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Book I

I Wood Like To Tell You

I wood like to tell you my story—I really wood, but I Kant. I am being held hear in the land of forgetfulness—full of forgetting, remembering, and forgetting again. 

There is one thing, however, as a young man, age 22, or, maybe, 23, perhaps, then divide by two, add 7, or, was that her age? 

Oh, twenty plus three, or was that just the age I want to be?

I am hidden—not showing—except—when I am completely remade—built better—because I was built wrong—sent here to these nurses—behind the walls—being talked to in riddles—Nelson Riddle—his orchestra—hahaha—that is a joke—sorry—the nurses—let me explain—uh-oh—here comes one now—-shhh!
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“Oh, hee, Mr. Boondocks,” she says, with red, full, tempestuous lips, and a brilliant white gown, hardly covering—tight, tight, tight.

“Excuse, me,” I say, not remembering the usage of the grammar—hell, the spelling is even harder.

“Oh, you little devil you,” she talks.

“What? Okay?”

”No, you haven’t had any of your morsels.”

That was just this morning—they keep taking my blood—my blood pressure—and not giving it back.

Just because I walked out of the river, couldn’t talk—couldn’t explain how I got there—just was able to draw a picture of a piano. They say they will let me play soon. I am writing these notes—maybe I’ll draw some more pictures of my piano in Biscayne Bay—out there in the middle—on a sandbar.
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Oh, here comes another—yes, me sweetie—sweetest—I have favorites.

She talks, “Oh, you’ve been a good boy.”

She checks me clean plate of horrific goodies that I fed to the circular filing thing.

”What, you let him eat lemon again?”

A stern guy in an overcoat, coasts in on a sled—in the stern of a coat—yells at her.

In my mind I rebuke him. It is only permitted in my mind. “Hey, leave that complete babe alone. I can handle her. She is mine!”

I push me plate on the floor, as if accidentally.

”Oh, he’s having these reactions,” the stern, mean guy says.

Then, they take me lovely girls in tight, white wedding dresses away from me—or, I get discharged—whatever you call it.

But before that, they wanted me to paint what I did before I got there, so maybe I could remember.
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By J.J. Brearton

Book II

Emo Goth Girl

Chapter 1

Henry was in the Bugle Bagel shop, where he used to go on an occasional Thursday afternoon for lunch, so he could read the newspapers there. They usually had a USA Today which carried the RPI rankings of college basketball teams.

As he picked up the newspaper, and headed over to a table with his honey-walnut cream cheese on cinnamon and raisin bagel, someone called out, "Hey! Henry!"

He looked over. It was an old classmate from college, Ben Brisson, who was on the lacrosse team with him a few years before.

"Oh, hi, Ben," he said, as he approached the table.

"Sit down, Henry. Have lunch with us," Ben said. 

Ben was sitting with a girl with large black sunglasses on, all dressed in black, with dark purple lipstick and black fingernail polish. She seemed familiar. Henry sat down.

"How's it going?" Henry said. The girl turned her head and looked away.

"Great. Great," Ben said. "Just got a new job in the bookstore next door."

"Excellent."

"Oh, yeah. Like, minimum wage. But, hoping it will hold me over until I can get something real. What are you doing?"

"Practicing law."

"Nice."

Finally the girl spoke up. "How long is this going to take? Is he going to be here long?"

"Martha, come on," Ben said.

"I haven't got time for this," she said.

Henry got up. "Well, I guess I'll take off. Nice seeing you, Ben."

"Yeah, sorry, Henry."

Chapter 2

About three weeks later, Henry was in Bugle Bagel again on a Thursday afternoon. As he passed through the tables, there was Ben and the girl, sitting next to each other. Again, Ben waved him over.

"Come on," he said. "Sit down with us."

"Ah, no thanks, Ben. I got to go."

The girl reached out and grabbed his arm. "Please. Sit down."

Silently, he did. She had the big black sunglasses on, and was dressed in black again. She smiled. 

Now, Henry knew where he'd seen her before. She was Ben's sister. She used to come to their games on a rare occasion, and watch from the sidelines. She was one of their only fans.

Ben grinned as he chewed on his bagel.

"Listen," Martha said. "I'm sorry about before. I'm just getting used to stuff."

She reached over and put her hand on his left arm, then ran her hand up his arm to his shoulder, then over his neck, to the left side of his face. She felt his face, and ran her fingers down his nose, and dragged her fingertip over his upper lip. "No mustache," she said.

"Yeah, it's gone."

"I liked that."

Yes, now Henry remembered, it was Ben's emo goth sister. She always dressed in black, like she was frozen in some type of fashion that had come and gone.

He'd only spoke a few words to her before, but he liked her.

"Seems like Martha lost her sight," Ben said. "We hope it's something temporary, but nobody is sure."

"I was sick," she said. "Had an accident. Got struck by lightning. By God. Who knows?"

Chapter 3

A week later, Henry was at the Bugle, but Ben and Martha weren't there. He had a few minutes, so he stopped in at the bookstore. Ben was at the counter, waiting on a customer.

There was Martha, sitting in a rocking chair in the front window, staring at the window, but it had advertisements for books all over it, so you couldn't see out.

Henry went over to her and said, "Hi."

She turned a bit towards him and smiled. "Oh. Hi, Henry."

"Yeah, it's me."

"I can see a bit, you know."

Ben was still with another customer. "Want to go to the Bugle with me?"

"Sure." She got up and took his arm. "Ben, we're going to the Bugle."

"Okay."

Subliminal message:

The purpose of life;

to have children

––––––––
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Book III

Sochi Wild Dogs

1

On the eve of the 2014 Sochi Olympics, the Russian government decided to round up all the wild dogs in the area and have them executed. 

They would either be shot or poisoned. 

One dog had accidentally got himself on camera during an NBC broadcast interview when he saw a kielbasa fall off a food cart and ran over. Another scampered across a downhill ski run during qualifying races to eat a hot dog dropped by a spectator across the course. 

Oleg, a billionaire from New York, and his gorgeous friend, Olga, stepped forward and offered to take the stray dogs out of town. 

Koni, Putin's black labrador, and his horse, Igor, gave them until the Thursday before the Olympics to do it—but after that—curtains!

This is the story of Oleg and Olga.

[image: image]
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2

Bishop Oleg was twenty years old. He lived in a large mansion on the outskirts of the Upper East Side in New York City, near the hospital, where construction was ongoing. 

From the front window of the second floor he watched the construction workers. It made him feel good to watch them.

Picking up a small brass bell on the marble table before him, he gave it a vigorous shake.

In a few moments a stooped over old gentleman of eighty-nine crept into the room.

"Yes, sir," the butler said, bowing slightly.

"King," Oleg said, lifting his hand. "Do you see the workers outside?"

King glanced out the window for a moment. He fumbled in his pockets for a few seconds and pulled out his glasses.

"Oh, yes, sir. Is there something wrong?"

"Not at all, King. I want you to go out there and invite the men in for a coffee break."

King hesitated, about to say something, and then took the glasses from his nose. "Is here anything else, sir?"

"Not right now, King. If you'd only do what I asked you-and stop fumbling with your glasses."

"Yes, sir."

King turned, and started to leave the room.

"One thing more, King. Get me another soda."

"Sir, if I might remind you-as you have requested that I do-it is your third this morning. And you know Miss Knight has-"

"Cut it out," Oleg said sharply, his voice rising. "Just get me that soda!"

"As you wish."

3 

After King got Oleg his soda, he went across the street and invited three construction workers, Jimmy, Harry and Merle, to come to the upstairs parlor for a coffee break.

"Son of a...," Harry exclaimed. "This is the strongest-what do you call it?"

"Ginger Ale, my good friend," Oleg said. "Perhaps you'd like something different? We have excellent tea."

"Got any beer, buddy?" Jimmy asked.

"Beer?" Oleg's brow puckered. "Maybe some of the help would have some. Hold on. I'll ring."

Oleg rang his brass bell.

"Handy little bell you got there, pal," Merle commented.

"Yes, thank you," Oleg said. "King, my butler, has a hearing problem. He doesn't respond well to the human voice."

"What, he doesn't come when you call? The old guy?" Jimmy said.

"Not consistently, although his performance has improved with the bell, and of course, certain other techniques."

King entered the room.

"Oh, King," Oleg said. "We were just talking about you. Is there any beer in the house?"

"Beer, sir?"

"Yes, beer, King. Haven't you hard of it before? Been around for years-even before your birth." He chuckled. "Yes, well before."

Oleg turned to the workmen.

"Did you know, gentleman, root beer has been brewed for thousands of years, as far as experts have been able to determine. I don't drink it, but I've read about it. In fact, it was one of the favorite beverages of the Babylonians, who made it from grain grown in Mesopotamia, in the land between the Tigris and the Euphrates. Are any of you guys Babylonians?"

"Not me," Jimmy said.

"Geez, I wonder if those Mesopotamian guys had Bud back then," Harry chortled. His fellow employees laughed.

"Bud?" Oleg said.

"You know, Budweiser?" Jimmy said.

Oleg nodded politely, as though he understood.

"Will there be anything else?" King said.

"Just a minute, King. Bring in Olga and Rook. I think they might like meeting our new friends."

"Very well, sir."

"Thank you, King." He turned to the workers. "Olga and Rook are my secretaries."

He then leaned forward, a look of great seriousness on his face. "Do you wonder why I am sitting here, talking to you, drinking my fourth soda, and it is only eleven o'clock in the morning?"

"Why no," Jimmy said. "A lot of people drink in the morning."

"That isn't the question. The question is: Why am I drinking my fourth soda?"

"Hell, maybe you're a gad damn sodaholic," Merle said. "Have you looked into AA?"

"Of course not. I don't even have a car. The point is, my friends, I would not be drinking this soda at all if I had an adequate supply of good apple juice, or, perhaps, a gross of ten year old cider. But I don't. At least not ten year old."

"What are you driving at, chief?" Merle said.

"You're right. I'm getting off on a tangent or something-trigonometry-or cosigns—or, maybe algebra, or astronomy. I'll get right to the point." He rubbed his hands together. "Tonight we're having a little get together, and I was wondering if you guys would like to attend."

"Gee," Jimmy said. "Tonight is my bowling night."

Oleg turned to Harry.

Harry said, "There's this good TV show I was planning to—-" 

He stopped in mid-sentence, as Olga and Rook entered the room.

Olga was spectacularly beautiful, about six feet tall, with a glorious figure, about 38-24-36, and was dressed in a bikini. 

Rook was only a few inches shorter, but was just as alluring. She had a two-piece bathing suit on as well. They had been lounging at the rooftop pool.

"King said you wanted to see us," Olga said. 

"Yes, Olga, and Rook, I'd like you to meet my new friends, Harry, Jimmy and Merle. I invited them to the party tonight. Maybe Jimmy can't make it."

"How do you do, fellas?" Rook said.

The three muttered feeble, incomprehensible replies.

"Rook," Oleg said. "I want you to bring Olga and ask Miss Knight and her sister to come to the party too."

Miss Knight was a mysterious Arabian/Japanese princess, who usually hid in the many closets of the mansion among the white dress shirts that Oleg never wore. She had an identical twin sister.

"Sure. I'll see if I can find the Knights. No problemo," Rook said, waving to the men. "See you later."

"Run along now, Olga, and get ready for tonight." He turned to the men. “The Knights are tremendous dancers. They do a cha cha that is incredible—even the jitterbug. I don't know where they learned it.”

Rook was spectacularly beautiful, and had a slight Spanish accent, having grown up
























































































Brian Ferry sang, “I'm in with the in crowd/ I go where the in crowd goes...”
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Book IV

The Truth Is, I Know















Grammar School
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