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What People Are Saying About


It’ll Be Fun You’ll See


Samuel Beckett, Donald Barthelme, and Steve Martin, welcome Guy J. Jackson to your ranks, your new brother in the art of the absurd, the poetic, and humor. I simply loved this book!


— Michael Elias, author of You Can Go Home Now and screenwriter of The Jerk


The literary form, the short story, has always captivated me with its ability to create a complete world with an economy of language. In one sitting, the reader can be transported, intellectually stimulated, and emotionally moved. Guy J. Jackson’s short stories do just this... he grabs the reader and delivers a visceral, psychological, and emotional experience in one quick sweep. His images are deep and satisfying and he finds a way to both open your mind and break your heart.


— Lisa Chess, actor, acting instructor, and director


Guy is one of the most creative and interesting writers I’ve worked with, almost Kurt Vonnegut in style, a pleasure to read and see where his quirky choices lead.


— Hank Braxton, producer, director, and writer of works such as Snake Outta Compton and Unnatural


Guy J. Jackson is a consummate storytelling guy. Masterfully weaving surreal narratives that are both starkly funny yet disturbingly and deliciously disquieting. Filled with characters that inhabit landscapes of visceral absurdity often earnestly employed in the inane. Focusing the reader in on the everyday mundane horror and the apophenic scramble to form understanding that expose the injustices and dissonances that conformity brings. Yet within his tales he offers a cathartic emotional release and demonstrates a compassionate and empathic humanity.


— Ernie Burns, poet and author of The Impotence of Being ... Earnest


Praise for Drink the Rest of That


I’ve waited years for this book. Guy J. Jackson is a prolific writer of stories that combine dark comedy and tender beauty, populated by extraordinary characters rooted in the ordinary threats of the universe. Imagine if a Kurt Vonnegut-Richard Brautigan hybrid had written The Phantom Tollbooth and you are somewhat close to the uniqueness of this book: an old man contemplates existence through the holes in a washing machine; Elton suffers the consequences of living in a house with no clocks; a bank teller whose sideline as a stripper always results in the wrong kind of boyfriends. Drink The Rest of That is a dazzling, heartbreaking, laugh-aloud collection that will leave you wanting more. I’m just hoping there will be another 25 volumes.


— Nathan Penlington, author of Choose Your Own Documentary and The Boy in the Book


Guy J. Jackson’s creaking mahogany voice resonates in every word of these absurd, dark, delightful, unexpected, abnormal, rich, indulgent, Beefheartean, nightmarish, suburban, Ionesco-esque stories, vignettes, and things. He’d be a brilliant babysitter for children who’ll never sleep again. “Read me another, Mr. Jackson,” they’d cry.


— A.F. Harrold, author of The Point of Inconvenience, Harold, and Flood


Reading the stories of Guy J. Jackson is like embracing your long-lost best friend while they play Rachmaninoff 3 with one hand - at once joyous and familiar and extraordinary. Read them in your head on the morning tube and baffle commuters with the knowingness of your smile. Take a pal and a bottle of cheap whiskey to a cove and howl them to the sea. Slip them on like a pair of delicious mind-slippers at nightfall. These are tales for everywhere, for every day, for falling into and in love with again and again.


— Gwyneth Herbert, The Sea Cabinet and All the Ghosts


In a review of the 2012 album Notes On Cow Life for Wire magazine, legendary journalist Byron Coley described Guy’s words as ‘genial surrealism … probably quite enjoyable when wrecked’. I’m quoting him verbatim as I really couldn’t have put it better, and frankly, he carries far more clout than I ever could. I heard Guy’s words a long time before I ever saw them written down, that amiable croak of a voice booming tales of the uncanny from stages in cramped rooms above pubs or across the London airwaves on cult radio station Resonance FM. But reading these stories now, I hear that unique voice once again. You’ll hear it too.


— Robin the Fog, Secret Songs of Savamala and The Ghosts of Bush


A playful collection brimming with wonderful characters, sharp observations and poignant moments.


— Sam Rawlings, Lazy Gramophone


A joy to read, lyrical and evocative, subtly disturbing.


— Danny Chidgey, Lazy Gramophone
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Babbled Bubbles Once


Once Helenope got into this bubble machine sales racket, selling these small machines that looked like wicker sparrows. When gassed with soap, these machines blew bubbles.


Helenope of course knew that anything with a hole in it could blow a bubble but capitalism had made sure Helenope had to sell something.


Helenope was living in London at the time and so she climbed on a bus that had “one decker and then another decker up top of that one” or so they told her when she asked about seeing above the clouds, and on that bus she took the bubble machines straight to the town of Wye, W-Y-E, in Wales.


It was there where they made Palmolive Dish Soap, the whole town of Wye hopelessly, inextricably involved with the Palmolive Dish Soap Factory at its edge.


There were several dish soap stores in the town itself, boutiques of dish soap.


Everyone in Wales and England and maybe even Scotland and Ireland knew that one went to Wye if one were intent on acquiring some ultimate strain of dish soap.


So, it weren’t a difficult math problem, as far as Helenope was concerned, to reckon that she’d do well with the bubble machines, there in Wye.


Bad news, though, the people of Wye hated the bubble machines.


Said they were too fancy.


Hated Helenope’s sales technique of spreading bubbles all over the town square.


They hated Helenope herself, for she had a stronger Canadian accent at the time, and historically Canadians had done far less better versus the English than the Welsh had done, and people always hate seeing themselves mirrored in a minor key.


Helenope gave up and walked out of town on day three. She’d meant to make it eight days, but she had these Hippie Townswomen of Wye, also embittered with capitalism, all set up there beside her portable bubble machine stand, these Hippie Townswomen of Wye selling their absinthe-laced elderberry juice from their wheeled, flowery, absinthe-laced elderberry juice carts. And these Hippie Townswomen of Wye taking the time to turn around and yell—YELL!!—at Helenope about how no one needed a machine to make a bubble.


“Well, I know, but still…” was all Helenope could think to answer but who could answer against the wind of the fury of a hippie?


So there Helenope went, at dawn, on day three, wobbling on her sore feet out the east side of Wye, her suitcase dribbling bubbles behind her.


Helenope never minded the road as she didn’t have a car, and she figured she’d come to a fresh road instead of one that passed through Wye. She didn’t want to have any hitchhiking conversations about how she’d done there.


And you can walk all over Wales, it’s the greatest.


Helenope tramped into fields,


up hills,


down dirt paths,


over fences,


jumped brooks,


skirted herds of cows, etcetera.


Her suitcase, which had holes, wouldn’t stop leaking bubbles, and she knew one of the machines was still going somewhere in there, but she just felt like walking and didn’t feel like stopping to open the suitcase and extinguish the rogue.


Besides, it was the one week a year the sun came out in Wales, and the bubbles leaking from the suitcase were splendid, they caught that sun just so.


The herds of cows Helenope skirted seemed to like the bubbles, they raised their heads and stared and let their drool drip.


Helenope passed through a field of sheep, too, and the sheep DEFINITELY liked the bubbles. They in fact actually followed Helenope, and she had only ever experienced sheep as creatures who ran from her.


Helenope thought then how unfortunate it was that these sheep didn’t walk and talk and have money and could therefore buy up every last one of the bubble machines.


That monied thought gave Helenope the idea of going to the first farmhouse she came across, but when she stood on the porch explaining to the farmer’s wife about how the sheep followed the bubbles, Helenope felt a bit silly-sounding, and anyway the farmer’s wife closed the door on Helenope’s outstretched hand.


Yes, the weathered, wordless, sad-eyed farmer’s wife shut the very door on Helenope’s poor, gentle, harmless, good-willed, warmly-browned, chunk-fingered hand, her poor gentle hand with that one finger with that halfway broken-through engagement ring just barely hanging in there, her gentle hand mournfully cupping the finest specimen out of the too-many-remaining bubble machines.


-The End-









Bag of Clothes


Give him, please now, a bag of clothes, and I’ll make sure within it I’ll put all the different clothes to one side, the ones that are different than the ones he’s used to wearing, sure. I’ll take his worries into consideration and find a mild form of foot-twisting, one foot twisting over one, that cold white paw hung over the branch, the cold, the thin black casual tie notched twice above the waist, Gawd, no, he can’t really dress himself can he (?) and you remember how he used to be able to pick the right shirt and then run and love that Frisbee and run and throw and run and throw. You ever curl up high above a sunset that way, in the highest of the highest of the too, too high windows, glimmers on the face that are so frequent you never bother wiping them off no more? Naw, you can’t fault the ache of the sky. Its loveliness burns every time there aren’t too many clouds and there’s some sun to have to go down. But topically, sure, if you could please just give him a bag of clothes, send him on his way. His need reminds me of my creased heart, and I don’t want to have to be around that kind of reminder.


-The End-









Balance It There


Balance it there in the lock for the key. Balance it there so it doesn’t fall free.


Fish spine of stairs in a sweep of green grass.


The folks of Harley waiting. Lurking. Attending at their doors for something divine to occur. For something divine.


Me, I paused at a disappointing duck pond, for a disappointing tall tin, for a taste that wasn’t what it promised to be.


So balance it there in the lock for the key. Balance it there so it doesn’t fall free.


-The End-









Balloon Stomach Per I, Chadwater


I, Chadwater, and my stomach like a balloon which holds within, and within its productivity, all of my sins responsible for themselves.


Each organ’s swell and the meetings of the organs holding meetings, pressing against one another, pressing for pressing’s sake, thereby stretching the walls physiology-wise.


I, Chadwater, who wouldn’t eat for a month without eating for a year, who wouldn’t eat for a day without eating for a week.


My wife bumping against garbage bins.


Twas what drove I, Chadwater, to eat.


Along the sidewalks we’d go, and she with her vertigo, her highly questionable depth perception. The garbage bins put out for collection, all covered in slickness and garbage sweat. She’d bump against them as we passed. Rub up against them like a cat against a leg, except with accidentalishness, clumsiness, thoughtlessness, except NOT like a cat rubbing up against a leg but like a far-too-carefree woman rubbing up against a filthy, filthy trash receptacle.


The thought of it and the sight of it kept myself, Chadwater, up into the night, eating.


Eating mostly cheese even though I’m a vegan.


I. Chadwater. Up nights.


Chickie Noo Le Dachapoo up nights wagging and wondering at me with night-wide pupils: why u up night, come bed, but lend me bit of cheese as well first, then come bed, go bed, come bed, go bed…


How could she do this to us, my wife? Her one eye crossed against itself from the operation to uncross it that failed.


Still, a handicap was no excuse to strum my, Chadwater’s, nerves, and anyway I told her time and again to simply reverse the way she saw the street against the mirror of her mind. We’d be walking the sidewalks and she’d be rubbing along a wall and leaving a great black mark of soot along her shoulder-padded gown arm. Then would come a garbage bin she would bump a hip against, if I wasn’t carefully looking, if I was too busy watching my stomach slosh slide-to-slide across the chafe of my belt.


How could she do it, how could she see the presences of the Dirt Haunts (?!?!) who collected cans and bottles from the garbage bins, reveling in the grime, no gloves between the dozen of them that worked this street of theirs. Cuz the street was theirs, really it was, it belonged to them, twas theirs, theirs twas.


How could she see all that and all them and still do what she did?!


Then when the garbage trucks came with their whirling-clamping mechanisms which violently dumped garbage bins into their truck bellies leaving in the air from such violence a spray of mist. Garbage Mist. You didn’t want to be near that or you’d be misted with filth.


How could my wife see all that and even still see the sweat off the garbage bins as they sweated garbage in the heat of summer?


How could she, my otherwise-dear wife, see all that and still totter and bump against the garbage bins, when all she had to do was reverse those bins against the mirror of her wrong-gone eye and cross to the other side of the sidewalk?


I, Chadwater, up nights eating cheese and sometimes a can of hot dogs from the otherwise-green grocery store where hot dogs come in cans, even though I was a vegan (still am) and I knew it was wrong.


I, Chadwater, up nights cleaning the bedsheets round and round in the washing machine.


Cleaning towels in the sink.


Cleaning clothes in the shower while I shower in the shower while Chickie Noo Le Dachapoo stands dutiful guard but stares with night-big pupils as in: Why u up night in danger shower? Come bed?


And my, Chadwater’s, wife slumbering innocent in blacked windowed depths of the bedroom, sleeping so peacefully and sans souci even though she’s got bruises from garbage bins on not just one hip, but both.


-The End-









Banks and So On


Banks have use of helicopters and so on. Gunships, missiles, etcetera.


America is the one place where if I control my eye movement long enough, I can buy a gun.


That’s why ocotillos have character. To keep from getting shot at by those who come blow, who aren’t Dinah.


I should make sand of the opportunity that I don’t live in Europe.


I’m not going to let you do that, find a constructive use of time.


Them eating them with their old teeth, them who are so old they can’t see the way to sustainable farms because their eyes are so old, eyes so much older still than their old teeth, so much older even stiller than their eyeteeth.


What’s the situation with all these beer cans on the floor of your car? as Master Builder James would ask you. Cuz he knows flooring.


Let’s just drive around the block once so we can listen to this song, as DJ Ricky would say to you to avoid the question of the cans.


I feel like this could go down better with less hurt feelings.


You do realize feelings have been hurt, especially the feelings of the banks when they pretend to have them, but this is what’s best for tomorrow.


And every day thereafter.


Okay, cut to the chase.


They tried to tell me how angelic children were but then I hear the children on the shuffleboard court explaining to one another who cheated, who’s a baby, who played a good game as opposed to who did not, who’s a bad sport, and I think how I was never an angelic child, shooting squirrels with a .22 and waving my dad off moose hunting with a red and white handkerchief and prank calling a hundred dollars’ worth of pizza to poor old freckled, asthmatic Michael… what was his last name? Sorry, Michael. And more sorry about the pizza, so much more sorry, still and all, about that pizza.


Or I see three children with a bouncing basketball and I know two of the children are cruelly keeping the basketball from the third. That’s just automatic with children, eh? That’s just par for the course with kiddos, eh? That’s just de rigeur as I think the French say but then again, I get French wrong all the time, tho I get it less wrong than when I get English wrong all the time. But you see three children and you know that’s always two children against one child, always. Two against one. Three against one. Four against one. Ten against one. Children. The little beasts.


Wait a minute, hang on.


I’ve got to stop that whale. I repent it. Tho I didn’t mean whale exactly, I meant the other W word.


Okay, cut to the chase.


In the spring of August 2011, waiting hard for November 11 cuz of the numerology of 11/11/11 (SPOILER: nothing happened), I found myself listening to a lot of ________ again because I forget their name, tho they were a rock band from the earliest glimmers of my childhood realizations that I, too, could rock, and because I remembered Billy _____ who drove by in his convertible and provided badly rolled j-dawgs much to us kids’ confusion and vanished spare time and also Billy _____ played about the sugar pouring at top volume or the eeee-bin-gleeee-bin-gloppin-globe-enn, because I remembered Shawn _______ walking away with his high tops untied owning the coolest ghetto blaster on Glacier Avenue and playing about the bells of the too-too-far-underground at top volume. Or wherever the bells were hanging around clanging that was a forbidden place for them to be, back then when plenty was forbidden to us kids. Top volume, yeah, in fact SO LOUD.
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