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Forward




We are proud to present this collection of 20
short stories by 20 different authors. The stories may have or will
appear in past or future issues of LIPHAR magazine. Most of the
authors presented here have an extensive portfolio of other books
and stories that you may want to check out.

From heart warming family situations to the
totally bizarre , including aliens worlds and ideas, you will find
stories that get your attention.

The stories cover a wide genre and offer a
cross-section of writing talents. We have not edited the stories in
any way and are publishing them as we have received them.

We hope you enjoy the stories as we also hope
to publish many volumes of short stories.

All these stories have come to us from
submissions to the magazine. We encourage all writers to send us
their stories for inclusion.

The low price of this e-book is being made
possible by Spangaloo a book publishing service. You can visit them
at http://spangaloo.com

 


Spangaloo offers Ebooks from authors so that
the authors make better royalties as well as list where you can
also buy the book from other online retailers.
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 Rules for
Chillin’

 


by Eileen Granfors

 


Me and my banda hit Franny’s on San Fernando
Road. It’s hot outside, like over 100, and nobody’s got air
conditioning as cheap as Franny’s. We order toasted cheese
sandwiches ‘cause they’re a dollar, including fries. The waitress,
Carmine, dates my Uncle Angel, and she lets us order from the kids’
menu even though I’m the one who’s a kid.

We talk trash, mostly about the other
customers. Angel says, “Hey, Omar. See that old gringo? My mama
said he wasn’t fit to eat with the pigs, but I defended him, and
said he was.” We laugh ‘til we cry, choking on ice water.

Then this other crew comes in. They don’t
wear their boxers up and their pants low or wife-beater white tees.
They look all Beverly Hills in their polo shirts from that Catholic
high school down the street. The girl has a plaid skirt rolled up
so it barely covers her ass. She’s muy caliente, but she’s hanging
on to a dot head. Another one’s white as a fish belly; two are
fresas, rich fake Mexicans with too much mayo. They’re flashing
signs left and right. “Rival gang,” warns my inner gang-dar.

They’re at the other end of the restaurant. I
can’t even hear them, but it makes me loco the way they keep
mad-dog staring at us, eyes wide as boiled eggs like we’re some
dirty scum.

Our gang ain’t scum. We rule.

So our cheese sandwiches come, and everybody
shuts up. Carlos tries to get Carmine to give him a free Coke
refill and she’s like, “As if.” But she refills Angel’s coffee free
with a wink which says, “You owe me.” I wouldn’t drink coffee when
it’s 102 outside so maybe he needs the buzz. Wish we had money to
buy uppies.

We kick it after the food is gone, writing
our gang logo in ketchup on the table. The fake-Bev Hills crew
watches and copies. They’re starting el fuego in me. When the fire
starts, it’s hard to put out, like oil in the taco fryer.

I finger my switchblade in my pocket.

I nudge Angel.

“Those blancos. They’re dissin’ us. Throwing
their gang signs, tagging their table.”

“Jergas. Homos. Nobody in our ‘hood is that
dumb.”

“Watch.”

Angel and Carlos and Omar and me, we all
scrape our chairs around and mad dog back. The other group quits
staring, but they’re still flashing their signs.

“Go show them, Valentino. You tell them we
don’t take that shit.”

I stomp over to the table. All the rich
gabachos shut the hell up when they see me. I’m not tall, but I got
muscles.

“What ‘chu lookin’ at?”

Nobody answers.

“I asked you a question. Ain’t it rude in
Gringo-land not to answer? Don’t your monkey ears work or
what?”

Hands fly in quick signs.

I turn and shout to my guys. “Ahora?”

“Yeah, Valentino. Do it.”

I pull my blade out of my pocket. I stab the
nearest blondie in the back, in his shoulder blade. He moans, gluh,
and curls into the booth.

Angel slams his chair over with a crash.

Chaos erupts. Chairs fly. I slash at the ‘ho
with them along her cheek. Carlos punches one in the nose. Angel is
swinging the chair over his head. Carmine hits the lights so we can
escape.

“Vamos,” says Angel, running for the door.
Him and Omar and Carlos disappear.

I’m on my back getting my lights knocked out
by the Franny’s manager whose nameplate says “Dick,” which will be
funny when I tell the homies later.

La chota shows up. A lady cop talks to the
guy I stabbed. He points at his ears and his mouth. He makes a
sign.

“Fools. God, you kids,” the lady cop’s
partner says. His black eyebrows curl like worms. “They’re deaf,
not gangsters. Sign language for the deaf, not gang signs.
Jesus.”

Smoggy sunlight filters through the windows.
The cop tightens the handcuffs behind my back. “You really proud,
you punk, stabbing deaf kids?” He yanks me to my feet and pushes me
towards the squad car.

I wipe the blood and snot off my face on my
shoulder. I lift my chin at Carlos and Angel and Omar, flattened
against the wall across the street. Don’t sweat it. I’m good.

Like those people should be walking around in
public making us uncomfortable with their secret language. Talk
about boboliconos. Fools.

 



 


Nothing Man

 



by Graeme Stirling

 


Autumn is coming. In the evening the
temperature drops like a stone into an empty pond, the ripples gone
by morning. He watches the three elm trees from his window and
waits for the leaves to turn to colour of the liquid in his
glass.

Often he worries that he might one day drown
in the bottle. He’s heard stories. His grandfather, whom he met
once or twice as an oblivious infant, was a drinker. Drinker was
the local term for an alcoholic. He died on his own in an Arran
cottage. He might have been able to see the waves.

Wine never seems a dangerous thing. A glass
with dinner is as respectable as anything else that can fill it. It
is its purpose that worries him. It calms his nerves and, when he
needs it to and drinks enough of it, sends him to sleep. This is
the only rea-son he walks to the market with his passport tucked
into a jacket pocket.

Today he walked in the other direction. The
path that stretches beyond the trees and across a patch of empty
parkland had been maddening him. The grass is al-ready stained with
orange freckles and the children have disappeared with the
day-light. The clouds and the light rain that often follows remind
him of home. The wind is as unwelcome as it always was. He wore a
coat that he didn’t need; it reminds him of a winter spent hand in
hand.

Parks are like jars of air with thousands of
strangers’ memories stuffed into them. Voices can be heard when no
one is there, usually laughing. Sometimes the rat-tle of a dog
chain or the heavy, irregular footsteps of a child. He only hears
them when he is alone, and only sees them from behind the glass and
tilted blinds.

They remind him of friends at home who smoke,
how they stop and start to roll a cigarette or light it when they
finish. Sometimes he thinks that he can smell to-bacco, and every
time he thinks of buying a packet and carrying it in his winter
coat. Instead he stuffs his hands into his pockets.

There was nothing at the far edge of the
grass where the path had bent out of sight of his window – only an
empty play park and the high back garden fences of a cluster of
houses. He was disappointed when he turned back, his journey
pointless and somehow humiliating. Someone could be watching him
from the communal kitchen or from one of the flats above and
below.

It was three weeks ago now that it caught his
eye: a camel, dromedary or the other variety, whichever has two
humps and looks even more ridiculous than its coun-terpart. He saw
the first hump through the trees, followed by the other, and then
the oddly-shaped head as it turned and flicked its tail mid-graze.
Maybe that was when he began to worry about the drink.

He’d bought a bottle of Royal Canadian rye
and had regretted it ever since. It was a stupid, impulsive
decision – it was darker in colour than proper whisky and he wanted
to know if it compared, or whether it was fiery swill akin to that
distilled in Kentucky and Tennessee. He’d had one measure and
choked on it, his eyes watering. When he’d turned to the window,
the camel had been there.

A circus had come to town and a great
twin-spire tent had been erected some-where beyond the park. After
a week or two it was gone. He regretted not going. He regretted the
second measure.

He regrets the engagement ring in the top
drawer; not the purchase, but his purpose. She isn’t here. When she
is, he will be too afraid. He misses her.

 



 


The Mexican in the Bathroom


 


by Weldon H. Sandusky

 


 


I

THE GAS STATION

 


Oh, well, quite right, Weldon H. Sandusky had
hoped to raise an issue. That is to say, distinguish nothing from
something, indeterminate space from space, a being from
nothingness, an atom from quarkish chaos; therefore, the creator,
none the less, of the Mexican in the Bathroom., like a wave from a
sound from an atom from , then, nothing; and , on the other hand, a
person-Weldon H. Sandusky-cashier-at a gas station. Not at all
successful at his ploy, financially speaking, he uses anyway the
cyberspace of freedom, the fringes of quantum mechanics, the
guttural humor of gigantic ‘Mexican’ rippers produced mechanically
with hand and mouth to attract so said “Homos” to coordinate
positions, Titantically , so to speak, that don’t exist, for if
they did, would then, there be a kind of New Age Atomic Reality, a
kind of off-Broadway identity , a copyrightable fixation and not
merely just hundreds of rather indescribable chains of farts!?

A calm man in his fifties, cashier
cleanliness, divorced, disassociated otherwise from social
pressures, except-money-he has paid his rent, bought his food, and,
now, awaits the night-really a kind of misnomer-a Mexican in the
Bathroom.

 


That night, three-o-clock A.M. or so,
bongo!---gush!---rip!---, hand-to-mouth, colossal, gigantic, an
episode begins. Tutorial, the telephone, the satellites, the
veritable electron itself begin to obey this Mastermind’s kind of
idiotic outcry. Internet domains rush to command the signal like a
door knocking somewhere, private -800- listings, satellite
broadcasts, even fictitious “walk-ons” that might pull up to the
pumps have all been institutionalized to breathe deep
“deliciosítas”, “hydrogenás” of rich power, for, which, many, going
along with the unknown, unlicensed, unidentifiable sound, do. A
jeep full of high school girls playfully passes the gas
station—under control. Hundreds of listeners nationwide pretend
they don’t know they’re listening to the said pirated signal. What
before was somehow aimless, chaotic, Titanic space is thus being
stealthily (the cashier looks quickly at the pumps), “illegally”
broadcast.

No particular motive in mind, mastermind
Weldon is now controlling a vast enterprise of wiretap-like “Homos”
sniffing the air like so many Nazis, and , perhaps secretly, too,
hoping they can become a Mexican in the bathroom. The night moon
hovers in the sky over the door of the gas station like a huge ball
electron punctuated only by waves of ripping Mexican
farts—instructions to ‘grab on them,’ “bondos” magically
forming-listeners and perhaps Direct T.V. viewers transformed into
insiders and who Weldon claims through his Mexican alter-ego,
Franco Lopez , are Conspirators, fictions part of theory, entities
part of his own private little world.

 


 


 


B Not so long ago Weldon, the sudden Mexican
in the bathroom, would never have dreamed of such intrigue. To the
then student of literature and later student of law there was only
his wife, a secretive lover now and then, ( he begins to stock
cigarettes) his eyes still furtively now and then gazing towards
the pumps, caught, mainly, though, in the act of being a night man,
a cashier. His outer person tells nothing of tragedy, a divorce
following his graduation from law school:

“Can I help you, mam?”

“Ten dollars on pump number 3,” says a
nondescript woman looking at the blank Weldon wears on his face.
Salems, Marlboro ...he is all but a national fictitious identity of
the airwaves and certainly nothing of any conspiracy-a lone wolf
passing gas in the night to arouse “homos” ; but, yet, a kind of
moon-like huge tear does perhaps hang in his eye visible not just
only as a feeling (“Marlboro 100’s” he mutters to no one) but also
as a reminder that back many years ago Weldon H. Sandusky was
committed to the State mental hospital claiming in his defense that
his brother and wife along with the State were involved in a
conspiracy to unlawfully commit him. Though the court denied his
claim and found him insane, (he begins to clean the fountain area)
; Weldon, no doubt, holds his Mexican Franco persona as a kind of
lingering retaliation, even, indeed, as a kind of offering of
himself as an electronic idol to carry the burden of proof onward,
beyond judgment, beyond facts beyond law into—he pours coffee beans
into the coffee maker—when bongo like an explosive rip a Ford
Explorer pulls in followed by two other color-only-cars, perhaps
Fords as well, for gas and maybe cigarettes. The beans gyrate like
some kind of huge brown molecule, pump noises fill the air and a
girl is denied access to the bathroom, the interior of the station
locked at night to prevent robbery.

With their departure Weldon surveys his
domain of fifteen years: soda pop, candy bars, oil…at last entering
(a “shut eye” still on the pumps) the cooler which, of course,
needs stocking. There, in a frozen world of soda pop, this fiction
of love and money and law and science seems to him really after all
the years vague and pointless—mounting cases of Coke and Pepsi and
Dr. Pepper, as it were, abstractions about force , bongo (Weldon
rips one off)-“Breathe deep homos,” he insists. “Grab

on to the ‘electros’ ,” and , then,
individually, like a wave of some nothing, he lets singular bottles
of Coke make their way down little plastic aisles to face the glass
doors of the cooler in the station, the doors locked, the pumps
huge red, white and blue giants outside, waiting, quietly, for
cars. It is quiet save neon mixed moon light in an otherwise
aimless world. ‘Zonco’ , he, hand-to-mouth gives once more his
beleaguered battle cry. It’s almost two a.m. in the morning in
Dallas, Texas.

Business is slow: an elderly Black janitor, a
young man, some real Mexicans, as he slowly, if not tediously,
stocks candy bars imagining to the contrary of random events—the
beep of a truck backing up, a security car’s warning lights
flashing somewhere, he exist not as an input (a kind of long
number) , but, as a really, real person whose feelings, he
hesitates from firing-only the thought there-are somehow
significant data, a minute output of love and hate and anger that
when transformed push and pull imaginary clogs on a machine in
God’s mind for, he thinks, slamming a Baby Ruth into position,
nothing can be created or destroyed, no two objects can occupy the
same spot ; and, then, well, then, he begins stocking assorted
gums-Doublemint, etc.. there are physical constants, temperature,
amounts of force, amounts of electricity, elements, compounds, and
yes the great chain of DNA on and on and on including delete and
mutate , and, Weldon, excitedly, rips a huge blast off: “Come-on
you ‘Homos’-go for the power!” A girl waiting at the cashier’s
window looks embarrassed she’s disturbed the night man.

“Can I help you?” he asks.

A “twenty” covers a fill-up and more that
might follow-cigarettes, etc. Weldon watches her, a kind of goofy
molecule polarized by another-two vectors in space-when, suddenly,
apparently, her cell-phone rings and a night-bird zips past in the
artificial world of the gas station. With cigarettes, the change is
$3.20 which Weldon gives her. “Have a good night,” he says kind of
mechanically after all the times he’s said it. With her departure,
the night begins to end-bathrooms, mopping, trash, then his morning
relief cashier, a woman, Sondra, with 52 double-D breasts.

 



II

 


MEMORY: MOTHER’S HOUSE

 



Weldon thinks, thought-flash-wishing-almost
he weren’t really this cashier-crazed-scientist-sour grapes-almost
sixty-year-old, to a time twenty years ago: it’s early sunrise at
his mother’s house near White Rock Lake in Dallas, a kind of
post-Seventies, hippy, long-hair man, Well Done, Wel Don, Well
Done-if you prefer-arising, divorced, fresh out of a private mental
institute, unemployed-with nothing better to do than think, talk to
himself and play the guitar sitting obscurely in a lawn chair in
his mother’s front yard. In fact, this Weldon, he is out his mom’s
front door, his guitar tagging along behind, as well as a coffee
pot, will not leave to go anywhere, to do anything, to see anybody
for four years; and, then, he will leave under arrest to be
transported , court house and kangaroo included, to the State
Mental Institution in Terrell, Texas. BIG TIME! Two-time
looser!

This morning he is ‘chipper’ and indulgent in
academicism, jurisprudential., philosophic considerations,
however!

“Why not Jesus now?” he lets a passing bird
know.

“And is he not now in you?” says the bird
back.

Cars, houses, bushes, neighbors, anyone,
anything, pose as potential enemy examples for what, he , Weldon,
the lawyer, the student, teacher, counselor, posture as a
burgeoning theory that he will eventually use as grounds to dismiss
a five-thousand dollar back-child support subpoena. He sips on
coffee, strums on the guitar , distinguishing in a freshly composed
song Hollywood and Sex versus the Church and Love while White Rock
community life passes slowly down the street , his mother’s house a
Graceland as it were and he a neo-Elvis:

“You can’t get married on the Silver
Screen,

Without all the kin-folk in a laundry
machine.”

“Everyone so suspicious,” he admonishes out
loud as if people could hear his voice:

“I wonder why?” Pause. “But I won’t state the
facts less they’re clear and convincing-beyond a reasonable doubt.”
A Texas sky full of shadows hangs above like in some kind of
Renaissance painting—Weldon, a sort of lonely shepherd , without
place or meaning.

His eyes from the lawn chair circumscribe the
circle of his world: a blue with fake wood paneling station
wagon-neighbor’s, St. Bernard’s Church-steeple, asphalt parking
lot, Mexican yard man; the intersection of Old Gate and Forest
Hills Blvd, the huge cottonwood tree in the backyard, Arnet’s,
Richard Tucker’s and back, a circle complete.

“So, I had bad grades!” he mutters to himself
kind of gesturing at picking up the guitar for accompaniment. No
more résumés, hapless phone calls. Weldon is growing to accept his
abandonment, withholding despair very quiet like a drop of
water—his son Stephen only now some legal illusion, his ex-wife, a
memory to “jack” with, his very soul dying midst schizophrenic
fantasies and fruitless ambitions. Save his mother inside the
house, old and no doubt saddened by all the events of her son’s
life, the future holds no promise—no real family, no love, no
property: the gravity of his condition, lost in what seemingly is a
kind of slapstick.

“So I just don’t give a shit,” he nods at a
bush. “Everybody can just wonder,” he surmises. “Perhaps God will
overhear.!”

It’s nearing two p.m. in the afternoon,
passing cars and curious neighbors, a far cry from semester-end
examinations and grades but none-the-less for the future gas
station man to the now drop-out, life has culminated in just
that—grade 77!!!

 


 


III

THE GAS STATION

After stocking cigarettes, cleaning the
fountain area, stocking the cooler and mopping so many nights , the
multifaceted Weldon indulges in a sort of reverie—a conglomerate
nostalgia of grades and school, marriage and insanity:

“You can’t get married

on the silver screen…”

Zonko - Rip- he produces several compatible
bursts, and, then, strangely as if a jury were there , pumping gas
or buying soda pop, he will enunciate the refinement of his
conspiracy theory, laying down, for example, a procedural rule or
then posing a question of law. Weldon turns to the coffee machine-a
jury member…

“Objection, sir?”

And now to the cash register…

“That , is hearsay!”

A car load of girls, no doubt, he thinks , as
well, caught up in the trial, deserve and receive a mock
burst—ZONKO! “Breathe deep ‘Homas’!” The Dallas police like some
alter ego paranoid schizophrenic know-Weldon considers-beginning to
count the drawer for Sondra curiously initiating a kind of Poundian
canto:

“Pres’ & the Pope

Who’s on the dope??

Must be the ones

Danglin’ on the rope!!!

Ah em, ah em , ah em…

Ah em, ah em, ah em.


Big Brother and a lonely Man—

Both ‘homoed’ on the stand:

Breathe deep, ho-hey, ho-hey,

Breathe on the power, ho-hey!


In this frame of mind , a kind of magical
relativity results—the gas station, the front yard, school, locked
out of ‘his wife’s’ apartment on a frozen Wisconsin morning,
arrests in California,…résumé-like events of personal history
consume his consciousness—lost in time and space—while he closes
the counted drawer.

“Well, members of the jury…” breaking at once
into the canto mode:

“We all pay—hey, hey, hey-

the price for the throwing of the rice,

We all wish we could only be…”

Sondra pulls up! Snap, Weldon erects into
normal behavior ; but, later, driving home to his apartment in
North Dallas, he as well arrives in all the other places like a
small dot on an electron or a Hiroshima on a hydrogen atom or a key
in all doors—a distant memory anyone, he thinks, plays
with—steering the car with purpose, however, and intent upon his
recovery and functionality in the everyday working world—white
collars, blue collars and …he opens his apartment door.


 


Histrionics aside, Weldon now feigns stepping
into a Mexican Mushroom—“Yee Haw, Wow…STINKO…What the hell!”
giggling to himself.

He closes the door. No where like home—he
jacks off, eats and goes to bed. A hard day’s night!!! Night, after
night after night, exam after exam—cars, telephone numbers,
friends—all some kind of a sequence bonded in an affectionate
magnetic field: an earth, a moon, a car, an enemy vehicle, an
in-law , an out-law, and , so forth, infinitum.

Weldon grows old in his intelligence, the
unjuried opinions, the insane proof of nothingness, indeterminate
space in a random world of stocks and bonds and trades and options
of love and marriage, sex and Hollywood . Beginning to loose
consciousness in sleep, he knows he is a failure; and, perhaps, he
rolls over, insane!

 


IV

STEVE RUEGER: GOVERNMENT

It’s an early weekday morning where coffee in
a flag-bearing room with pictures of Presidents and Chiefs of State
on the walls is just now brewing. Almost alone sits at the podium
lectern table, Steven Rueger (CIA-FBI tactical liaison) prepared to
brief some ten to fifteen agents on what has come to be “Hound
Dog”—WELDON H. SANDUSKY. He draws the first cup and others follow:
7:30 A.M. Central Standard Time:

“Good morning,” and then after a while Rueger
begins…

“Weldon H. Sandusky—code Hound Dog is a
mentally ill person. He’s been twice committed, facts, no doubt,
arising from law found in the Texas State Mental Health Code, to
the State asylum in Terrell and to a private hospital for namely,
threatened homicide and threats made against the President of the
United States. Please review file brief L2.

Rueger is a Hoover type, non-descript man in
his ‘fifties’ with glasses and an eye for the tactical handling of
cases where their disposition has reached a level of ripeness such
that the National Security under the Omnibus Streets and Crime
Control Act is involved. He continues sipping hurriedly coffee only
occasionally looking up:

“A pseudomonas character, Franco Lopez—the
Mexican in the Bathroom—of the subject in question has triggered
National Security problems not simply because of leaks—unlicensed
broadcasts of “the Mexican” but, as well, a dismissed Federal
Circuit motion used by subject Sandusky’s effort to likewise
dismiss a five-thousand dollar back-child support subpoena served
approximately one month before the above said arrest and consequent
commitment to the State Mental Asylum. If the State avoids delay of
a habeas corpus hearing—(see document: Weldon Sandusky v. Dorothy
Edwards, et. al. July, 1984) . Hound Dog’s failure to seek relief
himself will provoke possible political and legal problems. He,
subject, code, Hound Dog, is pirated quiet frequently, illegal
broadcasts of the ‘Mexican in the Bathroom’ released via the NET,
radio, and, we believe, Direct T.V. As well, bootleg tapes of
‘Sanklee’ (another pseudonym) are distributed regionally and
nationally allowing airplay inevitably of the
artist-songwriter-guitar player, Sandusky. Currently, a blanket has
been put on the press to prevent any coverage; but, then, First
Amendment Freedom of Speech issues might give problems for
Government. Continued wiretaps and surveillance issues might
generate a cause of action under the Fourth Amendment to the U.S.
Constitution.

Hollywood and Government in these type
National Security Intelligence cases must be handled discreetly and
meet common law and written statutory standards. The Dallas office
is consequently herewith advised: Sandusky (code Hound Dog) is not
considered dangerous, is not armed but is a thorn in the side of
National Security. At a large level the same kind of issue sparks
Palestinian-Jewish animosity and anti-Communist withdrawal with
honor from Vietnam sentiment. If this man becomes another cold war
public figure will Federal and State government be politically
threatened? He would be obvious proof of a real conspiracy. He is a
lawyer, and all but certainly recovered from divorce , alcoholism
and unemployment. He is employed by Exxon/Mobil as a night man—this
singular job lasting now more than twenty years. He is in average
health with possible prostrate cancer, high blood pressure and
attendant cardiovascular , coronary heart disease, a heel-spur on
his right foot, 20-80 vision, age sixties, non-sexually active. He
goes for walks and lives in Addison, Tx. (See enclosed disclosure
brief). Thank you for your time this morning. And, have a good
day.”



Rueger sits down finishing in one gulp his
morning coffee.

 


 


V

 


MEMORY: HOLLYWOOD

 


Like some great hidden war everyone plays on
pixel dots on screens shot by photons from electronic signals sent
from transmitters around the world the Church and State as
co-conspirators masked their innocence from earliest time: In re
Jesus Christ. Through Hitler, Hiroshima and Vietnam, Napoleon
raring up on his twenty-hand horse, Davy Crocket swinging to the
last an empty musket, El Cid taking an arrow, Weldon, pacing the
floor in Dallas far from the gas station takes his place—Waterloo,
the Alamo—the final stand off.



… It’s FRIDAY night and he and his ten year
old son like garrulous terrified commanders strategically cope with
the non-appearance of “Mom” –Peggy –the ageless woman, tempestuous,
beguiling, and , perhaps, adulterous! In his heart, Weldon, no
ZONKO, no laugh, but the roll of a coming gigantic moon tear knows
it’s over—suspicion has over ten years amounted again to probable
cause and without listing the three or five other times of
estranged conspiracy, without deriving the benefit of legal
counsel, he (his son beginning to quietly whimper) fumbles at
numbers on the phone, paces the little house with adrenaline spiked
steps and then stares down an empty street for the car.

… The weekend—Saturday and Sunday—will be
tuff, but—“TONIGHT MY DARLING” singers sing—the silly little
Generals are only two duped stooges in a game conniving and to coin
the word again—conspiratorial!!!

“Dad!” his son, Stephen calls. “Dad!” His son
again calls to deaf ears, a face lined with terror and fear, a
mouth full of cigarettes, and , a stomach ready for alcohol upon
the realization, so said knowledge, logical deduction, conclusion
of law, etc. : MOM’S NOT COMING HOME!!!!

“STEVE!”

“DAD!”

 


 


The two command only silence … an entire
nation of heroes waiting their turn, ad infinitum.

“Ah, she’ll probably be here.” His son
pretends to dial a number. Like all great men , father and son hold
their honor and their pride in the outstanding balance of love.

Weldon dashes to the door! “ Sandy.” Bill
Trumble, a neighbor, calls.

“Ah, hello Steve.” Bill glances at Weldon’s
son.

“Hi.” Steve plays cool.

“Bill, I need your car!” Weldon looks down
quickly, knowing already the answer.

A kind of battle plan dissolves into a wild
cab ride, alcohol purchase, and , two last nights together—hazy
memories of a fart joke, ZONKO!!

 


 


On Monday morning, having seen Peggy’s new
lover, Weldon, with no I.D., no money, and, no son, borrows
one-hundred dollars and flies to L.A….Hollywood, only a short
drive, the sudden flip of a switch . His son maybe that night
cried—they all must—laughing with her new man, his new Dad, on the
other hand.

“Howdy, name’s Sanklee,” says Weldon arriving
in L.A. A haggard , filthy woman nods and finishes cleaning the
airport bathroom. Disposed of a leak, and, perhaps, twenty dollars
, Sanklee heads for Hollywood. She sanitizes the urinal and mutters
something like, “cheap bastard!”


VI

THE LAW AND THE EVENT: HOLLYWOOD

 


Not like being a gas station night man,
which, he is to become, or a student, which he was, Weldon views
himself as a freeman. He flags a cab, showman-like, and , says,
“Hollywood,” parting with his last twenty dollars. Like some great
non-entity, the world slides past the cab window, Weldon, both
looking and, he believes, being looked at. No chains of marriage,
no shadows of doubt, no reason to look back, no reason to peer into
the future—the cab veers in and out of traffic, the pretend star in
the back seat trying to appear forlorn, not exactly plastic , but ,
honestly hurt, James “Deandian.”

“Anywhere in particular, sir?” the cab driver
asks.

Caught off-guard, Weldon, at last, utters,
“Ah, the corner of Hollywood and Vine, please.”

The cab arrives, Hollywood is Hollywood, the
cement is hard, the air is exhaust-filled; and, Weldon is just now
from telephone commander to Hollywood stand beginning to become
aware of the facts of his case. No clear direction, he decides he
must raise an issue, ignite Hollywood with his dilemma, excite the
girls, amaze crowds with grace, snub bankers, scoff at attorneys
and attract (on the side) prospective producers. They don’t know
him, of course, he concludes out of some innocent paranoia, and,
though his ship is landed, they are merely playing coy, hard to
get, “stand-offish,” cold. As his well-concocted emotions settle
in, his act becomes more positive—secure in believing that, pardon
a look into the future, (ZONKO!), he is himself, no bit part, no
major character, no stock, straw-figure, himself, whoever that
is—more than likely, the thought flashes by—a failure.

 


 


What support, he thinks, as, to be sure,
street bums, Dickens like, all emerge, penniless, prying about the
streets of Hollywood. Christian, Babylon babes wrapped in cheap
designer rags start to trickle in and out of nowhere; one
approaching the now almost suspended Weldon having himself taken a
stand by the famous corner drugstore. She nods in an endless chain
of nods, starlit, starlight, in a town that, despite its hills full
of mansions and streets full of ‘limos,’ is from Weldon’s
perspective a ghetto—dangerous , detective, Batman, suspense and
crime filled .

“You act like you know me,” Weldon blurts out
too late to the disappeared girl now newspaperman offering him a
fresh copy of the L.A. Times.

“No,” says Weldon and he begins to march off
Chaplinesque somewhere indistinct but less vague, than, shall we
say, the home he once had in Dallas, Texas.

 


 


VII

MEMORY: HOLLYWOOD

As though some kind of refugee from the
constitutionality of the home, the sanctity of marriage, the
necessity of education…it is as if the all new FREEMAN , Weldon, is
driven by a destiny—rude and crumbling; however, a destiny—a
purpose: wiring his mother in Dallas for money, eating at missions
for the poor, “pimping” as a prospective gigolo, acquiring a
one-room accommodation in a Hollywood rooming house, consuming pint
after pint of cheap wine, walking up and down the streets of
Hollywood, throughout L.A., Orange County, Corona del Mar—all the
while, walking…walking…walking…walking—sometimes as many as twenty
to twenty-five miles—a mere day’s worth of STAR , chosen one,
FREEMAN; an expression of feelings dark and hateful and unnoticed
by the people of Los Angeles at large. A guitar is purchased! Paper
to draw on, colored pens, some white baggy pants, a few cans of
food, chips—a sign larger than WELCOME called failure. But, is that
not himself, Weldon thinks, almost out loud!

“Hi!” He nods at his neighbor, Doretha , a
woman from Colombia with huge plump tits and short and tight: reels
of film spinning, x-rated, in Weldon’s mind, yet like fire and
death and destruction, SEX, he has come to realize is like a trap,
a prison, a death-bell, tolling not far away. Doretha stands in the
door…

“I notice guitar,” she at last indicates,
strumming her hand against the air of the rooming house
hallway.

“Yea, I kind of play.”

Weldon plugs an almost Sanklee just beginning
to emerge while Doretha is hot, luscious, unnamed—both
‘discoverees’ continuing some story they know as well is wrong and
with that finally parting, similarly, with nods and
affirmation—bottles of anointing oil only waiting on the one hand
and on the other bottles full of blood laughing as it were at them
and Hollywood in general. She suggests passage into her room and
Weldon likewise into his. She declines; and , he does too, each
laughing at the overnight murals he’s painted on paper hung on his
walls—tall, space, alien people, an ‘audience’ for his solitary
serenades she has no doubt overheard. With an almost abrupt “bye” ,
she takes the line from the seeming stock dummy, Weldon, saying,
“Adios,” then, closing the door.

 


B

 


A year almost passes thus—marked by forays
into L.A., and , towards the end, (a bus back to Dallas , and,
“Mama” ). Weldon, to avoid walking eight miles to a downtown
mission to eat, eats from Dempsey dumpsters behind restaurants in
Hollywood. He hocks the guitar, pays his last rent, and, after a
few days, awaits the inevitable. FAILURE. Jesus among the Jews. A
mock epic with a cast of bums and losers and ‘limos’
that,-------Zonko------go by like that.

Legal-like, Weldon , will sit on the
bus—Mexicans, incapacitated individuals, a man whose ass weighs
four-hundred pounds and takes two seats, a driver who knows who
they all are and punches a hole in their tickets; and, “Thanks,”
says Sanklee-Weldon-looser, and, boarding, turns to see a man vomit
on the rear wheel.


VIII

THE GAS STATION

The gas station is now under closed circuit
surveillance—the Government hoping to catch Weldon , conspiring.
Ruger’s right hand man is Gary P.

Weldon thinks now in nighttime acts without
words as though the Hollywood year, the front yard and the mental
institutes have paid off. He gestures:

“Twenty, on pump Three,” says a fat man in a
kind of commando jeep. “Marlboro Light,” says a woman looking
Mary-like with scarf and caped shoulders. A line of customers at
the 10:00 o’clock shift change has formed, Weldon strumming the TGR
15 cash register keys adroitly and able at the same time to counter
unprovoked aggression or even, then, quickly, switch to the
offensive, offering a smile or wink or for the
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