




















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.  ere 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. e 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.  ere 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. e 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.  ere were geometria
books and algebra books and quimica books.  ere was a
small radio. e antenna was held to the back by a rubber
band; the end was taped to the wall.

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

“Do you speak English?”

e man shrugged.

“I'm Victor.”

e man stood up straight and said, “Paulo
Coutinha.”

ey 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. e 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
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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. e 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 di erently
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
su ocated 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 o the light.

Victor sunk into sleep, thinking of what he might
find.
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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 | 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.  ere was a girl
involved. Her name was Robinella and Fast Eddie had
wedding aspirations.  en 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. e guy
needed a distraction, and though | didn’t have breasts, |
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.  is 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,” | 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. | know, | write
a column for them. Sometimes you're in it.”

“Goddamn it, Charles,” Fast Eddie yelled. “Would
you just get o 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 | was
speechless.  en | looked around the street to see if anyone
else had seen what Fast Eddie had discovered.  en | asked
him the dumbest question I've ever asked anyone.

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

“ at 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
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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.

“ is 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. “ at allegedly there is a mini horse
within walking distance?”

“Allegedly. Yes,” | 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. 1 told him about our situation with the
Kool-Aid, Bert, and the alleged mini horse, and | asked
him if he would sit with our cooler and chairs for a little
while. It wasn't until | told the mayor he could drink all of
the Kool-aid he wanted that he agreed to sit with our stu .







N

“Little Man” © 2010 Lucy Dia;nond-PhiIIips (www. ickr.com/photos/superbomba/)

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. e 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.

e younger Indian Jones has a small bachelor flat a
block away, on Upper Brook Street. s 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
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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, “ ey 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.  at'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
didnt 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.

e 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.

INDIAN JONES DEFEATS KILLER GOLEM

INDIAN JOKES SURVIVES DEADLY
HIPPY WARLOCK

One time | saw Indian Jones fight o an attack that
the newspapers didnt report. | was walking home from
school when | saw Indian Jones chasing after a strapping
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HE LAST TIME | SAW my grandmother was at a nursing “Okay.”

home in a part of town I'd never seen. It was raining and “Do you believe in God?” she said.
the leaves were falling. ey stuck to the sidewalk, then to “Please don't ask me that, Grandma,” | said. “You know.”
your shoe, having dropped from the rain. She didn't say anything.

My grandmother’s hair was drawn from her face. She was “What happens afterwards, Charlie?” she repeated.
lying on her back. I squeezed her hand. “You're not going anywhere,” | said.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” she said.

“No.” 3

“Well,” she muttered. | stepped into the hall.

She'd been laid out under a few blankets. e TV was I saw an old acquaintance of mine. He was visiting
on, softly, and the door was ajar. e smell of urine came from  someone—he didn’t say whom. | tried, but I couldn’t remem-
the hallway. ber his name. All I could remember was that he went by his

“You should cut your hair,” she said. “Girls dont like ~ middle name.
long hair.” He watched me as if he were waiting for me to say some-

I took her hand. It was damp. thing.  en he shook my hand and walked away.

“How are you feeling?” | said. From the hallway, | could see inside all the rooms.  ere

My grandmother was ninety-one years old. She was  were machines for which | had no names. e nurses wore
dying. baby blue smocks.

“ e nurses are lousy,” she said. “Whats on TV?” | said as | returned to my

I examined her room. It was a modest cell lookingouton  grandmother’s room.

a parking lot. My grandmother’s name, “Hazel Quinn,” was “What?” she asked.
written above the bed on a paper heart. e walls were made “I said, ‘What’s on TV'?”
of cinder blocks. “Oh.”

“Do you watch TV?” | asked. She didn't elaborate. “What's on TV?” | repeated.

“Oh”—she was surprised—"I watch Pat Sajak.” My grandmother began to cry. It started with a whimper.

“You mean the ‘Wheel of Fortune™?” | said. en she gripped both sides of her bed and shook the

“Yes, that.” blankets.

I hadn't seen her since her surgery. My father and two “I hate it!” she screamed.
aunts had been there. e ward had had a slow elevator. She turned toward me. “I hate it, Charlie!”

She looked at me. “Your hair is curly,” she said. I stared at her. e veins in her neck were ugly.

“Yes,” | said. “Don't,” | said.

“It didn’t used to be so curly.” “Dont what?” she cried. “What am | supposed to do,

“No.” Charlie?”

“Do the girls like it that curly?” she asked. I looked out the window. e parking lot was dark. e

“I don't know,” I said. I could hear it raining outside. sky receded and a streetlight came on.

“It’s very long,” she said.

4
2 “Your grandpa’s a stinkpot,” my grandmother said.

My grandmother hadn't been diagnosed with anything “Okay,” I said.
new; she was just dying. She had been dying, o and on, for “I don't like the cemetery,” she continued. “It’s too
about a year. dark. I don't want to be in a box next to your grandfather

“Charlie,” she said, “what happens afterwards?” in a box.”

“How do you mean?” | asked. “Put us in the same box,” she concluded.

“After you go.” “Okay,” | said.

“What happens?” Neither of us spoke again for a while.

“Yes.” “How’s your church?” she said.

“Don't ask me that,” | said. “Fine,” I replied.

“I don't mean, do people come to your funeral.” “Are there any girls there?”

“No.” “No.”

“Do you believe in angels, Charlie?” “How’s your mass?”

“No,” | said. “ esame,” | said. “I say the same things as before.”

“I don't believe in angels, either,” she said.
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ou are the sovereign who rides me; I am the ass.

We had made contact just beyond this sphere.
From among the planets, a tiny bit of space junk fell.

What would a cosmoplast look like if it were us?
Struck by its own discarded stages, which didn’t burn up
on impact.  at’s why we need a more formal class

in matter.  at’s why physics. And that’s why God
allowed us to make junk. He himself made junk of the void
and called them planets. A tiny bit of space. In space.

Alert the media that things are going to have to change.
For one thing, there’ll be no trip up the Irrawady.
What would Jesus or Roger do? Take it up the Aswan

cataract as a suitable alternative. If love may be fallen into,
so might the meteor crater. So might gravity suck us
toward the great black hole in our own unheavenly crown.
Oh, infernal orbits. Even they will not keep us. Falling.
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hen | think of sorrow | always think of sparrows. And zebra finches

flushing to twice their size then shrinking again to something small some-
thing that disappears. | think of the rabbit that watches me from the lawn that
doesn't run when | startle it walking to the laundromat in my pajamas tipsy from
drinking alone though they say wine might be good for me. And really I still smile
when | watch the squirrels chase each other along the telephone line but it’s on a
night like this when | realize | can't see myself alive in twenty years though | can
see myself in the kitchen, in anybody’s kitchen, closing my eyes, biting down on a
barrel like it’s a muffin like it’s birthday cake. And there are times when the shape
of my hands on my thighs is almost enough. When the cold summer rain is almost
enough. When the phone ringing in the other room is like a sparrow singing in the
too-late morning when I'm still in bed when I'm watching the ceiling waiting for
it to open to cave in. Waiting for the neighbor’s dog to start barking for the fire
engines blowing through the red lights for the moment when I turn and am forced
to realize no one’s there and that someone could be.  at the bed is too big.  at
there are squirrels in every city and they could be the same squirrels really. Realize
there will never be a time when it feels easy. Realize no matter how much I wish it
the ceiling is solid and the rain is over and I'm here and cold and walking in the
street at two with a basket of dirty sheets. Realize the rabbit has such large eyes and
when | feint toward it, it takes o into the street. And somehow I'm surprised
when its tail flashes like Hatteras like a mirror in the sun.
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Cash Rules Everything Around Me

C.REAM.
get the money
Dolla dolla bill yall —Wu-Tang Clan
here does the paper come from? Trees is the answer. Fort Knox says my father.
ere is gold and gold and gold there. e paper is the money is the = (equals ‘~

sign) is the gold. Let’s make more. Negative numbers are all over the place. ey sew
people’s pockets with holes and trash the sidewalks with trashcan trash. Afterwards
they laugh about it a lot. Look at them filling stu  up with their empty. Look at them.
If you do not see them you must not walk anywhere or else you are a dirty liar without
any pockets. Let’s make more. When Mr. Rogers was alive, he took me to the factory
where they make the paper. e paper says we trust god. | trust my father and Mr.
Rogers. God must want all the people to come live with him so he kills them. Some
fast and some slow. Mr. Rogers, when the people enter the gates do they look like
sheets shuffling o a machine or like zeros vomiting? Are all the people invited to
heaven or just the ones with televisions? Let’s make more so that all the people can buy
televisions just in case. Let’s make more. e trees have never minded.

SHE%9%

I left at least three ghosts in the Black Hills of

South Dakota. Each mimics the needle
shade of a di erent pine. Ghosts must
camouflage themselves with the terrain they face.
At any given moment, one of the ghosts is caught
stealing firewood from behind a gas station.
Another is getting high next to the clearest lake in
Custer, watching ripples on the water wash over
other ripples on the water. A third is breaking my
last pair of glasses again and again.  ere may be
a fourth ghost wandering around somewhere
wearing the hat you lost when you went there
without me.  at’s what you get.

“Mas Da” © 2010 Ashley Anderson
(www. - ickr.com/photos/pressstarttobegin)
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