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BAND PRACTICE
The Loma Alta Brass Band warmed up in Clete's living 
room: Ellis, chubby and solid like his tuba, oom-pahed, 
Butch, his tie undone and his shirt wrinkled from a 
hard day at the office, wah-wahed on his trombone, his 
bald head shining like his brass instrument, Bob, the 
young fellow that worked with Ellis, wore dark sunglasses 
and growled on his saxophone, and Clete, the host, long 
and thin like his clarinet, toodled happily.
Ellis ended the warm-up by tapping on his tuba with a 
bail-point pen. "O.K. gentlemen," He said, "And a-one, 
and a-two, and a-three ...."
The boys broke into the old blues standard, Big Leg Wo
man , shaking the walls and rattling the windows, until 
they were brought up short by a group of mostly stout 
and sour looking middle-aged women being herded into the 
room by Juanita, Clete's wife. She said, "You boys are 
gonna have to find another place to practice. We're 
havin' a Tupperware party." When the boys had packed 
their last instrument, grumbled their last grumble, and 
headed, ostensibly, over to Ellis' house to continue 
practice, the girls drew the curtains and got out the 
lingerie.
They drank wine coolers from a big glass pitcher and took 
turns modelling the night clothes. Ruth, Ellis' wife, 
pranced out of the bedroom in a short, see-through, lacey 
black nightie, giving the term 'thunder thighs' a whole 
new meaning, while the rest of the girls hooted and howled 
at her, and more than one of them rummaged in a purse for 
a checkbook while Juanita gave her sales spiel, saying 
that this little number was guaranteed to arouse your man.
And outside the boys crowded around the window, trying to 
see through the crack in the curtains, pushing and elbow
ing, fighting for position.
Bob, the young fellow, had the view when Ruth emerged 
from the hallway, grinning and jiggling. He pulled away 
from the window like somebody had stuck a branding iron 
in his eye, and Ellis took his place, peering into the 
room as Ruth turned her back on the blushing, check
writing women, shaking her big, white, cellulite-dimpled 
ass at them. He backed off as quick as Bob had, saying, 
"Christ, I hope she doesn't buy the damned thing," as 
Clete and Butch fought for their turn at the window.



A SHORT STAY IN THE HOSPITAL
—  for S.K. Morgan

Ellis was in the kitchen stirring the spaghetti sauce when 
the pain hit, deep and sharp, right in the middle of his 
chest. He hit the floor, knocking the pot of sauce over 
on his way down. It splattered on the oven door, the cab
inets, the linoleum tile. Ruth heard the racket and came 
blasting out of the bathroom, hitching her black stretch 
pants up, a long sheet of toilet paper sticking up out of 
the waist in back like a long, flat, white tail. She 
nearly fainted. She thought he'd hemorrhaged or something, 
chunky blood all over the place.
She called an ambulance. They took him away. She'd never 
forgive him if he didn't pull through.
The doctor said, "It must have been a gas pain, Ruth. ffe 
hooked him up to an EKG. The man's got a heart like a 
draft mule.”
"Is that so?" she said.
Ruth walked into Ellis' room and caught him chasing a 
busty, dirty-blonde, middle-aged nurse, who obviously 
wanted to be caught, around his bed. Ruth grabbed her by 
the scruff of her neck and the seat of her pants, dragged 
her out into the hall and sent her sliding along the shiny, 
buffed floor on her belly where she knocked the feet out 
from under an old guy with a walker, two physical thera
pists and a nurse with a lunch tray.
"STRIKE," yelled Ruth, jumping up, fist in the air. Then 
she remembered Ellis. She kicked the door in and dragged 
him out from under the bed. She said, "Follow me, Romeo. 
There's gonna be hell to pay when I get you home."
She dragged him down the hallway by his ear, his droopy 
white butt showing out the back of his hospital gown, her 
toilet paper tail, once she got moving, floating out be
hind her parallel to the ground, fluttering silently.

BREAKFAST AT CLETE AND JUANITA'S HOUSE
Ginger, Juanita's Chihuahua, pranced on the kitchen table.
"Come and give Mommy a kiss-kiss," said Juanita.
Ginger wagged her butt, stepped around a plate of buttered 
toast, and licked Juanita's pursed lips.
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Think I'm gonna puke, thought Clete from behind his 
newspaper.
"Now go give Daddy a kiss-kiss," said Juanita.
Clete rustled his paper, "That dog just had a morning 
snack out of the cat box. She ain't kissin' me."
"Ginger does not snack out of the cat box," said Juanita 
indignant.
"What a low-life dog you've got, Juanita.'
Ginger pranced expectantly in front of Clete's paper.
"She's better than that stupid cat of yours. Old What's- 
His-Name."
"Dave," said Clete.
Just then Ginger yelped. She had pranced one of her 
front legs into Clete's hot, black coffee. She jumped 
off the table and ran yipping, three-legged out of the 
kitchen. Clete watched her go, suppressing a giggle.
Dave watched from the window sill and smiled.
Juanita looked across the table and said, "Why didn't 
you just kiss her and get it over with?"
Clete wished he had. Juanita'd be in an ugly mood all 
day now.

SUMO
It was Sunday morning and Ellis was mad. The next door 
neighbors' dog (Ginger) had 'gone' on his lawn again.
"I'm sick of that crap," he said to Ruth, on his way 
through the house to get the square-nosed shovel. "I'm 
gonna throw the whole load back up on their lawn. To 
hell with them." Ruth put down her T.V. Guide, "That is 
rude. I don't blame you honey."
Ellis walked back through the house, square-nosed shovel 
over his shoulder. Ruth followed behind for moral sup
port. Ellis scooped and flung.
Ruth said, "Jeez, you'd think it was a Great Dane instead 
of a Chihuahua."
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Clete (their neighbor) came walking out of his garage and 
had to do a little side step to keep from getting splat
tered. He threw his weed whip down and said, "What the 
hell do you thing you're doing, Ellis?"
"Next time that mutt of yours lays a load on my lawn, I'm 
going to make you eat it, Clete old boy." said Ellis.
Juanita heard the word 'mutt' come through the screen door 
to the dining room where she was ironing and came charging 
out onto the front lawn. She flung Clete aside like he 
was a rag doll. She stood in front of Ellis, shaking with 
rage, "What'd you call my Ginger?"
Ellis got the shovel up in front of himself for protection 
and started to back slowly away.
Ruth got in front of him and said to Juanita, "Why don't 
you pick on someone your own size, fatso?"
"Fatso, is it?" said Juanita.
"Like two sumo wrestlers in muu muus meeting at a full 
charge." That's how Jeffrey would describe it to his 
mother later that night. He threw the newspapers on 
their lawns and peddled off, in no mood to witness carnage 
that day.
There was a thunderclap of flesh colliding.
Clete sidled up to Ellis, taking his wallet out of his 
pants. "I got twenty bucks says Juanita mops the place 
up with her." The women were at a standstill, chest to 
chest, grunting, digging, tearing up the lawn.
Ellis said, "Make it forty."
"Done."
Ginger watched through the Venetian blinds, licked her 
chops, scratched her belly with a hind leg. She'd just 
finished a two-pound T-bone and couldn't wait for tomor
row morning.

SCUFFLING UNDER THE BOUGAINVILLEA
Dave, the neighbors' cat, has got his head buried in 
Ellis' trash can, ass sticking up in the sair. Ellis 
comes out with a big cup of steaming black coffee, on 
his way to work. He sees Dave and screams, "Get out of
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there you son-of-a-bitch," and not seeing anything handy 
to throw at him throws his car keys, completely confident 
of a direct hit. They miss and sail into the street, 
hitting the grill of a new black Buick that's driving by, 
sticking there.
The Buick screeches to a halt. Jim jumps out, charging 
Ellis, screaming. "I just bought that car, you shithead."
He takes a big swing at Ellis. Ellis moves his head and 
Jim's fist hits the garage door, echoing around inside 
the garage, bringing Ruth away from her laundry out onto 
the front lawn at a full charge.
She turns to the left and then the right, still holding 
onto a pair of Ellis' stained, tattered underwear. Ellis 
is nowhere to be seen.
Then she hears a rustling and muffled curses coming from 
under the bougainvillae. She picks up the hose with the 
heavy metal lawn sprinkler attached to the end, swings it 
around over her head then brings it down parallel to the 
ground, swooping it under the rustling bush.
"AIEE."
The sprinkler hits Ellis on the temple, rattling his brains, 
making him lose the full nelson he's just gotten on Jim.
Ruth swings and swoops the hose again, catching Jim on the 
eye this time. He comes out from under the bush like a 
rabbit with a hungry coyote on his tail, leaving a trail 
of purple blossoms all the way out to his car. He jumps 
in and pounds the gas, squealing on out of there.
Ruth reaches under the bougainvillae and drags Ellis, 
semiconscious, out onto the sidewalk: "Quit grab-assing 
around and get your dumb, lazy butt to work, Ellis."
She wondered who the skinny little weasel was who'd come 
charging out from under there holding his eye.
Jim pulls the Buick over in the parking lot of the taco 
stand. His eye is swelling quickly. He can't see out of 
it now. He doesn't know what the fuck hit him, figures 
that asshole had some brass knuckles or something. "Gonna 
buy me a gun," he says to himself, "No more fist fights 
for me."
He goes up to the window of the taco stand to get a cup 
of ice to put on his eye. The girl behind the counter 
says she has to charge him for a drink because that's the 
way they do their inventory, by counting the cups.
So he pays seventy-nine cents for a cup of ice.
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"Your eye looks terrible," she says, handing him his 
change.
"Hurts like a son-of-a-bitch too," he says. He walks back 
out to the new Buick, pressing the cold cup to his face.
He gets in, starts her up and pulls back out onto the 
street. He notices an irritating rattling noise coming 
from up front somewhere.
"Hell's bells," he says, "This just ain't my day."

CLETE AND JUANITA GO TO THE MALL
"Who is the animal?" said Clete, fanning the air in front 
of his face with his hand.
He and Juanita and Ginger (Juanita's Chihuahua) were in 
the elevator in the big department store in the mall.
It was crowded. They were packed in like sardines.
Clete had just passed a large amount of really foul 
smelling gas and was trying to blame it on someone else. 
It was an old trick of his.
Juanita was embarrassed to tears (or was it the toxic 
vapors burning her eyes?).
Ginger just hunkered down on the floor with her paws over 
her face.
The fart hung there like a wet heavy fog. A short fat 
lady in the back fainted. A tall grey-haired man beside 
Juanita stuck his tie in his mouth, held his nose and 
pounded the wall.
"Jeez, what a pig," said Clete, looking around the 
elevator. The doors opened.
"Oh thank God," said a little bearded man, dashing out 
into lingerie.
"Some people got no class," said Clete, looking around 
accusingly as his fellow riders stampeded by.
"You are a disgusting, flatulent, porcine piece of 
armadillo dung," said Juanita, walking by him, dragging 
Ginger, who had gone into a coma, by the leash out into 
the store.
Clete stood there and smiled, smoothed his hair back and 
said to himself, "I don't know what porcine means, but 
whatever it is, if it's good, I'm it."
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THE LOMA ALTA CAFE
Bill’s cooking this morning, hung over, hot and grouchy 
from having spent fifty dollars last night buying drinks 
for some chick in the Acapulco Club, trying like hell to 
get laid and striking out.
Sylvia, the waitress, comes out of the bathroom twirling 
her panties over her head, saying, "Bill, no undies under 
the dress today, hot shot."
"Ouch," says Bill, burning himself with some hot grease.
"Sylvia puts her panties in her purse and walks out to 
the dining room to take care of her tables.
Ruth and Ellis, regular customers, are arm wrestling 
across their table to see who’s going to pay for break
fast. Sylvia comes up and says, "You folks ready to 
order yet?"
Ellis, red faced, veins standing out in his neck, says, 
"Just as soon as I beat this bitch," through clenched 
teeth. Ruth just closes her eyes, sweat beading up on 
her forehead.
"Okie dokie," says Sylvia, spinning around, dress flaring 
up high.
Ellis catches a glimpse; his jaw falls open. Ruth slams 
his hand to the table.
Bill, watching through the service window, flips a pair 
of over easys onto the floor.

THE WEEKEND BEGINS
Bill got off work. He walked across the parking lot to 
his Chevette, threw his lunch box in the back seat, tried 
to start her. Nothing. He got the crescent wrench out 
of the glove compartment, opened the hood and tightened 
the battery cables. He tried it again. It fired right 
up. He stopped at the convenience store for a six-pack. 
There were two teenaged girls sitting leaned up against 
the store's front window eating candy bars and smoking.
He watched them before he got out of the car. He liked 
all that make-up, especially the blue stuff over the eyes. 
He heard the blonde girl call somebody a 'flat out geek' 
as he pushed through the door.
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He came out of the store with his beer and walked by 
them, close, so he could look down their blouses.
The dark-haired girl said, "I don't believe it."
Bill made a sandwich and turned on the T.V. He drank 
four beers, then decided to go over to the new topless 
place down on Hill Street.
He sat down at the bar for the best view of the stage,
He bought a four-dollar beer and tipped the girl a 
dollar. Then he watched a small Filipino woman with 
large, stick-out brown nipples dance. She made eye con
tact with him and licked her lips, cupping her hands 
under her breasts, grinding her little hips.
Bill licked his lips back.
She turned around and wiggled her g-stringed ass at him.
He downed his beer, put his hands up on the bar and 
hoisted himself up over it and onto the stage. He said, 
"I'm gonna suck your nipples."
She moved back, still dancing to the beat, said, "C'mon," 
hands out in front of her, palms up, beckoning. She 
could see Randall coming across the bar.
Randall was the bouncer: six foot five, two eighty, 
hands big as dinner plates. He grabbed Bill by the collar 
and escorted him outside to the parking lot. He told Bill 
that you weren't allowed to touch the girls and you sure 
as hell weren't allowed up on stage with them. He told 
him that he could come back inside if he promised to be
have himself. Bill said that he didn't think he could. 
Randall told him that he'd better just go home then.
Bill agreed with him.
The two boys rode up to the convenience store on their 
skateboards. "Hey Brett. Look, it's Nicole and Trina."
"Oh man," said Troy. They bumped their skateboards up on 
the sidewalk.
"Hi Brett. Hi Troy," said the girls.
"Hi."
"Hi."

The girls stood up, bending over so the boys could see 
their breasts. "You'll never guess what happened," said 
Nicole, "This old guy walked by us and tried to look 
down our blouses. God, he was so obvious."
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"Dirty old man, huh?" said Brett 
"Yeah. I guess he got a thrill."
Troy said, "Gimme a cigarette, Trina." They went around 
the corner and down to the elementary school playground. 
Trina let Troy get his hands up under her blouse to feel 
her breasts, tease the pink nipples.
Nicole started making out with Brett and got carried away.
He spread his jacket out on the moist grass. Troy and 
Trina sat down on the swings and watched their dark shapes 
moving on the ground, listened to the noises they were 
making.
The Filipino girl had the early shift, off at eleven.
Steve was sitting on the couch, stoned, watching an old 
Godzilla movie on T.V. with the sound turned down. She 
sat down next to him and picked up the burnt-out joint 
from the ash tray. She lit it and took a hit. "You'll 
never believe what happened at work tonight. This bozo 
jumped up on the stage with me while I was dancing, said 
he wanted to suck my nipples." Steve could see them push
ing through her t-shirt. He reached over and pushed it 
up, felt her hard, flat, brown belly.
"I'll bet he did."
"He did. Really. He jumped over the bar and got right up 
on the stage. Randall had to grab him."
Bill bought another six-pack on the way home. He drank 
two of them in the car on the way. He put the rest in the 
refrigerator, masturbated, then took a shower. He turned 
on the T.V. and got another beer, switched the channels 
around, stopped when he saw Godzilla walking down a sky- 
scraper-lined street, hundreds of little Japanese people 
running away from him.
The boys rode off on their skateboards. The girls headed 
over to Nichole's house. Her mother had a date with that 
grotty Doug and she probably wouldn't be home all night. 
Nichole went into the bathroom to douche. Next time she 
was going to make Brett wear a rubber, for sure.
Trina turned on the T.V. "Hey Nichole. There's a movie 
on with a dragon or something."
"A dragon?" said Nichole from the bathroom.
Godzilla breathed a puff of fire, knocked down a skyscraper, 
roared to the heavens. "Oh God. How fake." said Trina.
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RUTH'S BEAUTY MASK
Ellis had to admit, it was quite an invention.
"It's a beauty mask," said Ruth, "It protects your hairdo 
and face while you get dressed."
"It looks like a plastic bag with a zipper on it," said 
Ellis, who never worried about his face or hairdo.
Ruth paid him no mind. She had a brand new Nancy Reagan 
bouffant, a half an inch of make-up, and a turtle-neck 
sweater. She was going to try this sucker out. She put 
the protective beauty mask over her head and zipped the 
zipper. Off comes the madras muu muu.
Ellis takes one look at all that pasty white skin and 
gags.
On goes the skin-tight, turquoise, turtle-neck sweater. 
Ruth laughed a little laugh, triumphant. Her bouffant 
and make-up are unscathed. But then her beauty mask 
started to fog up. She felt a little faint. Better undo 
the zipper, she thought. But the end of the zipper was 
stuck down deep in the neck of the turtle-neck. She 
couldn't get to it. She clawed at the sweater. It was 
tighter than she thought. She staggered around the room 
like a wino on the eighth day of an eight-day drunk.
"That's a great shade of purple rouge, Ruth," said Ellis. 
He finally realized she was in trouble when she fell to 
the floor and started flopping around like fresh caught 
mackerel. He got down on the floor with her and pulled 
at the mask. It wouldn't budge. He braced his feet on 
her shoulders and pulled at the mask from above her head 
as hard as he could. Her neck grew three inches. Her 
life passed before her eyes.
Ellis gave a final, superhuman pull. The beauty mask 
popped off, sending him skidding across the rug.
Ruth sat up, a hand to her breast, panting like an over
heated basset hound, her bouffant pulled up straight above 
her head about two feet, revealing the grey roots under
neath, a smear of her blood-red lipstick forming a verti
cal stripe from her lips to her forehead.
Ellis took one look and started laughing hysterically, 
pointing first to the beauty mask, then to the disarray on 
Ruth's head. He slapped his knee, tears ran down his 
cheeks.

He probably would have laughed himself sick if Ruth 
hadn't gotten up and floored him with a crisp left hook.
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BLAME IT ON THE BOSSA NOVA
The kitchen sink was stopped up again. Clete had the 
plunger out, pushing and pulling, the exertion raising a 
sweat slick on his bald head underneath the combed-over 
hair.
"Damn it, Juanita. What'd you put in this sink? It's 
stopped up tighter'n my bowels the last time I ate one of 
your cheese enchiladas," he said, giving the plunger 
another shove.
Juanita ignored him. She was out in the family room put
ting on her new cassette, The Escondido Clarinet Quartet 
Plays Cole Porter. She was gonna Bossa Nova.
Ginger, Juanita's Chihuahua, laid under the coffee table 
looking embarrassed. She'd seen Juanita shake it before.
Juanita pushed the play button. Anything Goes, the old 
Frank Sinatra standard, came wailing out of the speakers. 
She pulled off her bifocals and let them dangle by the 
neck cord onto her ample bosum. She shook her flabby 
hips then got the tree trunk thighs going.
The tea cups, hanging by hooks in the cupboards, started 
rattling.
The dirty water in the stopped-up sink started sloshing 
around.
Clete took one look over the kitchen counter and forgot 
all about the recalcitrant piece of food stuck somewhere 
down in the plastic pipes beneath his sink. There isn't 
a man alive who wouldn't be stirred by the sight of 
Juanita breaking into a Bossa Nova. He duck-walked out 
to the family room to join her.
Ginger put her paws over her eyes. The clarinets wailed.
Then, unexpectedly, Dave, Clete's cat walked out in front 
of Ginger. Ginger charged.
Dave hissed, spat, and took off running. He went right 
under Juanita's foot. But Ginger wouldn't make it.
Juanita was going to step on her beloved Chihuahua. At 
the last minute Juanita saw what was happening and over
extended, stepping beyond where Ginger was and twisting 
her ankle. She went down.
Clete, crazy, chivalrous fool that her was, tried to break 
her fall. He broke three ribs and dislocated his shoulder. 
As he laid there under his wife's suffocating bulk, he
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thought he heard the clarinets playing I've Got You Under 
My Skin, but he was in pain, he couldn't be sure.
Dave and Ginger looked out from their hiding place behind 
the recliner. They figured it'd be best if they laid low 
for a couple of days.

NADINE AND RUSTY DROP BY TO CHIT-CHAT
Nadine dropped by Ruth's house for coffee, her little 
hyperactive dachshund, Rusty, in tow.
Ellis, Ruth's husband, turned off the T.V. and headed 
back to the bedroom to take a shower, not wanting to listen 
to the ladies talk drapes, daytime soaps, and new diets. 
Rusty sniffed his ankle as he walked by the dining room 
table. Ellis kicked at him. Rusty skittered away.
Ruth said, "ELLIS."
Nadine said, "Come over here, Rusty-Poo, and sit down by 
Mama," patting the leg of the chair.
Ruth poured the coffee while Nadine got up to let Rusty 
out the sliding glass door to 'do his little job.' He 
did it, kicked back some grass, and sniffed the air.
He caught a wiff of Ginger, the tiny, spindly-legged, 
perpetually-shivering Chihuahua that lived next door, 
out to 'do her little job' too,
Rusty pawed the fence and howled.
Ginger pranced around and whimpered, waving her butt in 
his direction.
"RUSTY, RUSTY, GET IN HERE, GOD DAMN IT," yelled Nadine. 
Next door, Juanita stepped out onto the patio and put 
her hands on her hips, disgusted at what she was seeing. 
"GET AWAY FROM THAT FENCE, GINGER, YOU'RE ACTING LIKE A 
WHORE."
Rusty came reluctantly back to the house, his wet, pink 
protuberance dragging the ground.
Ginger hung her head and made her way across the lawn, 
looking wistfully back over her shoulder. Juanita 
shoo-ed her inside, saying, "You bad girl."
Rusty sat by Nadine's legs, shamefaced. Then he got up 
and paced the floor. He decided to go exploring down
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the hall when Nadine said to Ruth, "We've been thinking 
of having him fixed."
Ellis stepped out of the shower and there was Nadine's 
stupid dachshund, Rusty, looking at him with a gleam in 
his eye, looking specifically at his thick, hairy calves. 
He said, "Beat it, you dumb mutt."
But Rusty, aroused, wasn't going to be stopped that 
easily. Ellis tried to stop the little dog's charge 
with a quick snap of his wet towel, but he missed.
Rusty clamped onto Ellis' lower leg like an elongated 
barnacle on a white, hairy pier piling, and started 
humping.
"OH JESUS H. CHRIST," Ellis shouted. He danced down the 
hall to the living room on one foot, spinning, cursing, 
and shaking his afflicted leg, screaming, "GET THIS GOD 
DAMNED MUTT OFF ME."
Nadine looked down into her coffee cup, blushing, while 
Ruth roared, "ELLIS, YOU BASTARD, LEAVE THAT DOG ALONE."

CLETE AND JUANITA DROP BY TO CHIT-CHAT
Ellis paid the delivery guy, including a stingy tip, and 
brought the pizza inside.
Ruth set up the T.V. trays while he opened the box and 
fixed a big pitcher of wine coolers.
Then the doorbell rang. Ellis looked at the pizza, then 
at the door. The bell rang again, insistent. Ruth 
looked through the curtains: it was the neighbors, Clete
and Juanita, looking hungry. She wispered to Ellis,
"Hide it."

Then she opened the door, "Clete and Juanita. What a 
pleasant surprise. Oh, and Ginger too. Boy, it is our 
lucky night."
Ginger was Juanita's Chihuahua. She pranced into the 
house, leading the way for her owner, would've bitten 
Ellis on the ankle if the leash had been two inches 
longer. "My, it smells good in here," said Juanita.
"I'll say," said Clete.
"Our new air freshener. You like it?" said Ellis.
"Smells Italian," said Clete.
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said Ellis."It is,
Ginger sniffed the air.
Everyone settled in, made themselves comfortable. The 
men talked football, the women talked drapes. The pizza 
cooled in its hiding place, the little pools of grease 
trapped in the craters formed by the curled up pepperoni 
slices congealing into waxy circles, like tiny lakes 
freezing over in the winter.
Ginger, pacing back and forth, straining at the leash, 
finally located the source of the tempting aroma. She 
stuck her nose between the bottom of the couch and the 
rug, rooting like a small, spindly-legged pig.
"What is this dog after?" said Juanita, pulling at the 
leash.
"Maybe something crawled under there and died," said 
Clete.
Ruth caught Ellis' eye. Ellis shrugged his shoulders 
and blushed. Ginger, relentless, hooked a tooth into 
the pizza box and started scooting backwards.

RADIATOR BLUES: PART ONE
Glenda got in a fist fight at the swap meet with a small, 
hairy, ape-like man over the price of a cheap, Korean-made 
blender. Her husband, Bob, embarrassed as all get out, 
pulled her off the poor bastard before she could beat him 
to a bloody pulp.
In the truck on the way home she became so foul mouthed 
and abusive that Bob stopped on a freeway overpass, pulled 
her out of the cab, hit her a couple of times, then pushed 
her over the guard rail.
She hit the freeway and bounced before being run over by 
Raul Rodriguez in his '68 Pontiac Catalina. She ended up 
in the ivy on the bank on the side of the freeway. Raul 
kept on driving, a steady hiss of water coming out of his 
radiator where her knee had smashed the grill into it.
Bob got back into the truck and headed home, wondering 
what, for Christ's sake, he was going to tell the kids.
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RADIATOR BLUES: PART TWO
Bob pulled into his driveway, "Gotta think of something 
good," he said to himself.
Elaine and Gregory ran out to greet him, Grandma following 
close behind.
"Where's Mama, Daddy?" said Elaine.
"Yeah. Where's Mama?" said Gregory.
"It was like this," said Bob. Wanda, Glenda's mother, 
came up behind the kids to listen. "We were in the mall, 
she goes into Sears to look at bedspreads or something.
I go over to sporting goods to look at guns. After an 
hour, I go to look for her and she's gone, so I go search
ing through the mall. Can't find her anyplace. Decide to 
go into Ed's Fast Food Oriental Place for some Ed's Chow 
Fong and there she is, sucking up a plate of Ed's Famous 
Yakisoba with that inscrutable cretin, Ed. I never knew 
he had eyes for her. I punched him out. 'Take the slut, 
she's yours' I said to him as he's laying there in his 
noodles, bleeding from the mouth. So there you are.
Your mother's run off with a Japanese guy named Ed."
Elaine, Gregory and Wanda just stood there looking at him 
like they didn't believe him.
Perhaps I poured it on a little thick, he thought to 
himself.

RADIATOR BLUES: PART THREE
Raul pulled into his driveway, steam coming up from under 
his hood. He just barely made it home. He walked next 
door and got Arturo. Arturo knows a lot about cars.
They got the hood up to look at the damage. "Can we put 
some of that stuff that stops leaks in there?" said 
Raul.
Art said, "No, man. You gotta get a new radiator. That 
hole's too big." He put his foot on the bumper and 
rested it there, looking at the grill, "What'd you hit, 
brother?"
"A coyote, man. I think it was a coyote."
"Looks like blood on your bumper there, man."
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"Yeah. A big coyote."
Art went to get his truck. They could make it to the 
junk yard before it closed.
Raul got a rag and wiped the sweat off of his forehead, 
then the blood off of his bumper.

RADIATOR BLUES: PART FOUR
Ruben rubbed the bump under his eye where that 'nasty 
little bitch' had hit him. He was going to have to make 
up a lie to tell his wife. She thought it was a rough 
crowd that hung around the swap meets. She wanted him 
to retire.
He thought he'd probably make up a story about demonstrat
ing one of the blenders, liquifying some canned tomatoes, 
when the top flew off and hit him in the face. Then he'd 
just have to talk her out of calling Ralph Nader.

RADIATOR BLUES: PART FIVE
Glenda opened her eyes. She could hear cars zooming by 
a few feet away. She could smell ivy.
The events of the day were hazy. The last thing she re
membered was fighting with that crooked little Jewish 
monkey who tried to overcharge her for a blender at the 
swap meet.
She sat up and shook her head, not quite realizing where 
she was. "That little Neanderthal son-of-a-bitch could 
really punch," she said to herself.

THE JOGGER
A jogger collapsed on Bob and Glenda's front lawn. Bob 
killed the lawnmower and administered CPR. Glenda came 
out and shoo-ed the kids back into the house. Young 
Robert wanted to know why his daddy was kissing a man on 
the front lawn. His mother said, "Hush, Robbie. The man 
is sick."
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The paramedics came and put the jogger in the back of the 
ambulance, administered oxygen, shocked his chest till 
his legs kicked up in the air. Bob asked the guy in charge 
if he'd make it. The guy said, "Hell, no. He's deader'n 
a doornail right now."
Bob went in and brushed his teeth, he felt dirty. He'd 
always hoped if he had to do something like that, it'd 
be a nineteen-year-old girl, not some sweaty, paunchy, 
forty-five-year-old man who hadn't even shaved that day, 
for Christ's sake.
Marti (Martha) said, "Did you save the man's life, Daddy? 
Did you?"
Bob said, "I'm afraid not honey. The man died."
Marti couldn't wait to go to school tomorrow and tell all 
her friends about it. She laid her school clothes out. 
Glenda said, "There's no school tomorrow, honey. It's 
Saturday." Marti put her clothes away, disappointed.
Glenda had explained to Robbie that Daddy was trying to 
save the man's life, not kiss him, but it didn't seem to 
take. He hardly said a word all night, went right to his 
room after dinner.
Stan watched himself getting worked on from up above, the 
roof or a tree limb, he guessed.
"Hello, son," said his old man, heels hooked in the rain 
gutter, "You really got 'em jumpin' down there, huh?"
Stan said, "Yeah," smiling. "I'd always hoped if some
thing like this happened to me that it'd be a nineteen- 
year-old girl doin' the mouth to mouth, you know what I 
mean?"
The old man chuckled, "I sure do."
"Well Old Timer," said Stan, "What happens next?"

BACK YARD TAN
Ruth put on her bikini, got her beer emblem beach towel, 
and went out to the back yard to soak up some rays. She 
laid on her back with her straw hat over her eyes, her 
snow-white, baby-oiled skin reflecting the sunlight, 
blinding passing birds, knocking them out of the sky.
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She rolled over, undoing the strap on her bikini to avoid 
the white line on her back, putting her head on her arms 
and settling in, undulating into a position of comfort 
like a shiny albino sea lion.
Clete, the next-door neighbor, out watering his garden, 
looked over the fence and quickly looked away, saying,
"Oh jeez."
Jeffrey, the paperboy, rang the doorbell, trying to collect 
from Ruth and Ellis. Nobody answered. But he knew some
body was home, he could hear the television. He walked 
around to the side gate and opened it, sticking his head 
through to look into the back yard. Ruth rose up at the 
sound of the creaking hinges, one huge, doughy breast 
breaking free from her bikini top and hanging down toward 
the lawn. Jeffrey pulled back and leaned against the cool 
stucco wall, gasping for breath as a snowy egret fell from 
the sky, landing with a thud at his feet.

THE LITTLE DIGGERS
Rusty, Chuck and Nadine's floppy-eared, formerly libidinous 
little dachshund laid moaning in the three-sided cardboard 
box with the blanket in the bottom: they'd had him fixed.
"No more roaming for you, Romeo," said Nadine as he came 
out of the anesthesia.
Two doors down, Juanita was doing some moaning too: her
Ginger, a bug-eyed, spindly-legged Chihuahua, had just 
given birth to a litter of mongrel puppies, the length of 
their bodies leaving little doubt as to their paternity.
"Rusty," she hissed, "You stepped out with Rusty." Ginger 
wouldn't look her in the eye.
Chuck brought in a bowl of fresh ground round and set it 
in front of Rusty's bed. "Hey fella, how you feelin'?"
Rusty gave him a pit bull glare and went back to licking 
his bag, a black, wrinkled, pitted prune with stitches.
They'll probably dig up my yard, thought Juanita, everyone 
knows what diggers dachshunds are. She picked one up.
It squirmed and cheeped, moving its head back and forth on 
its weak neck, blindly searching for a tit. It whimpered 
and Juanita stroked the soft fur, ashamed of her impetuous 
plan to fill the laundry sink in the garage and be done 
with them. She laid him back down in the bed where he
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crawled through the bodies of his siblings to find the 
warmth and nourishment of his mother.

THE COMEDIAN WITH THE BIG MOUTH
Ruth and Ellis had stage-side seats t the Club Chistoso, 
and the comedian chose Ellis to harass. He always picked 
on a bald, middle-aged man to make a fool of; they were 
so easy, and so much fun. He snatched Ellis' strawberry 
Margarita, in its high-stemmed, wide-mouthed glass, and 
held it up for the crowd to see: "This is what the real
macho guys drink, folks. I mean, (to Ellis) what the 
hell is this? It's pink, for cryin' out loud. I mean,
(to the audience) I bet the Vikings would quaff a few of 
these babies before goin' ashore and raping and plunder
ing. What do you think?"
The audience roared with laughter.
The comedian returns to the embarrassed Ellis: "Mind if
I try it, pal?"
Ellis, looking like he'd prefer to be sitting under the 
table, nods yes.
A long slimy tongue emerges from the comedian's mouth, 
like a thick pink snail's head, and dips down into the 
drink, all the way to the bottom of the glass. The audi
ence lets out a disgusted, "OH!" The ladies squirm in 
their chairs. The comedian laps some of the fluid into 
his mouth, like a dog, then inserts the entire eight-inch- 
diameter rim of the glass into his mouth, stretching his 
rubbery lips into a big '0.' And he tilts his head back.
The pink fluid disappears and the stem of the glass points 
skyward, like a miniature crystal antennae. The crowd 
giggled, then broke into gales of laughter as the comedian 
gargled, the pink fluid bubbling and splashing like a 
bloody, boiling hot spring. When he looked back down and 
popped the glass out of his mouth, he found himself face 
to face with Ellis' wife Ruth, a stocky fireplug of a 
woman in a Hawaiian print muu muu and a stiff blue bouf
fant. She says, "That drink cost two fifty, dude. Fork 
over or you're dead meat."
So what's the comedian think: he thinks management's
playing a joke on him and, ever poised, he accuses the 
woman of being the heavyweight champion of the world, in 
drag. He found out that, for all intents and purposes, 
she might as well be.
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A quick blur of punches dropped him to the stage. He 
pushed up onto his hands and knees and got one leg under 
himself, standing and beating the count. Ellis grabbed 
his wrists and wiped his fists on his shirt, saying,
"You O.K.? You want me to stop it?"
The comedian takes a deep breath, looking across the 
stage at his opponent. "I'm O.K." he says. "Don't stop 
it. I can take her."
Ellis steps back and waves Ruth in. She shuffles forward, 
looking for an opening, and throws a murderous left to 
the liver. As the comedian crumbles, she hits him with a 
pile-driving right to the face. He goes down hard, his 
head bouncing off the stage, and lies on his back, un
conscious, his left leg twitching with the confused im
pulses from his brain.
Ellis grabs Ruth's hand and raises it over her head. The 
crowd boos, and some of them throw their beer at the stage. 
Ruth starts for them, ready to take on the house, but Ellis 
holds her back. A chair flys through the air and lands at 
their feet, then more beer, and beer mugs. Ruth and Ellis 
crouch down and exit, stage right.

IN THE GARDEN
Clete lofted his horseshoe. It spun backwards as it arced 
toward the spike.
"All right, ringer," he yelled.
But it clanked off the metal pole, bouncing high, and 
sailed away across the lawn. It struck Ginger, his wife's 
little Chihuahua, and dropped her.
"Uh oh," said Ellis, Clete's next-door neighbor and regular 
horseshoe partner.
"Uh oh," said Clete. He ran to the dog and kneeled beside 
her, giving her a shake, saying, "Wake up, girl, wake up."
Ellis stood behind him, looking over his shoulder: "I
think she's dead," he said.
Clete rubbed his face. "What'll we tell Juanita?"
"What'll you tell Juanita?" said Ellis, backing away 
toward the gate.
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He decided to bury her in the garden and tell Juanita that 
he hadn't seen her, maybe she'd run away or something.
Night fell. A sliver of silver moon grinned through the 
broken clouds. Juanita stood on the patio beating Ginger's 
dinner plate with a fork, calling, "Ginger Baby, dinner 
time, dinner time."
But Ginger didn't come.
Juanita slid the door shut and sat down on the couch, a 
fat tear running down her cheek. Clete set his paper on 
his lap and said, "I wouldn't worry, Honey. She probably 
stepped out looking for some action. It's the season, 
you know."
She threw the plastic dinner plate at his head.
Dave, Clete's cat, thinking he'd found a perfect spot, 
was out scratching around in the new loose dirt in the 
garden when his paw hit something that was very undirt
like .
Maybe it was a metabolism-slowing coma that allowed Ginger 
to survive her shallow grave, or maybe it was a resurrect
ion, but either way, when she came up out of the ground, 
sneezing and shaking the dirt off her coat, Dave hissed, 
spat, and took off like he'd seen a ghost, never again to 
use the garden to relieve himself. It was back to the 
horseshoe pit for him.
Juanita heard the scratching at the door. "There's my 
baby," she said. "Where have you been, you bad girl, 
and look at you. You're all covered with dirt." Clete 
dropped his newspaper and crawled over the back of the 
recliner. Juanita opened a can of dog food. Ginger 
pranced around the empty dinner dish, wanting an aspirin 
for her head.

THE DROOP
It's late June. The plum tree in Clete and Juanita's 
yard is heavily laden. A fat branch hangs over the fence 
into the neighbors' yard, drooping low with the weight of 
the fruit: deep red, fist-sized globes, shiny and tight
skinned, ripe and ready to burst. Birds dive into the 
foliage, oblivious to the scarecrow that Clete has erected. 
Clete's cat, Dave, lies on a thick branch and snatches 
them as they drive their sharp beaks into the succulent 
fruit. Thin bird blood and nearly transparent fruit juice
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drip simultaneously to the ground.
Ellis, the neighbor, on his side of the fence, fills a 
plastic shopping bag, his branch riding a little higher 
with each piece of fruit he picks. Clete looks over the 
fence, catching him red handed. He says, "I'm gonna saw 
that branch off and haul it back to my side of the fence."
Ellis blushes and says, "Hey, Clete. Guess you caught 
me. "
Clete laughs and says, "Help yourself, Ellis. We got 
more goddam plums than we know what to do with."
Ellis says, "Yeah, they all come at once, don't they?"
A sparrow's head falls out of the tree and lands silent
ly at the scarecrow's feet. Ellis picks a dark soft plum 
and drops it in his bag. Clete takes the bowl he's fill
ed into his wife Juanita, who's getting ready to make 
some jam. Dave licks his paw, then dozes in the tree.
The scarecrow sways slightly in the breeze, losing his 
fedora. The ants come for the sparrow's head, starting 
on the soft dark eyes.

ELLIS GETS HIS BIRTHDAY SURPRISE
Sheila, the hired dancer, came in really moving: she'd 
almost frozen to death waiting for her cue out on the 
patio in her g-string and pasties. They had the birthday 
boy, Ellis, perched on a bar stool in the middle of the 
living room. When he saw her cha-cha through the sliding 
glass door, he started grinning like a possum eating shit.
The men hooted and women frowned and figeted. As Sheila's 
blood started to circulate, she stepped things up, rolling 
her shoulders to make her breasts jiggle, then sliding 
down to the floor, doing the splits on the shag rug. Ruth, 
Ellis' wife, sat on the folding chair over by the T.V. and 
gritted her teeth. She saw nothing funny at all about a 
young woman displaying her body in this manner.
Sheila bounced off the rug and tossed her mane of hair.
She smiled at the guest of honor and bent over to give 
him a look at her ripe, drooping young breasts, licking 
her lips, beckoning him to come to her.
He started to drool.
Ruth crushed her wine glass in her fist. And Clete, Ellis' 
buddy and the party's entertainment director, touched his
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glowing cigar to the dancer's protruding bun.
Flesh sizzled.
Sheila leaped, and almost surely would have broken the 
world's long-jump record had her spread-eagled flight 
not been stopped short by Ellis.
Her crotch, with its little red triangle of cloth, hit 
his face with a thud. Her legs fell over his shoulders 
and her flight came to a halt. The stool tilted back
wards, hanging for a second at a forty-five degree angle 
as she windmilled her arms, scooping air like a back- 
stroking swimmer.
A flash-bulb went off and Clete yelled, "GOT IT!" Then 
the stool and Ellis and Sheila fell.
Ellis stood up with a bloody nose. Sheila stood up mad, 
with a cherry-red blister on her butt the size of a 
fifty-cent piece. She charged at Clete, with the intent
ion of killing him. He dropped his camera and his cigar 
and sprinted out the door. The naked woman with his brand 
on her backside followed him. Ruth picked up the camera 
and tore the film out. Juanita, Clete's wife and the 
party's hostess, picked up the cigar and dropped it in the 
garbage disposal. The guys gathered around Ellis, calling 
him an old goat, slapping his back, and asking him what 
it was like, that brief encounter.

RUTH AND ELLIS CELEBRATE VALENTINE'S DAY
Ellis bought Ruth a candy-filled red heart the size of a 
trash-can lid and Ruth set an especially nice table, with 
flowers and crystal wine glasses. Ellis poured the cham
pagne and said, "To us,” raising his glass. After three 
more glasses, he ducked under the table and snatched his 
wife's shoe from her foot.
"Ellis, don't," she said. "You can't drink champagne from 
a slipper."
He fixed her with a romantic gaze and said, "Watch me." 
Ruth turned away and said, "Oh gross."
Ellis poured and drank. The slipper's soft fabric soaked 
up most of the bubbly but Ellis got a mouthful, along 
with an old corn cushion.
He choked on it.
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Ruth jumped up and pounded his back. The rubber dot shot 
out of his esophagus like a bullet and stuck to the glass 
on the china cabinet. Ellis leaned on the table and gasp
ed, "What the hell are you tryin' to do, kill me?"
"You're the idiot that wanted to drink out of my slipper," 
said Ruth.
"Yeah," said Ellis, "And you're the one that didn't warn 
me that it was loaded."
Ruth was too mad to answer, so she smashed the heart- 
shaped box over his head. He wore it around his neck 
like a yoke as he crawled along the rug on his hands and 
knees, gathering the scattered candy.

BETTY GETS HIRED ON
The management at the Loma Alta Cafe, in a break from their 
tradition of hiring late-twenties, early-thirties divorced 
women as waitresses, took on Betty, a short, dumpy, post
retirement girl with an ink-black bouffant, a million dirty 
jokes, a laugh like a donkey, and a pair of short, shape
less legs that looked absolutely ridiculous in the short- 
skirted uniform.
The other girls laughed at her behind her back, calling 
her 'Sexpot' with a roll of the eye. But the old girl 
could move around the tables, and she even made the cook 
blush (something that was thought impossible since Bill 
was considered by everyone who knew him as the most dis
gustingly demented human being on the face of the earth) 
when she gave him a hard and unexpected goose to, "Hurry 
that idiot up on my short stack he's been sittin' on."
She was even earning a little grudging respect with the 
amount of tip money she was pulling in, until she went 
too far by sitting on the lap of one of the regulars and 
sticking her tongue in his ear. Some things were just 
considered unfair tactics.
They decided to have a word with her, before things got 
out of hand. If this didn't get nipped in the bud, the 
next thing you know she'd be running around topless.
So when Betty stepped back by the coffee machine to suck 
up a cigarette, Delores came up to her and said, "Don't 
you think it's a little ... undignified, shall we say, 
sitting on a customer's lap, Honey, an old girl like you?"
Betty squinted at her through the smoke she was blowing,
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stabbed the butt down hard in the ashtray, and said, 
"Honey (dripping venom), you do it your way, I'll do it 
mine," giving the cigarette one last vicious stab and 
grabbing the coffee pot. She started out for the floor 
to do refills, then spun and turned back to the tight- 
lipped Delores. "I'll tell you something, Hon. That 
guy left a five-dollar tip for the dollar ninety-eight 
breakfast special, and I'll tell you something else," 
moving in close to the younger woman, "If I had a body 
like yours, he'd of left twenty. So why don't you loosen 
up, huh?"
Delores finished ringing up a ticket. Amy came back for 
the pitcher of ice water and asked her, "You talk to the 
Sexpot?"
Delores nodded.
"Think it did any good?"
"No."
From the floor they heard Betty's gravel voice saying, 
"Ellis, I'll pour ya another cup of Java if you promise 
to keep your hands to yourself, you old pervert," bring
ing laughter from the crowd and Ellis' hand out from 
under the table to make a fake grab at the old girl's 
crotch. Betty slapped it hard and said, "Watch it Ellis, 
I'm not that kind of girl, you know."
Bill came out from the kitchen for a cup of coffee, pull
ing at the seat of his pants, trying to dislodge his 
underwear from where it had been shoved and said, "That 
old broad is something else, ain't she?"
Delores nodded, and Amy said, "Chippy from the word go."

LOPSIDED BLUES
Betty had to think of her reputation. Her customers in 
the cafe were getting a little too fresh. So when Ellis, 
as she was refilling his coffee, asked her if she'd give 
him a little leg, she said, "No, Honey, no leg today, but 
how 'bout a little tit?" and she reached into her uniform, 
pulled out her breast prosthesis, and laid it on the table 
in front of him.
He gasped and recoiled, his eyes as big as the sunny-side 
eggs on his plate, as big as the pink rubber nipple on 
the disembodied breast. He slid away from it on the bench 
seat, sputtered, and spit out the words, "MY GOD."

73



Betty snatched her boob off the table and ran back to the 
kitchen. She leaned up against the refrigerator and 
laughed so hard that her feet slid out from under her on 
the greasy floor. She was sitting there gasping, wiping 
the tears from her eyes, and trying to regain her com
posure, when Bill, the cook, came up and asked her, "What 
the hell is that in your hand, Betty?"
She giggled and handed it over. He took a look, dropped 
it like it had burned him, and said, "MY GOD," as it 
bounced away and rolled under the grill.
Out front, the other waitresses huddled together around 
the coffee machine, horror stricken, talking among them
selves about what a shameless old hussy this new girl 
Betty was.

WATCHIN' THE DOG
Clete and Juanita drove off to Vegas, leaving their dog 
in the care of the next door neighbors, Ruth and Ellis, 
and Ruth and Ellis were finding out that Ginger, three 
pounds of beetle-browed, stick-legged, high-stepping 
Chihuahua, would steal the food right out from under 
your nose if you weren't careful: a weiner had disappear
ed from Ellis' T.V. tray when he'd gotten up for a beer, 
Ruth had lost two-thirds of a jelly donut when she was 
paging through the T.V. guide, and one of two T-bones 
that had been laid out on a paper plate on the picnic 
table vanished when Ellis turned his back to light the 
briquettes.
The final straw was when Ruth caught the little pig up 
on the kitchen counter sniffing at the big sixteen-pound 
ham she had cooling on the cutting board.
She slunk into the kitchen on the dog's blind side and 
silently slid the meat cleaver from the utensil drawer.
She brought it down with the intention of beheading the 
little glutton, but she missed. The cleaver smashed the 
cutting board and bounced the ham and Ginger into the 
air. The dog hit the ground scampering, going nowhere 
on the glossy, freshly waxed floor before she finally, 
and barely an inch in front of certain death, got some 
traction and flew.
Ruth gave chase, bending and bringing the cleaver down, 
divoting her shag rug, her front porch, her front lawn, 
and her driveway as Ginger zigged and zagged away from
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each blow like she had radar. Ruth pulled up and skidded 
to a stop at the sight of Clete and Juanita's Ford Granada 
doing a tire-screeching, door-flinging stop at the curb. 
Ginger leaped into the cab and Juanita leaped out. "What 
the hell kind of a baby-sitter are you, anyway?" she said, 
advancing on Ruth with her fists balled up and her jaws 
clenched tight.
Ruth shook the cleaver under her neighbor's nose and said, 
"The kind who almost lost a week's worth of meat to that 
mangy little mutt of yours." Juanita sprang at her. Ruth 
swung the cleaver. Juanita caught her wrist and they 
clinched and wrestled, like two vicious, dancing, muu muu 
clad hippos, while Clete got the bags from the trunk and 
carried them inside and Ginger sneaked by them, heading 
back toward that ham.

TUNA
The aroma of Juanita's tuna casserole wafted out the win
dows and the screen door, drawing every cat in a half-mile 
radius. They gathered on the front porch and back fence 
rails, caterwauling horribly.
Clete slipped out the sliding glass door with his pistol 
and started blasting away, blowing splintery holes in his 
fence.
The cats disappeared.
Juanita lifted her casserole from the oven and set it on 
a hot pad on the dining room table. She stuck a serving 
spoon in the middle of the steaming dish and left it to 
cool. It set and hardened like a bowl of concrete. When 
she tried to serve it, she couldn't get the spoon out, so 
she threw a frozen pizza in the oven and turned on the 
T.V.
Clete set the casserole bowl on a makeshift plywood ped
estal in the front yard and challenged all comers to make 
an attempt at removing the spoon. The neighborhood men 
abandoned their weed whips and lawn mowers and lined up 
for their turns. They pulled and strained unsuccessfully, 
and the cats hung around the corners of the house and 
under the cars on the street and driveway, waiting.
Somebody asked what the prize was for the removal of the 
spoon. Clete opened a beer, took a long pull, wiped his 
mouth on his sleeve, and said, "A date with the chef."
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An uneasy silence fell on the crowd as they shifted and 
eyed each other.
Ellis, the next door neighbor said, "You mean Juanita."
Clete belched and said, "Right, Juanita."
The men vanished like the cats had earlier, and the cats 
emerged from their hiding places, slinking toward the bowl, 
stopping on their journey to silently sniff the air.

RUTH LEAHY'S SORE BOTTOM
Ruth was hand watering some dry spots on the front lawn 
when Ranger, the pit bull from up the street, kept by his 
owners for protection for their hundred thousand dollar 
indoor marijuana garden, wandered by and decided to attack. 
He slunk around silently behind her and clamped his power
ful jaws deep into the abundant flesh of her left buttock, 
then lurched backwards, dragging his howling prey across 
the yard.
Ellis was inside admiring the set of used golf clubs and 
their cracked vinyl bag that he'd bought at the Disabled 
American Veterans' Thrift Store. He looked out the screen 
door when he heard his wife's screams and saw her being 
dragged backwards across the lawn by the pit bull belong
ing to the druggies up the street. So he grabbed a rusty 
five iron and dashed outside, and then he dashed the dull, 
evil, inbred brain of the pit bull all over the driveway.
Ruth had to lie out flat on her stomach on the bed of 
Ellis' pick-up truck for the ride to the hospital. She 
got ninety-five stitches and a referral to a good plastic 
surgeon.
When they arrived home, Ranger was still in their drive
way with his crushed skull, curled into a fetal position 
and stiffened like a ninety-pound rock by rigor mortis.
Ruth slid oh so slowly and carefully out of the truck's 
bed and picked him up, cradled in her arms like a large, 
ugly baby. She limped up the sidewalk, trailing blood 
and brain tissue from one end of her load and stinking 
brown lava from the other, with her husband Ellis trip
ping back and forth behind her, trying to talk her out of 
doing anything foolish.
When they arrived at the house with the unkept lawn and 
the torn screen door, Ellis had given up on trying to get 
his wife to drop the dog and come back home. He ran
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ahead of her and opened the screen door, and Ruth stood 
on the porch steps, lifted Ranger over her head, and 
screamed, "HERE'S YOUR GODDAM DOG, YOU LOWLIFE SHITHEADS."
And she threw him, with all her might, through the open 
door, where he bounced off the wall, knocking a hole in 
the plaster board, and into the family room, where he 
demolished a monstrous and nearly completed beer can 
pyramid that his owners had been constructing for the 
last four days.

A LAPSE IN JUANITA'S DIET
Juanita was on a diluted fruit juice diet, trying to shed 
a few pounds for the upcoming bikini season. She was 
sitting on the sofa with a grumbling stomach, watching 
T.V. and changing channels with the remote control every 
time a food commercial hit the screen, when the doorbell 
rang: it was the delivery guy with a hot pizza for her
husband Clete.
She ripped the box from the man's hands and drove her 
face into the steaming pie, tearing off huge chunks of 
it with her teeth, then shaking her head from side to 
side like a dog with a rat. Four bites and the pizza was 
gone. Then she started in on the box.
Back at the pizza place the shop's owner, Mohammed, asked 
Ramon where the money was from his last delivery. Ramon 
told him: "A grizzly bear got the pizza, man. A grizzly 
bear in a muu muu. I didn't ask for no fuckin' money."
Clete stepped in from the garage. He could smell pizza 
but there wasn't any evidence of one in the house.
Juanita was watching the shopping channel on the cable, 
a big watery glass of grape juice on the end table by her 
side. She belched softly. Clete gave her a suspicious 
look. She giggled and said, "Excuse me."

EYE CONTACT
When Ruth and Ellis heard that Big Time Tony and the 
Tourniquets were playing the Acapulco Club again, they got 
themselves gussied up and headed on down, checked their 
coats with the hat check girl, and moved across the dance 
floor toward a stage-side table, Ruth's tumbleweed-sized 
bouffant wig brushing a waiter's tray and nearly tipping 
it over.
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They ordered drinks. While Ruth checked her face in her 
compact mirror, pursing her lips and batting her false 
eyelashed eyes, Ellis caught a guy grinning at her from 
behind a beer pitcher, trying to make eye contact. He 
got up, went over, leaned on the guy's table, and told 
him he was going to get his lights punched out if he 
didn't start looking in some other direction. The man 
protested his innocence. Ellis tipped the pitcher into 
his lap and walked back to Ruth, grinning and straight
ening his tie.
Big Time Tony and the boys took the stage and immediately 
broke into an up tempo instrumental. Harmonica Steve 
blowing like a freight train, Bur Head Henry plucking the 
upright bass, pulling the strings way out and letting them 
slap back hard, then spinning her around and smacking her 
butt on the way, never missing a note.
Ruth and Ellis tapped their feet so hard that the ice 
cubes sang in their glasses. Ellis screamed over the 
music, "SHALL WE DANCE?"
And Ruth screamed back, "WHAT?"
"I SAID, SHALL WE DANCE?"
So they did, the diameter of Ruth's bouffant assuring 
them ample room on the dance floor. Then, halfway through 
the song, Ellis feels a tap on his shoulder. He dances 
away from it, telling himself he'll be damned if he'll let 
some bozo cut in on him.
The band took a break. While Tony and Henry and Steve got 
drinks at the bar, Big Ruben, the drummer, ducked out to 
the alley to smoke some dope. He leaned against the cool 
stucco wall, rubbing his back on the rough surface to get 
at an itch between his shoulder blades. He took a deep 
hit, held it, and watched through the rear screen door of 
the Chinese restaurant as a skinny oriental guy threw a 
handful of something into a hot wok as big as a back-yard 
satellite dish. The little man hopped across the kitchen 
and grabbed a wooden skimmer, hopped back and stirred his 
sizzling creation. White smoke rose, hit the ceiling, and 
folded back down on itself, forming a small mushroom 
cloud. Sharp, pungent, delicious odors floated out through 
the screen, tickling Ruben's nose. He wondered if he had 
time to walk around front and order something to go.
Suddenly a couple of old dudes came banging out of the 
back door of the Acapulco, one of them with a big wet spot 
on his crotch, like he'd peed his pants. They took off 
their coats, folded them, and laid them ceremoniously on 
top of the closed dumpster lid. Then they squared off, 
dukes up, dancing around each other in circles, throwing
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punches and missing by a foot, tiring, breathing hard, 
throwing more errant punches, and finally clinching and 
dancing over to bounce off the empty dumpster, ringing 
it like a gong.
Big Ruben took another hit, smiled wide, and watched the 
two dumb old drunk white motherfuckers shuffle away from 
the dumpster and then fall back on it again, harder and 
louder, bringing the little oriental cook away from his 
wok to watch through the screen. His eyes met Ruben's. 
Both men smiled. The cook jabbered something and shook 
his head as the two combatants fell to the ground and 
rolled into the middle of the alley. Ruben didn't under
stand a word of it, but he guessed it was something like, 
"These two silly bastards don't know how to fight, do 
they?"

BUTCH AND EVELYN: BACK IN THE BEGINNING
Evelyn had a bumper sticker on the back bumper of her 
Buick that said "LIFE'S TOO SHORT TO DANCE WITH UGLY 
MEN." Until tonight, that is.
Tonight she met Butch.
Butch is ugly: bald, bulldog-faced, bow-legged and fat.
But like Evelyn says, "Lord, that man can dance."
She saw him in action on the dance floor of the Acapulco 
Club, frugging with No Tits Trudy, his feet gliding like 
he was on an invisible oil slick, sports coat unbuttoned 
and flairing with each pirouette, beer belly jiggling, 
dropping to the floor and doing the splits, pushing up 
into a handstand, then flipping up onto his feet and 
moonwalking, first backwards and then forwards.
Moonwalking forwards —  nobody, but nobody, moonwalks 
forwards. Nobody but Butch.
Applause from the spectators. Butch bows, his shirt 
hanging out in back.
Evelyn staring, gape jawed, "Gonna peel that bumper 
sticker off, pronto," she says to herself.
Butch wipes the sweat off of his forehead and escorts 
Trudy back to her table, thinking, "If the band would quit 
playing this wimp music and break into something like 
Howlin' Wolf's Little Red Rooster, by God, then I'd really 
show them my stuff . "
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Evelyn comes back inside, finished with the bumper, just 
a sticky patch where the sticker used to be. She freshens 
her mouth with blood-red lipstick, pats her dirty blonde 
bouffant, unbuttons the top button on her blouse, moves 
in for the kill.

SOMETIMES MARRIED GUYS GET PHONE CALLS LIKE THIS LATE AT 
NIGHT FROM THEIR UNMARRIED FRIENDS
Larry says he’s laid up, had his feet operated on, six 
weeks convalescence, can't pay rent with no money coming 
in, so he's moved in with his brother Skip out in Victor
ville who turns out to be a weekend nudist but at least 
not a fag (he's pretty sure) but probably (almost certain
ly) a voyeur and maybe a pedophile.
Larry says the girls he's been meeting recently all have 
tattoos and smoke and look scuzzy and can't put a sentence 
together so, no, he probably (almost certainly) won't be 
getting married soon.
Larry says he might go to the colony with Skip because 
there are a lot of fifteen and sixteen and seventeen year 
old girls there, naked, and he doesn't think that that can 
be classified as pedophilia really, just a natural appreci
ation of feminine beauty at its peak.

PLUMBING PROBLEMS
The steady drip, drip, drip, of the faucet was getting on 
Ruth's nerves, so she got on Ellis, and Ellis, reluctantly 
grabbed a crescent wrench and had a go at playing plumber.
The steady drip, drip, drip, became, within seconds, a 
soaring geyser. When Ruth stepped into the kitchen to 
check the progress, Ellis was attempting to stem the gush
ing water by stuffing his t-shirt into its source.
He wasn't succeeding.
Ruth ran out front and turned the water off. Then she 
threw a mop and bucket at Ellis and told him she should 
never have sent a boy to do a man's job.
Ellis bailed the excess water into the sink while Ruth 
worked on the faucet, and he picked up the debris that had 
floated out from under the refrigerator, most notably the
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skeleton of a small kitten he'd brought home years ago.
It had disappeared one night and he and Ruth had assumed 
that it had run off, or the coyotes had gotten him.
Ruth finished up as Ellis mopped the last of the mess.
She told him to go out front and turn the water on, that 
something had finally been fixed right.
But she was wrong. The entire faucet came off the fixture 
with such force that it dug into the ceiling and stuck 
there, and the geyser roared like before, and Ruth bowled 
Ellis over on her way out front again, yelling back at him 
to get his dumb ass to the phone to call a damned plumber.

THE BOG MUMMY
Clete pushed through the bathroom door and was confronted 
by his naked, one-breasted mother-in-law sitting on the 
toilet. She let out a noise like a bleating goat and 
curled into a fetal position on top of the bowl, to hide 
the front of her body from him. She called him a son-of- 
a-bitch before he could get the door closed.
He clicked the door shut and leaned against the wall in 
the hallway, breathing hard, saying, "Oh Jesus." It hadn't 
been a pretty sight: she was a desiccated, wiry little
woman, bald as an egg from the chemo, her wrinkled brown 
skin making her look like an extraterrestrial off the cover 
of one of those supermarket tabloids she was always buying.
He used the other bathroom and got out of the house before 
the old lady could tell his wife. He wheeled the lawn- 
mower out of the garage and started it up. When he was 
two swaths into it, Mom hobbled out the front door, wear
ing her bathrobe and her crow-black wig. Clete froze, 
holding tight to the roaring mower. She stepped out onto 
the lawn, hit him in the knee with her cane, called him a 
dirty pervert, and limped back into the house.
She died in her bed a week later. Clete's wife Juanita, 
her baby daughter, discovered her in the morning, as stiff 
and dry as an old bog mummy, in the fetal position again, 
wrapped in her blue flannel nightgown. Clete pulled his 
wailing wife from the bed and called 911.
The will specified cremation. She'd already paid for it. 
And a trip into eternal orbit. She'd already paid for that 
too: a company based in Florida, Eternal Orbits Inc. The
company's brochure said they'd launch the dear departed 
with two hundred and ninety-nine other deceased souls in
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their state-of-the-art space capsule, its bulkheads lined 
with shelves holding the brass urns. They would revolve 
endlessly around the planet, presumably dodging incoming 
meteors and the relatively stationary T.V. satellites.
Clete and Juanita hopped a flight to Florida, Mom's brass 
urn tucked down in the bottom of her daughter's handbag.
As the plane lifted off, Clete leaned back in his seat 
and said, "I don't believe this." Juanita dabbed her eyes 
with a napkin and said, "It's what Mom wanted."
The relatives huddled on the edge of the swamp, waiting 
for Eternal Orbits' first launch. The departed rested 
comfortably inside the capsule in seven large green trash 
bags, waiting for blastoff. The brass urns rested com
fortably in the warehouse, waiting for meltdown.
The official from Eternal Orbits called the countdown 
through a bullhorn. The rocket smoked and rumbled in its 
scrap lumber scaffold, then shot into the sky. It did a 
big half-mile arc and crashed down into the swamp.
While the crowd stood frozen in the morning chill, stunned, 
the official from Eternal Orbits made a dash for his com
pany car. The sound of his engine firing woke the crowd. 
They swarmed the car, cursing and screaming, hanging on as 
he crept across the parking lot. By the time he'd hit the 
highway, he'd lost them all, or so he thought. He grinned 
as he saw them fading in his rear-view mirror, still chas
ing him in their futile pursuit. He turned up the radio 
and settled into the plush upholstery, feeling good, until 
the woman's face appeared in his windshield from the roof, 
upside down, screaming and grimacing horribly.

LOTTO
It was lottery night. Ellis drove down to the Seven-Eleven 
to buy two tickets, one for Ruth and one for himself. He 
couldn't park in the lot, it looked like a damned party was 
going on: a suitcase-sized cassette player blared on top
of the newspaper machines, shirtless boys in low slung 
jeans and baseball hats danced with short-skirted, bikini- 
topped girls, stag groups stood around the fringes, smoking 
cigarettes and drinking beer from quart bottles.
Ellis parked in the street and waded through the crowd, 
catching a dancer's elbow in the kidney. He pushed through 
the glass door. "What the hell is going on out there?" he 
asked the gum-chewing cashier. She'd been leaning on the 
counter, looking out the window at the festivities. She
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pushed up to a standing position and reached into her 
blouse to straighten an errant bra strap. She said, "I 
dunno. Party, I guess."
He bought the tickets and walked back outside. The music 
hit him like a slap on the head. A pretty black girl 
grabbed his hand, smiling, pulling him out to the middle 
of the parking lot, enticing him to dance. He heard their 
laughter. They were making fun of him. She shook her 
breasts and started moving, making cat eyes at him, her 
white teeth flashing in the middle of her coal-black face. 
Ellis broke into a fast-paced, modified carioca, catching 
them all off guard. He heard a gasp from the crowd. He 
heard somebody say, "Look at that old guy move." Yes sir, 
look at him move indeed.
The black girl's eyes widened, followed by a smile. She 
tried to fall in step with him, almost matching him step 
for step. Almost. But Ellis had been taking lessons and 
he was hot. The crowd moved back to give them room.
Ruth was at home looking at the bottom of a test tube that 
was filled with her urine. The bottom of the test tube 
was reflected in a small mirror, set at a forty-five degree 
angle in a small stand underneath the vial of prophetic 
fluid. There was a distinct lavender ring forming in the 
bottom of the tube. She swept the stand and the test tube 
and the golden liquid off the marble counter top. She sat 
down heavily on the closed toilet seat. She put her face 
in her hands and groaned. She was forty-seven years old 
and she was pregnant.
The cops came and broke the party up. The young sergeant 
leaned on the hood of his car with his arms crossed, watch 
ing the crowd disperse. He stopped Ellis as he was trying 
to slink away and told him that he ought to be ashamed of 
himself, the girl was young enough to be his daughter. 
Called him an old goat. Ellis told the young cop that 
he'd be doin' the same thing himself, under the circum
stances. The cop told him, "Yeah, but I wouldn't have let 
her get away." Ellis turned to see her climbing into a 
high-riding purple pick-up truck with three boys, showing 
a lot of dark leg. Ellis shrugged his shoulders and blush 
ed. The young cop laughed.
Ellis banged in the front door, looking for Ruth. He call 
ed through the closed bathroom door that he'd gotten her 
lottery ticket. "And you know something?" he said, "I got 
a feeling this is our lucky night. I played your age, you 
know, forty-eight, on your ticket and mine. I just got a 
feeling it's gonna be our lucky night."
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The door opened so hard and fast that Ellis was sucked 
into the room with his wife. She grabbed his collar and 
pushed him up against the wall, dislodging the towel rack, 
knocking it to the floor. She hissed through her teeth,
"I am not forty-eight, Ellis dear, I am forty-seven."

TIME TO TANGO
Clete was dancing to the rock-and-roll show on the T.V., 
shuffling his feet, sucking up static electricity off the 
shag rug like a vacuum cleaner sucks up loose sand off a 
linoleum floor.
Juanita was in the kitchen doing dishes, shaking her huge 
hips to the beat as she scoured the three-quart pot, her 
thighs clapping together under her muu muu as she shimmied, 
registering 4.2 on the Richter scale, rattling the tea 
cups in the china cabinet.
Clete moon-walked across the floor, the hair on his cat's 
back standing up straight as he passed.
Juanita could stand it no longer. She had to dance. She 
rumbled out of the kitchen, jiggling like a barrelful of 
cranberry sauce.
Clete saw her coming and moved toward her, pushing his 
glasses back up on his nose, spearing a flower out of the 
vase and putting it in his mouth. It was time to tango.
They touched; there was an explosion.
Clete woke up on the patio surrounded by bits of broken 
glass, the curtains billowing out of the smashed window.
Juanita came to in the dining room on top of the splinter
ed, shattered remains of the china cabinet. She called 
out to Clete, "Damn it, Honey, you've got to remember to 
ground yourself occasionally, you crazy-legged fool."
Clete knew she was right.
Ginger, Juanita's Chihuahua, aroused from her nap by the 
blast, picked her way through the wreckage and wondered, 
what the hell happened here?
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UROLOGY
The elevator door slid shut and Ruth leaned against the 
wall and closed her eyes. "I’m too old for this," she 
said. The baby wiggled in her arms, gave a little beep 
of a cry, and settled back to sleep.
Her husband Ellis said, "Hell, Ruth, forty-seven's not 
that old. Lots of women have babies at that age." She 
opened her eyes into little slit openings and looked at 
him: a rumpled, balding, overweight man holding a flower 
arrangement with a floating blue IT'S A BOY balloon in 
one hand and her jam-packed overnight bag in the other.
"You're an old fool, Ellis," she said. "And you're get
ting a vasectomy before you even think about sleeping in 
the same room with me."
He cringed at the very thought. "What? Me, go under the 
knife?" he said.
"Yes you, you old goat. Or you're going to become very 
familiar with the couch."
They moved across the parking lot slowly, Ruth slightly 
spread-legged and slightly bent. The tethered balloon 
followed them reluctantly, bobbing and tugging at its 
cord. Ellis took the lead and arrived at the car first. 
He set his load down and opened the trunk. "Don't load 
it up, yet," said Ruth. "I wanna change little Roy's 
diaper." She set the boy down in the hub of the wheel of 
the spare tire. He wiggled and moved his arm over his 
head. "He looks like a little angel, doesn't he?" said 
Ruth, smiling tiredly. She spread the blanket and un
fastened the boy's diaper.
Ellis said, "Look at the cock on that kid, will ya? You 
can sure tell whose boy he is, huh?" giving his wife an 
elbow.
"Shut up and get me a clean diaper," said Ruth.
He leaned over and rooted in Ruth's overnight bag. Ruth 
traced her finger on the baby's cheek and smiled. And 
the baby let loose with a spout of water. Ruth stepped 
to the side. The water shot up in a solid stream, arcing 
out of the trunk, and broke into golden globules on its 
downward journey. They thunked down on the blue balloon, 
knocking it away, and splattered on the old man's head as 
he came up with a fresh diaper. "What the hell?" said 
Ellis. "S'it rainin' or what?"
"Give me the diaper," said Ruth, smiling broadly. "You 
been christened, Dad."
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"What?" said Ellis, holding his palm out and looking at 
the sky. "Tell me that was rain. It was, wasn't it?"
Ruth's mom came to visit and help with the new baby. She 
cornered Ellis when he walked in the door with the over
night bag and the flower arrangement with the helium 
balloon. She said, "If you don't get yourself fixed, 
Pancho, I'll do it myself some night while you're asleep. 
You two are too damned old for kids."
"I told him as much myself, Mom," said Ruth, as she walk
ed softly through the door with the precious little acci
dent in her arms.
The ladies took the baby to the bedroom and clucked and 
cooed over him. Ellis got on the phone to the urologist 
and made an appointment. Then he hid all the knives.
Dr. Warner was one funny guy. He kept a chain saw in a 
bottom drawer in the operating room. They had Ellis laid 
out, naked and shaved. The doctor came up with the 'power 
scalpel.' He pulled the cord and it roared and farted 
black smoke. Ellis took off, screaming like Tarzan. Ruth 
and Mom tackled him as he attempted to exit the waiting 
room. It took both ladies, three orderlies, and one of 
Ruth's pile-driving punches to the gut to get him back 
into the operating room.
Dr. Warner chuckled and said, "What's the matter, Ellis, 
can't you take a joke?" as he stropped his straight razor 
on the leather strap that hung from the wall next to the 
balance scale.
Ellis sat on the couch with an ice pack in his crotch.
His scrotum was a bruised maroon color and swelled so big 
it looked like there were a couple of grapefruits inside. 
He drank beer for the pain. Ruth's mom hogged the T.V., 
forcing him to watch the soaps during his recuperation, 
but at least the old bat made refrigerator runs for him.
"Mom,” he said. "Be an old sweetheart and get me another 
brew. I'm starting to throb."
She waved him off. "You're gonna have to hang on for a 
second, Pancho," she said, her eyes glued to the tube.
"I think this girl's about to get some action." And the 
girl was indeed getting some action, from a tall dark 
stranger with a mustache. He cornered her behind a huge 
leafed house plant and groped her up and down, while 
Ellis groaned and whimpered so much that he finally got 
on Mom's nerves. "Oh Christ," she said. "You're such a 
baby." She got up and got a beer out of the refrigerator 
and tossed it at her low-pain-threshold son-in-law. He
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didn't see it coming in time and it landed in his lap.
His scream rattled the windows and woke the baby, and got 
the next-door neighbor, Clete, on the phone to the cops, 
because he was sure that somebody had just been murdered 
at Ruth and Ellis' house.

PIZZA BLUES
Clete and his neighbor Ellis called De Nio's Pizza and 
had a big one delivered. Clete stiffed the driver and 
carried the hot box out to the patio so they could sit in 
the lawn chairs and eat their feast to the sound of the 
pool filter's sighs.
Ellis lifted the first wedge, trailing a string of cheese 
all the way back to the box, but before he could bite in
to it Clete's wife's Chihuahua, Ginger, charged out the 
doggie door, leaped and snatched the fragrant triangle, 
and hit the ground running.
Ellis screamed, "YOU LITTLE BITCH," and jumped up and 
kicked at her, landing a glancing blow to her hindquarters, 
sending her spinning, with her booty, into the deep end 
of the pool.
Clete said, "I'd leave that dog alone if I were you, Ellis. 
That's Juanita's baby."
But Ellis didn't listen: he grabbed the long handled, two
pronged fork from the rack on the side of Clete's BBQ and 
ran around the side of the pool, stabbing at the dog
paddling thief, while Clete giggled and said, "Get her, 
Queequeg, get her."
Juanita came home from the mall and caught him at it. She 
kicked his ass, and she kicked Clete's ass too, for not 
standing up and protecting her baby. Then she tossed them 
both into the pool and scooped Ginger to safety with the 
long-handled skimming net.
Ginger got a quick towel drying and a fresh slice of the 
pie, and the men got their brains rattled by the handle 
end of the metal skimming net, wielded by Juanita. She 
bounced it off one head and then the other, forcing Clete 
and Ellis to seek temporary refuge under the cool, silent 
water, where they communicated with grunts and squeals and 
hand gestures.
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TO THE SOUND OF AN ACCORDION
Trina and Nichole sat on the sidewalk in front of the 
Seven-Eleven, smoking cigarettes and drinking cokes, 
made-up, low-cut and barefoot. Older boys would try to 
pick up on them and they'd just act bored.
The little man shuffled out of the shadows across the 
parking lot, a thick black suitcase in his hand. He wore 
a dirty green windbreaker, a ten-day growth, a tattered 
watch cap, and one clouded eye. Nichole gave Trina a 
wide-eyed look of derision and disbelief. They both 
laughed.
He set the case down next to the paper machines, opened 
it, and gently lifted the accordion. It sighed happily as 
the man shouted something the girls couldn't understand. 
Then he played and sang.
Bill came out with his six-pack and stopped to listen to 
the little man working the squeeze box. The song was a 
mover, real fast tempo. He didn't understand the words.
He tapped his foot and smiled, then walked over and asked 
the two teenaged girls if either of them would care to 
dance. They laughed. The blonde one said, "Gimmee a 
break. We like, you know, younger guys." Then they 
laughed some more. Bill stepped back, opened a beer, and 
listened to the music.
Carmen pulled into the parking lot and got out of her car. 
She'd worked the early shift at the topless place and she 
was tired. She just wanted to get a six-pack, go home 
and sit in front of the tube with her feet up. "What the 
hell is this?" she said to herself. A crowd was gathered 
around a small dirty man with an accordion. He said some
thing and everybody laughed. The accordion wheezed. The 
man called across the parking lot to her, "COME ON OVER 
PRETTY LADY. DON'T BE SHY. I PLAY YOU A SONG." The 
people had turned to look at her. She liked his accent; 
French, she thought. She crossed the lot. The crowd 
parted and let her up front.
"This one's for you, my friend," said the little man,
"It's called, Eh, Tite Fille," and he broke into it, arms 
pumping, singing loud. She couldn't understand the words 
but the music was beautiful. She started to dance. A 
man in a baseball cap pounded on the paper machine with an 
empty beer can. She spun around and put her hands over 
her head, clapping them to the beat, moving her hips. Her 
breasts quivered under her cut-off t-shirt, the light brown 
bottoms of them showing, just barely, under the shortened 
hem.
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One of the men screamed, "AIEE," and another shouted,
"PLAY THAT SQUEEZE BOX, BROTHER, PLAY THAT SQUEEZE BOX."
The little man did.
Trina threw her cigarette down and blew a long cloud of 
smoke into the air, looking disgusted. "God, this is so 
gross," she said. Her friend Nichole nodded in agreement, 
saying, "She's ugly, isn't she?"

A DRIBBLE, A DROPLET
Ruth and Ellis were involved in sex play: not intercourse,
not procreation —  sex play. They needed a post-vasectomy 
semen sample to give to the lab, to see if Ellis still had 
it.
Ellis held the little jar.
Ruth worked.
Ellis moaned and said, "Faster."
Ruth did something nasty, something Ellis had always loved. 
It made him crazy and it made him slow with the little jar. 
The first glob shot into the air like an amoeba on the wing, 
looping over Ruth's head and dropping down behind her onto 
the rug. She grabbed his hand and positioned it to catch 
the remains: a dribble, a droplet.
She held it up to the light as Ellis laid back and gasped 
on the bed. "Hope it's enough," she said.
Ellis drove it down to the lab. The white-coated woman 
held it up to the light, inspecting it like it was a shot 
of whiskey. She frowned, and seemed to be about to say 
something when Ellis cut her off: "Hope it's enough," he
said, grinning sheepishly.
She shrugged her shoulders and took it to the back.
The lady lab techs got a kick out of his sample. They 
kept laughing at the jar with its little dribble in the 
bottom, saying, "What a stud, what a stud," and, "You 
don't wanna roll with this Ellis character, he'll blow 
your damned head off, he will."
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CLETE AND JUANITA CELEBRATE THEIR ANNIVERSARY
As Clete and Juanita followed the maitre d' through the 
restaurant, Clete made fun of the little man's swishing, 
light-stepping gait, doing his own exaggerated version, 
drawing muted laughter from the other diners and muffled 
giggles from his wife.
Clete's foil must have figured out he was being made the 
butt of a childish joke, and he must have had some pull 
with the kitchen, because when the lobsters arrived at 
Clete and Juanita's table they were rather undercooked, 
to the point of being still alive, even frisky.
Juanita's reached out and crushed the stem of her wine 
glass in its claw. She screamed and pushed herself away 
from the table as the wine splattered her dress. Clete 
jumped up and leaned over with a nutcracker to rescue 
her and his dinner snatched him by the groin, getting a 
clawful of trouser, just missing the important stuff.
He straightened up, terrified, thinking it had gotten 
the goodies and the pain just hadn't registered yet. He 
spun away from the table with his lobster still attached 
to his fly, its tail cutting the air like a rudder, 
making it rise and fall like a carnival ride.
Juanita sat frozen at the table, arms length away, as 
her dinner waved its long antennae at her and made its 
slow, relentless approach. Her little Chihuahua, Ginger, 
who she'd sneaked into the restaurant in her purse, woke 
up when Juanita screamed at the lobster falling off the 
table to the floor. The dog's knobby head popped out of 
the handbag and she came face-to-face with what certain
ly would have been the death of her if she didn't do 
something fast. So she did: she clawed her way up
Juanita's body like a monkey to a perch on her shoulder, 
where she sat yapping and shivering and piddling, as 
the maitre d' led another couple through the dim light, 
smirking, making a mental note to come back to tell the 
lady that there were no dogs allowed in this establish
ment .

BONDING: ELLIS AND ROY
It had been six weeks since the baby was born and Ruth 
decided it was time to get away from him for a night, to 
go out and see a movie. "You got it, Ellis," she told 
her husband as she checked her face in her compact mirror,
Ellis didn't answer; he was absorbed in his football 
game.
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"Huh? What? I'm listening, God damn it," he said, 
turning reluctantly from the tube.
"O.K.," said Ruth, rummaging in her purse for her car 
keys. "I expressed some breast milk, it's in that 
plastic tropical punch jug in the refrigerator; the 
little guy'll be hungry when he wakes up. Give him 
twelve ounces, heat it for thirty-five seconds in the 
microwave, no more, no less; and he hasn't had a b.m. 
today, so keep a sharp eye out, hear? And remember to 
sterilize the nipples, twenty minutes in boiling water, 
it's very important; if he's cranky, sing to him, he 
seems to like Cole Porter; and make sure you get the 
diaper on real snug, otherwise they leak ...."
Ellis had slowly turned back toward his game while his 
wife instructed him, and gradually increased the T.V.'s 
volume with his remote control, until her voice was com
pletely drowned out. She would've dragged him out of 
the chair by his ears, but the doorbell rang and saved 
him. It was their neighbor, Juanita.
"C'mon, Ruth, let's go. The movie starts at six."
Ruth looked concerned. "You think he'll be O.K. with 
the baby?" she said, nodding her head in her husband's 
direction.
"He'll do fine, Honey, don't worry,” said Juanita.

The baby woke as the girls pulled out of the driveway 
and immediately started to scream. Ellis tried raising 
the T.V.'s volume even higher, but it didn't work. He 
could still hear the kid. He jumped up, put the bottle 
in the microwave, and grabbed the wailing baby from the 
crib.
"Oh shit," he said. It was a b.m. A big b.m., soaking 
through the sleeper like hot, stinking slough mud, alive 
with aroma. He stripped the kid and the crib and filled 
the washing machine. The baby continued to scream. Ellis 
washed him off under the running water in the tub and 
fought the damp, uncooperative little limbs into a fresh 
sleeper. Then he picked him up and ran to the microwave, 
carrying him under one arm, like a football. He opened 
the oven door: apparently he'd set it for the wrong time;
the bottle had melted into a bubbling, transparent glob.
He poured another from the jug and pried his previous 
attempt off the bottom of the microwave with a kitchen 
knife. He put the new one on, setting it for thirty-five 
seconds, like Ruth had said.

"Ellis, are you listening to me? ELLIS."
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The doorbell rang. It was Clete, his next door neighbor, 
Juanita's husband: "What the hell are you doin' to the
kid, for cryin' out loud? You can hear him all over the 
damned neighborhood."
Ellis pulled the bottle out and tested its temperature 
by squirting a dash of milk on the inside of his fore
arm. It was too cool. He put it on for another thirty- 
five seconds.
"I'm not doin' anything to him," he told his neighbor. 
"I'm just tryin' to get him fed and shut him the hell 
up."
Clete stuck his fingers in his ears, looked at the T.V., 
and said, "Who's winnin'?"
Ellis struggled with his squirming son and said, "Damned 
if I know, I haven't had a chance to watch."
"Huh?" said Clete, removing a finger from his ear.
"Fuck you, Clete," said Ellis.
The baby screamed harder. The microwave beeped. Clete 
said, "Damn, the kid's gonna keep that up, I'll go watch 
the game at home. It's startin' to get on my nerves."
Ellis punched Clete in the nose, knocking him down.
Clete stood up with his head tilted back, pinching his 
bleeding nostrils.
"I knowd whed I'b not welcob," he said, and walked out 
the door, leaving a trail of little red droplets on the 
shag rug.
The baby continued to howl. Ellis grabbed the bottle 
from the microwave and tested its temperature again.
His flesh sizzled as the steaming milk hit it: "GOD 
DAMN IT TO HELL," he screamed, dropping the bottle and 
his son.
Angry blisters rose on the delicate skin. He picked the 
baby up and poured another bottle as b.m. number two 
soaked through the sleeper into his t-shirt, and the 
washing machine, under the influence of an overdose of 
liquid soap, erupted, spewing foamy white lava onto the 
garage floor.

Two hours passed. Baby Roy wouldn't shut up and he 
wouldn't take the bottle. Ellis laid him on the bed and
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punched the wall to vent his frustrations, and then he 
punched the mattress an inch from the boy's face, sending 
him high into the air in a triple front somersault.
Ellis cried, "Oh my God," and shuffled back to catch his 
son, who was tumbling across the room like a poorly thrown 
forward pass. He scooped him up just before he hit the 
rug, pulling him up and clutching him to his chest. The 
boy was saucer-eyed and silent, until he figured out that 
he wasn't dead. Then he resumed his vocalizations, fueled 
now by fear instead of anger.
Ellis fixed another bottle and wrestled with his son in 
his recliner, his nerves as shot as they could be. The 
football game was long gone. It had been replaced by a 
mini-series about World War Two. Everybody was screwing 
everybody else. And the baby's screams had turned into 
a hoarse and desperate shout.
Finally, as Carson started in on his monologue, Baby Roy, 
too tired and hungry to be defiant anymore, took the 
nipple that his father had been stabbing at his face and 
finished the milk in one huge slurp. Then he let out a 
loud, somnolent burp, and fell asleep in his father's 
arms.
When Ruth and Juanita encountered blood on the porch, they 
feared the worst. Ruth said, "Oh my God," and put her 
hand over her mouth. Her eyes watered as her inagination 
worked. Juanita grabbed her arm and led her inside the 
house.

The only light was the erie glow from the T.V.'s test 
pattern. Ruth whimpered like a puppy. Juanita hit the 
light, squinted around the room, and said, "Oh look, how 
cute."
Ellis was kicked back in his recliner, snoring and drool
ing out of the side of his mouth. Baby Roy, with just a 
touch of white spit-up on his cheek, was sleeping peace
fully on his father's bare chest, clasping a handful of 
the salt-and-pepper chest fur tightly in his tiny fist.

LUAU

When Clete got home from work, Juanita was playing ukulele 
music on the stereo while she danced the hula in a shedding 
grass skirt. "What's up?" Clete asked.
"Luau," said Juanita, floating her fleshy arms one way and 
then the other. She hula-ed out to the kitchen and pulled
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"The pig's in the backa butcher knife out of the drawer, 
yard," she said. "That's your job."
Clete took the knife from her and stepped out the sliding 
glass door: there was a fresh hole in the lawn the size
of a burial plot, its bottom covered with steaming hot 
beach cobbles. The pig, a big mean looking fellow with 
little pink eyes, was huddled in the corner of the yard 
with his butt backed up against the fence. He snorted and 
pawed the ground when he saw Clete.
Clete stepped back inside and said, "Juanita, why don't we 
just get a nice canned ham; you know, stick it with some 
cloves, smear it with brown sugar and pineapple juice...."
Juanita halted her hula for a moment to glare at him.
Clete said, "O.K. I'll go get Ellis to help me."
Juanita said, "Good idea," and resumed her dance.
Ellis, their next door neighbor, said, "You gotta hit him 
in the head with a hammer first, then you slit his throat.” 
He went to his garage for his ball-peen, and they were off 
to kill a pig.
Clete steered the unsteady Ellis through the house, out to 
the back yard: the poor fellow had gotten a good look at
Juanita's big white thighs as she hula-ed and her grass 
skirt lost its foliage. He was dazed. The pig took ad
vantage of the situation by charging, knocking him ass over 
tea kettle before he could even get his hammer up. Then 
the beast spun around and went for his throat. Clete 
jumped on the pig's back, hooking his elbow under its chin 
to pull its head back. The pig bucked and spun, but Clete 
held on tight and laid his throat open with the knife.
The luau was on.

THE WEANING OF BABY ROY
Ellis picked up some liquid fertilizer at the hardware 
store and sprayed it on the front lawn. Almost overnight 
the bare brown grass blossomed into a lush, roof-high 
jungle that obscured the house from the street.
Ruth and Ellis' young son, Roy, who was just learning to 
crawl, pushed through the unlatched screen door and vanish
ed in tangled foliage.
Ruth was panic stricken, making several safaris in search 
of the boy, hacking through the overgrowth with a large
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kitchen knife, but she came up empty handed every time. 
After two weeks, she finally convinced Ellis to do some
thing; he'd kept insisting that the boy would turn up 
sooner or later, as soon as he got hungry.
But his wife's arm twisting lit a fire under him. He drove 
out to the back roads behind the city and picked up sev
eral Mexican Nationals who were living in the hills, wait
ing for the strawberry harvest. He armed them with ma
chetes and turned them loose on a jungle-clearing search 
for his boy.
They found him, fattened up on a diet of pill bugs, that
he'd foraged on his own, and raw bunny parts, supplied
to him by a litter of rogue, half-Chihuahua, half-Dachshund 
dogs who'd wandered into the territory and set up house.
Ruth cried with joy when she was reunited with her child,
and she immediately tried to suckle him, but he refused 
her proferred breast; he wanted meat instead:
his carnivorous cravings had been awakened, and there was 
no turning back now.

THE REPERTOIRE EXPANDS
The Loma Alta Brass Band practiced in Clete and Juanita's 
living room, attempting to expand their repertoire. Last 
weekend they'd had a bad experience at the mall: a sales
clerk from the Plump and Pretty Shop, irritated at hearing 
Cole Porter's "Anything Goes" for the fourth time in an 
hour, dragged Bob off the bandstand and slapped him silly. 
She'd singled him out because the chainsaw growl of his 
saxophone had felt like it was cutting through her skull. 
The other members of the band took her hint and packed 
their instruments up immediately.
So now the boys were trying out some new songs: Sonny 
Boy Williamson's "Eyesight to the Blind," for one.
The walls vibrated as Ellis huffed into his tuba; the 
windows shook with Butch's trombone wah-wahs. And Ginger, 
Clete's wife's little skinny-legged Chihuahua, ran yipping 
out the doggie door to the back yard as Clete toodled into 
the high-pitched, ear-stabbing melody on his clarinet.
Clete's wife Juanita tried hard to concentrate on her sew
ing in the back bedroom. She was working on a butterfly 
print muu muu, and even though she had her ears stuffed 
with cotton, she could still 'feel' the tuba. It shook her 
right down to the marrow of her bones, and rattled her
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sewing machine away from the wall. She tried to follow 
it, cursing at the crooked hem, and cursing louder when 
she sewed her finger to the cloth.
The boys took a break. Clete said he thought they were 
sounding fine. Ellis caught his breath. Bob wiped his 
forehead with a handkerchief, and Juanita yelled out from 
the back bedroom that their practice session was over, 
whether they liked it or not, as she hand-backed the 
machine, undoing the stitching from her finger, trying 
not to get too much blood on the cloth.

—  Dan Lenihan 
Oceanside CA
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