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Davin MalasarnGod in Frogs
ICTOR SPENT THE FIRST NIGHT ALONE and awake. 
He listened to the rats scratching inside the walls. He 

traced the line of red dirt that circled his room at ankle 
height. There was one bathroom for fifteen men, and that 
too was stained with red: red in the grout between the tiles, 
red fingerprints on the single water faucet that let out only 
cold, red tracks spiraling toward the drain in the shower 
like a small red solar system. The men too were covered in 
red dust, and soon he would be red with them when he 
went to work in the mines.

He was alone Saturday night, but there were two beds 
lying parallel, one beside the window and his beside the 
wall. There was a closet, which he slid open. He discovered 
a shrine for Mary. A faded postcard in a pewter frame. 
Rosary beads hanging from a corner. A white candle, bent 
downward in the heat, praying, perhaps weeping.

On Sunday it was quiet in the mess hall where he sat 
alone and ate stewed beef and okra. Some men sat and 
watched a television program about a woman who dreamed 
about being in love. The men did not turn to look at him, 
so Victor did not sit down with them. Sunday: Domingo. 
He only knew a few words.

He looked at the books on the wooden desk separat-
ing his bed from his roommate’s. There were geometria 
books and algebra books and quimica books. There was a 
small radio. The antenna was held to the back by a rubber 
band; the end was taped to the wall.

The other man arrived after dinner. His skin was dark 
and clean, washed for his trip, wherever he had gone. They 
shook hands.

“Do you speak English?”
The man shrugged.
“I’m Victor.”
The man stood up straight and said, “Paulo 

Coutinha.”
They shook hands again.
Paulo lay in his bed, covered his face with a towel, and 

soon he was asleep. Victor reached into his suitcase and 
lifted out his journal. He was composing a toast for his 
brother’s wedding, for which he was the best man; it would 
be his only trip home this year. He stared at the white page 
for a while, then he closed the journal. Work would begin 
tomorrow. The process involved spraying cyanide across a 
field of red, crumbling rocks to dissolve the gold inside. It 
would seep down through grates and coat carbon troughs 
where it could be collected. Gold: Ouro. Cyanide: He did 
not know that word.

He went to the bathroom and found that his tooth-
brush was already covered in red dust. He looked at his 

teeth as he brushed, watching the pink foam covering his 
teeth. He wondered if he would ever be blind to the red 
around him.

When he opened the door to his room, Paulo was 
unpacking clean clothes from a backpack and arranging 
them into a drawer underneath his bed. American music 
played on the radio. The Police: “Don’t Stand So Close To 
Me.” Paulo looked over his shoulder when Victor came in.

“How do you say cyanide?” Victor asked.
“No ingles,” Paulo said, shrugging.
Victor slid the fingers of one hand between the fingers 

of the other to show the cyanide moving through the rocks 
and the gold leeching out.

“Ah, cianeto, cianeto,” Paulo said.
“Cianeto,” Victor said, remembering. He smiled. 

“How long have you worked here?…Muito tempo?”
Paulo shrugged.
“Muito tempo? Muito anos?” Victor said.
Paulo lifted up his hands, five fingers on his left and 

three on his right.
“Every day?” Victor said. “Eight anos? Red every 

day?…Vermelho todos dias?”
“Vermelho,” Paulo said. He pronounced it differently 

from the way Victor had said it. He looked around the 
room at the red track as if he’d just remembered it was 
there. Victor sat down on his bed. He did not say more. For 
a moment, the two were quiet, but Paulo seemed to be 
impatient. He lifted up a finger to get Victor’s attention. 
He said, “Ra.”

“What?” Victor said.
Paulo slid the closet door open. From underneath the 

shrine of Mary, he pulled out a small wooden case.
“Ra em uoro,” Paulo said. He brought the case over 

and knelt beside Victor. He opened it and revealed a frog 
entombed in gold.

“In the field?” Victor asked, imagining the frog 
trapped in the carbon troughs as the gold rained down and 
suffocated it.

“Ra,” Paulo said. He lifted the frog by one of its arms 
and held it out to Victor. Victor turned it and examined the 
details of the gold coating. Every fold and bump was 
revealed and permanently fixed. He saw his own reflected 
face morph as it slipped over the surface of the frog.

He returned it to Paulo who placed it into its case and 
slid it back underneath the shrine. Before closing the closet, 
Paulo knelt down and prayed to Mary. 

He turned off the light. 
Victor sunk into sleep, thinking of what he might 

find. 
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Charles HaleG i d d y - U P  L i t t l e  B a b y
HEN MY BEST FRIEND, Fast Eddie, returned to town 
with the news that he had received a DUI while 

visiting his cousins in lower Alabama I knew we were going 
to have to find alternative forms of entertainment. He told 
me about his Alabama adventures while we sat in front of 
the bookstore in camp chairs with a cooler between us. His 
visit was six weeks long and every day he was there he 
wandered the strip malls and the convenience stores with 
one of his five cousins and their friends. There was a girl 
involved. Her name was Robinella and Fast Eddie had 
wedding aspirations. Then one day he caught Robinella 
coming out an automatic carwash riding in the lap of a 
cousin. Needless to say, he canceled the caterer, went on a 
three-day bender, got a DUI, and fled to Oxford. The guy 
needed a distraction, and though I didn’t have breasts, I 
figured I could come up with something.

We made a gallon of red Kool-Aid and one of purple 
Kool-Aid, and got some cups, some ice, and a “FREE 
KOOL-AID” sign. We decided that out in front of the 
bookstore would be as good a place as any to pass the day 
and perpetuate our unselfishness. Whenever there was a lull 
in the drink giveaways, one of us would take to following a 
complete stranger around the square. This was not stalking, 
it was passive-aggressive admiration. After a couple of 
hours of dancing on the verge of being arrested again Fast 
Eddie went to get a newspaper.

“Dude. Check this out,” Fast Eddie hollered.
“I know,” I said. “It’s a newspaper bin converted into 

an art project by a local artist.”
“No dude. Seriously, come here.” 
“I know,” I said. “It’s the hipster paper. I know, I write 

a column for them. Sometimes you’re in it.”
“Goddamn it, Charles,” Fast Eddie yelled. “Would 

you just get off your fat ass and come look at this.”
I poured one more cup of purple Kool-Aid and 

moseyed over to Fast Eddie. He was holding the newspaper 
bin open and staring like a four-year-old on Christmas 
morning. I’ll admit that when I first looked in the bin I was 
speechless. Then I looked around the street to see if anyone 
else had seen what Fast Eddie had discovered. Then I asked 
him the dumbest question I’ve ever asked anyone.

“Is that really a baby?” I asked, with my eyes transfixed 
on the small child shaking a tiny maraca and sitting calmly 
inside the newspaper bin.

“That doesn’t seem to be the most important question 
at this time, does it?” Fast Eddie had a point because this 
was not a ‘wrapped in swaddling clothing and lying in a 
manger’ kind of moment and we certainly weren’t wise men 

carrying frankincense and myrrh. 
After a few glances at each other and at the baby, Fast 

Eddie reached in and pulled it out. Because of the overalls 
it was dressed in, we decided it was a boy.

“We should call him Bert,” Fast Eddie said.
“I concur,” I said. “But, what do we do with Bert now 

that we have him?”
Fast Eddie was holding Bert away from his body, but 

I noticed a resemblance.
“This is your town, Charles,” Fast Eddie said. “You 

should know something we can do with Bert. It’s our duty 
to show this little fella a good time.”

“You’re right, Fast Eddie, as you often are. We could 
use him to pick up chicks, but that might not be so fun for 
him. But I’ve heard tell of a mini horse in some people’s 
yard down the road on Van Buren Ave.”

“You’re telling me,” Fast Eddie asked while making 
silly faces at Bert. “That allegedly there is a mini horse 
within walking distance?”

“Allegedly. Yes,” I said.
“Well then,” Fast Eddie said. “It’s settled. We’ll find 

the mini horse and give Bert his first horseback ride.”
Just as we decided our plan, the mayor walked out of 

the bookstore. I told him about our situation with the 
Kool-Aid, Bert, and the alleged mini horse, and I asked 
him if he would sit with our cooler and chairs for a little 
while. It wasn’t until I told the mayor he could drink all of 
the Kool-aid he wanted that he agreed to sit with our stuff. 

W

“South America, 1940s”
© 2010 Lucy Diamond-Phillips

(www.flickr.com/photos/superbomba/)
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A D JamesonA D

NDIAN JONES NOW LIVES in Brooklyn. He buys vanilla 
Cokes at the corner shop and squeezes the straws until 

they crinkle and tear. He’s cheesy and rundown. Others 
pretend not to notice. The anesthesiologist pretends not to 
notice. Everyone gets old, even Indian Jones. But his 
tedious droning doesn’t help. Pin him to the wall. He likes 
it. Go on. Take a knife and stick it in his shoulder; he’ll just 
giggle. Anything’s better than his drone. You’ll be the guy 
who finally knifed up Indian Jones. Some’ll love you and 
some’ll hate you. Some’ll never believe it, and never give in. 
Some’ll send flowers. Some’ll look for and find the younger 
Indian Jones.

The younger Indian Jones has a small bachelor flat a 
block away, on Upper Brook Street. This is the bar where he 
drinks. He still hasn’t been on a date. He still hasn’t kissed 
a girl. He doesn’t know that he’s Indian Jones, or, rather, he 
doesn’t know yet the Indian Jones that he’ll be. We 
shouldn’t stare at him, or make him feel uncomfortable. Try 
and sit so you can look at his reflection instead. Look at 
how his hair runs the length of his spine. Look at his hot 
pants and silk pants and lace-up leather boots. He’s cool 

and meticulous. He studies everybody in this room, includ-
ing you. He sips cocktails, his hands more fragile than 
butterflies. He’s thinking about stones. Today’s the day he 
sets out as Indian Jones. He has to find stones, made from 
copper and bone and gold. He’ll have to look very hard, but 
he’ll find them. Hidden where only he would look, which 
is how he’ll learn he’s gonna be Indian Jones. After he finds 
the stones, others will tell him he should keep them and 
have them carved up into rings, one for each finger, with an 
eleventh one for his nose. He’ll simply reply, “They belong 
in a museum.” Which is where they are today, whenever 
you want to see them.

Indian Jones memorized everything, and grew up to 
be the hunter, not the hunted. He could sit in the bathtub 
for an hour without getting his pants wet. He could be like 
an animal, and track a rabbit that had hopped across 
melted snow. He never blinked. He never sneaked his 
hands down your pants. He never didn’t find a priceless 
artifact. Once he looked everywhere for a priceless artifact, 
and no matter where he looked a priceless artifact wasn’t 
there. He began wondering whether he’d have to search the 
entire earth. He knew that that would take too long, so he 
sat down to eat his fish cake. That’s when he realized the 
fish cake he’d been carrying in his lunch pail was a priceless 
artifact. Excited, he ran the seven miles to the museum, 
even though he was hungrier than he’d ever been in his 
whole life. Passersby asked why if he was so hungry he 
didn’t eat the fish cake. “It belongs in a museum,” he 
shouted. After that adventure he took three vacations, each 
one to San Pedro, and those were the only vacations he ever 
took.

The several times villains tried to get the best of Indian 
Jones have been documented in the newspapers, and grow-
ing up I could never wait for the Sunday edition.

One time I saw Indian Jones fight off an attack that 
the newspapers didn’t report. I was walking home from 
school when I saw Indian Jones chasing after a strapping 

“Little Man” © 2010 Lucy Diamond-Phillips (www.flickr.com/photos/superbomba/)
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