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Every woman out there (and some men too) 
has been in a situation in which you say loudly 
in your head, “I put mascara on for THIS?”  

I came across a small case of utensils at a 
garage sale one day after dressing up for a day that 
wasn’t worth getting out of my pajamas. The case 
on sale for $3 looked dull from use and the cover 
had been torn from travel. A girl, who could not 
have been more than 16, asked if I wanted to buy 
the set. I inquired to see if her father was a whit-
tler. She smiled and said, “No.” 

Her hands went up to the side of her neck 
to adjust her turtleneck. At that point my mind 
reeled at the possibilities. It was the middle of 
summer, this pretty young girl was wearing a 
turtleneck and my mascara was fucking uncom-
fortable and driving me crazy. There was just one 
loose eyelash that I would not stop jabbing me in 
the eye. Then it hit me. “Oh hell,” I thought. “Not 
only was this kid a cutter, but she was trying to 
sell her tools at a garage sale!” I was disgusted and 
quickly bought the set. She looked happy yet a 
little timid as I gave her the $3 she asked for.

When I got home, I created a woman out of my 
old photographs and words, who was being jabbed 
in the eye with one of the girls exacto knives and I 
entitled it “Torture.”

I have no inspiration, I only have reaction and 
my work was born out of nothing but that and 
sheer poverty. Back in 2003, I didn’t have the 
money to afford “real” materials so I was forced to 
improvise. I’d fi nd used canvases at thrift stores 
(that always had Cousin Emily’s fi rst oil paint 
lesson on it) and rummage through clearance bar-
rels for paint and glue at the cheap markets to get 
the basics. After the fi rst layer was done, I’d take 
it apart, destroy something, put it back together 
and then fi nd some trash on the street (perhaps 
yours?) and make art out of it. 

Now, it’s been a few years since I began work-
ing this trash and I can afford better materials, but 
I don’t bother. There is something about the sad 
little abused canvases I fi nd. They have a history, 
a prior life and a story to tell. Each one is a piece 
from someone’s past. Each had a use or was loved 
and lost or tossed aside. 

It’s a Barbie some girl loved and adored that 
became my “Barbie Jesus” piece. It’s a bag of used 
doll heads from a dead grandmother’s home that I 
glued to a used canvas, burnt with a blowtorch and 
covered in acrylic menstrual blood colors.

Perhaps that is why I feel art is trash. It is all taken 
too seriously. That’s why I choose to dig through the 
garbage and roam the streets for my materials. 

Vividly, I remember the day I found the crack 
pipe I used in a recent painting. It must have 
been at least two years ago when I found myself 
downtown outside a Little Tokyo loft building. I 
was supposed to be picking up a friend, but after 
waiting outside for a good 25 minutes, forgot I 
was doing so. After a half an hour I didn’t feel like 
waiting outside so I waited until someone exited 
the securely locked building and tiptoed in after 
them. I think that was my fi rst time being in one of 
those overly industrial living spaces. It seemed to 
be an unfriendly and depressing environment. 

I didn’t have my friends loft number so I aim-
lessly walked around the fl oors calling her until 
my phone died. As a last resort, I went over to the 
mailboxes to see if her last name would show up 
anywhere. No name rang a bell; it must have been 
under a roommate’s name.

But low and behold, in front of me… sitting on 
the mailbox was a large manila envelope with a note 
attached. Being the curious sort that I am, I took a 
peek. The note started off “Dear Crack head…”

I stopped touching it and looked around real quickly, 
I don’t know why… I became very paranoid that either 
this crack head or the writer of the note would see me 
touching what was obviously none of my business. Yet, 
after confi rmation that I was alone I read on.

“My child found your crack pipe in the garage 
by my car, you sick degenerate fuck…” and it 
went on and on for about a page explaining that 
this was a place where kids were present and the 
owner of said pipe should be ashamed of them-
selves for polluting the world with their presence. 

It was a nasty letter to say the least, but this 
note writer was giving the crack pipe back to the 
crack head, which boggled my mind.

I thought for a minute because I usually don’t steal, 
but if I was to yank the bag, would that classify as steal-
ing? I didn’t stick around to answer my own question.

Quick as lightning, I grabbed the envelope and ran 
all the way out of the lobby and down the stairs to 
my car and locked the door. My heart was pounding 
and I was out of breath from fear. “That crack head is 
going to fi nd me…” I thought (which I know is ridicu-
lous, but in the heat of the moment was justifi ed).

It took me close to a year to work it into some 
artwork.  I’d create something and then quickly 
destroy it or I’d show it once or twice, then rip it 
apart and create a new painting. All of my paint-
ings are three or four year old paintings together 

most of the pieces have fl oated 
from idea to idea until the fi nd the 
perfect spot… or someone purchas-
es it before I can destroy it again.

Finally the artwork came 
together with a Starbucks sign I 
swiped (really, I rarely steal… and 
I never lie), a no smoking sign and 
the image of a very classy white 
woman. On a deep, square canvas 
I found at a thrift store, I placed 
the image of the woman and 
in-between her luscious red lips 
and her delicate hands I placed 
the crack pipe almost like a drink. 
Above her went the no smoking 
sign and over the cigarette image 
I placed that crazy looking logo 
with the Beetlejuice Starbucks girl 
on it. It was perfect, for a while… 
until no one purchased it. 

About three months ago, I 
decided to place it in one of my 
exhibitions at the I-5 Gallery in 
Los Angeles but the night before 
my drop-off, I painted the back-
ground from a charcoal ink splatter 
to a vibrant and striking solid red. 

The piece, entitled “Crack” 
sold that day to a middle-aged 
optometrist. I told him that there 
was a good chance that there was 
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A while back, I wrote an article on my  
decade-long love affair with my steam     
cleaner. I received many responses, but 

one stood out from the crowd. This person wrote, 
“Thank you for writing about your steam cleaning 
addiction. I have an obsession with vacuuming.” 
I didn’t get it. I didn’t understand what pleasure 
could be derived from sucking dust into a bag and 
disposing of it. I mean, there is zero satisfaction for 
me in unseen ick disposal, so I wrote this guy off 
and didn’t think of his vacuuming obsession again.

Then I went to a home show where I was cor-
nered by an Electrolux salesman in the fi rst aisle. 
He was straight out of a 1940s movie and even 
threw dirt at my feet to get my attention. I felt like 
I had walked onto the set of the sequel to Tin Men. 
He asked me what kind of vacuum I used at home, 
and he told me about how dust passes right through 
the bag and is thrown all over the house by inferior 
machines. Now, my grandparents were Electrolux 
afi cionados and my dad still uses one of his parents’ 
canister jobbies that looks like it came straight from 
The Jetsons. I know they’re good, but surely my 
12.5 amp black, plastic upright from the discount 
store couldn’t be that bad. So, I skirted the Electro-
lux guy by making some desperate bathroom excuse 
and forgot about vacuums again, mostly.

Over the next couple of months, I found myself 
watching the plumes of dust after I vacuumed. 
Sometimes they twinkled in the sunlight that 
streamed in the dining room window. Other times, 
I found myself having to redust the furniture. I 
even found myself pausing, hearing the Electrolux 
guy’s song-and-dance replaying in my head as I 
handed my little boy another dose of Sudafed.

Then, on a post-Christmas trip through one par-
ticular retailer (I won’t single them out by name, but 
their logo has a large red target on it), I found my 
cart parked in front of an aisle-end display marked, 
“Clearance.” Of course, my senses were enlivened 
by the “C-word” and I took notice. The display was 
stocked with vacuums, and no ordinary jobbies, but 
the kind with “cyclonic action” that promised to 
remove 100 percent of my airborne, carpet-borne 
dust and allergens.  Anyway, this wasn’t the bright 
yellow, uppity British brand of über vacuum, but a 
cleverly crafted knock-off. I was intrigued by its ba-
gless operation because this is the kind of validation 
I love in household cleaning. Just like the murky 
brown water that I extract in the steam cleaner and 
dispose of with creepy delight, I could now give 
myself the eebies after each vacuuming.

So, I bought it.
I brought it home, assembled and plugged it in 

within the hour, and boy, does this thing suck! No, 
it’s the good kind of sucking, the kind that drags 
your runners across the hallway when you try to 
vacuum them. I think that OSHA has guidelines for 
hearing protection for using such a noisy machine, 
but for what I paid I’ll live with hearing the high 

notes a little fl atter. My new friend did a particular-
ly fi ne job on Christmas tree pine needles, too. Ad-
mittedly, I was, well,  sucked-in. I have cats – fi ve 
now (hush, they keep showing up at my door!) and 
a school-ager, so there’s plenty to vacuum. I am 
currently vacuuming the entire house twice a week, 
sometimes more, while reveling in the crap that 
was lying underfoot in my home.

Here’s the fascinating part. Initially, it was 
psychological. This new C-word purchase was 
doing a better job because I got a great deal. Then 
I surmised that maybe I was sucked in (pun not 

intended) by the ability to see a day’s worth of crap 
in the clear, plastic cyclonic chamber. Maybe it 
just seemed like it was working better because the 
stuff wasn’t going into some unseen vacuum bag. 
But, there was more. In the past two months, my 
son’s allergies have gotten better. My perennially 
stuffed-nosed child can actually breathe through 

his nose now, and his consump-
tion of over-the-counter allergy 
medications and decongestants 
has gone down considerably. 
Hooray for cyclonic action! And 
when I vacuum, I am no longer 
enamored with the sparkly plumes 
of dust from the old vacuum’s ex-
haust and I don’t have to redust.

So, to the Bay Area guy with 
the vacuum fetish, I apologize. I 
now understand you and applaud 
your choice of obsession. To the 
Electrolux tin man, you were 
100 percent right, but it didn’t 
cost me $1700 or another gaze 
at your slippery moustache wax 
to improve my home’s airborne 
environment. 

When not in use, my cyclonic 
vacuum and my steam cleaner 
reside in a spare closet upstairs. 
I think there’s a little romance 
going on between them, and I look 
forward to the day that I go to 
retrieve one of them and fi nd that 
they are the proud parents of a 
bouncing baby Dustbuster. n 

This Just 

Sucks!
b y  J e s  A l e x a n d e r

 I could now give 
myself the eebies 
after each vacuuming.
So, I bought it.
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If James knew I was out here, he’d fl ip his shit. Of 
course, if I read a book that was considered a best-
seller or watched anything other than the History 
Channel, he’d fl ip the same amount of his shit.

I picture him waking up in the morning. The spot 
where I usually lie feels cold. I am not asleep on the 
couch with an approved title open on my stomach. I 
am not in the bathtub with aromatherapy bubble bath. 
I am not making him vegan bacon for breakfast.

He’d searches the apartment and then the light 
bulb appears over his head. My absence isn’t the “yes” 
he wanted, but it also isn’t as painful as the “no” I want 
to give him. I am gone and his proposal answered.

I would not have to hear him present another 
goddamned logical argument. We would not have 
to have a civil, even-toned, healthy discussion. I 
would not have to be the one who felt like she was 
about to go insane if I heard him say one more god-
damned word.

It was over. I was locked out. Gone. Goodbye 
James.

Stretching up into the fog is the crackhead’s 
hotel, and I make that my next destination, yawns 
creeping slightly into my breathing pattern. It’s 
formal and ritzy, and I like the smug feeling inside 
of knowing that crackheads meander the hallways 
when no one is checking. 

When I am spit out inside of the hotel, I feel very 
alone. The air is super-cooled to combat the humid-
ity, and there is nothing to warm me. Everything is 
marble and gold. Glittery crystal chandeliers that 
drip from the ceiling. The lights are dimmed to create 
atmosphere, but I feel confi ned in darkness.

As I pass the front desk, I pretend I belong. The 
sleepy-eyed college students at the desk either don’t 
notice or don’t care, and I can’t decide which makes 
me feel more invisible.

The elevator is old, gold-encrusted with curlicues and 
swirls, carvings of angels and leaves and little sprigs of 
berries on twigs. They could be the gates to Heaven…, 
or Hell. Which is why I press the call button.

It buzzes and clunks in an unsafe way. A young 
man in a red and gold uniform asks through the 
black iron gate, “What fl oor, please?,” courtesy 
built into his voice. He is bored, but not tired. He 
tugs open the iron gate to let me in with him.

“Ten.” I like the number. Even, divisible, useful. 
The doors slam shut and the cage clanks defi nitively.

I’ve never been in an elevator with an operator, 
and I am entranced. I did not know they even still ex-

isted. “Going up,” he smiles gently at me, as though 
he can tell I have had a rough night. He presses a 
lever at the door, controlling our ascent.

He has green eyes. I don’t know anyone with 
green eyes and have perhaps never seen one in real 
life. I am staring.

James is still sleeping innocently, having no idea 
that when he wakes up, his heart will be broken. I 
want to convince myself that it’s his fault for even 
asking. Rose petals, white wine, classy dinner, all 
that…he knew that I wanted none of it.

We are silent until we reach the tenth fl oor, approx-
imately an eternity later, and I wonder about elevator 
etiquette. I have stared into this boy’s eyes for nine 
fl oors, and I step into the hallway without a word.

Richly-colored carpet and mahogany tables with 
delicate legs adorn the hall. The expensive, pat-
terned wallpaper is broken up by thick doors with 
shiny gold numbers. The plush carpet smushes 
under my sandals as I make my way to the end of 

the hall, where golden curtains hang to the fl oor, 
framing the twinkling skyline. 

I hide in the thick folds of the plush curtains, 
keeping concealed should a hotel guest happen by. 
Pressing my cheek to the cool glass of the window, I 
take a deep breath. The city sparkles below me and 
I count the blocks and buildings to fi nd my apart-
ment. I can barely make out the grill on our build-
ing’s roof deck in the morning’s pinkening sky.

I wonder if James knows he will never see me 
again. I wonder what he will do with all my things—
if he will leave them for the garbage, or if he will 
donate them to charity.

The city looks so innocent from up high. You 
can’t see dysfunction and crackheads and perverts 
and boys who try to keep you. You can’t see thieves 
like me who embezzle pretty views without paying 
for them. Thieves like me who steal into the night, 
never to return.

I go back down the hall and call the silent elevator 
operator and his loud elevator back to me. Waiting, 
I hear each little tick and clunk, each little bang and 
bump as the old machine comes to get me.

It feels like the doom in between James’ ques-
tion mark and my lack of response.

The bellboy smiles benignly, “Hello.”
“Lobby, please.”
He nods and does his job, not interfering with 

my trespassing. He is no policeman. 
I move slowly, giving him every chance to protest. 

I avoid eye contact on the chance I 
might lose my nerve. I wrap my arms 
around his neck, moving my body 
closer. He catches my seriousness, 
wiping the perma-smile off his face, 

changing until he is a real person. One of his hands 
fi nds a place on my waist, but the other is operating 
the elevator, so we have to do without it. When I fall 
into him, pressing myself against him, he stumbles 
back  and crashes into the wall off the elevator. I can 
feel the cables tremor.

Maybe he’s tired, but he kisses me back with-
out question. He doesn’t taste like anything, which 
I kind of like. He’s just warm and wet and good. 
Friendly, almost like kissing between girlfriends 
during drunken games of truth or dare. It somehow 
feels okay, wholesome—just me and a stranger, fall-
ing down an expensive hotel.

His hand lets up on the lever to give us more 
time, his other hand exploring the goosebumpy 
skin at the waistband of my corduroys, slipped just 
under the radar, only invasive enough to make me 
want him more, but not creepy or overly-enthusias-
tic so that he scares me off. I almost wonder if he’s 
done this before. 

His fi ngertips are caressing my 
bare skin, and I am surprised by 
their gentleness. For some reason, 
he’s being tender, and I want to 
stop kissing to say thank you. For 
once, someone is kissing me. 

I am surprised by how sexual 
my inhale sounds — bouncing off 
the walls, replaying over and over 
so that I want to throw myself back 
into him and feel his fi ngers tickle 
me familiarly. A blush runs its 
course all over my body, heating 
me in the air-conditioned icebox. 
I dart my eyes to the fl oor.

My lapse makes us both a little 
shy, and so he clears his throat 
and presses harder at the lever, 
moving a little faster to the lobby.

Neither of us talk, and I don’t 
have the desire to. When we hit 
bottom at the lobby, he opens 
the door for me, smiling his calm 
bellboy smile. 

The sky is whitening out of its 
sunrise pink as I emerge from the 
hotel. The world is waking up. 
Cars begin to fi ll the street; Star-
bucks fl ips its lights on; the bums 
on the corner are awake shaking 
their change cups.

The old man at 7-11 is replaced 
by a yawning lady with a potbel-
ly. Light pours out of apartment 
windows into the street. I ascend 
the hill, dazed from kissing and 
not sleeping. I need food. I need 
water. I need home.

The door buzzer belches sound 
into the street, and I immediately 
want to take it back. I imagine 
catching the sound waves in a 
net before they reverberate into 
James’ ears. I contemplate run-
ning, like I’d tried in the fi rst 
place. But it’s too late now.
He is at the door, rubbing his 
eyes, “Where did you go?”
“Out.”
“When?”
I push past him to get inside.
“What’s this?” his eyes are 
wide, seeing me. He pulls a 
piece of lint from the sleeve of 
my shirt. n

 

lint

As I pass the front desk, 
I pretend I belong. 
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THE STUFF
1)     Emo 
Or should I say grunge without the soul or punk without a point. Bands like 
Sum41, Blink 182 and Good Charlotte appear to be grunge cover bands with a 
pop appeal. Much like heroin they are a guilty pleasure music listeners should 
avoid at all costs. I know because I’m currently hooked on Fall Out Boy. 

2)  The Butch-Lesbian-Rock-Star Haircut 
David Bowie has it now. Rod Stewart is the trend’s spokesperson.  Metallica 
decided to get it as a group, but only Elton John has an excuse for having it. 

3) “The Best of You” Song and Video 
Maybe this Foo Fighters song would have never happened if Kurt was still 

alive. But he’s not and you’re forced to ask yourself, “Who in the 
hell does Dave Grohl think he is?” 

4) The Cover Song
Tori Amos covered “Smells 
like Teen Spirit”. No comment 
necessary. 

5) The Spice Girls 
They hit the scene with 
movies, merchandise and not 
that much talent, but with 
maximum exposure. It was like 
Beatlemania. Then we came to 
their senses.  

6) Fred Durst’s 
Tattoo 
Yes, the lead singer of Limp Bizkit 
has a tattoo of Kurt Cobain and 
Elvis Presley over his heart. And 
as horrible as that is to think 
about, that’s not as bad as…. 
Nevermind that’s disgusting. 

7) “With the Lights 
Out” Box Set 
(Nirvana’s lost material) 

It cost me fi fty bucks. The com-
pilation contained a lot of un-
heard material. Courtney Love, 
Dave Grohl and Krist Novoselic 
fought for years in court over it. 
But I’m not bitter because it was 
worth it.

8) Hollywood Blondes 
Paris Hilton. Jessica and Ashlee Simpson. Christina Aguilera. 
Britney Spears. All these blonds are driving a lot of perfectly sane 
people insane. Someone with as shaky a psyche as Kurt’s could not 
have handled the praise of such non-talent. 

9) Corporate Embrace 
During a concert where tickets were seventy bucks for an over 
hyped and overrated show, I look up to see a banner that says 
“Here we are now. Entertain Us.” I left and Cobain’s spirit 
thanked me.

10)  If you read you’ll judge 
(Kurt’s published journals) 

Spirit cursed me a week later when I walked into Barnes and Noble and 
bought his journal. He says at the very beginning to never print it if he gets 
famous or dies. Too late! 

11) MTV 
After Cobain’s death (which they milked), MTV has slowly turned into a 
corporate sponsored non-music playing, fad instigating, realm of life devoid 
of reality. Nevermind…he saw it coming. 

12) Courtney Love 
In the last twelve years her exploits have been well documented and talked 
about so I’m not going to say how disgusting she is. Just thank God Kurt 
didn’t have to be here to watch the train wreck called her life. Sadly, we, the 
living do. Rest in peace Kurt and grunge. n

Rest in 
peace Kurt 
and grunge.
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LAJ: How is the recording session coming 
along?
Kline: Great. I can barely contain myself.

LAJ: Any track you are particularly excited 
about?
KK: Yeah, one called “In Your Skin”. I am work-
ing on it with producers Eddie Galan and Sean 
Alexander. It’s going to be amazing, amazing, 
amazing.

LAJ: Do you prefer live performances or working 
in the studio?
KK: I’d have to say live. I am a people person 
and I love sharing music and emotions and 
watching responses.

LAJ: Are there any crazy fans at these shows?
KK: I have had a couple, but nothing too crazy 
or over the top yet. My fans are very supportive 
and true blue and die hard.

LAJ: Any shows coming up?
KK: Well, right now we are auditioning for the 
band…the previous one didn’t work out so we 
are looking for people…and within a month or 
so we will be ready.

LAJ: What person has been the most exiting to 
collaborate with?
KK: Everyone brings something different. I 
am honored to work with such talent and 
people who represent great music. They are 
all so passionate…I am blessed.

LAJ: Have you met anyone in LA that you 
looked up to?
KK: In New York I did…Clyde Davis…what he 
has contributed is amazing.

LAJ: What’s the best perk of living in LA? 
KK: I love it out here. LA has been good to me. 
Good people. I can’t complain. In my hometown 
(Graham, Texas) there are less than 10,000 
people, so it is a change. Not to complain, but I 
do prefer a little change in weather. 

LAJ: What artist are you listening to these days?

KK: Everyone from Alicia Keys to Sheryl Crow. 
And I love all the legends too like Led Zeppelin 
and Tina Turner. I also listen to singer/song 
writers like Rob Thomas.

LAJ: What radio station do you do you like?
KK: I listen to 98.7 the most.

LAJ: Did you enjoy the song “It’s Kinda Hard 
Out Here for a Pimp”? Was that your pick to 
win the Oscar?
KK: I didn’t watch the Oscars…not glued to the 
TV. I’m sure the songs were amazing but I’m so 
focused. If it is not the Grammys, it is tough to 
watch.

LAJ: Do you have any grunge infl uences?
KK: I love Nirvana. Is Pearl Jam considered 
grunge? Anyway, I love them both. 

LAJ: Do you have any favorites on American Idol 
this year?
KK: I love Kelly Pickler. Her innocence and 
vulnerability is great. Also the grey-haired guy 
(Taylor), he is so much fun and passionate and 
soulful and it’s great to watch him move. I dig 
his voice and performances.

LAJ: Did you like USC or Texas in the Rose 
Bowl? 
KK: I have to support Texas…absolutely. I was 
thrilled when they won. I come from a long line 
of football fans.

LAJ: Are you single? Dating anyone?
KK: I am pretty much single. Right now I am 
so focused. I have been in so many relation-
ships and you have to give a lot and for now I 
have to be focused.

LAJ: Anything you would like to add?
KK: Main thing…I feel blessed to have an op-
portunity to inspire other people. If you believe 
and put in hard work it pays off. n

Travis Perkins is the monthly entertainment and sports editor 

at the LAJ. He can be contacted at travis@losangelesjournal.

com.

Kim Kline QA
Interview with pop singer
b y  T r a v i s  P e r k i n s

A  new unsigned talent is hitting LA clubs and recording studios. Unsigned and new, but 
not for long. Kim Kline, a down to earth girl from a small town (Graham, TX) two hours 
west of Dallas, has already caught the attention of major record labels while earning 

fl attering reviews. 

In an era comprised of manufactured songs, artists and images, Kline’s sincerity should be 
welcomed with open arms. If the grunge explosion of the early 90s left any impression, it’s 
that the music is what really counts. However, Kline’s breath-taking looks and long, blond 
surely won’t raise any complaints

Currently, Kline is collaborating with co-writer/producers Eddie Galen and Sean Alexander who 
have worked with artists such as Nick Lachey and Jesse McCartney. Also, the training Kline 
received under the tutelage of Ron Anderson, a major infl uence on trademark bands like the 
Rolling Stones, Janet Jackson, and No Doubt, almost guarantees her place on the road to fame.

“Well, no. I guess you wouldn’t,” I muttered, 
my excitement dampened with her curt, but 
realistic observation. 

“You could have a real dog,” she pleaded, “if 
you weren’t so stubborn and moved out here.”

“Well,” I said, “I’ll just have to enjoy my ‘pre-
tend’ dog by my old stubborn self.”

“Don’t go all sad and sorry for yourself on 
me,” she said. “You know what I mean.’

“Yeah. I know,” I said. “Grow up. Right?”
“You said it, not me,” she laughed. 
I knew she always wanted me to be someone 

or somewhere different, but she kept calling and 
seeing me anyway. If I could mint how many 
times she’d said “Grow up,” I’d be a billionaire. 

I have grown up, I thought. I like my life just 
fi ne. It’s safe, secure and pathetically termi-
nal. Except for my nightmares. They may leave 
me sweating in terror, but they’re consistent, 
predictable and more painfully present then 
anybody I’ve known dead or alive. 

She kept hoping I would change. She was like 
that, full of faith and seeing the good in people. 

“Why don’t you come stay with me this 
weekend?” she invited. “We could take Springer 
to the lake, go fi shing and camp out at Crescent 
Cove.”

“Sure, but I’ve got to work Saturday morning. 
I’ll drive out in the afternoon. Maybe we could 
get in a little hook and sinker Sunday morning.”

“I guess that will have to do,” she said curtly. 
“See you then.”

“Later,” I said and hung up. 
Truth be told, I could only handle being with 

Annie for a day, two max. Something about her 
always made me feel inadequate, like I was lack-
ing some prime ingredient for her stew.

I looked at the chair and saw the dog had 
fallen on the fl oor. I picked it up, brushed it off 
and found myself staring at those eyes again. 
They seemed to hold me like a voodoo curse. 
I shook myself free and placed it by the wall, 
under the window with the dirty blinds that I 
never open.

 
It’s been just over a year since I started work-

ing at the dump. Annie fi nally got smart and 
left me alone. I hear she’s hooked up with some 
organic strawberry farmer who loves the country 
and has lots of “real” dogs. I’m still living in the 
same immaculately disastrous apartment, enjoy-
ing a Sunday to myself and reading the paper. 
The stuffed dog I found last year is still laying 
under the window, sagging a little more in the 
midriff, obediently collecting dust. I pick it up 
now and then, whenever I need a good shot of 
collected misery.

I’d just put down my cup of cold coffee when 
an ad caught my eye. 

WANTED. NIGHT DRIVERS. NO EXPERI-
ENCE NECESSARY. WILL TRAIN. REFERENC-
ES REQUIRED. CALL SEASON’S MORTUARY. 
639-4518. 

“Well now,” I said out loud. “Talk about a 
dream job. I think I’ll call them fi rst thing in 
the morning.” n

continued from PAGE 19
























