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he collectors of chipped heels and horse heads missed it,
ying it all began with fuzzed-out amps, the biker engines of
'68. It was easy not to see the French countryside, tucked in
the late Fifties, where a handful of pre-adolescent giants
roamed. A man who chronicled the lives of people who wait, of
garbage people looking toward the end, this man domesticated
one of the giants. He would pick him up in the only truck
large enough, would drive him to school so he could learn the
language of humans, their algebra, their war histories; the
giant learned to conjugate. Foreseeing the dissolution of
humankind, the man did not worry about the giant eating him
up. In time, the giant became curious about human games
because giants did not play. In French, the giant would ask
about a game in which men would swing a wooden prism at a
leather sphere. They spoke of the sound the prism would make
when it missed the sphere, the high-pitched hiss of air that
an mean only loss. That hiss would be transcribed for

1
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4
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tringed instruments, electric tools. Only a meeting between
human and giant could have created such music, the beats of
bodies that live inside metal, bodies that never have to die.



Next

At the factory, he lost his fingertips to blades. In his
line it was common, so common that many men would tie up the
bloody parts and stay on until break time. But this man saw
beyond sheet metal. Hours after he punched out, he would
still hear the grinding of machines, the squeals of jammed
conveyors. He wrote sounds down on parallel lines. This
was his music of hands.

If only he had lived somewhere else. There must be a place
where the rivers don't catch fire. "No matter," he told
himself, borrowing his mother's thimbles, but the pain
almost made him cry, and he never cried. Several twists of
each peg and the strings were loose enough not to hurt,
notes three steps down, the depth of sinister captured

instantly, tetanus shot required.

Death Meets the Rhvythm Section

The warrior who drew the highest card won the award of
0

p. The loser had to drive blindfolded with no memory of

»r would take credit for laying down grooves, smoothing
over dirt for the rippers and burners, for growlers telling
tales of demolition, the curse of being the only one sane.

When the swinger of sticks lost his temper, his roll on the
snare slipped over black ice, flipping over unassuming lime-
stone. The callus-fingered sleeper cried out low, his voice
a disconnected machine pleading for frequency.

Believers leave decks at the site, aces of spades removed.
jarriors unable to see blindfolded are planted alive in
fields, their limbs fertilizing the ground on which stone




The Voice Below the Belt

This time, her hero is her dungeon. He keeps her locked,
keeps her knees locked. She wants to tell him she has a
thing for stars, a thing for that view from

space where BRarth
is just clouds

» Water, and curves. When she starts to speak,
he holds finger to lips, a businessman who figures if the

price were too high, they would stop Paying.
dre over, they will keep paying.
He thinks he knows.

Until the hits
He knows she knows the deal.
Sure, she'll be rescued, but only after
she's passed out, when the stars swirl

from inside. Other-
wise, she'll

walk out of here on her own, get picked up in
her best friend's broken~down carriage. She'll tell the

story happily so no one can feel sorry. Then she'll drift
off to sleep, wishing for a curse to keep midnight away, a
curse to keep eves closed
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The Thorns 7

into Which He Fell

Through the lone window, the frontman counted the times light Manv lights lat
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There was no blood of Englishmen, no goose-—-
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Stole Blood from the Scalpel

He chose to call them witches, though they possessed only the

powers to wear pastels and steal verbs. They had summoned
him beneath a dome of iron and stone to defend himself, to
remove his disguise, to appear as just a man. He entered
with sleeves removed, challenging them to go directly for
tattooed arms. His chief accuser dressed in royal blue, her
bible's color of authority. "What do you have to say for
yourself?" she asked before extending a talon painted red to
impale emerging speech. "Bondage is in the eye of the
beholder," he replied, being sure to make eve contact with
her perspiring lover, one of the many jackals poised to be
euthanized by tailored suits. A tenor of sharply whittled
incisors spooked the pack, exposed their microphones as the
dingy tails of pantomime. When they began to whine, to
realize they would spend the night with hunger, his hair
began to grow again. Retiring to the men's room, he re-
applied makeup, found just the right gender, exited the

landmark in search of young skyscrapers to devour.
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Evil Eye

iy &

His parents full-grown humans, he had struggled through
meadows, gray of sky rubbing out green. No one but parents
wanted to listen, so he would run, would allow the armored
ghosts to chase him, would weep at the sight of blackenin?
lilac bushes. Right when the ghosts would extend their wispy
fingers, he would let out a shriek. He could make the shriek
last for minutes without breaths, his long hair blocking out
deafness. Then the ghosts would leave like everyone else.

He invited animals to run with him, yelling, "Look out}™
whenever he spied the unknown shadows. "Look out!" Some-
times he would sense terrible spirits, not like the r,l.'.a\'?u‘
ghosts, but the spirits that hold 1ittle people over fires
until their flesh pops like a can of snakes. He would rt.rj
member a hand sign his grandmother had used, middle and ring

' . ninkie climbe
fingers held with a thumb, while pointer and pinkie 1imbed

i verY { et
toward the skv. Orandmother had tauyght him never to tru .\' ~
looked 4 .
that no matter how sinister the hand sign looked, it < ould
- T3a 1 | 4 - g he
{mplant beauty in the most abominable creatures. frst, h

had pointed the sign at himself

S

The Axeman

Barely into his double digits, he hid under a bed while Mom
drove an axe into Dad's chest. The kids would forever call it
The Axe Murder House; grass gnarled as paint peeled.

Moving from fosterer to fosterer, he would bring only a case.
"We all must face our fears," the last surrogate told him
before he ran away for good, before he strapped the case to
his back, the case that held a guitar with blades pointing
north and south. When he played till his fingers bled, he
could touch either blade to seal his wounds.

At the end of the run that lasted seven years, he stood in a
clearing. The howls of wolves ringed the surrounding forest
assuring him that no one would ever trespass. As the wolves
rested their voices, he would solo, notes dripping like rain
from pines. Each time he concluded a melody, he would drive
the axe int

»

) the ground, causing a tree to spring from the
spot, a tree impatient to rise.




On Her Own Initiative

She hit the scene, leather vs. cinderblock: legs on the album
cover, white mice climbing on legs. She lived in red pumps,
lived in red-stenciled blackness. When she emerged in light,
her hair clawed at the sky. She writhed on automobiles rented
for a day, smoldered through lenses through glasses through
head. She married men who stood on blown-glass legs. She
held the hammer, got locked up for chopping down the vines of
giants. Now the let-go men say, "She's let herself go."

Less than fit for their conquest equals last legs. Now all
men walk with a limp. Today she will write: "I never know
what someones going 2 come up & say I really liked you in..."
Today they will keep coming up and saying. They will always
keep coming up and saying, always try to make eye contact
stiletto high.

S




Shape-Shifter

Ten thousand years after the advent of coiled strings, the
man still hadn't been remade. He knew nothing of destiny,
obliviously sitting on the lot where comedies grew. The man
who had not yet discovered Aqua Net was asked to make sSongs
from breadcrumbs.

In the silence of script, young lovers were tasked with
beating the odds. The actors could not like each other, so
the man had to build them a soundtrack from fraudulent kisses
canned laughter.

>

When he jumped from the box to write for himself, he worked
frets into frenzy, fingers blazing like young lovers who
actually cared. By then he had changed his name, his face
soon to be swallowed by the leaden paint of an ancient
warrior. War turned romantic means death to voung lovers.

Soon after the man began to lose touch, swept under hand-
shredded waves, he fashioned pastel guitars into new initials,
licked them out of performance-art necessity, swilled
radioactive condiments while visiting quarantined women.

In the end, the warrior threw downh his weapon.

Undying love
and war parted ways, a face ravaged by turpentine. With
unused jingles fueled by centuries-old toxins, he would draw

attention again for dragging his wife by the gold-bitten hair,
Hers had always been real.

Along the Esplanade
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Giants had already retired to caves when the mandrill men
claimed defeat. The masses, head bobbers often confused for
nodders, they were done with rainbow faces, prosthetic fangs,
females of the species reduced to objects. Baboon men swarmed
in from out west, their crisscrossed hides too robust, plain
pigment from brow to chin. No one would mistake mandrills for
baboons ever again, as gaudy fiction draws laughs when it
tries to pass for truth. The baboon men would approach the
giants, striving for spartan living, an end to folly. The
giants offered gifts of chord progressions, spells to replace
lost leaders. Some of the mandrill men tried to cover their
faces, but the masses moved on, building candlelit shrines £
the lost ones, whom they would forget before flame turned to

or

smoke.



Happily

We return to the giants, long thought extinct. They'd been
hiding in and around the only truck large enough, subsisting
on small sips of fuel. The winkers had been dressing in their
clothes, fuzzboxes looped through energy drinks, art prints
flayed by corporate logos. This next wave invited the inno-
vators on stage with condescending nods, flicks of SweeTart
power chords. The giants, hesitant, suspecting the new
generation had surrendered to angry-mob fear, tiptoed on for
the encore. Their oversized instruments peeled away cakes of
makeup, talked the teased hair down from ledges. They were
ever after the purest form of gold- that had been looted from
their homes, ‘gold that could be uncovered by solos wailed in a
lonely, ragged language. Mouths agape, their temporary
replacements would amble naked to their next gig as a thin

laver of jewels floated onto all the clutched flames.




Notes:

After the Euphemism: "You wanna see how they
me?"

try to surround
is a lyric from "Deceiver" by Judas Priest.

The Devil's Fiddle: The Filthy Fifteen was a list of songs
the Parents Music Resource Center recommended to be banned
in ]985.

Evil Eye: "Look out!™ is a recurring warning offered by

Ronnie James Dio in "Children of the Sea" by Black Sabbath,
"Rainbow in the Dark" by Dio, and elsewhere.

On Her Own Initiative: '"I never know what someones going 2

come up & say I really liked you in..." was published by
Tawny Kitaen (@Tawny Kitaen) on Twitter on June 11. 2010.
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