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    This is dedicated to the crazy geniuses who dared to live by an unapproved code or follow an unprescribed path—and to those who tried to love, understand, and accept them as they were.

      

    

Now I understand
What you tried to say to me
How you suffered for your sanity
And how you tried to set them free
They would not listen, they did not know how
Perhaps they'll listen now
Vincent by Don McLean

I had a dream that I was Van Gogh
Living like a vandal
In my tiny castle
Van Gogh by Pony Bradshaw
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​Introduction
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This story is part of a series of short stories. Their only relation is that each is inspired by a character or characters in a song. Vincent: The Man from Nowhere is the fourth in the series, following...


❖  Little Lou, Ugly Jack, Prophet John

❖  Confession: The True Story of Pancho & Lefty

❖  Tilly Rae and the Rainbow Cafe


This one is unique in the series as it is the only story inspired by two songs from two very different artists in two very different musical eras.

Don McLean is most famous for his epic ballad American Pie, the brilliant song that caught the heartbreak of a generation of Americans when Buddy Holly died in a tragic plane crash. McLean was just as brilliant in his melodic portrayal of the life and art of Vincent Van Gogh. His song, Vincent, helped to inspire this story.

The other song is from the lesser known but immensely talented Pony Bradshaw, a modern troubadour whose style is a mix of Americana, Alt Country, and Blue Grass. His song Van Gogh has such a powerful intro. It just booms in a haunting cry, “I had a dream that I was Van Gogh!” There is no warm-up, no sneaking up on the phrase. It is bold and beautiful...and epic from jump.

Bradshaw’s song was the first to make me think of this story but then I went back to McLean and leaned on him for textured layers of sentiment and longing.

The result, an epic but short story of a mysterious man named Vincent Van Gogh.

Please enjoy.
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​Chapter One: Akers & Darling—Out of Nowhere
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An unlit cigarette dangles from the corner of Sheriff Chester “Chet” Akers’ mouth, bobbing when he talks. His belly does the same above a gold belt buckle with a silver dollar inside—the only thing he inherited from his father, also a sheriff. Heavy eyebrows like untrimmed brush, a Wilford Brimley mustache that sprawls past the corners of his mouth, and folds of cheek fat give him a permanent hangdog look.

He puffs his cheeks, blows out the air with a faint whistle, and looks over the steering wheel at the menacing clouds.

“Jiminy Christmas,” Akers grumbles. “Another fine morning in the Piney Woods.”

“Supposed to rain all day. Maybe all week,” says Deputy Gary Darling, tall and cylindrical, with a bobbing Adam’s apple and a bald, oblong head.

“You know, I didn’t even know who Vincent Van Gogh was ‘til this came up,” the sheriff says. “I mean, I knew about this here feller. Everyone knows ‘bout the crazy preacher whose grandfather settled Nowhere.” 

“That’s a funny name, though, ain’t it?” Darling replies.

“Van Gogh?”

“Nowhere.”

“Yeah. Funny. Way I heard it, the ol’ boy who was this un’s father settled in the Pines after leaving Virginia, where he’d immigrated all the way from Holland or someplace. He and his brood of a dozen kids hacked and carved out a little town, built entirely of the Pines they harvested. Apparently, his wife give out somewhere on the road from Virginia, so it was him and the kids, half of which were grown.”

“Shame about the wife,” says Darling.

“Anyhow, when he went to register the place with the postal service, they asked for a name and he told them it was in the middle of nowhere, but he’d like to call it Amsterdam, after the big city back home. The registrar was half deaf, and he picked up on the word ‘nowhere,’ which he fancied pretty funny. The Dutchman didn’t argue the point. So, he became the founder, the first mayor, and the pastor of the Reformed Dutch Church of Nowhere, Texas. They built roads to haul pine to port. One went due north outta town, and the other ran east and west.”
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Chapter Two: The Four Corners and the Van Gogh House
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Darling nods. “So, what I seen when I checked out the town the other day is that on the four corners of the intersection of Main and Broad, the streets you was referencing just now, is everything Ol’ Pappy Van Gogh established there. You got the courthouse on the northwest corner, which also houses the jailhouse, and the Van Gogh Sundries store on the northeast corner, which is a main attraction for nostalgic folks and antiquers. On the southeast corner is that church, still standing, the original building, though they added a fellowship hall behind it 50 years ago, which also serves as the town hall and the American Legion headquarters for the county. 

On the southwest corner is the house Pappy Van Gogh built, an architectural, three-story wonder with a grand room that rivals any ballroom back east with its high ceiling, scrolled trim, big ol’ rock fireplace, and such. They say there are hidden rooms and the ghost of Pappy Van Gogh can be seen warming hisself by the fire or fixing his preaching cloak and top hat in the big mirror at the end of the main hallway on the second floor. Some say they heard him practicing his sermon using old English words like ‘thee’ and ‘thou.’.”

“Yeah,” answers Sheriff Akers. “The whole damn place is a state historical site. Also, these piney woods are full of the old pioneer’s descendants. Some of ‘em are religious zealots. All of ‘em are backward as Hell and a
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