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Dedication

 


To
Jack Frost—a man of the forest and high
desert, a terrific poet has struggled mightily with romantic
impulses, yet finds happiness in graceful and creative
solitude.







 


 


Adam Swiss

Singer/Songwriter

 


Adam Swiss sat on a bar
stool and watched the cold late autumn rain drip pitifully off the
corrugated patio cover. He noticed his old Yamaha, a 1969 DT-1 250
cc motorcycle, was staying dry under the tree where he’d parked it.
The dented but clean motorcycle looked oddly misplaced in time,
almost baleful, in the mists.

Tonight’s crowd was thin on
this creaky Moonbucks porch. Most of the patrons sat, isolated,
hooded, completely inside the building, eyes glued to laptop
screens or smart phones.

These poor
!@#$% look like locusts
stuck to plastic trees, thought Swiss to himself.

Swiss was here tonight,
like the last three Friday nights, to provide background guitar
music for the gathered coffee snobs. Moonbucks corporate policy
forbade payment to musicians, but he would be given free coffee and
cakes for the following week as payment in kind.
But not even a gift card,
he considered wryly.

Not so long ago, Swiss had
been working at a college in the Midwest. Happily married,
or so the town thought, he
and his wife had been living the playful small community existence.
Two cars, bundled cable and internet service, Friday night happy
hours, and her new tattoos.

Now tattoos themselves
weren’t a problem to Swiss. But, madam butterfly had become a
sparrow, then a raven, as Phyllis added twenty-five and later fifty
pounds.

Soon she was so large she
couldn’t fit into size twenty-six pants.

Swiss was an educated man—a
man who had great aesthetic sensibility. When romance became
displaced by Kostco, snacks, and cooking shows blaring away 24/7 in
his bedroom, he expressed concern. When he couldn’t get his arms
around his loving wife any more, he oiled the bike’s chain. When
the scale broke at home and she cussed him like a trooper, he’d had
enough.

They didn’t own any kids,
and the shaky couple had even less money. He finally capitulated,
gassed up his Yamaha DT-1, cleaned the spark plug, threw on a
backpack, strapped on his guitar, and eventually rode six hundred
tough, cold miles to Hamilton City, North New Mexico.

Adam Swiss was now living
in a run-down forty-year-old travel trailer in an RV park on a low
hill by the river, just off Edison Avenue. The trailer had heat,
running water, and a shower. Sometimes the roof leaked during a
rainstorm.

He had worked out a deal
with management. He’d function as the on-site “go to guy” and do
minor fixes and repairs for the other fifty-one residents of this
five bar resort. In return, his rent was a nominal one hundred
dollars monthly.

Swiss had no other job, and
he was using his weekly Moonbucks gig as a way to hopefully
advertise himself as a musician. He knew something good was ahead,
just waiting to happen. He couldn’t sing worth a lick, but he
played guitar and bass pretty well.

What Swiss didn’t know was
that his density, uh—destiny, had forcefully and confidently walked
into Moonbucks, wearing Capris pants, hair ribbons, pale lipstick,
and church-recommended garments of restriction.

Her new pearl necklace and
wedding ring sparkled first-class, and his feelings at that moment
reminded old Swiss of those turgid emotions he once endured when a
beautiful girl caught his eye for the very first time.

She sat down with three
other well-heeled gals and ordered a glass of water and a chocolate
muffin. They launched into a discussion of vampire novels,
American Idol, and the
next church social. Swiss busied himself tuning his guitar, which
was rapidly going sharp in the damp air.

But his eyes were fixed on
her curves, her presence, and her chattiness. And she was thin. And
beautiful. And shining, by heaven, in the dim light.

The diamond-encrusted cross
she wore, suspended from a loose, sensuous, silver chain, reflected
stage lighting like a disco ball.

Now Swiss had been
emotionally beaten, many times, under the roof of his old domicile.
His manly wife had set him straight on most issues—especially on
how couples should behave in public and in private. His wife had
always been impressed by windbags, Dallas Cowboy jerseys, tats, and
sports collectibles. But she had little respect for
Adam.

He wanted so badly to have
romantic feelings, to write love songs, to bring flowers, to feel
the throb and pulse of fulfilled love and the gentle touch of a
woman’s willing lips.

So—Swiss, in an emotionally
fragile state, broke, sort of on the lam, tired, and
psychologically beaten, had been smitten instantly by this
beautiful, curvy, nicely-dressed, clearly-married and
socially-integrated woman. What would he do?

Well. He sat on the stool
and caught snatches of the girls’ conversations. He was trying to
glean some significance, some meaning, some awful portent, and some
transient mystic symbolism, for why their paths were crossing here.
Not much came through.

Finally, in the Key of G,
Adam Swiss broke into song, strumming his slightly amplified
Rickenbacker 330 in the dim glow of the nearly romantic stage
lights:

Are you waiting there for me—

While the light breaks from my
Rickenbacker?

Are you thinking bits of me—

Making my life tick a little
faster?

Are you dreaming? Are you mine?

Can you help my places grow and
nourish?

Did you drive those miles for me?

And never sleep a wink ‘cause

We were loving…

Did you wander to the sea—taking photos of the
sunsets flooding?

Are you certain of your heart—and the life
ahead you think of starting?

Tender moments come from always
parting…

Can’t we be, just what we are?

Two fates a-pounding on this middle
class star

Can’t we be, just what we
seem?

Afraid of nothing but the happiness
dream?

 


(At this point, some credit should be
given to the obscure eighties rock quartet, The Rockhardz, who
helped to craft this self-absorbed song.)


 


Leah Free

A Looker

 


Leah
Free, meanwhile, nicely packaged and
smelling very good, was heavily involved in a discussion about dill
pickles, Christmas potlucks, and pantry odors. She did not fidget
nor talk without listening. Mrs. Free had always boasted her ankles
were her best attribute—and she gazed at her painted toenails and
smoothly shaven legs with obvious satisfaction.

She also gazed at the
balding-though-athletic singer. Closely. And the song made her
smile—even if he were off key just a bit. She played piano for her
church and knew about such things.

Leah Free was a beautiful
woman. She knew how to dress and carry herself. Few would believe
she had borne three sons. It’s as if the cosmetic and fashion
companies were invented for her. Everything fit, everything smelled
great on her. Leah’s exquisite and yet girlish figure was envied by
most of her friends. Leah was clever and witty (B.A. in English
from Copperfield Community College Super+ Program) and
charming.

She had been married for
twenty-two years to a good solid citizen. Luther was an accountant
at the local Go Green Power Plant—he made d—- good money, was a
successful investor and business manager, had no bad habits, and
was quite faux-athletic. He played softball on Monday night, bowled
on Tuesdays, went to church Wednesday evenings, played in a
Scrabble league on Thursdays, and attended Bible studies with his
church Men’s Group on Fridays.

Leah’s sons were excellent
students. They were scholars, athletes, and demonstrated only
perfect behavior. Leah kept an immaculate house—thanks to a
salaried house keeper—and she drove a 2013 Lexus SUV with
over-sized black powder coat wheels, received a pedicure thrice a
week, and was encouraged to travel with her girlfriends by her
husband.

Certainly a common and
clear-cut case of Subsidy.

Sometimes she felt guilty
about the cost of her new bosom. But not for very long. Her clothes
fit so much better, and she was frequently the center of attention
wherever she went.

Even so. To the point.
Despite all the accoutrements of success, beauty, and a
sophisticated life style, Leah was bored out of her mind. She had
been suffocated by a senseless and inadequate suburban prison. How
many more Christmas parties could she stand? How many ladies’ book
discussion groups could she host? How many dental and vision
appointments must be arranged? Always church and church meetings,
always doctrine and potlucks. And board games!

Scrapbooking? Cooking? Cleaning?
Maintaining the stucco barn for unappreciative children?

Oil changes, lunch
meetings, manicures, haircuts, vampire novels, Harry Potter, school
fund raisers, Little League, church twice a week, card parties,
date night (once every six months), golf lessons, bikini waxes,
birthdays. What was the sum of all?

Her good looks had brought
her upper-middle-class status in a stale and stuffy
land.

Her husband, with a crisp
crew cut, was a strange automaton who had the future clearly mapped
and always did the right thing. But Luther had no sense of past or
present. He had money and stuff, but he was actually dumber than
dirt.

She, to him, was a
household appliance, a trophy, a doll.

Leah had thought about
leaving her husband and kids, renting an apartment, reading A. R.
Ammons poetry and maybe getting a little job at the Blue Caboose
Diner as a server or something to pay the rent.

But she could not act on
any such impulse. Her subsidized life was too good. Her shiny Lexus
SUV was too nice, her charge cards had federal budget-sized limits,
and she could not disrespect the social furniture which surrounded
her and gave her credibility.

She had come so far from
the twelve by sixty single wide (with an awning and skirting) of
her youth. Her implants (giving her nearly perfect form) were
priceless.

She and Mr. Crew Cut had
timeshares, investments, an apartment building, rental properties,
a boat, and more.

Leah’s mother had never
understood her complaints about Luther. “He is a good provider,”
her mom had said on more than one occasion. “That first husband of
yours was a no-good bum!”

True enough, Leah thought,
but first husband Michael could play guitar and sing like John
Hiatt, and he could make love like Fabio after a drunken banquet!
He didn’t have a nickel, but he had, uh, style. And several
motorcycles.

Her first husband was a
“party-animal” who drank too much, played bad guitar in a “wanna
be” heavy metal band, chased skirts, and shunned the church
scene.

He was always in the mood
for love and would bring her flowers, usually after his drunken
binges and inappropriate antics. But he was a real man and made no
excuses.

Leah, to this day, held it
as an absolute truth that the decay of their marriage was his
entire fault.

Oh well. Just last week,
she heard her ex had been arrested for vagrancy on the Santa Monica
Beach. Apparently, Mike had been sleeping in an old refrigerator
box and living off crabs he caught just off shore.

Rock on, Husband One. We
should all be so lucky!

Leah’s flesh and form were
perfect, but she was not content. Under the skin, well, she had
become a pedicured zombie. Nonetheless, enough of humanity still
resided, still pulsed and throbbed, in her perky upper-middle-class
heart for her to feel pain and loneliness.

She was a poet, and she was
smoldering with subtle buried rage.

She needed redemption, and
she needed it bad.

And she would start looking
for romance tomorrow—after she did the next load of laundry in the
six-thousand-dollar front-loading washer and dryer set Luther
bought her last Mother’s Day.


 


Luther Free

Churchman

 


Luther was a good husband.
He just didn’t like being home with his wife and three sons. He
enjoyed the raucous company of jolly men—especially strong
religious men who laughed loudly, played challenging board games,
and relished Biblical words and phrases. Luther was morally
perfect, tall, and paid his bills on time. He usually enjoyed being
seen with wife Leah at important social church events. She was a
“trophy,” and he knew Leah violently loved his thick
wallet.

He saw himself as the head
of the household. His belief, surface or subconscious, was that
marriage was a binding relationship whose social details were more
powerful, more meaningful, than the individuals involved. He walked
proudly down the sidewalk in a white shirt and tie, carrying his
Bible, aloof from the sinners who had neither his cultural
connections nor cash reserves.

Big Luther understood the
roles. He should make money, pay bills, and have control. Leah
should bake cakes, look pretty, and ask him how his day went. She
should have the Scrabble boards out and dusted on schedule. And be
seen but not heard.

Luther knew he was a
perfect role model for his boys.

Most of the
time.

But every other Friday
night, Luther drove south to Santa Rey and did a little
drinking—only where he knew he wouldn’t be recognized. And he
sometimes had lunch with the “jalapeno-hot” English professor from
the community college—Katherine Van Dorn—who was stiffly
intellectual but statuesque, leggy, and witty.

They were supposedly
business partners of some sort.

Such escapades, of course,
were unknown to his wife and three sons— and the church.


 


Phyllis Swiss

Adam’s Wife

 


One month after her
no-account husband Adam left her and Nebraska, Phyllis waited
impatiently in a room with three wicker chairs. She had wedged
herself into one chair, rather ungracefully, and looked at the old
white-face analog clock, slowly ticking off increments to old age,
a sagging belly, and gloomy eternity, above the exit door. She was
here to see her therapist, the aged-yet-spry Dr. Kilgear. Phyllis
had a strange fascination with the old man.

The last few sessions had
not gone well. During their first meeting, Kilgear had told her,
somewhat matter-of-factly, that she was fat, mean-spirited, and
unattractive. Kilgear was from the very unpopular school of
psychology—“Just Tell the Truth U.” At their second encounter, he
recommended she lose sixty pounds and get a better attitude. Their
third meeting had been a complete disaster. She arrived wearing a
mini-skirt, heels, and a lacey blouse. He had shut the door in her
face and then, opening it briefly, told her to come back only if
she truly wanted to change. He had shouted “Forget Victoria
Secrets! You need a gym!”

Today was their last
scheduled meeting. Contact would be brief. She had exciting and
redemptive news for Kilgear. Yes, Phyllis had found new happiness.
A fellow she’d met at karaoke night down at the Copper Queen Bar in
Sutton, named Reginald, had asked her to move in with him. She
couldn’t wait to tell Kilgear she had been right all along. Men did
love her for her good looks and sexiness.

Later in the evening, while
new-squeeze Reginald was out shooting pool with his old girlfriend
Buzz at the Queen, Phyllis found solace in a hot bathtub. She
luxuriated in the bubbles and shaved her big thick legs, thinking
about the look on old Kilgear’s rough sun-damaged face when she
gave him the news about Reginald. He had exclaimed, “Have you no
self-respect, woman?”—and simply walked off, leaving Phyllis to
settle up with the receptionist, who had quietly been filing her
nails and watching Glee
reruns on her smart phone.

Well, her therapy had cost
four hundred bucks, but the counseling was well worth the
expense.

Hmm. Medicaid wouldn’t
cover her specific therapy requirements, apparently.

She had found love again.
And even though Phyllis eventually discovered Reginald had
hepatitis C, she was happy and felt wanted. To further teach old
Dr. Kilgear a lesson, she stopped off at the mall and bought some
new lingerie. “I sure hope Reggie likes this top,” she seductively
whispered to herself, her breath hot and heavy, and her weighty
bosom heaving with excited girlish expectations.

Lost in a happy reverie,
she wondered if old man Kilgear had been with a woman within the
last twenty years. She considered the romantic lives of older
people, living in the trailer parks, pawing in the buffet lines,
cavorting in the casinos, winking at the card games, flirting on
the golf courses, whispering over at the
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