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“In those days everyone made an entrance.  I made l ots of 
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1. The décor had not changed since 1973.  The far wall was coated a uniform 
white plaster, smooth, except for several areas where just beneath the surface 
a small silicone bump was inserted.  Several bumps formed the shape of 
several various circles of varying diameter, spotting here and there, vague 
phantom rings to parallel the casual sips and placements of a cocktail nursed 
throughout the set of jazz trio.  The white wall was the anticlimactic, relaxing 
backdrop to a drum and its high hat, an upright bass and its G-string, a 
Steinway and its handcrafted accuracy.  The remaining walls circling were 
painted rose and lit from below, by soft bulbs buried neck deep in the 
floorboards.  The ambiance was numbing, a warmth cascading down the 
trachea to settle as a thick puddle behind a pair of lungs.  With an inhale, air 



 7 

bubbles jiggled and fizzed the liquid atmosphere creating a heaving 
pneumonia, a watery grasp for oxygen in a snug room filled with anonymous, 
dimmed faces, eating, chatting low, their sounds deep, deeper than the 
staccato fingering of a few bass notes.  Relief came in the form of slim 
rectangular mirrors adorning the belly of every wall, except the backdrop.  
The illusion provided space to breathe, and the opportunity to trace the outline 
of a darkened individual sitting at a distant table in the rear, cutting through a 
rare filet.  The bulbs highlighted entrees and Manhattans, but concealed bone 
structure and the direction of curious gazes focused, surely, upon fellow 
darkened individuals listening, digesting or waiting for an itemized check.  
There are no windows in the Jazz Room.  Time is kept solely by the 
percussion, as daylight or twilight have never stained the coiled shag of the 
carpeting, a rose color muting foot traffic of arrivals or departures making the 
population seem constant, the meals eternal.  Food and drink do extinguish, 
however, and requests are mumbled to waiters donned neck to ankles in 
uniform white, waiters who must bend at the rippled, white comber bun to dip 
an ear towards a shadowy patron.  Their words rise from the starched 
tablecloth in clockwise semi circles and dissolve alongside the steam of 
fingerling potatoes.  What remains is sound and mist, a scene reflected and 
understood through a series of surrounding mirrors. 

 
2. At a distant voluptuous booth, a waiter was summoned with a hand gesture.  It 

began with the lift of a fatigued wrist off the tabletop, a lift with enough 
altitude to reveal the serrated teeth of a steak knife and its wooden handle, 
stained by palmy sweat.  Sinuous strands of beef found themselves caught 
between deep metallic groves, to be washed by the stubborn thrust of an 
orange sponge at a later time in the evening.  The knife, drained of meat and 
sweat, will be placed to the right of another entrée, before another shadowy 
figure.  At the moment, the tip of its blade mimics the point of an index, 
extended, poking into the trapped scents of the room.  The form is held just 
for a moment, just enough to strain the sinuous strands of a shoulder, enough 
for an employed pupil to catch the image of an outreached arm and all of its 
reproductions around the room.  It conducts the steps of the waiter, forward, 
yet not hurried.  Polished and laced, shoes move on the up-tempo towards the 
table and its unfinished bits.  The path taken is deliberate, plotted between 
diners with several respectable inches separating ruffling cotton trousers from 
ears occupied with a Mingus standard.  Leather soles are absorbed by the rose 
carpeting, further eroding the twine, further defining the familiar route, 
silently, ending with feet paused a respectable distance from an utterance, a 
knife and plate streaked with a reduction of red wine.  Bent at the waist, an 
attentive ear is tilted, down, into the darkness, where, a pair of lips moved.  
Though lacking sight, the message was understood, reciprocated through a 
positive nod and deep dip of the chin.  Cuffed and ironed, the waiter’s arms 
removed the scattered remains of a meal beginning with a crippled napkin 
stained brown here and there from various wipes at the corner of a sated 
mouth.  It is dropped into the center of the dinner plate, covering a torn but 
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well seasoned scene discoloring the ceramic.  The cloth muffles the blow of 
cutlery pinched and placed onto the plate, including the knife whose 
exaggerated size and length is captured by the dim floor spotlights in a brief 
spark.  Balanced on three fingertips the waste is carried away, leaving the 
cocktail and its tour of the tabletop, mapped by circular ringwater. 

 
3. Twenty minutes ago the key to an ignition was turned with the twist of a wrist.  

The nauseating loops of a thumb and index fingers’ print embedded into the 
cut steel with a chill.  The sensation circled and crossed minor bones beneath 
skin goose pimpling to the sudden drop in internal temperature.  Though 
numb here and excited there, the reactions were ignored.  Attention was 
placed, rather, at the tip of the hand where a key was squeezed, at a wrist 
forced to a dramatic, awkward angle.  Conscious effort was needed to muscle 
force through a palm covered in curious forked patterns, up, to the edge of two 
nibbled fingernails chewed to an unflattering nub.  It took the simultaneous 
rotation of twelve bones to supply enough heave to start the car, twelve bones 
wrapped by a leather band of a watch set to the correct date and–most 
important—time.  It was time to wait.  It was time to idle, entertained only by 
the vibrating purr of mechanical parts felt through synthetic interior.  The 
massage kneaded thighs and a tailbone, tapped a relaxing tune across nerve 
endings in the lower back.  The beat echoed through a rib cage, up a spine and 
slipped into facial muscles, subconsciously responding with a grin.  The 
fatigued motor puttered, struggling to function during the long wait, exhaling 
a hot, filthy exhaust accumulated during the lifespan of thirty thousand miles 
or so.  It only needed to last twenty minutes longer, enough for a rare filet to 
rest atop a sanitary plate, for it to be consumed with slow repetitive slices of a 
steak knife, slice after slice, after slice, to and fro, guided by a wrist partially 
illuminated, intoxicated.  The cocktail will need to be finished as well, down 
to the red blot of a Maraschino cherry’s dye.  The stem will be fondled, tucked 
within and out an index and thumb.  The color will bleed between the fingers’ 
looping prints.  A waiter will be summoned with this index and a table will be 
cleared of all events.  All the while, silky oil is pumped from the bowels of a 
jittery engine to the top, to the loosened valve cover.  Drips will drain into the 
many cylinder heads and lubricate the dry, wheezy throat of the town car.  
Other drops will be knocked to and fro, forward and back, the surface beneath 
them is unstable and aged.  Sinuous paths will squeeze passed tubing and wire 
layered upon layer of gunk, further eroding the innards, silently.  Heated by 
internal stress, the falling oil will fizz and bubble, pop, adding to the 
momentum of a leak that will accumulate as a thick puddle behind a pair of 
balding tires. 

 
4. Between the folds of a Guest Check Book, an itemized receipt spoke of a meal 

consisting of quality meat and northern Italian Vermouth; faded blue ink 
struggle to burrow into the pores of cheap paper wide enough to fit every 
letter of a signature.  The line remained blank however.  Cash was used, 
counted between a thumb and moistened index licked by the tip of a tongue 
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numbed by alcohol and protein.  Pressed against American currency, the 
saliva acted as a mild pink adhesive joining one corner of a bruised, well-
traveled bill to the finger.  Upon contact, there was no shocking change in 
temperature, no chill, no heat.  Nothing could be felt except the dry 
indifference of a paper façade.  As the finger curled, the corner followed suit, 
bending into a submissive bow, revealing a dehydrated pulpy texture that 
coughed when it crumpled, revealing an additional bill hidden behind this one, 
exact in value and composition.  Their path to the Jazz Room cannot be 
traced; too many fingers—index, thumb and the like—had stained the 
currency with natural oils and sweat.  Loops and prints blurred into dark green 
blots, centralized, along the far left and right hand lengths of the paper.  These 
areas are most wrinkled, forming a collection of curious forked lines 
suggesting the bill is aged, and had been counted many times before this.  
Corner after corner was peeled back, the tip of an index was licked clean, 
until, the bundle of cash met the total stated in bold font; the count, two, four, 
six, eight, ten, ended in brief hesitation.  A pair of shoulders, reflected in 
reproductions about the room, relaxed in momentary consideration, for the 
waiter, who had swiftly and successfully delivered a slender Martini glass 
whose capacity was filled to the lip with a Manhattan.  The skill was to be 
rewarded with three additional counts, three additional licks of a finger, 
twelve, fourteen, sixteen, and then, total and tip was to be squeezed into the 
hollow spine of the Guest Check Book, to be closed with a pinch. 

 
5. At a distant voluptuous booth, a waiter was summoned with the tip of a 

cleaned index finger.  The strain, altitude and duration were remarkably 
similar to previous events; a shoulder moaned, knuckles unraveled and in the 
space between a well suited arm and table poked an item to be fetched by the 
attentive wait staff.  Saliva that had gathered in the loops and print of the 
index burned away under the exposure to body temperature.  The damp, heavy 
sensation hanging from the fingernail gradually relieved as it gradually 
evaporated, allowing for a fully extended reach reproduced in the surrounding 
mirrors.  The suspension cut through the neutral, casual scenery of relaxed 
diners whose elbows rubbed against tablecloths.  A trained pupil catches such 
a change and reflexively latches to the source, a paying patron.  The need to 
fetch is subconscious, trained to the point where nothing by muscle memory 
and the desire to please functions.  The familiar path is tread once again, with 
a polite, respectable smile consisting of a curved pair of lips, no teeth and eye 
contact.  Or rather a gaze into a block of grey and black, an area where, 
somewhere, the eyes of a figure can be found, surely, reciprocating the gaze, 
out of the darkness.  The waiter’s skin goose pimples in response to being 
watched without a clear view of the viewer; the smile is retained during the 
length of the walk, however, and it ends with a pair of feet a respectable 
distance from the well suited arm and Guest Book.  With a bend at an already 
rippled cumber bun, white, uniform arms of the waiter dip into the inky 
shadow to grasp the bundle of cash; with sight limited, touch is the best sense 
to use, to feel for cold leather, left to right, to and fro.  After several shifts, the 
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arms hesitate.  The waiter’s head tilts, just slightly, and the chest descends into 
the dimly lit booth.  The mirrors paint a scene of great concentration, of a 
waiter having to break reassuring routine and listen, to a new request paired 
with a small rectangular piece of paper, that, at some unseen point in the 
evening, had been folded once, twice, perhaps three times over, misshaped 
into a rectangle snug enough to fit into the palm of a hand.  It was passed to 
the waiter, who with a reassuring nod, chin to chest, understood, mouthing the 
words, thank you, sir, have a good evening.  
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1. Entrance 

Most of the women wear stilettos.  A four inch heel provides enough elevation to 
challenge the arch, to stretch its sinew to a thinned cascade of flesh bundling at the 
ball of a foot.  There, tucked into the fashionable point of a shoe, weight is distributed 
through five small digits, tense and squeezed, though accustomed.  As is the Achilles, 
displaced and shoved into the base of a calf, that in attempt to provide room, muscle 
and veins curl into a supple round shape.  Most of the women need only to walk a 
short distance in such a manner, say, from the rear seat of a town car to the façade of 
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the hotel.  Slowly pulling into a complete stop, a Lincoln, generally, of a recent 
model, only five or six years aged, nestles along side a curb freshly washed this 
morning and swept this afternoon.  In the evening, the waxed faux gold revolving 
doors are highlighted from above by a vast series of yellow bulbs screwed into the 
marquee, that, mostly anonymous, states in Lucida, three words, eleven-twenty seven.  
The letters and hyphen are faux gold and waxed.  These surfaces reflect and 
exaggerate the black uniformity of the car, its length and conveniently blur the 
organized print of a license plate.  The windshield and windows, tainted to match the 
bodywork, hide leather and a driver whose wait time is paid by credit card.  No 
money is exchanged with the passenger.  Nor words.  The destination is murmured 
through the wires and static of a simple radio system for the driver to respond with an 
affirmative, for the Lincoln to proceed in a casual pace to a familiar spot whose 
familiar route needs little conscious effort to follow.  Inches from the curb, a rear 
door is opened from the inside.  At this time, several hours past the designated check-
in, no well-trained, well-pressed doormen wait for arriving guests, to welcome 
jetlagged businessmen and their bags with an automated response consisting of an 
appropriate Good Morning or Good Afternoon, followed by an appropriate Welcome 
to the prestigious Mayflower Hotel.  Now, there is no greeting or gloved hand to slip 
under the handle of a town car.  There is no sound except the rippling fabric of 
American flags jutting from their ornamental placement in the façade.   
 

2. Grand Promenade 
The exceptional length of the Promenade is not only to impress, but to educate guests, 
and the guests of guests.  The manager of the hotel spared no expense manifesting 
this vision, transforming fifteen foot walls into a chronological tour of seventeen, 
eighteen and nineteenth century France.  Whisked through the propulsion of 
revolving doors one is enveloped, first, by light, no matter the time of day.  
Exceptionally still and aligned, classical chandeliers hang one after the other, 
illuminating nooks and crannies.  Each of the four massive fixtures were built in and 
imported direct from Spain, meticulously arranged by arthritic but knowledgeable 
hands in an inherited business, passed from one generation to the other, for two 
hundred years.  They have adapted to electricity, mastering the romantic embrace 
between modern wiring and a mimicry of classic wax; thirty electric, fine tip bulbs 
end voluptuous curves of thirty brass arms arched towards a ceiling stamped row 
upon organized row, one after the other, of faux gold hexagons, where at their centers 
a faux gold crowned Lion extends a pair of well manicured claws.  Pressed into 
whitewash pearl glossy paint, the materials reflect wattage as an angelic, hazed glow 
silently hovering about and around pleasurable objects of French splendor.  Most dot 
the walls as portraits, as imported reproductions of the Dauphin Louis and his 
nursemaid, Dame Longuet de la Giraudiere, Antoinette and various consorts of sorts 
drawing squinted curiosity, enticing a pair of stilettos to continue over cut French 
limestone; methodically washed with warm water and a mild acidic vinegar, one feels 
as if they are the first to walk here, the first sole to tread upon mathematically precise 
stone, as though this shrine was built for private enjoyment.  In truth, thousands 
passed just today and, perhaps, ten, fifteen minutes from this massaging moment 
another pair of pumps will take this promenade.  The stilettos will be erased at some 
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unseen point, rubbed away by immigrant hands with a simple wooden stick wrapped 
in felt.  With a gentle push, the black scuffs and dirt trailing these feet will detach 
from the smooth surface, returning it to a perfect, manicured state. 
 Though not every step touches cold stone.  Three identical rugs of identical length 
lay only several feet from the other.  Their thread count mutes the echoing impact of 
heels digging into a hard floor.  Toes sigh in momentary relief as forward momentum 
has carried the body over imported (of course) Khyber rugs dyed red, a striking red 
known to induce a lost sense of time, if gazed upon for a lengthy period.  As with the 
stone, the décor is meant to last generations yet retain a visual of elegant fragility.  
Indeed, sewn by a pair of Afghan hands this fabric can survive the rugged terrene of 
Hindu Kush, snow storms over the Afghan and Pakistan border, and, yes, a mob of 
stilettos.  All while remaining soft, maintaining an intricate pattern so finely matching 
the upholstery of seating areas placed here and there along the Promenade.  A set 
includes three chairs and a round table, three chairs whose Louis XVII frame is 
wrapped in fine, yet easily managed, silk.  The sets are placed as temporary relief 
from the journey, placed a respectable distance from the other so conversations 
cannot carry into unintended ears.         
 

3. Lounge 
 Most of the women walk directly to the bar and sit upon a vacant stool closest to the 
elevator bank.  Square and plush, a hip easily slips over and into the overstuffed 
cushion.  A minor grunt escapes from its leather wrapping as it strains to contain the 
synthetic wad within, curling to a supple round shape at either cheek of the sitter.  Legs 
instinctively cross and relax; with the left kneecap nestled around the right, a twist is 
created that leaves the point of a stiletto suspended in the blue ambient lighting rising as 
a mist from the overwhelming choice of American gin, bourbon, eastern European 
vodkas and southern tequilas organized by region, row after row, behind the bartender’s 
shoulder.  Well-pressed and starched white, the tender’s arms are folded in anticipation 
of a request that involves no shakes, stirs or mixology.  Most of the women do not order 
elaborate drinks, as the sit is generally brief.  There is no time for a martini glass to 
chill, for ice cubes to set and silently leak into its open face.  There is no time to search 
the many labels for a particular brand of sweet Vermouth, to undo its cap with the twist 
of a thumb and index, and with a controlled tilt at the wrist, pour an instinctive three 
fourths of an ounce into a silver cocktail shaker already bloated with ice, Maker’s and 
Angostura bitters.  There is no time for the rhythmic toss to and fro guided by well-
trained back muscles.  There is no time to wipe the mouth of the Martini glass dry, to 
expel the used and misshapen cubes into the trash and set the stem upon a thin white 
cocktail napkin.  And certainly, there is no time for the sinuous drain to cascade into an 
amber puddle.  There is even little time for a cherry to be plucked by its stem and 
released, for it to sink two slow inches and gather as an inky stain. 

    Most of the women order a club soda with lime.  The carbonation massages and 
loosens a tongue expected to chat about matters not relating to any business, to aid in 
producing a laugh when an attempt at humor is made and to perform.  After the 
promenade, a cold sip refreshes a dried throat, re-hydrating a voice box and pale white 
skin, returning it to a manicured state.  The shot of liquid is released with a simple press 
of thumb against a trigger.  A tall glass filled with hard cubes is flooded swiftly, 
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swarmed with an unorganized mob of clear bubbles frantically rising to the rim as 
though escape were plausible.  They burst upon contact with the surface tension.  What 
remains is a wisp of invisible air to be inhaled as the glass is tipped towards an adorned 
mouth, a striking red.  There is time for a reflexive cough at the chest.  There is time to 
pinch the sliver of lime with an index and thumb, and with a gentle squeeze tear the 
thin membrane of a cool green fruit.  There is even time to release the bent carcass, to 
listen to it smack against the rocks, to watch the limbless fruit sink and float, 
bombarded by a current of preoccupied bubbles.  Most of the women sit alone and 
uninterrupted listening to the effervescence and unintelligible murmurs in the distance, 
from the seating areas, listening, for a familiar set of soles to walk past these other men, 
as they chat about anything, anything other than business matters, and laugh.  
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1. 6N 
On a charming southern Italian island in the Mediterranean, a thick cotton pouf 
was dabbed several times into a bowl of Talcum powder.  The gentle force of the 
impacts waved a mist of astringent into the air, lifting billions of granules into a 
series of flamboyant clockwise swirls, that, much to their surprise, abruptly 
terminated with a slam against the glass curvature.  Hundreds of repetitious 
moments such as this have left the bowl with a fine crust outlining its form and 
the lungs of the aged craftsman, a fog that disabled a clear view and passage in 
the esophagus.  Every now and again it is difficult to breathe, but the price is 
worth the occasional pain.  Applied as though beautifying a female cheekbone, 
the pouf is dipped upon a slab of marble, blotted left to right, right to left in less 
than flamboyant straight paths, edge to edge, softly, methodically, covering the 
graceful, interlocking grey and white mosaic of calcite and dolomite.  Months 
after shipment, there are still traces of Talcum along the conference table.  The 
powder nestled deep into the pores of the fine material, absorbing the aggressive 
beatings experienced during intercontinental travel, and at the hands of custom 
agents and postal employees.  Unpackaged and aligned with the far wall, the table 
unified the room with its attractive patterns, emitting the impression of 
sophistication and professionalism.  As such was interpreted from the pages of a 
foreign catalog, and upon entering Six North, viewing its expanse, yes, as such is 
believed.  And that is enough.  This addition provides associates with a sense of 
confidence, and superiors, such as the President of Business Affairs, can relax.  
With elbows casually pressed into the marble, a hint of powder and cotton of a 
well-tailored jacket entwine.  The spine relieves itself of any weight, curving into 
a slouch, distributing pounds of pressure through two delicate and silent points, 
through joints straining to maintain the entire frame of a body sitting and waiting.   
A global, automated message was sent as bytes and through connections to New 



 18 

York, San Francisco, Sydney and Milan, a message which contained a bright 
electronic official letterhead and an optimistic subject line requesting the 
attendance of thousands of lower employees to watch and listen to the President 
of Business Affairs speak of current business affairs.  All hands were summoned 
to a specific time and date, assigned a specific access code and video telephone 
number, yes, all hands were to clasp and fingers to patiently entwine as technical 
systems synchronized over intercontinental distances.  All were to focus on the 
splendor of Six North and the success of coordination.  All were to absorb the 
impression. 
 

2. Pantry 
Breakfast is served from six in the morning to eleven, Eastern Standard Time; 
lunch follows from the hours of twelve to three in the afternoon.  Countertops and 
shelves are continually stocked for culinary satisfaction and as a visual 
reassurance.  In the early hours, weaved baskets of baked goods are delivered 
from a local bakery and placed before various placards identifying the assortment 
in capital lettering: WHEAT, PUMPERNICKEL, CINNAMON RAISON, 
SEASME, EVERYTHING BAGELS, and the occasional bialy: GARLIC and 
SALTED.  Nothing is plain.  Even the teas are seasoned, lemon, orange, raspberry 
and English.  The disposable paperware is wrapped with an inked reproduction of 
Monet’s lilies.  The honey is always clover, deep, dark and acts as the sticky 
innards to a collection of plastic bears, smiling, waiting for their midsections to be 
squeezed a good morning.  The warmth settles into the miles of large intestine and 
lasts for several hours.  This provides time for the unseen, yet uniformed, kitchen 
staff to layer a variety of meats and vegetables atop a variety of breads to 
assemble a variety of sandwiches large enough to satisfy stomach contractions, 
yet conveniently compact to be consumed at a desk.  There is no need to leave.  
Windows let in the sunshine.  The natural light is absorbed by the skin and 
endorphins are released by glands in the neck, enhancing positive moods.  Late in 
the afternoon there are still plenty of smiles to be found, especially across the face 
of the President of Business Affairs, whose bright green cookie jar is stored in a 
dry, cool place, away from both organic and synthetic light.  It is hidden behind 
the locked doors of an inconspicuous, unseen cabinet.  Its belly is enormous, sated 
with misdirected funding, misdirected to a Fortieth Birthday bash, for example.  
 
On a charming southern Italian island in the Mediterranean, a modest nineteen 
room villa was rented.  Each room of the ground floor was continually plump 
with local, prime anti-pasta and quality liquor for culinary satisfaction, and as 
visual assurance to a multitude of arriving guests, both invited and (of no trouble 
at all) self invited (we’re plentiful, bountiful.  Help yourself.)  Chilled silver 
platters speckled with cured, hand-reared pork were delivered directly from a 
farm on the mainland; the requested ratio of fat to meat swirled to a familiar 
marbling.  Rows of prosciutto and pancetta perfumed air already saturated with 
sunlight and oils emitted from the skin of edible décor crowning the arch of over a 
dozen passageways; these red and white grapevines pimpled a view already 
glutted by the shocking blue of the surrounding sea.  Along the shore, spotted 
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across rocks, within and out the hallways, the number of scarcely dressed bodies 
released sweat and heat into the warm, salty environment.  The scene was 
wonderfully claustrophobic and at the dense epicenter of the festivities, a scaled 
model of David chiseled from ice.  Following a row of abdominal muscles was a 
carefully crafted piece urinating Stolichnaya.  Though clear and unscented, it 
fogged the memory of several events still playfully debated to this day, fueling 
arguments with wagging, pointed index fingers and short heaving laughter that 
allowed, between bursts, to discuss whether who licked twelve hundred dollars 
worth of milky cheese off of whom and what.  When the blushing clears and 
breath is caught, it is always agreed that the President’s birthday (we called it a 
Stockholder’s Meeting, didn’t we?) was a success.  
              

3. Copy Room 
Tucked between multitasking faxing, duplexing and collating printers, a silent 
metal box remains locked.  The small slot puncturing its belly allows for 
confidential papers to be slipped inside, awaiting a devastating fate.  Once a week, 
preferably Fridays after 5PM Eastern Standard Time, unseen, yet uniformed 
porters unlock the carton with a twist of the wrist, returning a unique key to an 
overpopulated ring.  The rim of a clear plastic waste bag is collected, combed into 
the palm of a left hand as though setting a ponytail.  The long shaggy excess is 
entwined within and out itself following a series of loops and tugs, enough to 
birth a tight knot sealing the anonymous bag shut.  With an exhale, the chubby 
package is lifted and tossed into a bin with the assistance of back muscles that had 
been stretched over obstructed plumbing and toilets for several hours.  The entire 
collection of identical bags is chauffeured into a gaping service elevator whose 
descent is less conspicuous than the nervous twitch of the left rear wheel.  
Dragged along the cement floor of the subbasement it chatters and circles, yelping 
with each illogical turn, counter and clockwise.  The barking is silenced as the bin 
comes to a rolling stop before the grinding teeth of an industrial shredder.  
Molded from a unique template, the pair of sharp, pimpled rollers interlock, and 
when compress, divide entire lengths of paper into anemic shreds.  The 
mechanical sounds of digestion are rhythmic and deep, settling into the organs of 
the porters, massaging gallbladders.  Bile is excreted.  Conversation is lacking, 
impossible to be heard, and communication is reduced to a series of gestures 
conducted by a pointed index finger and acknowledged by the dip of a chin.  
Though elementary and swift, this method is scarcely used.  Concentration, eyes 
and fingers, all ten, must focus on the task of pulling the sinuous plastic apart, 
shoving a fist into its innards and feeding the information into a rotating mouth.  
After all digits have been accounted for, after the bin has been emptied, the mouth 
is still.  In the shredder’s rear, a pile of illegible torn pieces waits to be passed, 
through hands, and once again, into bags that will be shipped overnight, over state 
borders to a facility that will recycle a requested thirty-six percent of the 
shredding (we’re environmentally friendly), soak it, press and roll the material 
into clean, white printable paper for new confidential use.  The remaining will be 
burned, evaporating into silence.           
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4. Men’s Room 

Before the live digital telecast, the President of Business Affairs washed his face.  
Beads of tap water freckled a freshly shaved chin that quivered, slightly, from the 
chill and penetrating sanitary scent of ammonia.  With an inhale, droplets vibrated 
and collapsed, bursting into rolling streams that traced the bone’s curvature and 
collected as a hanging dewy mass at the very edge.  There it jiggled and strained 
under its own stout weight.  In the streak free mirror, the challenge to maintain 
itself was clear, as was the inevitable destruction.  With an exhale, one single, 
modest droplet unhinged, and rolled, slowly, in a wet, direct path towards the 
oversized, unstable watery growth.  The silence of the restroom, its pale walls, the 
still, vacant (unclogged) urinals amplified the event and allowed the drama to take 
center stage.  With a squint their union was witnessed, and upon meeting, the two 
blended seamlessly, the drop merged with the growth, it seemed, without incident, 
merely adding its excess to the volume.  For a moment it was believed the 
overextend growth could survive, and take on more water, more.  That it could 
bloat to a hideous body of water that went unnoticed, a body that could begin as a 
lake, then expand to a sea, on to an ocean, all fed by funds whose original 
intentions were to cover merger costs.  Yes, it was believed.  And above the chin 
two pink, well moisturized lips smeared to a grin, until, with no sudden warning, 
much to their surprise, the entire growth, detached, and fell, landing upon 
(familiar) marble with a swift squash.  Its dramatic spatter dotted the nearby sink 
and the President’s silk tie. No panic scrolled across his face.  Luckily, the camera 
has been positioned to reveal all from the mid-chest and up, up.   
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A.  It was spring in Calabria.  A deep pedicure of sunlight and tides worked into the 
toes of southern Italy, relaxing the sand and forgotten stone hamlets pimpling the 
shoreline.  Various shades of earthy beige tainted the coast, following the ball of the foot 
and up, tickling the arch.  For hundreds of miles, the land was impulsive, playfully jutting 
into the sea waves, relieving the weight of well tanned rock and aged clay into loud blue 
foam, submerging dehydrated crust and sharp edges, until, with no clear explanation as to 
why, the land retreated, for several hundred feet, back into the midday sun, into the heat 
and air saturated with the fragrant scent of lemons woven into the persistent breeze off 
the water.   

Gusts blow in from the west with no real set destination once landing upon shore.  
In a frantic scatter they sweep up dust, dead shells and lost white plumage; they tug at 
cotton shirts and smear their findings across trousers.  Hair is fingered and knotted; roots 
are pulled or brushed depending on their burst of speed.  Against the forearm and 
fingertips the sting of sand is felt and the acidic aroma ebbs and flows as pinches, 
gathering and receding at the bridge of the nose.  The face pouts, reflexively, out of pain, 
annoyance, anchoring the brow and raising the shoulders in defense.  As these muscles 
lift, the chest collapses, deflating the lungs and expelling air through the esophagus with a 
shove.  Weak and folded the body bends slightly at the waist; the perfumed wind is 
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relentless, beating down upon the left shoulder, shoving it with several taunts, until, the 
entire form concedes, turning away from the luxurious view, tucking the chin into the 
neck, using the spine and back of the skull as a blockade.   

The shoreline now has its privacy and the bristling about the skin is minimal.  It is 
safe for eyelids to loosen from a forced squint, to reveal a scene of torn limestone and 
earth below.  From its numerous zagging cracks a flamboyant shade of green peeks.  The 
sudden flare of color is enticing, inducing another squint, this out of curiosity.  Hollowing 
into focus is a bundle of fanned leaves forming the shape of a little plant, low to the 
ground, defying the wind and flying debris, all the while growing comfortably in the 
shade of taller burned rocks.  From its frail branches, plump fruit weigh heavily on the 
frame, pulling the plant into an offering bow.  Through its yellow skin, sweet and sour 
oils leak and evaporate into the atmosphere as clear wisps, to be caught by raging winds 
and carried for tiring miles.  Thick, the scent survives tossing and twisting, permeating 
clothes and eyes of tourists lost upon the shore and farmers with intent; aromatic and 
toxic, its skin is highly valuable and harvested about this time of year.   

The fruit is peeled naked with a simple tool whose permanent shocked expression 
is only the bond of two thin, sharp curved pieces of steel; they form an (O!)val through 
which the skin is passed, as the fruit is held in the palm of the left hand, and rotated under 
this firm mouth.   For several hours several dozen are stripped, staining the hand an 
unfortunate yellow hue, embedding the scent of lemons under fingernails.  No matter the 
number of crops peeled over the number of years, it has always been a shock to casually 
scratch an itch on the chin, or cheek, for example, and with an inhale, feel not only the 
nail across the face, but with it, the pinch of acidity in the nose.  The face responds with a 
familiar pout, with eyebrows anchored low to the forehead.  One recalls the shoreline. 

Uncovered from head to toe, the fruit bares a long continuous strand of coverings.  
It is gathered into a ball and squeezed under unimaginable pressure, under the flat black 
fist of an iron press, squeezed until several oily ounces are bled out.  Drop by drop, drips 
are collected into sanitized vials, gathering into a foggy puddle that, dabbed upon the tip 
of the tongue, resembles the tart flavors of a lemon and the sugary burst of a grapefruit.  
 
B. Heat in the warehouse is grossly intimate.  Arms, a neck and cheeks exposed 
actually feel quite covered, gripped by the numerous degrees and overpopulated 
humidity.  Lips and the flesh of nostrils are swathed by invisible weight the mind 
interprets as drowning.  All inhales are dramatic reflexes from the chest, a deep gasp to 
suck in air that is, in itself, heavy with evaporation, with the moisture of tea leaves lying 
at rest.  It is key not to panic, not to pull and push a confused diaphragm, not to bruise 
small fragile lungs.  Breathing should be conscious, a controlled tempo whose pace is 
soothing and convincing, that the environment is safe despite the intrusion of personal 
space.  Glands atop kidneys reduce their flow of adrenaline, reduce their calls for panic, 
pounding at the chamber doors of an easily swayed heart.  No, one merely needs to relax 
and sweat, to excrete a slick lathering layer to help slip through the fingers of a merciless 
warehouse.  The skin chills slightly, simmering down to a comfortable ninety seven 
degrees in Fahrenheit, a small but sudden drop in temperature the body responds to with 
goose pimpling which resembles the coarse face of hundreds of thousands of tea leaves 
dehydrating upon wire racks. 
 Snapped with a slight twist, tea leaves were plucked from their source and 
dropped into hand woven baskets, brown and soft, as not to cause any premature damage.  
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The motion was repeated only several hundred times, over several hours, one after the 
other, a gentle pinch of an index and thumb, followed by a swift, yet controlled clockwise 
turn of twelve little bones in the wrist.  A muffled snap leaks from the breaking point, a 
minor sound signaling success, of a transformation from leaf to ingredient.  Released 
over the mouth of a basket, it joins twenty pounds or so of identical leaves, a weight to be 
relieved, poured evenly over the crossed wiring of racks slightly oxidized orange here 
and black there.  All colors slowly fade to green, however, as plump baskets make their 
way from Darjeeling’s hills to the warehouse in a slow respiratory waltz.  Spines happily 
straighten, eased of their bending duties, lifting each woven bin with a heave over 
shoulders, stretching over the flat beds.  Showers of foliage act as well-timed, dramatic 
symbols interrupting an otherwise monotonous dance, layering the thin metal skeletons 
with the living hue of tea leaves.   
 There the leaves lay in silence for twenty four hours.  When the last basket is 
emptied, when the final rack is covered, the room is locked, void of any human presence 
and sunlight.  In darkness and heat, insignificant pores of each tea leaf continue to work, 
releasing their last watery gasps into the air, contributing to a fine ghostly mist of 
humidity hovering between the warehouse walls.  The loss of liquid is evident in the 
many weak folds and dimples running in and out the small frame of the leaves; remaining 
is the malleable flesh, and its deep floral taste. 
 At dawn the laborers return, gathering outside the warehouse door, patiently 
waiting for the supervisor to arrive with the key inside a breast pocket, that, with a pinch 
of an index and thumb, and a swift twist of the wrist, the door is unlocked.  With a heave, 
it slides left to right, allowing morning dew to rush in, allowing the dead, stale air to 
make its exit.  The room remains silent as the laborers enter, as routine has already set; he 
and she knows their location among this rack or that, to stand, for several hours, hovering 
over each of the death beds.  Extending a right hand, fatigued fingers grasp a clump of 
shrunken leaves; though forgotten for a day, forgotten by light and sound, though only 
skin and crumpled bones, they were soft.  Soft.  No matter the number of days and weeks 
this routine has unraveled, the number of twists of the supervisor’s wrist, no matter how 
many times the familiar rusty slide of the front door is heard or the number of grasps is 
grasped, it was always a minor shock to feel how the leaves retained some suppleness of 
their figure.  Eyebrows arched slightly in happy surprise.  And it was a joy to bring the 
left hand up, unraveled, exposing the palm for an offering, for the clump to rest there.  It 
was then a simple (and repetitive) process of rolling the leaves into a small tight ball, 
circulating the left and right hand in a counter clockwise motion several thousand times 
throughout the day.  Pinch, after clump, after rotation, the balls were created and placed 
upon the rack.  Every leaf was to rip, tear and meld into another until the palms of the 
laborers were dyed green, until each single leaf had joined a small mass of leaves.   It is 
then the meal is set and delivered to an adjoining room.   
 Each little ball is balanced between two fingers, and fed gracefully into the mouth 
of a long cylindrical tube, one after the other.  There is sound here, only the humming 
satisfaction of the machine, who, accepting the grape-sized pieces, curls and chews the 
leaves with hundreds of nibbling teeth.  Behind the metal intestinal track, turning and 
looping for thirty feet, the tearing continues, until the leaves are broken down into pieces 
about the size of ash.  The result is expelled from a hole, emptying onto a flat solid tray; 
no holes, no crossed wires.  The pieces are too tiny and would filter through any such 
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openings, spilling onto the dirt floor of the warehouse, lost under foot traffic.  Instead the 
billions of green pieces cascade into the air, landing silently, softly, one atop the other, 
onto the tray where they rest from the tiring journey.   
 It takes another twenty four hours to recuperate, for the cuts to heal, for the meat 
to settle.  For whatever life and moisture that had survived the withering, the rolling and 
cutting, for this to evaporate, to lift and dissipate from the body, until the body oxidizes 
to various tones of earthy beige.  The darkness returns.  The silence.  In all of this 
nothingness, the pieces dry up and become crisp, flammable, perfect.   
 Dawn returns with the laborers.  The supervisor returns with the same tardiness 
and key, and with the same motion unlocks the door, sliding it open to the right.  Their 
faces remain tan, their crows feet continue to etch and outline features and palms are a 
slighter shade of tea green.  With a grasp, they are covered by a modest red blow torch 
whose methane leaks into the atmosphere, gradually making a presence known by scent 
rather by sight, burning the flesh of the nostrils, causing the brows to anchor in 
disapproval.  Despite the chemical smell and the additional heat of the tool, the pieces are 
to be toasted, to a deep brown, a burn whose scars release the floral, meaty taste of the 
tea, the dense shock which gathers at the back of the throat as one lifts a full glass to the 
lips, preparing for a sip.                  
   
C. On the third largest island in the world, a plant grew.  At its full potential it 
reached twenty towering feet after surviving twenty monsoon seasons, including one 
notable strong storm affectionately named Teresa.  Horizontal winds pierced its long 
stem with rain drops and small lost mammals swept up from their frantic dash to find 
shelter.  Though deeply rooted, the plant submitted to the wind, bending slightly at its 
lush green midsection, turning away from the watery and, occasional, furry onslaught.  
Through three days of ear-shattering, harpy squeals blowing in from the west, miles of 
lightening and a total body count of seventy one (with a total count of two hundred and 
eight-four paws) palms swayed and rippled.  The oldest and largest leaves crowning the 
base of the plant were strongest, embedded deep, mature in age and experience; these 
survived with minor cuts and a mild migraine.  The youngest pimpled the top of the plant, 
and at a lanky five feet did not have the vigor to hold on.  With a quick twist, the leaves 
detached from their base, breaking with an unfortunate hallow echo that resonated 
between clasps of thunder.  They fell to earth, covering the lost mammals and overturned 
soil.   
 At sunrise on the fourth day, the young dead leaves were collected by farmers 
meandering between clumps of carnage and silence.  Bent into a circle, the tips of the 
leaves were tied around their thin stalks, allowing the compact size to fit gracefully into a 
hand woven basket.  One after the other, workers kneeled into the dirt, grabbing a fallen 
limb with one hand and smearing the filth and fur off with the other.  At times a gentle 
shake was enough to expose the bright green youth under the layer of crust.  With a pinch 
of an index and thumb, a tip of a leaf was held and swiftly wrapped round the stalk in one 
elegant, experienced motion.  Several hours and several pairs of stained knees were all 
that were needed to clear the forest floor (and several well-bristled brooms to sweep aside 
the stiffened post mortem collection); before a late lunch, the hand woven baskets were 
filled to the brim with valuable sheath, to be stripped from leaves whose current state left 
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them fortunate enough (or unfortunate, depending on one’s point of view of the subject) 
not to feel the numerous tears. 
 The harvest begins with an unraveling of leaves.  With the same pinch formation, 
of an index and thumb, the knot tying this tip to that is undone with a wiggle.  Vibrations 
travel through the palm allowing it to unfurl, returning it to a lanky five feet in height, an 
animation that is in actuality an act of puppeteering.  Watching a leaf stretch and fan out 
provides seconds of entertainment and enjoyment; no matter the number of monsoons, 
the number of dips a knee takes into the mud shortly thereafter and the number of untying 
twists, the arching motion of a young leaf etches a similar smile across a farmer’s face, as 
though it is still alive, hoping to grow, to mature to the size of the other leaves still 
attached to the base of the plant.  But it won’t, as it has another purpose, one of 
intercontinental proportions, all starting here with an initial rip, a grip at the base of the 
stalk, followed by a quick tug of experienced shoulders, separating the hard sheath from 
the leaf with a noisy crack.  
 This piece is unnecessary.  It is too hard to manipulate and sew into the shape of a 
tea bag; the material needed should be thin, and easily swayed.  Young and dedicated due 
to lack of experience.  Something that can be sealed with heat and injected with 
polypropylene, bleached, threaded, shipped, man handled and subsequently dipped into a 
cup of simmering water without complaint.   Indeed the young transparent fibers 
underneath the sheath are perfect, to be harvested, torn away with the identical motion of 
a grip and violent tug towards the chest.  This repetitive task, though, emits no sound, as 
the fibers, once acting as veins pumping liquid and nutrients to square green cells in the 
fleshy leaf, remain full with such contents, having been detached during mid-transaction 
thanks to Teresa’s minor tantrum.  Leaking from exposed pores, the water flows, 
lubricating the individual fibers and moistening the farmer’s hand, drowning out the 
sound of rips and tears.  White cotton shirts are used as towels, smeared every so often, to 
prepare for the next leaf, until the baskets are emptied.  
  Cellulose, lignin and pectin, intestinal and stringy, the wet fibers are laid out in 
straight lines across flat beds.  Here they recline, relaxing under the Borneo sun, in 
silence.  There is no warehouse.  There are no walls.  The evaporation is free to escape, to 
be absorbed by the wind.  With a lack of moisture they harden to the strength of healthy 
hair, becoming just as flexible, to be played with by a machine in a distant country whose 
fingers and nodes will stitch a quality bag, spacious, with enough room for pieces of tea 
leaves and scented oils to infuse properly, forming a drink to enjoy while taking in 
luxurious view. 
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D. The shade of purple was considered for its link to Grecian Royalty.  It wrapped 
the shoulders of influential men and women of remarkable grace for centuries.  It 
completed Frescos.  To the gods, it was the embodiment of Euphoria.  With its unique 
charm, it also calmed the soul.  As such was summed upon a quart of paint, and as such 
the label assisted in choosing the tone and environment of Vixen Exotic Entertainment.  
After each northeastern winter, when the snow and wind have finished eroding the façade 
of a very purple one story building, the flat, blunt head of a Philips screwdriver digs into 
the lip of a canister freckled with very purple polka dots and complimentary long 
drooling streaks.  In the wrist, bones wiggle left to right, jimmying the tool up and down, 
tapping against the metal lid with a stutter, until, tink, ta-tink tink, a full rusty gasp 
exhales from the quart and the top is fully detached, allowing the first breath in months.  
Having sat, squat, in a storage room, to the left of a braided mop, to the right of its 
stained counterpart, a blue—and brown—plastic bucket, the fat and synthetic oils of a 
faux grape bubbled up, up to the surface, all to join in a thick embrace that curdled and 
folded into a layer of cellulite.  It had weeks to develop as a unified mass, jiggling as 
vibrations traveled through sanitized and re-sanitized tile and into the round container.  
Rushing footsteps to and from an overexposed stage, the gaudy bass rhythm of an 
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Exotic’s signature tune or the weight of a vehicle and its passengers—comfortably 
seated—pulling in or out of a reserved parking space were more than enough to stir the 
paint, knock a slick particle from hibernation and for it to leisurely float north, joining 
with a plop other greasy purple ingredients. 
 The thick skin protected the more fragile compounds underneath from damaging 
sunlight, for example, and held oxygen sealed inside the canister; this successfully 
slowed the aging process, allowing the paint to retain its healthy shade of royal purple.  It 
acted as a blockade from the overpopulating rust which crawled past the dented and 
misshapen lip of the lid and into the underside of the metal container.  It was also a 
gelatinous death trap, snaring a leg or two of small wandering spiders.  All of these free 
radicals were kept at bay thanks to the natural coagulation of unnatural compounds.  It 
could not rest as the enemy was a constant threat, as invasion was always a possibility; 
the air itself was pock marked with foreigners like bacteria and sweat—cells that could 
easily implant themselves and multiply, feeding off oils while maintaining a robust figure 
with casual laps around the canister.  It was only until the weather improved, warming to 
a balmy forty degrees in Fahrenheit could the barrier retire, when the storage closet 
reopens with a janitor’s key, and with a heave the quart is lifted by its frightfully thin 
wire handle, tucked securely into the plump flesh of a palm. 
 After the ceremonial opening and familiar gasp, the skin breaks down, dragged 
into a clockwise whirlpool caused by the push and shove of a simple wooden stick, a 
stained purple counterpart that acted, for a moment, as a culinary instrument mixing a 
wondrous concoction.  Turn after turn, the skin shed and melt, entwining the oils with 
ingredients it so adamantly and affectionately protected.  Months of separation collapsed 
under mere seconds of rotation, and the paint became whole again.  Though not all of it is 
to be used.  In fact, this one quart has lasted several wintry seasons.  Budget constraints 
due to surprise internal costs—say, frill repair, heel repair, wig repair, feathering and 
bail—have usurped profits now and again having Vixen’s walls to settle for a touchup, 
rather than a full restoration.  With the least damaged paint brush jammed in storage, to 
the left of an old faded pair of pumps, to the right of its soiled boa counterpart, the 
bristles were to be dipped head first into the refreshed vat of paint.  Excess was saved, 
wiped against the rim of the container, leaking back into the shallow mass below with a 
milky thud.  Cupped by a left hand the coated bristles hover over the exposed cracks and 
blots caused by melting ice and salt.  The best approach is considered, a pondering of 
what is the best method to cover any exposed flaws and white pimply drywall.  After a 
brief pause, the wrist twitches in rapid small bursts, left to right, north to south, gently 
patting Vixen’s walls as though applying blush.       
 The history of touch ups can be traced between windows—tinted—and doors—
roped and manned.  Compared to the fresh coats, the older facelifts are several shades 
paler, having been exposed to car exhaust, wiped and rubbed by the spines and suits of 
drunken tippers leaning comfortably upon a purple wall for support.  In the early 
daylight, this abstract pattern of various purples, of various lines in various directions and 
of various widths, is highlighted well.  This is Vixen’s morning face, awkward and 
seemingly unkempt.  Fortunately, the Exotic Entertainment occurs in the evening, when 
all varieties of royal purple fade to a uniform dark hue under the flattering light of sunset 
and red neon. 
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E. Between a bra strap adjustment and lipstick application, an antiperspirant was 
rubbed over a left armpit.  Soft and blunt, the stick streaked over open pores, crumbling 
under the downward momentum against freshly shaved skin of an Exotic, filling each 
little opening with pasty castor oil.  Left capped inside a drawer of the ladies’ dressing 
room, the product is boorish and white, its powdery starches look nameless and faceless, 
hiding the qualities which make this particular scent so much more preferable than others 
on the market: the stick was considered for its floral nostalgia.  The lengthy batching, 
boiling, filling, extraction, refrigeration and refilling process was intended to 
painstakingly recreate a pleasant environment, a pond in some warmer climate.  It was 
the scent of lily pads.  It was the embodiment of Black Magic Colocasia and funny 
Elephant Ears.  Within and out were spurts of the Sacred LotusNelumbo.  It was the 
elegance of late summer.  Without any of the grotesque insects.  The ladies could do 
without those, and as such this fresh scent was praised with nothing but good words and 
nodding approvals.  After uncapping with a pop and a pressured rub tucked between the 
upper ribcage and moderately loose flesh about the underarm, the synthetic perfumes 
were heated by body temperature.  It was then when the scene manifested.  The oils relax 
to the point of inebriation, their forms collapsing and lulled by warmth.  The artificial 
soul of pink, white and yellow water flowers rises as a counter clockwise mist to the 
collar bone where it loses speed.  The sparse weight allows this journey to continue, for 
the mist to lift gradually through the denser air, up, brushing past the lips and funneling 
into a pair of unassuming nostrils.           
  As index fingers burrow under the elastic straps of a leopard print, as a slight 
wiggle squirts from a hip bone, as clothes are properly aligned to cover and reveal what is 
intended to be covered and revealed, there is a sudden interruption in the form of a visual, 
a fictional memory painted by oils emitted by a warming pit.  As scents land upon the 
nose, the mind fondles with several ideas, constructing a scene with various flowers of 
various sizes that would match the various complex aromas.  A body of water appears at 
first, clear and calm.  There are no ripples.  The rocky depths cannot be seen.  It is 
neighbored by short green grass and spokes of long thin weeds of a similar shocking 
color.  Freckled about the ground bloom youthful, attractive bouquets.  They are to be 
admired or plucked, and definitely inhaled.  The sky is blue, except for the horizon, 
traced by an oncoming sunset.  With an exhale the image dissolves and the ladies’ 
dressing room reappears.  An ankle is secured in a stiletto.   
   According to the Food and Drug Administration, the antiperspirant is legally 
classified as a drug and may be toxic.  The various amounts of aluminum embedded 
within the waxy silicon and heavenly scents may clog and burn the millions of helpful 
little filtering tubes that make up a kidney or two.  Aluminum of chlorohydrate, chloride 
and sulfate (and the occasional shiny zirconium, how can we forget?) easily charms its 
way passed open sores created by dry skin in northeastern winters or the furious rubs of a 
new leather strap during a swing round a pole.  Slipping through pores, the minerals dip 
into the blood stream, mingling with red cells, casually interacting as though friends for 
years.  There is laughter and sporadic blushing.  Hours can pass.  The nose and mind—so 
enraptured by random fantasies of paradise—the body—engrossed with its twirling, 
orchestrated movements on stage—and the cells—intoxicated by the chance encounter 
with these glossy strangers—all of this leaves no opportunity to realize two hundred liters 
of aluminum laced blood has circulated through the organs, that during this lengthy time 
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each jagged particle nicked and tore capillaries and tubules, damaging their façade until 
they could no longer successfully filtrate or reabsorb vitamins.  They become flaccid and 
lethargic, unkempt.     
 It is key to moisturize and keep hydrated.  One can balance the effects of 
aluminum poisoning by making certain no open sores are visible and no flaking across 
the skin has occurred.  This not only prevents anemia, but the clientele appreciate it as 
well.  They show their approval with tips and applause.  There may be a comment from 
the back of the room, from the darkness, loud and scented with affordable beer.  The 
body will retain its grace, strength, and balance; the skin—every visible inch—will 
remain youthful in color.  As such, there a sign in the ladies’ dressing room noting 
‘Please Bee Kind to Your Body,’ hand written, with the latter words trailing slightly 
towards the tiles, sanitized.  There is a photocopy of a bee just below; perhaps a bee that 
might be drawn to such water flowers painted in the mind.  This is a pleasant reminder 
for the Exotics to drink water before taking the stage and after every set, flushing out the 
toxins. 
 
F. Lighting is a science and an art.  It takes a steady hand and skillful eye to 
accentuate with class.  The intensity of the bulbs, their color and distribution all must be 
taken into consideration.  One has to ponder the best angles to which the light will hit the 
stage and Exotic, all the while coordinating the movement of the Halogen bulbs with the 
pulse from the recorded music track and whirling limbs.  Fortunately such abilities can be 
found in the very same individual who gives Vixen’s walls their very own touchups.  
Fortunately the owners do not need to extend the already tight budget.  That very same 
soul, earning the very same wage, meets with the ladies several hours before the bouncers 
rope the doors, before familiar town cars pull into their reserved spots in the parking lot.  
Hidden from the afternoon sun, following a light lunch of few carbohydrates and 
stretching, routines are routinely played out.  In order of appearance during the night, the 
ladies take the stage, first without music, moving through their dance pattern with 
conscious effort, slow and methodical, for the stage crew of one to memorize hand 
placement, twists and the order of alternating leg lifts.  With an arm extended or toe 
flexed, an Exotic will request mauve, baby blue or a tasty cinnamon at this particular 
point in the set, but not this point.  Understand?  And it just has to go with my theme.  
Just has to.  Wild Asia.  There will be a leopard print.         
 When the pantomime is over, the genre specific song is played and the set is taken 
from the very top.  From the foam of dusty amps come sharps and flats and exaggerated 
bass rhythms of an era some ten years ago.  The nostalgia and alcohol sold during Happy 
Hour—4pm to 8pm!  An entire dollar off well drinks!—assists in creating the Exotic’s 
intended environment.  But it’s the lighting that ties the scene together, it is the seducing 
element which convinces a patron to use that saved dollar bill, to tuck it between a 
wiggled hip bone and precise choice of print.  In the span of a moment, in just a clasp of 
symbols from the music track, an index slips around the costume’s elastic and a 
fingerprint will graze a lady’s well moisturized skin.  A brushing is all that is needed to 
feel the personal care invested into protecting the body and the exertion of a performance.   
 

Consumed by four or more spotlights at a time, highlighted by twice as many 
from below, all while tightly clothed and dancing, moving rhythmically three to four 
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minutes—all of this gathers as a slick wet spot at the tip of the finger.  You sweat, you’ll 
sweat a lot, is heard leaking from underneath a closed door of the ladies dressing room.  
Several sounds of agreement follow shortly thereafter.  Heat of the electric bulbs showers 
the stage with twenty additional degrees and leopard polyester is just as overwhelming.  
The heart, not only wanting the approval of clients, struggles to supply toned muscles 
with smoky oxygen [and aluminum] rich blood.  Tissues contract and lungs expand at a 
quickened pace, knees bend and energy rises to the surface, funneling through glands in 
the skin.  Body temperature increases, felt as a warm glow about the face and chest.  You 
can cover that with some foundation, is heard.  I’ll lend you some.  

In defense from heat exhaustion, pores relieve themselves of liquid sodium and 
chloride, bubbling up, through the epidermis to settle as an expanding blot coating 
exposed areas of the body.  Every now and again, yellow fat will squeeze through, 
elbowing a puffing rib cage and costume, sitting between the two.  With every clutch of 
the waxed pole and shift in weight, the fat inadvertently rubs into the cloth, staining it a 
milky, unflattering hue.  You can get that out with this, is heard from beyond the door, 
followed by a thump, a clumsy placement of a plastic container atop a dresser.   I’ll lend 
you some.  
 
G. Despite the thrift of Happy Hour, the crowd is greatest after eleven.  Three men 
with a combined weight of six hundred and fifty pounds regulate the flow of those 
pulling in and out of the lot, exit and entering the Vixen.  Clients from distant zip codes 
arrive in a grey or black town car whose license plate alters every so often.  The men 
identify patrons by their reliable driver, exposed by the only window not tinted.  Eye 
contact is made with one of the three, by which a slight nod of the head would follow 
verifying Who has arrived and, thus, Who will rightly take their designated spot; the 
method works best for those assigned a location just steps from Vixen’s very purple 
[touched up] walls.  This privilege is earned by gentlemen whose patronage has been 
loyal to the Vixen, those who have slipped many a crooked finger between a bill and 
elastic strap, those who have spent many a night at her tables, enough to total years.  The 
men always address these clients with a Good Evening and surname; if a smile appears, 
the men will carry the conversation further, slightly, asking how their evening has 
progressed so far.  This is not a still chat; things need to keep moving; there are 
performances to see and eyes to evade, if possible.  As the questions are formed, an arm 
extends, a hand unravels and the door to Vixen is opened by the time the question is 
answered, briefly, more often than not with generalisms.  This is satisfactory service. 

Some clients are in the process of earning these parking spots, earning this swift 
treatment, waiting for the more elderly gentlemen to suddenly vanish, for the younger 
clients to be discovered, uncovered by the public; they would respectfully withdraw their 
placement.  Those working for status are creatures of habit, arriving on a particular day of 
the week to watch a particular Exotic perform at a particular time.  The steady days 
accumulate and their predictability makes the work of the bouncers significantly easier, 
makes them happier to pass on a good word to the owners; such compliance will one day, 
perhaps, lead to an upgrade, not only out here, but in Vixen as well.  The purple and 
hierarchy themes apply throughout the entire property.    

Tables are donned in purple cloth, as Grecian Royalty generations ago.  Seating 
five comfortably, the tables are grouped five to the left of the stage, five to the right, 
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leaving a catwalk down the center of the room for more dramatic entrances, if an Exotic 
deems fit for her set.  Accordingly, those upfront are for clients who have status.  The 
proximity to the stage ensures the best view, full of light, skin and movement; the Exotic 
is an arm’s length away, allowing for a comfortable bend at the waist, extension and stuff 
of a bill; tens and twenties are frequent.  The occasional accidental joy of spatter is 
experienced at these tables.  During a spin or lunge a sprinkle or two of sweat leaps off 
the skin of a dancer, landing into the cotton fabric with a wet smear.  By simple chance 
droplets may transfer from skin to skin, that being of a patron whose attention is 
consumed by the happenings ahead.  The trance is only disturbed by the climatic end of a 
set, releasing consciousness back into the hands of the client.  Free of money and time, a 
palm is free to wipe the forehead dry, free to adjust a collar, to straighten a tie, to wiggle 
the hips and prepare for the next entertainment, rushing onto stage, on cue, under lights, 
prepared.   
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steaming Mussels is white wine 
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H. The base of a deep, steel sauté pan burned away upon a stovetop.  Blue chemical 
flames poked and knocked against its surface forming spots of bruises in an unfortunate 
and unflattering circular pattern.  Fresh on the surface, they resembled the skin of dead, 
rotten fruit, fallen off a vine or decaying tree limb, and with a forced splot shattered atop 
frozen soil.  The pan’s large bottom is a topographic history of festivities and dinners, an 
occasional brunch and anniversary celebrations; such happy events are summed into a 
vast collection of varying brown hues that no soaking, no matter how long in a bath of 
industrial strength suds, can remove.  The bruises are there, as stains that signify 
exclusive social engagements, those in which cordial invitations are needed to pass 
through the thick glass doors of a grand ballroom fitting for a grand gala; one whose 
ceilings are several dozen feet above the tallest balding scalp and lathered in golden 
streams of fabric; one whose depth and width can easily encompass the one hundred and 
fifty souls of the Derivatives and Structured Finance Department, all of their gossip, 
laughter, minglings, muted concerns and failures.   They are to gather here, tonight, under 
soft electric bulbs screwed into the arms of wide chandeliers, beneath the rolling folds of 

Exhibit 3  

H 

I 

J
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glowing thread counts and ionic columns.  Their presence was requested in black ink and 
scripted upon thick ply mother-of-pearl stationary.  Their answers were brief and 
overwhelming, Yes, Yes, I will attend.  There’s only one gala a year, you know.  How 
could I resist?  Yes!  And with each Yes a freckle, blot or smeared burn stained the 
chrome of our sauté pan, causing a blemish that marked yet another catered event, of a 
cocktail hour that began with melted butter.    
  With a quick twist of a wrist, a blunt metal blade stuck into a solid pound of the 
aforementioned non-salted diary product.  It sat alone for hour, squat and self-conscious, 
absorbing room temperature, sweating, its fat slowly pumping from pores too small and 
under educated to understand the culinary process which will be their undoing.  A 
stainless steel knife, though rounded like a child’s belly and harmless, was more than 
enough to enter the block of butter with a thud.  Its density could be felt in the forearm, 
traveling up the elbow, and ending at the bicep as a dull clunk.  It was now up to twelve 
bones in the wrist and several blood soaked veins to force just a bit, just a tablespoon or 
so, loose, to separate a chunk dangling at the very edge of the blade, sliding casually to 
the left, as milk and innards made contact with a sanitized surface ninety degrees or so (in 
Fahrenheit), melting upon contact.       
 Abnormal and beautifully abstract, the buttery shape of multiple corners and 
surfaces was flicked, as a nuisance, a casual acquaintance, into the pan, whose limbless 
and faceless structure has been burning for several minutes under medium high heat.  The 
blurb zipped across the metal in a bubbly hiss, painfully singing a gurgling, melting 
chorus as hundreds of degrees ripped and clawed at the semi-solid, liquidifying layers of 
saturated fat to the boiling point.  In an instant, upon contact, from a pale yellow figure 
recognizable as refrigerated butter, the tasty ingredient shrank to a heap of watery, 
clarified goodness that would act as the proverbial woman behind the greatness, 
enhancing the taste of a flock of average Mussels captured this morning.  They sit, alive, 
blind, and waiting in a vat of ice cubes to prolong their lifespan.  At the moment, they are 
ignored, as the butter, the butter takes center stage.  It may burn under such heat and 
scrutiny and become a bitter spouse.  It is best to keep a watchful eye upon what may 
easily ruin an entire anticipated event.  It is best to have the semi-solid dissolve into a 
clear, attractive, invisible force.  It must become translucent, as the vodka that arrived this 
morning.  It must become tasteless, scentless and potent as a cocktail’s alcoholic burn.  
One hundred and fifty souls will finger a mussel, consider its black shell and anticipate 
only the taste of a mussel.  They must never know butter was involved, just as they must 
never have the esophagus dry up or have an eye squint during a protective reflex thanks 
to the obvious over indulgence of much too much ethanol in a dirty Cosmo.  Could you 
imagine? 
    No, the butter must be clear, simmering under the stress of medium high heat, 
bleeding into the pan’s circumference.  The thin puddle that accumulates will also act as a 
slick shallow pool for minced garlic.  The blubs were first beaten with a palm, accosted 
with several swift slaps that cracked open the flakey skin wrapping the meat inside.  Soft 
and opaque, flesh poked through the gaping sores revealing a delightful produce season, a 
clove plucked at the height of its youth.  The admiration is brief however, as one, two, 
three blows followed in succession, with enough force knocking layers of clothing off 
completely, to be discarded, tut tut, leaving the clove lying across a wood chopping 
block, tut tut. 
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Within and out the naked bulb minor cracks disrupted its smooth surface.  A 
confusing, inebriated scent of chives, onion and spring flowers leaked from the wounds.  
The organic, sweet scents rose to entice a pair of nostrils and a mind more than happy to 
command the wrist, flat and hard, to smack against the clove just one more time.  One 
more time, for the meat to absorb a forth and final blow.  An event marked by a horrific 
explosion causing a crater busting at the seams of a belly.  Indeed, the clove popped with 
a dying exhale, releasing toxic and lovable disulfides that at the same moment cause a 
confusing array of pleasurable tastes and simple, bad, breath.  Acids which settle in the 
lungs and recline upon the tongue.  That when a word is formed and spoken as a gust of 
wind during a conversation regarding Merrill and its acquisition floats on a breeze into 
the face of an unfortunate listener, gliding into scent glands, who, reciting their own 
personal poem of disgust—oh, eck, well, this simply cannot happen.  Not tonight.  No, 
there must be a balance between the erotic garlic and its unfortunate power.   

It must be sliced, over and over, and over yet again, into smaller quarters by a 
knife that has seen the innards of a chunk of fatty butter.  The blade, though blunt, has an 
edge sharp enough to slit into the shattered clove, guided by a forceful hand, repetitious 
and stuttering, digging its way into the meat and separating its sinuous form with a 
crunch, manipulating the piece into smaller pieces.  They are to be collected by a palm 
faintly perfumed with the blood of an open clove and spewed into the pool of butter 
heated to a violent degree.  There, scattered across the face of our sauté pan, each 
misshapen piece is cooked, slowly, to a hue resembling the glimmer of a fresh bottle of 
Kentucky bourbon.         
 
I.  Each mussel is dragged from a salty, infected ocean, tangled within the fibers of 
a polyurethane net and pulled upon shore to be scrubbed clean.  The sweat of salty water 
drips and drops from their rippled shells, as the truck that carries the load (taking side 
streets and avenues) rides over potholes and bumps.   The vibrations jiggle dirt and nature 
free, seaweed and broken glass, scales and gills, all shed, leaving every live mussel a 
solitary delicacy, to end as a solid splosh, a cascade of barely limbless shellfish onto a 
pile of ice.  Their shocking bath allows nerves and brainless forms to exist just a few 
moments longer than usual, being naked and exposed to a new dry climate.  The biting 
degrees excite reflexives, keeping organs active and tasty.  A natural fear of the cold 
causes muscles attaching the top shell to the bottom retract, closing the awkward gap 
between the lips.  The sweet innards, refrigerated in their tomb, remain soft and sensitive.  
To feel a chill is simply uncomfortable.  It’s best to close up and wait out the storm.  This 
is the thought process of a hors d’oeuves.  
 Those who do not close, those who do not appropriately shut their mouths have 
died in transit, passed on to some great unknown, or not, died thanks to age, declining 
health or, simply, to a sudden alarming change in environment that was much too much.  
These are plucked by an educated pair of thumbs and forefingers, digits trained by a 
French culinary chef with a Swedish accent and tossed into a black plastic trash bag.  
They are a hazard and cannot be consumed.  So was professed by a professor and proved 
by a government agency, and so, with a pluck, with ringed fingerprints embedded into 
ringed calcified ducts of black shells, the deceased was flicked, landing onto a stone floor 
with a meaty thud.  
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 Survivors are surrounded by darkness, alone, except for a chill seeping in between 
a mussel’s overbite.  In the distance, the hiss of fat upon a stovetop gains speed, growing 
louder, and louder, as blind moments pass; it is the hot sound of an experience yet to take 
place.  It is a room plump with guests, gripping an invitation in one hand and a cocktail in 
the other, chatting.  Their multiple conversations, beginning, ending and transitioning at 
their own pace, whose varying topics range from tainted acquisitions to the trouble with 
Australian taxes, this pot luck of noises is shaken loose from glossed lips, lifting into the 
vast empty space above, and sifts through a minor gap between a pair of closed ballroom 
doors.  This conglomerate of sound tingles fine hairs in the ears of gloved waiters 
balancing long stemmed champagne glasses grouped on a serving disk.  They cannot itch.  
They cannot move.  The sound is heard, and though intelligible, there is an 
understanding, something is to happen, something that cannot be undone.  For the fat to 
reach boiling point, fading from a golden, heavenly yellow to a lower level, an earthy 
brown, nearly burnt, but not quite, thanks to years of Culinary instruction, to the point 
where degrees can sauté meat but not singe it.  Just give it a good spanking.  Though 
deals where made, you may (over) hear, though some bad deals were made we’ll be 
doing business again.  The banks are just a little frightened, a little closed up.  It’ll start to 
flow again.  And rims, blushing with a halo of red lipstick or the minor fog of dried 
salvia, salute to the next quarter.  Cheers.  
 Crystal into crystal the note is optimistic and the laughter following thereafter 
pops and snaps in small busting exhales, pitched high and squirming from a blushing 
throat.  It dissolves with the fat, steaming away, violently, evaporating, burning away as 
thousands of bubbles and screams.  It is time to drop a handful of live mussels into this 
mess, just a handful, to fill a palm with blind cold hard shells, to feel their chill bite into 
the hand for only a moment, only a moment, and release the half dozen or so into the fire 
below.  Click upon clack, snap upon pop, against metal and oils, the excitement of dry, 
tasty objects against a slippery pan is ferocious, an avalanche somewhere between 
applause and horror heard by a pair of well educated ears.  This is cooking.  Things are 
happening.  Organs are beginning to fail, stopped at a point where sugars and blood 
convert to morsels one may suck between a pair of moistened lips, between listening and 
speaking, between nodding in agreement or simple disassociation, between the walls of a 
contracting esophagus, there is enjoyment.      
  
J. There is a danger, if too many mussels are added to the pan, one atop the other.  
Overcrowded conditions are to be avoided at all costs, even if guests in the ballroom pace 
and fidget in hunger, fiddling with ties, collars and invitations, bending its thick ply at the 
corners.  It may even be used to fan overheated skin, as to pass the time, and as an 
attempt at more relaxed laughter, a pair may stride or wobble across the marbled dance 
floor.  The jazz is slow, emitting a tempo easily identified for those less musically 
inclined.  Several dozen feet are adorned with new shoes, it seems, as black scuff marks 
dash in multiple forward, one-two, left, one-two, directions.  The happy abundance of 
alcohol, combined with the room’s body temperature, is inebriating.  There is sweat, and 
smiles, and for a moment as the upright bass thumps an eighth note or two, there really is 
no crisis in the markets.  No, the number of mussels is appropriate.  There are only seven 
sautéing in butter and bits of garlic.  The chance of a mussel being crushed by another is 
minimal.  This is generally the mistake of a novice, dropping in too many, as the demand 
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of guests and the number of raw mussels on ice can be overwhelming.  They may rush to 
judgment, dumping all assets into the pan.  No.  It’s a slow dance.  One risks boiling a 
lovely mollusk to death. 
 Pressed against hundreds of degrees, heat easily enters through the pores of hors 
d’oeuvres.  Inside a cavernous mouth, steam sways left to right, forward to back, 
massaging the tongue and finer muscles of the mussel, allowing tendons to release their 
grip on a pair of clamped shells, for a charming, deathly smile to form.  The environment 
transcends from tortuous to an Asian steam bath, if done appropriately, when aeration 
flows.  Though, when a fellow shellfish sits on the face of another, fibers that worked so 
adamantly to close and protect sensitive parts during the cold flash are now forced by 
external means to remain shut, harboring heat and more heat, steam upon steam.  The 
mouth cannot exhale; the mouth cannot release its last comforting gasp.  Crushed and 
claustrophobic, the accumulation of degrees burns the animal, its simple organs, its taste 
and class.  Pink sugars that make up the skin snap and collapse, breaking down to an 
earthy caramelized disfigurement, visually unappetizing, uneven and scarred.  Stuck to a 
pallet, the meat tastes like a new pair of shoes. 
 The night would be ruined.  Yes, there may have been mergers and forced 
retirements, some illiquidity here and there, but to have this happen—to have hunger 
answered with overcooked slop, after a lovely spin around the floor, and laughter, to have 
cheeks suck in, in defense from the taste—that would be remembered above all.  It would 
be topic of conversation, even a year later, as a fresh mother-of-pearl invitation is cut 
open and read, eyes following the same lettering and optimistic phrases of inclusion.  
Upon the H of appetizer en Francais a snorty chuckle would break free from a nasal 
passage.  The horrors of word association rear their ugly head, that upon reading, the fowl 
memory of a burned mussel plays across the tongue, a tongue that would, no doubt, wag 
and chat about the complete and utter failure of that gala last year.  Certainly there would 
be an overwhelming wave of declines.  This cannot happen.  The mussels must remain 
moist. 
 With a determined plunge of a corkscrew, a bottle of wine is opened.  It is the 
same year and vintage being served to guests, acting as the proverbial bridge connecting 
every individual, every conversation, necklace and hand gesture to the menu, to each 
other.  Its watery, golden hue pairs well with the soft lighting, the folds of cloth cascading 
from the ceiling.  It is the holy figure unifying place and time, a moment where a pair of 
lips sip from well polished glass, to the moment where those same lips pluck a mollusk.  
The transition is easy; the pleasantries from liquid to solid, from conversation to 
environment are uninterrupted, joined by a consistency in taste and color.  Just a splash is 
needed.  Upon contact with the roasted pan and mussels, a familiar hiss rises, signaling a 
breakdown and evaporation of alcohol.  Suddenly boiling, the liquid excites, flinging 
spatter into the mouths of mussels on the verge of being served.  In several seconds, each 
will be plated with a garnish and small white bowl, designed to catch the waste the 
Finance Department leaves behind. 
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     The $1,000 Lap Dance and The Wonders of Pupil Dilation:  

 a Double Feature 
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   faithful reproduction of a lithograph plate from Gray's Anatomy (1858) 
 
I. Angle 
 Dilation begins after a pair of hands is thoroughly washed.  With a pinch, with 
just the blunt fleshly tips of an index and thumb, the flat metallic tab of a dial is held.  A 
slight heave is needed to assist in a slight counterclockwise turn, to break the soft crust of 
oxidation forming about its screws and hidden small parts, to rub metal against another 
piece of aged metal snuggly fit, lap to hip.  When the pinch is clamped and secured, the 
strain of a boney wrist twists and turns, meandering through cartilage and veins, hoping 
against hope only twelve bones are needed for the task.  Burrowing up, into the palm and 
stationary fingers, the effort is expressed as a pale shade of skin tone about the pressure 
points, knuckles rising, bubbling to the surface; the dial, though, remains stationary, the 
sink still and hushed.  There is hesitation, a realization several thousand additional 
tendons are to be called upon, those tucked away, under the sleeve of an optometrist’s 
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starched medical coat.  Red and fibrous they are to retract in one monumental 
coordinated attempt1, pulling the hand toward the body, pulling fingers pinching a dial, 
while twisting the wrist and maintaining a clamp, all one movement with enough blood 
flow and exhaling exertion to loosen the bond between this piece of metal and that. 
 With a minor squeak, the dial gives way.  Tap water cascades from the open 
wound in the faucet’s neck, rhythmically thumping into the drain.  Frothy with air 
pockets and chill, the stream is kept at a distance as though untrustworthy.  There is a real 
danger of goose pimples forming, running up and down the arm and spine in an 
unattractive manner if the water is cold to the touch.  Dipping nerves into such 
temperatures causes an even more unattractive knee jerk reaction, a frown, tearing across 
the face, dipping into the chin as though tasting sour cheese.  It’s only water though, and 
for cosmetic reasons and sanitary reasons, at the very least, it must be luke warm.  As 
moments pass and cups drain into the plumbing with a dying gurgle, a boiler’s innards 
heat and waken.  Pumped through its wires and tubing, tap is brought to a simmer and 
expelled from pipe to pipe, up, around and up, higher, transperating to an office on the 
fifth floor of a building slightly under code.  Impatient, feet shift left to right, and hands, 
free of any pinching or turned clamping, extend with a bored stretch, waiting, watching 
tap slowly clear of heavy cold molecules, waiting for the fog to lift, a sign that the 
flowing water has warmed to a pleasant degree, enough to tempt an index into the rushing 
cascade, to trust it, to test it, using the index as an implement, taking a document of a 
foreign substance, all to conclude, yes, this is very nice indeed, and hands, extended, can 
shower.              

                                                      
1 Cecilia, ya ready?  
This is the phrase resonating between the Walls of Vixen’s Exotic Entertainment every 
Monday, Wednesday and Friday, and the occasional Saturday, if requested.  The night 
will continue if there is no answer.  Nylon stockings were pulled from toes to ankle, up a 
calf with a pinch in one smooth motion, guided by the educated, painted fingernails of the 
aforementioned Cecilia.  There is leopard print somewhere in all of this organized mess, 
hair spray and Avon cosmetics.  By the grace of God it all comes together to pay rent and 
grocery bills.  God loves a good show, and god knows, God loves Cecilia when the music 
is loud and the coordination is in step to the nostalgic tunes you can mouth without 
actually knowing what muscles are doing what exactly.  What is this Cecilia, the nineteen 
eighties or so?  you’ll hear  as hips vibrate into the laps of whomever and such.  It’ll be 
just fine because twenty dollars is just enough to stick between nylon hugging ovulating 
hips turning in time with an eighth note.  That’s dinner.  In a few minutes tomorrow’s 
lunch will be covered, just watch.       
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 Damp2 from fingertips to wrists, soap is applied.  This particular dispenser has 
been pumped several hundred times, before several hundred appointments for several 
hundred banal checks on several hundred optic nerves.  The nozzle has caked over with a 
stress relieving lavender, a purple whose hue is the perfect chemical balance of fats, lye 
and botanically derived scents boiled from the pedals of over bred tulips.  The gelatin 
formed is injected with surfactants and sanitizers, so hands, vigorously scrubbing 
between digits and underneath trimmed nails, become lathered with ease, seemingly 
overcome with white, fragrant bubbles infesting and massaging at the same time.  The 
repetitive action of hand over wrist over hand rips open compounds tailored to distract 
the mind from its current dilemma, say an internal debate whether that clump of nerves at 
the back of the eye is dead or damaged, a debate best not spoken out loud, either verbally 
or through facial expression, as the client should not have to bear the possible concern.  If 
the thoughtful silence permeates too long, however, there is enough soap to go around 
and the patient may enjoy a good, relaxing scrub.  
 
II. Posterior Chamber    
 Cyclopentolate stimulates muscles in the pupil responsible for contraction, and 
relaxes muscles that make the pupil constrict; it both lifts and separates, and can only be 
administered by a licensed physician who is both crafty with timing the fall of a droplet 
while handling a twitching lid.  The eyedropper itself is composed of clear plastic 
allowing for an unobstructed view of the medicine within.  If it were not for the label 
pasted to its belly, shouting in black block lettering all of the c’s and o’s and active 
ingredients with varying percentages, one may well confuse the drug for tap water and 
ingest the liquid in a moment of desperation or lack of metal clarity.  As such, all of these 
bottles, and the many not mentioned here, for cataracts, chronic dry eye, or white dot 
syndrome, et cetera3, all of the plastic bottles are identified and even locked inside a 
                                                      
2 God help me, that’s simply amazing.   
This is the phrase resonating between frontal and primal lobes. Lighting is low, 
composed of mainly black and red hues.  The hum of light bulbs and electricity is faint, 
as the genius of stadium rock chants fills the Eastern coastline air.  It’s mostly salt and 
sticks to just about everything.  It’s an amazing accomplishment for Cecilia to remain 
bone dry under these lights, moving like that, wearing—what is that?  Puma?  No wait, 
leopard.  Right?  Like one of them big cats.  I dunno what it’s made out of, ‘cause I can’t 
touch it, but it looks real tight.  Yes, it is real tight.  And the patterns blur and fade, 
camouflaged within the darkness, an illusion heightened by lagers on tap, two for one all 
night.  The savings are passed on to Cecilia whose majestic, magical spins and leg lifts 
are funded by Happy Hour and wrapped only in the highest quality polyester synthetics.  
Such fabric traces skin and the body’s frame, leaving little to the imagination and giving 
most to pulsing, reflexive thalamus-parts of brain.  This area tips generously.            
3 Sweet, sweet Jesus. 
Such is the phrase thought when the left and right hips and thighs of Cecilia skim a pair 
of ironed slacks.  There’s a crease and everything, That’s a nice job, who done it? you’ll 
hear, It was the wife, would be the response.  Talk is brief during business, during a 
dance, thanks to the decibels and repetitive bass rhythm.  The volume is a bit much on the 
eardrums and Cecilia’s choice of climatic movements make conversation a tad difficult.  
When the opportunity arrives, though, for some constructive questions and answers, an 
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metal cabinet as a further safety precaution.  The key is located somewhere in the office, 
perhaps in the top left drawer of the optometrist’s desk or beside the nurse’s photo 
collection of cats.  The placement changes day to day, week to week and who is privy to 
this information alternates; the bottles are not for individual sale, as clearly stated in 
black block lettering, and the temptation to dangle 10ml of a drug in the face of an 
uncouth individual willing to pay for clumsiness, confusion, irregular heartbeat, 
constipation and various other side effects (not listed in black block lettering) is just not 
good for society in general.  Please tilt your head back.         
            With a sanitized index finger, the sensitive patch of skin just below the lower left 
eyelid is touched.  The slightest of pressure is applied, just a simple press exerted by a 
calm round knuckle found at the base of the digit.  A fingerprint’s loops and dashes fit 
easily into the loose, darkened baggage circling a hazel eye, flattening the fluid that has 
collected over the years thanks to genetics and a cocktail taken on more than a few 
occasions.  A tickle of self consciousness grows just beneath the sac, running down the 
spine and into a pair of buttocks, shifting left to right.  From the black pleather 
examination chair a squeak squirms into the room, slipping into the low lighting and 
silence.  The sudden noise is startling, a nonhuman voice creeping out from the 
surrounding nonhuman objects, poorly lit.  The pressed index flinches reflexively, pulling 
down the sac, all its fluid, fat and skin, exposing the lively, shocking pink of blood 
soaked veins through and about the eye.  The medicine is to drop into this space, after 
dangling several inches above lashes curved and flicking.  At the end of the optometrist’s 
starched white coat, a hand grasps a clearly identified bottle freckled with numerous c’s 
and o’s, held with the nozzle pointing towards its intended target.  Rushing into the 
dropper the liquid emits several air bubbles that pop and die quickly after their formation.  
Gravity and pressure tug at the medicine, drawing a single drop to the exit, a clear 
bulbous leak at the verge of an inevitable plunge.     
            With a slight squeeze at the belly of the bottle, the drop, drops.  The impact is 
snug and swift, fitting into the open crevasse with a watery splot.  Cold and foreign, the 
body reacts without thought4, without considering the environment or the purpose of 
today’s appointment.  The reaction may seem irrational, a violent jerk of the head and 
                                                                                                                                                              
entire world is reviled on both parts.  The domestic and dominated.  Sometimes it’s hard 
to differentiate the two.  Such is noted and laughter follows.  And another bill is stuck 
between a brand new pattern of synthetics and the same ol’ bones.  Hey, that’s a nice one.  
That puma?  Naw, wait.  It’s still one of them big cats right?  Don’t tell me, you’ll hear, 
I’ll think about it.            
4 Ohhhhh, I love this song. 
Such is proclaimed from a seated position in the back room of Vixen’s Exotic 
Entertainment.  This is a phrase emitted from a pair of lips who have not realized such a 
proclamation was made out loud.  And it is simply etched across the face, as a relieved 
arching brow and exaggerated cheekbones lifted in surprised exclamation.  The mouth 
will be slightly ajar as well, exposing a poppy seed wedged between a canine and front 
tooth from this morning’s breakfast.  It’s now far after midnight, and the thought such a 
lapse in hygiene, over this many hours and pisses in a restroom where mirrors are easily 
accessible, well, this makes leopard-clad Cecilia chuckle just a bit.  Enough to over hear, 
Hey there, whatchu gigglin’ at?  and Just the lyrics to this song.  Love is funny.  
Ridiculous even.   
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neck away from the soft touch of the index finger, a tightening of tendons in the face, a 
closed squint, a frown scattered across the chin and brow; the heart skips and then 
suddenly increases its rate, ba-dump ba-dump ba-dump.  A substance has entered the 
body and the body shuts down to prevent any further splots from entering other 
crevasses.  
            The panic is momentary, ending as consciousness steps in, taking control, making 
a decision to regain coordination of lips, breathing and the like.  There is laughter.  An 
admission of expecting the drop, but a lack of control of what happens thereafter, when 
the drop hits the eye.  The flinch happens every time, you’ll hear, every time.  Please tilt 
your head back. 
 
III. Iris Dilator Muscle  
            Beneath a pair of closed eyelids, the drug is absorbed.  In the surrounding 
darkness several hundred pointy carbons and nitrogen sift through corneas.  Their 
progress is slow and methodical, filling each minute layer to capacity, until, burdened by 
shear numbers, the layer submits, withering and collapsing, allowing the liquid to flow, to 
continue its march deeper into the eye.  Their successful path is marked by a burning 
sensation, a small fire one is tempted to smother with a knuckled rub, first clockwise, 
then counter.  This, however, would only provide a helpful shove, a forward momentum 
branding compounds into flesh and muscle, turning a small grease fire into an electrical 
blaze.  Hands are to remain at hip level5, away from the face.  The padded armrests of the 
examination chair are soft and comforting, can be held with a vice like grip without 
complaint.  A pleasant distraction and scapegoat, the spongy filler conforms to the shape 
of stressed fingers and a moist palm; the suffocated faux leather wrapping replies with a 
muffled friction that can easily be ignored.  This hold can be sustained for as long as the 
liquid takes to absorb, to reach a hazel iris, several moments, five minutes, ten perhaps?, 
it is thought, as eyes are closed and there is no real sense of time, no clock, just sensation 
and thought.  And a slow crush. 

Meanwhile, back at the eye sockets, the many ingredients of various percentages 
surround thousands of tanned dilation muscles.  The tide rushes in at unimaginable speed, 
covering planted fibers tip to tip with no hope for escape, they are immersed, lulled into a 
numbed dormant state.  They are poked and massaged, slapped and fondled.  There is no 
argument or protest.  They have curled into a flaccid position, unconscious, releasing 
their protective grip and duties.  Perfect.  The pupil is large, round and exposed for a pair 
                                                      
5 I didn’t touch nothin’.  I didn’t touch ugh goddamn thing. 
Such is the phrase overheard prior to an accompanied escort out of Vixen’s Exotic 
Entertainment.  The only rule, really, is the best one: just sit there and take it.  It works 
out for everyone.  Cecilia gets to express herself through various twists and flexing limbs 
several inches from a five oh clock shadow, and the owner of the stubble, well, Cecilia’s 
expression is the reward.  It’s the best seat in the house and it tips like a slot machine.  
Simply dig nibbled fingernails into the frame of the chair, perhaps under the cushion, and 
you’ll be set.  Working an index and ring finger, that happens to be adorned with a ring, 
around dried pieces of mint gum, one will have a personal anchor to hold tight. Tighter as 
the stadium rock reaches its chorus.  As Cecilia kicks.  So inspirational.  One can feel the 
fog of the fog machine and the forward thrust of the crowd.  One can imagine youth and 
only hope. 
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of educated eyes to peep through a funneled scope to determine if this and that is up to 
par.  Naked and pink, the series of scrambled nerves is traced with a gaze up and down 
and considered in silence.  Concerned, a patient’s buttocks shift from left to right once 
more, and the sound emitted from the pleather is familiar and no longer threatening or 
startling.  A doctorial hand keeps its steady pace, focused on a million or so long, robust 
wiry axons full of blood. 

Be sure to look for smears.  This is a sign of hemorrhages and internal bleeding 
caused by stress or alcoholism.  Perhaps a stroke.  The damage appears as a spot, the size 
anywhere between a pinkie, or thumb, dark, solid against a backdrop of yellow, red and 
pink.  A shadow eclipsing life.  Let us hope for the best.  Let us hope for health as we 
shine a light upon the optic nerve.  As we search in silence.  Let us hope.            
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I. Methuselah (8 Bottles) 
 For her final visit, all of the Engineers and Hands wore purple cotton gloves. The 
stitching was to act as a barrier separating fingertips from brass door handles, to prevent 
the transfer of oils from an index to the plump nub of elevator buttons, also brass and 
reflective.  Within the small circumference of a button, the world was obese, bending and 
smearing the walls of passageways and their numerous fluffy bouquets, bloating the 
delicate pedals of blooms named in honour of this particular ship, a ship whose existence 
was to honour a Queen of monumental proportions, historically.  Eight varieties of roses 
had been given titles to commemorate this final docking, to showcase this ship's (and 
therefore, by indirect consequence, Her Majesty's) abundant qualities: Gracious Queen, 
Tender Queen, Our Regal Mother, Our Defender, Our Unyielding Guide, and so on, how 
we could go on.  Unfortunately there are not nearly enough breeds of roses to capture 
H/her portrait, and plus, Her Majesty prefers tulips to roses (a minor oversight justified 
by the indirect coincidence of tulips not being in season this time of year).  Though 
misshapen by brass and not desirably first choice, perhaps second, the flowers were 
overwhelming by sight and scent, gorgeous on both fronts.  Their colors saturated pupils, 
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inducing a reflexive squint and their oils buttered the skin and clothing of clients 
returning from a lounge upon the upper deck, to escape under a flock of goose down 
pillows, away from the public.  Or in this particular case, a member of the wait staff 
delivering a breakfast of eggs and champagne to a room on a lower level.  Dense and 
numerous, of the thousands of identifiable smells emitted from the foliage, one could 
pluck out wild grass and lavender, damp lily pads and crisp wheat from the air (as well as 
some mysterious figures, some pacing in the shadows, blurred by an uncontrollable 
squint—smells that could only be described as though sketching out the delinquent in a 
sudden purse snatching, musky, maybe, gathering at the back of the throat, then it 
disappeared, I’ve never seen such a thing) all of these bled into the thread count of a 
matching starched uniform, white, except for a pair of purple gloves beneath a spotless, 
reflective silver tray.  The gloves are officially a success; there were no greasy streaks to 
impede a view of the serving ware's swirling etches outlining an autumnal scene, some 
English wilderness far from this civilized moment.  Stiff at the elbows, a pair of arms 
balanced the weight of sophistication: sitting at the tray's upper left corner was the jewel 
and tete de covee of Champagne Louis Roederer, a full, corked bottle of Cristal; standing 
at attention and unbearably sanitized were two long stem glasses in the upper right.  At its 
center, three scrambled eggs, housed and hidden under a matching silver dome.  Heat 
cannot escape.  There are no fingerprints.  Just as there were no prints to be found on the 
elevator button after an index extended, pressed and retracted, dipping an elevator button 
into a series of wires and circuits masked by brass paneling signaling a request for a brief 
but convenient ride to a level below.  Such discrete pokes are answered swiftly, 
especially before or at sunrise, early, when clients are more often than not found in bed 
than at the pool or gambling hall.  The elevators belong to the Hands.  There is little 
traffic.  Just the scent of flowers in their youth, penetrating hallways, leaning against the 
shoulder pads of a uniform in wait, for doors of an elevator to part, revealing fresh 
territory to fill with a rush, with the scent of this deck, unmistakable.    
 
II. Salmanazar (12 Bottles) 
    The arrival of an elevator is signaled with a C note.  The octave is pleasant, a jingle 
that spoons the eardrum, curling up close, enough to tickle small hairs whose enticement 
is expressed in slow arching brows and a surprised rippled forehead.  The note's duration 
is brief, however; it is to gain attention and that is all.  There is nothing further.  No play.  
No tune.  There is not even an echo, as this particular arrangement of sound waves were 
deliberately chosen for this unique quality worthy of the ship, Her Majesty and H/her 
guests.  It is high enough to be heard, but low enough not to strike walls, traveling from 
doorframe to doorframe digging nails into the plaster.  It simply arrives, fingers a lobe 
and evaporates in a foggy whisp to be recalled in memory.  There may be, at a single 
time, six elevators arriving or departing, but signaling all the same.  This tranquility was 
not always so.  Individually a C note is quite charming, but a succession of C after C after 
C shadowed by echoes of C after C after C is a symphony of clucking, as described by a 
previous passenger attempting to rest, holed up in room 309.  Telephone calls were made, 
voices were raised, questions asked and names slandered.  There was even a threat to 
blind the entire crew.  After a fist thumping, into a desk it was rumored, a decision was 
made.  Within 24 hours, the brass paneling was curtly jimmied from place and this new, 
modern, scientific achievement in noise prevention was installed.  And now, when a 
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member of the wait staff, thankfully not impaired, enters this level balancing a breakfast, 
say, of eggs and champagne between sturdy hands, those sleeping, reclining or any such 
activities would not be disturbed.  Comfort and happiness is the number one priority for 
all guests, most notable those of this area, tucked exactly one story down below deck and 
centered, towards the heart of the Queen Elizabeth 2.  Here, deep in the atrium of the 
vessel, nightly rates vary from the thousands to the tens of thousands, depending on the 
number of gold ounces outlining bathroom tiles.  At her peak, somewhere between the 
500th and 600th voyage, the kitchen unscrewed 6 pounds of Russian caviar, boiled 116 
pounds of lobster to death, paired 120 boxes of matches with 41 boxes of humidified 
cigars on an average, single day, and each crumb, each puff, each dip in butter was eaten 
and inhaled in this section alone.  Tuesday were meant to be celebrated, success was 
meant to be celebrated and not disturbed.  These rooms were designed first, scribbled on 
the blue print first; the remains, the tail, stern economy classes followed.  Their 
placement here, warm and snug, was not coincidental.  It was deliberate mathematics and 
Newtonian physics, as the center of the ship is the source of stabilization.  Waves and 
tempest may crawl up the leg of the bow causing a shudder down the spines of books and 
nightclub attendees, but not of those in the duplex grand suite.  Discomfort sidesteps, 
allowing soft scrambled eggs to be swallowed, tumbling down a pleased esophagus with 
ease. 
 
III. Balthazar (16 Bottles) 
    For her final visit, an evening of fireworks were arranged and dignitaries were asked to 
script a toast that included an anecdote, perhaps of a previous voyage, humorous if 
possible, sentimental for certain.  One underscoring the ship's historic significance and 
two swimming pools, though with modesty.  If the tennis court and golf driving range 
could be included this would be a plus.  Has your automobile ever been aboard our 
thirteen car garage?  Excellent.  Have you ever saved in our Harrods department store 
or worshiped in our synagogue?  Well then, this is an abundance of material.  The 
festivities are to begin at dusk and have no scheduled wrap, so, long rambling tales that 
may begin on land or sea will be welcomed and fueled by Cristal.  And indeed, under a 
North Atlantic sky, amber, gold and silver sparks streaked in slow arcs that, first, 
ascended with speed, a needy haste that burned away all strength and ability, draining 
momentum, until arriving at a sudden pause, and such a height, a height allowing each 
spark to introduce itself to the Heavens, for only a moment, and then faint, perhaps in 
enchanted delight or weakness, silently, limply returning to earth in a fading illumination, 
dull, duller still, until, light evaporated in a whisp.  The remains had an unfortunate 
characteristic, a scent of burning charcoal that bubbled in the bridge of noses, puffed and 
discolored eyelids, and flushed cheeks to a rouge twenty or thirty years younger for some 
passengers on this special night.  These effects, however, may have been the champagne, 
as after each lengthy toast--and even several times during a single toast, say, for well 
wishes, gratitude, lost souls and lewd behavior--long stem crystal glassware was raised 
into the stained, misty air, above the heads of husbands, wives and gentlemen hosts 
escorting unaccompanied women, then brought to lips, also flushed and a tad plump.  
Within a thick audience, throats swallowed and delighted ears perked in anticipation of 
details and dishing; the ship has a staggering one hundred and seventy year history, so the 
combinations of what, where and to whom could surpass expectations.  And if, 
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perchance, a toast was dry, there was the champagne, and as such, when a-many 
chaptered story about the The Queen being used by Englishmen to carry Her Majesty's 
Royal Mail to Canada or how The Queen was used to rescue less fortunate passengers 
floating in the North Atlantic, there may have been a snicker about the word play, but 
more often than not, additional bottles of liquor were requested, unzipped and popped to 
pass the time.  And how did the time pass.  Long after the pyrotechnics had fizzled out, 
the chatting continued, chiseling away the hours.  Only the deep oceanic chill off the 
waves drove this crowd into the belly of The Queen, into her ballroom, where, under a 
dazzling, glass spattered chandelier (perhaps gaudy, perhaps a bit too heavy an ornament) 
the toasts continued, defying the writing on the wall, hand written, noting the ballroom's 
maximum capacity and hours of operation. 
 
IV. Nebuchadnezzar (20 Bottles) 
    At dawn, only a pair of the scrambled eggs had been devoured, leaving long clumps of 
yellow twists scattered about a dish, settling in puddles of condensation and relieved oils.  
One of the champagne glasses had been used, pock marked with dried rings of 
carbonated foam; its rim fogged by crisp saliva and the personalized loops of a bottom 
lip.  Purple rays squirmed through the gaps of window curtains highlighting a silent 
room, some shirts and a set of shoes.  There was still time, time to gather belongings and, 
maybe, even items from The Queen, say, an engraved washcloth and a handful of those 
miniature soaps in the restroom, also engraved with the Royal crest, embedded deep into 
the scented fat.  These could be squeezed and man handled between layers of sweaters 
and the teeth of a comb in a trunk, to be unpacked and squeezed between papers and 
memories of a wooden drawer, to be pulled open one day by its matching nub, with its 
dusty innards to be shuffled and reshuffled in annoyance, propelled by a vague notion 
that sometime, several years ago a bunch of knick knacks taken (with the best of 
intensions and respect) from The Queen were placed here, yes here, I'm so certain of it.  
The knick knacks prove the voyage was taken, but not any voyage--her last, her 710th.  
That morning her departure was signaled by a single toot of three enormous hollow 
typhoon whistles.  Deep and burly, the bellow woke nestling birds and passengers, 
causing a violent burst of ruffled feathers and cackles into the air, onto the deck and at 
parted window curtains.  She began to drift, left, towards Southampton, where in the 
English fog all 1800 guests and 1000 crew members were expelled on a damp wooden 
deck, to fend for themselves, to gaze over a shoulder as The Queen progressed, silently, 
through calm waters, until evaporating at the horizon.  There was gossip for weeks 
afterwards, about how she nearly sank after battling with rouge pirates in the 
Mediterranean, or how she struck a hardened chunk of garbage and took on too much 
bloat.  Thankfully scandal was put to rest in plain black and white ink of the local 
papers—she has a resting place in Dubai.  The Queen had been sold and moored at the 
hip of a man made island; she is to act as a luxury hotel and entertainment complex; the 
two swimming pools, tennis court and golf driving range will remain, as will the priciest 
suites.  Millions of people and dollars are expected to pass and rest and pass and gamble 
and pass through her halls, uninterrupted by elevator bells.  In unimaginable heat, that of 
a desert, she will be stoic, still and silent. 
 
 



 52 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

pig 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 53 

 
Exhibit 4 
 
 
K. UNDER a September Mediterranean sun a plantation heated to a comfortable 
degree in Celsius.  There was very little wind this morning; the humidity, only a slight 
nuisance.  Within the silence, tan loose soil remained still, tan and loose.  Every few 
yards a rare clump crumbled in relief, relieving dry, aged earth of any shape and duty 
held for five continuous years.  A mild winter, followed by a warm summer, led to a 
prosperous fall.  The air was thick with an invisible fog, a scent unraveled with every 
inhale and exhale, and inhale, the aroma of dirt, and exhale, the taste of fungus, and 
inhale, a burned protein, and exhale, a sudden sticky palette.  Citizens of the neighboring 
town found themselves consciously swallowing to moisten lips and gums, talking in a 
thick dialect about how the fog is thicker this year than the last.  When complaints and 
gossip settle at the front stoop of the farm, it is time to harvest the truffles.  Early 
mornings such as this, when individual specks of soil are agreeable, not driven into a 
frenzy by the temperamental Italian shoreline and up, into faces, one can see, with a 
proper squint, two dozen women at the horizon, at the very end of the plantation.  Each 
hand, both left and right, are gloved in thick, green rubber mittens two sizes too large for 
such slender fingers.  Hung casually at the hip, digits may twitch with boredom, flicking 
side to side without even touching the surrounding layer of flamboyant green textile.  The 
abundant room allows for circulation, to allow whatever minor breeze to squeeze in past 
a wrist and into five hollow chambers, drying sweat as knees are bent and a torso hovers 
low, over a spot of land to be thoroughly, gracefully dug.  The harvesting may take hours, 
continuous hours and to delay the process any longer than need be, say, to slip off soupy 
gloves for a fresh pair, would be an inefficient use of time.  So the gloves are to be large, 
large enough to move more earth than with a bare hand.  This saves time and manicures.   
 AT each pair of feet there sits a straw basket with an empty belly.  The sides and 
base, however, are lined with a white cotton cloth, no doubt to protect each delicacy from 
coarse edges and to help wipe away the layers of filth that accumulate from being 
underground for so long.  The contact stimulates a truffle’s thin skin, opening pores and 
allowing for oils to pass, inhale and exhale, within and out, emitting a complex scent 
lying somewhere between dirt, fungus and cooked proteins, a sticky scent that remains on 
fingertips long after handling.  The gloves prevent such attachment too, acting as a barrier 
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between hours of repetitious digging, plucking and placing, digging, plucking and 
placing.  As of yet, each flashy green hand remains spotless and uniform.  There are 
frequent occasional twitches of an index or thumb, dozens of indexes and thumbs in wait, 
rubbing this rubbery tube against that, forming an atonal opera of random green squeaks 
at the horizon.  The ladies are waiting, with their baskets healed at their ankles, waiting 
for a flock of pigs to enter row upon row of downy oak trees ahead.   
 
L. THE plantation stretches for several hundred acres, and within those several 
hundred acres is a careful scattering of infested trees.  Each is quarantined, planted some 
thirty feet or so from the next, painting what appears to be a mostly flat, sparse brown 
landscape.  The darkest hues belong to the short blunt trunks whose bark is a wrapping of 
rough, dried scales.  The unpleasant texture and density contributes to its longevity; for 
example, those further towards the end of the farm, where the ladies stand in waiting, are 
rumored to be as old as the town itself.  Being hideous, they were never logged for 
making a dining set or even firewood, and their thick hide is more than difficult for 
damaging insects to burrow and nest.  With little edible life wiggling about, few birds are 
drawn to the oaks; when morning arrives, one such as this, one so passive, lacking windy 
gusts from the sea, it is remarkably silent—except, of course, for the occasional unnatural 
rubbery squeak.  The trees spend a significant time of their long life alone, and would be 
completely solitary if it were not for a particular arrangement made when each tree was 
just a sapling, just a simple twig with a pimpling of green leaves here and there, a twig 
young and small enough to be held with a pinch, between the index and thumb.  At this 
early stage, the heaviest and most awkward part of the body is the root, a bundle of 
unorganized hairs and limbs and hairy limbs—this is the inoculation spot, and there is no 
need to swab or disinfect the area.  All that is needed is a simple injection with a simple 
needle filled with a simple contagious and profitable spore.  As the tree grows, as time 
passes, as the collection of eye sores sprouts from the brown land of the plantation, as 
those isolated roots lengthen and form definition, reaching into the earth for exploration 
and survival, as do the spores, grow, lengthen, pimpling the roots, drinking up what 
minerals the roots happen to find in a very particular soil.   
            THE plantation stretches for several hundred acres, and within those several 
hundred acres is a scattering of loose, crunchy earth.  Its composition is deliberate, an 
orchestrated menu of appetizers and finger foods that just so happen to be the favorite of, 
not the oak trees, no, but of the growing Tuber magnatum mushrooms, who, on cloudy 
days like to nibble on yellow phosphorous.  Every afternoon, rain or shine, they enjoy a 
tall glass of calcium with two or three hard biscuits of sawdust and lime.  On quiet 
evenings, those neither overly humid nor steamy, the mushrooms take a long relaxing sit 
in the surrounding pleasant weather, rocking to and fro, forward and back upon a root, 
simmering in low pH levels, somewhere between 7.5 and 8.3 or so.  The truffles have a 
tailored, nutritious diet within a tailored, balanced environment created to support the 
exponential girth of these fungi only.  And the host trees.  But mainly, the crop.  Any 
other existing vegetation or growths are to be plucked by hand to ensure all roots, weeds 
and competing fungus species are fully removed.  Even grass can kill oak trees, depriving 
these unfortunate things of what few joys they may experience, like water, for example.  
Upon discovery, every individual blade is to be taken between an index and thumb, and 
with a swift twist of a wrist, pulled from the land.  Complete removal is signaled with a 
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tight pop and an empty hole about the size of a crumb.  Though minor it is still large 
enough to upset the system, to allow more light or air than what is prescribed.  With a 
gentle pat, one, two, the hole can be sealed up, one, two and the growing truffles can 
continue growing assured and reassured that the only other presence between the trees is 
that of pigs and women with green gloves. 
 
M. FEMALE pigs are used for their stubbornness.  Between the third and fourth roll 
of fat circling the neck, a thin red tether is snuggly clasped, wedged just behind the skull, 
between skin and a jawbone.  At the other end of the line, a truffiere's wrist can be found, 
wrapped, slightly swollen and pale, pulled by the gluttonous force of a focused animal.  
On occasion her four little feet get carried away, stretching the synthetic material to its 
thirty six inch limit, pulling the line until horrifically stiff, until its fabric vibrates under 
the stress of one body marching forward and an other tugging back in restraint.  Without 
correction there lies major risks to the handler and the plantation as a whole.  Within the 
past several harvesting seasons, one or two truffieres have had dislocations at the wrist 
and elbow.  Despite the obvious throbbing pain and shock, there was laughter, chuckling 
in a thick dialect between jokes on the similarity of the injury's purple misshapen bruises 
and the truffles' hardy shape.  Such wounds are badges of honor now, and each handler is 
expected to yield a pig of equal veracity, that upon tethering and release from a muddy 
pen, when violent, happy squeals surpass the board rubbery twitches of the ladies in 
waiting, that the rope extends, nearly over extending, choking the skin of both human and 
animal, placing hundreds of pounds of pressure on twelve little bones and some hefty 
vertebrae. 
      THE brisk, noisy walk to the harvesting grounds is full of trampling hooves, sweaty 
snouts and pseudo drunken ecstatic stumblings.  The pigs are allowed to flounder at this 
point, allowed to experience the thrill of being nearly free, hungry and just moments 
away from thousands of Euros worth of first class gorging.  Consciousness, however, is 
pulled, literally, into reality once at the foot of the first scaly oak tree.  With a tug at the 
shoulder, a mighty pull by a dozen muscles around the spine and across the back, heels 
are planted firmly into the dried soil and the wrist, tethered, floods with pressure, a foggy 
paleness and power.  Seventeen truifferes and seventeen pigs brake at an invisible line, 
ruffling the earth and driving loosened bits of dirt into the air; with no breeze to catch and 
lift the particles, they faint quickly, under their own weight, scattering the ground, toes 
and hooves with a crackle.  The grip around necks tighten, closing esophagi, ending the 
excited squeals.  It is time to work, time for control.  Controllo!  Controllare il maiale!  
and humans voices, struggles, organize the scene into a silence.   
       AT the left hip of the truiffere there is a small sac of red flags; at the right, a loaded 
pistol.  A truly skilled handler must watch all 44 omnivorous teeth of his pig while using 
the remaining senses to be mindful of any possible thieves gazing from the distance, 
waiting for flags to be planted and the herd to move away.  The pigs are currently 
intoxicated, enticed by the invisible fragrance of fungus, musk and meaty growth.  There 
is very little impulse control with these girls, so when a snout leads the body to a batch of 
white truffles bathed in dirt, a unique squeal is released.  Happy, just as before, but just 
underneath there is something that can be interpreted as surprise, a reaction of complete 
thankful joy and shock, as though given a gift upon the happiest hour in one's life.  The 
ear must be trained to identify this sound just as the hairs upon the pig's snout can pluck 
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out the specific air molecules filled with one specific odor.  The response must be as 
swift as a reflex, a blink, a fighting kick.  The wrist must pull, the back muscles must 
strain, the waist must turn, in unison, with enough opposite force to stop the animal from 
unwrapping the gift, from unearthing the batch and with unimaginable speed for such a 
large creature, swallow every last crumb.  Shoulders have separated in attempt to stop a 
girl in mid-feeding.  It must be done as soon as the expression is expressed.  Andiamo!,  
before a mouth opens, a mighty pull, and a swift plant of a red flag into the ground, 
signifying for the ladies in waiting that this, this is the spot.  Ladies, you may begin to 
dig. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 57 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    a dissection of Cappuccino and Neon in three mo vements 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 58 

Movement I. 
There are no tables at the café; they would simply take up much too much space.  

Despite the calm, charming wood paneling coating the walls and the worn, beaten scuffs 
throughout the floor, this is not a place to sit and hold conversations on this morning’s 
glorious weather, or how—just last evening—il Presidente gathered enough courage to so 
publicly slander Mafiosi.  His words were plucked from the air during a press briefing 
full of gesticulation, after a perfectly executed raid on another espresso bar far from this 
location—more southern and far less charming—plucked and inked across the pages of 
today’s newspapers.  There they sit, local and National, of this city and the next, large 
and small press alike, at least six stacks sitting slumped against the storefront, drunk with 
scandalous information.  They are to amuse and be fingered by those waiting on a 
sinuous line, waiting to place an order6, a breakfast of a single cappuccino.  With a pinch, 
some choose the paper exposed at the very top of a pile, and with a quick dab on the 
tongue, part the pages with an index and thumb.  With a shove, some insert four digits or 
so into the belly of a stack and pause for a moment, as though calculating the ratio of 
journalistic weight to distance and strength needed to yank out a paper without causing a 
catastrophic and humiliating collapse of the tower.  One must be swift, but not too swift; 
one must minimize the rippling disturbance of a pull that travels up the spine of the 
careful construction and thoughtful architecture of a balanced journalistic heap, including 
but not excluded to the holy trinity of Giornale di Brescia, Gazzetta di Parma and the 
beloved I fetti.  There is on occasion, a novice who tempts fate, eyeing the Corriere della 
Sera tucked deep within a pile, nearly at the ankles.  At the café, skills are greatly tested 
and overconfidence is quickly brought down with staggering speed, at the same rate a 
tower jiggles, leans and deflates, spilling into the panicked hands of the failed novice, 
suffocating the face and vision with a shower of black and grey lettering; accents over the 
e are especially pointy, enough to prolong agony with a very public display of 
clumsiness.  With eyes squinted closed, with the body falling forward in confusion, not 
just one tower collapses, but the next and the one thereafter, littering the street and 
pavement with the latest sports and fashion, until thousands of pages settle as a puddle to 
absorb the body of the unstable klutz. 
                                                      
6 Movement I  The corner of Java and Franklin is covered with a curious pink hue after 
six uh clock Pee Emm in January.  Most of the time it is raining or it has rained, and at 
this particular moment, it rained earlier in the day, before six, leaving an awkward slick 
substance coating the cement and dog urine.  These elements, though, blush, when 
highlighted, when the thick aluminum gates of The Shanghai Bar lift, the front door is 
unlocked and a very special little switch is switched to illuminate a storefront frozen by 
an Eastern coastline winter.  Hand blown glass, still in its young, fragile state, when taken 
from the round opening of a fiery oven and still easily malleable, the glass is pinched 
with metal tongs and curved into one letter of a short phrase that will announce, from the 
storefront of a dive such as this, the name of a half priced beer.  It’s always happy hour at 
Shanghai.  And you will be served if you have at least three whole American dollars.  
Simply choose the name you see in bright, bright pink, some spasmodically flashing, 
some slowly filling with electricity in its little belly, one letter at a time, d, then r, then a, 
f, t, and the like.  Some do not stutter.  Those are Four American dollars.  But the name in 
the window is pink.  Just like the rest, a curious little beacon on a very wet, stained 
evening.    
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              There is applause and laughter, some congratulations in a neighborly dialect.  
The multiple teases resonate between the façade of stout commercial buildings and 
decaying apartments whose occupancy is announced with overstuffed ceramic flowerpots 
placed at the edge of windowpanes.  Accents and insults bounce across the thin street, to 
and from odd and even numbered doorways, gaining speed and loosing stability.  Against 
faded red brick, words are beaten and broken into muffled sounds taken by the wind as 
crumbs and carried up, up, brushing against yellow and pink pedals.  The weakest wobble 
left to right, unhinging from a bright green stem until, finally, with a snap, break away 
and are carried off, limply, down the alley, consumed by the echo.  The shuffles from tiny 
feet of an elderly woman are easily lost in all the commotion.  Her sudden appearance 
can be a shock to waiting patrons.  Somehow, between buildings 73 and 84 she manifests, 
in a traditional black mourning dress, with a pale wooden broom between her hands.  
Most likely she has been wearing that color since menopause, sweeping away the 
mangled contents of newspapers covering her street.  With the exhaling scrapes against 
the cobblestone she mumbles phrases with a less than jovial tone. The long straw bristles 
have bent and warped after countless spills and cleanings, yet, the sagging flesh 
surrounding her arms is still strong enough to swat aside the klutz, gossip pages and il 
Presidente. 
 
Movement II. 
 Air inside the café is twenty degrees warmer than out by the curb.  Numerous 
bodies of locals wind from the stacks of newspapers, through the entrance and past the 
register to form a bundle at the espresso bar.  The line is a well-organized mass that 
adapts to its expanding growth at the tail end.  On occasion, a tourist whose viewfinder 
caught a glimpse of the gathering crowd will tack on simply out of curiosity and 
wonderment, surely never having seen a crowd before.  As the numbers of those waiting 
increases, the line bulges left or right, around the small wooden stand selling sugar-free 
gum and dark chocolate, wrapping around one of the few stools placed at random for 
those who, from a lack of caffeine and the early hours, lulled by the low, quick comments 
about il Presidente, may feel faint.  The folds allow for a maximum use of space, for 
every inch of available floorboard to be covered by loafers or stabbed by the fashionable 
heel of a stiletto.  Several pairs were newer than new, of this season, of gleaming black 
leather.  The arch was still stiff, sill petrified after its recent manhandling by a master 
shoemaker and his mechanical pliers.  The warm weather and this trapped audience 
combined to create an opportunity to break in a trend.  Tendons from a dry heel to hidden 
painted toenails thinned and stretched, balancing the weight of a full grown female on 
fibers pulled thinner than hair.  One or two may snap between a bored fidget7, shifting 
                                                      
7 Movement II.  Inside Shanghai is a long, flat, uneventful bar with six stools.  The head 
of each stool is a pad of stuffed leather that has been bitten and chewed by the bottom of 
ratty jeans for some six years or so.  From their cuts blushes a bit of cotton in a puff.  
Somehow, after thousands of Asses, each seat is still amiable, welcoming.  And from 
each seat there sprouts a patron, tilting left or far right, filled with three dollar beer, 
talking aimlessly, about some about wild raccoons who happen to enter through open 
kitchen windows, feeding on, say, bananas ripening in a yellow bowl or white bread left 
inside the belly of a bread box.  How’d they open it? you’d hear.  Mustuh been those little 
digits they have, would be the answer.  Those bastages, they practically have thumbs.  
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hips left to right, right to back.  The loss of muscle is felt as a quick pinch of blinding 
light, first, beginning as a warm sensation in the shoe, followed by a burst traveling up a 
shaved calf, into a thigh and terminating in a buttock that feels as if an index and thumb 
has had their way with it.  Surely it wasn't the tourist.  It was fashion.  Or il Presidente.  
Either way, consciousness is dragged from a morning daydream to the line, which has 
reduced, just slightly.  A gap between here and there indicates a patron ahead has been 
served and another has placed an order.  Four or five steps forward closes the gap, adds 
four or five additional scuffs to the floor, adding a sense of excitement as one has just 
become inches closer to breakfast, closer to the register to offer four or five Euros after 
expressing a request, a small word, Uno.  Simply round the lips or point with an exposed 
painted fingernail and it will be understood by the elderly gentleman behind the counter, 
playing cashier.  He may own the establishment or may have come with the property.  
Either way, with a pluck, currency is taken and balled into a palm, allowing fingers to 
extend, to type in the given amount from the total for one house cappuccino.  He and the 
register may have been born about the era, as age has worn the 720 grained metal to a 
functioning rust and the skin has lost any olive hue.  Though thin and frail, his digits are 
strong enough to push down every number on the metal keypad, tallying up a total with a 
pleasant, valuable -ding- 
 
Movement III. 
 The request is repeated to one of three baristas standing behind a marble 
countertop.  Though it is the same brief word, it must be expressed with a firmer mouth, 
exaggerated puckered lips and a stretched diaphragm pulled just enough for the sound to 
be heard over the spastic grinding of espresso machines.  If successful, the barista will 
nod with a slight dip of a stubbled chin, loosening several beads of sweat along the jaw 
line.  Heavy with salt and urea they fall quickly and silently through stifling air, landing 
as a blot onto blue sleeves rolled to a bundle above the elbow.  With a bend at the joints 
the barista’s hands lift, grabbing the lid of an earthy brown machine that may have begun 
as a sophisticated white.  A fine mist exhales from a machine after every grinding; years 
of exposure have led to embedding and tanned fingertips.  Some believe it is the 
collection of souls released from these particular beans; some say it is just filth.  Either 
way, the machine is brown and reservoir must be opened and checked to take note of the 
water level.  It cannot fall below half of its total capacity and must contain cold water 
only.  Temperature is determined by a simple and, perhaps, uncouth gesture, with an 
extended index and a brief dunk.  Though archaic, it has proven itself to be the fastest and 
most accurate way of noting the degree, and out of respect for the barista—his hours of 
tedious repetition, an absorbed education founded on dedication and mere experience—
hygiene concerns are silenced.  This is a tired, damp master who has never once pinched 
the dial of the control panel, and with a flick of the wrist shifted away from the word 
                                                                                                                                                              
An option is offered shortly thereafter, a personal choice that may end the invasion, only 
requiring the involvement of a Louisville slugger.  That’s the worst goddamn ting I ever 
heard, would be the reply; The momma has four kids for Christ’s sake.  There is a pause.  
Well, goddamn it, I didn’t know that, you’d over hear; Then keep feedin’ dem, you ass, 
would be the reply.  The gentleman with the issue, plopped over a half empty glass at 
shortly after 6 pee emm Eastern, would say, But I got droppin’s man, all ove’ah my 
kitchen.  How do I say no to a momma? 
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Espresso.  There is no other option at this café and the sound of functioning machines, the 
heat of bodies, the lack of caffeine and the fatigue of waiting does not arrange for a 
pleasant environment to speak one’s mind and preferences.  There is only the House’s 
Way, and the drink begins with the pump drawing water out of a full, cold reservoir and 
dumping it into the heating chamber at 221 psi. 
            The sound of a working chamber is loud and hot.  It is the heaviest and most 
dangerous part of the machine thanks to its stainless steal structure, whirling engine and a 
knot of coiled wires that soak in electricity.  Upon contact, the cold water nearly boils.  
The only escape is through the urethra8, a one-way valve that winds left, right, left 
mimicking the bulges formed by the many waiting for breakfast.  The liquid filters into a 
tightly packed, mysterious blend of fine grains composed of torn up beans whose lineage, 
genealogy and nationality is not available to the public.  The House espresso is rumored 
to be a ratio of South Central American beans to African; the only way to speculate is by 
sipping the final product, swallowing and discussing it outside.  Bags behind the bar go 
unlabeled; the porta-filters are packed below the marble countertop, hidden from the line 
of sight.  Even the water is rumored to be imported.  The only known method to the 
House’s success is the use of porcelain cups; disposable paper is never an option, nor is 
plastic (Why is this?  Aesthetics?  Heat retention?).  Once the espresso is poured, once 
the steam wand froths the milk (Goat?  Cow?  Sheep?  Clockwise or Counter clockwise?  
This is suddenly going by too fast.) into a macrofoam of large white bubbles, of creamy 
casein and whey, one must accept a dainty, round white cup upon a matching saucer.  
One must stand at the bar and drink, tilting the cappuccino to an exact angle where an 
equal amount of espresso, steamed milk and froth slip past the lips and into the mouth.  
Here, the burning heat about the tongue and gums is consistent throughout, from the first 
sip to the last.  At the back of the throat and absorbed into tooth enamel is an odd scent, 
that of flowers and toasted bread, a combination that remains for several hours, into 
lunch, even while greeting a spouse in the evening.  As does the perplexity, the 
wonderment, of how this, can taste so much like that, a question answered only by the 
numerous clucks and clinks, of the contact between saucer and cup. 
 

                                                      
8 Movement III.   Jimmy, Jimmy, can I ask you something? is a phrase that follows the 
Thursday night bartender.  It has always been a wonder how tilting a simple, cheap 
American beer glass to the left reduces the amount of air entering a flow of liquid, 
particularly beer, while being peed into a glass, thusly reducing the amount of fluffy 
bubbles sucked in at the mouth, bubbles known affectionately as Head.  I dunno, you’d 
here, It just friggin’ works.  Three bucks.  How magical.  How satisfying, to sit upon a 
used, bitten stool and wonder about how many others have sat and sipped.  Even before 
seven pee emm.  I enjoy this Jimmy, you’d hear, you’d never think it, but I really love 
this, coming here, sipping this and being, here…I have raccoons, too, but this is different.  
You’re very welcome, everyone is always welcome at Shanghai.  The lights will always 
be on for you, and very pink, in the darkness.   


