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	FIRST EDITION

	
In memory of my mother,
Jeannine Post,
 who made my life so wonderful!

	
Foreword

	Make It Fresh

	by Dan White

	In the summer of 2020, at the height of the Covid pandemic, Jory Post enrolled in a memoir and personal-essay class that I was teaching. Perhaps the act of signing up for the class—the swooshing sound of the email he sent to me, expressing interest—was a catalyst. Maybe that email was a trip wire. Jory must have been waiting for a prompt, a signal, a loud report from a starter pistol. Somehow, his statement of intent—“I’d like to sign up for your writing class”—was the pistol shot. And then he was off in a sprint. He wrote—one entry per day, without fail. Day after day, week after week. It was as if he’d put on a pair of bewitched red shoes and could not for the life of him stop dancing.

	In these pages, Jory—or should I say, the Speaker, the Narrator, the Designated Muse-Representative of Jory—roams the world. We move forward and backward in time, from the wilds of Norfolk Island to the football fields of Watsonville High School. It’s all here—sex and romance, the peculiar decor and rituals of doctors’ offices, the lonely ghosts of extinct birds, and the delicious agony of a redwood-deck project that Jory describes as a labor worthy of Hercules. In one marvelous chapter, the Speaker, while lying down for a nap, breaks free of his body and skates across the surface of a cloud like a wheeling seabird. In a burst of freedom, the “unprompted” writer, with no goal in mind, soars low to the sea, “watching for whales and dolphins, clusters of kelp, not hunting, not seeking, simply observing what is there for my eyes to bring in”:

	I’ve never flown like this before, never had my hands on the wheel with the ability to control my flight pattern, but I gladly take the reins, appreciate this newfound joy in flying low with no concerns of crashing or landing, just a glide, an airless, breathless floating above the waves, the coastline, the places where I have spent nearly sixty years of my life, bodysurfing and mat surfing at the Cove, 26th Avenue, parties on the beach, parties in high school at the Lincolns’ house on 16th Avenue, and in this plane ride, I can let my hands off the wheel, think about where I want to go, what I want to see, and the gentle swerve takes me there.

	I’ve read that passage many times, and it still gives me a feeling of buoyancy. Jory, a protégé of the beloved poet and poetry teacher Danusha Laméris, is a master of light and shadow. In this book, you will find moments that will rend you, and others that will patch you together again. And what is the beat that pulses through the book? The beat is the long hand of a ticking clock. In late 2018, Jory was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. He had been writing for years, but the detection of a devastating disease and his intensive treatment unloosed something inside him. Imagine a pressure cooker left on for too long, the pressure going up above two atmospheres, causing a rupture.

	The result was an astounding period of creativity: prose poems, short stories, meticulously crafted dream boxes inspired by Joseph Cornell, and a novel, Pious Rebel. All this alongside the forays that make up Daily Fresh.

	It would be one thing if Jory’s daily musings were just blurting, getting random thoughts on the page. But that’s not what’s going on here. Daily Fresh isn’t purgative. These pages are roomy and inclusive, inviting you to dwell inside them. If you spend time with this book, walking its corridors, exploring its attics, basements, and mudrooms, I can guarantee one thing. It will make you take stock. You will look back on the loves and friendships of your life. You will reframe your relationship to illness. In Jory’s pages, illness is more than a diminishing, more than a deadline, and more than a form of subtraction. It is also a magnifying glass, a mortal enemy, a muse, a dream box, a dwelling place, a flashlight, and a wall to kick off from. 

	There is refreshment here, and renewal. In one lovely chapter, Jory casts himself forward as a benevolent spirit, giving comfort to his grieving widow, Karen. The piece left me breathless because of its empathy and propulsion. There he was, sitting down to write, while contemplating life going on without him.  A similar impulse led him to write a mordant, funny poem in his wonderful book of prose poetry, The Extra Year, in which he thinks about the music he wants mourners to play at his funeral, including John Prine’s “Please Don’t Bury Me” and “Another One Bites the Dust,” by Queen.

	In a sense, Daily Fresh is also a mixtape.  The sequencing is masterful. Just when he gets you in a somber mode, he’ll upend the mood with mischief, hilarity, and wild invention.  Consider the chapter that delves into Jory’s career as an educator. He and his elementary-school students turned their classroom into a small city, using its own currency, holding elections, and selling real baked goods from its Lilliputian bakeries. In another uproarious passage, Jory talks about celebrating the artistry of a deck installer by crafting a miniature version of the deck and presenting it as a gift to the hardworking artisan. In a sense, this book, like that mini-deck and shrunken city, and like the dream boxes that Jory crafted with Karen, right up to the final months of his life, is a container. My advice is to open it and take a stroll through Jory’s recollections. Make yourself comfortable. You could read it all the way through if you’re so inclined, or “finger-dip” your way into passages at random. There is wisdom in these pages, and the best sort of recklessness.

	Jory was a big-hearted, lyrical writer, and he was an insubordinate student in the best sense. He would not be penned. He would not accept the rabbit-hutch confinement of genre restrictions.

	I hesitate to call this a book of pure nonfiction. Some chapters, including one in which he turns himself into someone else and changes his name, flirt with fictive realms. What, then, should I call it?  It’s not a memoir. Labeling it a journal feels like a cold, clammy cop-out. Journals are expulsive, while this book invites you in. And this book is much too unruly to slap it with the boring label of personal-essay collection. And I wouldn’t dare call it a self-help book—Lord, no!—though this book helped me. I defy you to read these pages without feeling a sharp kick. Get on with it, the pages say. What do you think you are doing, saving up your best ideas? For when? Spend them all. Spend them now. Don’t wait for some undetermined later.

	Still, I must call this book something, so I will place it in the category of “fictography,” Jory’s wildly inventive version of autofiction.  In it, he comments on other pieces he was working on and tests out ideas for future works. He holds his dread at bay by staying busy, considering the nature of the subconscious, and letting the currents of his thoughts carry him. But make no mistake. Daily Fresh is not just the staging ground for future art but a work of art in its own right.

	And speaking of definitions, what was Jory getting at when he talked about this concept of “Daily Fresh”? Here, I’ll let the author speak for himself. Daily Freshness is all about the mystery of creativity:

	About how the words come to me, what vehicles they have crammed themselves into to be delivered to my pen, my keyboard, my brain, to mine them from the rabbit holes as if they were solid gold, or platinum, or maybe even the explosiveness of uranium.

	I’m ready. I’m poised. I’m borrowing the nurses’ haloes and using them as receptors for waves sent from distant planets and brought to earth by extraterrestrials eager to share, eager to teach us what they already know about travel and distance and time and the relative importance of ideas and transmission of knowledge and information. The freshness.

	Santa Cruz, California

	September 2021

	
It Was in a Dream

	It was in a dream early this morning, during that time where it doesn’t feel like a dream, but more as if I’m sitting there with these two guys in this office where it feels like I’m supposed to help with ideas, with completing copy for a newspaper, writing stories, thinking about story lines, writing notes in a very old notebook that seems rare and antique, and I don’t understand why we’re using it to write on now, and eventually one of the guys says, “Why are you writing on this?” to which I say, “Yeah. It looks pretty valuable.” And he proceeds to thumb through the pages, showing us a series of very detailed characters for cartoon images, images I fall in love with quickly. This sequence was connected to a number of other pieces which aren’t bubbling up to the surface right now, but it seems like there was some mayhem in the streets, maybe fire, maybe Molotov cocktails and police wearing armor, and we had to get into this office and get to work because the work was important to get out to the people to change the mood, to redirect their anger and disgust in a way that provided solutions, looked at ways out of what appeared to be a dead end.

	
Agendas

	My brain has been functioning by agendas for quite some time. For years I have started my morning journal entries with To Do lists, which are agendas of sorts. Sometimes the agenda is short, just a line or two of a poem I’d like to write. The lines come early in the morning, usually before I move from my horizontal pose. Other times lists of things appear and I try to find places to stick them, create a memory palace, attach the revision of the Smith novel to my foot, so that when I put the first foot on the floor, I know to head to the computer and modify; connect the Zoom Forward! tasks of the day to the tingling in my fingertips, knowing touching the keyboard will remind me to address needed issues; take my first drink of morning water to unplug my throat and remember to continue to build my streak of Daily Fresh, now at two days.

	But these days, before I even open my eyes, before the crack of light appears in the eastern sky just above the mountains across the valley, I am building a daily list which I have zero control over. It’s the deck project. The massive deck that courses across our backyard and hovers above the canyon is thirty years old. Was thirty years old, built by Stephen Burt and crew in 1989. The majority of the nails used to attach the boards to joists were sticking above the boards by a quarter inch. It was dangerous, not only to the humans who occasionally walk out there but also to the wildlife that visit.

	On one hand, we can’t really afford the exorbitant cost of a deck at this point in our lives, and on the other, I guess we really can, given that we won’t be taking any vacations anytime soon given the combination of Covid in the world and my pancreatic cancer in my world. With that in mind, I priced out the cost of a new deck, using three different possible decking materials: Trex, regular redwood, con-heart redwood. Because our brother-in-law Chuck, who managed Big Creek Watsonville forever before he retired, could get us his discount, we went with the con-heart option, nearly 2,300 board feet at $2.95 a foot, that ended up costing nearly $8,000 with all the accoutrements. Next was a conversation about costs with our handyman Terry—well, to put it accurately, our good friend Lisa McKenzie’s good friend Terry, who successfully completed two earlier projects for us and who charges less than the going rate, partly because he’s most likely not bonded and doesn’t have a contractor’s license, and because he works with an engineer’s mind, and because he’s sixty-eight years old (which translates to being slow, but accurate). His initial estimate for removing nails and boards, laying down new boards, power washing the railings, flipping the top boards of the railings, sanding the deck, and staining the deck came in at 140 hours, or $3,500.

	As of this morning, as of the writing of this Daily Fresh, we are at approximately 129 hours of Terry’s time, and he has two major sections of decking left to lay, including removing of nails and boards for one section, and most likely having to rebuild substructure of the final section, as he has had to do for every section. Therein lies the rub. The occasional rotten substructure boards needed redesigning, engineering, recreating, and using a method called sistering, where he uses old boards to pair with the existing rotting boards, which takes, how do I say it nicely, well I guess I don’t, forever!

	So before my feet hit the floor, before my eyes opened, before I knew I wasn’t dreaming, the agenda of the deck formulated on that incessant screen inside my head that tracks untrackable things, beginning with a helicopter view over the deck, me perched in the passenger seat, hanging my head out the window, surveying the current status of the job. The first item I add to the agenda is the three huge dumps of nails pulled from old boards that were piled into a plastic tub, then dumped into our wheelbarrow. They need to be moved, emptied, dealt with, so we can have the use of our wheelbarrow returned. The next item on the list is the large pile of lumber scraps and sawdust amassing under the chop saw, which is Terry’s primary tool on the job. Next are the piles of old boards, some as long as twenty-four feet, stacked in various spots around the property, which need to find their way to the front yard for Dave Culver to haul away for kindling when he visits on Wednesday, which is tomorrow, which is chemo day, which means that when Stuart, Lisa’s son, gets here today to work, that will be one of his first tasks, at least on my agenda, if not Terry’s.

	More surveying of the job from my view from above takes a look at the con-heart boards spread around the backyard, at least now moved into the backyard so inspectors can’t see them, unless they have a helicopter of their own, ready to be moved, cut, set in place like a puzzle, screwed to the sister joists using the special Camo tool we bought. But most of this view is the preliminary look at the work, like when Terry says, “I won’t charge you for my thinking time,” and he does so with a slight grin, moving from the saw to the current deck section where he is placing a piece of his reconstruction puzzle.

	Now comes the true agenda, me thinking in terms of half days—$100—or full days—$200—and I’m hoping the current section he is working on will only take a half day of substructure reconstruction, and in fact it takes a whole day, with no boards being screwed down, and I’m wondering if we will get all the boards in that section screwed down today, or if it is going to take two or three days—$400 or $600—and while Terry is doing an excellent job, the deck so far looks great, and it will probably be sturdier than the sheer panels in the walls of our house added after the 1989 earthquake, we are heading for the land of over-budget.

	By the end of day today, we will be very close to the 140-hour estimate, which is where my head travels to the next section of the agenda, the lower deck where the hot tub used to sit, where none of the nails have been removed yet, which I imagine is going to take another $200 day to complete, maybe more. And once those nails are removed and dropped in our garbage can for Waste Management to haul away, we will discover the truths of the next item on the agenda: the status of the substructure in this final section of deck. Most likely there will be two or three more days of sistering, two or three more days of screwing boards down, and now we are liable to be almost doubled in terms of real versus estimated hours. Which is when I round out the agenda, add the remaining phases of the project, the cleaning up of the yard, getting rid of detritus, and as Terry said in his original estimate, power washing the railings, flipping the top boards of the railings, sanding the deck, and staining the deck.

	Holy shit! What have we gotten ourselves into? Let me restate: the deck is gorgeous, sturdy, is where we should go for safety if there is another earthquake, but holy shit! But, like I said, we most likely won’t be taking any more vacations, so we will stay-cate in our backyard, on our gorgeous new deck, with a view over Rodeo Gulch Road, invite our friends over for a socially distant gathering. The first such gathering will be Lisa, Steve, Stuart, Terry, and Deborah, to show off Terry’s work, to have people jump up and down on the deck so they can feel the hidden substructure of Terry’s engineering genius doing its work. I figure this project will end up costing us $13,000, but hey, a new car would have cost three times that much, and we couldn’t afford that. Maybe we could hire Terry to retrofit our 2010 Prius, work on the substructure, give us an estimate, see how things go. Within two weeks, our bank account will be drained, and the deck agenda will be gone, replaced with something new, finishing the extinct-bird project, finalizing Capture and Release, working on Lonnie and Art, more, so much more!

	
Sometimes I’m Unexplainably Calm

	Sometimes i’m unexplainably calm, and other times I’m impatient. Not unexplainably impatient, because I’m certain I can come up with an excuse every time. I become impatient with redundancy, when I hear people say the same thing two or three times in a row even though they tried to use different words each time, as if they were trying to trick you into hearing what they had to say in three different ways. Maybe it’s not impatience. Maybe it just pisses me off.

	As I wrote yesterday, I have an impatience with the progress on the deck-building in our backyard. I won’t go into a redundant rant on that process. I’m impatient about my body. But when I say that, when I think that, I ask myself, “What is it that I’m waiting for, what am I antsy about?” Yesterday after orgasmic sex with Karen I experienced immediate excruciating pain in my upper back/neck area. I’ve had similar feelings maybe a half-dozen times in the past, but not the depth and duration of yesterday’s event, and I think I’m correct in calling it an event, because it was different, because I didn’t know if it was going to subside or if Karen was going to have to call 911 or if I was just going to roll over and die. It’s this impatience with my body that haunts me. Am I waiting for that final unknown episode to whisk me away? I don’t think so. Not waiting for it, but knowing that it’s most likely out there and that I have no idea how or when it will occur. Thus the impatience.

	To counterbalance the impatience, I try to keep busy. No, it’s not even a trying, there is no concerted effort that trying suggests. I just keep busy because I have a long list of projects to complete. I am driven. I have my priority list and I know where I’m headed, know that Pious Rebel is off and running and looking for a home. Know that Smith: An Unauthorized Fictography is in Kathy’s hands for a copyedit. Know that I’m taking Capture and Release with me to the chemo chair today, hopefully for a sustained six-hour look at reviewers’ comments and whether or not to continue on the pathway of having Louise deal with pancreatic cancer or let her be, go back to the original draft and clean it up as is. The question about Louise is not a simple one. Well, the question is simple, but not the answer.

	Within a few weeks of completing the first draft was when I received my diagnosis, in October. That diagnosis made me think that my book, mainly about death and dying, had no character like me, with the worst possible cancer available, and made me think about giving it to Louise, because I had been told in comments that she was a one-dimensional, flat character. But, as I learned more about my cancer, as I joined Danusha’s poetry workshop, I was able to think and talk about the cancer through over 300 poems written during the next twenty-one months. Thus, Louise disappeared, headed to Canada for a long train trip from British Columbia to Nova Scotia I jokingly say, meaning I didn’t need her to tell the cancer story anymore, meaning I now need to think about whether Capture and Release really needs that story line, and if I’m willing to go through the work to sustain that thread throughout the book, which means changing her relationship with everyone she knows. One day I’m leaning toward leaving Louise cancer-free, and the next I’m leaning toward continuing the thread, because I like the two chapters I wrote about her when she first hears about the cancer and undergoes the first treatment.

	So much of that is behind me that I’m not sure I want to dig in and regurgitate it again. Will I make that decision today, while sitting in the chair, while receiving my IV doses of Zofran and Emend and Oxaliplatin and Atropine and Irinotecan? Will I watch the nurses doing their crazy-fuck jobs of keeping themselves up and happy for the purpose of keeping their patients up and happy? Will I watch them fill IV bags across the fourteen chairs and stations scattered around the infusion room? Will I listen to them tell their jokes, laugh loudly, watch them sidle up to a colleague, lower their voice and share a secret, something they watched on TV last night, something they ordered out from a local restaurant, a walk they took with their husband through Arana Gulch, a conversation they had with a child who shared that he was sick to death of sheltering in place? Will these angels continue to lift me on their wings, wear their haloes proud, guide me as I make this important decision about Louise, about myself, about how my writing life proceeds?

	Yes, they will, and Capture and Release will move its way to the finish line. One month is all I’m giving myself on this one, which means by August 8, I will have another draft to be copyedited, maybe by Scott, or maybe it’s time to hire a professional so I can take the burden off Kathy and Scott. And at some point, this Daily Fresh column will venture out into something more than a personal journal entry, grow into something that is truly FRESH and allows me to find and occupy a rabbit hole with windows to the universe that teach me new ways of thinking and living and writing and sharing unlike anything I’ve ever known before. It will be about how the words come to me, what vehicles they have crammed themselves into to be delivered to my pen, my keyboard, my brain, to mine them from the rabbit holes as if they were solid gold, or platinum, or maybe even the explosiveness of uranium.

	I’m ready. I’m poised. I’m borrowing the nurses’ haloes and using them as receptors for waves sent from distant planets and brought to earth by extraterrestrials eager to share, eager to teach us what they already know about travel and distance and time and the relative importance of ideas and transmission of knowledge and information. The freshness. What comes out new and unrecognizable because of a new dress, a new pair of shoes, a different way of looking at oneself and the world, of oneself in the world, of the eventuality of oneself out of the world. This is what is fresh. It’s Lonnie and Art fresh. It’s that first sentence on the page which is not new but is still fresh: “Lonnie lives on the streets. Art is her friend.” That’s what I mean. The two living side by side, intertwined, the polishing of the one while birthing the other. The polishing of the many while the birthing of many more. As if time were not an issue. As if time were the most important issue of all.

	
I Know It’s a Good Day

	I know it’s a good day when i wake up … Maybe I should just stop there, knowing it’s a good day because I did wake up, but no, that’s not my point, my point being that I know it’s a good day when I wake up and don’t care about the chemo pump hanging round my neck, when I see the fog floating over the con-heart redwood forming our rebuilt deck, and instead of focusing on nausea, the first thing that comes to mind is making Terry, who is rebuilding our deck, an awesome cup of hot chocolate with miniature marshmallows floating on top to help him fight off the chill.

	My day made already, before nine o’clock, and with this starter to another Daily Fresh. And while I’m at it, at this thing about thinking about how to make others happy, or to help them solve a problem, I remember that Mom and Shelly have questions about summing a column of figures in an Excel spreadsheet, so I add it to my To Do list, one that I’ll tackle as soon as I finish this piece. This piece, whatever it is, whatever it may become, the flip side of yesterday’s theme of impatience, even though waking up on the same side of the bed, doing so with a different brain, one ready to take on the world anew, dare I say fresh, dare I say both hands on the wheel, driving foot to the floorboard, careful to hug the road, endure the curves, avoid the cliffs. I’m not sure if my arrival justifies the speed at which I traveled, or if the speed negates the need for an arrival.

	Either way, I’m here, feet back on the ground, maintaining my wider stance to keep myself from tipping over, using a wall as needed, ready to cut some bird maps, to put a Done! tag on the sarcophagus for the Norfolk Island Kaka. By the end of day to have one of thirty done, to take its picture, share it with a few friends who are interested in the progress, who may actually have been more interested in the lack of progress, who care about the successes that help keep me alive, help all of us stay alive and looking for and finding the positive aspects of a planet spinning out of control.

	One purpose for this Daily Freshness can be the development of characters. Lonnie and Art have been in my mind, fingers, and stories for a number of years. They reappeared in the final line to Pious Rebel. As with all my characters, I’ve written about them for years, but I tend to slip into their minds, their situations, their everyday living, and forget to provide my audience, whomever that might be, with details that help to paint an initial view of who they are, that allow the reader to immediately invoke an image whenever they see or hear the name mentioned.

	It’s Lonnie I’m interested in as the protagonist of a new story, or as an expansion of an old story. There’s some backstory about her that needs to be clarified. Most of her life she sold real estate. Beach properties and hillside estates that generated nice commission fees. She bought a nice house overlooking the San Lorenzo River, across from the Boardwalk, where she and her husband lived happily and a little too high on the hog, an extremely well-stocked liquor cabinet, throwing weekly weekend parties on their deck, inviting friends, neighbors, clients, sometimes all three embodied in one person.

	That was when the husband, who will remain unnamed because we don’t care about him, may never hear him mentioned in the story, that was when he started the first affair Lonnie knew of, with the neighbor next door whose husband was always out of town on business, the one who sunbathed in the nude on her own deck, the one who drank all of the fine scotch at the weekend parties. Until then, Lonnie had been a moderate drinker, a glass of red wine, an occasional silver gin fizz at brunch, but now that the husband had brought something new into their marriage, now that he expanded the circle of love, of sex, Lonnie drank more. Vodka tonics, mai tais, shots of tequila. Her real estate work suffered. She quit making cold and warm calls and expected people to find her if they wanted. She fell out of the million-dollar circle, and was soon digging into her meager savings to pay for her booze. Food was of no importance. She’d eat nuts and chips at the bars, would go home with strangers and have unsafe sex just because she wanted to, wanted some temporary relief from her cascading life.

	It didn’t take long for the first STD to appear. She took out second and third mortgages on the house. Eventually the banks foreclosed and she lost the house, moved into the back seat of her BMW, took most of her belongings to Goodwill, except for the grungy stuff that she walked over to the neighbor’s yard and dumped in a big pile in front of her garage door. She started parking at Twin Lakes Beach at night, until the same cop kept driving up behind her, turning on the flashing lights, telling her to move on. She ended up in the driveway of a real estate friend, until the car was repossessed, and the friend let her stay in a spare room inside for a couple of weeks. That dried up quickly when the friend found Lonnie passed out in the bathtub, drink in hand, nose and chin nearly under water. That’s when she ended up on the streets, under trees by the highway, nestled in wherever she could up and down the stretch of River Street, always gave her address to folks who asked for it as 101 River Street.

	Was Lonnie a bad person? A few clients toward the end whose deals she messed up may still think so. But the husband who started the avalanche, once he finally left the neighbor, didn’t think Lonnie was a bad person. He thought he was the bad person, that he was the cause of all Lonnie’s problems. Which of course was not completely true. When Lonnie was at her peak, she had weekly sessions with her stylist at the salon, who streaked her hair with blond splashes, made her look young, attractive. Her skin was moisturized with all the right creams. Her body was tan. Her teeth were perfect. It was more about the liver and her mind as time went on. More blood tests. More visits to the doctor to talk about cirrhosis. Fewer visits to the hair stylist. More visits to the discount liquor store where she could get hard booze by the half gallon. No more blond streaks in her hair. The grey edged out, took over, frizzy edges, split ends. She quit brushing her teeth and flossing, instead rinsing her mouth out with a shot of Patrón before falling into bed, or the back seat, or under a bush at Pogonip. She had sold most of her clothes at yard sales before she lost the house. Kept a few things in a suitcase that she stored at a homeless locker.

	In the beginning of her life on the streets, she would use the laundry once a week. Not anymore. It didn’t matter what she wore. It didn’t matter how she smelled. Two long dresses were her favorite, so she didn’t have to unzip pants to go to the bathroom, just squat and drop. Her arms were tan from all the time pushing carts up and down River Street into town. But the rest of her looked ashen, bland, a lump of flesh unkempt and abandoned. Her fingernails were either too long or broken, chewed off back to the skin. Her daily life consisted of finding something in a trash can to eat for breakfast, gathering bottles and cans to sell at the recycle place, picking up a burrito from Taco Bell for lunch, walking, a lot, her calf muscles being the healthiest part of her whole body. Huddling with acquaintances along the river.

	Which is how she met Art. On the levee. She hadn’t encountered too many sweet men on the streets, not that she ever expected to, was leery of all of them, until she met Art. Seeing him every day made her want to brush her hair, wipe the dirt out of the expanding wrinkles in her forehead.

	So there’s a little bit of Daily Fresh about Lonnie and her friend Art. Just 1,000+ words of backstory that may help launch into something brand new, something that Pious Rebel characters Alice and her daughter Lisa Hardrock considered throughout their lives.

	
A True Daily Fresh

	A true daily fresh today. I watched Terry working away on the deck, figuring he’s at least another week out. I’ve been trying to think of something to make him in the workshop, kind of an Oscar or Emmy for woodworking. While I haven’t been happy with his speed, I am happy with the quality of his work. I started thinking of how I could use the laser cutter to create a miniature replica of the deck that I would glue together and give to him when it’s completed. We’ll have a deck party with Lisa, Steve, Stuart, Terry, and Deborah, and present it to him then.

	I created a design in Illustrator that roughly matches the dimensions Terry drew of the proposed deck replacement. I created a template with replicas of sixteen-foot 2x6s, and the laser cut it out perfectly. Tomorrow I’ll cut some sides so I can piece it together. Railings will come later. The only piece that is a little off is that the top of the boards have the wood burn from the laser, so it looks brown instead of red. After I glue the pieces down, I might be able to sand it, but I doubt it. I’ll create a plaque on the laser cutter that says: Refurbished by Terry Miller from June 15 through July 17, 2020. That’s about as fresh as it gets today.

	
Just Any Word

	Just any word. Like round. What is roundness? This is where my good friend Don Rothman would come in handy, would shine, would light up like a well-traveled neighborhood at Christmas. Wordsmith, indeed! He might talk about the roundness of a pregnant mother’s belly, having seen it directly at least twice. He could talk about the roundness of a well-formed, well-shaved head. Together we’d envision circles and orbs and rings and globes and planets. We’d play with basketballs and hockey pucks and Frisbees and golf balls and softballs and hardballs and throwing the discus at a track meet.

	We’d debate the value of wedding rings, of tradition and being told what to do by overbearing forefathers and mothers. We’d sit ’round campfires, we’d round up cattle into their pens, we’d round up old friends for a reunion. We’d round out a discussion, round up to the nearest whole number. To end the day, we’d spin our Hula-Hoops, think about our spheres of influence, head downtown to the Poet and Patriot and buy a round of drinks for everyone there.

	
One Day at a Time

	Will i talk myself out of continuing to write these Daily Fresh pieces by beginning to think they are simply another form of navel-gazing? I hope not, because even though they are initially prompt-less, eventually a prompt appears that guides me forward into a near-stream-of-consciousness pathway that occasionally produces something of interest.

	So onward I go, watching a very large blue jay outside my slider filling itself with seed, guarding its domain, pushing would-be collaborators away from the tray, this ever-present pecking order that birds are governed by, not unlike humans, who also enjoy getting a leg over, especially poets on the rise, spreading preciously couched words from one coast to the next. The birds must know I’m thinking about them, writing about them, as they’ve temporarily disappeared, left me alone to invent my own prompts, find my own way through without their assistance. But it’s too late. They are in my blood. They inhabit my workshop, make nests tucked just under my cerebellum, are with me through every dream, through every waking morning moment, whether extinct or living. And as soon as I recognize their disappearance, they return, in my face, reminding me that I have no power to predict the future, to track their movements and patterns, not because those movements and patterns don’t exist, but rather because I don’t have the scientific genes to study and research with a voracious appetite until I have picked them down to their tiny little bones.

	They know I drift, they have studied me well enough to know my patterns, to know that when I drift I may forget about them for a while, as I see the deck below them in progress, them knowing I’m waiting for its completion, for another backyard phase, with socially distanced masked parties and antique glass-top tables, a pretense of normalcy in a world that has spun so far away from normal that the definition has been removed from most dictionaries, except for the one currently used in urban dictionaries, the one that says “a word made up by this corrupt society so they could single out and attack those who are different.”

	Now normal jumps to the front as prompt, and the idea that every person has his or her own definition of normalcy to explain away their differences, to look at so many others as abnormal because they don’t live up to either a social or personal set of standards scaffolding a fragile existence. Every one of us takes our unique place on that ever-present spectrum that gets bandied about so much these days. My grandson, clearly on the spectrum, at ten years old doesn’t speak, doesn’t understand most of the normal world. He lives his normal existence that the rest of us don’t understand because we can’t find the right code to unlock his mind, his way of knowing that we will never know.

	My sense of what is normal is so different than what it was twenty-one months ago. It was once normal to attend two or three movies a week, to think and write about them. It was once normal to go to the Spa Fitness Center and lift weights and ride the exercycle. It was once normal to assume that I would always be overweight given the diet I grew up on that included Grandma Esther’s cookies from Sunshine Biscuits, the Mounds bars and almond clusters she traded for, the cases of soda pop my dad traded for drug samples with the guy who lived next door, the Michelob on tap in a red refrigerator in the garage next to the pool table. With one CT scan that sense of normalcy disappeared. It became clear that normal was a mindset that could shift as quickly as a 7:15 a.m. call from a doctor. That what was going on inside of one’s skin changed the nature of normalcy of what was going on outside one’s skin. It’s now a day-by-day, minute-by-minute occurrence.

	There are a few things I can predict based on my chemo and other schedules, but mostly I leave predictions behind me now. I’ll make To Do lists so I can be as productive as possible, but I understand that the predictions may be a waste of time, because the notion of what is normal, a key ingredient of successful predictions, is no longer a reliable resource. Like the writing of this Daily Fresh piece—no idea where it would begin, where it might end.

	And here I am, birds gone once again, my cerebellum feeling the itch of their nests, knowing that there is no one in the world that matches my current definition of normal, knowing that it will change as the day moves forward, as I make my way through extinct bird maps, laser cutting miniature 2x6s for a replica deck, talking with my friend Kathy for two-plus hours today on Zoom, just getting a text from my granddaughter Georgia who is coming over this afternoon to look at the studio, another way to look differently at the world, the house we live in, the people we live with, the people we love.

	Onward! One day at a time.

	
Cheryl Morris-Vieira-Dixon-Brothers

	I met cheryl morris-vieira-dixon-brothers in 1980, when we hired her to become the principal-superintendent of Happy Valley School on Branciforte Drive, where I was a fifth-sixth grade teacher. I was quiet, introverted, had been so my whole life. Cheryl was the opposite: bubbly, effusive, always up, at least on the surface, hiding it well when she wasn’t. I was in my fourth year of teaching, not flailing but not shining either. I was recently divorced, and was making up for lost time. Partying. Dancing almost nightly. Drinking. Smoking pot. A little bit of cocaine introduced to me by Happy Valley parents.

	At age thirty, I had no idea what I wanted the rest of my life to look like. Not sure teaching was the right fit. And although we had our awkward moments—like when my car’s battery was dead and Cheryl tried to help me out and switched the cables in the wrong direction and the battery exploded and acid splattered over my shirt, eating holes into the cloth, leaving me looking like Swiss cheese, luckily not reaching skin—our relationship and long-lasting friendship falls in the 99.9% range.

	Cheryl was a go-getter, nothing out of her reach. She knew how to think, plan, act, and make things happen. Like convincing me that I was a natural-born teacher, like talking me into applying for the Master’s in Educational Administration program at USF. Which I did. By 1985, I had completed my master’s, had quit using drugs and mostly given up alcohol, became closer with Cheryl as both mentor and friend. Cheryl was never afraid of ideas. And she wasn’t the type who thought only her ideas were good. She listened to everybody, nodded her head, looked for ways to make things happen, make people happy. Cheryl believed, as did most of our staff, in an eclectic approach to teaching and learning. The key to her philosophy, and therefore ours, was the love of learning. That was our number-one job. To make kids thrilled to be coming to school every day, to be learning something new, to be working together with others, collaborating on group projects like Dig and Caravans, taking science trips to Camp Hammer and Camp Koinonia, creating arts-based mini-courses on Friday afternoons, helping to organize fundraisers for sick students.

	There were very few dull moments during the twenty years I was lucky enough to spend with Cheryl. There was the year she turned sixty and I rented a limousine and we tootled Cheryl all over town. There was the year Jonathan was born, and I was there, video camera in hand, ready to capture the whole event on film, though a last-minute caesarian altered our plans, me waiting in the lobby until Jon appeared.

	One thing we shared were common enemies. Well, really just one. He was the loudest-mouthed, reddest-necked man living in Happy Valley. I leave his name out of it, as he’s now passed, so no need to malign him. He came after Cheryl because she lived her life the way a strong woman should live it, independent and according to her own code. I came to her defense. The same person came after me as he finagled his way onto the school board and tried to get me fired because he had seen me take a hit off a joint at a community party—a joint that he personally handed to me. He was a sick, unhappy man, and Cheryl and I stood arm-in-arm against him and prevailed.

	The biggest effect Cheryl had on me was the drastic change of consciousness I underwent by being in her presence. Life was good. Regardless of all the little things that could throw you off course, life was good, and was always getting better. I met Karen, well, re-met Karen, whom I went to high school with, in 1988 at our twenty-year high school reunion. Cheryl was/is a huge fan of Karen’s and let me know quickly that she approved and that I would be an idiot to let her get away. As always, she was right, and I took her advice, held on tightly to Karen in my life as my wife, and held on tightly in my life to Cheryl as one of my longest and best friends.

	When I was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer in October 2018, Cheryl was one of the first people I told. She was devastated. I could tell that my poor health was affecting her health. But
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