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			To Leila

		

		
		

	
		
			Narrator’s Note:

			What could be told of the stuff Bob do 

			began in one 

			and will be finished in two.

			What can’t be said

			is shared in clue.  

			If you don’t know stuff,

			this is not for you.

			There is no obfuscation of oratory, 

			simply a story told true,

			with all the flexiloquence 

			of you know who.
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			Prelude

			When I was young I us’d to wait

			On Massa and hand him de plate;

			Pass down de bottle when he git dry, 

			And bresh away de blue tail fly…

			Tabanus atratus: blue tail fly. Common name: horsefly. A blue-black wing’ed bitch of a bloodsucker upon mammaldom. A harbinger of wasp fear, spreader of anthrax, and unindicted coconspirator to brave plantation slaves…

			Jim crack corn and I don’t care,

			Jim crack corn and I don’t care,

			Jim crack corn and I don’t care,

			Ole Massa gone away. 

			Corn cracks as it goes through milling. Heads crack when pitched by horse into rocky ditch. Cracking corn, a colloquialism meaning gossip. 

			As the gossip goes, that song made so singularly popular by Burl Ives in 1964, and sung by schoolchildren in the valley of San Joaquin and valleys, villages, cities, and towns throughout the USA in the 1960s, had its roots in rebellion.

			Den arter dinner massa sleep,

			He bid dis niggar vigil keep;

			An’ when he gwine to shut his eye, 

			He tell me watch de blue tail fly.

			Negro duties included thinning the swarms to keep their masters’ horses from going skittish when ridden. 

			An’ when he ride in de arternoon,

			I foller wid a hickory broom;

			De poney being berry shy

			When bitten by de blue tail fly.

			One day he rode aroun’ de farm,

			De flies so numerous dey did swarm;

			One chance to bite ’im on the thigh,

			De debble take dat blue tail fly.

			It is said that the men ’round that particular massa conspired to bait the flies that his horse might humble him. Humble him it did. Cranium cracked and plashed on a pulverizing plantation stone. 

			De poney run, he jump an’ pitch,

			An’ tumble massa in de ditch;

			He died, an’ de jury wonder’d why

			De verdic was de blue tail fly.

			Jim crack corn and I don’t care,

			Jim crack corn and I don’t care,

			Jim crack corn and I don’t care,

			Ole Massa gone away.

			Part One

			“Words are worthy of study.”

			—Corporal Earl Bligh

		

	
		
			Station One

			Unbranded, Unbridled, and Free

			In a time when only the sane wear foil hats, a sem-blance of self-defense may have been a preferable play by a man for whom the alliterative applications to logic build barriers against mortal mourning. Still, it would’a been a double-diorama to defend with all the blood, brain, and brutal bits that Spurley’s body had left behind. It might also have been in Bob’s mind that just a splash of prosecutorial “lying in wait” jargon might’a made their case and forced Bob to forever ferment in a federal pen. He opted for fugitive flight, and the manhunt immediately began, leaving doubt the duty of his most diligent observers.

			A search of the retirement home on the night of Spurley Cultier’s demise found Bob’s bed magnificently made, with tucks and folds that’d bring a Marine corps drill instructor to drool in delight. Atop its trampoline-tight duvet, an envelope fat with cash addressed to the local ASPCA. No sign of Bob Honey, nor young Annie neither. Bob had commandeered Cultier’s car from under the retirement home’s most flowered tree, taking along his bald beauty to the rectory of an off-grid mountaintop monastery hidden amongst cathedral spires and dissimulative dispersion mists. There, within the damp quarry stone walls that Montenegrin masons made in a reach for the heavens, the FBI found her: Annie. Head in habit and honing Hebrews, her gaze seemingly steeped in some faraway fable, or perhaps fragile falsiloquence. 

			Sensing an agent’s eyes of inquiry upon him, an ancient Athenian priest stood near in shadow, nodding affirmation of the poor girl’s plight while another agent’s interrogation of the girl sought any semblance of her remaining sanity. Robes may fool the fools, but even progressive Popes are politicians. By permission of the priest, they polygraphed her on site, but instead of it tracing truth from the peaks and valleys of graph, the machine went rogue, humming her witness with the virtuoso vibrations of von Bingen.1 A cosmic event, this FD-3022 was sure to be tucked away. To be safely secured from public scrutiny in the back of a bureau vault, where it might lie eternally deep in state. Catholic catatonia caged poor Annie’s exculpatory rapture, leaving investigators singing psalms. 

			Some people do simply disappear. 

			They do it in marriages and they do it in fear. 

			They do it behind a brand. 

			They do it “going clear.” 

			They do it growing old, 

			or as victim 

			at the blunt end 

			of a melee weapon…

			While he will or he won’t…Bob Honey don’t. 

			He don’t own anything of these aforementioned handicaps. Not anymore. Both man and mallet are out there; the Phil Ochs–favoring highwayman hiding in plain sight, drinking from our American aquifer, and howling his historic dreams toward Jupiter.

			After riffle come the rapids

			antsy intervals of river waves.

			Normalized nihilism

			Caustic current swirls 

			have caused a craze.

			Advertisers claim the 

			drift Masters of right and wrong.

			Religions cling 

			to mystic things 

			and all that’s lasted far too long.

			We thought Jesus crossed the Jordan

			writing love in our love song.

			So why’s the choir singing

			I’m incompatible with Christian thinking, 

			songs so petty, parsed, and weak

			what is all this talk

			of all this talk about a creep? 

			A swim in the New World river 

			Will it 

			dissuade one 

			of their God?

			Is prayer the only way to him

			in this his last unGodly nod?

			Whirlpools whip and hydraulic surge 

			purging all who dare

			Once, perfectly flawed mankind

			Its package 

			an appeasement

			to antiseptic underwear.

			So little left distinguished

			twixt public and private life 

			of man or woman, 

			the relinquished

			danger is this man without a wife.

			No norm 

			nor form, 

			I am…

			The storm.

			

			
				
					1	 Hildegard von Bingen, the German Benedictine abbess composer and Christian mystic of the 1100s, composer of Canticles of Ecstasy. 

				

				
					2	 FBI interview summary.

				

			

		

	
		
			Station Two

			The Gun Yard

			From the gun yard come men of station, their voluntold tasks in forfeit of welcome to the wider world. Dogs of seething yearning deliver them to these, the kennels of resuscitation, before they stray. On the outer rim of this plot, what had years earlier touched the Uptown-most portion of the Twin Towers’ debris field, the gun yard sits most often in the shadow of the Empire State Building in lower central Manhattan. A solitary city block of dilapidated eight-story structures connected by their improvised webs of cumberlanding wires,3 so inexplicably unnoticed by passersby or developers’ eye. Perhaps the pinnacle of permissive environments. Like people, some places go invisible to all but the wayward, and here in the age of anarchical whimsy, a full city block of significantly high-dollar real estate goes essentially unseen. Pedestrians pass, eyes on iPhones. Office workers of adjacent high-rises barely browse above desktops, vaguely assuming the plot an old St. Aidan4 housing project owned by a wealth without will to sell, develop, or refurbish. And those who inhabit it? The same who slip conventions of eye contact, toil in its shadowy solitude, and make their every entrance and exit by means of avoidance. 

			In quarters 6-H, a horsefly buzzes Bob brazenly for several minutes where he sits on a musty faux-Moroccan couch. This East Coast air is hot and thick and a looming storm is about to kick. In the soft amber light of a couch side lamp, a fly. It consistently collides, bumps, and bounces off both Bob’s bare arms, a Japanese zero on a moon bounce. 

			ZZZT. Bump. ZZZT. Bump. ZZZT. Bump. 

			Then blackout. 

			Bob, initially thinking the power cut targeted him, accesses weapons and a night vision kit to counter the threat of encroachment. Once he’s secured his sixth-floor safe house in a well-practiced series of praetorian protocols, he moves to observe through a peephole that the power cut reaches far down the streets, from spires of high-rise buildings to slabs of asundered avenues in an offset of the world’s largest machine.5 With threat assessment settled, he sets down his armaments, lights a small candle, and sits back down on the couch. The coming storm brings a deepening darkness that seems to amplify the buzzing, bouncing sound of this big-bodied old horsefly. 

			And the dull blades of gleeful guillotines, 

			had laughingly lopped his head

			gavel to block, then spillage—

			They might have thought him dead.

			His body rises weary, 

			travels headless

			ville to ville.

			But he’s not where the wind blows,

			just inking up his quill.

			His story far less heard 

			than hacked 

			and packed away 

			in a box labeled, ‘lost and turd.’

			He knew it would go that way

			in the lessening 

			gradations of grays and gray.

			From station to station

			assault on alliteration.

			From the cynical sensibilities 

			and assholes of sensation,

			now let them scramble 

			to find what’s lost 

			of their unimagined imagination.

			Bob, not tone deaf, knows the primal screams of toddlers and his country’s own. Its notes of trauma state. Women, men, conflation, confusion, tumult, and terror. The one-ups and downs of Adam’s desperation, and those teeth of Lilith’s swing. Eve has lost the poetic sheen of her shine in shadow of Eden’s stormy dome. Loosey-goosey talk of predators, both real and imagined creditors. The outlaw’s laughter from an adjacent room drifts under Bob’s door like a prostitute’s perfume. When the rare knock comes, it is the savior woman. A witchy old figure, she wears peanut butter in her brittle hair. She has corn-colored teeth, and a matted moldy muumuu covers her thickened knotty form. Some say she was once a dancer and that she’d given up the stage to raise Sri Lankan orphans, but then she got lost. Lost to this lair as the leprosy of her insides succumbs to the corrosion of Catholicism and the clever learned lure of adopting a cross to bear. Most in Bob’s sector of the gun yard receive and revere her. They vouch for her wisdom, though it knows no saving grace for those she saves. Bob knows to ignore her knock, knows it’s not really for him, and refuses witness to the hubris of her care. 

			Someone told a joke in 6-B. Jokes, Bob thinks, like treasure maps, each time told gain another recruit. All competing for the treasure of far-off hills and the whiff of pheromones that ensure pursuit. Expectations too high, aspirations too low. AM radio? The popular song is not music. Mr. Honey does not play well with others. The cold civil war is an inch from hot as he studies strategies from the gun yard. Mounds of data. City planning. Gas and electric. Water, power, robotics, magnets, mallet, and a peephole to spy the outerworld. 

			—

			Bob never wore his hair too long. He liked it tidy, short, and clean. He’d shave whenever near a razor, with or without cream. In times like these, when freedom ain’t free, he’d been called to grow it mid-back long along with a burly beard of sedition. On outings, he’d go blackface, smearing the meltings of telephone-pole tar deep into skin and pores with his thickedy fingers to his face and neck. He’d finish slathering his hands with the remaining residue of his ink. Voila! A jihadi Jesus from the hood. He wears a bathrobe over his clothes, figuring none would look at what none could. Sidewalk sitters recite, “Get off the cross, we need the wood.” Only the homeless have enough humor to engage in ad hominem heckles.

			Black smoke from burning tires funnels upward to the charcoal-powder midnight sky. In the absence of ambient light—an atmospheric conversion in a turn of the diurnal pattern, where sporadic explosive jets and sprites of red and blue lightning dazzle and dare with the intermittent classic bolt of white—he sees somersaulting worlds of water sheeting down upon the gun yard and throughout the surrounding city. Still, he sits in comfort on the faux-Moroccan couch. The building shudders with every meteorological boom. The horsefly perches in the peephole, tremoring water from weary wings. Within Bob’s eyelet of overwatch, the dithering fly’s building buzzing claims claustrophobia in the quarter-bit hollow. ZZZT! ZZZT! in Bob’s ears until it seems to slowly mute in Bob’s mind. Sifting its vibration, his brain like the surrounding storm suddenly overcome by the incoming music of an ice cream truck. As Bob moves from couch to peephole where the fly remains perched, all is suddenly quite still. Bob leans in close to look below, careful his lash not wing the wing of the blue tail fly. The two of them there barely a hair’s width apart, together looking down upon a street in torrent, where only snapping flashes of lightning might illuminate movement, and in a fix of flashes Bob and the horsefly watch a driverless ice cream truck float by. Inside of Bob, the irony. It is no longer he that is the drifting derelict vessel. Its inverter flickering a decorative string of colored bulbs where his anger toward exes drifts away. Though it has left the sightline of Bob and the fly, each holds its post. Only Bob’s eyes shift to the fly. A staring standoff. Eye to eye. Man and fly. The fly plays tough guy—suddenly whirring a startling sustained buzz. Bob doesn’t flinch. In such proximity its wings tickle his lash. On the fly’s advance—SMASH! Human headbutts fly. 

			—

			In full force, the soporific storm is lulling the nation. For Bob, his own rest, similarly less sleep than semi-hallucinatory sedation. And in this hypnagogic state he remains perpetually on post, his visions cycling assessment scenarios of so many hyper-supposable threats to his security. REM rebounds near dawn in the wicked wild’s worry dreams of all things gone. Tattooing a reticle on a ringleader’s raccoon smirk whilst women of polished chrome wrest controls most contrived, and catastrophic cockfights make chicken-boys king until a pin of the new day’s light pokes through the peephole, when Bob comes conscious in delirium. A growing feast of dreamlike images may threaten judgment and equilibrium. Yes, the brain will demand its sleep of Bob while Bob gets up and does his job. 

			—

			The morning is sunny and still. Drippings fall from high and low sills. Gutters stream, puddles plop deep, but life goes on after the prior night sky’s worrisome weep. Now, in hallucinatory deprivation and eccentric black masquerade, Bob takes his daily walk. A slight whisper of sound from an even slighter whisper of trees. It is not music Bob hears. Not the trees of Woodview that sang his working-class soul to tears, those from choirs of branch, leaf, or pine needles in serenade. Nor was it the grating circus music of an ice cream truck selling out the far-gone fabric of femininity. Not that. No. These barren trees hush notes on stave—notes composed December 8, 1980, by Chapman’s hand, gun, and broken mind—and deliver the ricocheting echoes from Seventy-Second Street.6 Trees that seem to masturbate an ejaculation of wounds wishing and longing for Lennon’s laments, so lost to Bob in his losing of Woodview’s familiar contentments or tolerances. The daily piercing of this big apple. Under his feet he feels the subway system’s rumble, where even his love of trains could not come for free. Pricey stuff in a kakistocracy…

			yet only three hours by train 

			is Washington, DC.

			

			
				
					3	 Unauthorized tapping into powerlines.

				

				
					4	 The patron saint of firefighters. He once saved a stag by making it invisible to hunters.

				

				
					5	 Power grid that blankets most of North America.

				

				
					6	Reference to the building where John Lennon was shot and killed.
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