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Freaks and Mutants, 


Fruits and Nuts














1.  Seven Players.











In the café, bottomless cup of black.  The SR-71, full of that horribly-viscous kerosene, dripping all day long on the ground.  It had steel pans under it, like buckets marking a leaky roof, so it wouldn’t melt holes in your runway.  These days, you’d be busted before you even built a thing like that.








In the cab, the madhatted driver, brim pulled down over his jagged, ugly scar, not this prison term, but the last one.  Where they caught me, with the submachine gun, swung under my arm.  Just to feel it, in public, you know?  That finality.  The rush of it.  But I know not to load it, in those circumstances, when the police are about.  Anyway, they caught me, the bus driver, having been told, when the barrel (sawed off, but still not short) about ten minutes after he uses his radio, on the sly, nobody quite sure if, he’s whispering to himself, so didn’t ask.  Scratch the thing, with a stiff wire brush, so the fingerprints don’t show.  They were mad about that part.  And the serial number removed.  From the inside, mind you.  Most people up North here, don’t know that.  You gotta stamp the indents out, that go through.  Filin’ ain’t enough.  He was turned at green lights, telling me this.  All fired up, steaming at the ears.  An’ a silencer; gotta have one.  Not a real one—big shit for totin’ onna them.  So we make them!  So we do!  For nothing, no!  A pop bottle, and some styropeanuts.  Now listen up.  As if he’s the trainer, me the trainee, CIA how-tos in a pinch.  Red light green.  Horns.  Oblivious.   Because guns are an extension of your arm.  Arms.  You get me?  You listening?  NRA gits’itself all riled up, thinking mixed up things, about arms.  About guns, and how they fit in.  Too bad.   They take it personally, cuz the gun is part of their arm.  It’s their right, to express themselves.   That way.  No other way possible, when you’re raised like that.  What would yousay if the friggin feds can saw off your leg?  Fuck no!  you’d say.  Or you’d better say!  Anna-think that’s what they’re ‘fraid of.








On the street, woman screaming at men in the city uniforms cutting the trees hanging over her road.  “God’s gonna get you for that!  He can see your every action.”  Lady, it’s our job, one pleaded, tired of the tirade.  That’s what the war crimes people said.  That’s what the parking meter people say!  That doesn’t make it right.  I know!  God can see me talking to you.  He talks to my daughter.  He talked to me when I was little too!  Sometimes, he still whistles, and I can hear him.








At the dance, white shirt pulled back behind his neck, flexing.  Sweating.   Showing his stuff.   Not bad, mind you.  A lot of energy, flowing all over.  Some pretty fantastic moves, all told.  But he … and have you ever noticed buts?  Someone can say, I really liked him.  And you say : But … and the person who just complimented, fishes for problems.  They feel compelled to criticize, cued by one, three letter word.  But … he wasn’t connecting with anyone around him.  There was a narcissistic air, to the flamboyancy.  Which made you winder, about the energy being given out.  Was it a gift, or a curse?  To all the dancers, around him.








Three of them.  Age fifteen to eleven.  Talking boys.  Talking boys.  An hour, hour, hour.  Still talking boys.  He’s gross.  No he’s not.  Ted isn’t.  Ted!?  He’s a dweeb!  No he isn’t!   You gonna let him?  Boy, you gotta be kiddin’!  Not if he brought me a dozen roses and begged for it.  You done it with him?  Not yet.  Firing, across the table.  Look what I wore.  You’re kidding?  What’d your mom say?  She flipped.  Hours.  

















2.  The Lecture.








“It’s difficult to switch representational systems, and what I mean by that, is … we have certain ways we view (and quite literally, in most cases) the physical world.  And you move between the earmarked senses with some furtive form of resistance, being completely enmeshed in the perception you’ve depended on throughout your life.  For instance, most of the hallucinations we have in this culture are auditory-based.  In others, there are visual slants.  Yet our culture’s MO is visual, for the most part.”  The blond beautiful sixteen year old, a good five ten plus in a cling-fast long black halter dress, practically stops him mid-sentence, as she courses the crosswalk, designed specially for this type of thing.  “Ahhah …” stumbling.  Obverse visual cue.  Kinesthetic response, spool clackety-clack teletype words, trying to re-engage print head.  Her girlfriend, maddened they only look at her, because she’s with … (Jealousy).  Future catcalls, and cat-fights.  Boyfriends supposedly stolen.  Hostess-mostess low self image date rape.  Pretends she likes it.  Girlfriend not wise enough to count lucky state.  Wants to be beauty queen, and have all the boys.  








And afterwards, watching the hypnotic spirals of barroom stock car racing, marked by velvet foam rungs stuck to the 20 oz glass.  Where good ole Irish boys in ragged straw hats stare down tattooed bike messengers across the double-edged bar.  In uneasy silence, the jukebox covers.


Like two sides of the brain.  Separate, but stuck together.








The posters on the wall, glaring.


The man sweeping up remnants of


people’s lunches.  Empty wrappers, littering the air. 








Mop moving ryth-metrically across oft-mopped floor.  Couples ghosts dancing sensuous numbers, all roiled and panting, waiting for release.  Shuffled footsteps of desire, conning each toe, coming and going.  Chairs up, resting.  Music low, singing quietly to the usual corners.  Wipes his brow, sweating.  Imagining broom, his partner. 











