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			I’d just about given up and had determined to leave for good this bestial excuse for a metropolis. I’d even gone so far as to put down a security deposit for an apartment 220 miles away in Fresno, the so-called armpit of California, when Lipchitz out of nowhere texted, “Nxt 2sdy, Mrmont, 12:15?”

			 

			Immediately I was sucked into the light of the lantern, a magic lantern that had seduced, addled, and nearly incinerated me, just as it had seduced, addled, and incinerated millions of people before me and would continue to do the same to tens of millions more well into the future. This realization, that I was merely one among countless dreamers, the worst sort of hypnotized American moth tumbled in from out of nowhere, and not a serious screenwriter born and bred in Los Angeles, alas, made me feel at once sick to my stomach and part of a community, even a kind of ravaged diaspora now spinning in small cynical circles everywhere in the world. I had arrived an hour early because I wanted some time alone to gather my thoughts, and to put some of them aside, especially those having to do with my great friend (and so-called LA novelist) John Hirschman, who had moved to Fresno a year before, as if to light a path for me there.

			But maybe it wasn’t such a good idea to arrive early, I now thought, because it was possible that Lipchitz was staying at the hotel—industry standard for Angelenos who want to decompress or conduct business or other sordid affairs away from the prying eyes of family or associates—and would spot me sitting at the bar on his way out or in from one or another of the Chateau’s little hideaways. My early arrival would signal a damaged state, which reflected my state precisely and the reason it concerned me at all; an early arriving writer clearly had time on their hands and a writer with time on their hands was by simple logic low in demand; ample reason for Lipchitz to take ruthless advantage of me instinctively and indeed justifiably as a shark takes advantage of sea life bleeding. I could just see him spotting me waiting at the Chateau and veering aside to put in a quick call to one or another of my fellow writers to gather intel: “What’s the four-one-one on…these days,” and one of my cohorts saying that as far as they knew I was no longer with CAA and that they’d heard, not sure if it was true, I was fairly depressed and had even given thought of moving away, and that, maybe they were wrong, I hadn’t landed anything in over five years. In any case, I’d already determined my bottom line for the script, which, by even current industry standards was debasingly low, and since I no longer had an agent I would be able to hang on to another ten percent, so the amount I received wasn’t so much in question as was control of the product. What I most wanted, I suppose, was money for the rewrite, because income, any income at this point, would allow me to postpone or shelve altogether my move to Fresno that I had already wholeheartedly, or so I thought, embraced. Prima facie, the move would seal my fate as a screenwriter, because any move to a California county outside of, perhaps, Santa Barbara, was a virtual sign of retirement, and a move to Fresno was tantamount to checking into a convalescent facility, the career equivalent of one of those horrifying stucco structures with rattling window fans and foul-smelling hallways and cottage-cheese ceiling dining rooms where Jamaican nursing assistants three times a day convey in the human refuse for their turkey sandwiches and grapefruit in a plastic cup. I would have to quickly cancel my thirty-day notice, a potential problem as my manager, a once-upon-a-time successful commercial actor doing mostly sports ads—tennis rackets and golf balls and running shoes—nearly peed from glee when I told him I was moving out of his basement room, what I called, even to his face, The Dungeon. For years he’d earned a tidy living from residuals, but then the gray set in and our interminable sun’s toll showed on his still ridiculously handsome face and now all that bottled up ego went into answering complaints, collecting rent, vetting potential tenants, and occasionally booting them out. Bottom line: there was nothing that he relished more than a groveling renter, especially a once-upon-a-time successful screenwriter, and he was near jizzing to have me out of there so that he could clear the way for another beautiful—if not superbeautiful—actress, and, yes, it should be one word, as superbeautiful is the status of these ontological women, the very essence of their being…and also, I think it’s fair to add, in most cases, their very eventual nothingness. Wouldn’t it be sweet to not rescind but rather leisurely convey to the once-upon-a-time that I would still be leaving, not to Fresno (as I had absentmindedly mentioned), but rather to a house I purchased in, say, Los Feliz, as my most recent script was just picked up for a sum, obscenely large goes without saying. 

			The beautiful waitress (were there any other kind here? Honestly, even homely women in LA managed a kind of nebulous beauty) finally came by and took my order: vodka martini with a lemon twist. Why not? How I would relish depositing such glorious news at the once-upon-a-time’s doorstep, and how I would relish more or less saying/doing the same to half a dozen other acquaintances, and—frankly—friends, who, one by one as my career took on ventilator status, no longer came by or even called in fear of picking up the dreadful virus that was ravaging them as well but not so immaculately and swiftly as it was ravaging me, because, let me be clear: while most of them were just victims of a sea change fiasco affecting the entire industry, my victimization was also self-inflicted. After selling three movies three years in a row (my last, The Reddest Storm, about the nineteenth century Belgian King Leopold and his genocide of the Congolese—an Academy nominee for Best Original Dramatic Screenplay), I had reached, by any industry standard, A-list status: clubs and dinners and flying here and there to festivals, major or minor made no difference, and lodging and quaffing five-star and finally returning to a gorgeous modernist house-on-stilts in the Hills with any number of equally gorgeous and streamlined women. It was an impressive run of fun, and finally I took my accountant’s advice and put a little money away in real estate—a two story Tudor in Hancock Park—instead of throwing gobs of it forever into decadence and rent. This would be 2007, and my ruin. Six years later I was wondering whether my vertically blue striped cotton shirt (Macy’s Spring Men’s, circa—also—2007) would date me and my decline…and, thrilled that I had found a parking space, what a luxury, on Sunset in front of the Chateau, bypassing the ungodly parking fee of thirty dollars a day, which turned into a day after merely three hours, what I believed at the time was going to be about right for my visit with Lipchitz. I now reviewed my plans for refreshing my meter: ten minutes before the one hour countdown, citing irritable bowel, for Jewish screenwriters a credible malady, I would excuse myself and race down to Sunset and stick another eight quarters into the mocking mouth of the machine—mocking because I no longer even had a credit card to swipe into in its new and improved credit card taking format—and make my way back up pausing in the Chateau’s gorgeous bathroom to rinse any sweat from my face. I worried that Lipchitz would detect that I could no longer muster the schoolboy enthusiasm that is a prerequisite for striking a Hollywood deal, because the moment one slips into pessimism, much less cynicism, the moment one can no longer muster the gusto of the bubbliest world class bullshitter is the precise moment the entire apparatus moves away from you in loathing, as there is nothing more alarming to the industry, more shattering to the core, than someone who cannot muster the necessary enthusiastic unctuousness to keep the whirligig spinning, just the right zesty insight or clever guffaw or wisecrack to emolliate the egos of the magic lantern wunderkinds.

			Across from me now sat a super skinny guy, late twenties, with a straggly beard and sunglasses and Fred Segal-ish white linen shirt. Beneath his yellow slacks, with a high-end cotton satiny sheen, he wore yellow socks and aqua blue burlap fabric shoes. Crossing one skinny leg sharply over the other, he continued on his cell phone rather loudly, as if to convey that so accustomed was he to owning whatever space he found himself in that he considered even the bar at the Marmont his. I listened, not particularly because I wanted to, to his discussion with his associate about how X was very interested, and how X had looked at the script and wasn’t joking around, and how he’d been waiting for a part like this and felt that it was very much what his career needed at this point, but the deal was X wanted a part of the action, and that that was the big question here, whether part of the action was on the table, and that that was what the person on the other line needed to think about, really consider seriously, because he had the feeling that X was being serious, no bullshit was involved here, and that they needed to get back to X pronto, because word was he was considering another project, not really the kind of thing he wanted right now in his career, especially after the butt fucking—let’s be honest—he took with Z, but still he was considering it, and that you know how things go, one day he’d be considering it and the next day he’d be locking the other deal in, so really seriously think about what slice of the pie we might give X on the back end. The hot air of the conversation was going of its own internal combustion, apparently, because he kept turning the issue over and over, as though its sheer recitation was intoxicating, like he was sticking his dick into a new orifice of the same old guttered Hollywood whore each and every time he said it, this way and that. Listening in on all this hyping and jockeying much less irritated and impressed me than it depressed me, because I realized above and beyond everything else that, again, I no longer had the enthusiasm to orgy thus and that Lipchitz was bound to gauge it as accurately as a Geiger counter measures radiation in a room. 

			When I came up from this thought, the angular young man was recoiling from whatever it was his associate was now ramming into his ear, his boyish face all full of boyish worry, and when he finally spoke again the voice had turned boyish, too: “Okay, man, sorry…I just, you know, want to lock this deal in…” and “Yeah, yeah, yeah, hey, take your time, we’re good, no worries; cool, we’ll talk when we talk.” There it is: he’s been pissed on. The fear that he’d pushed too hard was writ large all over his pretty straggly bearded face. The one hit, or—more likely—one bunt wonder, was taking a deal that was a complete hypothetical, if not an out-and-out fantasy, way more seriously than he’d earned the right to. Suddenly he stood, all concerned and cornered, and the skinny little nobody that he was all along in his Fred Segal-ish outfit came into wretched relief. I nodded politely when our eyes met, but he was in no shape to respond, as he fumbled for his iPad that he’d left on the side table and tramped away through tepid puddles of his associate’s piss. Don’t worry, Skinny Jeans, you’re hardly alone: Hollywood’s cold merciless money hand has everyone shaking in its boots. Money is no longer a thing in the hands of someone; it’s a thing that has everyone in its hand. It doesn’t flow through the economy; we flow through it. It isn’t sitting on a table next to a character in a movie; it’s the character in the movie with the human, if not the whole of humanity, waiting piously in the pews for instruction. Make the wrong move and risk banishment to where whole generations of writers, like myself, have effectively been banished to a kind of movie-making gulag. Even though we journeymen, so to speak, were willing to compromise and do whatever was required, it wasn’t enough, because fresher and more tender flesh like you were prancing through the door with their dicks in hand, happy to do whatever the doctor ordered with it—even if it meant sticking it in Hollywood’s shattering hole. I pictured the countless number of skinny novitiates in tight-fitting yellow jeans turning to crisp, even as I sipped my martini, in mid-air, just as I had turned to near crisp in mid-air. Still, I vouch as both witness and participant, for how despairing the city renders you, every crime committed upon your mortal soul is ready to heal and the deepest gratitude approaching amazing grace floods over you for something even as small as a call back. A good ninety-five percent of the city survives solely on the ridiculously infinitesimal and remote; in fact, the ridiculously infinitesimal and remote is very nearly the only oxygen Hollywood breathes. Even the now-and-then extra, virtual Hollywood quarks and crumbs are on the verge of one or another life-altering deal that is so incongruous with the observable world that its mystery belongs to the realm of quantum mechanics. So many deals are about to happen, if but one in ten thousand actually did, the industry would collapse under their collective weight; but under their collective non-weight the city takes on a kind of sick buoyancy. I now extrapolated from the dozens I knew to the desperate mass of thousands, if not tens of thousands, of actors-turned-writers so that they might act in their own movies; and when that didn’t pan out they turned actor/writer/director, and when that didn’t pan out they turned actor/writer/director/producer, and more than half of those probably went so far as to outlandishly add distributor to their title. If all that fails, and it almost always does, you became a novelist, because once your novel becomes a bestseller you can easily parlay that into a script, and if that proves impossible you can do a graphic novel (same parlay thinking), or even a children’s book (animation voice-over potential here), and if you can’t make it as any of the above, in a last ditch effort to salvage your ego you can join the ranks of memoirists and describe your long and laborious journey to oblivion, which would make a dynamite movie with a powerful narrative arc that you will naturally star in! Indeed, to accurately describe this state of verge a new word might be coined, perhaps vergitego—yes, the ego left on the cliff’s dizzying precipice until the skin is raw and eyes are cooked to sockets and all that is left are buttons and yarn and a few strands of hay; in essence, a near human wraith that any stray wind should be able to blow away—yet, bizarrely, hardly a cyclone could budge an iota. In sum, so mixed up is the human psychology in this city that the intrusion of reality rather than modify psychosis actually amplifies it.

			My father, the bookkeeper, who counted a handful of studio execs as clients, saw the madhouse for what it was. Since my days as the coeditor-in-chief, alongside Hirschman, of Fairfax High’s Colonial Gazette, all I wanted was to be a writer, especially a screenwriter, but at my father’s urging, even demanding, I decided for a supposedly safer and more rationale career choice. After graduating from Columbia with an MA in journalism, I landed at the Cleveland Plain Dealer where I worked for five years. I was in the thick of reporting on a series of local government corruption scandals when I got a call from the LA Times asking if would I be “interested in returning home.” My mother, the ever garrulous and get-around-town-girl, had quieted down to Shabbat Temple and Bob’s Coffee and Donuts at the Farmer’s Market on Monday morning with her girlfriends, what I dubbed the Fairfax Four; otherwise she was cemented to her apartment couch reading The New Yorker and the New York Review of Books, watching the classics on VHS, and listening to KUSC and Bookworm. “I don’t have the appetite, anymore,” she’d tell me, and about time, I’d think, because her so-called appetite that, however cultured, I can only describe as rapacious and indiscriminate, had destroyed her marriage and disaffected me for years.

			“It would be nice to have you around,” she admitted, when I told her I might be moving back, a stunning reveal as she showed absolutely no interest in having me close to home before; in fact, her interest was in keeping me as far away as possible so that she could do what she wanted to do, for however long, at whatever hour, and at whatever the price, while hacking through as many disgusting and ultimately lethal packs (my guess was three) of Virginia Slims she wanted to a day. Maybe, I thought, we’d finally have a chance to sit down and put it all behind us, and what a long catching up it would prove, since we hadn’t, I swear, had a face-to-face since I was eight, when, all at once, tired of the dishes, the scrubbing, the cooking, the cleaning and mending, she folded up her apron and marched out of the house. “I needed that,” she exhaled, when after midnight she returned, though what that was was a mystery and remained one as my dad offered no interrogatory, merely an imperative: “Don’t get used to it.”

			Old Toad, Stick In The Mud, and Mr. Doom and Gloom were a few of the choice nicknames she slapped on my poor father—a decent man who probably should’ve left his bookkeeping practice at the office—as she zipped out the door for a lecture at the Goethe Institute, or an exhibit at MOCA, or a Zen meditation class up at the Vedanta Center, or a ten-dollar demitasse of oolong at that new tea place on Third Street, one of a seemingly endless series of outings, real or fabricated—just to get away from us—was anyone’s guess. The woman’s greatest fear was coming to a stop long enough to reflect in earnest what she had taken in. No, it wasn’t a matter of absorbing and synthesizing moments so much as passing through them, or rather letting them pass through her like water passes through the slippery lungs of a shark.

			At the Times, I joined the city desk, and almost immediately a story I’d written was optioned and made into a full-length feature film, returning me on the back end—from which I would also finally get expunged—what I made in a year in salary. If it was easy to write a story that could be turned into a screenplay, how hard could it be to write a screenplay from scratch? I had a knack for dialogue and an even greater knack for dramatic pacing, so much so that I began to wonder whether my return wasn’t written in the stars, as they say. I left the Times just months before that real estate homunculus, a world class Shylock, took the helm. The pillaging and slaughter and mass graves that reduced that great paper into what it is today—a battered, driveling, backwater village rag—is now an old story and barely worth mentioning, but I still found myself incensed at how in such short order its big, thick, ballsy coverage of breaking events had turned into a scrawny, ridiculous, effeminate retelling of everything already quite obvious to everyone. In between these thoughts, I was taking in the glamorous riffraff: mid-level brownnosers, rosy vegans, Bentley-driving yoginis, and leaders of one or another production cult, in loose fitting linen or super tight jeans, their air of soft exhaustion all mixed up with SS level remorselessness, the twitter and rustle and barely muted mania of their brains pushing me to the brink of fight or flight. How impossibly welcome neurosis was here, in fact, my meeting with Lipchitz, when it was all said and done, would most likely amount to nothing short of a negotiation with a neurosis, as were all industry meetings in LA, with the actual person barely squeezing into the room. Yes, everyone brings their best neurosis to the table and with all their neuroses laid out the deal-making begins in earnest.

			I began to feel my bowels agitate just thinking about it, and so I kind of jogged to the bathroom with my script in hand. Sitting on the Chateaus’ john for one minute, then two, with hardly a plop, I wondered what living amidst all this toney mercilessness had done to me, what the unending stuns to my insides spelled for my long-term health. It no longer had to be the case but I was making it the case, as if the past five months I’d spent deliberating and finally concluding I had to leave LA had amounted to spinning in place. As though my dear friend John Hirschman and the world that he’d shaped in Fresno in advance of me, and even for me, had amounted to nothing. 

			The southern edge of The Great Central Valley began a little more than a hundred miles from Los Angeles, the same distance to Santa Barbara or San Diego, yet, as I drove to Hirschman’s farm house that day, I was forced to admit that for decades I had dissed, dismissed, or better omitted it from my consciousness. Honestly, I had a more full spectrum image of the Mojave and its monotonous and hopeless sand than I had of the most prodigious stretch of agriculture in the world and in world history. It was, for me, a cultural and artistic desolation between the two stellar poles of LA and SF, and—like almost everyone—when I travelled north I took the wide and monochrome 5 rather than the 99 with its acre after acre of farmland, shacks, rambunctious pickups, and scandalous flare-ups of cow dung. It was a place where even radio offered no refuge: Mexican Ranchero, ZZ Top-era rock, redneck conspiracy theorists, and religious millenialists, the kind that bellowed from big tents in the revival days of old, covered it. This relentless battery of insults amounted to a “fuck you,” a belligerent refutation of everything we north and south progressives, with our caucuses and causes—free trade coffee and gluten-free galettes—stood for. Even the names the Central Valley folks chose for themselves, let’s be frank, next to the singsongs of Santa Barbara or Monterrey or Santa Cruz, not to mention San Francisco, were two syllable curses, self-defeating monstrosities: Wasco and Arvin, Shafter and Goshen, and, no kidding, even a place called Weed Patch—all bad, but not nearly as bad as Fresno, that sounded like something Fresh that was actually rotting at the core. How could I forget, when I was nine, or maybe it was ten, travelling through Fresno (before the 41 freeway was built) with my mother and father and aunt on our way to Yosemite where we were going to stay at the famous Tenaya Lodge. We exited the 99 somewhere downtown and started up Blackstone Boulevard, what proved an interminable stretch of small hotels and shopping malls and gas stations and fast-food stops. As the vista opened up and we climbed the rolling golden foothills heading out of town, Mom, who’d been dead silent, came roaring back to life: “I’d go out of my mind if I had to live in a place like that. What do people do in Fresno? Gas up and go from one Jack In The Box to the next?”

			“I’m sure there are things to do here,” Dad said.

			“What?” Mom pressed on, “Drive tractors and milk cows. I feel like I need to wash myself off.”

			This prompted my aunt from the backseat to weirdly say, “I bet you could count the number of Jews here on one hand.”

			“Of course they don’t live here,” Mom emphatically agreed. “Jews don’t farm.” She might’ve been puffing dirt from her mouth for how repulsive it sounded.

			“Why don’t Jews farm?” I asked.

			“We leave that to other people,” she said.

			“Because,” my aunt clarified, “the goyem didn’t let us own land.”

			“Has nothing to do with it,” Dad demurred. “That’s all a myth. Plenty of Jews work here as fruit and vegetable brokers and wholesalers.”

			“But they don’t farm,” my mom insisted.

			“No, for the most part, that’s true, and the reason is brokers and wholesalers are lower risk jobs, and there’s better money at it. If farming made better money we’d be doing that, too.”

			With that recollection, I wiped, though there was nothing really to wipe, and washed and dried my hands on the Chateau’s fabulous cloth towels and returned to my seat at the bar where I ordered my second martini.

			Hirschman had assured me his place would be easy to find, as all the roads and avenues in the country were numbered to the halves (“If you can count, you can find it…”)—but my GPS got Road mixed up with Avenue, and by the time I reached Avenue 12 and Road 29 ½, I’d lost forty-five minutes and nearly all confidence to negotiate the last leg. (“Just past the railroad tracks you’ll see a fruit stand and a mailbox. Turn left there and go down a long dirt driveway running between cherry trees. My place is at the end of the drive. You can’t miss it because it’s the only house.”)

			As it turned out, nothing to fret over, I was off the road and threading the orchard and inside of a minute rolling up to his farm house that was actually a trailer home, maybe thirty years old, and forty-five feet long by fifteen or so wide. From the eaves of the super deep porch, which ran the entire length of the trailer, he’d hung the head of a rusted shovel, an axe, a lantern, a small kettle, a wash board, a spade, a sprinkler head, a bottle opener, and other odd objects—I’d learn a little later—he’d discovered abandoned or even buried around the farm. From the copper tone of his skin, he looked to have spent a good deal of time broiling under that September sun, which hovered, just then, near or in the triple digits, I guessed.

			“You found it!” he said, kind of surprised, making me think. “So, it wasn’t so easy as fucking counting after all!”

			Deliberately leaving my frustration, but also—I should add—my duffel bag behind, I walked up the stairs and onto the porch where Hirschman greeted me with a big backslapping bear hug. Chattering a mile a minute about what a bounty he’d harvested and what a feast I was in store for, he brushed me inside where instantly I was hit with a thick briny mélange of smells that, along with the ceiling that was eight feet high at most, made me feel sealed in against my will.

			“Take a seat,” he said, on a mid-1990s Southwestern-style couch featuring four ugly pink Navajo diamonds evenly spaced on a washed-out field of green. It was facing off with a burly forty-inch TV threatening to smash its cabinet, a tiny particleboard one with charcoal tinted glass doors. To complete the appointments, all sourced, I thought, from the local Goodwill or the like, there was a faux leather lounger, splitting apart, and not just at the seams, and next to it a Home Depot–quality shelving unit crammed to the point of catastrophe with VHSs and DVDs. A single air conditioning wall unit just off the door, with a few colorful streamers to show it was blowing, was enough to do keep the place quite comfortably cool. The kitchen, from which the briny effluences were obviously coming, was situated at the far west end of the trailer, and he looked to be in the middle of a food chemistry project, what with the beakers and measuring cups and pots and pans and tongs and stirring spoons and mason jars. I’d never known Hirschman to cook so much as an egg, and here he was bottling, sauces and salsas and soups and stews, aside from pickling a dozen different vegetables. Basically, anything he could grab from his garden to feed him through the winter and spring, he’d crammed into maybe a hundred Mason jars, alternately the color of mud, blood, and lagoons that were cooling and curing on every surface, including the linoleum floor. Interposed between the jars on the floor were about a dozen cardboard boxes brimming with fresh vegetables he’d harvested over the past week alone, some of which maybe weren’t so fresh if the gnats pulsing over them like dancing water fountains were any indication. His new lifestyle, as they call it, was either a symptom of an extended manic episode or the manifestation of a spiritual sea change, a kind of crossing over, he told me. And what a crossing over it would prove, as nobody I knew had spent as much time obsessing over and circumnavigating LA: its back alley eateries and bars and other dives; its remotest subcultures, from the Santa Muerta cult to, I kid you not, Tuvan throat singers; its mountain passages that even Google Maps gave up on; and especially its architecture, buildings—both living and dead, breathtaking and utter eyesores—which, if read correctly and in toto (impossible, obviously), told the story of Los Angeles from front to back, he always claimed. How could he leave all that hard-earned and gritty city know-how for simple grit?

			Now, there, in Madera, whose name I’d rightly, as it turned out, traced back to the Portuguese Madeira, a slight chill ran up my spine, and I found myself reflexively looking beyond the front door for an escape hatch should it come to that. Yes, so bizarre did the atmosphere seem, for a tick I wondered whether Hirschman might soon be sizing me up for bottling, too. I’d always been intimidated by Hirschman, whom I considered a force of nature. If he were an animal on Noah’s ark they would only need one of him. Spending any length of time with Hirschman, I invariably found myself thinking and even speaking like Hirschman, at which point I would vaguely panic and have to switch subjects or flat out flee to salvage whatever I could of my own thinking and speaking. But there were also times listening to Hirschman that I had the sense that I was, in fact, listening to my own thinking when whatever it was that kept me from saying it or thinking it was sent packing. In any case, it was obvious that Hirschman was not in his right mind. In fact, as long as I’d known Hirschman, he’d proven utterly out of his mind, what just then seemed the only explanation for how he’d ended up here against the counsel of his closest friends. I was concocting excuses for why I’d have to renege on my promise to visit for three days—not so easy as anything work-related was obviously off the table—when he reached into a box and pulled out a tomato and told me its weird name, Wapsipinicon Peach, and for the next hour or so the tour continued, covering way too much produce for him to possibly eat, the reason for the bottling, or for me to possibly remember, but which I’ve reconstructed here from copious notes I took during that visit.

			For tomatoes, of the rarer varieties, he had Brandywine, Hillbilly, German Green, and Black Krim, which was the color of coagulated blood, and, honestly, when shined up on his shirt one of the loveliest fruits I’d ever seen. Squashes: all the usual suspects, but also Guatemalan Blue Banana, which was big as a small canoe, and Butternut Rogosa Violina (what a beautiful name!), and Galeux d’Eysine, and Yokahama, forest green color and sunken in at the stem like someone had pulled its plug.

			He had strange cucumbers: one sickle-shaped with runnels running it’s hooked length, Armenian, and one the size of a tennis ball…and almost as hairy, called so because of its color—lemon. On the corn side, there was Oaxacan Green, and Golden Bantam, and Bloody Butcher, with ruby red kernels that gave it its bloody name! He claimed a dozen melons, including Charleston Grey, and Klondike Blue Ribbon, and one with a beautiful bluish green hue, yellow freckles and a big yellow patch, that he picked up gently as a babe; its was called Moon and Stars, originally from Kentucky, he told me, thumping its belly for ripeness—perfect!
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