Rebecca never sits on public benches but she had to stop here, feeling a cry coming on, downtown, on a bench she’d picked because it faced a tall video screen. Sitting and staring sometimes helps. Zoning at the screen, with its rotating community bulletins and conference updates, is like watching TV, it gently teases out her thoughts. And it’s something not-fraught, a relief after volunteering at the hospital.
A man in a raincoat stands by a bank of newspaper boxes, watching her. This is what you get for being alone in the open. Look at the screen, where a video swirl of yellow and green confetti resolves into an announcement for a patio furniture wholesaler’s show. The man wears a clean gray raincoat and his hair is neat but he has a limp that looks mean and put-on, and this limp is not helping. He turns as he passes between Rebecca’s bench and the screen, limping hard toward a trashcan, and stares openly at her. It’s a cloudy day but still, the man’s drab raincoat bothers her. Rebecca returns her eyes to the screen.
Sparks of blue video effects fizz and spill over letters as they rearrange themselves to form another message, some detail about a medical seminar on morbid obesity. Her husband is out of town and her clothes dryer is out of whack. Jeremy’s dermatology conferences were in Las Vegas and Vail and Houston, not here in Dallas. Sitting is finally helping her get her head back around herself.
People love to stare at you when you’re about to cry. Go to the Lance Stringer Hospice Center two blocks from her bench, or cross the street and push open the doors of the Children’s Hospital for some examples. She was just going there to get the kids acclimated to the dogs, but that girl who stared already knew her dog — Scamp, Scout, Scott — so what did they need me for, Rebecca would like to know. The nurse looked at her when she should have been attending to the sick girl.
Or go into the halls and look at the posters of All-Star quarterback Lance Stringer wearing his awful suit, no helmet so you can see he parts his hair like a child, his hand resting upon the shoulder of another wheelchaired kid. Up and down the halls ran framed photos of Stringer and his sick kids with strong craft skills, looking out at you. She saw the posters’ expensive glare-proof glass and the thick matting and she saw that they didn’t need her.
She wasn’t able to look the girl in the eye. They could see she wouldn’t waste her feelings on pity. What the kids needed more than rental dogs were the checks she could write. But jumping ahead in the Junior League by making the donations she was capable of, not starting at the bottom with the other girls, would have been wrong. Rebecca appreciated the democratic flair of having worked one’s way up, the confidence that comes from moving from the thrift shop and the hospital rounds to the organizing of rented canopies and donated catering to the directorship and control of the art benefits. The ascension appeals to her sense of fairness. How else had her father done it. It seems like the right thing to do.
Her mobile phone is buried under a wad of tissues at the bottom of her purse. She takes it out and uses a fresh tissue to blow her nose before dialing. Paula, volunteer coordinator of the Junior League, has finally started picking up.
“God, Paula, I lost it and ran out,” Rebecca says, laughing, crying and dripping from the nose.
Paula tells Rebecca she’s on the phone. Before she can begin to beg, Paula promises to call back. Paula will call back and then Rebecca can ask for a different assignment. The limper isn’t limping anymore, he’s leaning on a trashcan a few benches away from her and he’s dumping, she guesses, something from inside his shoe, and he’s still watching her. He breaks his stare to gaze around the plaza, the freshly cobblestoned ground surfacing, the new office towers on the plaza’s four sides, their glass super-lobbies of potted jungles, then his eyes find hers again. He looks like he has something to say. She is sure it isn’t anything she wants to hear. Paula’d better call back soon.
Being democratic, she went to the dog center to get some papers. She smelled a faint puppy-scat stink and saw dark orange stains spread across the ripped green carpet. She took a plastic chair and crossed her legs to await her instructions. In one corner of the waiting area a TV sitting on a third-hand nightstand was running a videotape of what looked like a city following a massive earthquake. Long slabs of white concrete layered like shale, smoke rising from between the slabs, foreign people in billowing white robes picking their way across the damage, and through it all, dogs scampering, poking their beagle noses into the smoking cracks, breaking into hurried scratching at the broken concrete, righting themselves and briskly moving on. Rebecca thought it was intriguing, in a One-World kind of way, that they have pure bred brown and white beagles in India. Abruptly the image rolled, a stutter of static washed the screen and a small girl with a set of warped arms was lying on an exercise mat. Arms bent hard at the elbows and wrists, she rolled to her side, trying to look at something that Rebecca couldn’t see off-screen. A Doberman came into the picture and squatted by the girl on the mat. The dog went down to the floor and dragged itself until it was lying fully on the mat by the girl, then rolled over, displaying a curve of pink belly. The girl made a smile and gently batted the dog’s head with a crooked arm. The Doberman turned to look directly at the lens of the camera, and Rebecca felt a sudden trill of revulsion pass through her. She looked away.
The door at the back of the room opened. A large middle-aged woman in a denim dress and heavy turquoise bracelets advanced on Rebecca, saying, “You must be from the Junior League.”
She stood and said, “Yes,” and heard her voice go high and weak. She cleared her throat, said, “Yes, I’m Rebecca,” and extended her hand.
“Yep, hello, Rebecca,” the woman said. She placed a sheaf of papers into Rebecca’s open hand. “I’m Helen, but I don’t have time to explain everything to you. That’s what the Stringer Center does for us. You take these to them at their address there, and they’ll set you up with one of the dogs.”
Rebecca smiled and tucked the papers under her arm. This was what she liked, the opposite of what she had feared she’d find in a woman who ran a rent-a-pet business and what she liked in Jeremy and had married him for, this couldn’t give a damn attitude that her father, she believed, had invented.
“You’re working with Scout,” Helen said. She started to back toward the door. “Your patient is Tracy Lima. Tracy’s nine years old. She has leukemia.” She hit the word hard, as if it could have been Rebecca’s fault. Rebecca smiled graciously and nodded. Yes, give me what you’ve got, lady. I can take whatever amount of suffering you want me to look at, for now.
Helen was at the door, reaching back for it blindly. “Just take the training at Stringer and fill out all that paperwork, then go to the hospital and fill out all that paperwork when your session with Scout is over, and then we’ll think about putting you on some more sessions.”
“Great,” Rebecca said.
“It’s not easy,” Helen said. She turned and went back into her room, leaving Rebecca alone.
The square is slowly filling and Paula hasn’t called back. Office workers are taking their lunch breaks in the central cobblestone area. The downtown traffic has surged to its midday peak and the thrum of delivery trucks and luncheon carpools fills the plaza.
The man in the gray raincoat walks toward Rebecca. Something in the way he focuses his eyes on her, how he draws his eyes down from a scan of the heights of the buildings and toward her face, gives Rebecca the feeling he’s going to say something personal about the weather. He mumbles a few words.
“Say it again,” Rebecca says.
“Lot of Asians out today.”
“No, thanks,” she says. “Keep going.”
The man looks hurt and disappointed. He gapes again, trying to transform her brush-off into something easier to swallow.
“Keep it moving,” Rebecca says, returning her stare to the rotating sign.
“More Asians than yesterday,” he says. He’s just letting her know.
“Keep walking.” She turns to threaten him with a scream, but he has stepped back and is now far enough away that she thinks she can safely stay and wait for Paula to call her back and cut her loose of this volunteering bullshit.
A demonstration of the dogs, an orientation, was planned for last week and she had to go. They led her into a small dark room with a curtain covering one wall.
“He don’t see us,” said the assistant, Bobby. Bobby from the Stringer House, he had introduced himself. Bobby dimmed the lights and from a panel of knobs arrayed across the wall drew the curtain, revealing a large window overlooking a small room like a prison kindergarten, painted cinderblock walls, white, a frayed oval rug in the center of the room, pink fluorescent lighting. In the middle of a scatter of toys and coloring books of cartoon animals sat a small bald child on a pink plastic chair. In the corner to the right a full-grown German shepherd strained at a leash that ran from its neck through a hole in the wall. The dog lunged at the child, whose fingers were splayed with delight, then stopped at the limit of its leash and reared up, tongue flopping from its mouth.
“He don’t hear us, either,” Bobby said. He turned a knob. The boy’s giggles squeezed high-pitched and squawky through a speaker hidden somewhere in the dark room. Rebecca could hear the leash sawing against its hole in the wall as the dog lunged at the boy again. A kind of motion sickness began to play with her insides.
“He don’t hurt them,” Bobby said. “He wants to play with them.”
“Oh,” Rebecca said. “I know.”
“This teaches the dog to play.”
A nylon zipping of the leash, and the dog leapt forward. She saw an IV stand with a clear tube running into the boy’s skinny arm. I am fucking tone-deaf to cute. What they needed more than dogs were checks. It’s too much for her, the sight of the little starveling boy having a good time. Watching sick children enjoy themselves Rebecca became sick herself, wanting to heave someplace on the carpet on the floor next to her, to be anyplace but here. They were breaking some rule of physics by smiling. It was chilling. What is this power they have, Rebecca wonders, and do they know they have it? Does he even know what two-way mirrors are, sitting there in the center of this observation room, a tethered dog reaching for his outstretched hand?
“He used to be a cop dog,” Bobby said. “Big steak dog.”
“Well, all right,” Rebecca said. She could feel the air in the small room become thinner.
The German shepherd lowered its front to the floor and tried to jump into the boy’s lap. The boy’s laughter squeezed through a speaker mounted in the wall.
“All right,” Rebecca said. “How do you turn this thing off?”
Bobby was giggling at the boy. “What thing?” he said.
The bald child had reached out and was trying to make contact with the dog. The dog strained to meet the boy’s fingers with its nose. This boy was one of the strongest of the patients she’d seen, made more formidable by the loss of his hair. The kid had that old soul look that some of the children she had come across developed, that mantle of put-on wisdom cascading down from their egg-shell skulls in which their adjusting brains, she imagines, pulse like the red twitchings of a fetal chick’s heart.
“How do you turn off this thing?” Rebecca said. She rapped her knuckles hard on the mirror. “This window thing.”
The child turned to see his reflection in the glass and a puzzled look came over his face, obliterating the delight that was there a moment ago. The dog, ears up in triangles, strained toward the window. The loose flesh around its muzzle fluttered and a sound like wooh came over the speaker.
“How do you work this thing?” Rebecca shouted. She stood and reached for the dials near Bobby.
The dog turned bodily toward the window, and in that moment of her look into its eyes, Rebecca thought she could see its old cop job coming back into its eyes. She spun a dial and suddenly it was her own tear-streaked face staring back at her. The German shepherd began to bark.
It’s like a lunchtime slapstick, the way the man drops and the arc made by the carton of food as it flies from his hands. Through the jutting glass enclosures that house the gardens of hanging plants she has seen a man in a suit trip and drop to the cobblestones. She can’t see the raincoat guy anymore. The electronic sign has been repeating the same announcements for a while now and she is nearly offended by the way Paula is taking her for granted.
A few people spin to look, two women break from the crowd to run away. One of the two running women, a blonde in a cream skirt, seems to snag her business heel on a crack in the pavement, then her other leg snaps out from under her. A bustle begins as the report of two gunshots plays between the buildings. Rebecca can’t move. People seem to be everywhere—they’re scattering. A rag of smoke floats over the head of the limping man. Rebecca sees him standing between the buildings. He nods down and in the same moment his head cracks back in a puff of red, and then he’s tripping down some stone steps and sliding down a metal railing. She sees her own jerky, animal movements away from the area reflected in the black windows of a bank. She feels alien to herself, grabbing her purse and carrying it in a way she never does, tight up against her chest—the whole of this awkward rush down to the street duplicated in the bank windows. She throws open her Rover’s door, banging it against a parking meter, then gets in to get away from the plaza.
She was at the door, slowly touching it open and hearing giggling inside the private room. The girl was cute. There were watercolors taped to the wall above her bed. Rebecca silently said shit.
“Nice to meet you,” Rebecca said to the area around the neatly made bed, on which lay a narrow girl in a hospital slip.
“Nice to meet you,” the girl said. She offered her slim pale hand. Rebecca took her hand but didn’t squeeze because you never know, but the girl gripped back hard.
“And this is Scout,” the nurse said, pointing to a black and brown dog sitting near the bed. “Scout has come to visit us from the Volunteer Dogs Foundation.”
“That’s a good boy,” Rebecca said to a smaller, less self-composed version of what could have been a fine bird dog.
“Scout is a girl and she’s deaf,” Tracy said. “But she’ll come if you clap your hands right in front so she can see you. Watch me.”
Tracy clapped, but Scout was looking at Rebecca, a drop of brown fur under one of her black eyes.
“Watch,” Tracy said. She clapped harder, sending her IV stand into a totter. “Scout, come here!”
Rebecca stood on the tile at the foot of the bed, digging her nails into the palms of her hands, the paper that was supposed to prove she was in charge of this session crumpled in her grip. Yes, they could see through a person and they knew it. She could feel it in this girl here, clapping at the dog—she must know how her presence limited Rebecca’s every thought and movement. How it’s impossible to act naturally around her when there was this spray of sadness continually emanating from the girl, wafting off of her like steam or a perfume, and Rebecca standing there unable to feel it. Sadness, but still, a resolve to play with the dog. Even the dog knows me, Rebecca thought. It watched her instead of paying attention to the girl on the bed. The people on the bed need the help, dog.
“Tracy, careful of your lines,” the nurse said.
The dog was looking at Rebecca. She kept her fists to her sides and sent a querying glance at the nurse, who gave nothing back. Rebecca tried to project what she thought would be a disinterested look toward Scout.
“Scout!” Tracy lunged forward, waving.
Scout broke her stare and jumped into the girl’s lap.
“See?” Tracy said.
Rebecca covered her face with her free hand. She could hear her father spitting out that sour juice of another of his rages against the weaker emotions, pity and guilt and—charity is hard-core, tough work, the work of angels and field medics picking trauma cases, he’d said, knowing nothing about angels but plenty about the other. It’s not looking for the pitiful because you’re feeling guilty. But hadn’t Jeremy been a charitable doctor, fixing fractured spines and doing those earn-nothing surgeries in state prisons, until he and Paula’s husband started dealing? So if I leave you this legacy, her father said, and you piss it away instead of working to build a tradition of charitable, of charity, of something. I am, I am working my way up against the weaker emotions, she thought, until the press of the dog’s wet nose came against her hand and she uncovered her eyes to find Scout nuzzling her and staring up at her.
“No, thank you,” she said. And then was rushing from the room, flying down the corridor, and in minutes was outside the hospital and moving into the heart of downtown, looking for someplace to sit and finding a public bench, a perfect fit for how far she felt she had fallen.
The police and emergency vehicles arrive; she is blocked on her way out of the parking lot. She escapes the last of the police interviews by way of vomiting on the pavement with a deep hurl. And so she gets away from the area without talking to a single newsman. Then her phone finally rings.
“Okay, I’m off now,” Paula says. “Tell me everything.”
“I can’t talk, I have to call Jeremy and get him home with his good drugs.”
League members typically rally one another with tissue-wrapped gifts. The flow of gift baskets that had entered their home after Jeremy lost his medical license fed and kept Rebecca in sweet-smelling baths for two weeks. Now on the dinner table there is a basket covered in pink cellophane and filled with individually wrapped balls, each bearing a label that reads, Tahitian Vanilla. As Rebecca picks through the basket to look for chocolates she hears the garage door rumble open and shut.
The kitchen door flies open.
“Have you seen the side door of the Rover? There’s a ding in it the size of my head.”
Coming around the table, his gaze sweeping over the gift basket, Jeremy says, “Have you considered you’re getting heavier?” He stops by the basket, takes up one of the Tahitian Vanillas and turns it over in his hand. “Who sent these?”
“Paula picked them up for me.”
Jeremy unwraps one of the gifts and pops the creamy shell shape into his mouth and bites down. He gags, brings up the shell on a line of saliva and drops it into his hand.
“Jesus, that’s awful.”
“It’s soap.”
“You let me do that. What if I took one of your horses out and shot it in the leg?”
“I know that car is your reward to yourself, but you don’t have to overdo it.”
“You didn’t move the seat and the mirrors back. I came home because I thought you needed me. How are you? Are you freaked out?”
“No, we can open a couple of bottles and watch the news.”
“Should be something about the shooting.” Jeremy comes over to her with the slimy soap in one hand and kisses her on the cheek. “Hi.”
“God I hate it when you say hi after we’ve been talking for ten minutes. Hi, hi. All right, hi.”
“We can talk about this all you want,” he says.
“Just give me what you have left of your green ones,” Rebecca says.
It is going to be a family night. Hammer, their bullmastiff, settles on his pink blanket by the TV cabinet as Rebecca runs a hand over her arm and feels a nice tingle.
“Sit there and be useless,” she tells Hammer.
“I’m opening the wine,” Jeremy says.
They have turned down the lights and poured the first bottle. The news music begins and they turn to the TV. At the first urgent notes of the show’s theme her heart is flopping hard and the knob at the top of her spine is feeling warm and she reaches for a second glass of wine. She sees the rotating sign and the cobblestone plaza. It is impossible that she was there today. The camera focuses on the video screen in the plaza, goes back to it twice during the report. There’s little else to see. They’ve found the slowest-witted witness they could possibly come across, and as he mumbles an incoherent version of the events, saying, “bam, bam, bam,” to illustrate the gunshots, they cut to a pair of bodies wrapped in plastic. Rebecca can feel the wine moving into her blood. She’s had two glasses now, and the particles, the sulfites, she imagines, are red and yellow triangles, and Jeremy’s green pills are green triangles, and they’re like the graphics on the screen now in the commercial for shampoo and face cream, with the arrows of medicine going into the skin and running around inside her. Lying on his rag near the TV, Hammer watches the two of them sitting on the couch.
“What, you dog,” she slurs at Hammer. Hammer’s ears come up in two alert triangles.
“What a good dog,” Jeremy says.
The door to the back room opens and a yellow Labrador emerges with a kind of black mesh jacket over its back, leading a blind man at a slow pace toward a large wrinkle in the orange carpet. Rebecca watches the dog step over the wrinkle. The blind man reaches it, his foot snags on the carpet and he lurches forward. Rebecca’s heart falls through free space as she sits in the front room, waiting for the man to go down. The lunch crowd last week in the downtown plaza, she’s thinking—as she has dreamed every night since making her appointment—people tripping, going down and disappearing before they hit the ground. But the blind man stumbles for only a moment and then regains his footing. When Rebecca’s heart picks up again it whacks against her chest. As the dog goes by she sees on its jacket orange letters that spell, “Please Don’t Pet Me – I’m Working.”
“I understand you had some trouble with the dogs,” Helen says. She eases herself into a chair behind the desk. “But you Junior Leaguers never say quit, right?”
“I’m not here as a part of the Junior League now. I’m here privately.”
“What’s privately?”
“For myself.”
“What’s your name again?”
She has risen up through the League with the rest of them far enough. Hammer is waiting in the Rover outside. For the first time, Rebecca gives Helen her full name. Helen visibly brightens.
“Oh, well,” she says. “What can we do for you? Or, what would you like to do?”
“I was downtown, at the scene downtown.”
“We do so much work with the Stringer Center and the hospital. Is that where you’d like to make a gift?”
“No. I mean, I was at that shooting.”
“You know, we didn’t get a call to bring down dogs for the witnesses? We’ve been trying to work on the local police, but they’re not responding to us.” Helen fixes Rebecca with a look of camaraderie and sighs. “They tell us we need state approval.”
“What do you need to do to get that?”
“Well, they are the state approval, as far as they’re concerned. We could, if we could get some time with the sheriff. But someone down there thinks this is all California New Age stuff.” Helen points at the TV screen, where the Doberman is lying next to the girl as a nurse kneels down and takes the girl’s arm, lifts it off the mat. “Now, you tell me. If training our dogs to lie down next to little girls with CP while they’re having their ligaments stretched—and these girls are going to let you know when it hurts; they might look small and helpless but listen, their lungs are strong—or when a psycho decides to start shooting and you want to calm people down, if that’s New Age, you want to bring on the New Age as soon as possible, right?”
“Absolutely.”
“At first the dogs do it for the food rewards, but we’ve had line-ups where three people are acting and one has a real infirmity, and I’ve seen a dog who’s got a full belly find the real person in pain.”
“I heard dogs can tell when someone has cancer.”
“We’ll tell them who has cancer.”
“That was so cute, the outfit that yellow Lab was wearing. It was like a cute little uniform she goes to work in.”
“Crocus is the real thing. When we put on the harness and the slip, she knows she’s at work. You wouldn’t believe, I’ve seen people literally hold a blind man hostage on the street while they get cute with his seeing-eye dog. You equip them with the signs to keep people at their distance. She’s still a bit of a puppy so we have to do some work to stop her butt sniffing. She’s his second dog since he went blind. The other he lost to canine glaucoma.”
“That’s sad.”
“Dogs go blind just like people do. A really mobile blind man will need replacements to his service dogs every few years. But he still has Billie, and Crocus takes care of both of them now.”
Billy from the homeless job works, giggling at the dog. Helen is saying, “Dogs don’t resent the extra responsibilities.” And as long as she keeps talking, Rebecca thinks, and I show her the smile. “And as long as there’s enough funding, you want to put enough dogs out there for the other things like disaster relief, trauma centers and stuff like that. Like the work you did for us last week.”
“I know what it must take to keep so many dogs going. But I was just thinking that, you know, I have a dog that would be good.”
“We have a line out to some people in Saudi Arabia. A prince, actually. You want to meet him. He’s thinking about bringing the program into the Middle East, for the victims of the conflicts they’re always having.”
“That’s cool. But about right here, though.”
“You want to come to our training show this weekend.”
“Yes, but he’s out in my car, so I thought we could just do it now.”
“You crack a window?”
“What?”
“You leave a dog in your car and you need to crack a window.”
“Of course I did, no.”
“Fine. You want to come this weekend. We’ll run your dog through some preliminary tests just to get to know him, see how he acts around strangers. Will he sit and let people pet him. We’ll put him in a crowd to see how he behaves, see what job he’s a natural at. This may sound basic, but you wouldn’t believe, there are all kinds of situations. Some dogs can’t stand to be around people who are a little different. They behave only like they’ve been taught. It’s their frisbees and their begging at the dinner table, the ecstasy of the couch and whatnot. But for you and your dog, it should be easy.”
This shouldn’t be necessary, she shouldn’t be here. Rebecca parks three residential blocks from the training show and leads Hammer out of the back. He hits the ground happy to be someplace new and drags Rebecca to the strange smells on the curb. They couldn’t just take the dog and let her be done with it. She had to come all the way out here. It wasn’t that this flatland poor neighborhood wasn’t good enough for her but that she wasn’t moving anywhere, doing this privately.
As she walks along the cracked sidewalk Rebecca sees the twin yellow poles of football goalposts rising above a line of trees and into the sky over the end of the block. Near the field’s entrance minivan hatches are being lifted and doggie carriers taken out. A crowd of people and dogs has collected at the high fence. They funnel their dogs around each other and yank back hard on the lungers and the over-eager. Rebecca finds herself smiling as they negotiate their way through the gate. This is a major training day and press event, with donors, supposedly a Saudi prince and a TV news crew at the scene to do their stories. The owners and dogs that have already arrived are moving in shockwave pattern from the entrance and onto the crowded field. Rebecca moves into the sweep of the crowd as it pushes her onto the grass, dogs threading past her legs, leaping up to bounce their front paws off Hammer’s back then slipping into the crowd before he can snap at their tails.
“Group Four to the white line,” a woman calls out. Rebecca finds herself inside an arc the woman is making with her clipboard. A paper is thrust at her by another woman. Bands of paper marked with the numeral four are wrapped around the arms of the other owners. A terrier that had been aggressively sniffing Hammer returns to take another shot at him. Hammer turns on it and tries to take a piece of flesh from its neck. She jerks Hammer’s leash and leads him away from terrier’s owner and over to the white sideline, where she mashes his rear down to a sitting position. She opens the paper band and slides it up her arm.
The woman with the clipboard says, “Gary, try approaching,” then takes a step back. From behind her a man with a crumpling gait advances on the line of dogs, his hands broken into balls, his arms swinging. For a moment Rebecca thinks that she might have seen this man earlier, when they were walking toward the field. He seemed to have been walking normally at the time. Hammer is backing up, stiffening under her hand. He tries to turn but Rebecca grabs his head. Hammer rears up, head lolling in Rebecca’s arms, and the woman with the clipboard, Rebecca sees, is starting to take notes. Rebecca struggles with the dog’s head but the dog won’t look, she can’t get his eyes in the right direction, pointing toward the man. Then man is wobbling toward them, the swing of his arms distracted into every direction, like he’s trying to spook the dogs, coming on now staring at Rebecca; she sees when she looks up and past Hammer’s head the man, Gary, limping toward her. The other owners down the sideline from Rebecca are trying to hold their dogs in the sitting position. Rebecca turns on Hammer and, using most of her strength, manages to wrestle it toward the man and begins to beg: look, just look, dog, please look the man in the eye.
Radio Kill Report (2009)
"Where would I be in ten years, when a larger version of the map updated the red blotch beyond the royal purple zone, combining the colors into a dark, dried nosebleed red, which was a guesstimate of the outlet zone’s expansion rate as apartment buildings moved into the zones outside the old cities? Soon, marred blouses will cross state lines, looking for plentiful parking. I don’t own more than sixty hours of music and I am a joke at my job."
