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When the authorities called for the demolition early in 2008 of the Parliament
House hotel in Birmingham ( pictured, above left), a 1960s-built monstrosity of modest mon -

Gives Birth to Monsters

by Spencer Dew

hursdg, Seoul Café has spoHoopes

on the teleisions bove the empty
kamole stge. Fom ny setin our usual
high-baked booth] watch a series afkies,
sngping snovball factues then some
young mgador gtting a ham to his goin. |
am vaiting br you, but you do not sha.
Bottle cas acaue A dirt bikes skwers its
rider The candlgn its little ¢ass cuptehe
center ofthe tdle, burns davn, goes dead.
An hour after our $eduled timgher is a
text: delged fight, ersey, next week mgbe?
You indude an emoticorof sadnesseget.

Tha night | slep with both ny Igptop,
onling and ny phonewith mein bed.l
dorit know why arymore, meaningt don't
know if it's out ofhope or éar

hen it is the dabebre the Darfur Bak

SaleYou ae in Monteal with N#than,who
males ypu feel sa, vho is like a bother to
you,with whom yu ae sharing the hope
moon suiteebout which you saidin a tet, “So
dossyYou wouldrit believe the baroom?”’

| am examining wethral soundingads
They ae unversaly long universaliy shap,
or shapish,shap enoughMaybe some look
blunt, actual}, like narow butter knves |
move on to the case &idney stonesand
the fiberglass eproductions offetusesfrom
pea-sie to cabage pach.

One dg, because it callsrfit, there will be
a nurder hee, a the Museum ofugical
Sciencea copse bund splged on thelbor
of the ged hall,its disp&ching witnessed
only by the pillaed lusts ofmedical pionesr

In the antique litany, reproduction
gaslightslicker. At the pess ofa kutton,the
iron lung demongdies itselfa shuder, a
series oheaes

There is asom made up likthe ofice
of aVictorian dentisthe mannequins meer
clothes dummiegacelessn hdas Ther is a
cabinet of trepanned skullghronolagicaly
arangd from prehistoy to the N@oleonic
wars. The ceiling othe stirup and specu
lum room is painted in &d-heay nural of
the irst CaesariaAnother tiambes wall is
an edy experiment with ansfusion ivolv-

ing wha look like hollav-coe knitting nee
dles rubber tubingand a dg stepped
upside dan to a tee

| am hee becausesthear some bar
where I'm supposed to meet Edign, and
hes called to gahes ging to be & Hes
meeting his counteifer

Eventual, & a fenced-in beeraglen
strung with catboad shamocks two doois
down from the mak-your-own stir fry place
tha caughtife last wekewerything smelling
vaguey, still, like smok and oil and MSG
Edgerton explains his desiffor a complete
set of Goyas Hes talen to luying seconds
slightyy imperéct brgeries tibaigain base
ment pricesAll his spag cash isajng to
that these dgs so | hae to pa for drinks

He is a man o$hifting tendstempoary
obsessionghrough theifst two rounds he
sighs and ga things li& “| miser” Or:
“She vas idealyou knaw. dist a éw pounds
over, a cup sie sly, lut realy, nealy thee.”

By the thid round hes critiquing the ass
of our nav codtail waitressusing an eight-
point systemseeminly not impovisedwith
caegories lile heightsymmety, and elliptical
torque

Me as pu can guessr as pu should
know, as should be selfident to wu,| carit
deal so ell with all theon seenral leels not
least ofwhich is the ggession othe plysical,
like the Museum dBugical Sciencehich, to
be honestlong with eety other fukingthing
in this vorld—bar £ncegaxicds string lights
air—eminds mgoo intensgl of you.

enter the welend gtting vasted in the
I worst, most melodxmaic and tichéd vay,
moaning wer lulewarm outdoor beetalk
ing too nuch, excessie in content and fef
sive in tonel try and &il to ofer some da
logue ofyour wondes, some suwrey of
chams | wax on &out your bod;, for
instancethe ac of it, the curent tha runs
just dove the sudce ofyour skinand,yes
that jagged mised boldness af scarbisect
ing your bely all the \&y dawvn to your subty
stumbed tu& of pubis| think aout every-
thing davn and asund thee, tut paticular
ly, due to vihaever associve tgesty or
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strousness and with the long vertical and horizontal lines of the best utilitarian sixties
architecture, we at THE2NDHAND southern co-HQ didn’t immediately realize we’'d have a
clear line of sight to the destruction. When we did, armed with camera and the squirrelly interiority of
anticipation, we were surprised to be further struck dumb by the spectacle, bringing to mind as it did
the collapse of so many things. The lack of words for the experience, most times signifying failure for a
writer, we find ultimately appropriate; it's a dynamic well at work among the players in Spencer Dew’s
“Give Birth to Monsters,” too, featured in this issue. As the story’s narrator lives life meaning well, most-
ly, he follows a specter from his recent past through the text function on his cell—the vast connected
ness of things renders his imagination hyperactive but his gut, that part he feels his world with, curious -
ly—and comically, in vintage Dew characterization—numb. Dew is the author of the collection Songs of
Insurgency (Vagabond, 2008), a masterwork for these troubled times. He lives and writes in Chicago.
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bludgeoned mood, think ebout your sur
gery and viaa it removed,your ovarian ter
aoma,a phenomenon | lezed dout,
slighty, in the nuseuns Aberation and
Deformity Foom.

Edgerton asks the aitress ifshe vants to
come and see hishitgs| stae tragicaly
into my half-empty beer and thirtsoat your
demoid gst,swollen to the si& of a \olleyball.
| think gout your tumor your vanished twin.

e were supposed to balsomething

Edgerton and |.Tha was the ided.
wake empty-handedith less than dear
head Sdurdays my upstas neighbor gts of
shift apund the time | ake up and some
times she brings Bbaa cofee in gchang
for my coming up to her place toedk the
rooms br hidden epists a phobia ohers.

Lilly, who gpes ly Lillian since her pr
motion to assistant ass¢eimanger or
assistant to the assteimanger or assoe€i
ae assistant or some comhioraof sud
terms—thees a ner pin tha comes with it,
a collar badg—is mghbe just a longltype
She liks to wind den bebre a dg of sle@
by hearing heelf think. She liks to thee
rize.

“The mass ofree maket citizns lead
lives indeniabf despedtion,” she tells me
She ges on bout aliention, the obfuscad.
We eadiscad doruts tayether She pacs
her pipe andejs highlecturing bout wha's
naural and Wwa'’s onyy assumed to pebout
how we should del—realiz—tha wete on
the pecipice ofa wid, tha the sitution,
honesty assessel@aes us ol with our
heats and our wits and rituai gpeals to
vagueAfro-Cuban deities

Shes caving iound holes out othe tops
of some pplesinto which she then adges
votive candlesetting themldaing in a big
plastic purnic bowl half full of waer. I'm in
her wiker rodking dair, recavering There
are ways tha even domits emind me ofyou,
but | will spae you them.

Lillian tells me thaher ae two worlds
dak mirors of eat other sinultaneous and
strange. “Sometimes she sgs “the \eil
between these avids is ery thin? Shelike
ewenyone elsghas heat everything flom me

all the satid detailsrepea-
edy.

“In such a cicumstancg
she sgs “theres an oelap,
worlds collideA guy meets a
gil, and,whaever, shes stun
ning absolutey, inspiring a
brilliant git, and yu knaw,
shes never riden a bis a
city kus will never ride a bs
Not her vorld. She walks
into any gien nom and
owns it,pluks heds from

inside suitdout this guyhe doesheven hae
a decent suit collectialgesit know exacty
wha a 401k isor wha spoon to use with
which couse”

| kind of want to pptest,but she brought
me cofeg after alland all last night | had
dreamsuneasywhich | will refuse to epea.

Her \otives doit sty lit so vell. Theyre
che®, so thed, in fact,that thgre scented,
something the dollar stodidrt bother to
mentionand she’vorried doout thisserious,
because she dotgmaw if the vorking will
work the same ay with,like,mountain bey
or pine gove or tout steam or Waever this
very simulaed,slighty cacinagenic smell is
supposed to b&he inteupts heselfto sy a
prayer and inteupts—I think—her pmer to
inform me yet ayain,tha all namesof God
are justslare nam#ést we might as all pry to
a landom intger, Dear X, atch over.me

It's a ecent kik, SanteriaFor the past
few weeks she’been visiting the botanicas
requesting merand mag unlilely things
Shes on an eaest ritual questhave been
present on marings thareeled of rum and
want,shrines oftlay heads and woie shells
sta&s of china deped in costumeyelry,
offerings ofwrapped lutterscotties and cig
arillos Wha shes afteyshe taimsis a solu
tion to the centl philosophical coamdrum,
how to be hppy in the verld with othes.
She thinks shetraded it:She pays br total
amnesiag\ery moment a ne life,a fresh
beginning Instant do-ger.

But nov shes bak on the theor of two
worlds “Talke you and Larissa.

“Pleasg | sa.

“T he tuth is” she sgs “on the level tha
maters, practicaljn tems of life patnering
youte not her typepoutre not br her you
cart be And while I'm sue the sewas stu
pendouseath-shakingwhaever, and,yeah,
I’'m sue you dotedwere omanti¢ wrote
picnics or pd@d poems or hdever, agin,
whaever, it doestt mdter, this is the ay the
world is split,and the tain might meet
from time to time bt tha doesit male
them ay less dided!

Saurday momning is no time to be alone
Lillian,a leastjs a huger in pating Like | sg,
she seems to need the human cortadtits
nice in a dough platonic way.She is am
and no mtier hav much pot she smals she
always smelldoremostof doruts

t the panderia | point to aibd of

pink fingedings and somaeen-spdc
led squaes buy seeral bays thatheyre seH
ing by the egisterthings thalook both
bread and sufcienty aveet.

| am thinking mag nomal if unhealtl

things &out your bod/, the base edgof your
ribcaye mesajsing or the rubs ofyour nip
ples under smthumbstonguel think aout



the stif ribbon of lace enailing you on the
cuive, yur smoothtriple-lotioned thighshe
taste ofbronzing gent and salthe frm flex
of your bices tested beteen ny teeth.

For Naomi,it’s a big daShes co-ogan
izer of the Bak Salgwhich is & her ¢wurch.

The frst thing she tells me isttize zue
chini bread is wined,soued,some kind of
mahemaical fu&-up in the ecipeor mgbe
her measuring cupsdike, metric or mg/be
shes ging Bind becausgou knaw, it's been
so longnd,on top of tha, she hashshawv-
ered \et, not to mention the pblem of her
hair Eileen is ging to be ke as alaysand
she better not ka just bought some cookies
from a stoe,becausees tha’s wha
Edgerton and | will dpand Edgiton
shouldft even comethe stte Eileeis in,
because thanan doeshknow the dehition
of spaaar pacingroprietyr respect

“Or consensudbbffer. | should star
more monings with NaomLilly likes to
hear hegelf talk;Naomi doesheven listen.

Things vere diferent bebre she gwe up
smokingNow she tearaound her condo
in crosstaines,a housecdaand a
butchered-looking jpron tha readsrrusT
NO ONE. Shes a brce of naure, the kind
tha obliterates halfa tovn and mads the
other halffeel guiltydr yeas.

The second thing Naomi tells me is tha
the kithien is a vak, adisastepre-which
phrase sheoflows with adw quidly
hummed ba from the theme tdop Gun-
and thaEileen is in a tender mood and |
should telhy bgto bak off and,yes shes
had slighyf moe than the sugsted dajl
dose ofherAdult OnsetAttention Deicit
Disorder medicingoowdering the pillsifst
and splitting them intaifrails some of
which ae aaildle to guests on the Kiten
island petween the camel ripple and the
almond caisin scones

She heads fofo the shaver, and | do
two lines for symmety, then anothejust
becauseThe kithen,in its scale ofmess
looks plottedaranged,the sheeralume of
disoder—spilledlbur and vadded bas
eq shellsa pudile of milk, the unvashed
dishes tharoil out of the sinkthe baking
raks cwering &ery other gaildle ind,
induding the top othe efrigerator and one
of the empty shebs in an open banet.

| don't so nuch dean as»eavae, soil half
a oll of pgper tovels load the dishasher
wder the éw plants in the émt room tha
arerit deadl’'m sta&ing the junk mail on the
coffee thle in thee andomsquae-edegd
piles vhhen the bzzr gesEileen shavs up
carying a br of balery cookies

“Naomis ging to be pissedrit she?”

“Disappointed; | sa.

She smiles with heyes air kisses yn
cheeksl like her a lot mar since she
stopped seeing Eeigpn, which was itself
sott of the treme ofher post-diorce
experimental masbist phaseShe seems
slightl healthier ng, but | also aleast
imagine a camaderie beteen usour fait
ures a shaed and gpwing lak of faith.

Shes auctioning éfprivate yoga tutorials
a the bak salebut wants me to maksue
tha Edgerton doesih buy aty or all of
them.

“Nobody can telhimwha to dq” | say,
though in this case | thinKlibe fne Hes
scaed of her, realy, as a wman,hence the
whole bit gg and sadle stuf, the poty play,
the bondge.Theeis a alteraive world,
Edgerton, his wied bedoom, his tunk of
toys andTENS unit,or, for tha mater, his
living oom staked with something Bkiwo
dozen slightt imperéct Gga etchingghe
images of by a haiine splita doulte-print
ing, like old-shool 3D comic books

“How’s the dama with Larissa8ys
Eileen.

“Thidk,” | say.

“People sait gets bettet She toukes
my am. “People li¢

Or maybe it this:Eileen veas her neu
roses in &ys | ind soothingwith a sot of
facadea polishcool and ecededhut so
obviousy shell-thinfragile in the sense tha
ancient|eated stiks of dynamite ar frag-
ile. She holds heelf as ifher bog were
made ofrubber bandsstretded taut.

“Oh,” she sgs upon seeing the Kiten,
“It's sot of dean

| talk &out you,or éout ny contiiing
problems dealing withoy, the lak& of you,
making quic mention ofthe Korean bar and
of your weelend,awaythe W Montral,a
sumprise tripthe hongmoon suitgVIP pass
es to the Ricter and Ganib house band,
their shev, the paty, the aftepary, and after

Shebeing herdoes not talkkmut
Edgerton or her g-husband or atthing like
tha, realy. Theres a nev shav on tha she
likes which involves the pectéion of trav-
el, paking and plannin@lus she’found a
new tea Amaodnian,detoxifying

| interrupt with a fegment Bout hav
you do not stand and tuyrLarissayou
pirouette And | describan detail—ny
scalp tighteningdm the lines ofdult-
onsetADHD drug—uwetching one night
from your cardoulde paked,as pu bought
cigarettes waching yur smile thwugh the
bulletpoof glass ofthe s stdon corven
ience sta, framed k stikers for Choco
Tacq Klondike bas, waching yu, on your
toes lifted, lifting, spinning somelvg thet
inimiteble way of yours,moving as ifsus
pendedas ifheld ly a cod, from aove.

Naomi comes oug dater of heels as
she cicles the thle, padking cookies in
boxes Eileen pologizes and Naomi ga
something laout hav wete all @ing to be
late, how thee just ish time how this is
important,how it's symptomntic of our gen
eration, this gahy, self-centexd.She lifts
her hair bdcfrom her nelc and ins itrap-
idly, with a tin lidwhich males an eerie
didgeridoo soundjrowning her out.

“Wha is this br again?”Eileen vhispes
to me

“Darfur,” | sa.

“Yeahhe should so totglhot be on
dedh row.”

“Guys pleasgcome onjust this onge
take this seriougl' says Naomi:'Darfur is
the seminalvent of our ae.”

Eileen maés a quiccoughing sound.

| drive Eileets carbecause sheawts to
have it thee to gt avay but doestt want to
drive.She wants to put on her giant sun
gasses and lean her hegalrest the passen

gers side windg, fiddle with her iBd sub
tha the car stewo plgs the ifst few see
onds ofseseral da@en songs

| ask her ifshes OK, and ony once wte
there, paked,does sheespondsging she
cart remember bein@K. Then she tas
off her shadesmiles slightla the \ery
edees ofher ges and mises adt @ove the
dashboat. “Free Darfuf’ she sgs

he ®llovship hall ofSaint Ephems

Episcopal looks kka efugee campa
tent city lined with stalls andrangs wer
them.Thee is a lié-sie camelpatt of an
old Christmas displand a series ofckety
leaningminiaure papiemahé palm
trees—An oasis bazaawe ae inormed.

There is a pmyer, rambing, and a spel¢
distotted via the miophone with a kind of
trede dirp. “Never aain,adin’

There ae stdons br the writing of
postcatls to sertars or br signing local
petitions in &wr of gay mariage or
opposed to big-bostoes Theres a booth
collecting old literies ér ecolmical dispes
al,a place to learabout sceeningsdr
breastcolon,and postde cancer

Edgerton, who shavs up l&e with a go-
cery ba full of store-bought cupcals half
of them bithday-themedtells me twice tha
the ldter isrt a sevice he need®ad it
done last nighgmaeur You should hae
stuk aound”

WeVe been stmned ly the dooras &r
awg from Eileen as pos#hdoling out
chang for plastic wapped faxseed noiffins
and instucting pagnts on the dérctions to
the ng room and banging st&n. Eileen is
off helping set up the silent auction on the
stage d the far endStill,or because ahis
it's all Edgrton wants to talklaout. Even
more than the witress or hislear bill of
prostde healthhe wants to discuss Eileen
and Eileen and Eiledfe goes on bout
how narow her ankles aywha an ass her
ex-husband was ddhdg Pleasker eact
diameter @ and post enemand,acnin,
how he misses hdrow no one has been
quite lile tha: sweet,compliant.

| try to et him to talk laout work. He
and Naomi ar editos tagether All week
hes been on aush eleasghe histoy of
cellophangor so | thoughtbut he sgs as if
it's the mostlasud confusion; Cehalopqds
not cellophan&and hes off again,how hes
used the tter on Eileen bt the brmer
remains aaintasyunrequited*A hole as
wide as theirye,tha’s all thg needand
they can shae-shiftsqueee on though it.
How fudking hot is thi Octopussy

It has alvays been too tg since thifirst
saggy faux-lrish barand pu, on impulse
taking ny thumb insidegur mouth.There
was a shdca the henof its interiorthen
the nceoutsidequivered,as | cuppedou
in my handglike some hunéd times to
come cupping and lifting to taste géu.

This is just one stnd,Larissabut it over
whelmspaialyzing—these pisical memories
The smallessensual thingso undenialy
rigid and eal,seiz methe Bunt ange of
your hipbonegha sandpper scour of
tongue Ipping the ough edg dove the slic
musk—thes¢hingand this too conete
always embodied evid, are cushing me

You sg its the ideas themsedwour
beliefin them tha wredk us You s love
just doestihold,it's not enough.

Though vino knawvs hav arything ends
or why. W& diagnoseast bac speculi@ave
naratives but none oftha helps usgon,
cope

fter the Darfur Bak Sald find myself

on a lus in the dak, inching home
First the vmeelbair mmp jamghen some
bundled passed out guy in priority theg
shits his panta reeking tarent. The drver
thredens to stopbut it's not ¢ear vihho hes
thredaening whéa response heamts

| imagine nyselfsugicaly inseted,a
stint, slahered with pur cewical nucus and
wedgd dep, yoursrendeed conaetey, the
heat, not as &/alentine sk, but as a
chambeed thingaltenaely empty and full.

At two a.myou send a i, the frst
sinceThursdg, and the hasty meaning is
sclambed ty the veord prediction function:
you ae du&ing diunk,going to slee east,
thinking of me

| cannot type b&clnstead) dream tha
there were two of you.

Your consumed twilthe sistergur
body in its lustdr autonony devoured—I
see her bar, unfuling, pale wet from the
oily tumor tissugaches ofblak hair mé&
ted,framing a grgeousy formless dce
errant catilage in lieu oftrue bonebut
with teethas ypur g/st hadand ginning
her foppy tendril ams speading wideof
an embace

| dream ofanother gu,on an alteraive
planewith no tensions beeen élt eme
tion and theestaints ofthe weighty
imposed wrld.

“I am in love with yu; she sgs in your
voice as yu saidyourself all those times
only hee,through the mouth ofour bone
less egy-white doppelgnger, it is a stee-
ment without ozed or cade. It is not tha
you love mebut not thd love caries with it
complicéions contradictions

A juvenile &ntasyuterine pulsingand
when | vale it is nedy davn,the sly dot-
marix grey,and someone is puking into the
shiubbety as their dmk friends loeer him
on, goplauding

| piss chedk my phone twicghen ny
email.

You ae out oftoudh, sle@ing deply in
Montreal,in a dossy and expausly mini
malist suite in a hotel with it&ro sound
trakk and tademéeted vhite tea ®om scent.

Sq instead| imagine pu as gur twin,
suspendedully gown, naled hut fetal still,
shaply freshthe sheer idea gbu, unmet,
as ifwe could do this albain,restat.

To meet ang, in tha placeequipped
this time with hindsighitolding tose to
how it feelsdamning consequendee
wealy Web of circumstancesaking risk.

here is an emailteSundga aftenoon.

The weelend vas @od, better than
good,fantasticNathan is ging to meet
your paents ngt. This you sg, could be
getting serioysould be dr real.

END
Next up: Aam Rrett, Marth 2009

I AM IN HERE

a collaborative tribute to David Foster W allace
ongoing at THE2NDHAND.com/web69/dfw .html
by Pitchfork Batt alion

dry-erase board provides something of a frame for

the attendees of this evening's meeting of the
Regional Safety Council's court-mandated "defensive
driving school,” which is not so much a school as a
course, and the board lends the room, its bureaucratic
drop ceiling, fluorescent lighting and metal folding chairs
all, an air of urgency, whimsicality, and formality all at
once, headed as it is by an all-cap declaration/question
of ISN'T THIS FUN! [sic], written in blue dry-erase pen
and followed by three driving directives in the same
color— 1) Know and drive < the speed limit. 2) Wear
your safety belt. 3) Hold 2-4 seconds following distance
[sic]. (1000-1! 1000-2!) | am in here, like the other maybe
fiteen humans, most of African descent, a fact that
reflects the economic conditions of the majority-white
region. | am in here, which means what it says and cer-
tainly doesn't mean that | want to be in here, necessarily,
though | am game, as goes the expression, for what is to
come, which | am entirely unhip to the eventuality of.

Written in a sort of lime greenish-colored dry-erase
pen, left of the all-caps legend at the top of the board, is
the name of the teacher, now introducing himself as Mr.
Jake McDonough, former vice principal in one of the local
high schools. The revelation brings forth a groan from the
young man sitting next to me, who during the first break

(about midway through our sophomore year according to
former vice principal McDonough's analogy temporally
comparing this four-hour endeavor to the four years most
of us had in high school) will tell me he remembers
McDonough from school just a few years back, and he is
a character, the man does say, a character. | will not be
altogether sure whether this designation is intended as a
good or bad designation w/r/t quality, just as | will not be
sure what to make of many of former vice principal
McDonough's many analogies, such as his absolutely
gleeful reminiscence from his college days, when as a
science lab student he and a bunch of friends found a
dead mouse and dipped it into a vat of liquid helium, after
which they dropped the frozen body onto the ground to
shatter into "a million pieces," he said, his voice rising
comically in pitch, apropos of illustrating the force placed
on the human musculoskeletal system during its experi-
ence of a high-impact/velocity-type vehicular crash.
Written in the same lime greenish-colored dry-erase
pen very faintly to the right of the all-caps ISN'T THIS
FUN! [sic] legend at the top of the board is a website
address, fairtax.org, which former vice principal
McDonough, clad in a Hawaiian shirt untucked and hang-
ing over a prodigious belly and baggy jeans, nonverbally
references, after introducing himself, by raising a copy,
and displaying the book's cover to the assembled, of The
Fair Tax: The Truth: Answering the Critics, by Neal Boortz
and John Linder, follow-up to the authors' The Fair Tax
Book, which detailed said authors' plan for reforming the
U.S. tax code to be based on a sales tax on new goods,
requiring a repeal of the 16th Amendment to the U.S.

Constitution and encouraging the reuse economy, among
other things, and which was former vice principal
McDonough's topic of note for most of our sophomore
and junior years in the defensive driving course, plus a
fair amount of our senior and freshman years as well.

At the bottom of the dry-erase board at the head of
the class, in the same blue dry-erase pen that dominates
the actual driving pointers included on the board, as well
as the ISN'T THIS GREAT! [sic] head, is the directive
"Make your adult choices wisely," which brings to my mind
the late David Foster Wallace's graduation keynote
address to students at Kenyon College in Gambier, Ohio.
| do not know whether McDonough has ever heard of
DFW, though it will seem clear by the end of our senior
year tonight that he is not entirely unself-conscious about
the truth of such clichés and the need to parse them and
demonstrate their truth through example, by which prac-
tice he, indeed, will seem to share a common bond with
DFW, who might well too have appreciated former vice
principal McDonough's laying bare the structure in which
we participate, today, while concurrently placing blame for
our demoralizing participation in said structure solely on
our very selves by invoking the indignity of the amount of
time one has wasted on this "little tiny" [sic] traffic ticket,
what with already three or four hours at the court, another
four or five hours on the way to and in defensive driving
school, yet another return court trip that might take even
longer than three-four hours, which is to say nothing of
$100-plus court costs we all would pay. "Viva revolution!"
shouts the early-twentysomething man at my right, his
shock of thick curly red hair and wide-eyed expression

causing a definite narrowing of the pupils in former vice
principal McDonough's eyes —before, of course,
McDonough remembers his favorite pet cause, reaches
behind himself to the desk to grab again the copy of The
Fair Tax: The Truth: Answering the Critics, by Neal Boortz
and John Linder, whereupon he raises the book to display
the cover and says "If you want a revolution, read this
book" to the young man to my right, who during the sec-
ond break—"between your junior and senior years," says
former vice principal McDonough—uwill engage heartily in
fair-tax discussion with McDonough, which discussion will
quickly turn to the age of the earth, which McDonough
thinks can't be more than 10,000 years, his evidence for
which is an aerial view of the Grand Canyon he got on a
long flight to Los Angeles that gave him ultimate certainty
that said canyon was formed by the great biblical flood
described in the story of Noah, to wit: "You can see how
the receding waters created the crevasses and streams in
one fell swoop," former vice principal McDonough will say.
"All this 'billions of years' stuff is right out the window." His
right arm will propel its hand back in a quick flourish over
his right shoulder, as if to say, To hell with the convention-
al wisdom, to hell with you, solidifying his ultimate human-
ity. —Todd Dills

Believe me, David, / that although | do not know, / |
know. It's like pulling / Infinite Jest and feeling / its weight
before you / blow the dust off / with a bang of breath. /
It's like going into a room / and shutting out / to write a
fight / into a fist, / just to gnaw on it. / | am in here, / and
it's not quiet, / surrounded. / And | want to leave.

—Doug Milam



