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chewing on my brain at the foot of my bed, but I didn’t want the 
tryouts to end so I ran away from them and stole the ball and shot 
it from half court. Moonbeam licked my feet just as the ball landed 
in the cup of milk at the other end of the court.

 

Dad would get so mad when Moonbeam chirped that he’d go to 
Subway and eat three Italian BMTs with only mayonnaise

Later he’d vomit on Moonbeam and Moonbeam would roll 
over. 

Moonbeam would call the fire chief and the fire chief would 
stand in our hearth with a broom and dad would laugh because 
Moonbeam didn’t know the fire chief and had only dropped a stick 
in the hearth

Moonbeam asked me how to use a phone and then rolled over.
 

Chirps was a show on television because Moonbeam sold the 
television rights to the fire chief

The stick didn’t know anyone in Hollywood, but a rich man put 
an ad on craigslist asking for a lifelike looking object similar to a 
stick and my father called him up and vomited on the telephone 
receiver and the rich man from Hollywood was drunk and said, 
“Okay, let’s make it,” and my dad was a consultant for the project 
and the first day my father brought the stick to the rehearsal and 
threw it at the actor playing the guy who puked on the telephone 
and the director thought the fire chief was very natural in front of 
the camera and said, “Roll that again from the top.” So my father 
threw a stick all day at a guy pretending to be him and then three 
months later the show was finished and the first episode aired in 
my father’s closet. My father drew a television on the back wall of 
the closet and Moonbeam snuck in and began chirping at the stick 
my father had drawn inside the television on the back wall of the 
closet.
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If a bird was on fire the smoke would be jealous of feathers

I played my father and substitute dad in a game of tetherball. I 
beat them both. For my victory I made them kiss and promise not 
to forget my mother’s birthday.

 

Moonbeam came home one day and there was a purple lollipop 
stuck up his ass

I pulled it out and Moonbeam rolled over and I fed the lollipop 
to a bird up the chimney and Moonbeam was mad he didn’t get to 
eat the lollipop, “Chirrup chirrup.”

As I became more mature I noticed chirp history textbooks leaking 
out the lunch lady’s beak lines

At school there was a soft serve machine. I begged for an hour 
in my study hall and ended up with ninety-three cents. Ice creams 
were a dollar. I said, “Claire, give me ninety-three cents worth.” She 
looked at me and her stomach grew exponentially. I couldn’t help 
but stare. She watched me stare. I said, “Don’t mind my eyes.” She 
said, “Get that seven cents.” I said, “My eyes don’t mean anything. 
I think you’re better looking than my father.” She stuck her head 
under the soft serve dispenser and pulled the lever. It smeared her 
face. She didn’t open her mouth. Her face filled up. After twenty 
seconds she let go of the lever and put her face on counter. I put my 
ninety-three cents down. There were no spoons. I used my fingers. 
This did not make her feel good about herself.

I want to eat charcoal smudge

My father never takes me to Subway because the last time he 
brought me I asked for charcoal smudge on Italian parmesan bread 
with vinegar and mustard.
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Imagine if Dads didn’t have asses and legislation was passed 
forcing single males with no offspring to dispose of their own ass 
wastes on their own property…there would be a lot less shit in the 
street

Moonbeam rolled over on the sidewalk and there was shit and 
my dad took my baseball glove and tried to shoot Moonbeam.

 

Our whole house was made out of chirps

Moonbeam was rolling over and fell off the kitchen table. I 
laughed because I thought he broke his neck.

 

I looked up the chimney and I think I saw the lunch lady’s beak 
lines and her eyes said, “Please touch me again,” I checked my 
pockets for ninety-three cents, but I didn’t find any so I shrugged 
and she said, “Shhhhhhh,” and reached for me.

My ex-girlfriend called and said, “I’m eating microwave dinner 
at my mother’s house.” I told her she’s lucky my dad didn’t marry 
her mother making what we did incest. She hung up.

 

The lunch lady owned three cul-de-sacs in our town and had toll 
booths on each of them

I once rode my bike to one of them and asked if the lunch lady 
was home and the toll booth operator said, “She doesn’t actually 
live here.” I said, “Oh,” and began riding off.  The toll booth yelled 
after me and said, “You still got to pay the toll.” I turned around 
and gave him pictures of my father’s ass.

I once punched my neighbor for saying my dad had an ass

The neighbor apologized and said, “You’re dad doesn’t have an 
ass. My dad has an ass.”
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Moonbeam’s eye turned bright yellow, swollen, and rotting and 
he couldn’t roll over or blink anymore

The vet said, “He has an ingrown toenail.” This didn’t sound 
right. My dad asked how much. The vet held up seven fingers. My 
dad pulled out his wallet and gave him seven dollars. The vet shook 
his head and said, “Seven thousand.” My father walked out of the 
office, to the parking lot, where he got my baseball glove out of the 
backseat. He brought it back to the vet’s office and pointed it at 
Moonbeam. Moonbeam rolled over. The vet screamed. 

I hid pictures of my dad’s ass in a bible

The bible created a flickr account and put the pictures on the 
internet.

 
Remember how there was that body floating in a puddle on the 
sidewalk out in front of our house and Moonbeam was sniffing it 
and I kind of ignored it and closed the blinds and we had sex for 
a minute or so and I said, “Let’s buy tickets to Universal Studios 
and have sex on the rides and it’ll be alright because my dad didn’t 
marry your mom and create incest in our sexual relationship.”

Then Universal burnt down and the fire chief brought a rope 
to drag the body away and Moonbeam chirped because he didn’t 
recognize the fire chief and the fire chief didn’t know dogs could 
chirp and many members of the press were sticking microphones 
in the fire chief’s face because he apparently was the person who 
burnt down Universal and they all wanted to know why he did it 
and he only pointed to me standing in the window and I waved. 
The press didn’t understand and watched him attach the rope to 
the back of the fire truck to take the body away and before he left 
he pointed at me again and said, “If him and his girlfriend aren’t 
going to have sex in Universal then no one should.”
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And when the body was pulled away I felt lonely

Later I saw the fire truck driving around and it was dragging a 
wet stump.

 

A school of malformed rainbow trout nipped at our mailbox

My father pointed my baseball glove at them, but missed and 
could only hit the mailbox post. Moonbeam wanted to chase these 
fish, but knew better and at some point I began wishing we had 
two baseball gloves so me and my father could play catch instead 
of trying to shoot my dog.

 

Remember how you never know it’s coming until it’s there and 
when it’s there you forgot about all the times it wasn’t there

The television show became a hit and we invited the neighbors 
over and took off our shirts because it got hot in the closet when 
it was crowded and our neighbors were confused and said they 
left their dial-up internet on and had to turn it off so they left and 
missed how the fire chief called my dad and my dad vomited on his 
phone and the fire chief got thrown at my dad’s head. My neighbors 
eventually moved to Miami 90 years later.

 

Imagine if Moonbeam had a social security account

I’ve been calling him for hours and forgot he was deaf. Days 
passed. I realized on the third day he was on the porch next to 
me sleeping. This made me upset so I blew up my mailbox. I sent 
some pieces to my mother. I wanted to remind her she has three 
fingers. I think my mother has four fingers or more. It doesn’t 
matter. My dad has a steering wheel up his ass. I told him this, but 
his voicemail vomited into my receiver and I wasn’t a celebrity so I 
couldn’t turn it into a television pilot.
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My grandfather kept calling to tell me he couldn’t swim

I went through old baseball cards to find ones that looked like 
Grampy. Most of the cards were damp and had stupid trivia about 
the time they forgot to wear socks on their date with my substitute 
mother. Sometimes my grandfather goes to the city and brings his 
baseball glove and it digs into his hip while he eats steak.

 

For a long time my substitute father forgot he had arms and would 
think someone else was hitting me and this made him angry so 
he’d kick his own ass

I always felt bad for him when he finished and I would feed him 
Advil after Advil as he ate little bits of whiskey.

 

I don’t know where my mother kept the definition for ‘veranda’

After he finished both bottles, the whiskey and Advil, he’d 
stick a steering wheel up his ass and try and drive himself to bed. 
Mother would always call my father and he’d come over and staple 
my baseball glove to one side of substitute dad’s head and sew the 
steering wheel to the other side of his head.

 

I always pretended to be interested in the raspberries

Moonbeam and I would walk down to the donut shop and eat 
out of a dumpster. Dad would pick us up when he came to get a cup 
of coffee to sober up substitute dad.

 

This is the mouth of someone’s ass

My dad was tired. He wouldn’t even wait to get home before 
he went to sleep. He’d pull over and put the car in park and tell 
Moonbeam he’d throw him into oncoming traffic if he didn’t stop 
moving. Then he’d lean back and try to fall asleep. Sometimes 
he’d ask me for my sweatshirt because he was cold. Other times 
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he groan, bite the steering wheel, start the car, and drive home, 
cursing at Moonbeam. Moonbeam was deaf by that point.

 

This is a makeshift lawn chair where my pets buried our power 
tools

Moxie wished we had named him Mozart and was forever 
pissed. I told him, “You don’t want that curse.” Moxie barked and 
shit on my pillow. I went to get my baseball glove. Moxie ran out of 
the house into the street. Cars did not swerve. They did not stop for 
days. I looked out on the road for 39 hours before the traffic slowed 
and I could take my shovel and bury Moxie.

 
Bird were cheap pets

I think the first three years out of my womb my father bought 
me over a hundred birds and I kept sticking them in the muffler of 
his green Chevrolet Impala. At first he thought it was funny and 
would pull them out and toss them on the roof. After a while he got 
tired of it and let them pile up inside the pipe.

 

Hundreds of popsicle sticks marked the birds I stuffed up my 
dad’s car’s ass

For each bird I made a memorial grave marker and hung it from 
the tree out back. As I got older the names faded. The names didn’t 
mean a lot. I named all the birds either Tom Brunansky, Butch 
Huskey, or Dante Bichette. I scribbled weird shapes or trivia on 
most of the popsicle sticks. When all the writing was gone I burnt 
down the tree and all the memories of the birds. Moonbeam rolled 
over and barked into the flames, “Chirp, Chirp”

Skipper was lonely when Moxie died

He ran away and days later we found him sitting alone on 
a bridge across town. When we brought him home he seemed 
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to remember why he ran away. As we drove over the spot where 
Moxie was run over Skipper began chirping. When we opened the 
passenger side door he ran away again. We drove to the bridge and 
brought him home again, but he immediately ran away when we 
got home. Substitute dad was annoyed. A few days passed before 
we picked him up, but he ran away again. Substitute dad said he 
was done going to the bridge. I crawled back to my womb to cry. 
We sometimes drive by the bridge. Skipper is still there.

The night my fathers contracted emphysema

Substitute dad and my father once shared a bed. They were 
drunk and held each other. At one point their scruffy chins touched 
and they laughed.

This is my blacktop haircut made of concrete scissors and skinned 
fingers

My black father took me to the barber and I told the barber, 
“Please give me the Lonnie Smith.” My black dad said, “Skates 
baby.” I didn’t understand. The barber said, “Fuck Lonnie Smith,” 
and shaved my head.

 

Mom wrote her history on a Subway sandwich wrapper my father 
left in bed

My womb said, “You had three brothers, but they beat themselves 
up.” One of them gave the other a bloody lip and it never stopped 
bleeding and we had to throw the table cloth out because the other 
two brothers wrapped up the bloody lip when no one else was home 
and I had left the womb alone to do some grocery shopping.  The 
table cloth kept soaking up blood but it didn’t stop flowing and the 
other two brothers didn’t know what to do so they just watched 
television. There was a show about your father on at the time so they 
watched it and laughed when he vomited into his phone and they 
tapped each other on the shoulder and said, “He really does that.” 
The two brothers without bleeding lips kept tapping each other 
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and the tapping got harder until their fingers were all broken, but 
they didn’t stop because it was important that they weren’t the one 
to give in and stop. They continued until their wrists and elbows 
were broken. The bloody lip kept running and the table cloth was 
saturated like breasts on an infinitely pregnant cow. The table cloth 
was dripping all over the carpet. A man selling mosquito repellent 
was at the door. He heard the cracking shoulders and pushed 
open the door. He found my womb in the living room watching a 
man vomit into a telephone. He saw my three brothers deformed, 
freshly preparing themselves to rot. A head full of crimson and two 
trees full of snapped branches smacking each other.

Imaginary secondary drowning machine on wheels

My father told my womb, “I would like to own a fancy car 
someday.” A Ford Taurus pulled up to the stoplight. My father told 
my womb, “I would like to own a Mustang someday.”

 

This is a spacious two and a half foot mattress with in-ground 
sprinklers and a porch

Substitute dad woke up first and punched my father in the face. 
He thought my father had eaten my womb. My father went blind 
and wondered how my mom became such a strong puncher. He 
got punched a second time. This time in the jaw. Teeth fell on the 
mattress and went to sleep. My father took out my baseball glove 
and began waving it. I watched from the balcony. Substitute dad 
climbed up the stairs to watch with me. He didn’t say anything. 
He pretended to be a houseplant so my father wouldn’t shoot us. 
I threw the houseplant at my father. It hit him in the head and he 
wasn’t blind anymore. Substitute dad broke his leg.

 

I told Moonbeam to tell the fire chief that all the stray dogs in the 
city could live at my substitute dad’s house

When substitute dad got home from school there were three 
hundred dogs on the lawn. He didn’t even make it halfway across 
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the yard before they jumped up and began humping his neck and 
shoulders.

 
I ran away from my air-conditioned womb when I was eight.

It was my mother’s birthday. I tried calling her, but her phone 
did not answer. I remembered gluing it down on the counter and 
gluing the receiver to Moonbeam and Moonbeam running into the 
street and my mother’s telephone disappearing. This is why she 
didn’t pick up. This is why I never talk to her anymore.

 
Murmurs of green paint and chipping lawn hedges

A few years later I saw my mother’s reciever on television. 
Someone was vomiting on it. Moonbeam rolled over and most of 
the vomit landed on the live studio audience. I laughed.

 

Sometimes in the evenings you’d see a light come on upstairs and 
substitute dad would be crying

Substitute dad was more and more like a houseplant every day. 
He bought the morning paper only so the floor didn’t get wet when 
someone watered him. He spent most of the day yawning or letting 
Moonbeam piss on him.

 

I sat for hours in the coffee room forgetting I had a bed 
somewhere

Don walked into the break room. I was pouring a cup a coffee. 
Don’s pants were unzipped and his penis was hanging out. I took 
out my phone and called someone. Don’s phone rang. He answered 
it. I threw up on my phone. Don laughed.

 



This is the last telephone wire in the known world and my 
substitute mother used it to call the pizza place and ask if they had 
any leftover boxes

She sent me over on my bike to pick up the leftovers. She knew 
the guy who worked behind the counter. She used to suck his 
doorknob. The boxes were mostly full of half chewed doughs and 
crust.

 
This is mud

I woke up today and my shirt was inside out and I don’t 
remember putting a shirt on before I went to bed. I couldn’t find 
Moxie or Skipper either. I sometimes forget I have a dog named 
Skipper. It is embarrassing. I wanted to shove that information 
into a hole and tell it to forget itself. Then I remember I did and I 
remembered I had worn shirts many times before.

 

I want a big long yawn to eat the rest of my boat and for you to not 
know I live on a boat with my father

Dad got angry when the other kids on the little league team 
came to our house at 3am and threw his canoe into a tree after they 
wrote, “Your Dad has an ass.”

 

A long abandoned, rotten, water pond

The pond flipped over this morning when I woke up because 
my father fell out of bed and crawled to the bathroom where he sat 
on the toilet for an hour. There was a line at the bathroom. My ex-
girlfriend, who spent the night, waited patiently. When my father 
finally came out he was smiling. My ex-girlfriend was scared, but 
she had to go to the bathroom. She entered. Later, she called me 
from the bathroom and vomited into her phone. I looked around 
for a scrap of paper, but there was none. I wanted to write it down 
as a possible scene in my upcoming television pilot. I couldn’t find
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anything so I wrote on the carpet. The carpet already said, “Curly 
paper” and didn’t hold still.

 

Steeple boulevard is falling into my dad’s abandoned, rotten, 
cesspool.

I called my father while I was at work. He said, “I’m on vacation. 
I’m at your sister’s.” All my siblings were dead. The speakerphone 
didn’t work. I had lost my telephone receiver in an office bet. The 
only way to talk on the phone was to staple it to my neck. The other 
kids on the little league team made fun of me because my office 
telephone was orange. They tried to knock it off my neck with 
aluminum baseball bats. My father was still making excuses, “I’m 
in a hole. Your womb is pregnant. I hurt my toe on the baseboard. 
I have to walk around the block a thousand times. We heard the 
neighbors having sex in our ceiling last night. Your womb said she 
wanted to have sex too, but when we tried the neighbors called the 
police. Your sister is ugly. I love her. Your womb is upset because 
your sister doesn’t feel real to her. I keep your sister in a barrel. Your 
sister isn’t your sister. Your womb doesn’t think your sister exists. 
I do not feel bad about calling your sister ugly if she is not your 
sister. I think I will go down to the Spanish little league field. They 
are having an Easter egg hunt. I’ll hit home runs off the basketball 
courts. The game will scatter. They were using a soccer ball on the 
courts. I’ll send you last year’s Easter basket tomorrow. Your sister 
didn’t want it. I have to make Easter sushi. I’ll put warm rice inside 
a cold hardboiled egg. I’m moving around a lot because there were 
cockroaches in the couch. Your womb told me not to sleep in the 
bed anymore after the police arrived. I thought about showing 
your baseball glove to the neighbors. I thought about cockroaches 
all night. I thought about your sister. Your womb told me to stop 
thinking. I ignored her and slept on the carpet. The neighbors put 
their sex back in the ceiling. The other man next door began singing. 
It was three in the morning. Your little league team put their ears 
to our apartment and listened to the sex in the ceiling. They all got 
miniature erections and gave them names—Julio Franco, Dennis 
Lamp, Lloyd McClendon—then traded them with each other like 
baseball cards. I named mine Bruce Hurst. Your womb said she 
wished it was named Craig Biggio. I threw your baseball glove at 
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her. The neighbors upstairs yelled, ‘Jim Leyland’ in unison. I called 
the police and vomited into the telephone. They said there wasn’t 
much they could do. The evening news had pictures of our house 
and my canoe and your womb called her mother and said, ‘maybe 
this is my big break.’ I went to a baseball card shop and asked to see 
all the Craig Biggios. I asked my phone to do an imitation of Craig 
and held it up, but ended up dropping it when I began vomiting. I 
left before the mess began spreading and walked to Subway for a 
mayonnaise sandwich.”

 
Imagine the ocean pressing play on the corduroy melon

You a stupid. Idiot. The ocean don’t have fingers and never been 
read in this story yet.

Imagine waking up and your cousin was a dripping, rotting 
ceiling

There was oatmeal burning in a pot on the stove. There was no 
water in the pot for the oatmeal. Dad forgot to put it in. He bought 
raisins. He left them on the counter. The oatmeal continued to 
burn while my father was off somewhere looking at his ass in the 
mirror.

 
It was a quiet evening.

I was going to lose my virginity after the fireworks, but after I 
got her naked I thought of my father’s ass stuffed full of pet birds 
and I lost my erection. I continued to take off my clothes hoping 
it would return, but when I was fully naked she began screaming. 
My un-aroused penis scared her. She had never seen an un-aroused 
dick. She screamed for five minutes. At some point I heard her 
mother come downstairs. She began putting her clothes back on. 
I grabbed my clothes and ran. I ran naked through the woods. 
Somewhere in the dark forest I found my erection. I finished 
without any thoughts of my dad’s ass. Then I got dressed.
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This—I’m not quite sure.

I bought my dad a birthday present, but I dropped it down a 
crack in the elevator.

 

It was—no, actually it wasn’t

My father began living on an airplane after no one remembered 
his birthday and sent us loving postcards.

 

Yeah, he probably did

“Son, we’ve fucked this up. You’ve fucked up yourself. I’m 
proud of you. Standing on those mattresses, dodging those toilets, 
winking at Moonbeam buried under the refrigerators. I wish I 
could have given you more, but the tub I grew up in cracked and 
fell apart when I was your age. I’m doing better. I’m teaching 
myself lessons. I’ve got a .22 strapped to my head, a urinal stapled 
to my neck, and an aluminum little league bat glue to my tiny dick. 
I haven’t vomited on my phone in months. I feel pretty good. Love 
dad. P.S. your bigger. You’ve always been bigger.”
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