
he wraps herself like a manila folder does files. Or, Billie 
Holiday with a long-sleeve black dress to hide her tracks. In the 
sunshine, she twirls a black antique umbrella over her shoulder. It 
has a bamboo handle with ivory inlay. I’ve seen where she lives, a 
1950’s retirement tower in South Omaha just beside Interstate 80. 
My initial guess was that her name was either Margaret, or Joan, 
or June. I’ve never seen her wear the same dress twice, and I’ve 
seen her dozens of times but that is not what gives her away as a 
madwoman. What gives her away is her lipstick, like someone 
painted a red moustache on a can of Pabst Blue Ribbon beer, a 
steel one with the old-style peel tabs that look like robot tongues. 

* * * *

She told me this: With visual art you can view the beauty 
without getting involved, watch the artist’s pain but not experi- 
ence it. In reading the written word you have to partially go there 
and no one wants to follow a rodent off a cliff, but they’d sure 
like to see it. Dandelions come again to mind and then deciding 
which ivy or vine to go for, Wisteria, Boston, or Clematis. Patrons 
line up on foreign lands to win the chance at bringing a diet coke 
into the new millennia, now that it’s partially wasted and comes 
across like a United Colors of Benetton advertisement. A motion 
detector goes off somewhere but in others it doesn’t. There may 
be disadvantages to being invisible within that technology, as in 
wearing dark colors to match the night and yellow and blue and 
white and grey to match the day. Like a kaleidoscope, once you 
decide on the design and colors the hard work is done, the only 
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unknown constants are the shapes and sizes of glass shards, odds 
are the big questions will continue to drive womankind to create 
beautiful art. Joan, or June, or Margaret being an artist, I’d bet. 

* * * * 

So she may have been a gymnast by the way she points 
her toes when she high steps past my house, like a small Chinese 
Olympian pausing during her floor routine, hands in the air (her 
costume tight up her ass). She appears like a shadow to the Virgin 
Mary statue that sits on my windowsill, but just this once and 
only for a brief moment. The glass I see her through tends to 
itself, not soaking in as much sun as the wood it’s held by. I run 
to the other room to catch another glimpse of, well, we’ll call her 
June for now. Is that a nipple I see? Sure is. WOW!! I like a white 
bra beneath a black dress but you just don’t see it that often really. 
Yeah, I’d institute that. Another fashion idea I’d institute would 
be Jeans with the zipper on the outside, with no flap covering it. 
Just set out there openly on your crotch to reflect the sun and the 
moon on certain nights, gold or silver or copper no biggie, I just 
want to see more zipper. Same goes for button up jeans, put them 
where we can see them, more visible metal, like some sort of Slo- 
venian art. 

* * * * 

If I were president, Watermelons, AS HELMETS, would 
be the only clothing allowed between Memorial Day and Labor 
Day, unless you’re having sex which means you have to wear two 
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watermelons, one on each foot and paint yourself midnight blue 
so no one can see you in the forest, where all the fucking would 
be going on and only at night. Bob Denver would sing John Den- 
ver songs at the weddings and we’d invest enough money to make 
sure we can clone dear Bob, and to be safe, anyone who resembles 
him. All dancing must be done on all fours and resemble YOGA 
performed while the body shakes spasmodically and the whole 
moment passes like tar through a French press. 

* * * * 

Turns out, June is her name. Okay. I must say now, the 
next time June walks by, not July or August but June, next time 
she walks by I am going to ask her if she would like to maybe 
stick to her schedule a bit more. You never see this woman in the 
winter and only on select days in other seasons, as of late. What is 
your deal with the cold dear madwoman, June? Are you askance 
to the shades of silver clouds which mimic the winter cold like a 
barcode does a bag of chips? MY MY. Hey, June? You want to 
get a dog or a lobster or something so you have a reason to walk 
in the winter? That’d be nice right? Heave! HO! Say that when 
you wake up to get rid of the cobwebs, which by the way take 
more than dusting to get rid of. You have to roll them on the end 
of a broom and peel them off the bristles. And they stick to your 
hand. It seems like the web has the upper hand, now that I think 
of it. Maybe the secret is in the soup. Which came first? Chicken 
noodle soup or eggdrop soup? Now I must invite a word. Okay, 
here it is: SUSS. I had to look it up but I wanted to give the voter 
or possible board member something to really chew on. It means 
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to figure out or investigate. That’s what I am trying to do with 
June, see if she might make a good vice-president. She’s the only 
one on my list. 

Oh June, madwoman! I have a feeling you chafe when 
you go out dressed in those black cotton hoes in July. Maybe 
she wouldn’t be the best vice president after all, even if it’s just 
for a non-profit I do not yet wish to let on. When you want to 
add a touch of Our Men of the Lakes and Forests, or our resident 
drunks of the early 20th century just mention either A) a tree, 
mine of course would be the Silver Maple because it litters inces- 
santly, and more than any other tree and I find littering exhilarat- 
ing. And/Or B) anything about drugs being out of style is fine by 
me. Don’t use drugs, even if it is a good fashion accessory, OK? 
Good. Now. On.  Go on. 

* * * * 

This other broad Megan is a hoodlum…she was out on 
all fours, experiences with slash and burn forestry and Poker 
wrapped her up for a good tenure at life itself. In other words I 
wanted to fuck her the minute I saw her. Yes she was fifteen years 
my senior but she wasn’t a senior and I still considered her very, 
very much fuckable. If she weren’t gone surfing USA all the time 
like some punk rock Beach Boys revivalist take on things I would 
fuck her. Cargo pants and Swisher Sweets. I see a lot of that at 
the Tobacco shop up the block where Megan works. She said, 
“This ain’t no bodega, this is just a shop in a HAVE TO DRIVE A 
CAR CITY cause  there’s just no other way cause shit’s so spread 
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out sort of town….and a car takes gas so naturally we don’t want 
to drive it anymore and world peace will just occur like a miracle 
if we’re lucky enough and realize we’re all praying to something 
and we’re all the same and there are actually, despite what I’ve 
already said, answers to the things that don’t feel like the ‘call of 
the void’.” Damn, my mind just flipped out on that chick and I 
had a good run…..but my old June, when will nature call? Will 
it be when you are furthest from home and have to hike up your 
skirt and piss behind a dumpster? That would be great! But, God 
forbid! Women pissing outdoors! See that’s the thing about run- 
ning for president of an unnamed non-profit, you can’t just tell 
your delegates, “When a man pisses, a deep sound is good! When 
a woman pisses, it’s just gross.” You just can’t. 

 
* * * * 

Poll for the ELECTION: Who do we want on our cam- 
paign team? Is it the guy who sells ice cream from a van or the 
dude who dresses up as Santa Claus? OR a clown? When you fig- 
ure that out I may bring him on as press secretary. I want him to 
stand up there at the podium (coat of arms not revealed), “What 
do you want for Christmas press corps? What kind of ice cream 
would you like today?” And then we pass out gifts and ice cream. 
That is how we’d start each press conference. Oh, by the way there 
are creepier people for that position, I just want to be cliché on 
as many levels as possible. So hypothetically, when I hear a voice 
that says something like……..oh I don’t know……..how about, 
“You’re gonna be a rock star!” I’ll just think, okay I’ll be a sun 
that is solid and not composed of super-heated gas. And then I’ll 




