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EXTRA! EXTRA! This just in! Feb 23/21.We are saddened to announce
that Lawrence Ferlinghetti, publisher of Ginsberg’s How! and eminence
grace of the iconic City Lights Book Store, died in his home in San Fran
today at age 101. To him, we owe our love of Kerouac, Ginsberg, William
S. Burroughs, Ken Kesey, Gregory Corso and other fiery minds of the
Beat generation—one of the strongest and most impactful movements in
American literature. Quote: Poetry must be capable of answering the
challenge of apocalyptic times, even if this means sounding apocalyptic’
...And so in America, when the sun goes down...we think of old Lawrence,
we think of Ferlinghetti, we think of Lawrence Ferlinghetti, the father we
always had. R.1.P.

‘Write a sentence as clean as a bone.’ James Baldwin

“Once you go meta, you can never go back.” Hezekiah Scretch to
Nick North in conversation.

‘The only great Jungian novels were written by people who were
hardly aware of Jung or even like James Joyce, despised him. The
consciousness of being Jungian produces irritating books (The Magus,
Robertson Davies etc.) Larry Smith in ‘Fond du Lac’ from Floodlands.

‘The Earth is round. I intend to prove it flat!” Tom Ball to no one in
particular since everyone bolted the orgy after he started speaking.

This issue 1s dedicated to the radical activist freedom loving spirits
who have been so unjustly silenced by the monstrous machinery of petty,
malevolent governments. We honour and support Joshua Wong, Agnes
Chow, Charles Lim, Ivan Lam , Loujain Alhathloul, Raif bin
Muhammad Badawi and Alexei Navalny. Veritas Triumpharet.



Welcome to Fleas on the Dog (aka FOTD)! We’re a no frills brown
bag online lit rag with only one focus: GOOD WRITING. Our style is
‘HOTS!"—hands off the submissions! We publish every submission exactly
as received, so there might be arbitrary spacing, pagination and files
containing more than one font. What you won’t find are pretty pictures and
fancy layouts. We like this ‘broadsheet’ deconstructionist approach—the
printed page as its own aesthetic—inspired by the ‘Beat’ presses and
journals because it visually footprints the individual in a way a uniform
format does not. We hope you like it too. (In some cases with poetry,
Hezekiah’s intro will be found at the bottom, not the top of the page.)

November is money month when it comes to literary awards in
Canada. And we’re not talking small change. $15k if you win the Governor
General’s Award (and the chance to rub elbows with the Queen’s go for) and
a whopping $100K if you take the Scotiabank Giller Prize—Canada’s
richest—with 10K for each of the four runners up. But after the champagne
flutes are drained, the rented tux’s returned and the losers have been booked
into therapy, just what kind of literature have we honoured?

Taking the Giller as our clay pigeon, Tom and Charles, believe it or not,
bought the nominated books by the five contending authors.—3 novels and 2
short story collections (names redacted to protect the innocent from lawsuits
or having our reputations besmirched on washroom walls)—and goaded by
press release drivel and neat sounding citations like ‘achingly beautiful
prose’ and ‘language as unsparing as winter’ (huh?)—we couldn’t wait to
dive in. But wait! There’s no water in that there pool! Instead of writing that
cuts to the bone we were ‘treated’ to ‘designer’ fiction. Five fucken times.
The books these authors write (and we think most of them know it) are
targeted to an elitist pseudo- intellectual mini-mob of chardonnay gulpers
and brie munchers (read minority). They are the ‘must reads’ of the season,
the book club choices, the five star reviews and you just ain’t keepin’ up
with the circle jerk, Jack, if you don’t read them or at least pretend to have



read them. They are fanatical in their political correctness (no cultural
appropriation here!) and predictably take on ‘heavy’ themes, detail ‘dark’
truths and fling yet again that wearisome (at least here in Canada) done like
dinner cliché of ‘the immigrant experience’ or ‘the trans experience’ upon a
gloating audience of neuron numb autofellators. There is nothing wrong with
these topics per se. In fact, under the right pen, each of them offers
boundless possibilities. The problem comes down to the writing itself.
Instead of ‘achingly beautiful prose’, we found much of it to be over-crafted,
over edited, anal retentive and under fed. What’s missing is what needs to be
there. Blood, dirt, fire and energy—the ‘barbaric yawp’ that trumpets
authentic voice, the authorial signature that can only be wrested from the
depths where mingle intuition and hard won experience. With one exception,
all the nominees demonstrated a curious similarity of mannered prose style,
such that in a couple of cases you could even switch the names on the covers
and not notice much difference. Make no mistake: this isn’t where exciting
fiction is happening. Scratch any of these books and all you get is acqua
morta. But who cares? It’s 100K stuff and these authors are the season’s
celebutants. Then again, why should we care? Seriously. If a bank likes your
fiction you’re dead in the water as a writer. And you can take that to the
bank.

We’d like to say a special thanks to Anne Scott for her generous
donation. Her late husband Bob’s poetry appears in this issue. His poetry
was unpublished during his lifetime but he was a stellar talent who should
not be missed. We welcome the opportunity to honour him. So thank you
again, Anne!

The kool kemikal headers in this issue were specially designed by Neo-
Beat Teek Tawk artist Wade Springer. Bruh, you avante-d the garde!!! We
salute you from the depths with our darkest thanks!

A word about ‘5 stars’ (or cinque stelle as Charles keeps hounding us),
since we’ve been asked on more than one occasion by more than one head
scratcher. It’s just a little discretionary perk we give to the author for what
we believe to be standout work and to impress upon the reader the high
quality of the writing he/she/it/they is about to read. But it’s not a ranking



system. There is no 4, 3, 2, or 1 stars. All of which means if you didn’t get a
fiver don’t come crying to us, Argentina. We receive 300+ submissions per
issue so if you made it into FOTD, you’re an author of consequence, at least
in our eyes. Capite?

We’re just five rad dudes and one cool fox who love the language and fall
on our knees at the sound of beautiful words in all their glorious reach and
transformative power. At FOTD we share that with each submission we
publish, each different from the other, some miles and styles apart, but
always burning. Nisi optimum et clarissimum.

And now we give you Issue 8. As mature as fine wine, as incendiary as
Spanish fly. And until we meet again in Issue 9, always remember to spread
the LOVE and STAY SAFE, or, as we say here in kool Canada, the true
north strong and Flea, “Stay safe, eh!”

Tom, Charles, Hezekiah, Janet, Richard and Rob
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Dreaming in AM CA

By Nick Padron

WHY I LIKE IT: Guest Editor PETER STAVROS writes: I was drawn into this story
immediately, from the opening lines as Mrs. Blanco cautions herself to preserve the
strength of her smile, knowing that she would need it later. I wanted to follow her on her
Jjourney — this skillfully presented journey amidst the rush and bustle of a bygone era New
York City viewed through the eyes of someone who marvels at her bus commute like a
tourist, where “[t]here’s a kind of musical play choreography in the way New Yorkers
march across the streets, in the stop-and-go of the vehicle traffic,” so clear in its
depiction that it was almost as if I could see the action unfold before me. The author is
deliberate in the reveal of Mrs. Blanco’s backstory as this quite eventful day plays out for
her. I was fully invested in her narrative and satisfied by the delicate payoff at the end.
NF Padron’s crisp use of language paints the scenes perfectly. “The long hallways of the
boarding house are gloomy silent,” and inside an employment agency “[t]he stale air in
the gray-walled office reeks of cigarette smoke and indifference.” And Mrs. Blanco
doesn’t just eat a donut she fortuitously found abandoned on a windowsill still wrapped
in wax paper, after longing for one earlier from outside a storefront window, but “[u]p
by her lips, she breathes in its baked aroma and bites the sweet soft dough filled with
even sweeter jelly as though performing a delicious but sinful act.” I was moved by
“Dreaming in America’ and give it five-stars, and I’'m eager to read more from NF
Padron.

Senior Editor Charles writes: As soon as we started reading this magnificently
understated,masterfully controlled story we knew we were in the presence of genuine
talent. This is the real thing. Writing so simple and so good it puts a lump in your throat.
A masterpiece of portraiture that not only tantalizes but comes with a surprise: an ending
that will make you smile. (Spacing and font size are author’s own.)

QUALITY QUOTABLES (for the love of language):

A slow-moving black convertible as long as a yacht comes sailing slowly through the mass
of bodies. And there, over the sea of outstretched fluttering hands, the figure of John F.
Kennedy appears in a royal blue suit, his face under a crown of impeccable chestnut hair,
and a smile of perfect white. Drawn by the delirious multitude, Mrs. Blanco reaches out



to him as if attracted by an invisible magnet, and their skins clasp together for a magical
instant. Then just as quickly, the candidate’s caravan floats away.

DREAMING IN AMERICA

Nick Padron

Mrs. Blanco has always known she had a smile, sensed it even before she became aware of it.
When nothing else would do, her education, her figure, her presence, that simple pull at the
ends of her lips spoke with a language of its own. This morning she knows she’s going to need it.
So sure she is, in fact, that after brushing she restrains from flashing her teeth at the mirror to
preserve her smile’s full strength.

Outside the window is dusky gray. She reaches for her floral dress, something to brighten up the
Monday morning that awaits her. She closes the closet door softly, so as not to wake up her son
who’s still asleep in the bed they share. From on top of the night table, she picks up her reading
glasses next to the Selecciones del Readers Digest magazine and slips them on. She wears them

all the time now when it’s dark.

The long hallways of the boarding house are gloomy silent, her roommates either asleep or gone
to work. In the kitchen, she greets Rita, the owner of the casa de bordantes. No need to start
shining her smile yet. The radio is buzzing the local Spanish news. Mrs. Blanco has her breakfast
in between Rita’s comments. They’re mostly about the weather getting colder. Where Mrs.
Blanco comes from el tiempo is not much of a subject. It’s either raining or it isn’t, and usually
too hot. Not here, in the city of long coats. The first thing out of people’s mouths here, friends
or strangers alike, is the weather, how cold is it going to get or what’s going to fall from the sky
today.

Mrs. Blanco finishes putting on her face by the front door. She reaches into the bottommaost of
her purse for the keys and locks every lock before she steps away.

It all begins in the elevator, with the simple act of pressing the call button on the wall brass
plate. The doors open on their own and she steps inside the mirror and metal box. Her belly
shivers as the floor drops, a combination of dread and excitement she’s still acquainting herself
with since she arrived in New York. Part of the luxury trappings of a past future time, an aging
modernity, she is only now catching up to.

For better or worse, everything is temporary. If she is certain of anything it’s that. Exile with all
its heartbreaks, the same as the guilty enjoyment of a New York elevator ride, is only



provisional. The bearded atheists who had forced her and so many to flee her homeland would
not keep her forever from the life God had meant her to live.

Outside, it’s colder than it looks. She buttons up the winter coat Rita sold her for five dollars and
tightens Amelia’s red scarf around her neck. As she walks past the store windows in her stiff
overcoat, her reflection isn’t all that unappealing. It not only conceals her long-lost silhouette
and keeps her warm; it also makes her feel part of the landscape, like another New Yorker.

At the bus stop, everyone climbs in one at a time, each dropping a token, unrushed. It is at
moments like these too that she’s reminded how far she is from home. Tokens instead of
money, no one hustling to the empty seats, no conductor to collect the fare. The efficiency of it
makes her wonder, though. In her town, buses had a driver and a conductor, and when they’d
seen her a few times, she didn’t need to signal her stop. Everyone was more in touch with each
other, less orderly, sure, but more normal. She wonders how the americanos, as smart as they
are, could have missed that, the simple human touch.

The downtown bus travels in the shade of Broadway’s architecture, a sightseeing show for Mrs.
Blanco—and the reason she preferred them to the subway. She presses her forehead on the icy
glass window. She grins at the bright storefronts along the way, with their window displays
projecting out to the street like movie screens with views of domestic scenes, gleaming
kitchenware, and elegant mannequins wearing the latest styles. There’s a kind of musical play
choreography in the way New Yorkers march across the streets, in the stop-and-go of the
vehicle traffic. The grandeur everywhere moves her, the polished sheen of rotating doorways,
the assembly lines of yellow taxis, the sheer abundance of affluence. Her faith in the infinite
might and wisdom of the americanos is reaffirmed at every intersection.

The bus stops at a red light.

When she left Havana, all she and her boy were allowed to bring was $120.00 and — as she
liked to say — all the hope and Kleenex they could carry. And, of course, the fervent belief that
the United States of America would never allow a Communist nation to take root just ninety
miles from Key West. This wasn’t only her opinion: everyone she knew was of the same mind.
The end of the bearded revolutionaries was only a question of when — maybe a year at the
most before she’d be back with her family around her again, back to where she was born and
married and had her children, home until three weeks ago.

Today is a particularly difficult day for Mrs. Blanco. It’s her first day out looking for a job, in
search of employment, something she’s never done or needed to do before. At forty-six, the
only job she ever had was that of housewife and mother, work that had prepared her for just
about anything except to look for employment — much less in a foreign land. The task does not
intimidate her as much as the idea of having to ask for it in English, a language she loves to hear
but she’s incapable of articulating without embarrassing herself.
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Mrs. Blanco looks at the note her exiled friend, Marta, had given her. “Get off on 34th Street.
Walk to 8th Avenue, Garment Center. They’re always hiring sewing machine operators in the
factories around there,” it says.

In Havana, she had a Singer machine with a wrought-iron foot pedal her husband bought her.
She’d fashioned dresses and shirts for her children with it when they were younger, even sewn a
camping tent for her son’s Boy Scout troop once. Sew? Mrs. Blanco could sew just fine.

From the bus, she keeps watch of the street signs at every corner. “Get off when you see the
Macy’s store and walk around the area looking for Sewing Operator Wanted signs on building
walls,” Marta’s note says.

Many things she never needed before or thought she ever would are needed now. Only a few
weeks ago she still lived at home with her husband of twenty-two years and her two children.
She’d known the comforts of a well-off existence, which had come with much struggle and only
in recent times. But in less than a year of the communist takeover, it was all torn apart,
beginning with the seizure of her husband’s business, the family house, even the cars. Then
came days of desperate rushing around like on a ship in the storm, throwing everything
overboard, trying to sell, trade, and hide whatever remained of the family’s assets. But the idea
of seeking asylum didn’t come until later when talk of an even more horrifying law was
proposed. The enactment of what they called ‘Patria Potestad.” The law that gave the
communist government parental rights over un-emancipated children. Once the rumor took
hold, the question of whether or not to leave the country was settled.

The communists could take everything she owns, she decided, but not her son.

Almost overnight, she found herself thousands of miles away, confined to a bedroom in an
overcrowded boarding house in New York City with her twelve-year-old son, starting her
temporary life of ‘political’ exile, a refugee — a ‘worm,” how the fidelistas called the likes of her.

Although the hardships of her younger days now seem like something to look forward to, Mrs.
Blanco doesn’t allow herself to wallow in her misfortune as some of her fellow exiles do. Hope is
fresh yet. Still, the day-to-day is far from easy. Rooming in an apartment full of political refugees
is like living with a big wounded, grieving family. Rare is the night that she is not awakened by
the muffled sobs of some of her roommates. Exile is the same as living in a permanent state of
emergency, ever hanging to a single hope. Every rumor, every word printed or heard on the
radio about the homeland has to be dissected, reinterpreted for hidden meanings, every piece
of news a new topic to argue about. The one thing the entire exile commune agrees on, though,
is, with God and the americanos on their side, everything the comunistas have stolen from them
would be theirs again. And this was something Mrs. Blanco believes with all her heart.

Across the street, on the northbound side of Broadway, Mrs. Blanco notices a sign written in
English and Spanish. It speaks of union, employment, and brotherhood. Compelled by a sudden
impulse, Mrs. Blanco pulls the cord and gets off the bus, and then doubles back up the street.
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The sweet smell of recently baked dough stops her on her tracks. She rests one hand on the
shop window and stares at the trays full of happy-looking donuts arranged in rows. Mentally,
she counts the change she has in her purse, hoping. But she knows all too well how much she
has, or rather how much she doesn’t have, then walks away thinking of all the weight she still
could stand to lose — once again looking at the positive side so as not to weep.

She stands under the sign she saw from the bus and takes up the dark and narrow staircase. At
the top landing, she halts by the opened smudged glass door. The stale air in the gray-walled
office reeks of cigarette smoke and indifference. Facing a long counter dividing the room, a
handful of people are lined up by a faded yellow line on the floor.

Mrs. Blanco steps in and surveys the women working behind the counter and at the desks
beyond, pecking on their typewriters. A couple of suited men sit behind glass-partitioned
cubicles.

She stands demurely at the end of the line and listens to the English-speaking voice of the
bespectacled woman behind the counter, concentrates on it.

The person at the counter walks away and Mrs. Blanco moves up a step.

In front of her, there’s a tall black lady and a Latina-looking one who’s at the counter now. She’s
speaking to the bespectacled woman. The harder Mrs. Blanco listens to what they’re saying the
less she understands.

A minute later, she hears “Next.” She remembers what next means. In English, every word
sounds so much nicer to her, like in the subtitled movies, the voices of Doris Day, Elizabeth
Taylor, and Audrey Hepburn, so musical even when uttered in anger. Yet she’s just unable to
articulate the words, as if her mouth isn’t put together the same way as theirs.

The tall black lady steps up to the counter. Mrs. Blanco places the tip of her shoes on the yellow
line on the floor. The tall lady seems upset. Something in the document the bespectacled
woman handed her has set her off. Her voice is getting louder. She reminds her of those
powerful-voiced Protestant preachers in the movies. Mrs. Blanco tries to decipher what each is
saying. The noisier they get the less she comprehends them.

The tall woman starts to shake her finger at the impassive bespectacled face behind the
counter. Suddenly she wheels and stomps away, hollering menacingly at the entire place. When
she reaches the door, she balls-up the insulting document, hurls it in the general direction of the
wastebasket, and storms out the glass door.

Now the office staff is up, bunched in groups around their desks, ruffled by the irate lady. Mrs.
Blanco is up next.

The bespectacled woman waves from the counter. “Come on up.”
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Mrs. Blanco approaches with a tentative smile: she didn’t hear ‘next.” Her throat tightens up.
“Pleese, laydee, S-peak S-panish?”

The bespectacled woman turns around and with a cigarette between her fingers waves at
someone and walks away.

Spanish Carmen comes to the counter: “How can | help you?”

Mrs. Blanco lets out a sigh of relief and broadens her smile. “Aaayy,” she sings out. “Thank God
you speak Spanish, mi hijita. What a relief.”

Spanish Carmen almost smiles.

“Well, the truth is | am looking for work,” she says leaning closer to the counter. “Let me
explain: | have only been in this country for three weeks, yes. But | am a hardworking person
and a fast learner, and | am willing to do whatever work that is being offered.”

Carmen gives her a squint-eyed look. “OK, let’s see your book.”

“Libro?” Mrs. Blanco, unsure whether Carmen has understood, starts again. “Maybe | should tell
you, | am a married woman. | have two children, yes, two. My oldest, my daughter, she’s in Cuba
with my husband, los pobrecitos ... I’'m sure you must have heard how terrible things are over
there now with those communists taking over, my God. But my son, he’s with me. We had to
bring him out right away before the communists start taking the children to Russia. Yes, that’s
another thing those communists are doing. But he’s in school now, thank God. And God willing,
my husband will be coming to join us very soon. Now, my daughter, we’re not too worried
about her. She’s already eighteen and engaged, yes. She’s going to marry a boy we know, a good
boy. But in the meantime, well, my son and | have to stay here, you understand, until we can
return. So you can imagine how difficult it's been for me to find a job without any English —"

“Excuse me a moment, Mrs. Blan-co, right?”

“Yes,” she answers, reaching into her purse for her passport, her ID. “In Cuba, married women
get to keep their maiden name, not like here. Yes, it is Blanco.”

Carmen, assuming the walk-up is looking for her book, says as she flicks through the Rolodex,
“Let’s see ... We have a few openings for iron operators today. Would that be something you’d
want to do?”

“Ironing? Oh, sure. | can iron. My husband tells me no one, not even his mother, can iron his
shirts as well as | do.”

“All righty, then. Give me your book and I'll send you right out.”
Mrs. Blanco hands her passport.

“Not this, your union book, or your card, whichever you brought with you.”
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“l am sorry sefiorita. | don’t have a union book. | could get one if you tell me how—"

“Oh, oh. How can we send you out on a job, if you’re not in our union? This is an employment
office for our union members. This is not for anybody. | mean you have to be a member.”

“No problem, | will join the union. Just tell me how.”
“It’s not like that. I'm sorry, the jobs we have are for our members in good standing only.”

“This is no problem for me. No problem at all. | want to be a union member. Just tell me what |
have to do and | will join your union. You see, we just arrived in New York and | need a job—"

“You’ve already told me, Mrs. Blanco. But | can’t send you out unless you’re in our union. It’s
just how it is.”

“But | will be very happy to be a member of your union. What is it? Is there a fee?”

“Yes, well no, it’s not just a fee. To join our union, you must first work in a union shop for at
least three months before you can apply.”

“You’ll have to pardon me, Carmencita, chica. It’s a beautiful name, Carmen. | almost named my
daughter Carmen, yes. | have a cousin named Carmen too. She’s my favorite cousin—"

“Mrs. Blanco...”

“Forgive me, Carmen, | will not bore you with it. But listen, if you give me the ironing job, |
promise you | will come back in three months and ask for you personally and | will join your
union. A promise is a promise.”

Carmen looks over Mrs. Blanco’s shoulders at the line. “Look, I'd love to help you —”

“But Carmen, my girl, how can | work for three months and then join the union if you don’t give
me the job first?”

“These are the rules. I'm really sorry.”

“You mean you can’t give me a job unless | already have a job?”

“Not really, but in your case, I'm afraid so.”

“Why would | come to ask for employment if | am already employed? I'd be too busy at work!”

“I’'m sorry. Take this brochure with you. Read it at your leisure. There’s nothing else | can do.
Next...”

Mrs. Blanco buttons up her coat. “Ay, Carmencita, really. I'm afraid it’s going to take me a long
time to understand this country.” She straps her purse on her shoulder. “To have an
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employment office for people already employed—" She finished her comment with a silent
headshake of disbelieve.

As Mrs. Blanco walks toward the glass door, the heat of emotion wells in her eyes. She halts
next to the wastebasket. She looks down at the balled-up paper the screaming lady had shucked
with such disdain. Quickly, she lowers herself, picks it up, slips it into her purse and walks out.

Two blocks away, she stops to decipher the words on the paper. It’s a printed form filled out
with ink but without a bearer’s name on it.

“...Jane Holly Blouses ... West 61st Street ... Steam iron operator ... Salary: $1.25 an hour ...
attention: Mr. Weinstein.”

Her face lights up. She has no reservations in applying for a job a disgruntled member of
Carmen’s union didn’t want. Unions, what are they good for anyway? In Cuba, they called them
sindicatos, like the one the communists first organized in her husband’s factory and then
abolished after they confiscated it. But if unions is how the Americans choose to call them, it is
fine with her.

On Columbus Circle, Mrs. Blanco runs into a crowd of people waving signs of ‘JFK for President.’
She works her way around them and hurries down 60th Street, crosses West End Avenue, and
turns on the corner. The Hudson River is just down the road.

A cold wind blows on her face, clean, crisp American air.

61st Street is solid with parked cars. She finds the address. A sign above the doorway says Jane
Holly Blouses. She enters the building. Out of the biggest elevator she’s ever seen, she
encounters a pretty girl at the desk by the door. Mrs. Blanco switches on her smile and hands
her the wrinkle-creased but now straightened flat employment form.

The receptionist, chewing gum, picks up a telephone, says one phrase and hangs up, then says
something to her and points at a metallic door. The stained sign on it says ‘Employees Only.’

“San-cue,” Mrs. Blanco says.

She enters a high-ceiling workshop with long tables. Mr. Weinstein, a thirty-something,
pleasant-looking man in a tie and dress shirt, comes walking from behind a stack of rolls of
fabrics. The out-turned toes of his shoes are shiny but dusty . . . a man who doesn’t mind getting
dirty at work. Mrs. Blanco approves.

She holds out the paper.

Mr. Weinstein doesn’t look up at her smile. He scowls at the paper. “Where’s your union
booklet?”
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She answers with her brightest smile something that sounds like this to Mr. Weinstein, “Chess, |
lie to goo-erk bery mosh.”

He releases a long sigh, steps back, and shouts over the machine noises “Josefina,” then waits,
glancing at Mrs. Blanco, sizing her up.

Spanish Josefina, short, with a round cheerful face, races over obviously pleased to be the boss’s
interpreter.

“Ask Mrs. Blanco if she has her union book or her ID card.”
Josefina translates the question.

Mrs. Blanco takes a deep breath and is about to explain why she doesn’t yet have a union card
when Mr. Weinstein with the out-turned toes cuts her short. “Never mind,” he says with a dual
expression of pity and mirth on his pale face. “Tell Mrs. Blanco not to worry. Tell her to come
back tomorrow at eight in the morning ready to start training. Ironing.” He gestures as if waving
aniron. “And tell her she’ll be starting at a dollar an hour, not at a dollar twenty-five as it says in
the form. OK?”

Then Mr. Weinstein adds without the need for translation, louder as if his Spanish would be
better understood at a higher volume. “Ma-nya-nah worky on time. OK?”

The message is translated anyway and Mrs. Blanco, beaming, almost curtsies at her new boss.
“San cue, bery bery mosh.”

Walking back to the subway, Mrs. Blanco’s eyes overflow with tears. She can’t believe her luck.
To have achieved what only twenty-four hours before seemed like a monumental impossibility
feels nothing short of a miracle, as though the Virgin herself was watching over her.

Suddenly, she remembers how hungry she is and picks up her gait. Back in the rooming house,
there are hot dogs and a can of Campbell soup waiting for her. Tonight, she announces to
herself, she will take her son to the pizzeria on Broadway and celebrate. She slows her pace as
she approaches a tumult in Columbus Square.

The crowd is so thick she can’t see the end of it. Dozens of JFK for President cardboard signs are
up all over the street and over people’s heads. Motorcycle policemen are cutting off the traffic.
Red lights are swirling. A sudden upsurge of voices and motor noises breaks out and she is
dragged by the rushing human tide toward the edge of the sidewalk. A slow-moving black
convertible as long as a yacht comes sailing slowly through the mass of bodies. And there, over
the sea of outstretched fluttering hands, the figure of John F. Kennedy appears in a royal blue
suit, his face under a crown of impeccable chestnut hair, and a smile of perfect white. Drawn by
the delirious multitude, Mrs. Blanco reaches out to him as if attracted by an invisible magnet,
and their skins clasp together for a magical instant. Then just as quickly, the candidate’s caravan
floats away.
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Mrs. Blanco extricates herself from the mob. She walks away toward Broadway unaware of the
importance she would later give to the event. A half-block up 61st Street, she begins to feel
faint. She leans on a wall to wait for it to pass. Beside her, there’s the tangle of tubes of a
scaffold on the side of the building. On a tall windowsill behind her, she sees a neatly folded
white paper bag. She takes it and peeks inside. There are two jelly donuts wrapped in wax
paper, a capped coffee cup still hot, two sugar packets, a plastic stirrer and paper napkins. She
looks around her at the busy sidewalk of incurious New Yorkers passing by. She sighs and puts it
back, and walks away.

She halts abruptly, turns back, picks up the paper bag and rushes up the street with it.

On Broadway, she finds a bench in the median promenade. She sits down, pours the sugar into
the steaming coffee, and stirs it. Slowly, she takes out a donut. Up by her lips, she breathes in its
baked aroma and bites the sweet soft dough filled with even sweeter jelly as though performing
a delicious but sinful act. Pigeons start gathering nearer. The November sun shines with a silver
glow through the overcast Manhattan sky. She savors the donut unhurriedly until is gone except
for the white sugary dust on her fingers. She looks into the paper bag, and summoning the
phenomenal strength only motherhood could give her, Mrs. Blanco saves the remaining donut
for her son.

She gathers herself up and takes the subway uptown.

In her room, she finds her son with his heavy white-sox feet resting on the radiator. He has the
transistor radio up by his ear. She drops the groceries on the small table by the door and gives
him a kiss on the cheek. He’s busy mouthing along with the song playing, mimicking the singer.
He’s singing in English.

Mrs. Blanco doesn’t fool herself thinking if she ever went out job-hunting again that she’d be
hired the same morning, shake the hand of a presidential nominee, and find a bag with fresh
donuts and coffee. But it had happened. And she had done it all on her own. She knew her
exiled roommates were going to ask her how her day went, they always ask about everything.
She’d have to be watchful of how she told it. Measure her elation, soften the magical aspect of
it. Tragedies bring people together, but personal good fortune, not so much. To be an exile, to
be forced to flee one’s homeland and seek refuge in a foreign country, is no different than living
with an open wound, hurting part of every moment.

Mrs. Blanco approaches her son. His head is bobbing in time with the music. She lets the sweet-
smelling paper bag fall on his lap. He drops everything when he sees the donut.

“How did this get here in one piece?” he says, amazed.
“Son, you wouldn’t believe the day | had even if | told you.”

“Did you find anything?”
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Mrs. Blanco smiled.

AUTHOR’S NOTE: Pleasure and pain involved the creation of this story. For some
time, my cousins and other relatives had been asking me to write about my mother. 1
knew why. No one who knew her ever forgot her hilarious sense of humor, her stories,
how she made everyone laugh, her down-to-earth life force. Mother was an original. At
family and friends gatherings, [ was always introduced as “Diva’s son.” Yes, her name
was Diva, but she couldn’t have been less the type. In a way, this was part of what made
writing this story a challenge for me. I didn’t think I’d be able to write the kind of “Diva”
story my family and friends expected to read. Her fun side wasn’t as memorable to me as
it was to others. To me, she was my mother, my entire family after we fled our homeland.
The pain and desperation she masked from the world, she didn’t hide from me. Part of
the reason why I didn’t think I could do justice to the smiles with which her name was
uttered thirty years after her passing. But time and its changing ways prevailed, and 1
finally came up with my first “Diva” story. I'm not sure if it is as much fun and
entertaining as she was, but there it is.

My literary and stylistic influences are few but very potent ones: Hemingway, Garcia
Marquez, and Don DelLillo, writers who I have read their entire oeuvre and studied.
Many books have also left their mark on my writing: Kerouac’s On the Road, Bukowski’s
novels, the classic Russians, Tolstoy, Turgenev, Dostoevsky. Joseph Conrad is of special
interest because we have one thing in common. we don’t write in our mother tongue. I'm
a fan of many Latin American novelists: Cabrera Infante, Alejo Carpentier, Isabel
Allende, Reynaldo Arenas, the list is long. I read nonfiction as well, History, biographies,
Harari’s Sapiens, Carlos Castaneda’s books were a great read. Commercial writing and
bestsellers don’t attract me as much, but some have had an impact on my writing, The
Mambo Kings, The Kite Runner, The Godfather, too many to remember them all.

AUTHOR’S BIO: Author NF Padron resides in Miami FL. and in Madrid, Spain. His
stories have appeared in numerous literary magazines and anthologies in the U.S. and
abroad. His first fiction collection, Souls in Exile was published by Adelaide Books, NY.
in Nov. 2020. He is the author of three novels, including Gabriel Hemingway’s The
Cuban Scar. His latest novels, The Exhumation, and Where Labyrinths End, are
scheduled for publication in 2021.

EDITOR’S BIO: Peter J. Stavros is an author and playwright in Louisville, Kentucky. His
chapbook, Three in the Morning and You Don’t Smoke Anymore (Etchings Press, 2020), is
available now. More can be found at www.peterjstavros.com. His story Room 310 and his
play Three Sides both appeared in Issue 6.
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ag and May Gag Gag

By Larry Smit

WHY I LIKE IT: Guest Editor JOEY CRUSE writes:

I’'m here, aside from my charming good looks, to tell you why you should disregard
predilections about religious overtones, and, perhaps, the lack of contextual knowledge
within the story only provided by the author, and read Larry Smith’s, “Gag and May
Gag.” Honestly, strap in/on and prepare yourself for lovely layers of onions that you are
about to embark upon.

I will be the first to say that I have never read the Bible or delved into any
academic literature that explains its import to the modern reader...nor ever felt the need
to. Having got that out of the way, I actively recognize the problematic position that puts
me, and anyone else who has done the same. Religious allegory does almost nothing for
me, means almost nothing for me, because the references will simply run over my head
without authorial direction and/or explanation, and, in that sentiment, I don’t want any
author telling me how I should form meaning from the language of a text — but in no way
does that detract from the work below.

Characters Joseph Daniel Noell and Andrew Peter Pasqua, Christmas and Easter
respectively, are representative of Mark Chapman and John Hinckley. Not only are they
unhinged and unreliable narrators (both of their timelines of referent pop culture films or
notable actors are either fiction or impossible to corroborate without huge mental leaps
(for example, Great Day in the Morning is a real movie featuring Robert Stack as a
Confederate drifter who wins a saloon in a town full of Union sympathizers from 1956,
but it does not have any fictional Franny Slidell or Oscar nominated Roger Shirley
Sugarman (Sugarman being a reference I desperately want to be from BoJack
Horseman))) but they are two isolated and different characters bent on assassinating a
politician they once both respected, revered, and wanted to be noticed by (fun sidenote:
Great Day in the Morning was also produced by R.K.O., so Sugarman’s influential
power extends into the realm of Welles, Hurst, and Citizen Kane).
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Do you see what I mean by referent layers? This is the rabbit hole of which Larry
Smith has created. I haven’t even gotten to Milton, Gog and (from) Magog, or the
conversation between Pontius and Jesus in which the dichotomy of the Self and Hell or
the cognition of Self and Truth are juxtaposed to be one and the same — you all can do
some deep internet diving like I did and figure out what it means for yourself.

This piece hits home hard because of the conflagration of religion and pop
culture as a distortion of our collective psyche. The story isn’t necessarily a character
piece, as the characters are fictional representations of their real counterparts, but what
they do represent is an analogy made between our current Americana and the
development of our modern mindsets that have been in the works well before the greatest
generation decided they didn 't like, basically, all of the generations after theirs. This
work is a stream of consciousness (adding to the disjointed and small grammatical run-
ons of the style within) which concerns the broken minds hell-bent on the separation of
personal righteousness vs. the subjective concerns of perceived immorality perpetrated,
or celebrated, by those in society willing to go all spectrums of violence to prove their
point — a point that is noticeably, currently, and fatuously palpable.

“So farewell, hope, and with hope farewell...”

Five stars.

Personal Comparisons Thought of (i.e. — an imperfect list) While Reading:

Everyone should read Mikhail Bulgakov’s Master and the Margarita — if not for the
comparison but for the greatness upon which he gave us, there’s spatterings of George
Saunders floating about; Philip O Ceallaigh; and Etgar Keret. Reading Paradise Lost
couldn’t hurt either. (Spacing and font size are author’s own.Eds.)

QUALITY QUOTABLE (for the love of language):

There must be something wrong with me because, when he was reelected two years later
and I was living alone back in Orlando close to where I grew up, I decided somewhere
around that time that I might want to kill him, to shoot him down in the streets, and I still
think very seriously about doing that, no later than Easter next year. I’'m not saying I will,
but I think about it, I don’t know why.

Editors’ note: This story, together with Totem and Taboo are from Smith’s latest
collection of short fiction Floodlands published by Adelaide Books, New York/Lisbon in
2019.

Gag and May Gag
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I must have thought about killing him since I was around twelve
and still living with my parents outside Gary, which, in those days
before the plants closed, was all about pillars of cloud by day and
pillars of fire by night. But those were vague thoughts, and only
some years later when his weird rise to power, which couldn’t have
been a good thing for anybody, was being treated with a kind of
deadly seriousness by all the newspapers, did it suddenly appear to
me as if somebody ought to kill him and the sooner the better
before he got to be President, and then what would we have? We’d

have the curse of nations upon us, that’s what we’d have.

Be it recorded that I, Joseph Daniel Noell, am of sound mind and
body, and that my intention stated here to execute Roger Shirley
Sugarman is sane and fully reasonable. I will not pursue or accept
any plea to the contrary after the deed is done, assuming my
apprehension, which I shall not try to elude, which execution I
intend to be carried out on or about Christmas of this year. The
voice of Roger Shirley Sugarman is a buzz on the land like unto
hornets, his image not comely to the pious throngs, nor his very
name fit but for sodomites and those who commingle with same.
Be it also noted that, if he is a Hebrew or, as recorded, a half-

Hebrew, that is of no concern to me.

21



Here are just a few of my real concerns. First, that during the
filming of Great Day in the Morning, for which he was nominated
for an Academy Award, he committed adultery with actress Franny
Slidell. Public cuckoldry is subversion. I won’t have it. Second,
I’m something of an authority when it comes to yogurt, and the
claims Sugarman made on behalf of Tru-to-Form were simply
insupportable, not that TV commercials are under normal
circumstances to be taken seriously, but these were not normal
circumstances once Sugarman with the Tru-to-Form logo
emblazoned at the press conference entered on a public campaign
with health and better living as its core messages. That campaign,
of course, helped propel Sugarman into a congressional race during
which, third, he publicly expressed sympathy, if not political
support, for those who seek, either for their own sake or on
allegedly disinterested behalf of others who might seek it, the right

to die. No one ever has the right to die, ever.

Roger Shirley Sugarman won that race by a comfortable margin
and why I began to fear him, where I didn’t fear others who think
the very same thoughts and, now that you mention it, are in many
ways just as bad, was because I sensed in him a certain
malevolence that has since the War in Heaven been a malevolence
that is beyond vanity or even ambition; that is — how shall I put it?

— impersonal. Roger Shirley Sugarman will be felled ere Christmas
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day dawns but Joseph Daniel Noell won’t be crouching close by
the corpse rapt in The Catcher in the Rye or anything else. I will
stand wherever I happen to be standing, arms akimbo, no sign of a
weapon, no reason to shoot me so the police who do so can be
unconscionably defended in the court of public opinion or
damnably execrated in the city’s darkest recesses by the city’s
darkest people. I take no side in that debate, but Sugarman could as
a matter of instinct take either side, for the police in order to swell
the unholy suzerainty of Caesar, or against them and thereby
subvert the world order or the vestiges of such that yet remain to
us. Thus I do say of him what evil Hitler said of the Jews, that Ikey
runs the unions and controls the banks at the same time, and thus
schemes to compass whole ends from both sides. A calumny on the
Jews, perhaps, but there is this spirit withal, this spirit of
Sugarman, the impersonal working of which I speak, and in this
insidiously holistic both-ends-to-the-middle conspiracy he has
been ably supported by Kennedy and Nixon, by Sinatra and Jagger,
by Malcolm X and Al Sharpton and Martin Luther King with their

intimate cohort Donald Trump.

I never worked as a security guard. I never took a week-long
course to qualify as an armed guard. I never dropped out of
college. I never went to Hawaii and began contemplating suicide. I

never attempted suicide by carbon monoxide asphyxiation. I was
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never admitted to Castle Memorial Hospital for clinical depression.

I did read The Catcher in the Rye but other books have interested
me more. But I bet that, when Roger Shirley Sugarman hangs out
with his fancy friends, and is feted and hugged by Elton John, or
when he cuts ribbons in neighborhoods that have just been
gentrified, I bet he thinks he’s more popular than Jesus. Maybe he
is, but the difference is that Jesus rose from the dead and Roger

Shirley Sugarman will not.

Of course no hope should be entertained that the execution of
Roger Shirley Sugarman will on an ongoing basis effectually spare
the human race the threat of the impersonal malevolence of which
I speak. It is a permanent part of the human situation. But every so
often there needs be drainage, as it were, a lowering of the fevers
virally inflamed by the movie moguls in Hollywood, by sundry
gentrifiers in New York and Miami and Chicago, and that
periodically seize humanity like a pandemic. The happy effects of
the drainage will be felt for some time until the fever rises again,
but, at least for a little while, a softer and humbler America will
there be. But you have to find the right point in the intricate
network of infective agents. If I were to execute Jennifer Lopez or
Warren Beatty, it would mean no more than were I to lance a bubo
or two. It’s Roger Shirley Sugarman who is the locus of such of

these venoms as there are, and he is the snake to chop.
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The thought of the deed completed puts a smile on my face for the
whole human race. It’s almost like being in love. On that clear day
we will see forever and ever more. After ascertaining Sugarman’s
location, I will follow him at a safe distance as he departs whatever
public engagement he attends and, if it has to be the next day when
we consummate or the next or the next after that, so be it. I have a
clear credit card that I will keep clear, so no convenient hotel, and
I’'m figuring the Sheraton in Manhattan, will be prohibitive. Money
is no object. Time is not of the essence, although on or about
Christmas remains my target. A .38 will be waiting for pickup in
New York, and I figure five shots will do it. I’ll have hollow-

pointed bullets in tow as well.

I will fully cooperate with the authorities. Lennie Briscoe will be
the arresting officer, with whichever of his partners is assigned him
at the time, ideally Mike Logan. I know or I am fairly confident
that Lennie is basically a good man, and that his alcoholism is the
result of a self-dislike or disappointment in himself that was
directly fed by precisely the kind of poisons that Sugarman has
injected into the public bloodstream. Jack McCoy will prosecute,
assisted, I hope, by Clair Kincaid, who is so lovely and often so
wise beyond her years as to the inner workings of Caesar’s tribunal
regimen, although the thought of Ms. Kincaid knowing sexual

ecstasy does make me rather uncomfortable. Dr. Olivet will
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examine me and find no reason why I cannot fully participate in
my own defense. (Did you know that Dr. Olivet had been raped?

Poor woman!)

Once I’m arraigned, the friends of Roger Shirley Sugarman will
gather outside the courthouse building, misguided in their anxieties
as to their own immediate personal safety, perhaps, but, perforce,
wondering with good reason if such entitlements as they were
raised even as children to presume to be their happy privilege to
enjoy, might actually be as dubious at the final hour as during the
early morning hours of September 11. But they will successfully
write letters opposing parole even as political pressures mount
against any possibility of my release ever. Arnold Schwarzenegger
will speak on behalf of Roger Shirley Sugarman. Michelle Obama
will decry the violence that plagues this country, of which my deed
was only the latest awful example; Charlton Heston will agree,
while reminding the world that people (me) kill Roger Shirley
Sugarman; guns (the .38) do not kill Roger Shirley Sugarman. And
all the while, they’ll try to be imagining a world where there are no

countries, no possessions, only the sky above. I wonder if they can.

“Roger Shirley Sugarman,” I will intone.

“Joseph Daniel Noell,” he will respond with grim recognition.
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“There is no escape,” I will say.

Roger Shirley Sugarman will bow his head and say, “Yes, I

understand. Which way I fly is hell. Myself am hell.”

II.

There must be something wrong with me. Ever since [ was a
teenager, I’ve loved Roger Shirley Sugarman as much as anyone
could love anybody. When he was still working in Hollywood, I
went to see every one of his movies as soon as they came out and
later bought them all up on videotape. My favorite was The Night
Has Lips. When he ran for office, I took a long hiatus from my
studies in Tampa to be there at his rallies, three thousand miles
away, and I followed the entourage through all the sundry streets
and suburbs of the district. After he was elected, I rejoiced and
wished I was there at the victory celebrations to cheer on Martin
Sheen and James Caan and the other good friends who came to

speak and congratulate him.

Roger was always such a part of my thoughts, I had even

fantasized about me being Franny Slidell’s husband, Mr. Slidell,

accepting what had happened as a painful but sort of an awesome
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somber inevitability. | imagined myself so dignified amid the
heartfelt consolations my friends would offer. And I have dreamed
I was dying, wretched pain enveloping me all over, when along
comes Roger, my ministering angel at first glance, to pour the
magic balm into my veins, thereby to unlock the harrowing

shackles and free my soul.

There must be something wrong with me because, when he was
reelected two years later and I was living alone back in Orlando
close to where I grew up, I decided somewhere around that time
that I might want to kill him, to shoot him down in the streets, and
I still think very seriously about doing that, no later than Easter
next year. [’'m not saying I will, but I think about it, I don’t know

why.

The only other person I ever felt so much about was Walt Disney
but that was very different. He was more of a presence, a power in
the air, and I never thought about even meeting him. I’d go to
Epcot and talk to the workers in the pavilions, and really be moved
and think with a lot of awe when I heard the workers talk about
how much they loved being a member of this great family. For me,
the awe that I was struck with had a lot more to do with that

feeling of a real community rather than with any of the movies or

28



the wonderful merchandise, which I certainly always loved but
more as reminders, as outward representations of the inner soul
and great vision of the great man who made it all happen as if he
actually were building a shining city on the hill where you could
live and work whether you were Christian or Jewish or had a
native religion from one of the far-distant countries that many of
the pavilions were examples of and tributes to. Walt Disney always
seemed to be tearing down walls or influencing other people to do
so. The thought that I might ever kill Walt Disney while he was
still alive never entered my mind, the crime would be terrible
beyond words, but there was something, there is something, about
Roger Shirley Sugarman that gets to me in a deeper and different

way.

You should know a little about me, especially if I do decide to kill
him, although the idea or the reason, if any, why I should or will
kill him still befuddles me. I was christened Andrew Peter Pasqua
and became a somewhat better than average student who went to
high school and played football, basketball, hockey, soccer, and
baseball. I learned to perform on the piano and went to the
University of South Florida but I never graduated. I was working at
a hotel in downtown Orlando when Sugarman was reelected, and I

guess that’s when my crazy thoughts started. I remember starting
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to write him a letter but I never finished it or sent anything. I
remember some of it, it said “I still have a faint hope that you can
develop an interest in me. Although I campaigned for you in your
first election, I never had the nerve to simply approach you and
introduce myself. You are always in my thoughts or almost always.
You have so many wonderful friends; [ wish I could be at your

house when some of them come over...”

Those aren’t the exact words but they’re as close as I can
remember. Now if I do decide to kill him, I’ll aim for the heart. 1
guess people like Roger Shirley Sugarman break peoples’ hearts
like mine who’ve never even spoken to him. But other people
break other people’s hearts. Greta Garbo and Mariska Hargitay and
John Kennedy Jr. and Tom Selleck. But somehow Roger is
different because I’ve never thought about killing anyone else. I've

never even been in a fistfight.

I guess I’d be not guilty by reason of insanity, although I imagine
that would cause a ruckus among those who love Roger as much as
I do. Maybe the U.S. Congress itself will take action regarding
when the insanity defense may be used and some states may even
abolish it altogether. Maybe because of me and others like me,

there won’t be such a thing as insanity in the near future. I was sent
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to a therapist once, who was a Christian gentleman, and he kept
asking personal questions about how I felt about men and women,
but at that time I didn’t quite feel about Roger Shirley Sugarman
the way I have been feeling about him since. Maybe I’ve already
expressed this in different ways in what I have already written so
far, but Roger has for me a kind of force that I can only describe as

very personal.

And I took things personally too and of course I still do. I certainly
took it very personally when in his first campaign for Congress
that horrible opponent of his from San Francisco, Patrick Demuth,
held up his picture on television and said to the world,
“Remember, folks, an actor killed Lincoln.” That’s just not right.
That’s like running against Harry Truman and saying, “Remember,
folks, there’s this haberdasher named O’Reilly in Cleveland who

drinks too much.”

If I do decide to kill him, it will be the greatest love offering in the
history of the world but I maintain, I maintain strongly, that there
is nothing in what I feel or how I feel that is dirty or shameful or
improper. He is the wind and water and sky. He is the wind
because his spirit blows out throughout the land. He is the water

because he quenches the longing of so many people. He is the sky

31



because, just when you think you’ve seen it all, there’s so much

more to see.

I need to sort things out more before I do anything rash. In the old
days, and I’m thinking particularly of the time right after his
famous appearance at the Oscars when he announced the winner in
the Best Supporting Actor category and made those humorous
comments about Janet Jackson, you could go to AOL.com and find
three or four or sometimes five chatrooms called

RogerShirleySugarman and RogerShirleySugarman-1 and so forth.

The chatroom talk wasn’t always that interesting and I would
usually just lurk, but sometimes you’d hear some interesting
things, but then later there was a lot of talk about food and yogurt
and such, which I didn’t pay much attention to, but I kept watching
and waiting for some kind of insight, some kind of decisive insight
or statement from one of the people in the chatroom, but the only
time I got close to hearing anything like that was when somebody
in the room who called herself (I guess it was a woman) Squeaky
Fromme started talking about how Roger might run for office and
then he’d be fair game and suddenly it seemed as if everyone in the
room was making the connection, and I guess they were scared

because no one said anything for a long time. I just wanted to say

32



Roger! Roger! Roger! Roger! Roger! Roger! in the chatroom and
leave it at that, but I didn’t, I exited the chatroom. But I did gain
insight about how we always hurt the ones we love, the ones we

shouldn’t hurt at all.

“You’re Andrew Peter Pasqua, aren’t you?” he’ll walk up and say
to me with a mysterious smile on lips that are not parted and with a
tender but searching look in his eyes as he looks searchingly into

my eyes.

“Yes, Roger,” I will say.

“Are you doing well?”” he will gently ask.

Yes,” I will answer. “Are you?”

“Thou sayest,” he will answer.

AUTHOR’S NOTE: Many years ago I thought about writing parallel biographies of
famous people, as that was a fairly popular and marketable format at the time. There
were two specific projects I envisioned. one book would juxtapose Cardinals Spellman
and Cushing, the other would parallel John Lennon’s killer Mark Chapman with John
Hinckley, who shot Reagan. It was all just fanciful thinking on my part, as I really had no
interest in doing anything like the kind of research needed. Yet the resonance of these
lives, the perverse richness of their experience, stayed with me, and then the obvious
solution occurred to me: fictionalize the stories, using as much or as little of what a bit of
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online research would generate. The Spellman/Cushing idea became the novella Patrick
Fitzmike and Mike Fitzpatrick that appeared in 2016.

The Chapman/Hinckley saga became this story, “Gag and May Gag.” As I began writing
it, both deranged assailants took on a kind of portentous religious dimension, spooky and
funny at the same time. So I drenched the whole thing in religion: the title a spoof on Gog
and Magog, the Chapman character of Part I named for Christmas, the Hinckley
character named for Easter, the line from Milton that ends Part I, the Jesus/Pilate
exchange that ends the story. The imagery is all the more appropriate as this love/hate
thing that people have with celebrities is such a debased expression of obvious religious
need.

AUTHOR’S BIO: Larry Smith’s writings have appeared in literary journals throughout
the world. His 2016 novella Patrick Fitzmike and Mike Fitspatrick (Outlook 19) traverses
the political, sexual and spiritual alcoves of the modern Catholic Church. He is currently
compiling a third collection of stories called High and Dry as well as a collection of
hybrid nonfictions called: Nicole Simpson: The Untold Story. His story Gag and May
Gag also appears in this issue. His story Heaven Starts Here was published in Issue 3.

EDITOR’S BIO: Joseph Cruse is a writer, an actor, a bad painter, and teacher. Recently
graduated with a masters in Rhet./Comp., when not getting into trouble he explores New
Orleans, sprays graffiti scenes of movies onto canvas, and doesn't exercise. His other
short story work has been featured in Phree Write and Viewfinder Magazine; while
spacklings of poetry can be found at Cacti Magazine and W.I.S.H Press. His story She
Was Australian appears in this issue (fiction).
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9 (9) ordinary WORdS and 36 (thirtysix) of

tHeiI‘ COmbinatiOHS (or the path ofﬁction) 000

by nick north

WHY 1 LIKE IT: Guest Editor JONAH HOWELL writes:

Nick North wittily dedicates this brilliantly experimental text to “sol le witt,” and though
the artist’s name does not surface again, this dedication acts as a sort of key to a text
which, while supposedly composed only of a single sentence and its transformations,
contains labyrinthine depths. Indeed, North has produced the best interpretation of
Lewitt that I have yet encountered.

This is precisely because his piece does not bill itself as a piece of criticism, but rather
translates the gripping tension of Lewitt’s method into language. That is, North has
written a piece of narrative fiction in the tension between the central sentence— “A red
sun rose over a red sea"—and the parenthesized statements which describe its
transformations. And he has created the template for infinite different fictions, for any
new sentence plugged into his system would produce wholly unique tensions, exactly as
Lewitt’s series of instructions— “draw 100 diagonal lines,” etc.—produce the potential
for infinite drawings. North has wrought, that is, an inexhaustible world of potentials
inside a finite work of fiction in a way that supposedly “infinite” narratives like the
Neverending Story cannot touch.

William S. Burroughs claimed in the ‘80s that literary techniques lag fifty years behind
visual art. North has hit the next step in this progression in a way that I can only envy.

Five stars.

Poet GERALD WILSON writes: I love the kind of deconstruction Nick North is doing in
‘A red sun...’. Fiction must be suspect, not trusted because it is a result of the delusional
mind. What better way to explore it than starting with the word itself. This kind of play is
not about something. It is that something itself, not only to be read, but looked at, listened
to. Like life itself, writing is a reflection of the changing, mysterious nature of the worlds
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in which we live. It can’t be a stable form but a ceaseless possible process of flow.
Knowing and meaning are useless here. Sounds like ‘red’ and ‘sun’ have no more
meaning to the linguistically unconditioned than sounds ‘dizzlydonk’ and ‘watafaroo’.

We're seeing words from an empty, fresh, mutable mind. Keep doing what you 're doing,
Nick.

QUALITY QUOTABLE (for the love of language):

A red sun rose over a red sea.

9 ordinary words and 36 of their combinations (or the path of fiction)
by nick north

For sol le witt

1. A red sun rose over a red sea. (statement)

2. A red sun rose over a red sea? (question)

3. A red sun rose over a red sea! (exclamation)
3. A red sun rose over a red sea. (italics)

4. A red sun rose over a red sea. (bold)

5. A red sun rose over a red sea. (underline)

6. Sea red a over rose sun red a. (disjointed)
7. A red sun...rose over...ared sea. (spaced)

8. Sun. A. Over. Red. Rose. Sea. A. Red (integral)

9. A rose sun red over a red sea. (invert)
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10. Rose (equals pinkish red). ( minus 8 words)
11. Sea (equals red if a sun rose red) (hypothesis)

12. A der nus esor revo a der eas. (anagram)

13. A Red Sun Rose Over A Red Sea. (upper case)

14. ared sun rose over a red sea (IOWCI‘ case)
15. aredsunroseoveraredsea (compressed)
16. sun a a over red sea rose red (eclectic)

17. over red red a rose a sea (random, after cutting the sentence into 9 parts
and throwing into the air to see how they would configure once fallen)

18. A RED SUN ROSE OVER A RED SEA (even caps)

19.
A...r...e..d...s...u...n...r...0...s...€...0...v...e...r...a...r...e...d...s...e...a
. (3 dots 21 times)

20. A) red) sun) rose) over) a) red) sea) (sequenced brackets)

21. (A (red (sun (rose (over (a (red (sea (reverse sequenced brackets)

22. Red divided by 3 isr. e. d. (complete the remaining 8 words mentally)
23. A red sun rose over a red sea. (comic sans)

24. arEd SuN Rose OvEr a reD SEA (random caps)

25. Aaredredsunsunroseroseoveroveraaredredseasea. (repeat 1)

26. aredsunroseoveraredseaaredsunroseoveraredsea (repeat 2)

27. ARED sun over a RED sea. (propaganda)

28. A red over a red sea. (colour coordinated)

29. (somewhat visible)

37



30. (invisible or non-existent?)
31.'@#$ ! @ % (symbolic)

32.Ifa=0andred=2;rose=1,over=5and sea=4then0+2+1+5+2
+ 4 is true. (conversion)

33. Therefore 021524 (axiom)

34. 1 021524 is true then a red sun rose over a red sea is also true
(deduction)

35. Therefore ‘A red sun rose over a red sea’ (statement if but only
sometimes if)

36. A read son rows over a read see. (open ended, new trajectory?)

Oct. 2/20 @ 10:13 am

AUTHOR’S NOTE: When Tom Ball asked what the fuck is this Charles emailed me and
said, you’d better explain yourself, I texted back: Of late I’'m kind of into a thing like
pushing the ‘limits’ of fiction—if it has any; a fiction that is focused on ‘process’ rather
than existing independently as a finished ‘product’ by the writer’s hand. The title of the
story is non-referential and points only to itself. It also is my pitch on emphasizing that
the words are simply words qua words—recombinants of letters, which are principally
visual configurations (without assuming an active linguistic function)—neither symbolic
nor representative of anything beyond themselves, and not even that. I won’t be insulted
if you don’t like it. But not if you don’t understand it because there is nothing to
understand except the words as you see (read) them. There is no hidden meaning lurking
beneath the surface, no life-lesson to be learned. I realize this isn’t everyone’s cup of
hemlock---it’s just where I am right now. This placated Tom who emailed me and said
what the fuck I love it. I want to say a special word of thanks to Jonah Howell who
understands my writing better than I do. His benevolent genius means the world.

AUTHOR’S BIO: All I can say about my life up to now is all I can say about my life up
to now. Fleas on the Dog published my story ‘Carver Est In Oculis Meis: Coincidence
is the Recreational Face of Irony’ in Issue 7. It was also introduced by Jonah Howell.
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EDITOR’S BIO: Jonah Howell lives in central Germany. You can find his recent work
in Half Mystic Journal (Issue 8) and Expat Press. His story Amor Fati was featured in
Issue 5 and Anatomy of Melancholie appeared in issue 7.

His favourite artist is Sol Le Witt.

POET’S BIO: Gerald Wilson lives in Sault Ste. Marie, Ontario. Six of his poems from
How It Hides and five from Swirling in the Stream, both published by Jugdish Publishing,
Sault Ste. Marie, appeared in Issue 7.
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The IV EANING of ORANGE

By Daniel Thompson

WHY I LIKE IT: Guest Editor JOEY CRUSE writes...Daniel Thompson’s “The
Meaning of Orange” hinges on what the title suggests. The meaning vs. the significance,
the sign vs. the signifier, existentialism vs. existence. It is the old man from Up + Mickey
Rourke’s Henry Chinaski (Bukowski lite) in Barfly equaling a Hamlet who knows he
should act but, butthurt (veah, I said it), he can’t even form a milquetoast action yet
alone imagine acting (I jammed a lot in there, but, to be honest, the style presented in
Thompson’s writing is weaved well within, and, with more space, 1’d have more room to
digress and make the references more relevant). My job here, well aware that my simple
is not simply put, is to tell you why you should read this work and come to a more
complete understanding of the beautiful/horrible/habitual fucking depths one has to go to
understand.

Curt is a middle-aged man that sells cigarettes to kids, with a hard case of OCD,
and puts his hope in a balloon seller at the zoo. Spoiler alert.

We should all be so lucky. We should all hold our hope within helium. We should
all care about our own existent crises. We should all care. We should...

But Curt can’t. Curt can’t look at millions and billions of numbers or the stars out
of his own ironic existence — there are too many of them to be actually palpable. He sees
the objective working within a world full of hard truths about subjective trees or hairs or
small habits in the sidewalk that he can see but that still elude him.

Ask yourself. Can you count all the hairs on your head? Can you imagine
120,000?

Neither can 1.

But ask yourself again if you have enough hair on your arms to feel the
goosebumps that arise when you know your emotions are ACTUALLY real, when your
insecurities are dissolved in the present, your meaninglessness turned into feeling as your
goose flesh allows you the moment to simply just breath...

If your skin rose, then I hope you want more because Thompson will deliver. If
nothing, then I've done a shit job at making you want to read Thompson’s work — of
which, again, you should.

Thompson is simple, yet elegant; short, but allows his shirt to be stretched out;
educated, but knows how to flip over a cushion, concise, when we all need concision;
beautiful, when we need balloons of absurdity, walking cracks, when we know the cement
may not quite just be dry; tired, but awake when the sun hits; precise, when precision
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isn’t noticed; a good man (“doodie” instead of shit), when bad wasn’t even in the cards,
empathetic, when all we want is some goddamn empathy.

I wanted to explain to you how language forms meaning and how that when we
ascribe words to our perception we 're all simply working in metaphors that are faulty at
best, misleading at worst, and that that’s the fault in our heart’s own best efforts to make
sense, but Thompson has crafted a story that uses a balloon and our associative colors of
meaning to already do so.

So, honestly, jus