
THE DESPERATE MEN 
by Jerry Mikorenda

It was all over after tonight – the leagues, the 
regional tournaments, the family nights. 

Gone. 
Jericho Lanes was closing after 

seventy-two years of fully automated service 
to the greater Central Valley region and there 
wasn’t a lick of shit any of us could do about 
it. Not that anyone ever wanted to hear what 
I have to say even when it has to do with 
dispatching buses for the CVTA. 

 “Should’ve stopped those tree-
hugging bastards twenty years ago," says 
Oddie, tapping my arm with a stale meeting 
donut. The sugar dust looked like stars on 
my dark blue uniform shirt. 

"Don't matter much now, does it?" I 
reply, blowing the dust back in his face. 

"Asshole!" he shouts, turning toward 
the front of the classroom. "Fucking asshole!" 

Ah, the town motto. The power 
company can shut your lights off, the bank 
can take away your home, but if you're able 
to call someone an asshole people around 
here think you came out ahead. That's what 
happened with these greenies. No one 
believed all that crap in their pamphlets, but 
no one ever got around to fighting them. 

It’s like we learned today in one of 
those lunchtime supervisory courses 
management makes us take. Life comes 
down to a series of choices; some you make 
and some get made for you. We called the 
huggers assholes and figured it was enough. 
Now those humps got our bowling alley 
condemned and they plan to return the 
whole place to a natural wetland like the 
Jericho never existed. 

"You know there's a freakin' test on 
this?" whispers Buzz Skinner.

Buzz is an old Navy man. He got so 
excited doing deep knee bends and 
mumbling phrases from the Wall Street 

Journal at last month’s session he popped a 
hammy. 

"It's an evaluating form, not a test," I 
say, slapping his shoulder. 

"If it calls for writing something, it's a 
test," says Buzz, lowering his voice even 
more. "Think you or D.D. could fill it out for 
me?" 

As I take the sheet from Buzz, I spot 
the meaty arm of Bob Maxwell waving at me. 
I ignore him just long enough to watch his 
lips shrivel into fried bacon frustration before 
slowly walking over to him. 

"Kelvin, got a favor to ask," he says. 
"Bob, I've already met my quota for 

the month," I say, pointing at the union 
bulletin board. "So technically, technically, I 
could file a grievance over this conversation." 

 “Look, it's been a bad week,” he 
moans.

“That ain’t saying much. A good day 
here means no one pissed on your toilet 
seat.”

“I know all about the big party at the 
Jericho tonight, I plan to be there myself to 
hoot with you boys,” says Maxwell, planting 
his hands together in priestly fashion. “But 
I'm in a jam; I need you to drive Dr. Drouse 
over there back to the airport. I’ll sign for 
overtime and mileage." 

"Hell Bob, there’s no pool cars left. 
Besides, I came with Buzz, Oddie and D.D." 

"Tell you what,” he says, snapping his 
fingers. “You all go, just tell them to have me 
sign their time cards." 

"When's his flight?" 
"Two-thirty, leave whenever he's 

ready,” says Maxwell. “I owe you." 
“Damn straight.”
I end up driving Buzz’s ‘98 Cutlass on 

account of his squirrelly leg acting up again. 
A light mist begins to fall while the four of us 
wait for him to return with cigarettes. I watch 
Dwayne Dressler, D.D., in the rearview 
mirror flaring his nostrils and nervously 
looking over the top of his glasses. Across 
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from him, Oddie keeps rolling the back 
window up and down as if he expects the 
drizzle to stop whenever he pokes his head 
out. No one talks. Instead, we listen to the 
clockwork of the wipers. Sitting between 
those two, the Doc reminds me of those 
choirboys you see on Christmas cards all 
pure and innocent, not a hair on his ass. 

“Do this kind of thing often?" I ask. 
"No, this was my first time with X-cel 

2 Excellence," he says, as the wipers come to 
the top of the steering wheel. "I taught at a 
community college, but was laid off with the 
state budget cuts in January." 

"Sucks being laid off," says Oddie. 
"Been laid off four times." 

"Sitting around watching HSN all 
day,” adds D.D. “Damn expensive 
proposition." 

The three of us start to giggle, then 
bust out laughing watching Buzz limp 
between potholes clutching his bad hammy 
with one hand and a pack of Salem’s in the 
other. Trying to get into the shotgun seat, he 
drops his cigarettes in a puddle and we lose 
it. Even Doc cracks up. Buzz is pissed, 
beyond pissed. We're all assholes, 
cocksuckers too; assholes and cocksuckers. 
The laughing only gets worse as Buzz tries to 
light wet cigarette after wet cigarette. We're 
just about downtown when he throws the 
rest of the pack at us. One sticks to the top of 
the Doc's head, but no one says anything. 

"Jesus Christ, Kelv," jaws Buzz, his 
upper teeth coming loose from his gums. 
"Get me some Goddamn dry smokes!" 

Buzz doesn't calm down until we pull 
into the parking lot behind the Jericho and I 
promise to buy him another pack. Before I 
can tell everyone else to stay put, D.D. is out 
of the car and opening his fly over by the 
dumpster. 

"Geese—show some respect and use 
the facilities,” I say.  

Inside all thirty lanes are quiet except 
for an older couple at the far end. Everything 

looks just right. The blue triangles above 
every set of pins are lighted, lanes polished to 
glass, even the two large pins hanging over 
the entrance to the 7-10 Lounge are rotating. 
Haven't seen that in years. The old fella 
bowling with his wife has change for the 
cigarette machine (one of the Jericho’s hidden 
treasures). He tells me he hit nine straight 
strikes here the afternoon President Kennedy 
was shot, but wouldn't roll for the tenth out 
of respect. Never got that close to a perfect 
game again. 

As I look out the back door, lightning 
is flashing on the oily patches of wet asphalt 
turning them into metallic Rorschach 
blotches. I start heading for the door when 
someone whistles.

"Over here!" Buzz waves. 
“Jesus,” I say, slamming the 

cinderblock wall. “We’ll never get out of 
here.”

Begrudgingly, I slip into the chair 
between Doc and D.D, tossing Buzz his 
Salem’s. Oddie sits across from me next to 
Buzz. Not exactly Knights of the Roundtable.  

"Odessa B. Tuttledge we’re not—”
“Just a quick one, Kelv," says Oddie, 

sneaking a pitcher of beer out from under the 
table. "This is probably Doc's first and last 
chance to see Jericho Lanes.” 

"The Graceland of bowling alleys," 
says D.D., raising his glass. 

We toast. Everything seems 
unnaturally quiet. The old couple waves 
goodbye. Another pitcher arrives, this one on 
the house. 

"To The Desperate Men," shouts Buzz, 
rising wobblily. "League Champions 2006 to 
2009 and again in '11." 

"National Runners Up in '09," says 
D.D. standing. 

"Kicked ass three times in the 
Regional’s," adds Oddie, joining him. 

“And let us not forget," I say, standing 
with them, "the 2007 winners of the Silver Pin 
Trophy!” 
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"The Triple Crown of bowling," adds 
D.D., pointing his empty glass down at Doc. 

"We were animals back then," says 
Oddie. 

"Couldn't stop Buzz," I say, laughing. 
"Remember the black glove psych-out."  

"Best anchor there ever was." 
"We went 10-0 in the tournament." 
"Took $500 a man."
"Got a Blu-ray and a mountain bike 

for Amy." 
"How about the fight in the parking 

lot?" 
"And those drunk biker chicks 

flashing Kelv to distract him." 
“Didn’t work.”
“Broke their backs.”
"Hey Doc," Oddie calls over, "want to 

see Buzz with hair?" 
The five of us crowd in front of the 

trophy case and peer between the tarnished 
silver cups and dusty wood plaques at the 
photo taken after our first championship. 
Those black satin jackets with the silver 
lettering were awesome. No doubt, we had 
that badass Raiders look. And Buzz did have 
hair, graying as it was. He looked kind of like 
Elvis with those long shitty sideburns and 
the sweaty forehead. Back then, D.D. was still 
married. We called him "Lovetap" that season 
because he got the ten pin to go down on 
spares. Buzz reminds us Oddie wore a black 
sweatsuit like he was one of The Soprano’s. 
No one says anything about me because 
another trophy from 1988 hides my part of 
the photo. D.D. juggles the cylinder lock, but 
we can't get in the case. 

"Gallagher will save it for us," says 
Oddie.  

"He's the man," says Buzz, holding up 
a bottle of J.D. 

“No, you the man," adds D.D. 
toasting him with a shot. 

"Fuck the man, I'm out of here," I say, 
pushing through them. 

"What's up your ass?" asks D.D., 
grabbing my arm. 

"You motorheads are acting like we 
have something to celebrate," I say, pushing 
him away. "Let's toast the humps who sold us 
out. Don't you see, it's over? We're finished." 

"We still got a team," Oddie mumbles. 
"What? Midnight's someplace thirty 

miles from here." 
"You want us to kick the shit out of 

Gallagher and slit our wrists?" shouts D.D. 
"I want you to crawl up my ass and 

sing the star-spangled banner," I yell, tossing 
back a shot. "We should've done something 
years ago." 

"Like what?" asks Oddie, pulling up 
two chairs and trying to look concerned. 

"How do I know, ask Doc?" I say.
Now everyone's sitting again looking 

over at Doc like we’re back in class. 
"Protest," he says, matter-of-factly. 
"You mean like the longhairs in the 

sixties?" asks Buzz.
“Well, more like…”
"It’s too late," I snap. “Place closes 

tomorrow."
Suddenly, we all go quiet staring 

down into our drinks with only the sound of 
rain against the glass doors go along with 
bursts of rolling thunder.

“You boys heading somewhere?” asks 
Gallagher to break up the monotony.

“Doc’s got a 2:30 out of County,” I 
mutter.

“Not now he don’t,” says Gallagher. 
“Airport’s down, no flights for at least four 
hours, maybe more.”

___________________

It didn’t take much convincing to get 
Gallagher to open up a few lanes to help pass 
the time.

“When’s the last time we did the 
Bermuda Triangle?” I ask Oddie, putting 
down two more pitchers of beer by the 
scorer’s table.
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“That’s Buzz’s shot,” he says.
“Hell, what’s he saving it for,” shouts, 

D.D. “Rack’ em!”
Oddie runs down the alley places the 

seven pin in Lane 17 and the one and ten 
pins in Lane 18 forming a triangle of sorts. 
We each drop a Jackson that Buzz will miss it. 
He shuffles up toward the foul line doing his 
best impression of a one-year-old with a load 
in his pants. Gallagher dims the lights and 
gets on the speaker system.

“Bowlers, please turn your attention 
to the 175-pounds of piled moose turd 
attempting to drop the rock in the Bermuda 
Triangle,” says Gallagher, in his smoothest 
announcer’s voice. “Will it, or the pins, 
disappear? Kind patrons, he hasn’t felt this 
much pressure since his last prostate exam. 
Another fifty dollars says ol’ Buzzy here 
doesn’t touch a pin.”

Buzz throws us the bird one last time 
and starts rocking back and forth like a 
mental patient before going into his motion. 
That’s the thing about bowling, I tell Doc 
who looks as bored as a Saturday night 
whore in Sunday school. You become part of 
the lane channeling energy through the ball 
at your release point playing those little red 
arrows on the alley. It’s about knowing when 
to let go.    

 Today Buzz is a thing of beauty to 
behold. He looks like a hood ornament – leg 
back, arm extended high – as the ball rotates 
effortlessly off his fingertips in a perfect 
spiral down the lane. It’s hypnotic and 
peaceful as everyone focuses on the ball 
nearing the one pin trying to anticipate the 
violence of the contact, or the nothingness of 
a miss. Then bam! The one pin skittles into 
Lane 17 dumping the seven pin as the ball 
curves away and punches the ten pin straight 
out.

Buzz dances as if his baldhead is on 
fire and lays prone on the floor as we jump 
on top of him. “Goddamn son-of-a-bitch!” 
Gallagher keeps yelling into the mic, “I don’t 

believe it!” I don’t believe it!” We all lay there 
laughing our asses off. Doc misses the whole 
thing. The asshole is too busy highlighting 
some little green journal to notice.

“Holy shit,” says Oddie, looking 
straight up at the ceiling. “Look at all the 
crap hanging up there.” 

Rolling off Buzz, we all stare at the 
roof. It’s covered with dusty baseball caps, 
bras and torn tee shirts pinned to the foam-
insulated rafters. D.D. swears the faded 
maroon panties hanging over Lane 9 were a 
Valentine’s gift to his ex. We’re even more 
amazed that somehow, we were never part of 
hoisting any of this stuff. For better or worse, 
they’re the remnants of this saggy-assed little 
shit-hole of a town, our mark on a layer of 
regurgitated primordial ooze.  

“We can’t give this up,” I say, taking 
another swig of Jack and sliding what’s left 
in the bottle across the floor to D.D. 

“It’s already gone my friend,” he 
replies.

“Brian, can’t you un-sell it?” I beg on 
my knees to Gallagher in the booth. 

He looks all judicial as he peers over 
the control booth and starts to explain for the 
millionth time how the deal went down. 

“Now boys,” he says. “You need to 
hardwire all your three-watt brains together 
for this one last time.”

Gallagher turns up the volume on the 
PA just as four, six-foot long heroes arrive. 
Two high school burns from Zelman’s Deli 
begin setting up trays of lasagna, fried 
chicken, and sausage with peppers. 
Gallagher starts telling us all that shit about 
how his old man built an aircraft hangar here 
during WW2 before it was converted to a 
bowling alley, but the burns keep 
interrupting him because they can’t get the T-
legs on the folding tables to work.  

“Hey show some respect,” I shout 
with a glare. “You might learn something.”

Brian nods to thank me as I hear the 
kid wearing a blue do-rag mutter, “Yeah like 
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bowling sucks.” They laugh and snicker 
causing Gallagher to lose his thought. 

“A couple of smartass fuckers,” I yell, 
throwing a beer mug their way. “Maybe I 
should shove a few bowling balls up your 
asses!”

“Hey, hey, hey…”
“Whoa,”
“OK, settle down now!”
Suddenly everyone is on their feet 

surrounding us. Gallagher bounds out of the 
booth and heads toward the money vault 
telling the pissants to freeze. Buzz holds onto 
me as if we’re waiting for our first dance at 
the prom. Patting his bald head calms me 
down. 

“Sorry dude,” says the one in the 
hoody. “Blows not having a life man, I totally 
empathize.”

“You whistle dicked…” 
I grab him by the hood and spin his 

skinny ass across the red carpet onto one of 
the tables that collapses sending bowls of 
macaroni salad airborne before descending 
upon us like the seven plagues of Egypt. I’m 
quickly shoved into the vault with Gallagher 
while the rest help the shrieking kid up.   

My first reaction is to laugh it off, but 
Gallagher tells me that little stunt will drop 
another hundred bucks on my tab. He tells 
me to stop being such a hard-on. After all, 
he’s the one losing his business. 

“It sure to hell doesn’t seem like it?” I 
say, shaking my head.

“Take a seat you’re wasted,” he adds, 
counting out the money for the deli.

I slide down the cinderblock wall the 
weight of an entire town’s inept decisions 
landing on me.  I feel like an empty shell 
drifting to the ocean bottom. I watch 
Gallagher’s jowls twitch rabbit-like the way 
they always do whenever he counts out. It 
makes me think that there should be nothing 
ordinary about this moment, this day. On the 
shelf next to Brian, I see the handle of the .38 
he uses to clear the bikers out after a fight 

and I find myself catapulting upward as if a 
great belch of undersea air is thrusting me 
back to the surface. 

I grab the gun while spinning 
forward and shove Gallagher against the 
metal shelf locking him in the vault before he 
can utter a sound. Doing my best Bruce 
Willis, I stride toward the do-rag and as he 
turns toward me, the muzzle of the .38 
smears a grey mark on his forehead like its 
Ash Wednesday.

“Tell Zelman that The Desperate Men 
control Jericho Lanes,” I say, clicking the 
hammer, “and we’re going to need more 
macaroni salad.” 

I stumble off my quick Jack buzz 
chasing after the two burnouts bolting for the 
back door before turning to the unbelieving 
hoard. I might as well have announced that 
we’re all hooking up for a gun control ball. 

Then I remembered Doc telling us we 
each had an inner leader to tap so I start 
tapping only nothing’s coming out of my dry 
keg head. Oddie starts scrunching up that 
happy-chipmunk face of his and soon 
everyone else’s is twisting up staring at me 
like I just took a dump on grandma’s 
birthday cake. Something has to give so I let 
whatever was left upstairs drain out. 

“Look, I know you fuckers left to 
right so don’t tell me none of ya’s didn’t 
want to do what I just did,” I say, thumping 
the revolver on my heart. “I’m tired of eating 
a mile of shit for every asshole who thinks 
they know how to run things. Well, now 
we’re the assholes in charge and for the next 
few hours they’re gonna listen to what we 
have to say.” 

“What exactly is that,” snarfs D.D. 
“We’ll think of something,” I assure 

him. “We need to grab their attention.” 
Everyone stares at Doc as if he’s 

turned into a giant turkey leg hanging over a 
shark tank. D.D. casually grabs Zelman’s 
abandoned hand truck while Buzz throws his 
arms around Doc. Gallagher bangs harder 
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and harder against the vault door seeming to 
keep beat with the struggle. 

___________________

“Jesus Kelv, did we have to tie him up 
like that?” asked Oddie, eyeing the saran 
wrapped ex-professor. 

Buzz takes the hand truck Doc is 
melded to and begins rocking it back 
and forth. 
“Weeeee.”
“Are you all insane?” screams Doc, 

frantic that we’ll put the gag back. “This is 
is… Crazy!” 

“Maybe we should think things 
through some more,” adds Oddie.

“Thinking never got no one 
nowhere,” chokes Buzz. “Ain’t that right 
Kelv?” 

“Concrete thoughts translate into 
concrete action, that’s what Doc said today,” I 
add.

“What’s that got to do with this?” he 
snaps. 

“Now Docky,” chirps Buzz, “don’t go 
lathering up that brain of yours, no overtime 
here.”

Laughter break out all around, but 
Oddie still looks anxious so I keep him and 
D.D. busy cleaning up the macaroni and 
writing our declaration. I send Buzz off to 
secure the back entrance so no one can get in. 

“This better work ass face,” says D.D.
I start to pace back and forth the way 

I do in the crew room during a sickout when 
Gallagher begins banging again.

“Got to let him out sometime,” adds 
D.D.

I nod as Oddie squirts over to unlock 
the door. It takes a while for Gallagher to 
appear.

“What have you pecker heads gone 
off on now?” he sighs.

No one answers for the longest time. 
“It’s a complicated situation,” 

mumbles D.D.

“We was overtaken by events,” 
belches Buzz.

Pointing at his Einsteiness, I agree, 
“Like Buzz said, that’s exactly what 
happened. One minute we’re minding our 
own business, the next… things got 
jumbled.”

“Jumbled,” repeats Gallagher.
“Jumbled,” nod Oddie and D.D.
“Jumbled and kind of gun-ish,” I add, 

holding up the revolver.
Gallagher puts his face in his hands 

and turns away only to see Doc shrink 
wrapped and ready to go.

“And then there’s that,” I say.
Gallagher starts shrugging his 

shoulders and sucking in air like a 
Thanksgiving Day float the night before the 
big parade. His face erupts into a howling 
storm of noise. We can’t tell if he’s laughing, 
crying, or having an aneurism until he stands 
straight up and makes that Gallagher sound 
like he was poked in the ass with a 
broomstick. 

“Oww Christ,” he yells, tripping off a 
bunch of half laughs between every word. 
“So, you stole my .38 and think you’re doing 
what with it?”

“Well, we sort of took things over 
to…you know save the place,” I say, “You’re 
OK with that, right?” 

“Hey, thanks for asking,” Gallagher 
says, politely touching my shoulder. “Why 
would anyone mind having the family 
business abducted on the last night of 
operation? I can’t think of one reason.”

“Hell, Brian that’s why we done it!” 
injects Buzz proudly.

“We knew you’d understand,” adds 
D.D.

Gallagher laughs, looks up at his shit-
covered ceiling and tries again, “OK, 
Dillinger what are you planning to do with 
that?”

“I dunno,” I say looking down at the 
gleaming pistol, “scare people into listening.”
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“Try getting goddamn arrested for 
felony gun possession and kidnapping,” 
shouts Doc over by the condiments table.

“Oh shit, the Doc,” says Oddie 
running toward him.

“Forgot all about him,” chimes in D.D 
chasing Oddie.

Soon we’re all shuffling over to Doc 
and Gallagher’s lost his audience so he 
follows along with the rest of us. 

“Sorry Doc, nothing personal, you’re 
a prisoner of circumstance,” I tell him.

Doc won’t have none of it. He goes off 
on us with a tirade of psycho mumbo-jumbo 
that makes us sound a lot more interesting 
than I ever thought we were. Especially, all 
that stuff about pack mentality, alpha males, 
and God complexes. But after a while, we 
couldn’t take no more. Even Gallagher, who 
wanted to cut Doc loose, says he reminds 
him of his first wife’s yapping Chihuahua. 
Finally, I get so pissed I point the gun at him 
and threaten to spread those magnificent 
brains of his across the floor. That’s when 
Gallagher comes to life and starts laughing, 
and we all look puzzled. 

“I damn near forgot,” says Gallagher 
aching to tell us. “Your whole little plan to 
bring the world to its knees with that ain’t 
worth shit.”

“It wasn’t a terrible plan,” I say, stung 
by his words.

“Son, it’s a replica. Barrel’s solid,” he 
hoots. “It’s neutered just like the rest of you.”

D.D. grabs it out of my hand and 
snaps open the chamber. “Sheeet,” he moans 
in disgust before handing it back. Gallagher 
is laughing so hard he has to sit. Oddie uses 
his pocketknife to free Doc from his 
cellophane cocoon. Buzz lies on the floor 
complaining he’s pulled a hamstring in his 
head. Now I feel like the one who should be 
wheeled into the parking lot on a handcart.

As Doc frees himself from the wrap, 
Oddie gives the scoresheet with our words 

on the back to Gallagher. He doesn’t have his 
glasses with him so he asks D.D. to read it.

“Seven CVTA titles and four hundred 
hangovers ago, Brian Gallagher’s father 
brought forth this bowling alley in order to 
form a more perfect league for our union 
members. 

We hold these truths to be as big as 
elephants. We’re now faced with a bunch of 
dumb asses trying to prevent us from doing 
what comes naturally on Friday nights. 

We, The Desperate Men, being of 
sound minds and bodies (except for Buzz’s 
hammy), take it upon ourselves to fight this 
on the great battlefield of Jericho Lanes. A 
bowling alley divided, can’t stand itself and 
we can’t stand a bunch of candy ass assholes 
messing with us. 

Screw them, WE AIN’T LEAVING!” 
   

We all sign it before handing it to 
Gallagher.

“Yeah, pops loved watching you guys 
play,” he says, staring at the paper.

Buzz remembers how we let the old 
man, wheelchair and all, take the last shot of 
our first championship as an honorary 
member days before he died. 

“Those are mighty nice words fellas,” 
adds Gallagher. “Geese, Kelvin don’t stand 
there like a big lummox, start passing the 
food.”

I break up a hero and hand out the 
pieces even Doc joins in for the last supper. 
We agree not to give Brian any more trouble 
as the wail of a police siren comes screaming 
to the back door. 

“Those little shits,” I say to myself, 
“now what?” 

We send Buzz limping off to let them 
in trying to buy enough time to think of 
something to say. If things weren’t bad 
enough, I see the powder blue balloon pants 
and black knee boots of a state trooper’s 
uniform, which could only mean one thing. 
Randle Cummings. Before we know it, his 
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perfect Smokey the Bear hat cast a shadow 
across the table.

“Burrows, I should’ve known you 
were involved,” he smirks at me.

“Involved in what officer, we’re just 
reminiscing with an old friend.”

“Cut the crap. One of you clowns 
pulled a gun on a kid and made him wet his 
pants,” he bellows. “Problem is that kid 
happens to be the mayor’s nephew.”

We start to crack up. D.D. says there’s 
a half-off sale on diapers at the dollar store.

“Still the bunch of turd sniffers you 
were in high school,” he says, shaking his 
head. “How’s your drunken excuse for a 
father, Big Jimbo? Locked his ass up enough 
times.”

“He’s dead, thanks for asking,” I 
snap.

Cummings is the same dick he was 
growing up. Back then, we pretty much had 
him pegged as the one who told the whole 
town that D.D. parents were Mongoloid 
midgets and I never knew them to be that 
short. He tells us all to stand up against the 
wall and spread ’em. I think of confessing 
because it’s only a matter of time before he 
sees the gun on the chair, although I’m not 
sure if its fakeness gets me off the hook. 

“Sorry Brian,” he says patting the old 
man down. “This is what happens when you 
let scum in.”  

Buzz groans as Cummings kicks out 
his bad leg even further. Each one of us gets 
the treatment from him that answers the 
question you’re never too old to get a 
wedgie. The only one he leaves alone is Doc 
who crumbles over in the corner. Cummings 
offers to take him to the airport, but he 
politely declines. 

“Where’s the piece?” he shouts 
kicking a few chairs over. 

Convinced it’s somewhere like dog 
diarrhea he promises to return when we least 
expect it. Somehow, that old fart Gallagher 

figured out a way to hide it for which I’m 
eternally grateful.    

______________________________

The first partygoers start to trickle in. It’s the 
over fifty divorced set wearing cracked white 
boots with flares of blond creased into their 
cowardly-lion hair. Poured into outfits that fit 
like sausage casings, they sag toward any 
grill that will make them sizzle. Soon the 
whole place is packed. Gallagher puts our 
words right in front of the register to rabble 
rouse the crowd. I get a few free drinks out of 
our heroics, but for the most part we’re back 
to being just drunks like everyone else. 

The more we talk about the place, the 
quicker the magic leaks out of it. Looking 
around, things are getting old. Three lanes on 
the far end are closed because the wood 
flooring is warped from a ceiling leak and on 
two others, the pins don’t reset and a bunch 
of fiberglass chairs are broken off their stems. 
Gallagher never installed TV monitors for 
electronic scoring the way other alleys did. 
Everything is worse for the wear and I begin 
to look at myself in the same light.

After midnight, Esther Westbrook 
takes off her tee shirt and starts wearing our 
declaration around her neck saying she’ll 
show anyone who gives her a dollar what’s 
underneath. Most of us give her two to keep 
it where it is. I walk out into the parking lot 
to have a quiet smoke. The weather has 
cleared. In the hard moonlight, I can see the 
backseat humpers and druggers in all their 
glory. I’m trying to imagine how much I’ll 
miss this place when Doc saddles up next to 
me on the back of Jimmy Watson’s tailgate. 

“Hey man,” I say, offering my hand. 
“No harm, no foul. You OK?”

“Never been better,” he replies.
“Yeah right,” I smirk, taking another 

gulp of beer. “Took one for the team today 
my friend.”

“Being sandwich wrapped gives one 
a unique perspective on life. I highly 
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recommend it,” adds Doc, grabbing a smoke 
from my shirt pocket. 

I look at him somewhat 
disbelievingly but he cups the match like a 
pro. 

“That’ll be one hell of a report you 
file,” I say, already looking for small talk. 

“Not me,” he quips, blowing smoke 
in a straight rope. “I’m out.”

“No way, Doc. You’re good. We’re the 
numskulls.” 

“Well maybe,” he says, “but you are 
who you are. That never seems to change. 
Take care of yourself Burrows.”

With that, he flips his cig into a 
puddle and makes his way to a McCann’s 
taxi waiting out on the street. I don’t bother 
to tell him all his books are still in Buzz’s 
trunk. Another minute passes before I notice 
the gun next to me on Jimmy’s tailgate.

“You sneaky son-of-a-bitch,” I laugh 
aloud, flipping it into the dumpster with a 
clank. “Way to go Doc, way to go!”

Back inside, the stragglers are raising 
our declaration to the rafters while Free Bird 
plays for the fortieth time. I feel myself 
sinking again knowing this time there will be 
no resurfacing. Me, we, are all settling into 
our places among the artifacts of antiquity. 
Someday there won’t be any Gallagher, 
Cummings, Oddie, or CVTA to jaw about. All 
of it will sink into the murk of time that 
swallows everything and offers nothing in 
return. 

Then, I think, quietly at first, then 
louder in my head. At least I had my 
goddamn say about something.

CINDY…I LOVE YOU
by Timothy Dodd

I was a stud at Trotter High School. I mean 
the stud. You wouldn’t have to take it from 
me if you could go back and ask the girls 
themselves — they’d tell you how bad they 
wanted me. Most of the teachers who still 
had any zip to them wanted me too. And best 
of all, unlike a lot of guys, I had enough 
brains to take full advantage of the situation. 
So I went through dozens, including ones 
from Honeywell, Seabrest, False Knoll, and 
Carthage. I’d meet them at parties or games 
or wrestling matches. I was county champ in 
my weight bracket, and a lot of girls would 
come to see my tightly wrapped walnuts. But 
that’s all just backdrop really.

Here’s a little more. Nobody was 
surprised when I finally settled on Cindy a 
year after we graduated. And, yes, I do mean 
the Cindy who’s looking at me right now, 
conjuring up all her energy just to scrunch 
her eyes together and give me a dirty look. 
Back then she was every guy’s dream just 
like I was every girl’s — long blonde hair, 
soft voice, long legs … just for starters. I 
remember Dale Hurtz used to slobber all 
over his flannel whenever Cindy walked by. 

Cindy was a cheerleader and a church 
girl, but neither got in the other’s way. I’m 
sure even those crabby deacons at Orphaned 
Bottom Baptist popped their pound cake on 
more than a few occasions after seeing her in 
that little polka dot dress during Sunday 
services. I’d have guessed Pastor Scraggs did 
the same, but he had his prostate removed 
when he was thirty-eight, so who knows? 
Too many cold cuts.

Difficult to believe, but I had to work 
fairly hard to get the girl whose jabber jaws 
are hanging down now and waiting for Pat 
Sajak to explain what “in heat” means. By 
that point I’d kind of gotten tired with the 
rest. Bored, I guess you could say. Too easy. I 
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	Gone.
	"How do I know, ask Doc?" I say.
	“Well, more like…”



