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We drive north through Arizona in something like silence. No cell service, and I didn’t think to download music. There’s coughing. There’s radio static. Minimal small talk. The slurp of iced coffee, the rattle of ice cubes, the clang of the trailer hitched to our rental that carries our dad. 

The small talk includes my remarks on the landscape: red rock formations and enveloping dusk that pinks and then rusts as we move toward evening. A faint waxing moon in one corner of sky. All I can muster is, “Wow, pretty.” It includes Nick asking if I might sip my coffee in a silenter manner. It includes a discussion of the car’s ideal climate, a matter about which we disagree. I perspire above 68°, while my cold-blooded brother considers sub-75° sweater weather. 

Occasionally something breaks through the static: a snippet of song, a bubbling ad. 


“It’s crazy that there are still airwaves,” I say. 

Nick nods. 

“You know, because everything’s digital now.” 

Nick nods. 

“People still broadcast.” 

Nick uses his thumbnail to pick a pumpkin seed from his teeth. He’s younger than I am, but for a long time I’ve been the sibling pursuing approval. 

We settle on 72°, mutual discomfort. I wait for the ice to melt before swallowing the rest of my room-temperature coffee. I roll and reroll and reposition the hoodie I’m using for lumbar support. When I shift positions, there’s pain. An MRI has confirmed that the disc slotted between my L2 and L3 vertebrae has bulged from its column. Dr. Sophie Apostalokis, my Spine and Pain Management Intervention Specialist, thinks the disc may be impinging a nerve. 

The MRI was done back in New York. I took a lorazepam to combat claustrophobia. A tech gave me earplugs and noise-canceling headphones to muffle the contraption’s vibrating coils. I tried to lie still and sync my breathing to their rhythm, which resembled some kind of industrial techno. The sound felt distant, and the medication dulled the panic signals in my brain. Air from a floor vent lifted my gown and ran cool over my legs. This could be death, I thought, a gentle purgatory. Fixed in the cross-stream of superconductive magnets. A human shimmer on the precipice of sleep. 



To clarify: I don’t want to die. I fear death. A benzodiazepine-induced semi-paralytic coma, on the other hand, doesn’t sound like the worst thing in the world. 

My wife is due with our first child four weeks from today. 

I’ve never been to this part of the country before. I’d seen the relevant cinema: Butch and Sundance in the flaxen dust swirl, John Ford’s technicolor skies. But only in person is the scale apparent, its humbling magnitude. 

We pee in succession in a Chevron restroom. I go first and flush with my foot, a habit I picked up during the uncertain early days of the pandemic. Nick, for his part, still wears a KN95. He would not be alone on the New York subways, but here in Arizona, I worry that his mask identifies us as blue-pilled soft boys out to repo their assault rifles, raise the capital gains tax, and put Joe Rogan in a public stockade where he’ll be injected with phase 1 trial mRNA vaccines and forced to watch highlights of trans athletes competing in NCAA pole-vaulting tournaments. 

While I’m waiting for Nick, I buy a half-dozen scratch cards and bust. 

“Not your day,” says the clerk, who doesn’t look as if it’s ever been his day. His camouflage cap advertises service in a war that I watched on TV in my youth. His T-shirt advertises a disdain for napkins. 

“Not my century,” I say. 

“Me neither,” the man says. “But I’m Navajo. We haven’t had a good century in years.”

I don’t know how to respond so I just say, “I’m sorry.” 

“Sorry for what?” 

“I don’t know,” I say. “I’m Jewish. So really, it’s not even my ancestors’ fault.” 

“Tell that to the West Bank,” says the clerk. 

And here’s Nick, buckling his belt. He brings six bottles of water to the counter. 

It appears that my brother has purchased a pair of plastic sunglasses, the arms of which are imprinted with the NASCAR logo. 

I add a photo to my Instagram Story: Chevron at dusk. I try different fonts for the caption, but “Typewriter” is try-hard, “Modern” is retro, and “Neon” is ugly. I end up back at the default. I don’t add any .GIF stickers. I’ve decided that the tenor of my Stories on this journey will be artful, or ironically faux-artful. I use a saturation filter. I’m going for a William Eggleston thing. 

Now the sun’s a shapeless blur, black-eye purple at horizon’s edge. Golden arches can be seen in the distance, and they grow as we approach, a trick of light sending shadows off the M’s sloped legs and imbuing the logo with a greenish and extraterrestrial glow. 



I’m hungry. I should have stocked up at Chevron. Nick’s one of those dudes who sprinkles powdered casein on his protein yogurt, works eleven-hour days at a standing desk, snacks on dried seaweed and unsalted almonds, rarely poops.

I haven’t vaped since we got in the car, and Nick and I have hardly talked about Dad. Now I take the Juul from my pocket. I say, “I guess this is like that movie Speed.” 

I crack my window, a vestigial courtesy of analog times. Air rushes in, whips around my ears. It lifts Nick’s chestnut locks. He slaps a hand on his head to thwart potential muss. I shut the window and the air goes still. According to the app on my phone, our dad’s temperature is currently −324°. 

“You know, that movie with Keanu Reeves and Sandra Bullock where they’re on that bus?”

“Yup.” 

“Don’t you think this is like that?”

“Nope.” 

“But, don’t you think . . . ?” 

“Nope.” 

I crack the window again and bring the Juul to my lips. Attempt to exhale my vape-stream straight through the crack. A side-eye from Nick. 

“What?” I say. “The window’s open.” 


He speaks my name in the manner of a disappointed father: “Scott.” 

I’m not ashamed of my nicotine habit per se, but I am ashamed of vaping, which is a bad look on a man of my age. Or maybe it’s the total impression of the vape plus my outfit: wide-leg jeans paired with white Samba sneakers, camp collar bowling shirt open over white “wife-pleaser” tank, tiny hoop earring, ovular sunglasses, a Mets cap pulled low. I had the same look in seventh grade when these items were popular the first time around. 

Now I’m forty years old. The SSRIs that I take for depression have left a small ring of fat around the middle of my body, like I’m permanently wearing a flotation device. A series of minor medical setbacks—culminating with the bulging disc—has curtailed my exercise routine. The muscles I cultivated through my thirties have begun to deflate, leaving pockets of loose flesh where my biceps, triceps, and pecs used to be. My tattoos (sun, David Berman lyric, red-tailed hawk) have faded, and the tensile fluctuation of my skin has further warped them. 

Last week, I interviewed for a copywriting gig at a men’s cosmetics brand. It was clear that I wasn’t what they call a culture fit. 

“Cool ’toos,” the interviewer said. 

“Oh,” I said. “In my day we called them ‘tats.’” 


“What, like back in the aughts?” 

“Yeah.” 

“I was joking. Really, the aughts?” 

I gave a split-fingered heavy metal salute.

“You don’t exfoliate, do you?” he said. 

“Is that a job requirement?” 

It was. 

Whereas thirty-six-year-old Nick can hold a plank for three minutes. I know because I’ve seen it on Instagram: #plankchallenge, #fitdadsofinstagram, #corestrength, #abs. He makes more money in a year than I’ve made over the last five. He wears a poly-blend golf shirt—a “tech polo” in catalog parlance—and a smartwatch that pings every hour with updated coordinates for his geotagged kids. 

“You know, because in Speed, if the bus goes under fifty miles per hour then it will explode.” 

“I know the plot of the film.” 

“But this is just like that. If Dad gets above −109 degrees . . .” 

“He’ll explode?” 

Our father will be eighty if and when he’s revived, at least according to the timeline that Revivify has offered. A big “if.” Little information about the company’s research into human reanimation is available online, and even within the life extension community—a community notorious for horse-blindered optimism—Revivify’s claims have been met with skepticism. The company is HQ’d in Springfield, Massachusetts, an economically depressed industrial city where I once attended a warehouse rave in the early 2000s. That’s where Nick and I are heading. 

“He’ll thaw,” I say. 

“That he will.” 

By which we mean that our father’s cryo-preserved brain—a brain that has supposedly spent the last twenty-four years in the same pristine state it was in when Dad died (the Cryo Center’s patented vitrification process allegedly having protected the delicate brain-matter from the formation of ice crystals that might compromise its cellular integrity)—would begin to decay. As would the body to which it’s attached. 

Nick and I met up this morning at the Tucson airport. My flight got in first, so I vaped on the curb, and called Maura, my wife. 

“You made it,” she said. 

“Arizona. The sunshine state.” 

“That’s Florida.” 

“What’s Arizona?” 

“No idea,” Maura said. She stifled a yawn. It was already noon in New York. 

“Bad sleep?” 

“Not the best, but what can you do?” 

For someone well into her third trimester, Maura’s been a good sport about this trip. When I said I could bail by telling Nick the timing wasn’t ideal, she insisted I suck it up and hop on a plane. She thinks it’s important that he and I resuscitate a relationship I’m not sure we ever had in the first place. She keeps reminding me that Nick’s kids will be our son’s only cousins. 

Still, I feel guilty about not being home to change the cat litter, or carry Amazon boxes in from the stoop, or rub her swollen ankles while she re-watches Law & Order: SVU seasons 14–23 (the Barba years). I’ll be cutting it close, but I plan to make it back for her thirty-six-week OB appointment in four days’ time. 

“Are you vaping?” Maura said. 

“No.” 

“You said you wouldn’t vape.” 

“I’m not,” I said, and slipped the vape into my pocket, worried she might switch to FaceTime. 

“I miss you,” I said. 

“I miss you too. Don’t vape.” 

Due to my status as an unemployed man and hers as the full-time marketing director at a midsized off-Broadway theater, Maura and I have decided, together, that I will take on the role of stay-at-home dad. This is not uncommon in Brooklyn these days; according to my friend and former colleague, Harold “Harry” Lorde III, Prospect Park playgrounds teem with Elder Millennials whose Carhartt beanies cover their bald spots. I’d imagine that many of these men take discreet puffs from vape pens when no one’s around. That they share my conviction that an old Pavement B-side going viral on TikTok augurs well for the future of guitar-based music, and you can’t blame Zoomers for the resale vultures hiking ticket prices for this fall’s reunion tour. And though I look forward to the renewed sense of purpose this arrangement provides, it also feels like a final nail in the coffin of my professional career.

After hanging up with Maura, I parked by Nick’s arrival gate and removed my copy of American Schlemiel: G-d, Sex, and Tsuris in Stanley Elkin’s Diaspora by Simon Daniel Platt. Though he’d had grand plans to someday finish a novel, this critical study of early and mid-period Elkin is the only book my father ever published. I’d packed it without thinking. But as I sat at Nick’s arrival gate and studied the author photo on its flap jacket—a photo of a handsome man, roughly the same age that I am now—it occurred to me that I’d brought the book to supplement my father’s body. The iced brain was mute; these pages held a record of its former music. 

I placed the item back in my bag and checked the responses to the Story I’d posted before takeoff: an airplane selfie foregrounding my face. Through the window behind me, a lavender dawn rises from the tarmac like mist. The first chorus of Sonya Spence’s reggae cover of “Leaving on a Jet Plane” loops over the image, conveying, I hoped, both a winking self-awareness and my Wikipedic recall for esoteric takes on the American folk-pop canon. 



There were three responses to the Story, all from Mom. The first was a <heart>. The second said be safe. The third requested that I call her upon arrival in Tucson, a request she’d also made over email and text. I would have fulfilled it if my phone hadn’t buzzed at that moment with a call from her. 

“Morning, Mom.” 

“You said you’d call.” 

“I literally just got off the plane.” 

“Your flight touched down at nine oh seven, Scott. It’s nearly nine forty-five.” 

“I called Maura.” 

“I know. She had a bad night’s sleep.” 

“You spoke to Maura?”

“We text.” 

My mother is a retired high school guidance counselor. Her dog died last year, and her husband, Dennis, is the kind of septuagenarian gentile whose idea of quality time involves a garage full of 2×4s and a circular saw. Ergo, my mother has little to do these days beyond binge-watching Scandinavian detective series and attempting to micromanage her adult sons’ lives. 

Mom asked about this morning’s plan. Nick had already emailed her our itinerary—I was cc’d—but she asked anyway. I rehashed the plan. She coughed her passive disapproval. Not of the plan. The plan was fine. She was angry at our father for putting us through this. She had been carrying this anger for twenty-four years. Still, Mom was pleased the inconvenience would bring me and Nick together. 

“Be nice to your brother,” she said. “He looks up to you. I know you don’t believe me, but he does.” 

“I don’t believe you.” 

“He does.” 

Suitcase trailing behind him, Nick trotted toward me with the elegant haste of a show dog handler. His flight from SFO was thirty minutes late and I could tell he was flustered. It had been three years since we’d seen one another, though the pandemic provided enough justification for the length of this estrangement that we did not feel the need to address it. Even prior to Covid we never managed more than an annual joint visit to Mom’s house in Jersey for a couple of days over the winter break. 

Nick didn’t hug me. It was hot in the airport, and my shirt had adhered to my body with sweat. He slapped my back, then dried his moistened palm on his pants. He asked if I’d developed a glandular problem. I said it was good to see him too. 

We picked up the car, then the trailer. Then we drove to the Cryo Center way out in the desert. The lone employee on duty introduced himself as Federline. A conical piercing pushed its way through his lip like a plant drawn to sunlight. 

“Fire sale,” said Federline. “Everything goes.” 

Nick had been contacted. It was a problem of funds. The cost of maintaining the facility had eclipsed the sum left behind by the deceased for this cause, and new members weren’t signing on quickly enough to offset the drain. Being cryo-preserved was passé, a historical asterisk from an earlier era of techno-utopianism. Nick says that the new thing among the Silicon Valley elite is not dying in the first place. It’s surviving on Soylent and B vitamins, staying alive until humans can implant themselves with nanobots that stave off cell decay. The singularity is near-ish, or so I’ve been told. 

Federline led us to the long-term care bay, where Dad was suspended in liquid nitrogen inside one of three stainless-steel cylinders. Ladders snaked up their sides past valves that expelled steam at odd intervals, shrouding the room in icy mist. It was straight out of the Chemical Plant Zone of Sonic 2. 

“These are the cryostats,” Federline said, and for the first time a note of reverence crept into his voice. I pictured the wily hedgehog windmilling his legs to spin dash up a ladder, Tails trailing behind.

In each cryostat, four whole bodies formed a ring around a column of six loose heads. The frozen people were referred to as patients. Their names were written in Sharpie on strips of masking tape stuck to the cryostats along with the dates of each patient’s “first life cycle.” In the case of our father: simon daniel platt, 1st lc: 1950–1998. 

Federline explained that most patients choose the cheaper option and just freeze their heads. “We get a lot of Jews here,” he told us. 

Nick gave me a don’t say it death stare. 

“Nothing against Jews,” Federline clarified. “I just mean that they’re less inclined than your average American Christian to believe in the fairytale of an afterlife up in the clouds, so they’re disproportionately represented among our clientele.”

See, said Nick’s eyes. You shouldn’t jump to conclusions. 

Federline added, “It’s just a shame they’re so cheap.” 

A large mechanized claw lifted Dad from his cryostat. His body was shrouded in shrink-wrap. The shrink-wrap was coated in a layer of hoarfrost. I waved as the claw brought the body to the floor. It looked smaller than I remembered him being. 

“Hi, Dad,” I said. 

“He can’t hear you,” Nick said. 

Federline rolled him onto a wooden stretcher and fastened him there. He brought the body out to our trailer on a big-wheeled gurney with treaded tires. He handed Nick a set of gardening gloves, and together they placed Dad in a casket-sized Styrofoam cooler. Federline duct-taped a Bluetooth thermometer to the outer layer of shrink-wrap, then packed the body in dry ice. The two largest slabs rested on our father’s face. 

Federline explained that while Dad’s temperature would rapidly rise outside the liquid nitrogen, the dry ice should keep him below −109° for up to six days before he would need to be placed back into cryonic suspension. 

“Got it,” Nick said. 

I typed -109 into my phone’s Notes app. 

Our first stop after gathering the body was lunch. We found a diner off the highway. Each vinyl booth came equipped with a miniature jukebox that didn’t work. These weren’t decorations but relics no one had bothered to remove. This was Red State America, August ’22. When the food was ready, the server dropped our plates on the table. She nodded at Nick’s KN95 and said, “Might be tough to eat with that thing on.” 

I hadn’t had a meal since departing New York and I devoured my eggs over corned beef hash. I sopped the drippings. Nick slipped his mask down to sip his coffee, then reset it between sips. His tuna melt sat untouched. He asked how I could eat after what we’d just seen. I shrugged. An industrial fan blew at us from the counter. We had to weigh down our napkins with salt and pepper shakers. Nick stared out the window at our trailer, keeping watch in case someone broke in. 

“Who would break in?” I asked. 

Nick continued to stare. Maybe he hadn’t heard me over the fan. Speaking unnaturally loudly, I asked after Christina and the kids. He said they were good. He did not elaborate. 

“And Maura?” Nick said. 

They had yet to meet in person. We’d invited him to our City Hall wedding—Maura was already fourteen weeks pregnant—but Nick’s Covid protocol prohibited air travel. This trip marks his first time on a plane since 2019. 

“Thirty-six weeks,” I said. 

“Wow,” Nick said. “Coming up.” 

I didn’t say: Hey, Bro, why don’t we dig a six-by-three hole in the dirt, roll the old fella in there—Saran Wrap and all—drink a beer in his honor, and fly back to our respective homes?

Or: I find it highly unlikely that something called Revivify will make good on its assurance that in six to eight years they’ll have perfected the technology to bring our dead father back to life, and I find it difficult to believe that a rational person such as yourself can’t see that too.

Or: I’m here because I’m going through what may, in fact, be a midlife crisis on the cusp of fatherhood, and though the nominal purpose of our journey is to transport our father’s frozen corpse across this fair nation under the delusion that he might rise again—like the South, like Christ on Easter, like Rocky after twelve rounds with the Russian—what I really want is a drunken send-off before my firstborn arrives, and I’m disappointed that you’re not the right companion for the job.



“You’re into NASCAR now?”

“What?” 

“The sunglasses you bought at that Chevron.”

I hold up the pair for Nick’s inspection. 

“Oh those,” Nick says. “They were two dollars cheaper than the other pairs.” 

It’s not as if he doesn’t have money. He has plenty of money. But Nick’s a great believer in “the principle of the thing.” I’ve heard him use this phrase so often that if one were to lampoon him in a certain kind of satirical novel the author might call his character Principle of the Thing. When he called me last week to explain the situation, he invoked the phrase at least three times. 

Nick offers me a handful of trail mix. I try to chew in absolute silence, avoiding Brazil nuts and letting the raisins dissolve on my tongue. But all of this quiet is too good for thinking. There are things on my mind that I wish to avoid. I hit seek until a station comes into range. 

A station comes into range. K-JROK out of Flagstaff, “where the Lord is my rock, and the rock’s always hard!” 

Nick suggests we turn the radio off. 

It’s easy to geo-dissociate in darkness. The mountains fade into shadow. Our headlights illuminate only blacktop. Out the window, a chiseled sliver of moon. Two men in a box on the dark half of a planet in the murky catacombs of an expanding universe. 

Air goes in my mouth, draws down to my lungs. Air goes out through my nose. I’m aware of my heart’s steady rhythm, a thing over which I have limited control. I project into my father’s body: horizontal, and shifting with each bend in the road. My breath circulates air to his frozen innards, the black ice of his interior terrain. 

One particular memory sits like a petulant child in the time-out corner of my mind. I’m sixteen years old. Dad’s hooked to machines on a hospital bed that’s been placed where our living room couch used to be. Dr. Edelman says it won’t be long now. 

Mom, Nick, and I sit, get restless, and stand back up. No one has phones so we look at our hands, our
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