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A REGULAR P ARADISE 
Matthew A. Ricke 

I pass by a teenage girl wrapped rightly in a white sarong. 
Sh it at the water's edge and gather clump of wet and in 
her hand , ifting it co grain . Her vertebra ext nd our through 
h r brown d kin lik a gorhic arch, and h r h er ar bru hed 
cl an by ch mall waves of ch lowly approaching rid . Th 
war r i ri ll coo cold co wim, bur a f; w childr n pla h around 
h r in th urf and ch lih guard up ch bea h pr r nd co pay 
act nt1on. 

B hind m bik r 
Aatt n d and b 

loudly along ch narrow trip f 
hoc l and ch boardwalk. Ar th 

Main tr r ramp th y roll up and onto Arlanti Av nu 
wh i h run ch I n ch of Daye na B a h. I h llow th m and 
am in tanrl a part f th thing Bik k rowd lar and 
d t rrnin d t t m wh r fa t but wh r I d n t kn w. M 
old II r om mat J and I park d in a a ant I t ju t d wn 
th tr t lase ni hr.~ I pt in th b d f hi rru k und r pil f 
'f- hirt and j an t k p warm. At dawn a pa in man tapp d 
m n th h t n d aid Tim t t up. I r an d and r 
but h n . Y: \ nin It t d th tar in th fr hi , pa d 
r ad a it t ti d n m t n u . l r a th i k and al m r tan i b I · 
bl k ii bu bbl n1 r d fr n, th a phalt and h n I h pp d 
d wn r tr t h I p pp d th m p n with m bar h t. 

Lat umrn r [ h d th kid t ch niJ h m h 
t p p th bu661 if th c nt d. 111 hri k d at fir t 

rri d ab ut burnin r P rn1 n nt di an n · th 
r t u h '- nd un 2 d. Ir ffl rn1n ur r a m h 1 

ll111 fr h '-ir 6 • T n JTIU Lit d fil 6 I. 
in id 11 6 I'd th m th t1 n 
r d r n1 7h Od i h 1n r c tt n Bibi ud irh Mr. 
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MATTHEW A. RicKE 

Jim, the poorly dressed man who owned the facility. 
"Bible or Odyssey?" I asked once back inside, slipping on my 

hairnet to enter the kitchen. "Because Mr. Jim is here." 
Samantha Byrd, the new girl, colorless in the cheeks and 

with the palest blue eyes, asked, 'What's The Odyssey?" Her 
head was visibly dented, planed like the roof of a house at 
forry-fiv degre ; no doubt she wa hit or dropp d repeatedly 
a an infant. I wa n't allowed co read their ca fil , but quickly 
no ugh I'd I arn d chat if I r ally want d an w r , the body i 

alway I gibl nough. 
What' The Odyssey? I a k d. The Odyssey i th cory of an 

old man named Ody u who' b n crying cog t hon1 co hi 
family for lik rw nry y ar . H lo tat a, v ryon crying co 
kill him all char cuff. I lik it bur it is thou and f y ar old 
o you might find it b ring. 

h d arriv d ch night b for in th ba kofa p Ii ar 1x 
n1 nth pr gnant bur hardly h win . 

Ir ool aid Wair r rny urr nt fav rit . A far b y with 
w i Id AO D h at i n th r n r and r a cl d i i n r r r i n i u f 
National eographi with r Ii i u int n ity. L r f fi hcin 
h aid. 

f c ur rypi al ad Id man c r amancha. L r f n1 
and I c f d u kn w. I aid le pr tt) mu h a ti lik 
ch Bibi nl it ha 1c1n r. 1 h Id it up and 
p int d c ch rud war r I r· a br k n var hip rru lin t 

urrun A in chund rb Ir . I a k d Bibi r dy 
0 ,, aid Wair r. t h r hat J 111 calkin ab ur. 

I id . I kn w ch a c w h c u r c I k i n ab u t 
but u atn t upp cl t b cal kin at II with uc rai in ur 
h nd. 

rr Mr. M. 
D n t rr ju t rai ur hand . H rat d hi hand 

and I aid Y, Walt r. Whc t d u wane? 
an I writ a I ct r t 111 n1 m? 

I it I t r- ritin cin1 ? 
Wi ll th n an I r ad Th Ody ey i ch u? 

I I 

I 

2

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [2006], Art. 43

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol5/iss2/43



HAR PU R PALATE 

"Can you give me a moment of peace?" 
"Can we stop asking questions, Mr. M?" 
"You can stop," I said. "But I'm still waiting for an answer 

. " to mine. 
Samantha was the only one to join Mr. Jim for Bible study. 

They sat at a table in my office where Jim nervously read and 
explained passages from the New Testament. Jesus hung on a 
cross, spoke to his father, wondered where his friends were. 

I read Book Five and to the delight of the kids that sac around 
me in the dayroom, the gods were angry yet again. "Hey Mr. 
M?" said Walter, "How come these gods are always so upset 
about everything? I mean, they know they're gonna live forever, 
don't they?" 

"Walter," I said. I chink it's some sore of ancient god in ide 
jok or omething." 

Jim' pathetically monotonous cone carried into the dayroom 
and di tracted me. Wishing I could lap om color into hi 
ch eks and till retain my job, I pa ed the book on co Wale r, 
who read it with hi u ual dramatic flair-Po idon had ad p 
bloodthir ry voic . Homer oddly enough had a bad Brici h 
a nc. I went ba k into the kicch n to ch ck on lunch. 

Samantha car d blanl<ly at the wall of my offic . Her y 
wer vacant and balli h v n b wilder d. H r hand kn aded 
ch pal blu hire Id given her during lntak . Knotting it cighcly 
only to unti it h u d th urfa ofh r thigh lik an ironing 
board mooching away ch hire wrinl<l with h r palm . H r 
w atpant bor a faint ru t-colored mudg th r idu of 

anoth r girl m n trual blood that n v r am our in th wa h. 
Unawar I gav h r th rain d pant with the blue T- hire aft r 
h d at n the night b for - p anut butt rand j lly ma aroni 

and ch e e 1nilk and an appl - I rv d her at ch tabl in 
th dayroom th food m 11 d natural bur oddly r ril lik a 
dollar bill that had liv d through rh wa h cycl or the ind r 
block walls of rh dayroom after theyd been scrubbed pod 
during chore rim . 

Samantha at mute in my office b ing unnaturally ab orb d 
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MATTHEW A. RICKE 

by the hard wooden chair on which she sat. Christ breathed his 
last and gave up his body; Jim asked, what can we learn from this? 
I'd just learned chat parents in Indiana could have their children 
arre red for being pregnant and under eighteen; apparen cly, 
it is an act of incorrigibility. Simple, efficient, transcending: 
chat God i good I had always taken as a given. Jim mutt red 
nervou ly about et rnal life, but I wanted co a k: do w really 
have chat kind of time? I mean, Lunch is on the way. Ody u 
truggl d on his plintered raft and behind him, Calyp o faded 

away. 'Thing happ n for a reason,' Jim aid. God r a on . 
au e and effi ct you ee?" Samantha mooth d down th hair 

along ch cop of h r head. Sh tucked h r arm in id h r hirt 
and look d out at Wale r a h read. Which r a on ar God 
r a on ? au al icy: I ook d hamburg r a rol · h at from th 
tov fill d ch kit h n. 

I follow ch bik r d wn Arlan ti Av nu and m t with Jo 
at Sc Ila B a h afi' . I ord r a alad and br ad ti k without 
omm nt having liv d through nough abu ar hing fi r 

v g carian option ch night b for . Id a k d ar und fi r a whil 
finall ttlin on a Ii f hit h pizza aft r on co man 
v ndor had a k d ifl wa om cyp ffa t. 

lf b fa t I aid u 1n an v tarian- ch n l 111. 

H tar d at m and lau h d u kin n th nd f hi bla k 
w t 1gar. 

I th u ht h aid tar i n at J . H 111 . n 
u lo th n u r with. H hand d m m li 

with a pap r napkin that didn t I k up t th j b. 

1 n a 
a I n 

H I k d p intin c th i n b hi b ch d u 
r all 11 n1 thin all d th iant Bik r au a ? 

H II h aid with a n d. W ar 
J lb w d m in ch kidn and id u r t 

LL kill d. 
Fiv bu k alt ch r ch v nd r aid. N w chat what 

4
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HARPUR PALATE 

I'm talking about." 
"Yeah, yeah," I said as I paid. 
Joe and I sat down on the curb and he said, "Just try to play 

it safe." 
"Jesus, Nancy," I said. "Just relax already. We,re fighting a 

system here, can,t you see that? A dangerous one. Ies a dangerous 
system, and you just want to let them walk all over us, totally 
reifying my position as the patsy vegetarian and his as the violent, 
bearded, I don't know, sausage-eating biker." 

"But you're wearing a wearer and Converse,» he said. "And 
. ,, 

you are a pat y vegetanan. 
'Oon,t try to ucker me into some ab urd emantic argument,» 

I aid. Just give me a minute of quiet, that' all I ask., 
' Whae emancic about chis argument?, 
'Whae not? I a ked, but the dron of a thousand pa ing 

motorcycle wallowed my word . I tried to make a few more 
point y lling, but unable to hear Jo wav d m off. Wh n I 
fini h d th Ii , I I an d back again t a t I phon pole and 
lo d my y . 

Th dg of Arlanti Av nu b gin to fill with park d bik 
and ar th ir own r trudging toward Main tr t it booze and 
ov r band . Th y pa by t Ila wh r I tab at my alad with 

a pla ti fork. A group of bik r t p obliviou ov r a rain on 
ch d tt d y llow lin wh r Molly Whit blood had pool d 
that n1orning into a pot no larg r than a dinn r plat . agull 
hov r ov r our tabl vu I cur -lik but mor pol it . In ch v n1ng 
h at ch air abov Arlanti Av nu undulat a 1c n 

I h ard it b h r I aw it. 
l bru h d n1y t ch by rh 

111 uch uc wi ch cal war r fr 
id f J tru k ri n in 111 

m a b rel Id p n d th ni hr 
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MATTHEW A. RICKE 

before. Too foul to drink, I poured what was left into the grass. 
Joe was refusing to participate in any hygienic act, citing the 
spirit of Bike Week as his inspiration. When he spoke, his teeth 
were dull and flat, a permanent whitish mo s growing slowly 
outward from the gaps. It happened while I was pouring out 
the water. 

Losing the oncoming traffic in the glare of the morning 
sun, a woman backed her truck into the road. Sheet metal 
is forgiving but loud, and we heard it clearly enough. What 
happened happened with a pop; Molly Whit , thirty year old 
wa thrown from her motorcycl . The bik lid ah ly becw n 
the truck's wheel , coming to a rest in a bed of hydrangea chat 
urrounded a picnic area. I aw the sliding bike and the parks 

a it kidded to a top. I saw th truck yellow and dome tic. I 
aw th hocks compr a th wh el roll d ov r h r body. W 

wer igh t block away. 
A man r am d and I kn w h would di . 
I r ad about it lac r in the n w pap r, a hundr d rim 1n a 

row until I wond r d if Id actually n anything at all. 
Th man I h ard r am wa h r fian ' David. H wa riding 

b hind h r on hi own bik . H hit th tru k too but wa n t 
injur d. Molly lung ollap d and David pull d th driv r 
of ch cru k out by h r hair and kno k d h rd wn with blow 
co th fa . 

Jo ran coward ch n c h Ip but uldn t find ch ourag 
b ch rim h arriv d. 

I cay d b hind and war h d a ch param di and 
poli arriv d· hrill ir n uc through ch damp air and 
ab ncmind dly I mad ch ign f ch ro on my h c. 

I h ard lat r chat h wa ch ixch bik r t di durin Bik 
k although ch man wh cold m chi 111 nti n d chat la t 

ar w mu h wor . Em r n w rk r II t d id n and 
qu ti n d urviv r on tru tin th t r f what happ n d 
and wh . H t I rowd ath r d n th id walk th tr n 
ha in JI d ch m fron1 ch ir r 

111 d riv r f ch tru k at 
111 . 

n ch urb i ch ch p Ii 

6
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HARPUR PALATE 

chaplain. Blood dripped from the gash on her face co the legs of 
her jeans. The body of Molly White was covered with a blanket 
and David sat alone over her corpse. 

They'd been high school sweethearts who went separate ways 
after graduation, finding new lovers, getting married, getting 
divorced. They met again la t year and he'd r c ncly proposed. 

Sixty stitch lacer, the woman driving ch truck cho e not 
to pre assault charg . 

Th polic blamed no one: she Jo t th oncoming traffic in 
the morning sun, and back d h r truck into the road. I op n d 
a n w boccie of war rand cook a ip. Thir cy, piricl , cir d: I 
cak it a a given chat God can do what H lik , bur I alway 
forg t chat H do . Ir rook four poli men and a paramedi 
to r train David wh n hi fian ' wa finally load d into th 
ambulan . 

I gav amanrha h r own loch tow ar at h r h anng. h 
mil d and l ft with m o-work r Kari a round woman with 
urly hair and a y llow onv rribl . Th t p w uld b up on 

rh way to rh ourrhou bur amanrha aid it look d ol 
anyway. 

Walt r a k d m wh that irl wa h r . 
riminal h aid. 

h bur u I k xa cl J i k Al 
Wi II ar ] asr ] m adud h aid. 

h do n r look 

right? 
rt f auromati aJI 

mak m up t. 
h man u r on a fj t r i ht i n at 11 I aid. 

H n cl budd · I d n t kn w wh aman cha i h r . I n1 n t 
u pp d t kn w and i c n t m bu in . Whi h m . n 1 t 1 

d fin it ] not ur bu in and finall - u n d t rai ur 
hand b f; r u talk. 

Wh n amanrha r turn d fr n1 urt l h at d up what wa 
I ft: bak d hi k n r n b an and ran li . I lipp d 

m era n t h r pla ti plat b au ch ch r kid w r 

1 
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MATTHEW A. RicKE 

already playing cards and board games. 
"Thanks," she said, picking at the chicken. "I'm pregnant, 

kn ,, 
you ow. 

"Really?" I asked, acting surprised. "Congratulations." 
"Judge says the only reason I'm here is 'cause I'm pregnant. 

I can go home as soon as I have my baby." 
"Well, congratulations again. Make sure you write us a letter," 

I said. "Just give me your dishe when you're done and you can 
have game time." She pushed her food around the partitions for a 
few minutes, mostly for show, and then he drank her milk. She 
dumped her dinner in the tra h and brought me her place. 

"I'm not really hungry," he said, sitting down on the couch 
and staring blankly out the window. 

As I washed her blue pla tic plat , I wondered wher the 
baby' father wa on a Friday night. H might have gone to h r 
hearing, although they wouldn't hav b en allow d to talk. H 
could have b n older and I gal but h probably didn t know 
Samantha wa here, wearing w atpant and ating waxy chicken 
with a di po able fork. Ab ent a r lativ mayb ven unknown· 
th only thing I f; It for ur wa that h wa not lock d up. At 
nin o'clo k the kid went to b d limbing onto th waterproof 
mater that xhal d a h rim th ir bodi hift d. I mad 
a habit of aying good night to v ryon individually although 
I was oft n ignor d and o a ionally in rru t d in a mumbl d 
whi p r to go fu k my If. But thi wa a g od gr up. WaJr r 
drumming on hi h t with hi fing r , a k d if h ould r ad 
ah ad in The Odyssey. 

Sur thing I aid. 
I want to r ad about th Cy lop . 
'But we air ady r ad that. 

ah h aid. Bue I lik d it. 
Okay but your t hnically r ading ba k th n, not r ading 

ahead. 
'Word word word he aid di mi iv ly. 'Good night 

Mr. M.' 
I turned off th hallway light and pau d out id Samantha 

167 
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room, where she sat on the bed with her hands in her lap, smiling. 
In the dayroom, the spotless tables reflected the few bars of 
fluorescent lights we left hining after lights out. The kitchen sink 
was filled with ticky bowl of half-eaten chocolate ice er am, 
half-eat n becau it ta t d like the indu trial pla tic buck t that 
it came in. I Ii k d on ch motion detector char hung above 
the hallway of bedroom and all d our a final goodnight. Th 
day nd d lik chi : Samantha aid h d me tomorrow and 
I wand r d ba k co my offi wh re I op n d ch window and 
at in ch ooling br ez char rri kl d through ch r n. 

On Main tr r w r cu k in a lin of p d crian all of 
u u king down ch hau t furn chat waft ov r ch poli 
bl kad char parac ch id walk from ch bik -fill d tr r. 
M I ar hau c d fr n1 walkin all day b ing capp d awak 
in ch Id m rnin unri b a di app aring crang r· my b d 
unk n nfu d and b ffl d. I rru I t pu h m wa rhr u h 

ch r wd and udd nl ch r a h II w a pa b cw n cw 
buildin a II cw I f; c quar · I withdraw n1 b d from 
ch nakin rn ich a p p and it nan mpry barr I. 

rn h thi pa ha n unu d ha n rb n ld.171 
il n . 11 th m r rwh Im in b au h r th r 

t b and pr babl rli r a 't d u nt tribuc band. r 
w 111 n ll i n b r i ch A r tap d n th i r n i pp I rt r 

f . I i n m n rub bi n h u Id r ch I u r h d f; r a rd i n 
p rh t tin1 t th Aa h f th ir am r . l n m thi pla a 
an cuar . 

A n1 n app ar n tr n1 with a ta k f n lry hundr d 
d llar bill. Hi t p rt a p1 cur f J u and a pct h chat 
a Ridin for th on. [h bill ar i nti and f; Id din h If. 

H he nd th 111 ut t pa r b plainin th tit a fr ifr 
ch at i 11 l t f; r c r n i ry n d a w h I 1 t m r . 

hri cian bik r I hi p r c J . Ridin f; r ch n. 
Wh r d u chink ch r rid in t ? 
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MATTHEW A. RICKE 

"I d " h unno, e says. 
"Does Jesus tell him where to ride?" I ask, rubbing my chin. 

((I mean, specifically. Does Jesus give directions?" 
"Why don't you ask him?" 
"Okay, well who's more reliable," I start. "Rand McNally? Or 

the Christ?" I light a cigarette and rub my chin again. "How 
long do they have co ride?" 

« £tern i ty." 
«And a whole lot more, I gue s." I approach th man and 

ask for a piece of the fake money. Next to Franklin' portrait, 
in the tiniest print, is a pared gospel story. Chri t i born of a 
virgin, crucified, and rises again. B t to leave out all hi loser 
friends, I uppose. Bur hi mother made the cut. She at at the 
foot of his cro , after all, bathed hi body with cent d water 
and placed him in the tomb. And it was her body that carried 
the boy, pushed him our, and expelled the lick and bloody 
creature into a manger omewhere and once upon a time. Th 
man di tribute the evangeli ti ca h and th tr t begin to 
fill with the crumpled bill . I wonder who if anyon will clean 
up the me . 

When it late enough to drink, w rand up and aim our 
bodie coward the one bar that eemed a if it wa n t entirely 
dependent upon the angry raci t biker to cay in bu ine . The 
crowd on Main Sere t have thinned and hift d· pedestrian have 
found th ir bik and hav join d the rui lin which grow 
louder and den er a the ky dark n . Salty moi cure garh r at 
the peak of treet lamps ob curing the yellow b am · randing 
on crates above the crowds, half-naked women ell cheap beer 
at five dollars a can; college boy on Japanes port bikes offer 
rides to every girl they pass, and the police gather at inter ections 
to complain about the noise. Joe, because he doe n t know how 
else to say what's on his heart, pats the Christian biker on the 
shoulder as we pass. 

At Piggy s Saloon, we stand apart from the crowd to observe. 
The bar is more like a fenced-in outdoor pavilion, the size of a 
gymnasium, and there's barely room to walk between the bodies 

169 
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HAru>uR PALATE 

that crowd the floor. By my count, there are ten cages in which 
lingerie-clad women struggle to look sexy as they move to songs 
chat were never meant to accompany dancing. 

"Is chis Black Sabbath?" I ask. 
"Nope," he says, cracking open a Busch N/A, the remnant of 

an adolescent pact he'd made with God stipulating abstinence in 
all rhings-"Ir' the Nuge," he says. "'Stranglehold.' Again." 

The closest dancer, brun tte and wearing pink, has a system 
in place. She does the same move over and over again. The man 
hold a dollar in hi mouth, and he beats his face to hell with 
her enormou brea ts, snagging the ca h in her cleavage. 

'That girl looks like Heather," Joe says. "She looks just like 
Heather." 

You want me to buy you a dance?" I a k. "You know, get 
your ar boxed by a gigantic pair of tits char remind you of your 
fianc 'e' ? Ir only Bik W k one a year." 

No I can't do char. Ir not right ' he say . Im ju t going 
to watch h r dan for a whil . He wand r off to ch clo e t 
bar tool wh re h it down and pr t nds to can th crowd. At 
ch front of th pavilion a poclighc hine on the DJ booth. 

W do chi v ry night th DJ ay . It tradition o pl a 
ing along. H wav an Am ri an flag back and forth and one 

of ch ag girl mom ntarily fr d of her ag duti wrap 
h r If in a a-gr n he t and hold up a fak torch. om on 
pre play. 

God Bl the U.S.A. L e Greenwood I chink although 
for all I know it ould b ch Nug again. A i w people ing 
along rai ing th ir beer high abov th ir head . The girl don t 
top dancing and if anything they eem to b making more 

money. I pot a guy trying to pa one of rho fake hundred 
dollar bill a a tip and I chink truly deeply-God Bl ch 
U.S.A. Th anth m fad out and anoth r pow r ballad about 
lov gon awry b gin to r am from the p ak r . I piphanize: 
chi ong and the DJ ar one in the ame: he wearing vintage 
Nike long hair tight jean and a Sreeler windbreaker-th 
ong ports a birchin' guitar solo a double bas drum, and a 

170 
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MATTHEW A. RJcKE 

section in the middle chat seems co be a conversation between 
the lead singer and the devil-they're both so tremendously 
behind the times chat they've inadvertently fallen right back 
into being hip. After a few more songs, I find Joe and cell him 
I'm heading back co the truck. 

In the dim light of the streeclamps, I can't cell the difference 
between the shine of the fresh asphalt and the darker tint left 
on the road by Molly White' body. Or maybe I'm just in the 
wrong spot and I'm watching the traffic drive over an altogether 
different, meaningless stain, because gasoline will discolor 
pavement, coo. But no, chis one's the size of a place, and it doesn't 
se m co have spread. Bikers have the chicke t blood, l'v h ard; 
they live in the wind and they drink the rain. 

I walk clumsily, my legs trembling and weak. I know Molly 
White walked chis morning, coo, if only co her bike, but how 
different were our bodie ch n? The un ro e and w both 
tumbled, ojourner , from leep into the re cendo of ch 

morning light. Her body lie brok n om wh re, ch ixch biker 
co di chi w k. Half a million more crui e round Daytona 
Beach, and David, ch ex-fiance its omewh r and wait for 
omeching. To go home? To collect her body? To gee ch joke? 

In the new pap r, he aid he lo tit. He watched Molly di and 
h lo t it. He punched chat woman in ch truck until hi hand 
broke and then he fell on the ground and cried. Th chaplain 
offer d hi rvic . Som one I offi r d a c II phon . H didn t 
chink chat any of it was real. Until four police offic r pull d 
him away, he at on the ground and moan d. 

This i what / know to b r al: Molly Whit i lying on 
he t metal; h r kin i i . I will g ton a plane in the morning 

and go back co Indiana. Jo will n v r cell hi fian e about 
th danc r chat looked like h r ch one he watch d for hour . 
Tuer wa a girl chi afternoon, no older than ixt en, sitting at 
the edge of the water ifting handful of wet and through her 
hands. Oidn t a tranger couch my foot chi morning, while I 
lept in the truck? I try to map out the e moments in my h ad, 

a constellation to chart the po i tions of one to another, casual 
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or causal connect-the-dots, I can't decide. Giant, fake hundred 
dollar bills are swept up by the breeze and are carried into corners 
and doorways, under cars. I reach the truck and lay on the hood, 
smoking cigarettes and watching moths bat themselves to death 
against the glass shell of the streetlights. They fall slowly. 

At the airport in Daytona, I sit at a bar to wait for my flight. I 
order a club soda and drink it slowly, smoking, trying co calm my 
wrecked and throbbing stomach. The actual flight won't bother 
me, it's just the waiting. The waitress, plump and bored, looks 
like a girl I once knew from the juvenile center. I can't recall her 
name, and I remember her face only because she shared a room 
with Samantha Byrd, the pregnant girl with the sloped head. 

The ice melt in my glas . 
After sh att nded court and I served her baked chicken, 

Samantha went to bed. In the morning, she writhed on th 
floor in pain and bled through her sweatpant . Katie took her 
to the hospital where the baby was expelled from Samantha 
young womb, collected and cataloged by the nur e standing at 
her side. She spent the night in recovery and was cheduled for 
release to her parent the following evening. 

What part if any, she played in the mi carriage I don t know. 
From what Ive heard it's not an ace impos ible to the determined 
mind. While h waited in the dayroom for h r father co coll ct 
her, I gav her back her cloche . I offered her a bowl of ice cream 
or a gla of juice, more for my ake than her becau e I couldn t 
stand to watch her it there looking empty and unoccupied for 
another econd. A lifeless body a crooked head, a broken hand; 
for that punch line we will wait forever. She thanked m but 
accepted neither. 

I wake up, dozing, at the bar in Daytona. The bored waitress 
is standing in front of me, smiling politely. There's something 
beautifully familiar about her face, but her make-up looks like 
frosting on a cake. 
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«Sorry," she says. «rm heading out, so I need co settle up." 
«Sure," I say as I hand her the cash. 
«So, what are you doing here?" 
I k «I' i" as , m sorry. 
«I mean, are you from Daytona or are you leaving 

Daytona?" 
«Oh " I «I' 1 · " , say. m eav1ng. 
«What are you leaving for? This ain't such a terrible place, is 

it?" She collects my cup and ashtray and says, «We got sunny 
skies, lots of young people, beach s, noching's coo expensive-
you know, a regular paradise." 

«Hell," I say, winking. "Maybe I should cay." 
"Oh, I'm just ceasing," she says, capping out the ashtray in 

the crash and tucking her apron into a cubby und r the bar.' I'm 
ure you got people back horn ." 

Waiting is what I'm doing here. 
le isn't until I'm on a plane again, looking down on snow-

covered fields, chat I begin co feel, in any real en e lik I am 
going home. The farmland below is divided neatly into squar 
miles; county roads inter ecc at right angle and the odd clu cer 
of mature trees look more like de erred i land than alvific 
oa es· they are afterthought pain cakingly arranged into ch 
barren land cape that tretche betw n cicie . Im eating a bag 
of pretzel , which urpri ingly nough co ch flight attendant I 
choo e to confront doe n c aci fy my hung r. Iv b n crying 
co read but th motion of chi di count airlin r i unforgiving 
and unrelenting. I can't cay fo u d and my act ntion wand r . 
Lik the night Samantha Byrd w nt horn , and I lo ta gam of 
Jenga co Wale r a boy so a ily di tract d chat h ouldn t writ 
with an ink pen without ruining hi pap r. 

Doe it matt r chat Molly Whit one had a daughter? A 
picture of the two ran next co an interview with David I read 
chis morning in a Daytona Beach n wspap r. A comboyi h girl 
smiling at her mother, brown hair cut close co h r head; she had 
large ears and was in love with horses. Once, the girl lipped 
through her mother's legs and cook a breach. Six years lacer, she 

173 
14

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [2006], Art. 43

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol5/iss2/43



HARPUR PALATE 

died of an unexpected blood infection. One year after that, to 
the day, her mother's body was crushed into the pavement a 
thousand miles from home. 

I read the article closely, but I don't remember the daughter's 
name. I wrote three letters to Samantha Byrd but she never 
responded. Joe and his fiancee indefinitely postponed their 
marriage, and David rode his bike back co Pennsylvania, where 
he lives alone. 

For me, time will treat this like a dream that I'm piecing 
back together, certain that I'll find meaning, moments after 
wakjng. Like a cube of ice wrapped in a clear glass of water, 
it will trecch and pop; crevices will appear and shift; it will 
disappear completely but be cooler to the couch. le will be 
saving, illuminating, anecdotal; something to cell my friend 
or not: I aw a woman die. Give me a minute, and I'll tea e ch 
meaning out. If any god ha marked me out again, my tough 
h art can undergo it. Crucifixion i a y wh n you'r in on ch 
jok . My comach chump and flop , rolling through my gut 
like a mis hapen appl . I am going down, chat ure. Th plan 
hit the tarma and I rand to tr cch my leg . 
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