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Book I

I Wood Like To Tell You

I wood like to tell you my story—I really wood, but I Kant. I am being held hear in the land of forgetfulness—full of forgetting, remembering, and forgetting again. 

There is one thing, however, as a young man, age 22, or, maybe, 23, perhaps, then divide by two, add 7, or, was that her age? 

Oh, twenty plus three, or was that just the age I want to be?

I am hidden—not showing—except—when I am completely remade—built better—because I was built wrong—sent here to these nurses—behind the walls—being talked to in riddles—Nelson Riddle—his orchestra—hahaha—that is a joke—sorry—the nurses—let me explain—uh-oh—here comes one now—-shhh!

[image: image]

A.P. Photo

“Oh, hee, Mr. Boondocks,” she says, with red, full, tempestuous lips, and a brilliant white gown, hardly covering—tight, tight, tight.

“Excuse, me,” I say, not remembering the usage of the grammar—hell, the spelling is even harder.

“Oh, you little devil you,” she talks.

“What? Okay?”

”No, you haven’t had any of your morsels.”

That was just this morning—they keep taking my blood—my blood pressure—and not giving it back.

Just because I walked out of the river, couldn’t talk—couldn’t explain how I got there—just was able to draw a picture of a piano. They say they will let me play soon. I am writing these notes—maybe I’ll draw some more pictures of my piano in Biscayne Bay—out there in the middle—on a sandbar.
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Oh, here comes another—yes, me sweetie—sweetest—I have favorites.

She talks, “Oh, you’ve been a good boy.”

She checks me clean plate of horrific goodies that I fed to the circular filing thing.

”What, you let him eat lemon again?”

A stern guy in an overcoat, coasts in on a sled—in the stern of a coat—yells at her.

In my mind I rebuke him. It is only permitted in my mind. “Hey, leave that complete babe alone. I can handle her. She is mine!”

I push me plate on the floor, as if accidentally.

”Oh, he’s having these reactions,” the stern, mean guy says.

Then, they take me lovely girls in tight, white wedding dresses away from me—or, I get discharged—whatever you call it.

But before that, they wanted me to paint what I did before I got there, so maybe I could remember.
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By J.J. Brearton

Book II

Emo Goth Girl

Chapter 1

Henry was in the Bugle Bagel shop, where he used to go on an occasional Thursday afternoon for lunch, so he could read the newspapers there. They usually had a USA Today which carried the RPI rankings of college basketball teams.

As he picked up the newspaper, and headed over to a table with his honey-walnut cream cheese on cinnamon and raisin bagel, someone called out, "Hey! Henry!"

He looked over. It was an old classmate from college, Ben Brisson, who was on the lacrosse team with him a few years before.

"Oh, hi, Ben," he said, as he approached the table.

"Sit down, Henry. Have lunch with us," Ben said. 

Ben was sitting with a girl with large black sunglasses on, all dressed in black, with dark purple lipstick and black fingernail polish. She seemed familiar. Henry sat down.

"How's it going?" Henry said. The girl turned her head and looked away.

"Great. Great," Ben said. "Just got a new job in the bookstore next door."

"Excellent."

"Oh, yeah. Like, minimum wage. But, hoping it will hold me over until I can get something real. What are you doing?"

"Practicing law."

"Nice."

Finally the girl spoke up. "How long is this going to take? Is he going to be here long?"

"Martha, come on," Ben said.

"I haven't got time for this," she said.

Henry got up. "Well, I guess I'll take off. Nice seeing you, Ben."

"Yeah, sorry, Henry."

Chapter 2

About three weeks later, Henry was in Bugle Bagel again on a Thursday afternoon. As he passed through the tables, there was Ben and the girl, sitting next to each other. Again, Ben waved him over.

"Come on," he said. "Sit down with us."

"Ah, no thanks, Ben. I got to go."

The girl reached out and grabbed his arm. "Please. Sit down."

Silently, he did. She had the big black sunglasses on, and was dressed in black again. She smiled. 

Now, Henry knew where he'd seen her before. She was Ben's sister. She used to come to their games on a rare occasion, and watch from the sidelines. She was one of their only fans.

Ben grinned as he chewed on his bagel.

"Listen," Martha said. "I'm sorry about before. I'm just getting used to stuff."

She reached over and put her hand on his left arm, then ran her hand up his arm to his shoulder, then over his neck, to the left side of his face. She felt his face, and ran her fingers down his nose, and dragged her fingertip over his upper lip. "No mustache," she said.

"Yeah, it's gone."

"I liked that."

Yes, now Henry remembered, it was Ben's emo goth sister. She always dressed in black, like she was frozen in some type of fashion that had come and gone.

He'd only spoke a few words to her before, but he liked her.

"Seems like Martha lost her sight," Ben said. "We hope it's something temporary, but nobody is sure."

"I was sick," she said. "Had an accident. Got struck by lightning. By God. Who knows?"
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