Beg! Or I swear to God I’ll kill you!” 

It was quiet except for crickets. The silence seemed to last forever. 

“Please,” the boy said. “Please, you crazy fuck. Please.” 

“Get up!” she said. “Get up and walk.” 

He walked toward the others. Their flashlights followed them and the boy held his hands up as 
they all walked past the truck. 



“Now all you fuckers get the fuck outta here now!” and she fired over their heads. 

The lights all scrambled away, the voices and laughter fading. 

She climbed back in the truck and dropped the gun on the floor. She wiped her hands on her 
shirt. 

“Those fuckin’ red neck motherfuckers have something to talk about now,” she said. 

“Jesus Christ,” he said. “What have you done?” 

The dome light was still on. She could see his face. He was scared. He was angry. 

“You’ve,” he stopped. “You’ve ruined me. You made me look like a fool, here.” 

Lots of things went through her mind. For one, she felt like she’d dealt a well-deserved blow to 
the monster that lived in the town, the one that stalked around and didn’t kill or stomp or 
squash but nibbled and ate and scratched. She felt like she’d kicked that motherfucker right in 
the nuts. 

Then she looked at this cowering boy, worried, she knew, about his manhood and what he’d 
say tomorrow. Then she knew she’d lost. She’d pushed the monster back for a moment, she’d 
scared it, and she had even maybe worried it a bit about its existence. When she looked at this 
boy’s face, she knew it was not only alive, but this incident would feed it, make it stronger. 

She wanted to take the gun and kill him, right there. Then she saw the headline. And she saw 
herself in prison, maybe on death row. And for less than a second, the time that it takes for one 
heartbeat, she was fine with that. Then she thought about the test, and her mother, and her 
future. And then, the desire switched off. 

“Take me home,” she said. “Take me home.” 

It wasn’t a long trip. She got out wordlessly, walked toward her house, and went through the 
door. Her dad was passed out on the couch. She went right to the bathroom and closed the 
door. She washed her hands. 

Her dad had an electric razor with different settings to cut hair. She picked it up and looked at 
it. 

She turned on the radio. 

“Here’s another one from Waylon Jennings, this one is called, ‘What You’ll Do When I’m 
Gone,’” the voice said. “Remember tomorrow morning be the 10th caller and you’ll win tickets 
to his show in Kansas City.” 



Staring at the door 
Every night I’m thinking more and more 
About walking out that door.  
I know some day I will 
Although I’m standing still someday I will 
I know someday I will. 

She started shaving her head, right down to the root. She plunged the razor deeper and deeper, 
and the hair fell to the floor. She struggled a bit with some pieces, but she kept at it, and with 
each stroke she felt more and more free. It fell away. She looked at her face in the mirror, at 
her eyes, blazing green. She felt her scalp and it felt wonderful. 

She gathered up the hair, and as she did, she felt a jolt of regret, she felt something like falling, 
like she’d shot that kid in the face and buried him in the field. For a moment, like a lightning 
bolt, like that moment she’d wanted to kill someone, she felt like putting the hair back on her 
head. But that feeling was like the lightening bugs she’d catch, on then off. It felt like forever, 
but it was gone. 

She put all the hair in the garbage. She kept one strand and used a hair tie to hold it together. 
She took the garbage bag in her hand and walked out of the bathroom. 

“Jesus Christ,” her dad said. “I’ve gotta piss. Thought you’d never get out of there.” 

“Sorry,” she said, and let him go past. 

She walked out into a warm evening. There were lots of Big Dipper bugs flashing and buzzing. 
She could see so many stars. She emptied the trash into a big bin and walked back to the house. 

Her dad was bent over in the refrigerator. 

“Goddamit,” he said. “Your mother left me without enough beer!” 

He took one out and looked at her. He flicked on the kitchen light. 

“What the hell have you done, honey,” he said. He opened the can. Then he reached into the 
refrigerator and pulled out another one. 

“These are the last damned beers,” he said as he opened the second one and handed it to her. 

He stood there and looked at her. He took his beer and held it up to her to toast. They touched 
beer cans. 

“You’re as beautiful as ever,” he said. “Now all I can see is those goddamned eyes. The hair, 
well, that was a distraction.” 



They both took a big drink. 

“I can only imagine what happened,” he said. 

“It’s quite the fucking story,” she said. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Marina  

I’ve put my money where my mouth is 
For the first time in my life 
I’ve made mistakes, but I believe that 
Everything was worth the fight 
‘Cause in the end, the road is long 
But only ’cause it makes you strong 
It’s filled with peaks and twists and turns 
Sometimes you have to learn to forget about it 

He waited in a conference room going over a document with a mechanical pencil. As he read 
through it, he’d mutter and write in the margin, or line out some text. He had two copies on the 
table. 

Two slightly younger men opened the door and walked in. The first one started with a greeting. 

“Congressman,” he said, “We came as soon as we could.” 

“Sure, sit down,” he responded and pointed to chairs on the other side of the table. He looked 
at them and pushed the documents toward them. 

“Look,” he said. “The speech I’m giving isn’t working. We’re not connecting with people.” 

He stood up and crossed his arms and looked at them disapprovingly. They looked back and the 
first man in spoke. 

“Well, we’ve redrafted it and it seems to test well,” he said. “It does seem a little wordy in some 
spots, sort of academic.” 

“I know,” he responded. “That’s how I talk. You know that. And here’s the thing, I don’t think 
you get it any more than some Grandma in the audience does.” He walked over to the white 
board where he’d written, 

Why is freedom dependent on value exchange? 

“Do either of you have an answer?” he asked putting both hands on the table. “Can you explain 
to me why? Do you even care?” 

Before they could answer, he walked back over and pointed to the words. 

“We,” he said, then paused, “I have to be able to explain why a system of value exchange based 
on price is why we can think, and see, and say what we want.” 



He pointed at the document in front of each of them. 

“Some people want to control prices and some people think maybe we don’t need to do that 
because we’ve got data,” he said. “Data. Consumer data, biometric data, all sorts of data. What 
I’ve written here for you is an absurd little fable I hope will get you thinking and writing. I need 
something vivid, guys. Something vivid.” 

“But are you wanting to challenge the . . . “the young man paused. “Are you talking about 
Amazon here?” 

“Fuck Amazon,” he said.  

He reached into his bag underneath the table and pulled out a book. He slid it toward them. 

“This is the Road to Serfdom,” he said, “Read this too. This is what we believe.” 

——————– 

Unforgettable : A Parable About Price 

It was another rainy day. He wanted to see her. When he did, heart rate could climb to 72 beats 
per minute, his phone would send a signal when the rate hit 70 beats. 

Whenever it did his phone would automatically call her. 

She answered. 

“I was thinking about you too,” she said. 

A bell sound would go off as a reminder for daily chores or in response to changes in bodily 
functions or work meetings. 

“I’ve got some work,” he said. 

“Me too,” she said “What’s that bell?” 

“I think I need to go to the bathroom,” he said. 

“I don’t mind,” she said. He kept talking to her as he went into the toilet. 

“I earned some extra points for a drink out,”’he said. 

“Yeah?”, she asked. “My points just dropped. So we should get together.” 



Points were earned based on behavior and meeting assigned goals like weight loss or gain. 
Every possible variable was measured and behavior was tracked and incentivized for maximum 
utility; that’s what it was called, “maximum utility.” 

“Ok,” he said. 

“Are you doing it?” She asked. 

There was a flush. 

“Done,” he said. 

More bells. They now could see each other, but they were looking at each other looking at their 
screens. 

“You’re looking beautiful today,” he said as he wrote a text to a co-worker. 

“Looks like we’re going to the Jasper Tudor,” she said. “It’s a pretty hot cocktail spot; it has 4 
and a half stars.” 

“Yep,” he said. “Looks like that’s exactly what we want.” 

——- 

His phone was buzzing. 

“Hold on,” he said. 

She looked at her phone. 

“I’m hungry,” he said. 

The waiter appeared with a bowl of pasta. 

“Pasta?” she said. 

“I run tomorrow, so carbs, you know,” he said. 

“Do you love me?” She asked again. 

Their phones buzzed. They both looked. 

“My clock…”she said. 

“Is running out,” he finished. “You’ve got about 675 days optimal.” 



The waiter brought some vitamins for them both. 

“Prenatals,” she said. 

“This is moving fast,” he said. 

Their phones both buzzed. 

“Therapist!” they both said at the same time. 

They both laughed. They looked into each other’s eyes. 

“It’s like it’s meant to be,” he said. 

“That’s what my phone says, too!” She said. 

“Hey,” he said. “Let’s leave for a minute.” 

Leaving meant something. It meant handing a phone to another live body to disrupt the 
algorithm. People could shut off the phone. But the consequences could be dire. No food. 
Needs profile all fucked up. One time he shut off his phone accidentally and he got a delivery of 
100 pounds of gravel. 

Leaving was just stepping away. But leaving a phone unattended was dangerous too. It picked 
up stray conversations, noise. She’d heard a story about a phone left in a cab over night. The 
person had a swat team show up looking for terrorists. 

Resetting meant starting over, the equivalent of turning off then turning on. 

Forgetting. Nobody usually talked about forgetting. 

“Leave?” she asked. “It heard you say that.” 

He looked at her with wide eyes and put his phone in his pocket. She did the same. Then they 
handed his coat with the phones in the pocket to the bartender. He tilted his head, winked and 
put put the coat on while he stepped back behind the bar. 

“Hey, what else can I get you two?” he asked loud enough for the microphones would hear. The 
phones would figure out what was going on in about 15 minutes, but for now it would start 
tracking the bartender’s biological functions, temperature, and heart rate. 

They walked around the corner. 

“Is this having a baby thing real or the algorithm,” he said. 



“What the fuck do you mean?” she said. “It’s the same thing.” 

“Do you remember what love was like before this?” he asked. 

“Look, I know you’re older and all,” she said. “But life’s better now. Why go back? Everything is 
saying we should be together and have babies.” 

“But what do you really want?”, he asked. 

“Are you a terrorist?” she asked. “Oh fuck, how did my phone not know that?” 

“I’m not,” he said. He kissed her. He looked in her eyes. 

“Real?” she said. “Real was billionaires and homeless people on the same block. You remember 
that too?” 

She pushed him away. 

“Real was having to pay for shit, and work, and…” she paused. “And money.” 

“Real was heartbreak,”’he said. 

“Yeah,” she said. “All that sucked. So much uncertainty. I’m feeling like I need to get back to my 
phone.” 

“Hey,” he said holding her hands. “It did suck. But everyone didn’t know when I was going to 
take a shit.” 

She laughed. 

“Yeah,” she said. “That last one was an outlier.” 

“Shut up,” he said. “Knowing everything isn’t really knowing everything. Life is…” 

“It isn’t,” she said. “I know we should have babies. That’s what it says. That’s for sure and 
certain.” 

She was nervous. 

“Let’s go back,” he said. 

—— 

That night after the car that was selected for them dropped them off at each of their 
apartments, he turned off all the lights. He lit a candle and put his phone under a pillow. 



He just wanted to think. For a minute. 

He heard a knocking at his door. That was weird. He hadn’t ordered anything. He looked at his 
phone. Did she order something for him? 

The knocking continued. 

“Uber eats!” a female voice said. 

He looked at his phone. He wasn’t even hungry. 

He opened the door and she stood their soaking wet from the rain. She didn’t have anything 
but a canvass bag. 

She looked at him. 

“Let me in,” she said under her breath. “Just let me in.” 

He recognized her. She was often at the bus stop on the way to the coffee shop. She didn’t 
register on any of his apps. Ever. He just guessed he was missing something. 

He squinted at her. 

“I’m not hungry,” he said. 

“Please,” she said. 

He stood back and she barged in. 

“What’s this all about,” he asked. 

She looked at his phone and made a face and with her hand made a motion like a key being 
turned. 

“What…” he said. 

She took his phone and shut it off. 

“Hey,” he exclaimed. “What the hell..?” 

She kissed him and then slammed the door. 

“That was for real,” she said. “I don’t have a phone.” 

“What?”, he said. “You can’t just bust in here…” 



“Shut up for a second,” she said. “You have any other AI in here?” 

He looked at her confused. 

“I mean the fridge and the crock pot are connected…”he lamely said. 

She rushed to them and unplugged them both. 

“Goddammit,” he said. “What the fuck is this all about? They’re gonna know this unit is dark 
now.” 

“Can you just shut the fuck up for one second?” she asked him, her eyes wide. 

He looked at her in the candle light. He’d always liked her. He wondered what she was doing 
there at the bus stop. 

“Yes,” he said. “It’s illegal to be dark for more than 30 minutes.” Going dark, shutting off all 
connections to the internet was illegal and most people thought immoral. 

She took him by the hand and walked him away from the front door and toward the candle. 

“We’ve been watching you,” she said. “I’ve been watching you.” 

“Who?” he said. “What the fuck is going on? Give me my phone.” 

“No,” she said. “Let’s forget.” 

He stopped and looked at her. 

“I’ve heard about this shit,” he said. “This forgetting bullshit. I’m not stupid.” 

“Look,” she said taking his hands. “If we’ve picked up on your unhappiness you know they 
have.” 

A lot of things went through his mind at that moment. For one, they were about 25 minutes 
from the going dark limit. She was cute. He was unhappy. They had to know. He didn’t want to 
take prenatal vitamins. 

“Ok,” he said turning away. “You got me. But how are you better than them? You’re reading me 
too. How’s that better?” 

“That’s above my pay grade,” she said. “We call it the calculation problem. It’s from a book.” 

“Fuck you!” he said. “A book? You’re doing this because of a book. That’s not data.” 



“Please,” she said, hugging him, “It’s trial and error!” 

He pulled away. He ran his fingers through his hair. He saw feet outside his window and the 
glow of a phone. 

“Trial and error?” he whispered. “We’ve got minutes before they come. Maybe less.” 

“Isn’t this exciting?” she asked with seriousness. 

He knew it was. He felt warm. Being forgotten. Is that what he wanted? He felt his hand 
forming the shape of a phone. He didn’t know what he wanted without it. 

He stepped toward her. He held her close. 

“I’ve googled ‘forgetting’ a million times,” he said. 

“I know,” she said. “They know. They’ve always known.” 

If they knew he’d forget why didn’t they stop him. He was confused. 

“You’re confused,” she said. 

“That’s a fucking understatement,” he said. “And how did you know that?” 

She laughed. 

“Understatements aren’t allowed,” she said. “And I know because I’ve watched you with these” 
and she pointed to her eyes. 

They kissed each other again. He was overwhelmed by what had always been a deep doubt, a 
doubt he’d dammed up. Now the dam was breaking. 

“Where do we go now?” he asked. 

“The old shopping mall, they have…” 

“Stop,” he said. “We’ve got to leave now. No maps.” 

“I know the way,” she said. 

“But I’ve never bought anything,” he said nervously. “I’ve never seen money. I’ve never 
borrowed. I’ve never bargained.” 

“You’ll learn,” she said. “But we’ve got to go.” 



 
——— 

The trip started easily enough. He didn’t touch his phone. They had 10 minutes left. He had no 
sense of time as they moved through crowded streets holding hands. 

“Hey,” a woman said. “You’re that guy. You’re a forgetter!” 

She took a picture with her phone. 

Someone else did too. 

They picked up their pace. 

Now they were running. 

Phones were up everywhere. Flashes were going off. 

They turned down another street. 

“It’s this way,” she said. “Across the bridge.” 

“Hey look,” voices said. “That’s them!” 

By now Twitter and Facebook were blowing up. 

“This is Wolf Blitzer,” blared a television. “Two more so called ‘forgetters’ have shut off their 
phones and are making a break for it. We have exclusive video…” 

“Fuck,” he said. “That happened fast.” 

“Fox News has an exclusive interview with the girlfriend of one of those ‘forgetters’ who toss 
their phones and try to leave society.” 

They stopped for a minute and watched a television. 

“He was always leaving,” she said as she wiped tears. “I always knew something was wrong.” 

“What the fuck?” he said. 

“He always wondered about the old days, buying and selling, prices and money,”’she said. “I 
should have known!” 

“We gotta go!” she pulled him. 



By now they were being chased by people with phones, live streaming and Tweeting. 

“There’s the bridge,” she said. “It’s off limits. They won’t follow.” 

He looked back halfway across. There was a huge crowd taking video and pictures. 

———— 

The campfire was in front of a Barnes and Nobles that served as a kind of hub for the 
community. There were no lights and no electricity. 

They had been welcomed but he had a lot of learning to do. This bearded man at the fire was 
their leader it seemed. 

“Welcome,” he said. “Sit down.” 

“My life is over,” he said. 

“That life is over,” he said. “You’ve got a new life.” 

“Read this,” he threw him a book. 

“A book,” he said. “I haven’t seen or held one. Ever. It’s weird.” 

“Everything is going to be weird now,” he said. Then he laughed. Everyone else around the fire 
did too. 

The book was called, The Road to Serfdom. 

——- 

They had found a spot to live — and work — near the abandoned JC Penny. 

“I’ve never done this,” he said. 

He showed her some pieces of paper with pictures of men on it. 

“It’s money,” she said and paused, “honey.” 

She laughed. 

“I’m not used to this,” he said. “I do stuff and then people give me these papers.” 

“At the fire tonight he’ll explain,” she said. 



That night they gathered in front of the Barnes and Nobles. 

“Price,” the bearded man said, “is what teaches us what to do. When prices go up, then we 
make more. When they go down…” 

“You’re saying price tells us what to do,” he said. “How’s that different from the algorithm?” 

Everyone around the fire smiled. She held his arm tightly, a bit worried. 

“That’s the question,” he said. “That’s at the heart of it.” 

The bearded man settled back. 

“Need and want are different,” he said. “Here, there is no equality. Work and innovation 
determines value.” 

“But what if I can’t get what I need?” he asked. “Back there I had socks when I needed them. 
Now I go without!” 

“Until you earn them,” he said. “If that’s what you need you’ll work harder, and Jim over there 
is my sock man! He has socks.” 

“That’s uncertain,” he said. 

“You want certainty, then go back,” he said. “This is a world of no promises.” 

———- 

Later that night they talked. 

“Sometimes I miss my phone,” he said. 

“I know,” she said. 

“Do you miss her,” she asked. 

“Only because she was part of my phone,” he said. 

They sat quietly for a long time. 

“Do you miss the certainty,” she asked. 

“Sometimes,” he said. “I don’t understand prices.” 

“It’s easy, honey,” she said. “If there’s less…” 



“Then prices are high, and I have to work harder,” he said. “I get that.” 

He stood up. The fire beguiled him for a moment. 

“It’s unfair,” he said. “The old man won’t be able to work. Then what?” 

“We’ll take care of him,” she said. “There’s nothing about what we believe that says we’ll let 
people die without a fight.” 

“I love you,” he said. 

“I love you,” she said back 

“This is a crazy fucked up world,” he said. “But I love it and you.” 

——— 

They were out walking one day on the perimeter looking for edible mushrooms they could sell. 

Two hovering cycles with police appeared. 

“Halt!” one said. “Surrender your cash!” 

He looked at her. Then at the robot. 

“Ummm, no,” he said. 

“How much cash do you have?” asked the robot? 

He reached in his pocket. 

“I have $13,009,” he said. 

“Surrender it or die,” the robot said. 

They both looked at each other and laughed. 

“No,” he said. “Fuck off. We’re giving you nothing. You have no use for cash in your world. Go 
away.” 

The robots looked at each other and then buzzed away. 

“Fuckers,” she said. 

“Yeah,” he said. 



The sun was setting and the light was making the big Nordstrom sign glow red. 

“What do you wanna do for dinner tonight,” he said. 

“I have no idea,” she said. 

“Me neither,” he said. 

They laughed. They kissed. The sun set. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Revelations 

Where does Lebanon, Kansas end and where does it begin? 

Long, seemingly endless roads cross each other here, on their way somewhere else. If you 
stood anywhere at the edges of the town, you’d the dome of the sky meeting the edge of the 
land off in the horizon and you could follow the road from that edge with your eyes all the way 
to your feet. 

Today, at the corner of Elm and School, where highway 281 reached the town, you would see 
her riding her bike with a banana seat and a reflective flag crossing that little corner from 
outside town into town, riding on the dirt county road. The air is still and hot, she slices through 
it, stirring it so that it blows her long dark and red hair around. To the north of School, on her 
left, are cows with their noses in the grass, and then a field of wilting sunflowers 

She peddles faster along the south edge of the road. She’s alone as she crosses over except for 
a car stirring up dust in the distance behind her that looks like a boat moving up and down on a 
sea of dirt and dust. It stops and turns right down Elm. 

She peddles down School passes Walnut and then turns right on Pine, crosses Grove and then 
turns her handle bars — the tassels barely moving — into the front yard. There is an unusual and 
unfamiliar car parked on the street. It’s an older car, a Packard Patrician. She doesn’t know 
enough to be worried about the visitor. 

She drops the bike and runs inside. The spring on the screen door makes a metallic yawning 
sound, the hinges squeak, and the door slams shut. 

Her mother calls out, “What have I said about slamming the screen door?” 

Every window in the house is open. But there isn’t a breeze. Flies buzz around the outside the 
windows looking for a way in, and the flies inside buzz around looking for a way out. 

An old man is slouched in his familiar spot in the living room, and although the heat is dense, he 
doesn’t sweat. In his short sleeve white shirt is a wire leading to his left ear from a battery in his 
pocket. She stomps through the small living room filled with furniture and slouches in a chair 
opposite the old man. 

Her mother is in the kitchen talking with someone. The Buckinghams are playing on the radio 
almost inaudible. So are the voices from the kitchen. 

Her mother calls from the kitchen, leaning around the door frame. “Come here for a minute.” 

“What?” she asks. 



“Don’t ask ‘what?’ just come in here,” her mother says with only mock irritation. She drags on a 
cigarette. 

As the girl comes around the corner, she expresses a shock reserved solely for children her age. 
She’s never seen anyone that looks like the man sitting at the kitchen table. His skin is dark and 
his hair is blacker than she’s seen. He’s a young man. He stands up. He is well dressed even for 
the heat, with a thin black tie and white short sleeved shirt. She pulls back a bit, unsure of what 
to do. 

“This is your uncle,” her mother says enthusiastically. “He’s come all the way up here from New 
Mexico. Can you believe that?” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Camilla 

Utque pedum primis infans vestigia plantis 
institerat, iaculo palmas armavit acuto 
piculaque ex umero parvae suspendit et arcum. 
Pro crinali auro, pro longae tegmine pallae 
tigridis exuviae per dorsum a vertice pendent. 
Tela manu iam tum tenera puerilia torsit 
et fundam tereti circum caput egit habena 
Strymoniamque gruem aut album deiecit olorem. 

Description of the young Camilla from The Aeneid 

He arrived at the prison early. From his past visits he knew there was a morning lock down that 
could strand a visitor in the lobby for an extra hour while doors were locked and processing of 
visitors was halted.  

The Bureau of Prisons had a predictable process not unlike airport security except that almost 
everything had to be left in a locker; wallets, belts, phones, and almost anything else, even 
coats and sweaters.  

Once inside huge metal doors clanged and real keys – not fancy electronic cards – jangled, as 
they were open and closed. Everyone was polite and quiet. The somewhat tense entry into the 
facility was worth the two-hour visit for most.  

For him, seeing his daughter in prison was at first a shock. But like most things in life, the visits 
took on a routine character. He’d wait in an extruded plastic chair in the women prisoner’s 
section of the meeting room, a door would open and she’d exit with one or two other women 
prisoners.  

Today she exited and put up her hair – she had to take it down during the search in a room 
between the cells and the meeting room – and she glared at him. He glared back. They held 
each other’s gaze as she walked toward the little elevated guard kiosk where she’d hand her ID 
over to the guard.  

She held her face in a grimace and stood a few feet away from him. He glared at her. They 
looked so tense that the guard looked over at them with what looked like concern.  

“Did you bring a horse for me?” she asked.  

To this he folded his arms and laughed a little bit and looked down.  

“No, looks like we’re shy one horse,” he said.  



Then she squinted and pressed her lips together. The guard stared over at them. She slowly 
shook her head.  

“You brought two too many,” she said. Then there was a pause as the noise of chairs slid on the 
floor as other visitors settled in and they stared at each other. 

“Charles Bronson,” he said. “Once Upon a Time in the West.” Then they both laughed and fell 
into each other hugging. He held her for a long time.  

“That was always one of our favorites,” she said. The guard laughed. He’d seen them do this a 
dozen times, act out showdown scene from a western. He always looked forward to it.  

When she’d visit him as a girl, after he and her mother split, they’d often end the day watching 
old movies. She especially loved westerns, particularly Sergio Leone, the old spaghetti 
westerns. 

As they sat down, he said, “Sometimes I wonder if that’s why you’re here, those damn 
westerns.”  

She sat down and smiled, her green eyes looked warmly at him but, like her mother’s eyes, it 
was like they were looking over the top of a wall or a fence.  

“I don’t think so,” she said. “What did mom say, that those movies were. . . what was it?”  

“She said they were, ‘the cultural codification of male violence,’ he said. At that they both 
laughed out loud, a little too loud. People looked over at them.  

“My mom is too damn smart sometimes,” she said.  

“She is,” he said. “Too smart for me most of the time.” He paused and looked at her.  

“And how is my Lady Whirlwind today?” he asked. Lady Whirlwind was a character played by 
Angela Mao in karate movies from the 70s they’d watch along with the westerns. He’d watch 
those movies along with really fake wrestling with his dad. 

“She’s not feeling much like a whirlwind,” she said. “I’m this close to solitary. I’ve been 
protesting some shit they’re doing in here, organizing some of the girls.”  

“You know I’m trying to get you out of here based on the idea that,” he said before she cut him 
off.  

“Don’t try and get me out of here,” she said. “I told you, I need to do this myself. I can’t fucking 
win, you know?”  



“What the hell are you talking about,” he asked. “Can’t win?”  

“I’m supposed to be some kind of domestic terrorist but here comes daddy, the congressman 
to bail me out,” she said.  

“Well, which are you then,” he asked. “Are you my daughter or a terrorist?”  

She looked down for a long moment, leaned forward and put her elbows on her knees and her 
face in her hands. Then she looked up at him, with her eyes filling with tears, her expression 
stolid.  

“I think I’m both,” she said in a calm voice. “I love you both, you and mom. But I feel like you 
love each other more than me.”  

“Fuck,” he said. “Here we go with this thing. C’mon, love doesn’t work like that. It just doesn’t. 
I’ve told you, we’re all in this together in our own weird fucked up way.”  

“But I can’t be together,” she said. “I can’t have you both. You’re either fighting with each other 
or fucking each other. It’s absurd. It’s always about you, even when I was arrested, they made it 
about you and about mom. They asked the same fucking question, ‘What will your parents 
think?’”  

They stopped talking and just held space. She never ever felt like she let anyone down, 
especially him. She closed her eyes for a minute and remembered her mother’s voice and her 
laugh, her courage. She couldn’t figure out what to do next.  

“Listen,” he broke the silence, “I sold your car to a friend of mine in Olympia. The money is in 
your account and I put some on your books like you asked.”  

He was proud of her. And oddly, he knew that this was somehow going to work out fine. This 
was where they were supposed to be. He’d rather have her here than sitting at a desk writing 
fancy reports nobody would ever read. Her politics were fucked, but she was living them. 

“Thanks,” she said.  

“Your mom and I have been trading off with the kid,” he said. “And your lawyer will be in here 
tomorrow. I know she and I drive you crazy, but I think we can figure this out.”  

“I miss my boy,” she said. “I wonder sometimes if you’re going to fuck him up too.”  

“Oh Jesus, honey,” he said taking her hands. “You’re the most prepared terrorist and 
congressman’s daughter there ever was. We didn’t fuck up at all. You were made for this role”  



They both laughed at that, at the idea that she was doing exactly what she wanted to do, 
following “the path” as he called it, wherever it would lead and however long it was. She was 
playing her part; and they were playing theirs whatever the story was about. 

“I get what you’re both trying to do,” she said. “You taught me, ‘Never complain, and never 
explain.’ I don’t. Now don’t you two start do it for me.”  

At this his mind went back to a moment when she was about 12 and a boy was picking on her – 
harassing her really – at school. She beat him up much to the chagrin of her mother. They both 
arrived at the same time at the school and argued in the parking lot, and then walked in where 
they found her sitting at the end of a row of plastic chairs in the administration office.  

Her hair was in a ponytail and there was blood on her shirt and her arms were crossed. When 
he walked in, she stood up and walked toward him.  

“Excuse me,” the secretary said, “Nobody said you could stand up young lady.”  

“Excuse me,” he said. “This is my daughter.”  

She looked up at him and said, earnestly, just the way she’d ask for something for her birthday 
or Christmas.  

“Daddy, please,” she said. “This is my chance. This is my chance to stand up for myself. Right 
now. Please, take mom and go away. I’ll deal with this myself.” 

He looked at her. He didn’t even know what that would mean. Could she? Would they allow it? 
It seemed like abandoning her, putting her at even more risk. He had so many things he wanted 
to ask and say about the whole incident. While phones rang in the office and the principal’s 
door opened, he thought about leaving her alone with the consequences. His heart beat faster.  

“She’s going to go in to talk to you without us,” he heard himself say to the woman holding 
open the door. “She’ll talk to you alone.”  

Now she sat across from him in a federal prison. He had the same feelings, the same worry. The 
same hurt. The same desire to walk out the door with her and take her home. Now he felt the 
tears and he hung his head for a moment.  

“I got it,” he said looking at her in her eyes. “I know.”  

He took his right foot and put it on her left and twisted it four times. She looked up at him and 
took her right foot, put it on his left foot and twisted it four times. He sighed. There was 
nothing more to say.  



From the time she took her own first little steps, 
He had her holding in her hand a tiny spear, 
And a quiver hung from her small shoulder; 
Instead of a golden fillet on her head, 
And a long robe trailing to the ground, 
She wore a hooded tiger skin. 
She learned to be fluently skillful with her youthful hands 
At targeting her whirling javelins or 
Whirling the sling above her young-girl head, 
Propelling a stone to bring a white swan down 
Or a Strymonian crane. 

Description of a young Camilla, 
Translation from David Ferry’s, The Aeneid 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


