
  
    
      
 "The Coin Cold Heart" by Patrick John Brayer 
The cover of "The Coin Cold Heart" by Patrick John Brayer. The dumpster with the word "Fontana" and a phone number painted on it. The dumpster sits in the grass between two buildings. Two palm trees sway in the wind.
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 Painting by Roy Ruiz Clayton
A black and white rendering of an abstract painting by Roy Ruiz Clayton. The painting depicts a face in various cubist shapes and stylized forms.
    

  


	


				
Foreword

				Knowing believes before believing remembers.

				—William Faulkner (Joe Christmas, Light in August)



				If it weren’t for the gifts of instability I wouldn’t have this ramp, nor life’s molten knife-gash which leads, in its telling, to me, the story’s owner. For years and years, life has been a circus tent that our ancestors erected for us, wobbly, sounding out the visible grunts, the scent of witch hazel, mule-ish, due to the greasepaint of lineage. How does one differentiate between true thought in the cottonwoods and mere cranial chatter? We examine what we say, but are never sure whether we are creating original thought. Or, are they the voicing of another within, an inner stowaway? Sometimes it’s necessary to gravitate towards “the other,” head-on, as estrangement without rules. Face it, thought has a voice best barked, and there, in view, glistening with it on the bedside table like an ad, gathering notice, poses a lantern-lit whisky sour. Being an artist requires accepting the voices, ones that once-upon-a-time well got a feller incarcerated. All things will come, as sure as the sky parades in Rembrandt-silver and you read the clouds as a book opening to diaphanous script. There under the vapored light, you and the unknown embrace until time has its way in the form of the Santa Anas, flinging our names like freckles of funeral ash.

				Down a corridor as damp as an oyster, an alcoholic screech of tire is absorbed and spelled out in a pile of broken boxes seeming as to fabricate, or rather surmount a rendition of The Last Supper in cardboard. You watch the way people live and you can’t help but slap down on a mosquito, splat, and rear back in wonder at it, as the blood-jam remains of life itself. Your heart goes out to them, enmeshed and pumping. In the manner of stirring jambalaya with a bayonet, a symposium of primitive man might feel compelled not to model anything more necessary than the present moment. The pot-hole homeless that we spy each day on the asphalt streets, at the helm of reach, yet tight rope walking the star-lit thread of a razor’s edge. It turns out, they are no less than time-traveling pirates steering back from an apocalyptic future, hitching up their pants, now lost in a gutbucket experiment. A trail that just hurries through time without bothering to seek permission. So far back from the future, unfortunately, that they seemed heaved, reined in by standing still, like so many soft grapefruit, thusly beyond the grasp of accepted usefulness, as if repeating a seance over and over until one hears only the target of their needs rudely tailgating their wants. The mind somehow moves through the light-years slower than the body, so it is believed that the mental information will not meet back up with those subjects for something roughly in the range of seven galactic life spans. Give them bright shaggy slippers, accordion lessons, and oak-burning bourbon, rebooting thoughts as frail as a gull’s wing at the dump, and then lace that with LSD drops, thus heading reality off in midstream. Regardless, their minds will still not get here, as if by vaunted decree, any sooner than in due time.

				A finger snaps in and out of a cold-cocked dream. You and I meet here now in this story’s present, introduced to each other at an outlaw biker’s garden party, spontaneously held in the parking lot of the Chino State Prison for Women. We converse, and jovial wordplay comes to mind. This over the matching glint of two frostbitten vodka gimlets, somehow heavy on Everclear grain alcohol in poetic license, both of us bolt upright, spouting something to the effect of, “Let’s get real, front and center, in finding this whole valley here as once the silt bottom floor of the sea.” Pre-history they go to calling it. Why doesn’t anyone want to take that into account? And what remaining energy at present is still of that ill-remembered time? That’s what sunglasses achieve. They take us back to the vision we peripherally remember from underwater, a time before we evaporated that tell-tale dimension and parked our gills at the curbside for a wiggle onto terra firma. Arriving at the present, greased beyond our grasping, in that million-year vehicle that we call, “our today.” We are brave enough to harken it, but we are stupid to ever think it might come when we call. Notice how when you go to jump into the ocean, treadmill waves like a roll of nickels perpetually try to muscle us back onto the earth, linebacker fashion, cast from its garden of brine. To each his own, say the elements, but to themselves only. For what to one person is a comically painted sunset, a rendered attack of yellows by some blue-haired art-club grange-hall bitty, was to another an acetylene gold ray raining down upon a sparsely attended graveside. No one is alone in the casket, every person is buried with their shadows. This makes me think of the old saying, “She’s got you on a short leash.” Who among us is not on a short leash if you’re looking for it? It’s funny how it doesn’t appear to exist when you’re not looking for it. True to the fact that something lost is still there and that there is nothing that doesn’t, in the locomotion of nothingness, tirelessly bother to exist. This only proves, after all, that the hurricane is, as they say, just the devil slamming his wife up against the heavenly gates in the troubled heart of an opera.






OEBPS/Images/bamboo_dart_press-logo.png








OEBPS/Images/roy_ruiz_clayton-painting.jpg






OEBPS/Images/shrimper_logo.png
SHR I MPER







OEBPS/Images/pelekinesis_logo.png
) ] ]
o
¢0
i)





OEBPS/Images/patrick_brayer-the_coin_cold_heart-front_cover.jpg
v

|

The Coin Cold|Heart

FUNIANA
822-9738

Patrick John Brayer





