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Preface 
 
 
The artist is the creator of beautiful things. To reveal art and 
conceal the artist is art’s aim. The critic is he who can translate 
into another manner or a new material his impression of 
beautiful things. The highest as the lowest form of criticism is 
a mode of autobiography. Those who find ugly meanings in 
beautiful things are corrupt without being charming. This is a 
fault. Those who find beautiful meanings in beautiful things 
are the cultivated. For these there is hope. They are the elect to 
whom beautiful things mean only beauty. There is no such 
thing as a moral or an immoral book. Books are well written, 
or badly written. That is all. The nineteenth century dislike of 
realism is the rage of Caliban seeing his own face in a glass. 
The nineteenth century dislike of romanticism is the rage of 
Caliban not seeing his own face in a glass. The moral life of 
man forms part of the subject matter of the artist, but the 
morality of art consists in the perfect use of an imperfect 
medium. No artist desires to prove anything. Even things that 
are true can be proved. No artist has ethical sympathies. An 
ethical sympathy in an artist is an unpardonable mannerism 
of style. No artist is ever morbid. The artist can express 
everything. Thought and language are to the artist 
instruments of an art. Vice and virtue are to the artist 
materials for an art. From the point of view of form, the type 
of all the arts is the art of the musician. From the point of view 
of feeling, the actor’s craft is the type. All art is at once surface 
and symbol. Those who go beneath the surface do so at their 
peril. Those who read the symbol do so at their peril. It is the 
spectator, and not life, that art really mirrors. Diversity of 
opinion about a work of art shows that the work is new, 
complex, and vital. When critics disagree, the artist is in 
accord with himself. We can forgive a man for making a 



The Ice Cream Man 

2 

useful thing as long as he does not admire it. The only excuse 
for making a useless thing is that one admires it intensely. All 
art is quite useless. 
—OSCAR WILDE, Preface to The Picture of Dorian Gray 
 
 
When the flush of the new born sun fell first on Eden’s green 
and gold, Our father Adam sat under a tree and scratched 
with a stick in the mould; And the first rude sketch that the 
world had seen was joy to his mighty heart, Till the Devil 
whispered from behind the leaves, “It’s pretty, but is it Art?” 
—RUDYARD KIPLING 
 
 
Skill without imagination gives us many useful objects such 
as wickerwork picnic baskets. Imagination without skill gives 
us modern art. 
—TOM STOPPARD 
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Warning Notice 
 
This novel is an affront to all ice cream salesmen everywhere. 
It is not true to life, does not reflect on the real 
professionalism of ice cream salesmen, and is in no way 
endorsed by the Ice Cream Truck Drivers’ Professional 
Association. It does a real disservice to all people who have 
ever lived on planet Earth throughout history. It sucks 
eggplant. It is a lie, and shows no real sense of humor. It is 
part of a sinister conspiracy. Don’t read it. Read something 
else. Ice cream drivers who are caught buying or reading it 
should be fired – no, hung. It is too long. He’s just out for 
your money, selling it by the pound. The first paragraph 
doesn’t draw you in. The first chapter is confusing. It is 
illiterate and filled with poor grammar and punctuation. It 
dishes Stephen King, Star Trek, Baby Boomers, city councils, 
auto repair professionals, the home construction industry, an 
entire region of the country as well as every subdivision of 
any kind in it, all ethnic groups (especially Italian-Americans 
– no, the Mafia is not Italian!), and worst of all, the great 
businessman and philanthropist Bill Gates (if he has foisted a 
monopoly that forces schlock software on a miseducated 
public while throttling all competition and its better products, 
like the sour-grapes author wrongly claims, more power to 
him!) It is a renegade free-love sacrilegious crypto-paedophile 
junk-junkie longhair bohemian beatnik-hippie anarchist 
Molotov cocktail in a cookie and cake coating. It won’t sell. 
Why doesn’t the author just get a job? Even if it does sell it 
would result in lawsuits from every quarter of the land and 
all around the globe. If the defendant won even a stay of 
execution it would be a travesty of justice. It is a pure 
publicity stunt. The author belongs behind bars, not on 
camera. Even better, he belongs on Devil’s Island, with his 
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feet crippled, his hair white, his teeth decayed and black, and 
Ratso Rizzo AKA Rainman, a Jew pretending to be an Italian, 
for his only companion. Even more fitting, he should be 
forced to drink hemlock for corrupting the morals of the 
nation’s youth. There is no Ice Cream Man, or I Scream Man 
in the first place, never was, and never will be. The author is 
blacklisted by all reputable Good Humor sales organizations, 
or at least should be. The author is a certifiable phonybaloney, 
showing absolutely no knowledge or understanding of what 
he clearly has never personally taken part in. I have never 
known her/him personally, and can’t be sure if he’s a boy or a 
girl, and if I did I wouldn’t want to admit it without a lawyer 
present. If I wrote anything in praise of the author it is either a 
cruel and blatant forgery, or I hereby disavow knowledge of 
it, and besides, cyber ice cream trucks were invented by me, 
not him, and they don’t work anyway. I wasn’t offered one 
cent for my work. The author has no brains and just pretends 
to be a genius. He overuses the word retro. He only sees his 
own face in the glass, and even he admits his eyeglasses don’t 
work up close. His novel is a pure donkey and pony show 
with cheaply-drawn one-dimensional characters form-fitted 
to the god-awful exploitation plot which builds up straw men 
then tears them down, is little more than an excuse for the 
anti-social author to criticize everyone and everything to vent 
his spleen, and has no deeper symbolism than an orange peel 
under an ice cream truck tire. It preaches rather than teaches. 
It might be good to defend the ice cream truck business, but 
not the way he does it. There are far better fiction and 
nonfiction books on the same subject, and, even if there aren’t, 
don’t buy this. If there’s anything original in this work (which 
I deny), he must have stolen it. It doesn’t teach one anything 
about the human condition, or art, because the author is 
clueless about everything, including himself. No real woman 
would even want to touch him. Who’s he kidding? He’s 
impotent, a misogynist probably, and definitely un-PC. He 
should not only be banned in Boston but everywhere. He has 
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never really had anything to do with the real Jehovah’s 
Witnesses, and has no knowledge of their doctrines. He 
probably can’t even read and write and just dictated the stuff 
to a ghostwriter who operates out of a booth at a flea market. 
Come to think of it, there is no evidence that the author ever 
existed. He’s a myth. He is a flea market, one that nobody 
ever goes into. And I resent being called a Commodore, little 
more than a rear Admiral and a cheap 8-bit computer! 
Besides, I’m writing my own novel on the ice cream business 
and you should save your time and money for that instead. 
And you can just forget going to the movie. The picket lines in 
front of every theater low and greedy enough to try showing 
it will be impassable. Stop the presses! Get a life! For heaven’s 
sake, don’t read The Ice Cream Man!@!?!  
—Johnny H. Good, President and Admiral The Ice Cream 
Truck Drivers’ Professional and Fraternal Association of 
American Good Humor. 
 
(Note: The above warning is not real. I wrote it myself, to save 
the critics some time. If they quote from it in their negative 
reviews, remember who’s the artist. Do read on. If you’re 
standing in a bookstore then go on and pay for it, get yourself 
an ice cream, enjoy, and stay frosty. – The Author.)
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PROLOGUE 
 
 
The setting for this novel is some big city in the American 
west. The time is the summer of 2000, one known for its 
hotness nationwide. It is not Texas, which hardly ever went 
without a 100-plus day – no, not that hot – but in the city in 
question the record for the most 90-plus degree days was 
broken. The narrator is a 40-something single never-married 
bankrupt burned-out computer jock white male who lives 
with his 70-something mother in one half of a hundred-year-
old duplex which she is buying in the center of the big city, in 
a historical district; the other half is rented out to a  40-
something Hispanic couple, whose rent pays the mortgage  
after property values tripled in a recent boom, but they  don’t 
know it. This story and the people in it are all real  and true, 
except that the names have been changed to protect  the 
innocent. And the guilty. The events too . And several  other 
aspects. Almost everything has been fictionalized, actually. 
But it is true in the sense that fiction is truer than real life, and 
bigger, just as ice cream men and women are. To all the 
kiddies out there: keep believing. And stay frosty.
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PART I 
 
Hurray for the Fourth of July 
 
 
Salvation lies in the hands of the creatively maladjusted. – 
Martin Luther King, Jr. (1929-1968) 
 
An idea is salvation by imagination. – Frank Lloyd Wright 
(1868-1959)  
 
You cannot depend on your eyes when your imagination is 
out of focus. – Mark Twain (1835-1910) 
 
There are no days in life so memorable as those that     
vibrated to some stroke of the imagination. – Ralph Waldo 
Emerson (1803-1882)  
 
Neither a lofty degree of intelligence nor imagination nor both 
together go to the making of genius. Love, love, love. That is 
the soul of genius. – Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart (1756-1791) 
 
Love is the triumph of imagination over intelligence. – Henry 
Louis Mencken (1880-1956)  
 
Imagination is the one weapon in the war against reality. – 
Jules de Gaultier (1858-1942)  
 
Imagination circles the world. – Albert Einstein (1879-1955) 
 
Do not quench your imagination and inspiration. Do not 
become the slave of your model. – Vincent Van Gogh (1853-
1890) 
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To invent, you need a good imagination and a pile of junk. – 
Thomas Edison (1847-1931)
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CHAPTER 1. 
THE PRESIDENT 
 
May 1 
Sissy called. I was busy at the computer as usual, so mother 
answered. Being raised in the Depression, mother can’t get 
used to a cordless phone. No matter how bad her arthritis is, 
she still insists on putting it back in the cradle after each use 
to charge it up. By the time she hobbles out of her bedroom 
back to it, on its stand between the living and dining rooms, 
it’s rung so many times the answering machine has picked up 
and started the message. Then, her pickup causes the machine 
to get confused and start the speakerphone with the mike in 
the base unit. Talking through the handset anyway, the 
feedback causes loud screeching. Trying to teach her to turn 
off the speakerphone by pushing the big red button on the 
base unit is fruitless. Her memory is so bad she forgets by the 
next time, and often it has to be pushed twice in a row 
anyway, which she can never remember. So the caller ends up 
hanging up, something she can never quite believe or accept, 
attributing it to equipment malfunction or her bad hearing. 
She spends so long trying to talk to a dial tone that the caller 
might just give up trying to call back through the busy. At 
least Sissy knows to call back right after the busy stops, so 
mother can pick up before the answering machine goes off, 
because she has not had time to hobble back to bed in her 
bedroom behind the dining room. Not that the answering 
machine can record messages anyway; it has been long 
disabled by roaches laying eggs and building nests inside, this 
despite it being a solid state digital recording machine with 
no tapes and no moving parts. More power to ‘em I say. They 
will be here a million years after humans have destroyed each 
other. She wanted to know if the car was fixed yet. I told 
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mother to tell her they still had it. Has it been a month since 
Lonny’s Auto Repair had taken our old Japanese POS in for a 
rebuilt tranny? They promised it in two weeks and are late 
like always. Why we have used this same outfit for all our car 
repair for ten years, I wish I knew. It’s mother. Somebody 
recommended him to her. His lot is always full of cars, she 
says. Mother trusts Lonny. He thinks of her as his mother, she 
says. Everybody thinks of her as their mother, she says, and 
that’s why she trusts everybody. He’ll surely make it his top 
priority after she pestered him by calling his answering 
machine all day. At least we still have the POS Ford backup 
car.  
 
May 10 
Sissy keeps calling every day to check on mother’s Jap car. 
She’s always hyper when it comes to mother. Doesn’t trust me 
to take care of her. It was really none of her business. She had 
nothing to do with it. There was nothing she could do about 
it. But she made it her business. She had a business mind, as 
mother put it. I didn’t have a business mind. In my late forties 
now, a college degree in engineering, and still living with my 
little old mother, as I liked to call her. She liked to call me her 
big strong son. Big and strong yes, but bankrupt, relying on 
her to keep a roof over my head while I kept promising to get 
my career off the ground and support her in style; my writing 
career that is – I had burned-out on engineering years ago and 
was glad the younger whippersnappers were graduating 
behind me to snap up the endless-hour mind-wasting jobs. 
Life must have played a cruel joke on me since I kept reading 
how easy it was to become a dot com millionaire in the very 
field I couldn’t find an acceptable job in anymore even though 
I was doing it when these millionaires were still in diapers. I 
had bailed out just in time to avoid a mental breakdown, 
perhaps right when I should have held on to become a dot 
com millionaire; and so many years of being “self-employed” 
and between jobs made my marketability plummet, as if there 
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wasn’t a glass wall of well-hidden age discrimination waiting 
to greet me by now. But no matter. I knew that for every dot 
com success story in the media there were a hundred 
thousand failures. I used to love high tech and computers and 
software, but I didn’t anymore. I used to love my stressful 
brain-jobs; now they would be a pain, a slow agonizing waste 
of my potential. Yes, they would find many to take my place 
in that field, but in writing I hoped that nobody could take my 
place; my work would be the closest thing to immortality I’d 
achieve, and techies would never know this immortality 
because their supposedly state-of-the-art craptrap is 
tomorrow’s junk. And I was still young inside; I never became 
a boozer or a druggie, and, what’s more, still had the writing 
part of my brain intact and fresh. With half my life used up, it 
was at least my life, and in the grand tradition of us self-
centered spoiled American baby boomers I decided to do my 
second career my way, from the ground up, regardless of the 
financial pitfalls. By the time the generation X and Y workers 
reached my age and burned-out, I’d have it made and be 
living my golden years. And I just loved the writer lifestyle. I 
loved the joke about getting dressed up in a business suit, 
going to the front door, then asking myself, “Where am I 
going? I’m a writer.” A starving writer – struggling writer, as 
I liked to put it to keep my cheer up. Could have made more 
money with a lemonade stand in front of mother’s house so 
far but yes, I poured my best energies into it virtually every 
day, sitting at a wobbly old table typing into a dinosaur PC 
about ten years old, which I had bought in better days and 
couldn’t afford to upgrade or replace or even fix if it broke 
down, which it never did. It could connect to the Web via 
America Online, but just barely, and was about ten to fifteen 
times slower than the latest PCs. It clunked for minute after 
minute trying to load a single web page, and often froze-up or 
crashed before it could complete. But for the purposes of 
hosting a clunky old ASCII word processor it was totally 
adequate, so I slaved over it day after day, barely getting 
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away from it to answer the door or relieve myself, until I 
would suddenly call it a day, turn it off, hoist my sore butt up 
and go into the living room to plop down on the couch, eat 
the ample dinner mother served, watch the national network 
news on TV, followed by Hollywood Squares (mother’s 
favorite show), then go to bed after she gave me my habitual 
bedtime glass of milk, just as she did ever since she weaned 
me from her breast and later the baby bottle. In the last few 
years I would always leave a little unquaffed and hand her 
the glass, and she would finish it. She didn’t like to waste 
food, and I wanted her to get the calcium to forestall the 
osteo-p I was seeing all the time on TV. Mother and I both 
retired regularly about 7 p.m., she because she was nearing 
80, I because I did my best writing in my dreams each night. 
After ten or more hours sleep we’d both rise, she to the 
kitchen, me to the wobbly table, and repeat the cycle. The 
dreams of the night would be the matter for the writing of the 
day. I was a writing maniac. It would have been a dream 
lifestyle I suppose if only I could have made a living at it. As 
it was, the wolf was always near the door. To make ends meet 
after the savings were gone I had to take a part time job. Not 
that I had to make much for us to survive. The house was 
nearly paid for, one of the rare advantages of old age. Since 
there had been a real estate boom, and in addition our 
neighborhood had been declared a historical district, boosting 
the prices, our mortgage payment was less than the average 
one bedroom apartment rent in town, and on top of that it 
was a duplex (two 2-bedroom units); we lived in one half and 
rented out the other half, and the rent payment could pay the 
mortgage by itself if we didn’t need it for groceries, utilities, 
insurance, taxes, and car expenses. Mother also got a social 
security check, from her long years working three times as 
hard as men for one-third the pay, as she would often tell me 
one of her male co-workers once jokingly told her – no joke to 
her, raising two kids on a secretary’s wages while the 
deadbeat daddy dribbled in only a fraction of the court-
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ordered child support and in an era when the deadbeat-dad 
laws had no teeth; and between the rent money and that we 
came just a few hundred dollars a month short of being self-
sufficient. But, even with cost-cutting measures and belt 
tightening (keeping the grass half-parched during the 
summer; turning the heat down during the day in the winter, 
even though mother was only comfortable in a hothouse; 
dressing in hillbilly rags and going barefoot at home to save 
the soles – mother was from the country and corrupted me 
with this trick; never eating out except at fast-food restaurants 
that had special deals, such as two Whoppers for two bucks, 
or five Arby’s sandwiches for five bucks – we’d buy ten bucks 
worth and heat the soggy things up in the microwave for days 
– mother got the microwave as a gift from Sissy or we’d heat 
them up in a skillet instead; going to only one movie a week, 
and only during the bargain hours – a heroic sacrifice to me 
the movie buff), little dabs of money I managed to earn via 
my PC (I had many schemes), and gifts from family members, 
the time came when the wolf was back at the door. How 
ironic it would be to lose the house we almost had paid for by 
missing a couple of lousy mortgage payments. What would 
we do then? Find an apartment? Rent on a shabby apartment 
would be more than the mortgage payment, and they’d want 
first and last month’s rent plus a damage deposit up front. We 
couldn’t even afford to live in our own apartment. If we 
couldn’t pay, we might end up living out of the car. Being a 
struggling writer is supposed to build character, have 
challenges and all that, but how could I run my old dino 
computer out of a car? I’d need a laptop, and where would I 
get the money for that? Mother would likely split with me 
and go live with Sissy, leaving me living in the car. And I’d 
still have to get a job, only this time I’d have to go the day 
labor hiring hall where they make you show up at 6 A.M. and 
stand in line waiting for a grunt job and return at 6 P.M. to 
receive 40 or 50 bucks and then be peeled into bed and fed 
through a straw. But look at the bright side. My long hours in 
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front of a computer screen had been hurting my eyes, giving 
them chronic eyestrain. Some days my eyes would be redder 
than other days, but they were always a shade of pink at least, 
never white. So anything that got me away from the computer 
and out where my eyes could relax might be of strategic 
advantage to my health. So I got the newspaper job ads out 
and carefully scrutinized them. The ad had to say part-time or 
I’d skip it. I couldn’t work full time and still be a writer; that I 
agreed on with my inner true self. Wolf or no wolf, a full time 
job would drain me, leave no time for writing; reduce it to a 
hobby. Hobbyists are not going to make money. America 
alone has a half million wannabe professional writers, only a 
tiny percentage of them making a living at it. The kind of 
writing that sold best were stupid unrealistic romances 
written for housewives, and religious crap. If you had self-
respect and wanted to write for art rather than sell-out, the 
odds were steep. And it was a life path thing. My best work 
had to go into writing. It was my real work. Real hell. A real 
writer sacrifices all for his passion, throws financial concerns 
aside and accepts the possibility of skid row and/or living in a 
cardboard box with arthritis in every joint in exchange for the 
dream of making it as they call it, making it as a real writer 
and living the life of a successful self-made celeb. Give me 
some adjectives to refresh my repertoire here, but the right to 
dream big was what America stood for. Writing was the 
hardest profession, because the rules are not written down, a 
Zen-like Catch-22, yes, but it was also that much more 
tempting to a big dreamer like moi. I know I’d only been two 
years in the writing profession full-time, and that wasn’t 
enough to gauge one’s success. Five years is what I had heard; 
gauge your success at the five-year point and then decide 
whether to continue or find a new career. Already I had 
written a dozen novels, and although none had been accepted 
for publication yet I knew success could be just around the 
corner if only I didn’t give up, didn’t quit, kept writing, kept 
looking for that big break. There are no prizes for second 
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place in this profession. You have to put everything on the 
line and just believe. Writing is a thing you do, not a thing 
you just declare yourself to be. That’s where it diverges from 
Zen. If you don’t put in the sweat and produce writing, you 
aren’t issued a ticket to the grand lottery. If you lose, at least 
you had an equal chance with everybody else who had a 
ticket. If you win, you deserved it, and should make no 
apologies to anybody for what you did to win. You earned it. 
You are now everybody else’s dream, so go for it, show them 
it was worth it, worth trying for the next lottery. Maybe in the 
next life, but hey, there’s only one life to go around now and 
there has to be a winner and a whole lot of losers in every 
lottery. That’s immortality. Okay that’s all B.S; so why did I 
do it really? Because people tell me I can’t, that’s why. I don’t 
like people telling me I can’t do it, so I do it. All right, more 
B.S. Here’s the real reason: laziness. Every time I see Stephen 
King making twelve million dollar advances for a novel he 
hasn’t typed a word of, I see me in his place. If for no other 
reason than that he will die or retire, or fall off the top, I have 
a chance to take his place. I’m too lazy to do life like every 
other loser out there. I want to get paid for nothing, then write 
something only after partying on the money. And become 
immortal, my novels, like children, living on after me. King 
did have a close call recently, almost killed by a driver, who 
himself died mysteriously soon after. If the King goes, the 
world will put somebody else in his place. They have to. He’s 
a dream maker. He keeps the system from erupting in revolt. 
He looks like a dumb dork, his novels are interminably long 
and boring, and just has to be lucky, a case of one size fits all 
perhaps, but an aging audience, like Lawrence Welk. A 
person with more talent and just half his luck should have a 
chance. That person could be me. Don’t make an Indian giver 
out of yourself, world. Pick me. I hear that phone ringing. 
Back to the newspaper. I always write too much when I’m 
trying to avoid real work. Many of my novels are never going 
to be published because they are too plotless and wouldn’t 
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make good movies without extensive rewrites. At least my 
diary doubles as a work product that can survive without a 
tight plot, and that I can maybe publish easier than my other 
novels after I fictionalize it so that it qualifies as a novel rather 
than a non-fictional autobio. Its success would kill two birds 
with one stone, cause publishers to want to look at my 
backlist and take a chance that I wouldn’t lose my audience. 
Not that I had much experience obtaining an audience. One 
free online writer’s workshop I joined let me submit short 
stories and sample chapters for critique by other wannabe 
unpublished writers like me. I remember the comment one 
female made that my writing was more fluid and competent 
than 99% of the other writers in the workshop, but my choice 
of subject matter offended her to the fender-benders; that and 
the fact that I had previously critiqued her writings with 
cutting remarks that no doubt hit her right in the PMS. How 
mean and arrogant of me; but I thought I was doing her a 
favor by telling her to take her silly bleeding heart escapist 
romantic so-called fantasy short story that she told with a 
straight face and turn it into a wet rag masturbation fantasy 
some childless 40-plus-year-old redneck welder spinster dyke 
on PMS had one night, then have her wake up in bed late for 
work and go from there into a real novel. I guess she thought 
I was telling her to find another line of work, which I wasn’t, 
even though I wouldn’t care if she did, if she didn’t listen to 
my invaluable advice. (Funny how invaluable means quite 
valuable, instead of valueless; the world deserves English as 
its main language until the Chinese finally take over the 
world.) Later I had the thought that she herself was a 40-plus 
redneck dyke on PMS, and took the remarks personally. Her 
heated remarks did affect me a little bit in return, especially 
when she mentioned that I should stick to writing about what 
I know. I bet that if I submitted this section of the diary to the 
workshop it would draw more heated comments from other 
unpublished or underpublished 40-plus femme writers, 
outraged at my “lecturing in a fictional piece”; and that, if I 



The Ice Cream Man 

18 

commented on those comments in my diary, and submitted 
the updated section, I would draw more comments from more 
40-plus dykes or crypto-dykes; and on and on, endlessly, 
drawing out every woman over forty in the workshop into a 
frenzied cybermob. These same women would later, when my 
complete novel made it onto the New York Times bestseller 
list, gush with praise for it, and list me as one of their favorite 
authors. Funny! Funny too, but I did know about 40-plus 
women; too much probably. Due to biological necessities I 
couldn’t take women of my own age with me this time if I got 
married; they would be too old to give me a family, or even a 
woody, so I had to look for younger dykes, er, women, and 
leave the ones my age to the workshops of the world. A diary, 
however, is the classic case of writing about what you know, 
so how could I go wrong even with my femme critic? That’s 
why I got up every morning and typed-in the previous day’s 
adventures even before I had eaten, showered, shaved, or 
defecated, so that I wouldn’t forget any. It shows. Not that, 
until recently, I had any adventures. [Afternote: I must admit 
I’d lapsed in my diary writing, having written nary a line for 
months until I found a new life, complete with adventures 
and everything, as an ice cream man. So please bear with me 
as I try to make a clean transition. I couldn’t help turning to 
the engineering and computer ads. I could just see myself 
being the manager who hired young whippersnappers by 
dangling big bucks in front of their faces; I couldn’t see taking 
any of these burnout jobs myself – just too wise I guess. Not 
that I was qualified for management either; wrong attitude 
among other glaring deficiencies. I was on a sure track to skid 
row unless there was a big break waiting somewhere. No time 
to get emotional or lose heart; I ended up skipping to the P’s, 
where the title Part-Time predominated in each ad. Here was 
one likely prospect: a job loading packages on trucks for QPS. 
Three shifts available: two night shifts and one evening shift. I 
at once resolved to apply for the evening shift. It would be 
hard staying up past 7 p.m. but if I got home by midnight I 
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might be able to adjust. Twenty hours a week at ten dollars an 
hour. Perfect. I need exercise to get me away from the 
computer. I called them and made an appointment for 
tomorrow with a female big corporation secretary type. Okay, 
the laziness thing is more B.S; the truth is that I think I’m cut 
out to be a writer, period. Whether I am accepted by the 
public or not, I’m cut out for it. It’s fate. I can’t help myself, 
can’t stop. Maybe it’s a curse, but I accept it. I can’t question 
what I am cut out for. I must write.]  
 
May 11 
Ending my writing early, about 1 p.m., I left the wobbly table, 
took a shit, shower, and shave – the ultimate luxuries for a 
mature man – and prepared to drive to the QPS interview. I 
heard a news bulletin on the radio saying that India officially 
passed the one billion mark in population today; all I can say 
to that is “hmmph.” Speaking of hmmph, my how the 
summer is coming on. It’s already in the 80s, a heat wave. Just 
a month ago it was snowing and gray, no leaves on the trees 
yet. Now I have to get the air conditioner out from the 
basement and put it in the living room window; without it 
mother might get a stroke in hot enough weather. The QPS 
facility is in Commerce City, the butthole of the metro area, 
but that didn’t matter. I passed the Big City Flea Market on 
the way there; it was just down the main road from it. In the 
summertime mother and I liked to go there and shop for 
bargains at the farmer’s market there; whole crates full of 
papayas for a quarter a papaya, and things like that. The 
security at the QPS plant was outa sight, chilling. The parking 
lot was a block long, and I had to park at the back of it. The air 
stunk of industrial smells once I got out of the car. Now that’s 
what I think of India – they better not learn how great we 
have it here or they’ll flock in and stink it up trying to get jobs 
at slaughterhouses and Burger Kings. In the summertime they 
will crowd the Flea Market out lining up for them papayas. 
They frisked me at the guard post, made me walk another 
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block following a yellow line in the road to the app office. I 
filled out the app sitting at a little school-type desk in a 
waiting room. There was a poster on the wall with a former 
employee’s mug shot saying he’d been busted for stealing; a 
warning to others. I was finishing the app, sorry I didn’t bring 
a crib sheet with phone numbers and names, when a wiry 
cowboy type dude walked in and got his app. Then the boss 
opened his door and called me in. He told me to stand up, 
bend over, and lift a box off the floor by his desk. That was 
the physical test. I had trouble getting a grip on it but finally I 
hoisted it, and just stood there with it until he told me to put it 
back down. I remarked that it would be good exercise to lift a 
box like that a hundred or so times each day. He replied that 
the goal was to lift it four hundred times an hour. I knew I 
blew it when I said that didn’t sound possible. Sweating 
visibly and breathing hard didn’t help either. He said they’d 
call me within a few days if they were interested. My app 
went onto a pile about a foot high. I could see that the evening 
shift was booked up, and probably had been for years, and 
the only possibility was working from the graveyard shift 
from midnight to four A.M. – hours I’d never get used to, 
hours that would kill my most cherished activity of dreaming 
up material for my writing. Yet to pay the mortgage on the 
family farm I’d do it – at least for six months, then switch 
shifts or swing out on the first available vine. The cowboy was 
sitting next to a new applicant as I left, an Indian. Both 
snickered at me. Maybe they didn’t; maybe they just 
snickered all the time. I looked soft compared to them; no 
heavy suntan, no thick calloused hands, wrong kind of 
clothes, wrong smell even. I kind of hoped they wouldn’t call. 
On the way out, as I followed the yellow line back, it occurred 
to me that they were snooping me on a camera and seeing 
how fast I walked as part of the evaluation. I slowed down, 
left the line, cut a corner at the end and tried to talk the 
guards out of the frisk unsuccessfully. A rat who wins a rat 
race is still a rat. 
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May 20 (Sat.)  
They didn’t. Ten days wasted against the wolf, but all good 
days of writing gained on my latest novel. Almost never left 
the computer. Never left the house except to fetch the 
newspaper from beside the street where the paperboy dumps 
it. After the phone didn’t ring for too many days, Mother 
began to needle me about when I was going to get a job. I 
silenced her by leaving the PC, going to the living room, 
reading the newspaper want ads and circling promising ones. 
As on previous days, my best luck is when she says to not go 
out looking at a job that day because she has to use the car 
(unofficially my car, the Japanese one being hers, although 
she owns them both) herself. I suddenly hope Lonny doesn’t 
call and tell her the other car is ready. He doesn’t. He doesn’t 
answer his answering machine either. I am glad but appear 
mad, and go back to the PC where my mind is feverishly 
trying to retain what I’m going to type in just then.  
 
May 23 (Tues.) 
She needs the car again today, oh joy. I could get away 
without another job interview again. But never fear, she had 
picked me up a copy of every free job seeker publication in 
town, and by chance I spotted one that seemed sent from 
heaven, and picked up the phone. Here is the ad, verbatim: 
 
ICE CREAM TRUCK DRIVERS WANTED. $75 TO $150 A 
DAY, PAID DAILY. PART OR FULL TIME. $300 SIGNING 
BONUS AFTER 30 DAYS. CALL FOR APPOINTMENT. 
 
I called, a little apprehensive after my QPS experience. A 
cheerful male voice answered, and to my relief, no big 
corporation feel. I was expecting a female secretary type but I 
gathered he was a hands-on type. He didn’t seem to have a 
prepared script to read from and was so friendly I dropped 
my guard. I don’t know why but I told him that I’d always 
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wanted to be an ice cream man since childhood. Not true, 
although as a child I had loved the ice cream man and always 
begged mother for spare change when I heard the music 
approaching. Yes, I could imagine myself trying this, even 
imagine myself wanting to do this since childhood, although 
the idea had just occurred to me for the first time now. And 
the work was right: no lifting of hundreds of boxes an hour, 
no standing on my feet for hours, just a driving job, stopping 
at the curb and handing out ice cream bars to kiddies while I 
sat on my big fat ass and raked in the moolah. I asked about 
the hours and he said noon to eight. I asked why the ad said 
part or full time and he said that part time meant weekends 
only. I asked about the paid daily part and he said that the 
drivers are on pure commission and get paid each night with 
cash on the barrel. Now that really sounded grand. If I could 
just work two days a week and make $100 each day, I’d be 
saved and so would my writing career. The variable pay rates 
were estimates because each driver makes his own way with 
the kiddies. Always overconfident, I couldn’t help imagining 
how I’d set sales records and bring home two or three 
hundred a day or even more, after the learning curve period; 
until then a hundred a day would do. I caught myself drifting 
off and failing to follow his talk. I covered for myself by 
asking when I could come in and apply. He said I could come 
by tomorrow and fill out the app. He gave me the address. I 
should have known. Commerce City. He told me to bring a 
MVR showing how many points I had on my driver’s license. 
Big gag, but I dissembled real good. Don’t show up until after 
one, he stressed. I said okay and goodbye and hung up 
politely. But now I had to spend the rest of the day figuring 
out where to go to get an MVR. Mother saved me. She took 
the Ford and picked my MVR up from a state office on the 
way back from the grocery store; a little sheet of paper. What 
would I do without her? At least I had a clean driving record, 
more from never driving than anything else; Stephen King 
would understand.  
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May 24 (Wed.)  
 
Into the old Ford wagon I squeezed after moving the seat 
back and throwing mother’s pillows into the back seat, and 
soon I was out onto the highway leading north through the 
big city. It was almost spring weather again, in the high 70s 
and clear. The address should be easy to find, the 6800 block 
of the main boulevard through the big city. I would just cut 
through the mousetrap along I-Pothole, the worst-maintained 
interstate in town, get onto Busy Blvd. around 50th, and go 18 
blocks north. I found my way to 69th, only to realize that 
Busy Blvd. had changed into another street, Commerce Blvd. 
It was a confusing mess out here of industrial land and strip 
malls going every which way, a result of no overall planning. 
I passed the dog track awhile back; that I remembered 
because my dad used to live out here in this hellhole when I 
was three years old and it was actually a somewhat trendy 
suburb, and lose his paycheck at the dog track so that mother 
was ever wondering how she’d feed us. Now it had been 
considerably renovated and given a posh-sounding but 
cheesily inappropriate English style name, like Wimbledon 
Park but not that; no, something else I couldn’t remember. I’m 
sure the Queen goes here all the time and stomps divots like 
Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman; the truck stop hos probably 
would give her a job though. At 69th there was an 
intersection, not a 4-way, but a 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6-way, three 
branches off of the main road I was on in each of the left and 
right directions, with lights sequencing the traffic that seemed 
to take forever. I finally turned left and then u-turned on the 
first side road and swung around back onto Commerce Blvd., 
backtracking; back past the dog track, down to 50th again, 
and saw it turn back into Commerce Blvd. right as it hit I-
Pothole. So where is 68th and Busy Blvd.? I felt like I had been 
had. I resisted the impulse to get back on I-Pothole and truck 
on home. I remembered an Arby’s with a phone booth back of 
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me and thought of calling the ice cream place and asking 
directions. The directions called for 35 cents. I only had 
quarters, so I had to pay 50 cents. An answering machine was 
all I got. I hung up, got back in the POS Ford wagon, and 
decided it was some kind of test. Back on the boulevard I 
retraced my path to 69th, waited for the long light, and swung 
to the right instead of the left. Ten minutes later I was back at 
the intersection, waiting for the light again. This time I went 
straight forward. Twenty minutes later, after a depressing 
tour of Commerce City, several truck and trailer lots, a white 
bread factory, a giant grain silo, and sand and gravel lots, I 
found my way back to the intersection, and went the way I 
had gone the first time. I ended up seeing a high school 
surrounded by mean-looking low-class houses. Reading the 
street signs it dawned on me all of a sudden that I was on 69th 
about six blocks past Busy Blvd., that Commerce Blvd. is at a 
45 degree angle from Busy Blvd. and crosses at I-Pothole. 
Going down 69th past the school, there was a church. No, it 
was a Grange. Where were the farms? I must have missed 
them. Past that the road dead-ended. I looked at the street 
sign: Busy Blvd. My eyes crossed the street and I saw a big lot 
with trucks in it, ice cream trucks! I crossed over and parked 
in the front lot. Getting out, I saw that the lot was gated, and a 
big sign on front said “Be Right Back”. Here’s to you mom, 
from the car with the right stuff to get you through, the Ford 
POS. I sat there waiting for somebody to open the gate for 
close to an hour. I noticed that out beyond the lot I was in was 
a set of railroad tracks and a little park, the kind that nobody 
would want to go to. The industrial smell of the air made me 
breathe shallow. The whole area was a toilet. The gate had 
another sign on it warning of vicious dogs. There were two 
other cars parked alongside mine, but nobody was in them. I 
wondered if I should get outta here. Suddenly somebody 
came out of the gate and saw me. I got out, asked if he 
worked there, and recognized the phone voice. He was a tall 
handsome Italian man, smiling and cheerful. Somehow he 
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didn’t belong in this cesspool. He led me back in, saying that 
the gate had been open all along, and all I had to do was walk 
in. No matter, he didn’t hold it against me. He was soon 
proudly showing me an ice cream truck, going through an 
obviously rehearsed spiel about the fun and pitfalls of the job. 
Most of it went through one ear and out the other, but one 
thing he said stuck with me: there will be times when I’m 
driving around and nobody is buying, but don’t panic, just 
pull over, pull out a paperback novel, and kill a little time, 
and the market conditions will improve when I start back up. 
I was listening with half my brain. The other was absorbed 
with eye candy: three long lines of trucks, going back from the 
entrance a hundred yards at least. There were many gaps in 
the lines, which I later found out meant that those trucks had 
drivers and they were out selling. More Italian-looking men 
were peeking out at us from the main building near the gate. 
There was an office, a garage, a big freezer door. One of the 
men was dressed in a mechanic’s coveralls, jacking up an ice 
cream truck parked sideways in front of the garage. Most of 
the men I saw were in their twenties and thirties, but one 
older man, a Godfather type, was easily seen to be the boss by 
the way the others acted towards him. Maybe this outfit was 
run by the Mafia, I couldn’t help but think. Then, looking at 
the ice cream trucks, and remembering the ice cream men in 
my childhood, I chuckled at my own overactive imagination; 
if the Mafia were reduced to this, they might as well go legit. 
Not all Italians are in the Mafia. My mind was working 
overtime: One thing I would never mention to these guys was 
the word Mafia. When I realized I was becoming self-
absorbed again, and wasn’t answering a question, I tried to 
cover by changing the subject. If the President – as I later 
decided to call the young tall handsome Italian man since he 
kind of reminded me of Bill Clinton – could have read my 
mind and seen me trying not to mention the Mafia, I would 
have been putty in his hands. As it was I did change the 
subject. I asked when I could start. He said tomorrow; show 
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up a little before noon. Right now I’d have to produce a 
driver’s license, an MVR, and sign the contract. I agreed, and 
he led me to the roofed shed on the end of the office, where 
one of the young Italian men was waiting at the window, and 
handled the transaction very quickly, telling me to use a pen 
on a string on the outside window counter. As I left the lot my 
thoughts were swirling. Sing it! I love the winter weather; it’s 
when you get to cuddle up to keep me warm. I drove home 
floating on cloud nine. When I told mother I had a job she 
appeared for a moment to lose twenty years. We celebrated 
by driving to the local A&W drive-in restaurant and ordering 
a large root beer float. The money on hand was scarce but she 
said she could afford it, although she wouldn’t order one for 
herself; just so I could bring in five hundred bucks to pay the 
mortgage by June 15. Like always I left part of it for her and 
she finished it. As I was settling into dreamland I suddenly 
realized that tomorrow was a Friday and I had meant to tell 
him I was going to just be a part-timer, working weekends 
only. No matter, I decided. I could use every extra cent, and 
an extra day’s pay wouldn’t hurt. Besides, to hand my mother 
some actual cash would warm the cockles of her dear little 
heart. 
 
May 25 (Thurs.) 
This is the big day. Since I didn’t have to leave until eleven 
a.m., I kept to my usual writing routine. This time, for some 
inner reason, some unfathomable urge, I went through my 
boxes of old paperback books that I never found time to read, 
and located Stephen King’s It. A huge, thousand-page tome 
(the last page is numbered 1093), it was something I always 
meant to read, not because I was a King fan, but out of 
professional interest, to study a competitor and maybe pick 
up pointers. I figured the ice cream job would give me plenty 
of time to read it, so I decided to take it with me. Kill two 
birds with one stone; kill two birds with one stone. This time 
as I reached the high school and saw by my watch that I was 
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twenty minutes early I couldn’t resist the temptation to take a 
little tour. It was a warm day, but not really hot yet; pleasant, 
really. Instead of driving past the high school I detoured to 
the right, stopping by their athletics field. A few kids were 
playing a game of baseball. In my mind’s eye I was sitting in 
my ice cream truck reading my novel and waiting for them to 
come up and buy from me all summer long. A Mark Twain-
like sweet nostalgic easygoing feeling steeped me like a 
teabag, like lazing in a boat and fishing for catfish on the 
Mississippi, or something equally funky and lazy. You call 
this work? Tom Sawyer never had it so good. And I’d go 
home with seventy-five to one hundred and fifty dollars each 
night to give mother towards the mortgage on the family 
farm. Was I dreaming? Only one way to find out. I tooled 
back into the ice cream company parking lot and this time the 
gate was wide open. Parking where I had earlier, I got out 
and went inside the lot and up to the office. One of the young 
Italian men told me not to go in the door but to go around to 
the other side, where there was a roofed shed and a service 
window. The President was there, greeting me at once and 
beckoning me to the window, where the same young Italian 
man, whom I shall call the Bishop for reasons to be discussed 
later, handed me a printed form to sign; it was really two 
identical forms with a piece of carbon paper between them. 
He handed me the carbon copy. He explained to me how 
there is no salary, just a pure commission of thirty percent on 
all items sold, plus I had to pay ten dollars each day to pay for 
the truck and the gas. Quick to ward off my complaint, he 
said I was an independent contractor, not an employee, and I 
didn’t have to pay the ten dollars in advance, but that it 
would be deducted at the end of the day from my 
commission. Another fifty dollars must be deposited since I’m 
a new driver, he said, but again he beat me to the punch by 
adding that it would be also deducted from my commission at 
the end of the day, and not all at once, but at the rate of ten 
dollars a day until it was paid. Since I knew I was going to 
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make at least 75 dollars, I didn’t complain. I hoped the 75 
figure in the ad meant after the ten-buck truck and gas 
deduction and figured it must. He then handed me a key on a 
ring. The President then took the form from me and went into 
the big freezer at the end of the roofed shed wheeling an old 
grocery cart, emerging seconds later with it full of boxes of ice 
cream. He showed me a clipboard next to the freezer unit on 
my side, and told me that from now on I was to put my order 
sheet in that below any others already there as it was first-
come first-served. He then went over to another small home-
sized freezer in the back of the shed, put on a big thick and 
blackened pair of welder’s gloves, opened the freezer up, and 
took several bricks of dry ice over to a table, where he 
wrapped them in newspaper like fish. In the meantime I was 
peeking around and saw a poster on the inside shed wall that 
was meant to be the rules or something. It said something 
about it not just being a selling job but an experience for 
children. Also something about always driving in the right 
lane on highways, and that posted speed limits are for other 
vehicles not ice cream trucks; something about using a swing 
arm, like a school bus; how I was to put on the emergency 
lights as I was selling; something about teaching customers to 
pass behind the truck for safety; about protecting the children 
as they cross the street. A big heart-shaped Good Humor logo 
covered with dirt smiled down at me. A smelly man smoking 
a butt came up to the window and got in line. The Bishop told 
him there was no smoking inside the shed and to go put it out 
and come back. I saw the ashtray on the outside post of the 
door at the same time he did. He must be another new driver. 
The President by now had a stack of wrapped dry ice bricks. 
He now threw them on top of the boxes in the cart, then 
passed me by and began to wheel it to the trucks, chatting 
merrily all the while, while I struggled to keep up. They 
assign you a truck for the duration of the season, he said. He 
had personally picked me out a good one. It was clear in the 
back of the lot, and we passed truck after truck, all painted 
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white with yellow caution signs painted on the back doors 
saying “Caution: Children” or “Stop for Children”. The back 
doors were hinged at the top and had a big handle at the 
bottom; I noticed the paint on these doors was cracking. On 
both sides were colorful logos, and picture menus on the right 
sides next to the doors. We reached number 32, my truck, as I 
already knew from the key ring. It was an old GM Step-Van, 
with automatic transmission. A Jurassic Park sticker was 
pasted next to the driver’s door; I guessed that was one of the 
products. He rolled back the door, then stepped up and rolled 
back the door on the right side also. They stayed open by 
some kind of latching mechanism. I walked around the front, 
reaching the right side. Inside the open door was a big metal 
step then a big white metal box sitting on the metal floor, 
about chest height. The box had two shiny metal doors on top 
with knobs. That was the selling box, he said. There were 
several decals advertising ice cream treats on the side facing 
the steps. He told me to come around to the driver’s side. A 
big black roomy seat on a pedestal greeted me. He did 
something at the base and the seat tipped forward, then 
shoved all the boxes from the grocery cart onto the floor 
behind the seat. Then he mounted up and behind the seat, 
beckoning me to follow. Inside the truck was another, bigger 
freezer, filling up most of the back, but turned sideways so 
that you were facing the right side as you opened the lid. It 
was full of boxes of ice cream products. He told me to hand 
him the boxes and as I did so he inserted them in the freezer. 
Then he asked for the dry ice bricks. I soon burned my fingers 
on one. He laughed and told me to be careful and never 
handle dry ice with my bare hands because it’s at minus 180 
degrees Fahrenheit and can cause freeze burns in less than 
three seconds. Heavy gloves must be used to handle it. I 
thought of buying gloves but I noticed he wasn’t wearing any 
now. If you handle it fast enough you can get away with it. 
The freezer was a Kenmore, from Sears, I noted; no different 
than the home model. By now I was sweating like a pig from 
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the heat. It was in the 80s outside and much hotter inside. 
Flashbacks to the QPS interview. “The biggest mistake new 
drivers make,” he was saying, “is to drive too fast. Try to keep 
your speed to five miles an hour, because it takes time for the 
kiddies to hear you and get their money and come out to the 
truck. If you have passed them you’ll miss a sale.” The big 
freezer’s power cord was plugged into a long yellow 
extension cord, which was looped around the steering wheel 
and went out the driver’s side door to a pole in front of the 
truck. Each pole had several yellow cords coming out of it to 
the trucks on either side of it, like a maypole. He told me that 
the freezers are run all night to keep the ice cream cold and 
that I must use bricks of dry ice to keep it cold while I’m 
selling. I asked him how could this work for eight hours and 
he said it will. I was thinking of asking if they charged me for 
the dry ice but decided not to bring it up since I could only 
lose that exchange. He told me to open up the selling box in 
front. It was empty. He started taking ice cream items from 
the big freezer and putting them in a big spare cardboard Sno 
Cone box, then handed it to me and told me to put it in the 
front box. This he did four times. Each of the four cardboard 
boxes had the Good Humor brand printed on it, along with 
the company headquarters, Green Bay, Wisconsin, home of 
the Packers. So, that’s what they packed, I mused: ice cream. 
Each box had a brick of dry ice placed on top of the ice cream 
by the President. Remember that cold air sinks, so always put 
the dry ice on top of the ice cream, not under it, he said. Next 
to the selling box, strapped on by elastic bungee cords, was a 
plastic cooler with cans of Pepsi in it. He took two slab-
shaped plastic bottles out of the main freezer and put them 
into the cooler; they turned out to be reusable ice paks, with 
instructions in three languages printed on the front. I asked if 
that pop was for me to drink as I was driving to beat the heat, 
and he laughed. No, it was an item on the menu, one dollar 
per can. Wasn’t that a bit expensive, I asked? I remembered 
mother getting two twelve-packs of Pepsi for two dollars 
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when the grocery stores were at war. Not when it’s 95 in the 
shade and you’ve driven right up to their curb, he replied. 
Don’t drink the pop yourself, he warned, because it just 
makes you thirstier later; take a jug of water with you instead. 
Each night I was to take the ice paks out of the cooler and put 
them in the main freezer. Why do we just sell one kind of pop, 
I asked? No answer. He was jumping out of the truck now. 
He left the truck and told me to get in the driver’s seat. I did. 
He gave me the key and told me to start it up. It started right 
up. Above my head attached to the roof above the windshield 
was a white metal box with a toggle switch and a knob. He 
reached up, flipped the switch, and the music began to play. 
He smiled big as if he were introducing me to his kept 
woman, then turned it off. He pointed to a white sticker card 
on the panel above the windshield. It was a price list. All you 
do, he said, is look up here when people order something to 
find the price, then collect it and get the item out of the selling 
box and hand it to them. When you run out of an item get up 
and go back to the big freezer and restock it. Do I know how 
to use the mirrors? he asked. I said yes. In retrospect that was 
a curious question. Did I remember to bring a box for coins 
and a big leather pouch for bills? I didn’t. No problem, he 
said, but it’s more convenient than fumbling for your wallet 
all day. Did I have some starter change? I fished around and 
produced about a dollar’s worth, and he sold me another 
couple of dollar’s worth. You’re all set, he said, throwing the 
change on my console, which was shaped like a drumhead to 
my right, between the windshield and the selling box. 
Remember, he said, the products sell themselves; all you have 
to do is drive. He then pulled out a city map and showed me 
my route, marked with a magic marker. Each driver gets his 
own route, he explained, that no other driver can sell in. If I 
see any other driver in my route I was to report it. Mine 
would be fairly close to Commerce City, but it was a real good 
route he said, and I would do fine. He showed me how to get 
there on the mousetrap, and told me to return by 8:00 p.m. He 
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folded the map and put it on the console behind a small 
cardboard box with a bag of bubble gums in it. He noticed me 
noticing and took a couple and handed me one. We 
unwrapped them and popped them. Super Bubble Gum the 
wrapper said. Good, quite good. Price is ten cents he said. My 
commission is 30 percent on every item sold, so I had just lost 
14 cents; I didn’t say that out loud. He then told me a story of 
how the mayor of one suburb called Aura hated ice cream 
trucks and had made them illegal, and how one driver would 
sneak in there randomly and do a land office business, until 
he was caught and ticketed, and the judge threw the book at 
him, fining him seven hundred bucks. Why did he hate ice 
cream trucks, I asked? Because of one itty-bitty little accident 
with a kid once, he replied; he blew things up out of 
proportion and now all the kiddies are suffering. He then said 
to shove off. I found it easy to drive, fun even. As we drove 
towards the front, I asked him where the air conditioner was; 
he chuckled and said to keep both doors open and hope for a 
breeze. He told me to stop by the garage where he jumped out 
and started washing the windows from a tray of spray bottles 
and paper towels. Do this every day, he told me. The 
Godfather, the old man who was the boss, was coming out of 
the garage and came to greet us. He was all smiles and there 
was something boyish about him. It was as if I knew him, had 
seen him before, but I couldn’t remember where. It suddenly 
hit me that he was the President’s dad. Probably some of the 
other young Italian men I’d seen were his sons, cousins, and 
whatnot. This was a family business, Old World style. That 
thought took the last edge off. Mafia schmafia. The last thing 
the Godfather told me was not to turn the engine off all day 
until I returned. We then went even with the office, where 
there was a gasoline pump on the left hand side. I noticed the 
freezer now, next to the office. There was another shed 
between it and the garage. The shed was filled with grocery 
carts. Every inch of this place had some use it seemed. Some 
of the carts were filled with flattened-out cardboard boxes. 
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We went on and parked next to the pump. The lot only had 
two lanes in and out, and the pump was dead smack in the 
middle. We were on the lane next to the office; the other lane 
was on the other side of the pump, between the pump and the 
hedged fence that was next to Busy Blvd. I saw an 18-wheeler 
go by. Il Presidente told me to jump out and he followed. 
There was a set of gas cap keys dangling from the pump on a 
chain, and he showed me mine, number 32. He unlocked and 
took off the gas cap on my truck and then showed me how to 
work the gas pump. After putting in 13.2 gallons he showed 
me the clipboard where I was to record the amount and initial 
it. I did. He then told me to have a good day, waving 
presidentially. As I left the gates I saw my Ford wagon parked 
with five others, and for the first time noticed two large 
dumpsters at the far end of the property, with deep wheel 
ruts in front and ice cream boxes littered around. Turning left, 
and waiting for the traffic, which consisted mainly of 18-
wheelers and buses, I was soon out on Busy Blvd. heading to 
my route. It was around a half hour after noon. Heading 
down Busy Blvd. I soon passed a police station, then a 
construction site. The sign said it was the new Commerce 
County jail. Oh great. Try not to think bad thoughts about the 
mafia and corrupt paid-off cops. Reaching the end of Busy 
Blvd., there was a T-intersection and a light. Going left, I soon 
found the new Commerce highway and got on the on-ramp. 
Too fast. I almost went out of control. Even then, there was a 
pickup truck almost tailgating me. From now on I’d take it 
slower. The truck had a surprisingly good acceleration from 
zero to fifty I noted; that doesn’t make it a racecar. Not that 
any of the meters on the panel worked; all of them – the 
speedometer, the odometer, the oil and temp gauges, even the 
fuel gauge – had been disconnected. The odo read exactly 
9365 miles. The steering wheel, I noticed, was cracked in 
several places and had old dirty duck tape wrapped in 
various positions; the horn button had been taken out. After 
the steep circular on-ramp it straightened out and I was soon 
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on the new Commerce highway, following that to its 
intersection with the interstate, then going south on the 
interstate, and soon flying by its intersection with I-Pothole. 
This gave me an idea: a more direct route to work, bypassing 
I-Pothole. Yes, that made sense now. The ice cream lot, being 
maybe two miles max from the big dog track, the citizens 
would have wanted a special highway built just so they could 
bypass I-Pothole and go lose their money. This would shave 
off maybe ten minutes going back and forth to work. I soon 
exited the interstate and reached one corner of my route, 
which was an area of the big city roughly in the shape of a 
rectangle. It wasn’t a route route, like a newspaper carrier has; 
I once tried that job, and they gave me a multi-page listing of 
addresses that I had to drive by in a specific order each 
morning in the wee hours, skipping different addresses each 
time because few had seven-day-a-week subscriptions and 
most skipped one or two days, and they gave me just enough 
papers each time, so that if I threw to an address I was 
supposed to skip I’d end up screwed at the end and even 
fined for throwing an extra paper or not throwing a 
scheduled paper. No, the ice cream route was just an area 
drawn with a magic marker on a city map that I was to stay in 
while selling, but the entire matter of what order to drive 
through it or who to sell to was up to moi: good ole American 
free enterprise was still alive in America. The downside of 
that was that they just threw me into the job and let me sink 
or swim, Old World style. Gee this was fun. Reaching the first 
through street, I went up a long hill next to a golf course, 
turned into a side street, steered to the curb and stopped, 
threw it in Park so I could take my hands off the wheel and 
my feet off the pedals, and got the map out to study it. Yes, I 
was at the edge of my route, and going in the right direction. I 
looked down the street and there were two rows of nice-
looking homes stretching into the distance. I folded the map 
up, put it on the console, reached in the selling box and took 
out a Firecracker popsicle to suck on, threw the wrapper 
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haphazardly on the floor, and turned on the music. Just then 
my starfleet supervisor from the spacetimeport signaled me 
on the quantum displacement implant in my medulla 
oblongata, oblongatta,..., whatever. 
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CHAPTER 2. 
THE BISHOP 
 
May 25 cont. (Thurs.) 
Nothing happened. I came back down to reality. No flocks of 
kiddies lined up at the side of my truck with money in hand. I 
had half thought that all I had to do was park on each corner 
and the whole block would come alive, flocking to my truck. I 
see why they gave me thirteen gallons of gas now; they 
expected me to drive constantly. It had been so long since I 
was a kid; I now vaguely remembered how they’d just keep 
driving slow until you flagged them down. Then I 
remembered the obvious: it was a weekday, in May, and 
school had not let out. The kiddies were in school! I suddenly 
panicked. How was I to sell anything to kiddies when there 
were no kiddies? What a dupe I was! I should have put my 
foot down and told them I’d work weekends only. They had 
zonked me! No wonder the pay was a pure commission. They 
had nothing to lose, just my blood, sweat and tears. I even 
had to pay them for the gas! I wondered if I’d make anything. 
Still, I had almost eight hours to go before dark, so I resolved 
to drive it out and let fate work its will. I began driving down 
the block, slow like the President told me. The truck almost 
drove itself at this speed; I could drive with two, one, or even 
no hands quite comfortably. The problem was that the truck 
didn’t like to go slow. Even with the foot off the gas it would 
gallop along at 15 mph, and if it was going downhill it would 
upshift and reach 30 or more quick, so I had no choice but to 
ride the brake to keep the speed down. I could see everybody 
laughing at my brake lights being on constantly, but what 
could I do? I drove up the first block, and there was no sale. I 
drove a second, third, fourth block and still no sale. I turned 
and started coming back down the next street. No sale. I 
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drove ten, fifteen, thirty minutes and still no sale. Too late I 
remembered the President saying something about visiting 
industrial parks; how he would get a company president to 
come out and order a whole box of something for his people. 
But then I had no idea where any industrial parks were in this 
area. Furthermore, wouldn’t I be trespassing on private 
property and get in trouble? And how can I get by with 
standing in the main traffic line blocking traffic in those 
crowded lots? I was thinking I’d been had again. By now my 
wad of gum was getting stale in my mouth. If the job was so 
great why did they have so many openings? There must have 
been high turnover because the drivers find out they aren’t 
making diddly and quit. Perhaps a few drivers make the 75 to 
150 in one day once in a while, and that’s how they get by 
with the misleading advertising. Maybe those drivers are 
Italians too and they sell to themselves. I felt I could feel 
jackass ears growing out of my head. I saw the wolf at the 
door, pictured my little old mother waiting for her big strong 
son to provide for her and coming back empty handed. I 
grimaced at having to interview at more QPSes, the cowboy 
and the Indian at each and every interview office, giving me 
jackass grins. I even regretted that piece of bubble gum I had 
put in my mouth, since I had been tricked into buying it from 
them and owed them 7 cents – 14 since I had bought the 
President one. He must have been laughing his head off at 
me, a non-Italian. I owed them ten dollars and 14 cents; no, 
twenty dollars and 14 cents. At a 30 percent commission, I’d 
have to sell 3.33 times that just to break even and come home 
with nada; that would be over thirty dollars worth. At least I 
knew a little Italiano from my college days; make that come 
home with niente, nullo. I had now reached the one-hour 
point, and had sold zilch. My hourly wage was therefore zero. 
Great job, I told myself. The silly nursery school music was 
getting to me now. Here comes the chump, here comes the 
chump; laugh your heads off folks ‘cause here comes the 
chump. I got a little self-conscious, thought of that cop station. 
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I wondered what they could get me for. One ticket would cost 
me far more than this job was worth. Then I saw a kiddie. He 
was half a block ahead of me. What’s more, he was jumping 
up and down, like he was dancing to the music. What is this, I 
wondered? Is he mocking me? Would serve me right. As I got 
nearer I saw his mommy coming out. She would probably 
spank him, I was hoping, after grabbing him by the ear and 
pulling him back inside. Then she waved at me. I stopped. I 
didn’t know what to say. I’m sorry? “I’ll take two American 
Glory sundae cones,” she said, producing a wallet. “What do I 
owe you?” I was taken aback. So this was a sale. There is a 
God. I looked up at the price chart, couldn’t find the item, 
tried to stall. Finally I saw it. “$1.60 times two. That comes to 
$3.20.” She handed me three one-dollar bills and a quarter. I 
hastily made change. I then opened up the selling box and 
fished around until I saw the sundae cones. They are more 
commonly known as drumsticks. She was telling me that they 
had missed me, hadn’t seen me for weeks. I tried to hard to 
not show emotion, but I was bursting with steamy joy; so, I 
was actually needed. There must have been another driver on 
this route earlier who quit. I handed the drumsticks to her, 
and she handed one to the kiddie, who stood there looking at 
me with what can only be described as eyes of adoration. 
“Thank you!” said the kiddie, in a singsong voice that 
sounded like prayer. I was in seventh heaven, trying to think 
what to say. “You’re welcome!” I replied, sounding like a 
faggot kindergarten teacher, my voice rising two octaves. I 
then took off, proud. Of course this job is legal; it’s only the 
first day; they’d been in business for years. My mind was 
racing to figure out my profit. 69 cents. And it only took me a 
minute. Now that was better. Yes, there is money to be made 
if I just hold on. To make 75 dollars I’d have to sell 225, no 250 
dollars worth in one 8-hour day, or just over 30 dollars an 
hour worth. My hourly wage would thus be about 9 dollars, 
which wasn’t bad since you don’t have to be a brain surgeon 
to do this; the President said that. My first hour had just been 
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bad luck, beginner’s luck; now it would get better. The beauty 
of the day suddenly took me in, the sun, the clear sky, the 
warmth, the occasional flowers, the birds. Those two nice 
people had popped my cherry, and didn’t know it. Every time 
I came to this block they’d be waiting for me, wondering why 
I took so long, with moolah in hand. Why, this was like 
having a license to print money. People just waited around for 
the chance to run up to my truck and hand me dough. All I 
had to do was give them some marked-up ice cream item and 
pocket 30 percent. I suddenly remembered my Stephen King 
novel; I had forgotten to take it out of my car. No matter. I 
didn’t want to waste time reading now. I wanted to find more 
good customers like those two. All I had to do was keep 
driving my route and there they’d be. The mortgage was 
saved. I reached a park and was trying to pass it to get to the 
next residential street when a girl ran out and flagged me 
down. She was soon joined by two other girls. They were 
looking at the menu and speaking with each other in Russian. 
“Three Bubble Gum Swirls,” she said to me. It sounded like 
“tree booble goom swir”. I looked at the price list. “That will 
be tree dollars,” I said. Tree is Russian for three. I knew that 
from college. She handed me three crumpled dollars. I fished 
around in the box and handed them three popsicles. I guessed 
they tasted like bubble gum. I suddenly realized the gum in 
my mouth had lost its taste, so I swallowed it and started to 
reach for another to unwrap, but stopped; my jaw hurt from 
too much exercise. I took off again. I had now sold over six 
bucks’ worth of ice cream today. The temperature was only in 
the low 80s but was climbing, and soon I became glad for 
every breeze that blew into my open doors as I tried to learn 
how to do this job. It was like I was in an equilibrium with my 
environment for a while, working hand in hand with the 
winds to keep my thermal balance. I didn’t know how long 
this would last, but the beautiful day was fun to spend this 
way, like a kid again. I felt like a privileged character. I ruled 
the streets. This was cool. So what if I didn’t know what I was 
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doing yet? As the Pres said, you don’t have to be a brain 
surgeon. As I drove along, I kept remembering a silly rhyme I 
had heard in childhood, on the playground, Sissy and her 
friends chanting it while jumping rope:  
 
One fine day in the middle of the night two dead men got up to 
fight. The blind man went to see fair play. The dumb man went to 
shout hooray. Back to back they faced each other, drew their swords 
and shot each other.  
 
Then drove ice cream trucks for a living all day. As the day 
wore on I would sell some then go through a long dry spell 
then sell some more. The President had told me to work the 
grid, that is, never go two blocks in a straight line, but to 
remember that my music can be heard for three blocks and go 
around every corner that the music reached. This caused me 
to get turned around frequently, to repeat streets, sometimes 
in both directions, and to generally slow my progress through 
the route. I soon learned that when one edge of a grid is a 
busy main street, it is too hard to try to get onto and off of it 
over and over, and not worth the hassle, so I’d turn one block 
early each time. I figured houses near a busy street didn’t 
expect to see an ice cream truck much. Methodically I slowly 
worked my way from one end of the route to the other, 
noticing the houses getting more shabby and poor on a steady 
basis, and more Hispanic. As Ashleigh Brilliant said, maybe 
I’m lucky to be going so slowly, because I may be going in the 
wrong direction. At least I didn’t see any gang bangers. The 
neighborhoods weren’t that seedy yet. I checked my watch. It 
was 5:30 p.m. I suddenly remembered mother. It was not 
more than three miles to home. I turned off the music and 
headed there. When I arrived I parked the truck in the 
driveway and walked in to find her sleeping. She did a lot of 
that now, too much. She didn’t have a lot of energy these 
days. She got up and I took her out to see the truck. She was 
duly impressed. I let her pick a free ice cream sandwich. She 
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said it was delicious. We went back in and she made me a 
snack and gave me a big plum to take along for the rest of the 
day. I was prodigiously thirsty, drank glass after glass of 
water, then drank some more. Getting back in the truck, I got 
back to the poor Hispanic area and started my music again. It 
was like a shift in the air. The sales were not only sparse but 
each customer was a nickel-and-dimer. One time a couple of 
girls stopped my truck, told me to wait, went into a seedy 
apartment complex where people sat in their windows, and 
came back five minutes later saying my stuff was too 
expensive. Sometimes people would just flag me down, gaze 
at the menu, and then put up their hands in that ‘empty’ 
shrug. I got a lot of those ‘too expensive’ looks around here. 
And all the items on my menu were only one to two bucks. 
Yet just when I was despairing, a man holding a little girl by 
the hand flagged me down at the curb, and a woman came 
out with more kids in hand, and they ordered seven bucks’ 
worth. If only there were more of those kind. It was a 
numbers game, obviously. I was tempted to speed up, hoping 
to go through more numbers and thus find more good 
customers, but I remembered the President telling me that 
going too fast is the biggest mistake a new driver can make, 
so I warred with myself and my foot, torn apart, but mainly 
keeping the pace slow. Before I knew it it was 7 p.m. I had 
driven myself out. The sales had become pathetic, paltry, 
almost non-existent. I only had a half hour left if I wanted to 
get back by 8 p.m. A flash of hope as I rounded a corner and 
saw a live one. I stopped for a young Hispanic girl who was 
dancing up and down and smiling excitedly. She left me 
waiting for several minutes to run back in the house to beg for 
money. She finally returned with several sisters and a plump 
mamacita with a piggy bank, which she overturned on the 
sidewalk, spilling out a gob of pennies. She spent it must have 
been 15 minutes counting out four dollars for four Bubble 
Gum Swirl popsicles. I made a buck twenty for 15 minutes 
work, and was glad for it. I hated poor Hispanic 



The Ice Cream Man 

42 

neighborhoods. When I finally got back to the ice cream lot I 
noticed several other trucks with drivers in them doing things 
with the lights on inside. Parking in my spot in the far end, I 
went trudging back to the covered window asking what to do 
next. The Bishop was busy servicing a line but he deigned to 
tell me that I had to go back to the truck and fill out my 
inventory sheet, which he handed me a copy of after asking 
me if there were any left clipped to a clipboard on my side of 
the window. I trudged wearily back to the truck and realized 
now that I had to unload the selling box and put all the items 
in their proper boxes in the main freezer before I could count 
the items and write the numbers down using a pen onto the 
sheet. At least I had remembered to put a pen in my pocket 
when visiting home. I looked at the sheet. It had one line for 
each item in the menu, starting with Bubble Gum Swirl 
popsicles, then Fudgesicles, then Giant Vanilla Ice Cream 
Sandwiches, then American Glories, and on and on, ending 
up with soda, Razzles (a pack of 24 candy-coated gums that 
looked like checkers pieces) and Super Bubble Gum. (Pardon 
me for not capitalizing them every time from now on; it’s too 
much work.) I glanced up at the price list above the 
windshield and the items were in the same order. I grabbed 
the bubble gum box and realized that there were at least fifty 
in there; it would take me a long time to count it. But I did, 
and came out with 74 bubble gums. I then had to count the 
slim packages of Razzles in their display box, which 
originally held 50; I counted 49, since I had opened a package 
out of curiosity and ate them. To be honest, the more I ate the 
more yukky they got; the candy coating was like crumbly 
chemicals, and the flavors were definitely artificial, as were 
the colors; as the coatings melted in my mouth, the wad of 
rather brackish bubble gum grew and grew until I finally spit 
it all out, and found it had made my jaws ache to boot. I’m 
sure that one was a best-seller. I then strained to swing my 
back around to the right and open the cooler without getting 
out of my seat. It was very hard to reach the lid and open it, 
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and when I did it would pop back shut suddenly, but I finally 
tipped it towards me and saw twelve cans. The cooler was so 
dirty it looked uncleanable; layer upon layer of caked-on dirt 
– yummy. That done I put the sheet and the pen on the selling 
box lid and got up and went back to the main freezer. Too late 
I remembered that I had to empty the selling box first. Back I 
went, opening the lid, which caused the sheet and the pen to 
fall off the right side, right out the customer door. I’ll never do 
that again, I vowed. I had to get out of the truck and go 
around to fetch them. I shut the door there before I went back 
around and in. Now I put the sheet and the pen in my pocket 
before messing with the selling box. Grabbing each of the four 
big Sno Cone boxes in turn, I settled them down in the main 
freezer, then patiently picked out items and found the box 
they came from and put them back in. When done with the 
Sno Cone boxes I took them out and put them to the side on 
the floor at the back of the truck. Now I went through the 
sheet looking for each item in turn and slowly, painfully 
counting it; I say painfully because my fingers were freezing. I 
could have used a pair of gloves here, I noted. Later, I decided 
not, since it was 80 degrees in the shade and somehow I 
didn’t want the bother even if my fingers did freeze. The 
biggest selling items were the bubble gum swirls, and I 
counted one box of 24 plus 3, which is 27. I brought the sheet 
and the pen out, wrote the number 27 in, and put it back in 
my pocket. Then I went to the American glory sundae cones. 
These were harder to count because of their shape, but I 
counted 17 left out of a box of 24. I now counted the ice cream 
sandwiches, which came in a box of 24; the Rainbow 
popsicles, which also came in a box of 24; the Firecracker 
popsicles, which also came in a box of 24. I got to the Rosetti 
brand Italian Ice, two flavors, lemon-lime and cherry, each in 
its own box of 12. When I first saw these they looked like 
convenience store icees in clear plastic cups, and were maybe 
the only item in the menu not made by Good Humor; the logo 
was a big rose. Then the Super Mario Bros. popsicles, in a box 
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of 24; then the Pokémon popsicles, in a box of 24. Obviously 
the Japs had their tentacles in this business too. Then came the 
Good Humor Strawberry Shortcake bars and the Chocolate 
Eclair bars, each in a box of 24; I had never even heard of 
these before. Then the Choco Tacos, from Klondike, each 
wrapped in a tantalizing silver foil; 24 to a box. Finally the 
Sno Cones, which likewise came in a box of 24, the biggest 
box in the freezer: I had 13 of those left. There was only one 
flavor, rainbow; apparently a tutti-fruiti one-size-fits-all. I 
then put the ice paks from the cooler in the freezer; the 
printing on them said they were sterile and refreezable. I 
rechecked my sheet compulsively and noticed a line I hadn’t 
filled out: the sundae twists. These were little cups of vanilla 
ice cream with chocolate and strawberry syrup laced or 
twisted throughout; I remember those because they came 
with little wooden spoons, not as big as the wooden Italian Ice 
spoons, just as the cups were not as big as the Italian Ice cups. 
I made the mistake of handing out big spoons with the twist 
cups for a while until I figured out my mistake. That made the 
$2.00 price for the latter seem justifiable, I figured, since the 
former were $1.60 each, the cups were bigger, and the big 
spoon always brought satisfied smiles from kids. I could see 
this product selection had been honed down to a science. That 
done, I got out, shut the driver’s door, and started to walk 
back to the office. The driver in the truck next to me had a 
light coming out of his freezer, but was not counting his 
items, instead he was counting his money in neat piles. I 
wondered why my freezer had no light and then I panicked 
as I realized that it did; I had forgot to plug it in from the 
yellow extension cord on my pole when I first arrived. Going 
back I grabbed the cord, opened the door again, and tried to 
reach under the seat to grab the freezer cord, which, when I 
didn’t want it around, had been under foot all day long and 
got stepped on repeatedly, but now was just out of reach. I 
grunted as I had to get up in the seat and then reach down to 
fish for it, then get back out and plug it in. I saw a light go on 



The Ice Cream Man 

45 

the front of the freezer along with a reassuring purr. When I 
got back to the window there was a line of other drivers. All I 
saw was backs. There was an old skinny bearded geezer, a 
middle-aged bald headed man, a four-foot dwarf female, a 
goateed Mexican who looked like Pancho Villa, and me. 
There were actually two windows. You had to start in the left 
line, give the Bishop your keys and your sheet, then he would 
deftly type your sheet numbers into a grungy PC terminal, 
start a grungy printer going, and get a number off the screen 
to write in pen on your sheet, which he handed back to you. 
When I got to the window he asked me for my keys and I 
fished in my pocket and panicked again; I had left it in the 
truck. Go get it, he told me, so off I went to fetch it. As I 
opened my driver door again I felt like a jackass as the driver 
in the truck next to me looked up quizzically. When I got back 
to the office I had to wait for two more people, but I got my 
sheet back with a number written on the top in pen: $82.80. I 
asked the Bishop what that was and he said the amount I 
owed the company. How much did I sell retail, I asked? He 
looked at the computer for a few seconds then wrote the 
number $132.39 on the sheet and circled it. He then told me to 
go to the right window to pay them. Moving to the right line, 
and waiting some more, I fondled my itty bitty sheet, which 
was about the size of an 8-1/2 by 11 inch typewriter paper 
torn down the middle vertically. I pulled out my wad of 
crumpled bills and forgot the change, going through trying to 
make up the right amount. Panic! I didn’t have enough. I 
counted again and again but each time I realized I was short 
about 25 bucks. I didn’t want my turn to come, but it did, and 
I tried to explain I didn’t have enough money to pay them. 
The man in the right window was Italian too, older than the 
rest of them, perhaps a brother of the Godfather, bright me. 
He didn’t look amused. I could see my legs broken or cement 
overshoes – there goes my overactive imagination again. The 
Godfather was standing out by the garage, looking serene. 
The Bishop was looking over from his window at me, a 
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serious calculating look in his eyes, but a mouth trying to stay 
shut and not say anything. He had probably nodded when I 
wasn’t looking. Enter the President. Don’t panic, he said. A lot 
of new drivers come up short. If I wasn’t short-changed and 
kept all of my money there must be enough to pay for what I 
sold; it’s a law of economics. I must have counted my ice 
cream wrong. Expansively he began to lead me back to the 
truck, which was beginning to seem like a chapter from that 
movie Cool Hand Luke. As we were walking I couldn’t help but 
imagining myself as President Clinton having got caught with 
my fly open, even though it was he not I who resembled him. 
I hadn’t stole anything, but ah yes, I had eaten some myself 
and gave some to my mother; and to him, for that matter. I 
would remember to bring that up as a last ditch defense. 
Maybe I had indeed eaten up the profits. I felt like a three 
thieves in one body. When we got to the truck he went in 
ahead of me with my sheet in hand and began going through 
the main freezer, suddenly announcing in triumph that I had 
missed an entire box of Super Mario Bros. in my count. That 
lightened my mood up. I asked him why, if they were real 
Italians, who are known to be so macho, they don’t have a 
bunch of little Italian women flock to the trucks and do all this 
counting busywork while the drivers sat in an air-conditioned 
lounge and watched sports and drank cold beer. He said it 
would cost too much. I said that women are very efficient and 
work for peanuts. He shrugged. Later I realized this was the 
21st century. I must have been thinking about data entry 
employees at some company I worked for a long time ago. 
But then, maybe not. They could always hire any men dumb 
enough to apply and satisfy equal opportunity laws. Not 
many would. And they didn’t have to be Italian. We got back 
to the window and, after waiting for yet another driver, I paid 
the Cashier, leaving me with about five bucks; the added box 
had subtracted about forty bucks from what I owed, 24 times 
$1.40 (the retail price was $2.00 each), and I figured I’d be left 
with fifteen bucks net profit. Instead I was holding about five 
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bucks counting the change. The Bishop was quick to cut in 
and remind me that ten dollars would be subtracted each day 
for five days for my new driver deposit. Thanks, I didn’t say; I 
was stewing in self-pity. So there it was, mister writer, I told 
myself: eight hours’ work, five dollars net take home pay. I 
cheered myself with the thought that that’s more per day than 
I make as a writer. Can I do this job living in a box under a 
viaduct? Will a strong body odor matter? A beard is okay for 
this job; I remembered the old geezer. Maybe he did live 
under a viaduct and I’d have to knife-fight him for a 
cardboard sleeping box. Five bucks will buy me a couple of 
Burger King whoppers, and they do have soup kitchens, so at 
least I won’t starve. Life can be so grim to a struggling writer. 
I would laugh about it all one day as I drank champagne in 
my hot tub with a playmate of the month in my Beverly Hills 
mansion. Make that Palm Springs. Monte Carlo. Aspen. As 
the Cashier handed me a computer printout, I came back to 
reality long enough to study it. That was what the Bishop had 
started printing out on his grungy printer earlier; it must take 
some time for the clunky device to grind it out and that’s why 
it’s good to have two lines, to cash-out all the drivers faster. 
There were the entire day’s transactions neatly recorded 
proving my guilt and their innocence, in case I wished to sue; 
or at least my laziness and incompetence and their diligence, 
and how they had been let down by me rather than the 
reverse, in case I wanted to argue or report them to the BBB. I 
promptly said that I quit, bitter resentment in my voice. Enter 
the President again, smiling. That movie Primary Colors 
starring John Travolta flashed into my mind. Boy he’s slick; 
handsomer too. That’s what I meant when I thought he was 
out of place here; he should be in Hollywood. “Are you sure 
you want to quit? Every driver just starting out has to learn 
the ropes the hard way, but your total will improve quickly 
on a day-by-day basis,” said the President. “I can’t eat on five 
bucks a day,” I lied. “I’ll tell you what,” he cooed. “Come in 
tomorrow. People make twice on weekends what they do on 
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weekdays. The kiddies don’t go to school, people are out. We 
get here two hours earlier, 10 a.m., and sales are always great. 
If you don’t make any money tomorrow then you can quit.” I 
humphed, cogitated, lightened up. What the hell? I agreed to 
give it another day. It would take days or weeks to find 
another job anyway, and five bucks is five bucks. Not that it 
didn’t take a buck’s worth of gas to get back and forth to 
work, but that’s still four bucks, and every so often Burger 
King has a deal offering two whoppers for two bucks, so 
that’s four whoppers a day. Why, that’s a royal diet fit for a 
king. As I left I noticed it was 9:30 and I was the last driver 
out of the lot. Since I had left from home to come here at 11:30, 
I had actually spent 10 full hours to make five bucks. As soon 
as I left I saw the Italians close up the lot and jump in a van 
and take off, leaving me alone. I also remembered how they 
had my ninety-five bucks for basically doing diddly: ain’t 
America great, as the capitalists say. On the way home in my 
POS Ford I noticed that my right foot was sore from mashing 
the brake all day. (After note: Ever since I told people I made 
minus twenty five bucks on my first day; that is a fib but it 
makes a better story than plus five bucks.) Mother greeted 
me, and I said nothing about how much I had made. I don’t 
think she knew that the pay was daily yet, so I let it slide. She 
probably thought I’d get my first check in two weeks, just in 
time to make the mortgage payment. She surprised me with a 
Rubber Maid plastic refrigerator dish she had found, which 
would make a good coin tray. I took that as a challenge and 
went into my bedroom and fished around until I found an old 
brown vinyl valuables wallet with a brown strap; that would 
be where I would stash big bills in on the console. She gave 
me my din-din at around 9 p.m. I tried to stay up to watch the 
10 p.m. local news, but couldn’t. I fell in the bed exhausted, 
and the next thing I knew it was 8 a.m.  
 
May 26 (Fri.) 
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I lazed around until 11:30 before getting around to go to 
work, but who would be in a hurry to make five bucks? 
Mother assured me that the Jap car would be fixed and in the 
driveway when I came home tonight. I shit, showered, 
shaved, ate some breakfast, got all my things together – which 
now included two bottles of lime Gatorade – got in the Ford, 
and took off down the interstate heading towards I-Pothole. 
The Ford was a well-designed car, I thought, with as good a 
form, fit and finish as a Jap car; the Ford Taurus had saved the 
company, so the news stories went, and this was a Taurus 
station wagon. Its automatic transmission had a rough first 
gear and kind of bumped when shifting, and the power 
steering had a slow fluid leak that made me have to top it off 
every few days when I heard the whiny power steering noise 
start. Still, the engine was rock solid, only 80-something 
thousand miles. I had bought it for mother from a rural guy 
who hadn’t put much mileage on it because he had nowhere 
to drive, he said. To find it I had spent a month scanning 
newspaper for-sale ads. As I was trying to avoid right-side 
speeders, I noticed that I gotten into the lane to exit onto I-
Pothole, and had quite forgotten to stay on the interstate and 
turn onto the new highway that shortcutted to the lot, but so 
what? Just five or ten minutes difference, and I was early. It 
was only 9:30 a.m. I wanted to be a little early to avoid the 
lines. I-Pothole was full of potholes as usual. The annoying 
long overpasses with metal cross-seams that stabbed like 
knives into the tires every five seconds weren’t a treat either. 
Neither was the smell of the stockyards and the 
slaughterhouses. One thing about Commerce City was that 
that particular odor only wafted that way once in awhile; the 
rest of the time other foul but less foul odors took over, almost 
as a favor. I whipped onto Commerce Blvd., kept in the left-
hand lane all the way to 69th, whipped around the now-
familiar multi-intersection, past the high school, and into the 
lot. The President was there again, cheering me up with pep 
talk. This time some of the other young Italian men came up 
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to say hi and then take off. I finally figured out that all these 
young Italian men were brothers, and the old guy their father. 
I asked straight out and he told me there were five brothers; at 
first I recalled only three, him, the Bishop, and the Mechanic, 
but then he pointed at the fourth, who reminded me of an 
Italian Groucho Marx with his eyebrows. I asked him how 
long the ice cream season was, and he said it would go to 
October 15th this year. Last year, he said, it “went to crap 
because of bad weather” and they cancelled the last weekend. 
This year he believed they’d “drive it through to the end”. I 
mentioned the problem with industrial parks and he said that 
it was no problem; just drive anywhere you can until 
somebody shoos you out, then play dumb about it and go on. 
He even told me an area in my route where there might be 
some. Back on the road in my truck, I started my route the 
same as always, but dipped into an industrial park within an 
hour. The President had been right: I got a sale immediately at 
the industrial park – no president came out and ordered for 
the whole company, though. Then I got another, and another, 
followed by a dry spell, so I decided to move on. The day 
whizzed by. Funny but when I’m selling I never notice the 
time, but when I’m not that’s all I am thinking about. It’s as if 
every minute counts in this crazy business. When I passed the 
place where I had made my first sale the boy and mother 
were nowhere to be seen. The temperature got into the high 
80s by three and all I remember is thirst, heat, sweat, and 
exhaustion, which made me eat several of my own products 
to beat the heat, making a mess of myself and leaving bits and 
chunks on my shirt and the floor, and stickying up my 
fingers. By now I had noticed my palms had turned almost 
black; this was a dirty job. I hated it when people saw, so I 
took to having them hand me their money by placing it on the 
lid of my box, then placing their change and ice cream back 
on the lid and letting them take it off with their hands. I guess 
every business has its dirty little secrets. Around 5:30 I 
noticed the sales go to zero; people must have been eating 
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din-din. I remembered the President’s pep talks: what do 
people think when they hear your music after just eating 
dinner? Ice cream! I remembered his eyes when he said this: 
so big and round, like a kid, his mouth smiling like Clinton – 
that is, like a clown. Around ten till six I did see sales pick up 
suddenly, and from then on till I quit just after 8 p.m. things 
got steadily busier. I returned around 8:30 p.m., just as it was 
turning dark, and counted my ice cream better than before, 
remembering to plug in my freezer and to take my keys, and 
actually netting a profit of 45 dollars. The President wasn’t 
there to share this with me, but all talk of me quitting was 
forgotten. That was the first good financial news in our house 
in a long time; mother would be pleased when I handed it all 
over to her; she handled the family budget, no different than 
since I was a kid, giving me an allowance. And this was good, 
too, for she was a real tightwad, having grown up in the 
Depression and always reminding everybody of it 
shamelessly. When I got home I didn’t see any car in our 
driveway; mother said Lonny wouldn’t return her calls but 
she was sure he’d call tomorrow and tell her it was done. I 
spent a good fifteen minutes in the bathroom trying to get the 
black grime off my hands; I couldn’t get it all with Ivory soap 
and didn’t have any Lava so I gave up. That night I didn’t 
sleep so much as bake; it was like my body was an oven 
radiating heat into the mattress, the air, even the pillow. I 
must have dozed off but most of the night was spent tossing 
and turning and baking, and often getting up to drink water 
and-or pee. I had never had to pee so much at night as now. 
When I awoke I was covered with sweat and my pillow and 
sheets were drenched. What’s more, I had to leave two hours 
earlier than usual like they told me. For the first time I didn’t 
do any writing.  
 
May 27 (Sat.) 
A new day dawns, and now I was on a roll. This time the 
Godfather was standing at the gate telling me not to park in 
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the front but to drive through the lot and park in the back 
closer to where my truck was. There was a sign to park the 
cars as close together as possible; there wasn’t enough room 
for every driver’s car, apparently. I only saw four other cars 
when I squeezed in, though. The Bishop gave me a larger 
order than I had been used to, and it took me longer to load it 
into the truck. The President wasn’t there this time, but some 
other driver started talking with me and told me how all his 
customers were learning to take their change in bubble gum. 
By the time I was lining up at the gas pump I noticed a mob of 
drivers arriving. The Godfather came up to my truck and 
greeted me warmly, and told me it was time to dump some of 
my trash. All this time there had been a big Rubber Maid 
plastic trash can in my truck between the selling box slash 
cooler and the freezer, and I had been regularly filling it with 
empty ice cream boxes and other trash. I then looked ahead 
and the truck ahead of me was stopped by the dumpsters 
unloading his trashcan into it. I got the picture. I drove up, 
reached around, grabbed the trash can by the handle, hoisted 
it up onto my selling box lid, got out, went around the front, 
grabbed it through the customer door, and went to the 
dumpsters, where I upended it and shook it. I noticed that the 
dumpsters were full in the front and empty in the back. I 
reversed the process, getting back in and moving the trash can 
from the selling box lid to its normal place, and headed out 
left on Busy, passing the lot to my left, waving. My driving 
got smarter every day. I knew the blocks where I had gotten 
some action, and tried to work to them first. I tried pushing 
the bubble gum. When a customer had change coming, I 
would ask if he wanted, say, forty cents change or four pieces 
of bubble gum; kiddies almost always said they’ll take the 
bubble gum. With adults I didn’t do this, but it was them who 
were more likely to tip me the forty cents gratis. I had been 
given a new bag of bubble gum, and now knew it came in 
bags of 100 pieces. On a given day I could just about go half 
through the bag, counting what I sold to myself and ate up on 
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the route. Knowing I had to clean up my own trash I now 
took more effort to throw bubble gum wrappers and spent 
wads neatly into the plastic trashcan. I even pointed it out to a 
couple of customers who were about to stick their ice cream 
wrappers in their pockets. I learned about the herd effect. 
When driving down a new block with the music playing, 
people peek at you from their windows, but seem afraid to be 
the first one to come out and stop your truck. But when 
somebody does, often a bunch of other people will rabbit out 
and stand in line, like herd animals. I imagined keeping an 
inflatable plastic woman on an elastic cord and stopping 
randomly to throw it out the door and let it bob around as if it 
were in line, just to see if the herd would suddenly 
materialize. The trick would be to jerk the doll back into the 
truck before the first person got close enough to see. 
Impractical, I know. I also learned about the ice cream dance. 
To little kiddies the ice cream man is like a god, and when 
they hear the music approaching they will run to the curb and 
start jumping up and down like rabbits, full of joy. Some hold 
their arms straight up, some straight down. The joyous 
expressions on the faces, the giggles, the screams of delight, 
it’s enough to make me swear off all evil. Some quite young 
kiddies are surprisingly sophisticated dancers. Good dancers 
must start very young. It almost makes the job worthwhile all 
by itself, seeing the ice cream dance in your wake all day. But 
that’s just the start. It’s a complex rite, with parts for kiddies, 
parents, and me. The kiddies usually don’t even leave the 
curb until their parent is present, like well-behaved animals, 
waiting by the curb, dancing to the end. When I drive up and 
stop, the kiddies look at me with wide eyes and smiles, 
suddenly having to make a decision. It’s too much for them 
sometimes to wait. It’s then that the parents move in and get 
their end going. They play the part of Santa Claus now, not 
me. The parents usually start out by asking them what they 
want, then, getting nowhere, ask them to point to the picture 
in the menu they want. The menu is up over their little heads, 
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back to the left on the outside of my truck. They usually don’t 
want to leave the door, to leave me, their ice cream man, their 
fairy godfather. “There! No there! No that one!” – as the 
parent moves his hand back and forth across the menu like a 
twister puzzle – soon gives way to picking the little tykes up 
one by one so that they can narrow their pointing range down 
until homing lock is achieved. Despite having a right hand 
side rear view mirror, I can’t see what they’re pointing at 
because the mirror is only for driving. Often they don’t 
understand that, for which I’m sorry. Maybe one day we can 
devise a better arrangement, either a trick mirror, a little 
camera, or even a see-thru wall. Sometimes the parent, seeing 
that their kiddie picked the most expensive item on the menu, 
attempts to bargain with them, or lead them to another choice. 
I never interfere at these moments. It wouldn’t be polite. It’s 
an unspoken bond between me and the parents. The 
negotiation takes many forms, but the kiddie’s ‘crying power’, 
‘cute power’, ‘love power’, all come into play in this power 
struggle. Of course the kiddie is working for me, but like an 
agent, I’m supposed to work fairly for both sides, so I don’t 
abuse my power now. Never let a parent think you’re 
ganging up on him or her with their own kiddie. They have 
the power of the purse. The negotiation over, the parent 
coughs up the money, and it’s my turn to make change and 
not keep the kiddies waiting. This is the point where I earn a 
rep as either a good ice cream man or otherwise. Actually, as 
they order items I pull them out of the selling box one at a 
time and place them side-by-side on the lid so they can have a 
chance to change their order around. The box has two lids, a 
left and a right lid, and I often have to scoop all the items off 
of one lid onto the other lid, back and forth, as I build up the 
collection of items. It helps to have big hands for a job like 
this. Then comes the ritual of making change, where I trade a 
twenty for a ten out of my big wallet if needed, then open the 
Rubbermaid tray to get smaller bills and change. Finally I 
hand the items to the parent one at a time, while they 



The Ice Cream Man 

55 

distribute them out. After they all get their treat the kiddies 
often burst out with joy, waiting for the parent to carefully 
pull the wrapper off their treat and put it in their hands, so 
they can promptly make a mess of it or drop it on the ground. 
As I prepare to pull off, the parent often coaches the youngest 
kiddies. “What do you say?” they will ask them. “Thank 
you!” they’ll coo, sometimes to them, sometimes to me. Not 
that it matters. We both deserve it. It really is more than a 
selling job. I’m providing an experience they’ll never forget, 
just like the slogan says. But it’s not all a silver-lined cloud. As 
I got more practice, closer examination of this process showed 
me that before doing the dance the kiddies would usually run 
into the house, apparently to tell mommy or daddy that they 
wanted some ice cream and if it was all right. Those who got a 
no either never were seen again, or were seen close to the 
house boo-hooing and rubbing their eyes, in a dialog with 
hidden parents inside the house. So, when I saw the dance, I 
sped up because I knew I had a live one. It was up to me to 
close the sale, not the kiddies. I also found out about big 
spenders. Some parents had big families, and when they 
bought, they had to buy something for everybody to avoid 
jealousy. Out comes a twenty dollar bill, and with all items on 
my menu costing between one and two bucks, they would 
end up with seven, six, or less dollars back; I loved this job at 
these times. I felt sorry for these parents, but then anybody 
having a lot of kids better know it will be expensive, and my 
little rolling restaurant was probably cheap in comparison 
with movie popcorn and drinks, school clothes, Chuck E. 
Cheese, etc. The difference was that I rolled around 
frequently. It must have been hard facing those boo-hooing 
little darlings. I also noticed a building effect. As the day wore 
on, sales steadily picked up, although around dinner time 
there was a slack period. But as 8:00 p.m. approached it 
would go crazy, people flocking to the truck like lemmings to 
a cliff. This was a crazy business, but it could really turn cash 
fast. When I got back to the lot around 8:30 p.m., I was near to 
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heat prostration. All my muscles were weak, my foot was 
almost too sore to walk on, and as I got out to grab the 
extension cord I felt like an old man. No, not like all old men – 
I never saw the Godfather shuffle. He actually came up to my 
truck as I was connecting the freezer up and handed me a 
sheet. I commented on my black grimy hands and what a 
dirty job this was and he replied that it was probably the 
steering wheel; I looked closely and there was an ancient 
black plastic laced steering wheel cover, which was 
decomposing chemically no doubt. I gathered that it was up 
to me to buy a new one if I didn’t like it. He left me to do my 
inventory, which I realized took at least a half hour, for which 
I wasn’t being paid, any more than the half hour at the 
beginning of the day to get my supplies and load up, wash 
and gas my truck. This business was run on Old Skool 
principles all the way. Walking to the office, one leg had 
nearly gone to sleep from lack of circulation, which added to 
the shuffling. If you want to play the game you pay the price, 
I said to myself. By the time I got up to the window and 
handed in my keys and my sheet I was pretty much back to 
normal, the reason being that the boys had a cooler full of ice 
cold beer cans waiting, which I grabbed my own from and 
gulped down like medicine. Too late I realized I had made a 
cardinal mistake, taking a can of Sewers when there were 
other cans of Bud and Miller beckoning. Things went from 
good but not great to better when I saw the sales totals: almost 
double what I had done the day before. I owed them $180.10, 
which I quickly reverse-engineered in my mind back to a 
retail sales total of $230. The calculation is simple. Just 
subtract $20 for the truck rental and the new driver deposit, 
leaving $160 approximately, then multiply by 10 and divide 
by 7, giving about $230. The Bishop told me that sales double 
on the weekends, and that I had done good. Coming from 
him that was a sacred indulgence. It occurred to me to try to 
peek at the sheets of other drivers in the right line and see 
what they had done. Some let me; I realized mine was smaller 
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than any of theirs. Still, I came out with a net profit in pocket 
of thirty percent of $230 or $69 dollars for one day’s work. 
Mother would be pleased. I could see her add it to the pile for 
the upcoming mortgage payment. That didn’t even include 
tips; I had gotten maybe four or five more dollars, usually 
forty cents at a time when somebody ordered a $1.60 item and 
gave me two bucks and said keep the change. Not that I 
didn’t take a tip to mean I could treat myself, and had eaten 
up of all that part of the day’s profits. I realized that the menu 
prices were carefully structured to get us tips: the Godfather’s 
work, probably. Only one item was one buck, namely the 
bubble gum swirl Popsicle; the pop was one buck also, but 
nobody ever seemed to order that. There were only three 
items that went for two bucks: the Italian ices and the 
Pokémon. I already mentioned the nice special treat effect of 
handing the customer a wooden spoon to go with it, and how 
it often brought surprised smiles and even gasps. The 
Pokémon was a yellow Pikichu face with candy on the nose, 
and it was almost always purchased for little girls, who 
always loved it and paid the parents back with love noises, so 
they no longer regretted the price. Practically everything else 
was $1.60, although the fudgesicles were $1.25 and the ice 
cream sandwich $1.75. The Razzles were also $1.25, which 
came to a little over 5 cents per piece of candy in the slim-pak; 
I found myself asking kids if they wanted ten pieces of Super 
Bubble Gum for $1.00 or the Razzles for $1.25. If they said ten 
pieces of bubble gum, I’d tell them they could have three 
more pieces for another quarter, and present them with 
another dilemma whose odds were with the house. I liked the 
$1.60 number, because that was a forty cent tip or a twelve 
cent profit on four pieces of bubble gum, for no additional 
effort, dozens of times a day. I never sold a can of pop it 
seemed, and it proved to be more trouble than it was worth so 
far. As I was shooting the bull with the President, happy with 
my day’s profits, another driver, a young man, came up and 
asked if I could give him a ride home: he usually took the bus 
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but today he had missed it – went right by, he said. I asked 
him where he lived and found it would not be too much of a 
detour to drop him off. On the way there he told me he was a 
musician who just started this job to pay his rent, but he was 
sore because he seemed to have been shortchanged twenty-
five bucks at the window. I asked him why he thought this 
and he said he had counted his sales all day in his head but 
when he did his inventory there seemed to be less product in 
his freezer than there should be and they made him pay for 
the difference. I thought that maybe he had been 
shortchanged by customers, but he assured me he watched 
every penny every time. He called the ice cream company a 
bunch of cheats, but I told him about my own experience of 
overlooking a whole box and told him to calm down and 
recheck his freezer tomorrow. He never did quite calm down. 
I dropped him off on a dark lonely street in the trendy artist 
section of downtown and don’t remember ever seeing him 
again. His last words were that he didn’t live on this street but 
there was a bar here and he was going to get drunk. He must 
have been Irish, heh. When I got home the driveway was 
empty as usual. I thought of roughing Lonny up but only as a 
fleeting frustration reliever. That night, again, I baked like an 
oven and drank and peed repeatedly, getting maybe four 
hours sleep in ten hours of sleeping. I took this as new job 
adjustment, getting in shape; eventually I would take this job 
in stride. But in the meantime I had to leave two hours early 
again, and hoped mother would wake me up if I overslept; 
make that when. 
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CHAPTER 3. 
THE ADMIRAL 
 
May 28 (Sun.) 
My fourth day in the truck I went straight home from the lot. I 
didn’t start out meaning to, but I had forgotten to take my 
water jug and without constant water I now knew I couldn’t 
last in the heat. The pop made me thirstier, and so did the ice 
cream for that matter. Of course that was the racket, the 
reason they sold so much; if it truly quenched one’s thirst 
they’d go bust probably. Not that ice cream and pop were any 
different racket than candy or potato chips or even beer. 
Water is free. But then there’s the bottled water racket; worse, 
the Gatorade racket. I had gulped a load of water before 
leaving, but the temperature reached 80 by 10:30 a.m. and I 
was already drenched in sweat as I left the lot. So I took a 
sudden dare, continued down the interstate past my route 
exit down to the middle of the big city, hooked a right 
(downtown is on the left), went a mile, hooked a left, then 
turned right into the still carless driveway. It made me proud 
to have any vehicle in my driveway; I hoped the neighbors 
were watching. As if on cue one of them came out, oohed and 
ahhed, and went back to get her little kiddie and come back 
with her in her arms to order some ice cream. The Rainbow 
popsicle was probably way too big for the little girl, but she 
stuck it in her hand and carried her back onto their porch. 
Funny how few adults seem to know it’s for them too. Maybe 
she did. The little girl waved at me, said thank you. I was 
proud to be somebody, don’t you know. Writers ain’t 
anybody unless they attain celebrity status, but everybody 
loves the ice cream man. I saw my water jug waiting in the 
living room as soon as I stepped in. I suddenly decided to 
take a towel with me. Mother was busy taking the jug back to 
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the kitchen and putting in new ice cubes; the original ones 
had half-melted. While she was doing this I laid down fully 
clothed on my bed. They gave me so much leeway on this job 
that I could have taken a nice nap for several hours before I 
started selling and they wouldn’t have cared. But money is 
money; the more hours worked, the bigger net. I got up, took 
up my things, went to the truck, and stashed them on top of 
the selling box from the right side. I suddenly remembered 
that I’d forgotten to close the doors, but luckily nothing had 
been touched. When it comes to kids and ice cream trucks you 
can expect them to steal anything that isn’t nailed down when 
you aren’t looking. I went around to the driver’s side, put the 
towel on the console, but soon saw it nearly blow away in the 
wind, so I hopped out, spread it out on my big black seat, 
tucked the edge in as best I could, and sat on it. Later I needed 
to wipe my face and had to put it in Park and get out on the 
step and turn around to use it. After wiping I thought I 
smelled a little of my rear end, so I learned not to do that 
again; instead I used my shirt. Mother had bought me a bunch 
of special polo shirts with long tails that were made of 
absorbent material, almost like stripy Turkish towels. I wore a 
different color shirt every day but they all had stripes. Mother 
got them all once from a Big & Tall men’s store that was going 
out of business, so they were all the same brand, Great 
Northwest. People thought it was some kind of uniform I 
guess. There was no uniform offered by the ice cream 
company, not even a hat or a t-shirt. For that matter, they 
didn’t even supply drivers with napkins for the customers; 
they were on their own if they were messy. In this day of 
service businesses and dot coms, this company was truly 
retro, a throwback to the nineteen fifties. Back on my route I 
had a revelation. At first sales were slack, even though I 
started at the exact same starting spot as yesterday; so much 
for repeat business. I started having second thoughts about 
that nap. At one corner I inadvertently zigged when I should 
have zagged, and strayed out of my route. It was just like 
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black and white, crossing a dividing line like that; the sales 
immediately picked up even better than yesterday. Maybe 
this was because there was no driver for this route, or maybe 
it was because I was stealing somebody’s sales, but I didn’t 
care. I never strayed too many blocks from the line, and 
money is money. I finally wrong-turned back to my own 
route feeling a little naughty and stayed in it the rest of the 
day, but decided I’d stray again every day until somebody 
stopped me; as a beginner I could always have an I’m-lost 
excuse. By now I was learning some of the ropes. For instance, 
I learned that there was a balance to be struck between 
driving too fast and too slow. If I stopped without anybody 
flagging me, I was usually greeted with total ostracism; either 
I saw nobody, or I saw people trying hard to act like I didn’t 
exist. If I went too fast then I sold nothing either; it took time 
for people to hear, get their money, come outside. Even 
people working in their yards needed time to stop and come 
to the curb, and many had to go inside to get money. Once I 
went around the same block twice. The first time I thought I 
was going pretty slow, and it was as if I was driving through 
a graveyard it was so uninhabited. The second time, just a few 
minutes later, there were people standing in two places along 
the block. I asked one of them and they said they came as fast 
as they could and wondered where I’d gone. I thought about 
regularly circling every block twice, but the problem was that 
I had a lot of streets to cover and there wouldn’t be enough 
time. Moreover, when I tried this maneuver on a second street 
nothing happened. And more than once when I did race along 
faster than advised, I would happen on a fast customer, who 
would pop out of a yard, a truck, or a building like a sprite 
and stop me. It was as if Murphy’s Law was always on my 
shoulder making sure the job had no rhyme or reason to it 
and was totally crazy and unpredictable. Mother packed me a 
salami sandwich, and I pulled into a small park and parked in 
the lot next to the field to eat, turning off my music. Minutes 
later a mob of kids came up to the truck and started ordering, 
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embarrassing me as I had spread my lunch sack out on the 
selling box lid, and had to hastily throw it on the drum-
shaped console. These kids had walked barefooted on hot 
pavement at least a block to buy from me when I wasn’t 
selling. That’s what I mean by crazy and unpredictable. This 
job was manual labor and repetitive, yes, yet different every 
day, because I didn’t take the exact same path through my 
route, but got lost in a different way each time; and each time 
the customers were different, and totally unpredictable. 
Finding the same customer on the same block two times in a 
row was itself a rare phenomenon, like an eclipse, and when I 
did, they often didn’t recognize me. If they did, they’d say 
something like “Say! You’re the same ice cream man I had last 
time,” like I owe them an explanation. This is a crazy 
business. That’s the bottom line. Totally crazy. Totally 
unpredictable. But always fun. Other than the heat and the 
exhaustion, it is that. Often a sale at one place guarantees a 
sale there in a few days, sometimes it guarantees no sale there 
for days, even weeks I imagined. I think some people only can 
afford to buy from me once a summer, or at least think they 
can. Perhaps I was too new to judge the real pattern of repeat 
customers and could hope there was some type of halfway 
predictable cycle. I never knew what was going to happen 
each time I turned a corner anyway – call this my eternal 
motto. One street could be dead and the next jumping. Even 
being the slowest-moving vehicle in town didn’t mean I was 
immune to close calls and near-accident situations. Some 
people seemed to think that they had a God-given right to 
pass ice cream trucks on both sides, for instance. I was at an 
intersection with my left turn signal on once, and had started 
pressing the gas pedal, when a pickup truck zoomed by me 
on the left, just barely missing me. It was also hard to decide 
what the cars following me wanted. Some would patiently 
tailgate me down a long block at five miles an hour, 
apparently obeying my “Caution: Children” sign as if I were a 
school bus. I learned to wave them around me with my left 
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arm, but learned the danger in that, namely, kiddies 
jaywalking towards me at the exact same time. I was damned 
if I did and damned if I didn’t. Still, a few times I took a good 
look and waved them and they didn’t budge, so I’d pull over 
to the curb in case they didn’t have enough room, and they 
still didn’t budge. As I was about to start back up I would see 
in my mirrors that some kiddie was getting out and racing to 
the truck; in the car was their parent, and the kid had actually 
got them to chauffeur them around chasing my truck, usually 
when I had passed near their street but not gone down it. I 
had finally memorized the price list, and tried at least half the 
products myself, which helped me sell better. They were all 
quite good. This company didn’t sell schlock; it was all 
genuine Good Humor. The giant vanilla ice cream sandwich, 
in particular, was not shabby at all; I was proud of that item, 
with its gold foil wrapper and neat rectangular shape. Yes, it 
was overpriced, but we drivers had to be paid, and we 
delivered it to customers at their own curbs, satisfying a 
sudden need quite nicely. Speaking of good humor, that night 
I met the Admiral. The Bishop wasn’t there that day. In his 
place was another young Italian man, the one that reminded 
me of Groucho. In contrast to the sober, calculating, 
businesslike demeanor I was used to, this guy was a genuine 
comedian. He constantly made jokes, and laughed at them 
himself. He had everything except the cigar. When I showed a 
profit of sixty-some dollars he didn’t take me to task for 
slipping like I knew the Bishop would have. At first I thought 
all he wanted to do was make me like him; perhaps he had a 
middle-brother conflict or something. But soon I saw there 
was a sharper, more astute side to him. He started sounding 
me out, prying out of me that I used to be an engineer, and 
asked if I was a Trekkie. I told him I didn’t want to talk about 
it. In fact I had been a rabid Trekkie in my youth, with the 
first season of Star Trek in 1966 coinciding with the first color 
TV set we had ever bought, back when I was in 8th grade. It 
changed my life, this show with the Spock guy with pointed 
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ears. The next year I wore a Spock haircut, which now that I 
look back is quite similar to Moe Howard’s, of the Three 
Stooges: just take a bowl, put it over the head, and cut. The 
bangs in front were similar to the Beatles, which style I had 
been wearing for a year already, so it wasn’t much of a 
change. It’s just that Spock wasn’t an effeminate girlie-voice 
faggot like them; he was cool, and knew math and science and 
had a computer in his head. Not that I didn’t love the Beatles, 
despite my qualms; they were, above all, geniuses, and 
precious, despite being British and not Italian like Leonardo 
da Vinci. My interest in Spock’s subjects in school skyrocketed 
and that’s how I ended up an engineer: I wish I could sue 
Paramount for that now, since it ruined half of my life. Funny 
how the original Star Trek show ended and the Beatles broke 
up all about the same time; then, to really confuse me, they 
had the moon shot and Woodstock the same summer, the 
summer of ‘69, the last chance I probably had to switch my 
career path smoothly before choosing a college. I think it must 
have all been a conspiracy to keep me from being what I was 
destined to be, a writer. So how very interesting that my new 
writer career, which, if I had had the sense to start it back in 
high school instead of going Trekkie, might have resulted in 
my being where Stephen King was at right now, and Stephen 
King would be an unknown forty-something loser driving ice 
cream trucks and having an identity crisis. Come see come 
saw, say la vee and all that. No more Trekkie for me in this 
life. (After note: It turned out that Groucho bugged me so 
much about it that I took to calling him the Admiral in 
revenge, but this only made him do it more. Every time I 
returned in my truck he’d be standing by the office giving me 
that Vulcan sign with the split fingers, and often getting his 
brothers to join him. When the local Star Trek convention had 
been held in March, I had saved the newspaper article on it, 
and left it for him one morning; he threw it in the trash, or 
wrapped some dry ice with it, but never read it. No matter – 
they hold a StarCon every six months here. Later I found out 
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he had an email address based on an obscure Star Trek 
character; that justified my initial call, in hindsight.) When I 
got home I handed her sixty dollars. I hadn’t handed her any 
money the day before but she seemed pleased with the two-
day total anyway. She promptly squirreled it away, served 
me some sloppy joe Manwitches while I tried to watch the 
tail-end of some movie on TV. Too late I remembered one 
terrible price I had to pay for this job. Nikita. The Australian 
girl with those startling blue eyes. I was hooked on her show 
on the USA channel. She came on every Sunday night at 8 
p.m., competing against Fox’s X-Files. No contest, and I used 
to be an X-Files junkie until she came along. Xena the Warrior 
Princess and Nikita are my dream girls. Unobtainable, but 
whatever, no comment. I’d given up watching Xena when the 
local affiliate pulled her and it would require me to stay up 
past 10 p.m. to watch it on cable. Xena was a dyke anyway, 
her and that Gabriel. Even staying up to 9 p.m. to watch 
Nikita was the hardest ordeal of the week before I got the new 
job. But now I would have to miss her all summer. We didn’t 
have a VCR, and I don’t think I would have wanted to go to 
all the trouble to try set up automatic recording, else I’d have 
done it for the X-Files already. I’d just have to hope they 
played reruns in the winter. When I couldn’t stay awake we 
both went to bed faster than an ice cream truck can drive by. 
 
May 29 (Mon.) 
I was oversleeping royally when mother came in to wake me. 
Mother got a call from Sissy again, asking about the Jap car. 
Not fixed yet she told her. What’s wrong with Lonny? asked 
Sissy of mother; you’ve been going to get your cars fixed there 
for ten years, and all that. Mother said Lonny told her he was 
having trouble finding parts for a car that old. That was the 
first I had heard that story. Sissy informed her she was 
coming into town with her hubby in two days. Sissy lived a 
thousand miles away but was known to come to visit mother 
unexpectedly without much pre-announcing; she wasn’t 
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exactly coming to visit me so much as mother, and her 
daughter (my niece), who lived nearby. Usually I suspected 
her visits of being disguised attempts to check up on how I 
had botched taking care of mother. I went to work feeling 
almost too tired to go, but I wanted to make up some of that 
money that I lost on Thursday. This was the first day I had a 
change panic. Up till now I tried to dump the load of change I 
accumulated on the Cashier. First he would hand me a 
clipboard, and I had to stack the quarters up in piles of four so 
it could be counted quickly, but it seemed worth the trouble. I 
was slow at it compared to other drivers I saw doing it; I 
guess that marks me as a rookie. Today, early out, I 
discovered a baseball field and parked in back, hoping to 
attract a line of customers, which I did, but one of them gave 
me a five for a $1.60 purchase, another gave me a twenty for a 
$1.75 purchase, then somebody gave me a ten for a $1.60 
purchase; making change for that last one broke my back. 
When I pulled out I realize I couldn’t go on without getting 
some change from somebody, and began to tour the 
commercial streets looking for a place to cash my remaining 
fives and ones. It took me ten minutes but I spotted a car 
wash, missed it, had to turn around, parked in the lot next to 
it, left the truck running, a little afraid to leave it but 
desperate, and went to the center island, where there were bill 
changing machines. As I was putting my bills through and 
pocketing quarters, I saw the sign that said the machines were 
for car wash customers only. I looked around, spotted the 
attendant, but he clearly didn’t want to hassle me; everybody 
loves the ice cream man I guess. This time, anyway; maybe he 
would if I made a habit of it. I was saved but lost a good 
twenty minutes. I swore I’d never be in this position ever 
again, would always keep enough bills and change over night 
to handle early customers with big bills. From now on I will 
always save twenty ones, four fives, and a ten, plus at least 
five dollars in quarters, a dollar in dimes, and as many nickels 
as I can get. Nickels are a separate problem; as the day wore 
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on I always ran out of nickels, and had to pay with pennies; if 
I ran out of them too I had to give them a dime instead of a 
nickel and lose five cents. Once in awhile somebody would 
pay me with pennies, nickels, and dimes, and save me, but 
only for a while, and this cycle would repeat all day. At least I 
was making money, I kept thinking. It was getting late, nearly 
quitting time, and I had to hurry up and make a few more 
sales before heading back to the lot. I was in the poor area of 
my route now, heavily Hispanic, with seemingly every house 
crammed with non-working vehicles in their driveways, and 
people working on their cars parked in the streets. As I came 
to one particularly crowded street, it got so narrow that I 
wondered if I could even make it through, but I thought I 
could, so I tried it. I heard a metal-on-metal noise, and 
realized my front bumper had scraped some parked vehicle’s 
bumper. I should have stopped, got out, assessed the situation 
before stomping the gas, but I was so harassed by the clock 
and my greed for sales that I chanced it. A sickening metal 
screech made me stop. Getting out I saw that my front 
bumper, which curved backwards at the ends like a bow, had 
sandwiched with the bumper of a junky pickup, which by 
chance curved forwards at the ends in a perfect fit; stomping 
the gas made my bumper, which was strong enough for a 
tank (good Italian bumper), to literally uncurl the pickup’s 
bumper, so that it now stuck out into the street like a sword. 
Just as luck would have it the entire family of Hispanics was 
in their front porch watching. By the time I got out of there I 
had to pay them fifty bucks cash to keep them from calling 
the policia, and treat everybody in their large family with ice 
cream. Still, my bumper wasn’t hurt, just a scratch, really, on 
the paint; and what else are bumpers for? So, I got out of there 
and marked that street off my map forever. When I returned 
to the lot I didn’t ask for the clipboard. My net profit today 
was around fifty dollars, and I had given it to the Hispanic 
family, so I netted zero. I immediately decided I wasn’t going 
to work weekdays. I was satisfied with my weekend take and 
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figured weekend-only work would easily make enough to 
satisfy mother. Still, the company had a carrot and stick 
approach to that; in the contract was a clause promising an 
end-of-season bonus based on the number of days worked 
during the season. If a person worked full time, that is, five 
days during a given week, his bonus would be fifteen dollars 
a day for that week; otherwise only ten dollars – the ten 
dollars we had to pay for the truck rental and gas. As I was 
standing in line tonight I thought I heard people speaking 
Russian. I turned and there were two young Russian-looking 
men right out of a Soviet army recruiting film. A husky 
female joined them, also jabbering in the tongue. I had 
studied Russian in high school and college so I could pick out 
some words and the general drift, but not enough to totally 
follow them. It was just some busy talk about hurrying up 
and not being late to something. When I went to leave the lot 
in my Jap POS, I chose the right lane, the one nearest the 
office, instead of the left. I soon regretted that. The right lane 
was blocked off by a big white van. I backed up and took the 
left lane instead, almost bumping into an incoming truck at 
the corner.  
 
May 30 (Tues.) 
I got a call about 15 minutes after noon asking if I were 
coming to work, and I told them not till Saturday. The 
President cut-in on the phone. He told me never to miss work 
without calling, because they were holding my truck and 
sometimes another driver arrives who would like to use it. I 
didn’t really believe him, since there were always plenty of 
driverless trucks in the lot each time I came there, and 
thought this to be a cheap ploy to make me come to work 
more often, but I told him I would from now on. Not that I 
seriously meant it. 
 
May 31 (Wed.) 
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Sissy showed up unannounced on our doorstep, trying to get 
in the locked front door, then finally knocking. Her hubby 
had dropped her off so he could go hunting for a new pickup 
truck, she said. She and her hubby had driven here in their 
own almost-new pickup but the hubby wanted to ditch it for 
another new one that had more room for his cowboy hat 
when he drove, and got better gas mileage. That was usually 
the true reason for the long distance visits: our big city had 
great car lots with tons of bargains compared to the podunk 
towns in their state. She spent the whole morning using our 
phone making calls to her old friends, and then asked us to 
drive her around town to shop for things; first, she’d treat us 
to a meal at our favorite all-you-can-eat Chinese buffet as a 
way to pay us for the gas and time. As she wasted the day 
away I kept thinking how I could be making forty-five or fifty 
dollars instead, and how she could never reimburse me for 
that.  
 
June 1 (Thurs.) 
Mother told me that she needed the car to drive Sissy around 
town again. I didn’t mind, as long as the hubby dropped her 
off at our place. Mother watched three hours of morning TV 
breakfast blonde shows, while I worked on the computer, 
eavesdropping, occasionally turning my head if something 
interesting was on. I found out that we had missed the first 
episode of the much-vaunted “Survivor” TV series that was 
supposed to be the hit of the summer. The way not only CBS 
but all the major networks made a news story out of this TV 
show was sublime manipulation. I made a mental note to see 
the second episode next Wednesday. Mother left to go do 
some kitchen work when Martha Stewart’s show came on. 
That Martha Stewart, she was my real dream girl. Like 
mother, she had once been a beauty queen (mother was the 
high school beauty queen at age 16, and they gave her a 
parade through the streets of her podunk Missouri town). She 
could do everything, and loved doing it, without complaint; 
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and perfect, the first time. Smart, beautiful, devoted to being a 
housewife, she would make my perfect wife. I could spend 
the rest of my life writing while she cooked, cleaned, even did 
the lawn and used the dandelion greens in salads. Grew her 
own melons, and never bought any fruit without smelling it. 
Too bad fame had spoiled her. Being worth hundreds of 
millions and floating yourself out on the public stock market 
would spoil any woman. I think she was divorced. Now she 
could never remarry because she’d always be afraid of gold 
diggers; and yes, that I would have been if I had the chance. 
I’d even take her being over my age limit. We could adopt. 
Even with endless Viagra, plastic surgery, laser teeth 
whitening, personal physical trainers, liposuction, and a penis 
enlargement, she’d never accept me, even if we had the luck 
to meet. I would have had to meet her twenty years earlier, 
when I still could have tamed her. By now she would know 
she could live with me or without me. But don’t cry over 
spilled milk; she had plenty of disciples. One day, one day, 
after mother died... Sissy knocked at our door about noon, 
and I let her in because mother misplaced her cane just then; I 
had purposely locked the door since I knew she’d try just 
walking in as if she owned the place and wanted to show her 
she didn’t, I guess. We spent the day going to shopping 
centers with her again. She spent more time shopping than 
anybody I’d ever seen, except mother herself. One time she 
told us to wait in the car in the hot sun, telling us she’d just be 
ten minutes; we ended up waiting over an hour, almost 
panicking, wondering if she’d been waylaid or arrested, when 
she came back with nary an apology about our suffering or 
panic attacks. Mother, before her arthritis got too bad, would 
take the Jap car or the Ford and disappear all day in some 
shopping center, but she never took me with her, knowing 
how I hated shopping; and she would just look and never 
buy, being from the Depression. Sissy would come out with a 
ton of merchandise, charged to her hubby’s credit cards. She 
always lived above her means, even before she got married (I 
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mean the last time; she had been through ten bums at least), 
never saved any money ahead, and didn’t care. 
 
June 2 (Fri.) 
For the first time since leaving the company lot I actually felt 
rested, and got up at the crack of dawn. Greed and fear of 
another boring day shopping made me change my mind 
about working only on weekdays. I began to think of working 
Fridays and/or Mondays anyway since that would bring in 
another four hundred a month and I could use that to buy 
stuff for myself up and beyond the mortgage payment; a little 
of Sissy was rubbing off on me. Plus, I wanted mother and 
Sissy to see where I worked to kill two birds with one stone. 
After asking Sissy on the phone and getting her and mother to 
agree, I called up the company and asked if I could work 
today; they said yes. I stressed to them that they had to be 
there at 9 p.m. sharp to pick me up; I was always heat-struck 
and dragging by then and would be in no mood to stand 
around waiting, and there was no place to sit anyway, in the 
shed or parking lot, no waiting room. Mother would drop me 
off at work, go pick Sissy up, then let Sissy do the driving, 
Sissy decided for us. Mother had poor night vision and didn’t 
like to drive after dark anyway, even on well-lit roads, except 
of course if Sissy wanted her to; then she suddenly could do 
it. Sissy insisted I drive mother to the company lot even 
though I told her it would be better if mother drove so she 
could find help Sissy find her way there better that night; 
Sissy won when mother sided with her. I used the I-Pothole 
route since I decided on the spur of the moment it was easier 
for a first-timer since one didn’t have to worry about getting 
on the Commerce City turnoff going east instead of west, then 
getting over two lanes real fast to avoid the Aura expressway 
turnoff – never mind. I drove, showing mother the 8-way 
intersection and how to go left twice then right and straight to 
the lot at the end of 68th. When she saw all the ice cream 
trucks she was duly impressed. I got out and saw her cross 
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back and return down 68th. When I arrived at the window to 
receive my order sheet, I was surprised by a group of people I 
had never seen standing around in the shed. Soon I saw the 
Godfather giving them a lecture; they were obviously new 
hires. I had to open my big mouth and tell them, as if I were a 
veteran, how this was the funnest job I had ever had, and how 
I loved it so, and how the biggest mistake a new driver can 
make is driving too fast. The Godfather told me I was too 
early, that it was only 11 a.m. and I shouldn’t be here now; 
that shut me up, and I tiptoed out of the scene, standing 
lamely in the lot outside the office trying to not get 
sunburned. When they finally were taken care of, I was able 
to go to the window and get my order for the day, which I 
now saw was calculated by the computer from my current 
inventory and sales history. I started to take the order form to 
the freezer, to clip it on the clipboard on the left of the big 
door, and wait for somebody to go in with a grocery cart and 
get the goods; something was different about the form, 
however – no order, just an inventory sheet with the numbers 
filled in by computer – and I looked back at the Bishop 
quizzically. He told me that my truck had been used during 
the week by some other driver and now I had to go back to 
the truck and check his inventory sheet and verify the 
numbers. This was one aspect of being a part timer that I 
hadn’t known about till now, and it seemed like some kind of 
conspiracy to make me switch to full time, but they had me so 
what could I do but comply? I begged a pen off of the Bishop 
and went to the truck on foot. I was immediately put in a state 
of shock. The truck was a filthy mess, trash all over the floor, 
the back of the truck filled with refuse, the console a mess. I 
opened the freezer and it too was a mess, ice cream items in 
the wrong boxes, all mixed up. I spent over forty minutes 
verifying the inventory; several items had been miscounted, 
and I wrote my counts on the sheet next to the computer-
printed ones. I decided to keep the pen permanently on my 
console now, since I needed it so often I might as well 
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consider it company equipment. After going back to the 
window and getting my new order from the Bishop, who ran 
around to the freezer (he was doubling as window man and 
freezer man), and picking up a couple of bricks of dry ice, I 
started to shoot the bull with him and the Godfather, who 
cleared up one nagging question I’d had, namely, why do 
they sell only two types of candy, and why those two? The 
answer was that nothing else that sold well could stand the 
heat. I asked why they didn’t sell bottled water, that that 
seemed like a sure seller. I was only really thinking of myself 
here, but so what? The answer was that it didn’t make enough 
profit for the bother. Why not carry a whole line of pop? I 
added, a sudden idea. The Godfather spoke. “We aren’t in the 
pop business.” I asked why there was a van parked in the 
right lane last night, and the answer was that one time a 
driver had gotten run over by a driver trying to leave, and so 
they blocked it off every night for safety. Drivers walk in the 
right lane all the time, almost never in the left lane, since it’s 
behind the trucks and there’s nothing there but the lane and a 
fence. Made sense. I was trying to think up more when the 
Godfather suddenly told me to go on and put the ice cream in 
my freezer before it melted in the sun, and when I came by on 
the way out he’d have more dry ice ready for me. The gloves 
they used to handle the dry ice reminded me of welder’s 
gloves – they were coated with pure black grime. There was a 
trick to dry ice that the President had told me on the first day, 
namely, to stack it vertically in a single pile in the corner of 
my main freezer each night so it would evaporate more 
slowly, and preserve it for the next day; the phantom driver 
hadn’t done that, nor had he bothered to put the ice paks in 
the freezer, and they were now water paks. When I got up to 
the office and told the Bishop he said not to worry since they 
kept several frozen ones ready in the freezer, and he retrieved 
two for me, and took mine. The Godfather made sure I had 
just enough dry ice; he seemed to know, to be able to gauge 
by ESP, although he’d always ask me to confirm. Call me 
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slow, but the daily morning order sheets said in black and 
white that I started the day’s sales with an onboard inventory 
of about five hundred bucks worth of items; it took awhile to 
realize this was actually closer to seven hundred bucks, since 
their computer used wholesale dollars not retail dollars like 
my mental computer did. After gassing up I had to spend 
another half hour cleaning out the filthy truck. In my 
imagination I could see myself one day selling the truck out 
and returning triumphantly, bypassing the inventory process 
since it was all zeroes, and going home with over two 
hundred bucks in my jeans, just like the Natural did – what a 
gal. Meanwhile my reality was less glamorous. First, I 
couldn’t get the back door of my truck open, and had to go 
ask the Bishop what the trick was; when it came to 
mechanical things, there was always a trick. He told me the 
way the door curved I should pull out while I pulled up; it 
worked. A jumble of garbage spilled out. There were several 
Taco Bell sacks, a half-eaten enchilada, half-filled soda cups 
with lids, and other refuse to gross to describe. On top of that 
the Godfather walked clear down to my truck, took me aside 
and asked me about the scratched bumper. Not that he 
wanted me to pay him for anything, or lecture me, but he only 
wanted to know if I had taken care of everything, if 
everything was okay. Again he must have been able to read 
my mind. I told him everything was okay, and for the first 
time I felt like I was no longer a total outsider; Italians can do 
that to you, make you feel like a member of the famiglia when 
they want to. Later I remembered the company’s phone 
number painted on the side of the truck; no, there would have 
been no reason for them to call and harass them. But from 
now on I realized this job had a down side of its own – ahem, 
accountability to the public. The day went uneventfully, and I 
kept a wide berth from the bad luck street. Let them eat cake. 
My driving got super-cautious, and I stopped another bad 
habit I’d been developing of letting go of the steering wheel to 
look cool. It wasn’t cool now. Not that my little fender bender 
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had anything to do with that; it was a freak accident, caused 
by a pickup that just happened to have a bumper sticking out 
that was curved exactly so as to snare mine just for getting 
close to it. During the day I discovered a little red book on the 
console, pushed back where I didn’t see it at first; apparently 
left by the Pig, as I now called him. No surprise – it was an 
Alcoholics Anonymous little red bible. There was also a pair 
of cheap sunglasses. I stopped to eat my snack (can’t call it 
lunch since I eat it around 4:30 p.m.) and thumbed through 
this book. It was truly sick. The message was that a boozer 
can never get over booze without asking God to forgive him – 
the particular religion, the book said, didn’t matter, just so 
you believed in some God – then going back to all the people 
he had hurt in his life and patch things up with them. Now 
that last idea made sense, not because God had anything to do 
with it, but because I figured most people become boozers 
because they feel guilty about what they did to somebody. I 
stopped feeling sorry for myself since I now had somebody 
else to feel sorry for. As Winston Churchill said, I like pigs. 
Cats look down on you, dogs look up at you, but pigs treat 
you as an equal. Next time I saw the Pig I’ll buy him a drink. 
As the day went on I began to store ten and twenty dollar bills 
in the big brown wallet, which I kept on the console along 
with the coin tray. If somebody handed me a twenty, I’d reach 
for the wallet, slip the twenty in, find a ten and take that out, 
then open up the coin tray to finish making change. I wasn’t 
so afraid of getting handed twenties now; the problem was 
reduced to having one ten for every twenty, and I got handed 
those more frequently most of the time, so it all worked out 
naturally most of the time. Once in awhile I could hand them 
two fives and still be okay. If the fives ran out, I would be 
dipping into the ones, which was also okay for one or two or – 
as the day wore on – even three twenties. The ones and fives I 
kept in the Rubber Maid coin tray (really a freezer dish) on 
top of the coins. Once I noticed that the plastic trash barrel in 
my truck was also by Rubber Maid. Unfortunately, as the bill 
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stacked up in the coin tray, they would jam in the edges of the 
lid, curling and mangling their edges up; the tray was just a 
mite too small for this application. At night, when I cashed 
out, they always wanted all one-dollar bills flat, straight, and 
neat, because they ran them through a mechanical bill 
counter, and it would easily jam. When I pulled in the lot and 
parked, the first thing I did was spent a good fifteen minutes 
trying to straighten out all them darned dollar bills before I 
could even get to counting my ice cream; I resolved to never 
do this again. When I got to the window to cash out it was 
8:45 p.m. This time the Admiral was standing around with a 
clipboard asking every driver what days they would be 
working in the upcoming week. I told him I’d be there for 
certain tomorrow and Sunday, and would work the entire 
week except for Tuesday and Thursday. He marked it on his 
clipboard. When I cashed out it was exactly 9:00 p.m. like I 
told them. My payback to the company now regularly 
exceeded $200 a day, meaning my net was in the low side of 
the $75-$150 range, but at least not off the bottom of the scale. 
I went to the front parking lot and stood there waiting. There 
were shady unrecognizable people in the cars there, all 
apparently waiting to take a driver home. I ended up 
standing by the fence next to the boulevard since I could rest 
against it. My Rubber Maid dish was quite heavy now, full of 
change, and I had to hold it level for fear the top would come 
loose and spill the contents. I was also carrying my towel, my 
big brown bill wallet, and my plastic milk jug, which I had 
emptied out after I parked the truck, to make it lighter. I had 
not bought a new steering wheel cover yet, but I found I could 
wash my hands whenever I wanted in the truck by using the 
jug and the towel, and that worked good enough. Ten 
minutes went by, fifteen, twenty, thirty. I felt like a jackass 
once again. There was something about that lot that made me 
feel like a jackass when I was frustrated. I walked back to the 
office and asked to use the phone. The Bishop handed me one 
through the window and then asked for the number since he 
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had to do the dialing. I got mother’s answering machine. I 
tried not to worry, and went back out to the front to wait. The 
Italians were closing the lot and stalling to see what would 
happen to me. I was about to get desperate when I saw the 
Ford wheel in from the wrong direction on Busy Blvd. I got in 
and we took off as the Italians locked the gate quickly and 
took off in their van also. Sissy had quite a story about going 
down I-Pothole like I told her, and looking for the Busy Blvd. 
exit. The problem, she said, was that there was a traffic jam 
and she decided to get off at an earlier exit, but when she did 
she immediately got lost and turned around and drove for a 
half hour confused. At one point she was about to stop, call 
911, and ask for help, she said, but she soon found a cop 
station, and was trying to turn into it when she realized that it 
was at 72nd and Busy Blvd. and the lot was at 68th and Busy 
Blvd., so she found me at last. Mother said that she hadn’t 
cooked dinner since she had been with Sissy all day shopping, 
so we turned into the Arby’s that I had seen on my interview 
trip. I got some of their stuff in the drive-in window and we 
gobbled it in the parking lot; there was no sale on but she was 
treating so we splurged. Sissy said the power steering fluid 
was low again, and the transmission had too rough of a first 
gear for her, and she would tell her hubby, who was 
knowledgeable about cars, and help us fix it. When we got 
home Sissy begged to take the car with her, assuring me she 
and her hubby would have it checked out by a mechanic he 
knew was good and fixed. I was too tired to argue about it 
and hit the hay in a haze of body heat.  
 
June 3 (Sat.) 
I was awakened by mother. Sissy and her hubby were here, 
ready to go back to Idaho. They had left the Ford in the 
driveway and mother showed me a receipt from a 
transmission shop. It said they had serviced the transmission 
and received 80 bucks for it, paid in full. Mother asked me to 
thank them. They had had the car checked out and it was in 
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good shape, Sissy assured me. Now, she said, the car would 
be in top condition to get me to work all summer. That way 
they wouldn’t have to loan or give mother any money on the 
side, I was thinking; when it comes to Sissy you never know if 
it’s love or self-interest. Sissy took after our dad, who was a 
real black ass. When we were young and lived in Derby with 
him, he would often leave the fridge empty so he could buy 
himself an expensive coat or treat his drinking buddies; he 
was a boozer, a gambler, and even got beat up by the local 
Italian mob for dog track bets he didn’t pay. He was 
supposedly a Judo expert and had killed Germans in WWII 
and had a German Luger he kept as a souvenir. Mother told 
me the war messed his mind up and if she’d known about it 
she would never have married him. He could act so 
charming, she said, but then the drinking would bring out his 
other side. Once he scared her half to death by threatening her 
with the Luger in a drunken stupor. They divorced when I 
was four. At least he later got what was coming to him by 
dying a slow lingering death from cancer of the liver when I 
was a young man. After about the age of ten I hated his guts. 
One story mother told me was how he had always loved Sissy 
and hated me, precisely because I looked like her and she 
looked like him. After mother left him, he tried to steal 
custody of 2-year-old Sissy away from her, by boarding her 
with his mother while they went to court about it. “He looks 
like me,” he told the judge. You should have seen his face, 
mother would say to us whenever she brought the episode 
up. You should have seen his face when the judge told him, 
“What is she doing with you? She belongs with her mother.” 
He looked like he was going to fall through the floor, she 
would say. Maybe that’s the reason Sissy and I never got 
along too well, always warring for mother’s attention. 
Underneath it all I kind of agreed with father that she looked 
like him and I looked like her, so I deserved mother all to 
myself because Sissy was a black ass like him. Maybe I just 
wanted to be the only child, like a Siamese cat wants to be the 
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only cat, and had inherited father’s black ass myself. That was 
in my rebellious youth, however; now we get along fine I 
suppose. Almost as if she were psychic today, Sissy handed 
mother an expensive winter coat that she didn’t want any 
more. The size was a little tight around the waist for mother 
but she was glad to get anything for free. Before they left the 
hubby gave me a big handshake, and Sissy hugged me. 
Mother was a long time letting them go, talking their ears off 
all the way out to their brand-new pickup truck; that was her 
way. Hubby always called her mother, and she liked to tell 
me that. The new truck was such an ugly shade of green that 
when I first saw it I didn’t realize it was new. At least Sissy 
got what she needed, a domineering husband who ran things 
and was always right; the first time in her life she let 
somebody tell her what to do. Coincidentally or not, when 
father remarried he picked a domineering woman who he 
never got the best of like he did with mother, and when they 
divorced she kicked his ass not vice-versa. No wonder I 
became an artist, to work out my dysfunctional family 
problems. I got my things together, got in, and went to work. 
It was a good day for ice cream, already getting hot. I left the 
driveway, turned left, went down the long block I lived on, 
took a right, and drove the mile distance to the interstate, at a 
beautiful intersection that gave a beautiful view of the 
downtown skyscrapers just a couple of miles away. I got on 
the interstate, and it was not very busy since it was a Saturday 
morning. The transmission did work a wee bit smoother now. 
After turning onto I-Pothole there was a super-long off ramp 
that ran alongside the interstate for a quarter mile before 
turning into two lines, one running east (the right direction), 
one west. I casually glanced at the panel to see how my gas 
level was, when I spotted the temperature gauge. It was off 
the dial, past the red line – super hot! I felt the engine get 
weaker, although it still ran smooth. I thought fast, got into 
the left lane, and tried to go west because I knew there was an 
exit right around the bend and I could get to a side street and 
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check the engine. When I tried to get off the off-ramp I hit a 
long red traffic signal, staring at the temp gauge all the while 
in dismay, but finally slithered through and came to a halt in 
the parking lot of a sleazy auto parts store that happened to 
face it. I popped the hood, got out, took a look at the radiator. 
It was super hot. The engine had definitely overheated, and I 
had gone no more than five miles from a cold start. I looked in 
my trunk for some antifreeze, and found none, so I went into 
the store and spent seven bucks for a gallon of Prestone. 
Waiting a good hour for it to cool, I took off the radiator cap 
and poured. It took the entire gallon and begged for more: the 
radiator seemed to have been empty! I cursed myself for not 
checking the radiator level for the last several months, not 
that I didn’t check the temp gauge every time and it was 
always running well into the cool range. I then remembered 
my relatives and the tranny shop; maybe they had done 
something to drain the radiator and not refilled it. I decided to 
try for Lonny’s Auto Repair, which by coincidence was less 
than two miles away. As I started the engine I noticed a thick 
cloud of white smoke coming out of the tail pipe. No matter, 
the temp gauge was at mid-level, driveable I figured. As I 
slowly drove on back streets toward Lonny’s, the smoke kept 
coming, leaving a long wake behind me. This made me self-
conscious. The streets were nearly deserted this early, but I 
passed a street construction crew wearing orange and waving 
flags. They didn’t really seem to notice my smoke as much as 
notice me looking like I didn’t want to be noticed, but just as I 
got past them the engine started to act funny, jerking and 
losing power, and I really got worried. I pulled in front of the 
first house and turned the engine off. I thought I could help 
things by putting in water, so I went up to the house to ask for 
permission to use their hose. The house was deserted, but a 
loud dog barked inside at me. I borrowed the hose anyway, 
filling the radiator to overflowing, then because of the dog I 
just threw the hose back in the yard without turning it off. I 
barely steered it into the parking lot of a convenience store, 
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and parked. As I sat there thinking, I spotted a phone booth. I 
got out to call Lonny’s and ask if he could tow me. It was 
busy. I went into the store and selected a bottle of Snapple 
and a stick of beef jerky. Returning to the car, I panicked 
again. A long stream of greenish fluid was running out from 
under my car like a stuck space alien. There must be a hole in 
the radiator all along, I figured. I kept going to the phone 
booth and getting a busy for a good half hour, finally calling 
my mother and asking her to do the calling and tell him 
where I was. Satisfied I could rely on her, I went back to the 
car. Just then a hippie-ish Indian came up to the window and 
asked for spare change. My plight was not good but maybe 
this caused me to have sympathy for his plight, so I reached 
for my wallet and handed him not one but two one dollar 
bills, half of my previous day’s earnings – not that mother 
hadn’t given me a twenty dollar bill as my allowance. He was 
very grateful, and got chatty. He was an Apache Indian, he 
explained, by the name of Rain Calf, Rain Bull, Rain Cloud, 
Rain Meadow – rain something (I forget). I don’t know why 
but looking at him living like a bum in a land of plenty next to 
a convenience store on a busy boulevard with restaurants and 
bars everywhere, I felt a cosmic moment coming on. I told 
him I was sorry for the way the white man had treated the 
Indians, and by all rights his people should own this whole 
region of the country and we should be paying rent. He said I 
was too white, which I agreed – I didn’t get much sun since I 
like to stay inside in front of a PC, and even now I stayed in a 
big metal truck that shaded my face. He was clearly a boozer, 
and soon went off to spend his dough probably. I spotted him 
a half hour later at the bus stop in front of the store, bumming 
off other people. An hour passed, then my mother arrived in a 
neighbor’s car; an elderly woman who lived down the block. 
She got out and said goodbye to the neighbor. Lonny’s tow 
truck would arrive any minute, she said. By then it was as hot 
as an oven inside the wagon, and I had run into the store 
another time for more drinks and food. I offered her some and 
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she refused; another result of her Depression years, denying 
herself while denying me nothing – but then she was fairly 
trim and I was fat. She always said she wasn’t hungry, had 
just eaten; I always tried to remember to leave a little and tell 
her I was full and would have to throw it away if she didn’t 
eat it – she always did, though she never got the irony of 
manoeuvring herself into eating after her own son like some 
kind of dog. The times I liked what I was eating so much that 
I forgot to leave some were always so awkward, making me 
feel like the dog. But like a good Talon, I have my orders from 
the Grand Estomago. We waited a good hour for the tow 
truck to arrive. When we got to Lonny’s his lot was full of cars 
as usual; our Jap POS was sitting in front. It didn’t look like it 
had been worked on. The tow truck driver parked the Ford 
POS right next to it. I went into his waiting room and he came 
out to greet us. He personally went out, started the engine, 
called his assistant, and they both listened and fiddled for a 
couple of minutes. Then Lonny came in and told us the 
engine was blown. In all the Ford POS cars with aluminum 
head gaskets, the gasket regularly warps at around 80 
thousand miles, and that’s what my car had reached. The hot 
weather had caused it to go suddenly. The warranty, I 
remembered, was for 70 thousand miles. When I told him that 
he laughed and said he knew. I get two or three cars a month 
with blown head gaskets, he went on; these aluminum 
engines blow head gaskets all the time. Yours also blew the 
rods, he added; I suddenly wished I hadn’t tried to drive it 
with steam coming out. He explained that when the gasket 
warps all the coolant goes right out the exhaust. Funny, but 
when I first left the driveway, until I saw the temp gauge, I 
hadn’t noticed any steam. The only conclusion had to be that 
it had warped when Sissy and her hubby had it, and they 
hadn’t noticed it. This was particularly hard to accept since 
hubby was supposedly knowledgeable about cars, and they 
had just had the Ford in a transmission shop. Visions of suing 
that shop danced in my head. My own guilt in not 
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immediately stopping and looking for a tow I thought I could 
cover up. How much would you charge to fix the wagon, I 
asked Lonny. Three thousand dollars, he offered; if it had 
only been the head gasket it would have only been twelve 
hundred. I didn’t panic this time. I laughed, made jokes about 
Murphy’s Law, the hand of Fate, etc., all the while believing I 
could extort the money from that transmission shop, or at 
least get Sissy and her hubby to pay some or all of it since 
they had had the car when it actually went bad, and hadn’t 
told me in time to avoid blowing the whole engine. Lonny 
now had my mother’s car and my car, so we were carless, 
something we had never experienced in our lives. Mother 
gave him a maudlin motherly verbal once-over. He 
understood, he said, and would try to get one of them 
running as soon as possible, but for now his assistant would 
give me a ride home. During the ride he quizzed me about my 
job and how much I made; I thought that kind of curious. We 
arrived home at 3:30 p.m., and mother immediately tried to 
call Lonny, but all she got was his recorder. That didn’t phase 
her: she called over and over until he answered. What they 
said to each other I didn’t hear, but she apparently tried to 
talk him into accepting monthly payments since we didn’t 
have three thousand dollars on us right then. Her son had just 
got a new job and needed transportation to keep it. I told him 
it’s your livelihood, she told me. He promised to have us 
something ready in a week, she said. How will I get to work 
in the meantime, I asked her. We discussed buses, taxis, 
hitchhiking, and finally the easiest solution; she got out her 
cane and went out the front door to beg the neighbors for 
rides. Coming back an hour later she said the next door 
neighbor (he was actually our renter, but she knew he 
considered her almost like her mother so she never called him 
that) would take me to work tomorrow morning, but couldn’t 
pick me up, since he had to go to work too. Don’t worry, she 
told me; by the time I needed picked up she’d find somebody 
else – just go and don’t worry. So a day of work was shot, a 
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day of pay, and all the money I spent rubbed it in. Back I went 
to the PC trying to forget my worries and continue writing; 
not much luck. I ended up searching the Web for web sites on 
Ford POS wagons. To my surprise I found several, filled with 
grumbles, warnings and complaints that Ford wagons are, 
ahem, pieces of shit, and should all be recalled. The head 
gasket problem was listed first in a long list that included 
faulty automatic transmissions, improperly hung doors that 
would leak or fall off, air conditioner problems, and many 
more. It suddenly hit me that I should have done this research 
before I bought the POS not after. Now I wondered if I could 
even sell the turkey after spending thousands to fix it, if it was 
such common knowledge it was a lemon.  
 
June 4 (Sun.) 
Today is the first Sunday in June. Since it’s the fourth, that 
means June is a rye month. In other words, a four. I memorize 
an entire month’s calendar by just remembering what day the 
first Sunday falls on. In addition, I use the Bruno Furst 
number mnemonics: zoo for zero, tie for one, noah for two, 
ma for three, rye for four, law for five, shoe for six, cow for 
seven, ivy for eight, bee for nine. May was a cow. Just imagine 
a cow hitched to a maypole. So, to memorize the entire 
calendar for May I imagine a cow hitched to a maypole. To 
memorize the entire calendar for June I just imagine June as a 
month where the rye grows tall. Let’s say today is June 22. 
What day of the week is it? Simple. Four plus fourteen equals 
18, so the 18th is a Sunday, which makes the 22nd a Thursday. 
Where did these mnemonics come from? Bruno Furst, the 
famous memory expert, who used to appear on TV and 
memorize the serial numbers of dollar bills instantly, thought 
it up. He published it in his books. Zoo has two o’s in it, so it 
is perfect for zero. Tie has one downstroke in the initial t, so 
it’s 1. Noah has two downstrokes in the initial n, so it’s 2. Ma 
has three downstrokes in the initial m, so it’s 3. Rye starts 
with R, which looks like 4 backwards. Law starts with L, 
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which looks kind of like 5. Shoe starts with S, which looks 
kind of like 6. Cow starts with C, or equivalently K, which 
looks like 7. Ivy starts with V (I’m talking about initial 
consonants), which doesn’t look like 8, so why did he pick 
this word? Think of climbing ivy as climbing forever to 
infinity. The infinity symbol in mathematics looks like an 8 on 
its side. Bee starts with B, or equivalently, P, which looks like 
9 backwards. That’s how he invented them. Phonetics and 
imagination. Try memorizing them now. It’s really quite easy, 
and once you’ve done it, you find yourself using them all the 
time to memorize the calendar. It’s a short hop from this to 
memorize long numbers. For example, to memorize the 
number 2345 first convert it to noah ma rye law, then imagine 
Noah getting mother drunk on rye whiskey at court. Or take 
the initial consonants from the mnemonics and insert vowels 
as needed to make up a catchy phrase. That’s how Hebrew is 
written, so why not? What’s good enough for Jehovah. For 
2345 I get nmrl which easily fills in to ‘numeral’. Let’s say I 
have to memorize a phone number, for example, 287-7645. 
First convert it to n-v-c-c-sh-r-l. Since this is all phonetic I am 
free to use b or p for 9, bee; v or f for 8, ivy; c or k for 7, cow; 
sh or j for 6, shoe; t or d for 1, tie; z or s for 0, zoo. What could 
that fill-in to with a little imagination? Navy cow cashew roll? 
Nouveau cocksure ale?  Let’s say that this is the phone 
number of the ice cream company. To remember it I just think 
of navy cow cashew roll, or nouveau cocksure ale, even navy 
cocksure ale. Yes, a navy cow cashew roll. Yummy. Hurts 
only when coming out. Wash it down with navy cocksure ale, 
compliments of the Admiral. Imagination is the soul of a great 
memory. 301-760-9112-1. Most catches by a tight end. The 
next-door neighbor knocked about 10 a.m., a half hour later 
than we agreed, and I was not ready. Ten minutes later I got 
in his car and we took off. Too late I heard a sick screeching 
sound as he slowed down at an intersection. He told me his 
brakes were bad and he couldn’t afford to get them fixed but 
they’d probably hold for today. I figured I couldn’t dispute 
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him. This time we went the right way, with me giving 
enthusiastic directions, and we knew when we arrived in 
Commerce City by the smell du jour, which was different 
every day but always offensive. As we approached the turnoff 
to Busy Blvd. I noticed a series of swampy filthy land dumps 
and sand and gravel lots. Right along side them facing the 
highway was a billboard asking people to keep the 
environment clean; we both had a belly laugh. Off to the right 
over the sand lots I could see the skyscrapers of the big city in 
the distance, swirling in haze. My home was about even with 
them, off a mile to the right. A sudden thought of talking him 
into working here also so that he could give me a ride every 
time didn’t work. He asked me why I couldn’t get permission 
to take the truck home each night. I said I hadn’t thought of it. 
When we passed the cop station and new jail under 
construction I duly pointed it out to him. As we approached 
the truck lot I noticed a small house on the other (left) side of 
the road that was literally sunk into the ground up to the tops 
of the windows; the fact that people actually lived in this 
mixed industrial neighborhood that stunk like a skunk 
somehow had slipped my mind. I began imagining an atomic 
bomb blast over the main city and everybody out here dying 
except the troglodytes in that ground house. He dropped me 
off in the parking lot and I walked in, seeing that I was late 
because many trucks were missing, and there was a good-
sized line at the window. I had to go do an inventory of my 
truck before I could get my order for the day; at least it wasn’t 
a mess today. When I went up to the window to get my day’s 
order sheet, I was not surprised to find I had to do another 
inventory. On the return trip to the window I remembered to 
bring the little red book and the cheap sunglasses along, 
seeing they still sitting on the back of the console under the 
heater; I noticed my pen was gone, but was replaced with a 
pencil. The Bishop said he would give it to the Pig when he 
saw him again – he had already been in and taken another 
truck. By now I felt routine setting in. That day I noticed I was 
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in a church rut. At a certain spot in my route there was this 
large Episcopal church. No matter what day I drove by it, it 
was always totally empty, with the lights on. There was 
something about that church that mocked me. It took so much 
space that the usually gridlike street structure had been 
modified, and cars had to detour around it in all four 
directions, yet it seemed to have no members; it was just an 
ever-lit empty holy barn. I couldn’t help remembering that 
Time magazine cover that asked if God were dead. I finally 
took to turning off my music when I approached it. I never 
sold a thing within two blocks of it anyway. Come to think of 
it this big city neighborhood was mainly old people in old 
houses. They must have been waiting to die and leave their 
property to their younger ones, and used the church mainly 
for funerals. The last one to heaven would turn out the lights. 
Then they would turn the property into a rock music theater, 
where Stephen King could come visit with his Rock Bottom 
Remainders band and mock losers like me. I went out to the 
parking lot dragging my feet but counting my money: over 
eighty dollars, mostly ones and fives, dirty and grungy, but 
all the more dear since I had earned every last bill of it 
popsicle by popsicle. This was truly a dirty business, handling 
money; everybody knew money was full of germs. It’s a law 
of physics; the one man with the germs always sits next to 
you. I was on the verge of limping; each day in the truck 
caused my right foot to get sorer. The brake pedal had lost its 
rubber wrapping and was like a sharp blade pressing into my 
foot all day; I would speak to them about it next time. I 
noticed a SUV parked there with three women in it, one of 
them my mother. It looked like I could use something with 
vapor action. Breathe, breathe, breathe my trusty friend. Yes, 
dear. Are you bilingual? Just one time in college. I held the 
money up to their faces as I got in, looking jubilant. One of 
them duly ahhed, not knowing the thick wad was mainly 
ones. These people were neighbors that up till now we had 
never talked to. The gossip from our renters was that they 
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were carpet divers, that is, dykes, and they never talked to 
them, because the wife was afraid of them “licking her poosee 
cat”. That curvy dyke, when she first moved in, I swear she 
was trying to come on to me. She used to stand in her front 
yard every time I was porch-sitting, supposedly weeding it. 
She would wear short-shorts and turn her rear end to me and 
bend over with legs straight, just so I could admire her booty. 
Maybe she was just showing off what the older dyke had just 
had for dinner. That’s sick, I know. I’ll never forget her words, 
the renter’s wife’s, last spring, as we were sitting in her 
kitchen drinking beer and tequila chasers with her second 
cousin Eduardo, and the subject of the carpet divers came up 
because they were visible through her kitchen window 
building a new fence (they were handy). “I’ll never 
understand what lesbians do, but I don’t want to find out,” 
said the renter’s wife. “Ai, mama! Those carpet divers will lick 
your poosee cat!” Eduardo squealed with delight, working his 
eyebrows and tongue. “Stop that!” she replied, slapping him. 
“I’m a one-man woman! Keep those carpet divers away from 
me and my poosee cat!” They toasted to that. Both were pretty 
soused. She was trying to show me her breasts, which, 
through her low-cut blouse, were quite large, the way she 
scrunched them together. She was faithful to her hubby as far 
as having sex was concerned, but she was not against a little 
exhibitionism, especially after tequila takes her past where 
she can hold her liquor. Eduardo was a young handsome 
Spanish man (betraying none of his relatives’ Mestizo 
bloodlines) who always wore shades and who was the “lazy 
one and black sheep” of the family, forever getting and losing 
jobs, while living off women; his current woman worked at a 
supermarket while he sat in kitchens and got soused every 
afternoon. He offered me a joint, and I refused, since I’m not a 
druggie, but the renter’s wife took turns on it with him while I 
tried not to breathe the air. He told me it was the “fine blend”, 
meaning it cost more than what his other relatives could 
afford. I think he was trying to get her goat a little, the tequila 
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bringing out his bad side. By then the dykes had gone, and I 
had no nice booty to watch bending over from behind, and I 
really wasn’t into forty-something married Hispanic hooters, 
so I went to my side of the duplex and left them all to their 
vices. I wondered if the renters had any grudges against me 
and mother for “stealing” the house from them. They had 
moved into the duplex before us, and the old landlord had 
offered to sell it to them, but they couldn’t save enough for a 
down payment, preferring a full barrel of beer cans to be 
hauled away each week by the city garbage trucks, and when 
we moved in we got the same offer, and accepted, but 
couldn’t get a bank to lend us the money, so we had to let it 
slide, until one day I got the idea to have the owner finance it 
himself, and let us pay the down payment slowly in advance, 
by giving him an extra hundred each month over the rent. 
The landlord was a gringo like us, and liked mother, although 
I don’t think he liked me. He was about mother’s age, and 
never understood why I didn’t get a “real” job. He agreed, 
though, for her sake, saying something about her not having 
to worry anymore about having a roof over head for the rest 
of her life, and after a few years of bloated rent payments he 
signed the house over to mother, carrying the loan himself at 
9% interest. At that time it was a junk heap, and 9% wasn’t 
much higher than the banks charged, but I think he thought 
he was getting out from under it, having his hands full with 
his other dozen rental units, and wanting to stick us with all 
the repair bills he knew would be coming, but then the 
economy started booming, interest rates hit a historic low, 
and the property values soared, all at the same time, more 
than doubling the value of the house, and letting us easily get 
a fixer-upper loan at bargain basement interest rates, so that 
we got the whole duplex refurbished quite nicely. Meanwhile 
we went from fellow renters to owners while the Hispanics 
went nowhere. They might have thought it was a case of 
gringos sticking together while sticking it to Hispanics, I don’t 
know, because they never talked about it. They just seemed to 
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live for the day. As long as the man had a job and the wife 
had enough money to drink herself into a stupor each day, 
and both had enough to drink themselves into stupors each 
weekend, they seemed happy. But someone like Eduardo, he 
might have carried a grudge in their behalf. He never said. I 
had amusing dreams about the dykes ever since that time 
with Eduardo including how I’d get them to join me in a 
threesome and all that, but not really; they did nothing for me 
for some reason, not even the good-looking one, and being 
neighbors I believed in live and let live. Maybe I was afraid 
she wasn’t a dyke, and wanted to marry me and drop a brood 
of kiddies on me. That must have been it. The reason she did 
nothing for me. She was the mermaid, trying to lure me into 
the rocks. No thanks. Keep it well licked and hold the kiddies. 
Back to the ride home from the ice cream lot in the dykes’ van. 
I was surprised when the good-looking one spoke with a 
Southern accent. I had seen her a hundred times before but 
had never heard her voice. Even then it was by accident, as I 
did all the talking, full of adventures, building up my job. 
Mother just had to give a speech about how safe she felt in 
this crime-filled neighborhood with her big strong son, and 
how I loved children and would make a good daddy. I 
winced when she said that. The speech took most of the time 
up. When we got home they let us out in our driveway then 
drove to their house and were gone. As I led mother by the 
hand to the front door, she told me the women were both 
nurses. They had announced their names at one point but I 
couldn’t hear because of road noise, and if I did hear I wasn’t 
listening due to exhaustion. I asked mother and she said her 
short-term memory is so bad she couldn’t remember either. 
We dropped the subject as soon as I opened the front door 
and saw cat puke on the living room carpet. Our cat is 
housetrained but sometimes he pukes. This time we 
recognized a half-digested mouse in the puke. He is a great 
mouser, our cat. Without him our house would be overrun. 
He catches one about every week, and while at first we 
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thought we trained him to go out the front door carrying in its 
mouth before he ate it alive, squeaking, he figured us out and 
now eludes us until he finishes it off, often in a bedroom. 
Since we weren’t here when he ate this one, he probably ate it 
right in the living room, who knows. Then he left us this 
incriminating evidence. Not that we are cat cops. Mother 
went back to the bathroom and came back with a wet sponge, 
which she used to mop it all up. Luckily we had an 
Armstrong Stainmaster carpet, and if you clean up a spill 
before it sets, it doesn’t spot. She loves dirty jobs. Really. I 
knew better than to try to spoil her fun. On the couch, 
watching the end of some TV movie and waiting for mother 
to get me a plate of pastrami and rye sandwiches, the 
pastrami having a wild and sexy reddish shade to it, I amused 
myself by speculating on whether the dyke rumors were true, 
or whether perhaps they were just a mother and her daughter, 
both being Southerners in the west and having a hard time 
making male friends. I had never seen either of them with 
anything resembling a boyfriend. Sometimes women who 
hate men are ex-prostitutes. They have sex with a thousand 
men, save up a bundle, and retire, hating men the rest of their 
lives. Naw. The older one was just too ugly. She couldn’t give 
it away. The younger one was too young, still in her twenties. 
On second thought, hos often start at age 11 or 13. Naw, 
dykes was a more likely explanation for male hating or 
malelessness. Plus I knew for a fact that the previous 
occupants of their house were dykes, not just from the 
rumors, but from a magazine of theirs that the mailman had 
put in our mailbox by mistake; it was a gay magazine – Out-
something, or just Out. The previous occupants were mother 
and daughter, an ugly old dyke that looked like a hag, and a 
young but porky dyke who never talked to me, and would 
bring home one young good-looking woman after another in 
her car. It made sense that dykes sold their homes to other 
dykes. Another clue was when the mailman misdelivered a 
postcard to us meant for one of the new pair. It was from a 
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bookstore, saying a book they had ordered had arrived: 
Michael Cunningham’s bestseller The Hours. I went online, 
looked it up in amazon.com, and gathered it was about 
Virgina Woolf and dykes. I threw the card away, and now I 
wish I hadn’t, because I had seen the name on it, but couldn’t 
remember it now. Now that I knew they were nurses all I 
could see was them diving each other’s carpets in nurse 
uniforms – blast my cursed imagination. At least in their line 
of work they got to wear uniforms. Nursing was a dirty job. 
They see death every day. They have to have sex to get over 
it, to prove they’re alive and healthy. Sex is one thing that you 
can’t have unless you’re healthy. But then, it was none of my 
business, and I didn’t really care. Reading novels about gays 
doesn’t prove one gay. And even if they weren’t gay I didn’t 
like passive Southern belles. I was no Rhett Butler, and 
certainly didn’t want to save her, which is not to imply that 
she needed saving – the good-looking one (the other one can 
forget it). Not to mention all the diseases going around. I 
wouldn’t want to touch a dyke with a ten-foot pole. I may be 
a loser in life itself but at least I still have my healthy health 
health. It just occurred to me that the name Cunningham 
sounds like cunnilingus. That is my last word. Back to the 
program. A quick dinner and I fell to sleep exhausted yet 
again. That is a big mermaid. My dreams choked when I 
realized I’d forgotten to ask if I could take the truck home 
with me. But after thinking about it I knew it wouldn’t work if 
only because it had five hundred bucks worth of ice cream in 
it and the door locks didn’t work; no doubt an attempt to 
leave it in the driveway with an extension cord going into the 
window would cause it to be stolen blind. So I decided to 
drop that idea. Later I remembered the driver who took the 
bus to work; he must have already tried asking. Why would 
they trust anybody with the truck or the ice cream anyway? It 
would probably void their insurance to boot. All of us drivers 
were low-income losers anyway, half bums, one foot in the 
viaduct. This job was the absolute bottom of the ladder, and I 
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was doing it myself only because I didn’t like lifting four 
hundred 50-pound boxes an hour off some floor or delivering 
newspapers, or draining my brain in a techie job. Not that I 
could deliver newspapers if I was reduced to that, since I was 
carless. I’m trying to get out of the wrong career mess I had 
gotten myself into, and if I was carless for the first time in my 
life despite having had two working cars for years, it must 
serve me right in some kind of cosmic sense, or at least comic 
sense, and I should relish it since it would at least make a 
great novel one day. 
 
June 5 (Mon.)  
Today is Monday, and I didn’t plan on working again till 
Friday now, so I went back to writing full time, all too 
conscious of the exact monetary value of each day spent this 
way. Funny how, when I wasn’t in my truck now, I dreamed 
about it. Deep in the night I swear I heard that music playing, 
and I even peeked out the window to see if there were an ice 
cream truck going by; I guess it was doing things to me. This 
caused me to write all the more feverishly. I was in the middle 
of a great science fiction novel that I thought would make me 
into another William Gibson at least. The main theme of the 
novel was not as important as the fact that it was an attempt 
at ABST – anything but Star Trek. If I ended up writing 
Trekkie fiction and going to Star Trek Conventions I think I’d 
rather croak. Not that I hadn’t once loyally attended the big 
StarCons in town, regularly, once every six months. These 
overcrowded hotel ballroom monstrosities were the place to 
see every misfit in the tri-state area all assembled in one 
smelly hall; and they taped your every move to rub it in. Not 
that guilt by association would hold up in court, but why risk 
it. I finally went cold turkey on those StarCons; not that I 
didn’t keep watching all the Star Trek knockoffs: TNG, DS9, 
Voyager, Earth: Final Conflict, even that parody movie 
starring Mister Home Improvement Tim Allen. Face it, I was a 
closet Trekkie, a recovering Trekaholic, and needed Trekkies 
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Anonymous. Every sci-fi novel I wrote now had to be pruned 
of Trekkie artefacts like head lice. If I could just regress to, 
say, the Twilight Zone, that would be a hopeful sign. I swore 
to myself, my phaser hand over my heart, that this new novel 
was going to not even come close to Trek. I planned on 
submitting a chapter from it to the online workshop soon; not 
that that would cause anybody to want to publish it, but 
struggling writers grasp at straws and keep on keeping on. I 
knew I hadn’t been doing it but from now on I would write 
the novel in my head while I was driving in the truck, then 
type it in from my head on my off-days; that would be killing 
two birds with one stone. I tried not to get hyper about the car 
situation, leaving it to mother and hoping that Lonny would 
have one of the cars working by Friday so that I could drive 
myself to work by Saturday. After all, everybody considered 
my mother to be their mother. Mother called him two and 
three times a day but his answering machine did all the 
talking, and he never returned her calls. I could see her 
worrying. I had brought her home some money, and there 
was plenty of time left to save 500 bucks by the 15th to pay 
the mortgage, but how long could she keep begging rides off 
neighbors? I thought about bus lines and transfers and hoped 
it wouldn’t come to that. There was no reason for life to be too 
hard. The local economy was supposedly booming and there 
were jobs open everywhere. I had picked out a fairly good 
one and although I couldn’t handle the heat all that well 
mother surprised me with a gallon plastic milk bottle filled 
with chilled water – placing it in the fridge all night first, then 
adding some ice cubes at the last minute. In addition she’d 
bought a dozen bottles of Gatorade after a nice neighbor gave 
her a ride to the grocery store. The thing was that the more 
Gatorade I drank the more I detested it; the chemical flavor 
built up on me, made me gag, borderline nauseous. One 
flavor was called Fierce; and how. When the stuff was 
lukewarm it was like drinking antifreeze. I was glad to go 
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several days without having to swig that stuff to live. It was 
fit only for space aliens.  
 
June 6 (Tues.) 
The terror, which would not end for another umpteen years, if 
ever it did, began, so far as I know or can tell, with a boat 
made from a bunch of ice cream wrappers floating down a 
gutter swollen with rain. And as Oscar Wilde said, we are all 
in the gutter, but some of us are looking at the stars. This is 
great. I got writer’s block and have hit a brick wall with my 
great sci-fi novel, so I’m sinking into famous quotations. Time 
to quit. Instead I decided to pull out the Stephen King book 
and wade into it. All day I sat on the porch reading, while 
mother regularly appeared with mugs of ice and cans of 
Barq’s root beer, my summertime favorite drink. I have 
another one after dinner with a big scoop of vanilla ice cream; 
no wonder I’m fat. But then fat ice cream men seem jollier and 
perhaps make better salesmen; people see I use my own 
product. Not that I would buy a bunch of my own product for 
my home freezer; even with a thirty percent discount it’s a 
ripoff, especially in bulk. As I was porch sitting I saw the 
dykes today, walking a dog together, right past me. They said 
hi. The ugly older one called me by name. I can’t get over how 
plain the older one is and how curvy and gorgeous the 
younger one is. Maybe they’re not dykes but mother and 
daughter. I can’t believe they are lovers. The gorgeous one 
could do far better. As they dropped us off earlier I remember 
them telling their names, and although I have forgotten them, 
I seem to remember that they both had the same last name. 
But the older one looks too young to be the other one’s 
mother. Men sometimes can’t tell the difference between ugly 
and old. Not that I’d want to ask. But then maybe they were 
married dykes; common law not marriage license dykes since 
this state vetoed a law allowing it recently. This It novel is 
fifteen years old now, and must have sold millions. If I could 
even sell one million of one of my novels I wouldn’t have to 
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be living like this. Well, not exactly. I’d be living like this, 
writing and reading novels and getting waited on by servants 
in my mansion while I frolicked with beautiful naked bimbos 
in a hot tub. Of course I would like to watch as they did the 
lezzie thing to turn me on. It’s harmless, and my ice cream 
cone takes awhile to recharge. Just as long as they don’t get 
involved emotionally with me or each other and ruin it all like 
Julie Roberts did with Richard Gere in Pretty Woman. After all 
the dues I paid to make it to the top, I deserved any bimbo I 
could get. Every bimbo I could get. Where were they when I 
was struggling? Love is for the struggling. Back to reality. I 
might as well take advantage of the situation now and get 
into this book. I don’t see what people see in him, but he’s the 
one who sells so all I can do is learn from somebody who’s 
ahead of me in my own chosen profession. The first chapter 
was supposed to be scary but nothing he writes is scary to me; 
I just see it as sales being made to a bunch of dumb 
consumers who consume that brand of dumbness. The lowest 
common denominator they call it; the mass market where one 
size fits all. Yes this book was ridiculous; I already knew how 
it ended from peeking at the readers’ reviews on amazon.com; 
something about It being a spider from outer space. Now that 
was dumb, but King was laughing all the way to the bank, 
wasn’t he? His novel was so long-winded and wordy, so full 
of irrelevant crap about Maine, I resolved to never write 
anything like this. Later I decided to write one thing like this, 
make my million, and atone later with less overstuffed novels, 
brilliantly perfect novels, novels that didn’t use one extra 
word, like those of Graham Greene, although I’m not British. 
There’s art and then there’s commerce, and as an American I 
respect the latter. If I could get down and dirty and hawk ice 
cream I could do one novel like that. Today the good-looking 
one of the dyke pair was back in her front lawn, her booty 
turned towards me, bending over with straight legs as if she 
were exercising, while doing some weeding. She acted like I 
wasn’t there, but I knew she knew I was, because her booty 
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was always pointed to me, like a direction finder. I’ve got to 
stop these dyke fantasies, I know. Women can’t help the way 
their bodies develop. It’s amazing they even know half of 
what to do with them. In the afternoon Eduardo stopped by, 
asking to use my phone. It seems the renters were both out, so 
he had nowhere to spend the afternoon getting soused up. He 
asked me if I had a beer, which I did, and when I came back 
from the kitchen he asked me if I had ten bucks so that he 
could run real quick to the local liquor store and buy a bottle 
of tequila to go with it. I went through my wallet and 
produced a twenty, and he got into his new Tracker and took 
off, returning in ten minutes with a sacked bottle, and he 
made a point of counting my change out after showing me the 
receipt. He then spent some time with me on the front porch 
talking it up with heels kicked back. He had shades on as 
usual. He was very neat-dressed, and looked like he was a 
stranger to manual work to me, but he started talking about 
his latest job, helping to build the new sports stadium. It was 
a union job, he bragged, and now he was a member of the 
union, with all kinds of benefits. Why wasn’t he on it now? I 
asked. Because he had shown up tardy too much and they 
had fired him, he said, toasting them. He admired me for not 
having to work like he did for the past several years, he said, 
and was sorry I had to get a manual labor job now. With my 
computer expertise, why didn’t I set up some kind of scam on 
the Internet and rake in big pesos, as he put it. If he could 
work with computers, he said, he’d set up a site called 
pimpdaddy dot com, an Internet pimp service. I didn’t know 
if he was serious or it was just the tequila. He then asked me if 
I had any odd jobs around the house he could do for some 
extra money, and I said no, even though I actually had several 
odd jobs I needed doing, but I didn’t want to give him any 
encouragement when he had such a reputation for being a 
goof-off and a leech. He then offered me a great deal on a 
home security system, which he said he installed on the side 
for a commission. No thanks, I said. He finally saw the 
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renter’s wife return in her car from somewhere, and begged 
off, leaving me the half-empty tequila bottle and an empty 
beer can. The renters’ car had a bad battery. They never had 
the money to buy a new one. Instead, they got jumps, and 
sometimes borrowed my battery charger. They had borrowed 
it several days ago and still hadn’t returned it. Eduardo 
probably resumed his fiesta in her kitchen. As we sat on the 
porch the sun had been hitting me in the face, and when I got 
back inside I was so hot that I took a cold shower to cool my 
face, while I gulped water from the spout. One thing about 
Hispanics. They can stand the heat. My ancestors were from 
frigid northern Europe somewhere, and I can’t. I’m a polar 
bear. I can stand the cold. In the winter I rarely wear a coat, 
and often drive with the window open because the blast of 
frigid air invigorates me. In the summer I’m out of my 
element, prostrated, struggling just to survive. Great time to 
have to work in an outdoors job. The other day as I was 
driving past an apartment under construction about 3:00 p.m., 
I saw an entire herd of Hispanic workers all stretched out on 
the grass. They must have been having their siesta. Their faces 
were practically blasted black with all the sun they had 
absorbed. I would have died. Later I went online and 
connected with pimpdaddy.com. Sorry, Eduardo, but 
somebody has beaten you to it. I tried pimpgirl.com, and got a 
message that access was forbidden. Strange. I then tried 
pimpmama.com, and got a message that there was a traffic 
jam on the information highway. I tried again, and this time 
my computer froze up, forcing me to reboot. I gave up. Later I 
saw the renter and his wife when Eduardo wasn’t with them, 
and told them about his asking to do odd jobs for me, and 
they both vigorously warned me never to have him do any 
work for me, as he is a crook and would mess up the job. Not 
goof off, crook. Maybe that was a Freudian slip, but I let it go. 
Besides, said the renter, he could do odd jobs for me himself 
in his spare time if I paid him by letting him take it off the 
rent. I told him he’d have to take that up with mother.  
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June 7 (Wed.)  
I stayed home reading Stephen King’s It, only watching the 
morning TV shows and the evening national news. The 
hurricane expert William Gray announced that this year 
would be a bad hurricane season, with at least twelve major 
storms, like last year, which was among the worst in history. 
The year before was the worst in 200 years. Apocalypse 
mongers are having a great time. The hurricane season starts 
June 1 and goes through the end of November. I’m glad I’m 
way, way inland. Call me chicken, but I’d rather pay more for 
my seafood. With all these wildfires in New Mexico and 
Colorado and other states, though, it’s getting risky to take a 
deep breath. Where is it safe? But life isn’t all bad news. 
Today the big headlines in the newspaper read “Breakup for 
Microsoft: Judge raps ‘untrustworthy’ computer titan; appeal 
coming.” A picture of Bill Gates, his head split in two by a 
graph of his company’s stock plummeting from a high of $119 
in November to just $70 yesterday at closing. It was like me 
making $119 one Sunday and $70 the next, times a billion. 
Okay, I told a white lie. Tonight I watched Survivor. I don’t 
get it. It sucked. The theme music was good, and the editing, 
building up to a climax, was professional, but I just didn’t 
care about these people and their so-called sufferings, not 
with the sufferings I was undergoing. My own life would 
have made a far more interesting TV series, I think.  
 
June 8 (Thurs.) 
Just as I feared, the Survivor episode of the night before was 
the big news on the morning network news shows. At least 
now I could safely skip the series and yet keep up with it at 
the same time, thus killing two birds with one stone.  
 
June 9 (Fri.) 
I skipped work again today. Mother knocked on every 
neighbor’s door, but they all have their own lives. I couldn’t 
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complain too much, though, since I had a great day on the 
computer, writing. When I’m on a roll time just flies. Before I 
knew it, mother was cooking supper. Our cat starts coming on 
to me, buttering me up, so that I will remember to give it 
some tidbits off my plate later. I hit the sack like in the old 
days, at 7 p.m. So did mother. If only my computer work 
could bring in enough to live on without ever leaving the 
house. I guess there’s a reclusive streak in me.  
 
June 10 (Sat.) 
Saturday came and no luck with Lonny. I began to think of 
him as a robber, jeopardizing our income with his foot 
dragging. The original neighbor to give me a ride told mother 
he couldn’t take me because he had to go to work himself. The 
dykes were gone, probably out biking on their matching 
bicycles. Mother hobbled around with her cane and her 
motherly act, finding yet another neighbor to grudgingly give 
us a ride, probably believing it was a one-time thing. He was 
the husband of the woman who had come to the truck to buy 
a Rainbow popsicle that day. Again he said he couldn’t pick 
me up that night, but mother again said not to worry; she’d 
find somebody else. Sales that day were not so great. I told 
myself that a day is just a day and not to get overconcerned. I 
forgot to clean my windshield before I left the lot, but I 
improvised by throwing water from my jug onto it and 
running the windshield wipers. Unfortunately, the left wiper 
rests at the top and then moves down and back up, catching 
its own stream of dirty water and moving it back in place over 
and over; the right wiper rests at the bottom and pushes the 
dirty water down and out of sight. Thinking about it a little 
more, I guess they couldn’t mount the left wiper with the 
resting place of the blade down in my line of sight, so I best 
keep the windshield clean in the first place, or else I’ll be 
plagued with visibility problems. When I got back to the lot 
and was doing my inventory, a funny thing happened. I had a 
sudden overpowering urge to urinate. The urge was so 
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powerful that I just couldn’t hold it. In vain I tried to clamp 
my legs, get over it, gain time to jump out of the truck and 
maybe sneak over to the bushes. Too late; I just let go in my 
pants. I was embarrassed, but at least my Turkish towel shirts 
with the long tails covered my crotch so one couldn’t see I 
was wet. I went on with my inventory, go in line to cash out, 
and hoped nobody noticed. It may have just been my 
imagination but even in the open air shed people were trying 
too hard not to notice me. I must have stunk. Mother had 
come through, as usual – a man who lived way down the 
block. On the ride home he asked me questions about how 
much business I did. From the questions he told me that I did 
an average of thirty bucks an hour sales. I hadn’t thought of it 
that way before but now I would; one buck in sales every two 
minutes. When I got home I went to the bathroom, thinking 
that since I had drank enough water to float a battleship and 
not gone to the bathroom all day, my bladder must be 
bursting; I was surprised to see I only tinkled a little. Probably 
all the water had turned to sweat. That night my sopping wet 
sweaty sleep was interrupted by the need to urinate in small 
amounts and drink more water at least ten times; I was 
beginning to think this came with the heat and the job. When I 
woke up my t-shirt was not only sopping wet but yellow, and 
smelled like rancid butter; I recalled that I took a 400 IU 
vitamin E pill each morning, and this must have come out in 
the sweat too; all I needed now was a bowl of popcorn and I’d 
have breakfast. 
 
June 11 (Sun.) 
As the zero hour for shoving off approached, mother was out 
hobbling around looking for somebody to take me to work. I 
was becoming the neighborhood’s Oliver Twist. She found a 
married couple whom we barely knew, and the woman 
agreed to take me. I decided not to take my coin tray, bill 
wallet, towel, or jug since it would be too gauche; I’d swing 
the truck by on the way to the route like before. By 
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coincidence she had the exact same kind of Ford POS station 
wagon that I did. On the way to the lot I told her how my POS 
had thrown an engine and she replied that hers already had, 
and she had spent three thousand dollars to fix it. The 
difference was that she didn’t miss the money apparently. As 
she dropped me off she agreed to pick me up that night at 
9:15 sharp. I got my inventory, stowed it aboard, but since I 
knew I was going to soon be in my driveway and might take 
that nap, I decided not to fill up my selling box at all; I just left 
the dry ice bricks in it empty. When I got home I walked in 
the front door and suddenly an overpowering urge to urinate 
seized me. I didn’t walk but sprinted to the bathroom and 
tried unsuccessfully to reach my weenie before I let go on 
myself, accompanied by the most excruciating pain, almost as 
if I was passing a kidney stone. Maybe I was passing a kidney 
stone, I suddenly thought; the hot weather might have caused 
one to cut loose into my urethra. I suddenly got weak and 
sick, and now laying down wasn’t an option. The trouble was 
that ten minutes later I had another overpowering urge, and 
had to get up and sprint to the bathroom again, also 
unsuccessfully. I only passed a few drops of pee, but it was 
accompanied by the most excruciating pain. Back to bed, and 
back up ten minutes later. After about an hour of this I knew 
the day was shot. I decided not to drink any more water, in 
hopes I’d dry out and at least stop the pain of urinating for a 
while, then go to the hospital. Then a sudden panic. The 
truck! What was I to do about that? I couldn’t leave it there 
while I went to the hospital. So there it was. I had to take it 
back to the lot first. Now where would I get a ride? I got up 
out of bed, went to the bathroom and took my underwear off. 
They were a grungy sick chicken soup yellow. I put on a clean 
pair, shuffled out the door in weakness and pain, and 
knocked on the door of the couple who had driven me to 
work earlier. The woman answered. I laid my problemo on 
her and she looked grave, but didn’t reply. Instead she went 
to get her husband. He was understanding, and told me he’d 
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follow me in my truck back to the lot and then take me to the 
hospital, but this was the last time. The last time? I didn’t like 
the sound of that. What did that mean? He had his own car, a 
new SUV. I joked with him about how great my job was and 
he told me that perhaps one day he’d be reduced to doing it 
himself. I don’t know now if that was a compliment or an 
insult. After I sat down in the truck the weight of my body 
clamped my urethra and I believed I could go more than ten 
minutes without letting go again, hopefully. The couple lived 
directly across the street, and the woman had parked her Ford 
POS directly opposite my driveway. As I backed out, in a 
kind of swoon from the weakness and pain, I backed into it, 
making a dent in the door. Talk about Murphy’s Law! 
Troubles happen in threes they say; what would the third one 
be? I got out, went back to the Ford, lamented my mistake, 
and looked at the man in the SUV, parked behind her. He said 
not to worry about it. I offered to pay him but he didn’t 
respond. So, I got back in the truck and headed for the lot, 
him following close behind. I almost forgot to turn off the 
interstate at the right place, and had to make a quick cut, 
which wasn’t easy for him to follow, but he did. When we got 
to the lot it was after 1 p.m. To my shock the gate was locked, 
with the “Be Right Back” sign on it! I got out of the truck, 
tried the gate to be sure, and was greeted by their German 
shepherds rather rudely. Now I had to think fast. My first 
thought was to leave the truck in the parking lot next to the 
dumpsters and hide the keys in the freezer. The trouble was 
that the doors didn’t lock, and I had to guard my ice cream 
since I would no doubt be held responsible if it were stolen. 
Still, who would bother it with the dogs there and a cop 
station just a few blocks down the street? I came up with the 
idea of putting the keys in a strange location, since the freezer 
was too obvious. Fishing around the dumpster I found a 
small ice cream box, placed the keys in it, and stashed it in a 
big bush nearby. I was about to get in the neighbor’s SUV 
when I chickened out. The phone number of the company was 
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painted right on my truck; I decided I’d call them and ask 
them what to do. I told the neighbor about the Arby’s with the 
phone booth, and he agreed to take me there; he must really 
but getting tired of me by now I thought. First I had to go 
inside the truck and tinkle; the urge had returned. Again the 
pain was excruciating. When we got there I called the number 
and it turned out to be a pager. The phone booth had no 
telephone number displayed, so how could I have a pager call 
me back? Great Caesar’s Ghost! I was beaten; so back into the 
Ford I hopped. As we returned to the lot the Godfather was 
driving up in his big white van: saved! When he saw us he 
asked what the problem was and I said I had took sick and 
had to go to emergency. He didn’t look surprised; he’d 
probably seen everything by now. When he saw me fishing in 
the bushes for the box with the keys, he said nothing. He said 
he’d drive the truck back into the lot too. I thanked him and 
the neighbor headed straight back to the big city so I could go 
to the general hospital that admitted poverty cases. As he 
drove me there I went again in my pants. As he dropped me 
off he told me couldn’t come back to get me. I told him it was 
okay since I didn’t know what I had and even if I’d be coming 
back that day; I pictured them putting me in a hospital bed all 
night at least. The welfare hospital was open to all, and the 
doctors were actually known to be quite good, probably since 
working here for a shift or two looked good on their resumes. 
But it took almost two hours to get looked at, and by then I 
was in agony, weak, and my shorts had no doubt turned 
yellower than any chicken soup. I was almost certain it was a 
kidney stone, but the doctor who looked at me asked me to go 
to the bathroom and urinate into a cup, which I did, again in 
agony. Not much came out but it was enough he said. He 
returned a half hour later saying I had a bladder infection. 
Bladder infection, I quizzed him? I thought only old people 
and women get those. Wrong, he said. In hot weather people 
don’t drink enough water, and don’t urinate frequently 
enough. Urination is necessary to flush bacteria out of the 
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bladder. The hot weather creates the ideal conditions for it to 
incubate. I hadn’t drunk enough water and some otherwise 
harmless bacteria had taken hold and multiplied out of 
control. Now the only way to cure it was a large dose of 
antibiotics. Thinking of all the water I had gulped since I took 
my job, it was hard to believe I hadn’t drunk enough, or even 
how I could drink enough if that wasn’t enough, but what 
could I do? I waited another hour in pain for the pharmacy to 
give me my prescription, paid them five bucks, and hobbled 
to the drinking fountain to take the first one. There was no 
effect at first, and I peed on myself yet again, the pain as bad 
as ever. I was weak and feverish to boot. Now I had to get 
home. I finally decided to call a cab. The phone was, par with 
the course, clear across the hospital. Every step was agony. I 
then had to walk half way back and go out on the landing and 
sit and wait a good hour, like Forrest Gump, on a bench. I 
passed the time by lecturing people on the hazards of not 
drinking enough water in the hot summer. When I finally got 
home I could barely walk up the driveway and into the house; 
I noticed the neighbors across the street were both gone, as 
was the SUV, but there was the Ford still there with the dent 
in the door that I had made. The rest of the day and night 
were sheer hell. It was like couples who have a baby; I had to 
get up and down all night long just to tinkle a few drops in 
sheer pain. I got little if any sleep. Serves me right for trying 
to cheat the system by staying a bachelor into my forties. The 
antibiotic was a seven days supply; seven big pills. The first 
one didn’t seem to have any effect, but the bottle said to take 
only one a day so I just had to wait and suffer. Just as I finally 
thought I would be able to get a few hours of sleep the sun 
came up. I gave up trying to sleep and got up. At least sitting 
helped me a little by clamping my urethra down. I wondered 
if I had had the infection for several days but never noticed it 
since sitting in the truck clamps it down too. 
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CHAPTER 4. 
THE NATURAL, THE RANCH AND THE SCOURGE 
 
 
June 12 (Mon.) 
I spent the whole day in purgatory. Now only was I 
miserable, but the temperature outside hit 95, and our 7,000 
BTU air conditioner in the living room window barely cooled 
the living room, and then only after about 4 p.m., when the 
sun no longer shone directly on it (the window faced east). 
Yet it was the coolest place in the oven of a house. I had to 
spend the day on the sofa next to that window, miserable 
when I was sitting and miserable when I was lying down, 
hotter than hell, drenched in sweat, yet afraid to drink too 
much since it set me off into painful urination. Funny how 
one gets a bladder infection by not drinking enough water, 
yet after one gets it one has to not drink too much; the doctor 
told me I couldn’t even drink beer since it is a diuretic and he 
wanted the antibiotic to stay in my system as long as possible 
before pissing it out. So it was good not to drink or piss too 
much in order to help the antibiotic kill the infection caused 
by not drinking and pissing enough. One memorable event 
happened that day; I heard the ice cream music coming by my 
house. I looked out the window and there was one of our 
trucks, a badass-looking woman with Little Lulu locks and 
shorts driving it. She was going way faster than 5 miles an 
hour, I estimated, but then I had lived here for twenty years 
and never remembered an ice cream truck going by, much 
less stopping one and ordering anything. I guess she thought 
our block was a dead one, and sped up here to make time. I 
don’t know why but it never occurred to me that my own 
neighborhood was in somebody’s route. I better tell her that 
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when I drive my truck here and park it I’m not selling. I 
thought back but couldn’t remember ever seeing her at the lot.  
 
June 15 (Thurs.)  
All this week has been hell. I could barely move, and never 
left the house. I couldn’t stand to sit in front of my wobbly 
table and write either, but I could read, and made a big dent 
in the Stephen King novel. The story of some geeky school 
kids getting involved with a dark child-eating monster who 
lives in the sewers in a Maine town named Derby etched itself 
into my unconscious. Funny coincidence but the original 
name of Commerce City was also Derby. In a way It and I 
were in the same business, namely, cruising for children. I 
was on the good side of the Force, however. He worked one 
side of the street, I worked the other; not side – face. In a way 
we were both clowns. In the King novel he called himself 
Pennywise the Clown. From the crown of his head to the soles 
of his feet he was all mirth. I too was pennywise, fighting for 
every penny to make a buck. All I did was bring them joy, like 
a clown, for a little money. I did feel compelled to go online 
for a while, however, and did some searches on keywords 
such as ice cream truck and ice cream man. I was surprised to 
find web pages with newspaper articles about ice cream 
trucks being banned in New Jersey, and how kids were 
protesting this at city council meetings. One kiddie said his 
summer would be ruined without ice cream trucks. I liked 
that saying. Another kiddie said that ice cream trucks were 
doing a public service. I liked that saying too. Kiddies are our 
best spokesmen, which is good since I wouldn’t want to speak 
at a city council meeting because I’m topophobic, afraid of 
stages. I found another article from 1998 titled “Baby boomer 
parents cause the ice cream truck ‘problem’”, which said that 
nationally ice cream trucks are under siege by baby boomer 
parents, who, despite at one time being the Woodstock 
generation and protesting the war and distrusting all 
authority, then becoming fashionably hip parents, had now 
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become full-fledged fuddy-duddies who love police and city 
councils to relieve them of their responsibility as parents, after 
pitching all kinds of sinister made-up and exaggerated dark 
sides of ice cream trucks to them, such as that they attract 
paedophiles. If they’re going to start outlawing all possible 
contact between kids and paedophiles, said the article, they’ll 
also have to ban all rec centers, the Boy Scouts and most major 
religions. Another article said that boomer parents want ice 
cream trucks banned because they don’t want to have to be 
responsible for keeping their kiddies from crossing the street 
in traffic, or responsible for accompanying them and keeping 
them safe and in line, in the same spirit as the laws they got 
passed requiring fences around private swimming pools so 
they could excuse themselves for not being vigilant. These 
same parents had loved the ice cream man themselves, said 
one article, when they were kiddies, back “during the 
Paleolithic Era”, when the sound of an ice cream truck “was 
like magic floating through the air.” Another online article 
reminisced about the daddy who bought ice cream for 
everybody, but said that parents back then were real men and 
women and took responsibility for kids, and that was the 
difference. Baby boomers, in other words, are spoiled kids 
who never grew up and forever put themselves first. I am a 
baby boomer, yuk. Don’t ask me to speak publicly, else our 
cause might be lost. I clicked on, finding a most depressing 
article about a local ice cream man going to prison for luring 
kids into their trucks and fondling them. It didn’t say but I 
wouldn’t doubt it was our company too. It said he got sixteen 
years for fondling an 8-year-old girl, and he did it in 1997. It 
figures that our company would be the one setting off the 
most boomers nationwide. Maybe there is a compromise. I 
wonder if these same people would settle for allowing only 
women to drive ice cream trucks? No, for they would start 
accusing them of turning tricks in their trucks probably. Yet 
another article described an ice cream truck driver who dealt 
hashish and marijuana from his truck in the Bensonhurst 
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neighborhood of Brooklyn and was busted; they added more 
felony charges since he was busted within a block of a school. 
Another article was about an uproar caused by an ice cream 
truck company in Las Vegas, selling toy guns along with ice 
cream; this is a big no-no since once in a blue moon a cop 
could mistake the red-tipped toy gun for a real one and shoot 
a kiddie like a dog, and of course the blame can’t go onto a 
cop – their union is too strong. Here’s an interesting news 
article, about somebody stealing an ice cream truck in Topeka 
and making off with it and six thousand bucks worth of ice 
cream, last July; that was a big ice cream truck. Now here’s an 
interesting twist: an ice cream truck used to sell religion, in 
California. Kiddies have to recite a Bible verse from Sunday 
school to get their treat. Another article detailed new 
restrictive laws for ice cream trucks in Las Vegas, which 
included an order for all drivers to be licensed and registered, 
much the same as massage parlor workers, and for trucks to 
have sanitary inspections. The article mentioned the need to 
prevent “unsavory characters” from driving ice cream trucks. 
That sanitary inspection law didn’t seem to make much sense 
for prepackaged Good Humor products as long as the 
wrapper was unopened, but then there were a lot of different 
types of ice cream trucks, with some selling soft serve and 
engaging in unprotected sex with cones. A list of other towns 
around the country and their laws gave me the creeps: No 
playing of amplified jingles such as “The Entertainer” and 
“The Turkey in the Straw” under threat of fines and jail; no 
selling within a thousand feet of a school; no selling to people 
standing in the street; no music louder than 85 decibels; no 
music other than handheld bells (one brave driver got that 
law overturned after convincing the city council that if he 
can’t have both hands free to drive and watch the kiddies, it 
would be far more dangerous); no selling of anything from an 
ice cream truck except dairy and water-based frozen treats – 
there goes the bubble gum and Pepsi; no selling without first 
extending a big yellow arm from the truck. That last rule was 
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printed on the rule sheet in the shed; I remember being 
puzzled by it on my first day (I guess it was obsolete in this 
town). This all made me remember the story the President 
had told me about our local suburb of Aura and its ice cream 
truck-hating mayor. From the online articles I surmised that a 
kid could run across the street and get hit by a driver who 
doesn’t give ice cream trucks respect despite the big stop sign 
on the back door saying “Caution: Children”. Of course that 
driver is the real culprit, but the fascist authority types would 
say the ice cream truck is an ‘attractive nuisance’ and caused 
the situation for the inconsiderate driver to be exposed to, so 
why not go after all ice cream trucks and spoil a jillion 
kiddies’ summers forever? (The fact that school buses could 
also be in the same boat would be ignored I guess, because 
the bus drivers have a union, and political groups like to uses 
them as pawns in social engineering programs.) I wondered if 
there were any other burbs around the big city that didn’t 
allow ice cream trucks now, but never heard any mentioned. I 
kept doing web searches on metacrawler.com, hotbot.com, 
excite.com, soon finding web pages on the Van Halen song 
‘The Ice Cream Man’; the 1983 movie Cheech & Chong’s Nice 
Dreams (they dealt more than ice cream from their truck); the 
1995 movie The Ice Cream Man, about a serial murderer or 
something in an ice cream truck (Clint Howard the creepy-
looking actor was the star); the 1954 Ice Cream Truck From Hell 
by Ed Roth, a.k.a. Rat Fink; a movie review page that said it is 
a law in movies that an ice cream truck will be an object of 
derision, and/or used to show an actor in a bad or ridiculous 
light – Last Action Hero, Maximum Overdrive, Thunderbolt and 
Lightfoot, and Trees Lounge were cited as examples. A page of 
ice cream man jokes only added to my excruciating pain: 
Signs the Ice Cream Truck Driver Is Crazy. I almost took it 
personally; why kick a man when he is down? Don’t they 
know what we go through to deliver their !*?! ice cream? I’ve 
suffered heat, privation, and even disease for my job of selling 
creamy frozen comestibles while playing all-too-delightful 
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ditties to awestruck tykes. Damn right we’re a public service. 
The government should pay us to do it, or at least subsidize 
us, and let us keep the tips. Here is the complete joke page 
(hopefully public domain), downloaded and massaged a 
little, to preserve it for history:  
 
SIGNS THE ICE CREAM TRUCK DRIVER IS CRAZY   
 
* To balance the yin of Good Humor, offers the yang from 
frozen Bile on a Stick.  
* Number of kills clearly marked on the sides of his truck.  
* Denies being paranoid, but is “always being followed by 
some sinister organization disguised as little children.”  
* His route takes him down your street at precisely 3:30 a.m. 
every morning.  
* Comes to work wearing only a strategically placed waffle 
cone and asks little girls and boys to (censored).  
* All the flavors have the word “Possum” somewhere in their 
titles.  
* Happy calliope music replaced with Mozart’s “Requiem” 
and/or “Carmina Burana”.  
* Offers three flavors: Chocolate, Vanilla, and Sacred Blood of 
the Martyrs.  
* Popsicles, Creamsicles, Fudgesicles – sure. Spleensicles? 
Never heard of ‘em!  
* “Little Mr. Softee” always making surprise appearances.  
* Every time you get close to his truck he guns it and laughs 
while yelling, “Maybe next time, Lardass!”  
* On Tuesdays, drives backwards and demands ice cream 
from little kids.  
* Ice cream sandwiches come with alfalfa sprouts, Dijon 
mustard and a pickle. In ritzy neighborhoods he asks the kids 
if they have any Grey Poupon.  
* “Ice cream! Get your... HEY, YOU LITTLE BASTARDS! GET 
THE HELL AWAY FROM MY TRUCK! ...Ice cream, get your 
ice cream!...”   
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* Likes Jerry, but says Ben is “a real turd.”   
 
I got that last one. Ben and Jerry are both Jewish. They live in 
Vermont. Now that I think about it, I don’t get that one. I 
thought of another one, about the new version of Italian Ice, 
the reason for the meathooks along the inside walls of the 
truck, but I suppose it wouldn’t be PC nowadays, so forget it. 
The joke about the sacred blood of the martyrs made me think 
of Italians, all Catholics it seemed. One section of my route is 
mainly old Italian Catholics, statues of the Virgin gracing 
practically every yard, all the schools named Sacred Heart 
something or other; I wonder if this business is all dominated 
by Italians, or maybe they let other kinds of Catholics in, such 
as Polacks and Irish and Lithuanians. They didn’t call it 
Polish Ice, though, did they? Or Irish Ice. Or Lithuanian Ice. 
Rosetti, said the clear plastic cups, 10 full ounces, Italian 
gelati; since 1912; made in Philadelphia, the home of Rocky. 
There was Rocky, in his sweatshirt, on those steps in Philly, 
eating an Italian Ice – lemon-lime, not cherry. There was the 
Godfather, Marlon Brando, gorging on loads of ice cream and 
Italian Ices. Now that I thought about it, our Godfather could 
have passed with a little makeup as the kindly Geppetto, and 
some if not all of his sons could have passed in boyhood for 
Pinocchio – boy am I sick today. I’m probably jealous because 
I’m not Italian myself. For that matter, neither is Stephen 
King. Get this: John Travolta is a Scientologist. His new movie 
Battlefield Earth is supposed to be a bomb; I need to see it since 
I read the 1000-plus-page book and want to keep up with my 
competition, but either have been too tired, too sick, too 
broke, or too busy. The book was written by Scientology 
founder L. Ron Hubbard supposedly; he started out as a pulp 
fiction writer until somebody remarked that the best way to 
get rich was to start his own religion. Maybe I’ll end up doing 
that. The rumors are that he died and his followers pretend 
he’s still alive while they battle for control, and that this 1985 
novel was really written by a group of anonymous hackers to 
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animate their puppet leader for the public. Coincidentally or 
not, that was the year Stephen King published It. Why would 
such an old man write such a long and interminably boring 
novel when he was already rich from starting his own 
successful religion, and should be trying to make up for his 
lost youth with playmates of the month, week, or day, like I 
would? My bladder infection was the dues I was paying to get 
to the top of the writing world, right; like when Sir Richard 
Burton got sick searching for the source of the Nile only to 
have his companion beat him to it and ruin his life. As the 
infection raged inside me, I did a little searching on Stephen 
King and clicked a page on ‘It’ at the top of a list of 115,500 
others all dripping no doubt with gooey admiration. I 
couldn’t read it. I bookmarked it and some more of them and 
turned the monitor off. I was too weak to take more than an 
hour of this surfing stuff before having to go to bed and toss 
and turn in sleepless stupor, my eyes hurting now, sweating 
like a horse and rolling over every so many minutes to pee in 
an old handheld porta-john that mother had gotten me. They 
have different models for males and females. Luckily it was 
the male model. Each day I took my antibiotic pill, and yet 
nothing was happening. I remembered hearing that 
antibiotics were losing their effectiveness and there were 
many strains of bacteria that were immune to them 
completely. The thought of being like this permanently until I 
died, all because of a job selling ice cream, made for grim 
humor. Maybe that is the secret joke to the name Good 
Humor. Maybe that is why this job seems so fun and easy yet 
there’s always openings. Maybe this is why the Godfather 
didn’t seem surprised when I told him I was going to the 
hospital. The whole thing was a trap. All week mother had 
been doggedly calling Lonny’s, leaving messages on his 
recorder. He must have hated her by now. About 5:30 p.m., I 
realized that I’d turned a corner. The urination was definitely 
less painful (like there are different levels in Dante’s Inferno) 
and I could go as long as twenty minutes between tinkles. 
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Was the antibiotic finally starting to work? I could only grin 
and bear it and wait. And I only had two more pills left. As if 
on cue, Lonny called mother. He said the Jap car was fixed 
with a new tranny, and she could come pick it up. What about 
the Ford, mother asked? He said he would accept monthly 
payments, like she requested, but first we had to give him a 
thousand dollar down payment. Mother told him we didn’t 
have it, and he said he’d keep the Ford in storage until we 
did. She spent the rest of the day waiting for her elderly 
neighbor to give her a ride to Lonny’s so she could; the 
neighbor had her own problems, but got them taken care of in 
time. When I saw mother drive up and put the Jap POS in the 
driveway, it was as if the clouds had parted. Not that there 
were any clouds these days; just blue sky and hot sun. Who 
says trouble comes in threes?  
 
June 16 (Fri.) 
As mother might say, thank the lawdie – I feel cured. Not 
really. She’s not black. Nobody would say that now, not even 
if they were. She would say thank the Lord. As for myself, I 
admit nothing without a lawyer present, but hot damn 
anyway. Ever since yesterday the infection has been going 
away steadily. I can hold it now for as long as an hour, and 
there’s hardly any pain, more a remembrance of pain past. 
Still I don’t feel totally healed; there’s a residual weakness, a 
ghost sting. Maybe my bladder will never be the same again. I 
used to be proud of my super-strong bladder that could go all 
day without having to evacuate. Maybe those days are past, a 
casualty to the job I chose. Well, if I can’t turn the clock back, 
at least make the most of it. I think I’m going to work 
tomorrow. Mother pushed the porta-john on me and I 
decided to keep it in the back of my truck I can use it once an 
hour and make it through the day I hope. We need all the 
money I can make since she has to mail the mortgage 
payment on Monday morning and she says she’s just forty 
dollars short. Mother spent the whole day using the car, 
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catching up on the grocery shopping, going to the bank before 
it closed at noon to get the last of her savings out of it and to 
get some money orders – free to senior citizens, she bragged – 
and returning about 5:30 p.m. I had to bring the groceries in, 
which showed me still weak but not so weak I couldn’t work.  
 
June 17 (Sat.) 
I proudly got in my Jap POS and headed for work. The new 
tranny was not exactly new, just rebuilt; Lonny had indeed 
had a hard time locating a tranny for a Jap car this old, and it 
seemed to work okay, but it had a kind of groaning grring 
noise about it, like it didn’t want to be doing what it was 
doing, not to mention several swift bumps in the ass through 
the seat when upshifting. I knew my truck would have been 
used by another driver and I would have to clean it out and 
recheck the inventory, but I didn’t care anymore; I was just 
glad to be working. Visions of eighty, ninety, or even more 
dollars in my pocket to hand mother danced in my head. 
There was no nasty grinch on the horizon to steal my 
Christmas today. On the contrary, school was out now and 
sales should be better than ever. The day would be hot, but I 
figured the remains of the last antibiotic pill were still in my 
system, and would act like insurance, like antifreeze in a 
radiator. I had taken pains to guzzle all the water I could 
before leaving, as if I knew it was never enough, but I finally 
got the idea to put my water jug in my main freezer all day to 
keep it ice cold, thinking that would help avoid bladder 
infections in the future. Heretofore I had kept it on the floor 
next to my seat, and as the day wore on it gradually grew 
lukewarm, even hot. It was too big to stick into my selling box 
or I might have tried. Of course dry ice could cause the jug to 
burst, but I solved that by guzzling a good amount first, 
giving room for expansion, before placing it in one corner of 
the main freezer, hoping the lid was tight and it wouldn’t 
spill; that could cause an expensive mess, but I decided to risk 
living dangerously for my health’s sake. I brought a big paper 



The Ice Cream Man 

116 

cup and only had to get up and refill it every twenty or thirty 
minutes from the jug in the back. Since, when sales were 
good, I had to get up that often anyway to refill the selling 
box, I could kill two birds with one stone. The porta-john I 
threw behind the main freezer, where nobody could see it. 
During the day I had to use it only once, after parking at the 
curb next to a deserted parkway. I suddenly realized that if 
anybody came up to the truck and stuck their neck in they’d 
see me peeing with my back turned to them. I guess that 
would serve them right for sticking their nose where it 
doesn’t belong. After peeing I took the porta-john and tossed 
the contents out the customer door. Too late I realized I had 
splashed the metal step. That wouldn’t do, customers 
smelling baked pee all day as they bought their ice cream, so I 
had to get out and splash some of my water jug onto the step 
until I was sure it was clean. Another trick I learned to beat 
the 95 degree heat was to saturate one end of my towel with 
the ice water and dab it on my face, neck, arms, and chest 
regularly. As the sun got lower in the sky about 3:30 p.m. it 
started to slant in through the windows directly on me, and 
too late I realized I was getting a sunburn. This would be a 
long hot summer I now knew. I now consciously tried to do 
thirty dollars an hour in sales by working my watch. For 
instance, if I made a sale of three dollars at one stop, I knew I 
had six minutes to find another customer and make another 
stop; if that sale was two dollars, I had four minutes to make 
the next stop, and so on. I also took to counting my total sales 
in my head as the day went on. This took all remaining 
boredom out of the job. I couldn’t count every sale exactly, 
that would be too hard. Instead I devised the “mark system”. 
If, for instance, I sold a Strawberry Shortcake bar, which was 
$1.60, I’d count it in my head as “one, mark”. If I sold another 
one, the total would go to “three, no mark”. If the next sale 
were for a Giant Vanilla Ice Cream Sandwich at $1.75, I’d 
round it up and the total would be “four, no mark”. The 
system wasn’t exact but it gave me a good idea where I was 
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at, and as I drove around watching my watch ticking down to 
blastoff I would never be lonely, since I would talk to myself, 
saying, for instance, “Three minutes to go, ninety-two mark. 
Two minutes to go, ninety-two mark. One minute to go, 
ninety-two big bucks mark mark mark” – to the beat of the 
ever-present music, of course. At least I no longer had ten 
bucks deducted each day for my fifty buck new driver 
deposit, so all I had to worry about was the ten buck truck 
rental/gas deduction before I was making money; the 
deduction ate up my first thirty-three bucks of sales each day. 
Actually, that was a bargain since the price of gas this 
summer had zoomed and the company must have spent more 
than ten bucks for my gas each day. On top of that, if I drove 
out the season I would get it all returned as my season-ending 
bonus. I soon figured out that to net a hundred bucks in one 
day I’d have to sell $363 worth of ice cream. In an 8-hour day 
that would average out to almost 45 bucks an hour, not 30. I 
didn’t wonder if it was possible, I knew it. One happy hour 
today the business went wild, with customers on every block 
eagerly queueing up; I sold close to sixty bucks worth that 
hour. That comes to a commission of eighteen dollars for one 
hour; not bad for a job that doesn’t exactly require a brain 
surgeon. If I could build up the route, get repeat customers, 
work the route more efficiently, I might just be able to bring 
mother home a crisp C-note. That made me remember my 
first customers, the mom and his boy; I had never seen them 
again, despite always slowing down when I hit their block – 
that’s gratitude for you. One thing I hated was when people 
came up to the truck and asked me if the music drove me 
nuts. Of course it did! It was my livelihood though, so I tried 
to ignore it. I didn’t even recognize the tune. It certainly 
wasn’t ‘The Entertainer’, or ‘Turkey in the Straw’. At least I 
was inside the truck and the customers were outside. 
Eventually I came to go more nuts at getting pitched the 
question than from the music itself. More accurately, the two 
worked together to make me nuts. The question ruined all 
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attempts at ignoring the music for several minutes. 
Sometimes I caught myself humming along, trying to imagine 
the lyrics. This was not exactly a nursery tune either. It had a 
certain haunting quality to its super-sweetness. The way the 
music box played it made it sound like a nursery tune. Maybe 
by the end of the season I’d be clinically brain dead, or need 
shock treatments. Right now I couldn’t afford to care. I was 
more concerned with the many times I turned it off as I left 
one residential neighborhood and was traveling over a busy 
main street to the next, then tried to turn it back on, only to 
see it balk; I finally learned how to give it a swift karate chop 
to kick it into action. There was a volume control but I always 
left the volume on max. I had yet to see an irate adult come up 
and chew me out for making too much racket, so I played 
chicken with the field. Perhaps the box had been fixed to 
always be legal, and I’d never have to worry about that; 
maybe I’d tactfully ask the President or the Godfather about it 
when I had a chance. It was a great relief each night to finally 
turn the damn music box off and head back for the lot in 
peace. When I cashed out I had indeed made eighty bucks. 
The Mechanic was running the left window tonight. Now that 
I talked with him I saw he was more than a mechanic, 
perhaps the oldest brother, perhaps the smartest. He looked 
the most like the father of any of them. There was free beer 
again but I knew I wasn’t supposed to. I saw Little Lulu up 
close finally; a friendly kind of girl that looked like a young 
Ma Kettle Marjorie Main – that down-home low-class-and-
proud-of-it look, maybe a touch of bad and a minor criminal 
record, that kind of thing. Her body was pure house, garden, 
and kitchen, but one could get comfortably used to her, if she 
did all the work and raised all the accidents. The beer caused 
drivers to hang around partying and I finally made the 
acquaintance of several, the Pirate for instance, also the Bald 
Man, the Russians  (there were four of them, two single males 
and a married couple), the Comic (an aspiring comedian who 
said he did gigs at the local Comedy Club), and many more. 
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The Bald Man claimed he’d been an ice cream man in another 
state. He showed it, bringing his change in neatly counted out 
by hundreds and held by rubber bands. I asked him how long 
that took him to do and he said he did it automatically 
through the day when making change. I found it hard to 
imagine keeping count up to one hundred dollars in one’s 
head with all the other stuff going on. The Pirate worked the 
local public golf course. He loved to brag how he just sat in 
his truck and raked it in. He looked like Blackbeard the Pirate, 
with a long hairdo to match, a very Welsh look about him. 
Maybe there was a Tom Sawyer route in this business after 
all, and maybe it was reserved not for dreamers but scruffy 
pirates, but I preferred to reserve judgment on it after all I’d 
seen. He carried a huge boom box sound system in his truck, 
on his console, always jacked up loud, on country music. He 
even plays it after returning to the lot while counting his ice 
cream. I asked him about it once and he said he spends 
several bucks a week just for batteries. I asked why he didn’t 
just use a Walkman and he said there was a law prohibiting 
drivers of vehicles from wearing headphones. I also noticed 
for the first time an attractive, shapely, blonde, with great hair 
and legs, nice breasts and small tight butt. She resembled the 
singer Christina Aguilera, although she was a gringo not 
Hispanic. As I maneuvered over to her I noticed how strange 
that the other men weren’t taking up her time. She acted like 
she had a chip on her shoulder, defiant. Then I saw the five 
o’clock stubble, the too-big head with the wrong angular 
conformation. She was a he. What a nice surprise for the 
kiddies and their mommies and daddies. Thinking about it 
some more, she did look more like Ted Nugent at his peak 
than Christina Aguilera, like in that Miami Vice episode. If it 
weren’t for those great legs. That was the night I first met The 
Natural, as I will call her. Her real name I’ll leave for the 
gossip columns. I first saw her in the right window, cashing 
out while I was still at the back of the left line. I think she was 
Italian but am not sure. She had a tough, swaggering redneck 
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way about her that I found precious; cute too. She had been 
doing this job for five, six years at least, the Mechanic told me. 
Each year she had brought in higher and higher totals, and 
last summer she had set the company record with a thousand 
dollars sales in one day. Today she had topped that, bringing 
in eleven hundred. I was overawed, and told him so; I think 
she could overhear us because she was standing right outside 
the shed. My mind went to work in high gear. Her 
commission was over three hundred for one lousy day’s 
work, and had even finished ahead of me. If she did that 
every day just on weekends that would come to twenty four 
hundred a month for a part time job. Imagine if she did it 
thirty days a month with no vacations. I couldn’t help having 
visions of us going to the chapel in an ice cream truck and 
living happily ever after on her income as I went back to 
writing full time. The Italian dinners she would make me, the 
spaghetti, the lasagne; or maybe I’d have to do the cooking 
since she would get home until 9:30 p.m. No, she’d get home 
and still be delighted to cook, and we’d eat at midnight and 
carouse till dawn. I was good with children and would 
babysit and protect them like a silverback while she brought 
in the bacon. What a fantasy. Not that I asked her if she were 
married or seriously considered amorous advances; I was by 
now a confirmed hard-boiled bachelor – at least until mother 
went; then I’d reconsider. Until then she, the dykes on the 
block, and every other woman was out of luck. Not that my 
bladder problem didn’t knock me out of the cockpit for the 
next week at least. When it came to women I had willpower. 
Unfortunately I don’t have any willpower in other ways, and 
I broke down and had a can of Miller and shot the bull with 
the Italian boys and the Natural before leaving. She didn’t 
stay long, but my awe of her did not go unnoticed. I noticed 
that each time I did this job I spent more and more time 
shooting the bull with the boys, especially the Admiral. We 
traded jokes about the ice cream trucks being space shuttles, 
about where the photon torpedo tubes were, and where the 
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captain’s log was (floating in the little toilet in back of the 
office). When I got home I pissed at least a quart, the most I 
had pissed at one time in over a week. 
 
June 19 (Mon.) 
After all the hell getting started I decided to get the money for 
next month’s mortgage as quick as I could to get the pressure 
off. I called the company at 11 a.m. and told them I’d be in 
today. I had indeed got a sunburn and looked like a boiled 
lobster. Mother told me she’d get me some sunblocker lotion 
when she could. Flashbacks to that day I parked my truck in 
our driveway, walked in the door, and lost my bladder made 
me superstitious, so I decided not to do that anymore. I 
loaded up all my stuff, which now included not one but two 
towels, one to sit on and the other to wipe my face with, and 
went to work. When I got in I told them I was switching to 
full time. They all seemed pleased. The Bishop surprised me 
by telling me he was giving me a new, better route. They 
called it the Ranch. It was a suburb way south of the big city 
about halfway to the next big city. The state had always been 
anti-growth, and this renegade burb was a victory for big 
developers from California and other places, spreading like a 
blight almost, and even triggering a statewide anti-growth 
constitutional ballot issue in the upcoming fall election. But 
right now all I wanted was to pay the mortgage on our inner 
city ‘historical district’ roach trap, or end up living in a Jap 
POS. As the company lot was to the north of the big city, I 
brought up the fact of the long drive each way to get there, 
but he told me the people there were well fixed and I’d make 
it up in sales volume. I agreed, finally remembering to 
complain about the rubberless brake pedal and my sore foot; 
in fact my foot was toughening up and it didn’t get as sore as 
it used to. So much for my first route and its headaches; the 
endless search for my first two faithless customers dragged 
me down anyway, and that haunted church wouldn’t miss me 
or my music. The customers have no idea what the ice cream 
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man goes through to bring them their little treats. I saw the 
Godfather again as I was going out to the gas pump. He came 
up and asked me if I always went home first, and left my 
selling box unpacked. I suddenly remembered the day I left 
him with the truck, and how he must have seen the selling 
box empty. I said I always did that. Actually I decided never 
to do it again, and the selling box was packed now. But I’m 
not infallible. Nobody knows when I’m telling them the truth 
and when I’m bullshitting them, except him. Getting to the 
Ranch required me to go down the interstate right past the 
exit to my home, but I didn’t go home, no, I didn’t feel the 
need to today. Instead I went right on ahead, negotiating 
underpasses and terrible road conditions. It seems that right 
past the turnoff to my home on the interstate they had taken 
all the asphalt off the surface, stripping it to the wavy ribbed 
underpavement. My truck didn’t like ribbed pavement. It 
often slid around almost as if it were on ice. Still, it stayed in 
the lane, and I had positive control. Just as long as I stayed 
alert I felt safe – annoyed, but safe. Finally the asphalt 
resumed. As I negotiated the Trucker Blvd. turnoff going 
south, I finally hit a stoplight, giving me time to look around 
for my second towel to wipe my face. It was nowhere to be 
seen. I was honked at when the light turned green, and had to 
wait till the next red light to resume looking. I finally 
theorized that it had blown out the open door on the windy 
highway, cursing myself loudly; in this truck I could talk to 
myself all I wanted and nobody notice. I had already spent 
twenty minutes driving this far and that was too far to turn 
back now for another towel. Driving along Trucker was kind 
of depressing, filled as it was on both sides with industrial 
zoning, railroad tracks paralleling it on the east side, along 
with the new light rail that had taken the taxpayers decades to 
approve. The other vehicles on the road with me were mainly 
commercial, the drivers all no doubt making more than me. 
Many times the cross-streets had to go under a railroad bridge 
on the east side. At one point I went past a community 
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college. It looked like the pits, probably basing its curriculum 
on training for jobs; nobody attending that school would 
likely appreciate the latest avante-garde fiction. It took 
another twenty minutes through two suburbs to finally reach 
Border Highway, the highway that marked the northern end 
of my route. At the midpoint of the second burb of Little Toe 
was the light rail station. It was on the left side, where the 
tracks were, but the parking lots were on the right side, and 
they had built a walkway overpass over Trucker for the 
commuters. The lot looked practically empty. I could see why 
the taxpayers didn’t want to pay for it; there was no way to 
persuade people to use it, especially as the people out here 
were affluent and pretty much immune to pitches based on 
saving so many dollars a month parking their SUVs and 
expensive imported sports cars to board a blinken train into 
the big city and then having to board RTD buses filled with 
bums and winos. Not that they wouldn’t call a taxi. Going 
through Little Toe, which featured a quaint old-time 
downtown area from the horse and buggy days, when it was 
a town of its own and not a suburb, but was now just a 
pimple off Trucker’s butt, I then passed some unincorporated 
land, and finally crossed Border Highway, the northern 
border of the Ranch, and started looking for homes. There 
weren’t any visible. Trucker made a big bend now, leftwards, 
and I couldn’t see what was at the far end yet. I was 
beginning to regret not having turned left on Border 
Highway, thinking how it went into the meat of my route, 
eventually meeting up again with the interstate, well beyond 
Busy Blvd.; that’s why I had gone down Trucker, to save the 
need to backtrack some. I just hoped I was doing the right 
thing starting on the west side of the route. My route was 
everything to the south of Border from Trucker Blvd. to Busy 
Blvd. Funny how the Busy Blvd. name was preserved in the 
burbs as well as the big city, even though it wasn’t a 
throughway, suddenly breaking up or detouring several 
times. Everybody wanted the Busy Blvd. name in their burb, I 
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guess. My first sight of the Ranch was not a sight but a smell. 
There was a big lake here, and it stank of frogs and turtles and 
mossy smells. I suppose some people would like it, if they 
weren’t citified like me. The northern end of the Ranch was 
actually nothing but prairie. Maybe it was being reserved for 
future overdevelopment. I had to go in another mile around a 
big bend to see any houses, and even then they were off in the 
distance. Finally I came to a cross-street. The sign said City 
Center Blvd., a nearly deserted four-corners with a gas station 
and a Burger King on the southeast corner, some big 
construction site on the northeast corner, and some other big 
construction sites visible into the distance on the left side, a 
good-size recreation park barely visible also that way, and 
finally some homes. But I was in the right lane, the wrong 
lane to turn left, and the drivers in this state never let you 
over. I cursed myself for missing the turn, and had to go 
another mile down Trucker to find the next turnoff to the left, 
at Ranch Blvd; on the ride side was a homebuilders’ store 
parking lot and not much else. The traffic coming at me on 
Trucker was quite heavy, and included many personal 
vehicles now, most new-looking and expensive, even though I 
couldn’t see any sign of residential homes ahead. Making a 
left, I immediately was greeted by a sign by the road that said 
this community had achieved an award for planting trees; the 
sign in Commerce City asking people to respect the 
environment popped into mind. One thing I immediately 
noticed was the sewer openings in the streets. There was a 
cement headstone with a metal manhole, and the front was 
square-blocked. These were hefty openings. They could have 
swallowed my leg. They had what I believe were plastic or 
metal milk crates lined up in front of them, filled with stones. 
Curious. I plunged into the first residential street I came to, 
turning on the music and strutting my 5 mph stuff. 
Immediately I was struck with how similar all the houses 
looked, like clones programmed by a computer, with surface 
differences in doors and windows and porches and colors, but 



The Ice Cream Man 

125 

really all alike. But where were the trees? All I saw were little 
dinky newly planted ones. I didn’t have time to window 
shop, because I was eagerly waved down before I got halfway 
down the first block. As I was making sales, and waiting for 
people to order or fish for change, I timeshared my neck and 
eyes, looking the whole situation over. I was struck with all 
the kids out here; this was a community of breeders. Kids 
spelled sales, though, so I knew I was in the right place. I 
made another sale within a minute, then another, and 
another. One mommy came out with her little kid standing 
back in the yard, afraid to come to the truck. After a little 
fruitless coaxing, the mommy stuck her head in the truck, 
looking for the menu. It seems a lot of people do that, making 
me have to tell them that the menu’s on the outside. I point at 
the menu, but sometimes that just makes them look inside to 
where I’m pointing, so I always have to say real loud, 
“There’s the pictures. On the wall.” She got it. “Oh you’ve got 
so many good looking things, I don’t know what to pick.” I 
suggested a Pokémon, the most expensive item on the menu 
that I could push off on a little tyke. She bought it eagerly. 
“She heard your music a block away,” confided the mommy 
to me. “This is the first ice cream truck we’ve seen this 
summer. She’s never seen one before yet she knew that music. 
I guess kids are born knowing that music.” She then went 
back and unwrapped the yellow popsicle with the Pikichu 
face and candy nose for the kid, who looked at me and my 
truck as wide-eyed as if I were Santa Claus. I waved. The kid 
screamed with delight, the first sound out of her. “Goodbye!” 
I cooed. “Goodbye!” cooed the mother. “Oodye!” cooed the 
tyke, as precious as tykes can get. I got a dose of what like 
parents must feel when kids play precious with them. It was 
great. I loved this job now. From that time on I had my act 
down. I would always wave and say Goodbye. Assures repeat 
business I hoped. Makes me feel good too. Good cure for 
depression. Pays the mortgage on the family farm. One time I 
was stopped by a man in a new-looking SUV (it seems half 
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the houses around here had SUVs, most of them new-looking) 
who got out and asked if I could go back to Rosey Street, 
because “there’s a load of kids standing around waiting for 
you there.” I guess I zigged when I should have zagged, and 
missed their block, I explained to him. He listened 
courteously, then ended up leading me there, and he was 
right – a load of kids, and parents, all flashing money, was 
standing around waiting for me. This place was ice cream 
man heaven. And I was wanted. I never looked back for at 
least an hour, when I realized I had to cross a busy 
thoroughfare to get to the next cluster of homes. This was 
Lucid Blvd. I turned off the music, crossed, turned into the 
first residential street, then turned the music back on; nothing 
happened. Panic. I jiggled the toggle switch, the volume 
control, gave it a smart tap, all to no avail. I tried a whack, 
and it was still dead. I noticed some red and black leads 
coming out of it with banana plugs, and I pushed them 
together more firmly, but still no music. I really panicked 
now; without music nobody would know I was coming. And 
what a day for the box to die, now that I knew I had a more 
lucrative route. I finally headed back to City Center Blvd. and 
the gas station, parked, leaving the engine running, and 
headed for the phone booth. I pulled my order sheet out of 
my pocket and was glad to see the company address and 
phone number printed at the top. I called, and got somebody, 
telling them my problem. He told me to drive back down 
Trucker Blvd. halfway to the big city, to a shopping center 
that once had been popular but now was all-but bankrupt, 
and go to a certain corner behind a bank, and he’d meet me 
there. I did what I was told, but because I knew he had farther 
to drive than me, I stopped in at the Burger King, driving my 
ice cream truck to the drive-in window, and ordering a 
Whopper and a cherry coke icee. The young man who took 
my order was soon joined by the white shirt and tie-wearing 
manager, who exclaimed, “the ice cream man is ordering an 
icee”, and ended up handing me several free icee coupons 
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with my order. To late I realized I could have bought a can of 
pop from myself; this was a dog-eat-dog world, after all. But 
then, as long as I never admit to anybody that I don’t know 
what I’m doing, they think I know what I’m doing, don’t 
they? I found the corner behind the shopping center, and a 
white van was waiting for me. Out stepped the Mechanic, 
wearing mechanic’s coveralls, and being very smiley and 
gracious. I could see he liked being useful. He told me to get 
out as he started to work, switching music box units expertly. 
He turned off the engine of my truck while he was working, 
because he had to raise the hood and work on electrical 
connections. He then turned on the new box and no music 
came out. Not phased, he went back to the engine 
compartment and soon said “Aha!” He told me to come see, 
and showed me the problem; the wire to the alternator was 
loose. The truck had been running on the battery alone, which 
had been steadily draining down. If I had turned off the truck 
it would not have restarted. The music box went dead from 
lack of enough current. He fixed the loose wire, went to his 
van, got out the jumper cables, and restarted the truck. He 
told me to not turn the engine off until I returned to the lot, 
but that I was all set now and could go back to selling. When I 
got in my seat, he asked me why I didn’t fasten my seat belt. I 
said I didn’t realize there was one. I thought that strap 
attached to a block and tackle under my seat was for storage 
or something. It’s your life, he said, philosophically. As I 
fumbled for the seat belt, and finally got it to fasten, he 
jumped in his white van and was gone. The last I remember of 
him was him talking on his cell phone and driving at the 
same time, without a seat belt. It turned out to be a good day, 
a very good day. I found I had to unfasten the seat belt when 
selling, else I couldn’t turn to the side and reach in the selling 
box, but using the belt on the long highway trips seemed a 
good idea. I think there was a law requiring seat belts to be 
worn, but no cop had ever bothered me in this truck and I 
didn’t think one would, since I was doing a public service, so 
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I didn’t sweat it. I lost count around two hundred dollars I 
was so busy, even though the new area was laid-out different 
than the big city, with a mazelike grid of residential streets in 
some kind of cloverleaf pattern that terminated in numerous 
cul-de-sacs. Whenever I spotted one of these cul-de-sacs I 
tried to avoid it. Most had signs at the turn into them saying 
“No Outlet”, or “Dead End”, but not all, and I was always 
cursing myself for going into one of these sucker traps, which 
were just a block long. Not that it was any problem to turn 
around at the end. It was actually kind of fun to do a 180, and 
often I would catch a delicious refreshing breeze; it was just 
that I felt like I was being forced to do the same street twice in 
a row, and a short one at that, and it would cramp my style 
and lower my total. I never saw so many eager customers, 
and in contrast to the poor Hispanic neighborhoods, where 
people would hold me up while scrounging for pennies, these 
people had money. A new car seemed to grace every 
driveway – mostly SUVs, but Mercedes, BMWs, Porsches 
were not uncommon. Once in awhile I spotted a collector’s 
car, such as a classic Corvair, a ‘56 Chevy, a Ford Falcon even. 
As a child my mother got us a used Ford Falcon, and the 
turkey had so little power it almost wouldn’t go up a hill. I 
remember having to get out once so it could make it up. A 
giant Winnebago seemed to be parked every few blocks next 
to the SUV or expensive import. One time I saw a formula one 
racer on a trailer, parked in front of one of the homes. Nice 
hobby I guess. And swimming pools. There was one it 
seemed every mile, always with a sign saying “Private – 
Residents Only”. And yes, always a big fence around it. I 
guess that kept the riffraff out, even though the PC cover 
story was that it kept clothed people from falling in and 
drowning. Stopping beside one of these was an iffy 
proposition, though. Sometimes they came out, sometimes 
they just sat looking at me from the water, like hippos, but 
always I saw kiddies trying to sell me to their parents, even if 
not successfully. When the parents decided to do it, though, 
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they’d come out to my truck with a parade of kiddies and a 
bottomless purse. I must admit that for a man this job has 
some fringe benefits. Women in skimpy bathing suits walk up 
to my truck exhibiting everything that’s legal to see, and 
treating me like a god of some kind. Sometimes people would 
ask me if I liked my job, and I’d always reply that it was the 
funnest job in the Ranch. They didn’t need to know anything 
about the downside, about what I went through to be here. 
The moments were magic, priceless, beyond compare. I was 
richer than Bill Gates at times like these. I was learning 
lessons they didn’t teach in college, or business classes. I was 
an experience for people. As the day neared its end, for the 
first time I ran out of a couple of items, which was a new 
experience for me. When people asked for them and I said 
they were sold out, and apologized, many actually switched 
to more expensive items. These people indeed had plenty of 
money. As I was driving the forty minutes back to the lot, my 
mind was a cash register and my body was in a sauna in the 
sky. When I cashed out I was pleased with the total, $290, the 
highest of my career as an ice cream man so far. And this was 
only a weekday. I was dead tired when I got home and 
hobbled up the stairs of my cheap concrete porch like an 80-
year-old man, but yes, I did love my job. !*?! my bladder.  
 
June 20 (Tues.) 
I know I said I wanted to be a full timer, but even they 
normally work five days a week and take off two. If I was 
going to take off two days a week, I reasoned that the best two 
would be Tuesday and Wednesday, based on things the 
Italian boys had said about which days were best. Besides, I 
didn’t want to burn myself out, now did I? I had to pace 
myself. Anyway, driving the same streets too often might 
wear out my welcome. So I called the company and told them 
I’d skip today but be back tomorrow. I felt so pleased with 
myself taking a day off that I just couldn’t do any work, 
particularly writing, and after a couple hours reading Stephen 
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King at a snail’s pace while my mind was elsewhere, I had a 
lark and decided to go see a movie. It would be the first 
movie since I got the job. I didn’t have to decide which movie 
because it was already decided for me, and all I had to do was 
get out the newspaper and look up the times. As usual I went 
to the bargain shows, that is, before 5 p.m. There was one 
theater in the big city I frequented because it had the biggest 
screen in town: the Lincoln Continental. Whatever they had 
playing on that screen I wanted to see, as it was like seeing it 
nowhere else. The subwoofer in their sound system was so 
strong that once I remember my pants legs fluttering in my 
seat. I even took mother there on occasion, such as to see the 
restored version of Spartacus, Lawrence of Arabia, even the 
remake of Star Wars episode one. She had a hard time staying 
awake and often would be snoring when the movie ended, 
then it would be a long slow walk leading her back to the car, 
since the long movie sit would cut off her circulation and 
freeze-up her joints even more than usual. Leading her by her 
free hand out of the theater as she walked on her cane, it 
seemed like she almost wasn’t going to make it sometimes; I 
could have toppled her with a feather. So today I would go 
alone. It was ten or fifteen miles south on the interstate. I 
timed myself to arrive there at 1:10 p.m.; walking into the 
theater just as the lights went down and the curtain was up 
was a personal trademark with me, as if anybody wanted to 
be my agent and sell my story. I cruised effortlessly through 
the big city traffic, which was pretty bad in the middle of the 
week, but soon I only had one last long slow upgrade and 
then I could see the turnoff, where the theater would be 
visible nestled on the opposite side overlooking the interstate. 
Just as I was about to turn off, the tranny let go, lost all power; 
I was just coasting now. Luckily I had just enough speed left 
to make it onto the long off-ramp and park to one side there. 
The rebuilt tranny Lonny had spent almost two months 
getting for us was a lemon! I had another day-adventure in 
store for me. I had to walk to the street at the end of the off-
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ramp, make a left, and walk across the interstate to a hotel just 
to find a phone. If I kept making money I could afford a cell 
phone one day, but not today. Walking over four lanes of 
traffic in each direction as the bridge swayed and more cars 
swished by me pushing me suddenly with their air wake 
made for a woozy walk. At the end of the off-ramp where the 
bridge started was a bum selling newspapers; I passed him on 
the way. I didn’t call Lonny’s since I knew he never answered 
his phone, but instead called mother and let her handle it for 
me; she assured me she’d get me a tow truck soon. She’d call 
Lonny’s first and if he didn’t answer she’d use her triple-A 
card. Lonny had given her a one year warranty on the tranny, 
and she intended to make him live up to it. As I stood in the 
hotel lobby exchanging angry remarks about Lonny with her I 
noticed an older man in a suit stopped in his tracks listening 
to me intently; this made me finish and leave abruptly. Back 
across the woozy bridge, eyes gagging; back by the bum, to 
the Jap POS sitting on the off-ramp in the hot hot sun on a 
godforsaken stretch of interstate on a day when real people 
were working at real jobs. I sat in my car in the hot sun for a 
good hour, watching the bum hawking his newspapers to cars 
who had to stop at the light at the end of the off-ramp before 
they could get on the street with the bridge. Even with all the 
windows down I was baking, but seeing the bum standing 
out in the sun cooled me down mentally. A second bum came 
to relieve him, and he must have felt sorry for me or 
something, for he soon brought me a newspaper and an 
almost cold can of beer, and sat down in the passenger seat. 
He had a strong odor, probably not having bathed in a week. 
We got to talking and I found out to my surprise that he was 
not an old geezer like most bums – the bright sun and his 
deep suntan made it hard to tell his age from a distance – but 
about my age, and had actually lived in the same 
neighborhood I had in the big city when we were in 
elementary school; had played at the same big city park, knew 
about the monkey island and the statue of Wynken, Blinken 
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and Nod, even about the big park hotel. Looking at him I saw 
myself after several more years as a luckless writer, perhaps 
after mother died and I had failed to marry and got sick and 
couldn’t pay the mortgage and lost the house and became 
homeless. Actually he didn’t have it half bad; there was a 
wide parkway on either side of the interstate, with a big fence 
separating the parkway from a river. He and the other bum 
(he called him a bum) lived by the fence, behind a stand of 
trees and bushes; and lived stylishly at that. He said he had a 
grill, a cooler, a sleeping bag, all the amenities. The other bum 
had his separate amenities down the fence from him. He only 
made twenty bucks a day hawking papers, he said, but he 
was able to go to the grocery store and eat steak, and had 
even saved a hundred dollars. He even checked into a cheap 
motel every now and then so he could clean up. He asked 
how he smelled and I said I couldn’t smell a thing. He talked 
about his former life as a building contractor, and his story of 
woes, expensive divorces, drug troubles, and so on; he didn’t 
take drugs now like his bum friend did, he assured me. If 
only he could save a couple thousand bucks he could buy a 
pickup and a set of tools and get back on his feet. That bum, 
he said, had a couple of wild foxes for pets; he had lived 
under that fence for two years, and had got the foxes to come 
up to his hand. He said he fed them dog food. On an impulse 
I told him that if he lost his job and wanted to try starting over 
I could let him sleep in my back porch and even use the 
bathroom every day, as long as he didn’t go in when I wasn’t 
there, as my mother would freak; she didn’t trust strangers 
and had one of those old-people fetishes about letting 
strangers touch her things. He took my address mentally, as 
we had nothing to write with. Since I lived closer to the center 
of the big city I could imagine him getting daily work and 
saving up two thousand by next summer, even paying us a 
couple hundred a month for room and board so that I didn’t 
live under so much financial pressure. I didn’t mention the ice 
cream job for some reason; shame, fear of a competitor, greed, 
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who knows? I told him it all started when I went to see a 
movie; there was the theater just across the highway. He told 
me he’d already seen that movie (The Patriot, starring Mel 
Gibson) and he thought it was good – very realistic. I told him 
I’d see it some other day. With so much time to kill I took to 
reading the newspaper. Soon I was looking wistfully at the 
employment ads; the promising-sounding jobs for engineers 
and programmers, the part-timer manual labor jobs; back to 
the former. Maybe I had made a strategic mistake in life and 
should have been content to let them burn my mind out; 
maybe not. No; I had made a career choice and would stick it 
out; if I made it as a novelist why couldn’t I make it in 
Hollywood after my novels were turned into screenplays and 
filmed? I’d get parts in my own movies and meet Mel Gibson 
at the Academy Awards party. After awhile I realized that he 
was hawking tomorrow’s paper, the one the carrier would 
throw on my curb in the wee hours; so that was his selling 
point. I only fish-sipped the beer since my bladder was still 
wooshy. The tow truck arrived and he jumped out, waving 
bye and going to his nest in the treeline, taking my beer can 
with him. The tow truck driver was a woman, clearly 
manless; and no wonder, she was a slob. Still, she was making 
a living. Should I or shouldn’t I? The Natural came to mind. 
Never mind; I’m some catch. As we drove off I spotted the 
theater’s sign facing the highway catty-corner across the 
highway from the bum; the movie must be letting out just 
about now, I was thinking. The tow truck took me home, 
where mother was waiting on the porch. Soon mother and I 
waved bye-bye to the tow truck driver as she towed our Jap 
POS back to Lonny’s. I told her about my new friend and my 
offer and she shit bricks. How was I sure he wasn’t a criminal 
and would knock her over the head or steal from us, she 
asked. She didn’t want any strange man coming in her house, 
even if he paid room and board and slept in the back porch. 
My new plan to have him sleep in our unfinished basement I 
didn’t even mention now, nor my plan to clean him up and 
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get him a job at the ice cream company, driving to work 
together and coming home together; I knew he could pay us 
at least a couple hundred a month then. I told her he was 
practically a childhood friend, had lived in our neighborhood, 
and all that, and it didn’t impress her, especially since I was a 
regular juvenile delinquent in those days and had set fire to 
the park, illegally swam in the lake, burglarized the park 
hotel, among other things, all before I was ten; when I became 
a Trekkie I converted overnight into a law-abiding geek, and 
survived the Beatle era, the hippie era, even the yuppie era, 
without taking drugs or becoming a boozer. Yet somehow, 
becoming a struggling writer made me feel dirtier than any of 
these. I dropped the subject, and hoped he didn’t take me up 
on my offer, or at least, if he did, that she’d be satisfied with 
calling the police and asking if he were clean or something. 
My two hours with him had been like staring into the abyss. 
 
June 21 (Wed.) 
Mother had made friends with a woman almost as old as her 
down the block, and she had a van too. She had taken mother 
to the store to get groceries, and I now had a big white bottle 
of generic sunblocker lotion, which I liberally applied to face 
and hands and arms, including my throat and the back of my 
neck. Mother drove with us as the lady took me to work, 
yapping all the way about our misfortunes with cars. She was 
also going to take mother to the clinic today. I can’t believe it 
but mother is complaining of a bladder infection also; not as 
severe as mine, but then all old people get them, especially 
women, and can probably take them better than I can. I feel 
guilty about it because I might have infected her when I peed 
on the toilet seat in my haste before I could raise it, then 
forgot to clean it off; if she sat on it the infection could be 
transferred possibly. From now on I would be careful to raise 
the seat first, so she wouldn’t reinfect me. Boy did this job 
have some doozies of occupational hazards. This time I took 
my second towel and scrunched it down between the selling 
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box and the pop cooler, where it flapped a little but was fairly 
safe from blowing out the door on the highway again. I got 
back to the Ranch and had a great day discovering that, even 
though I had almost broke three hundred the last time, I had 
only explored a fraction of my route. There was a whole other 
side to the route, on the east side, and I eagerly raced east 
down Border Highway after I reached it on Trucker Blvd. and 
made a left, them made a right at the Screwy Blvd. exit, and 
went right to into a new feast of posh homes. I found the 
towel very useful and it helped the day go better. I didn’t feel 
that tired until the last hour when it all caught up with me at 
once and I felt like I’d been hit with a baseball bat from heat 
exposure, but when I cashed out I nearly broke three hundred 
again, and after mother and I got home and said goodbye to 
the nice elderly woman, I held her hand all the way to the 
door. I went in, plopped on the sofa, and melted like a big vat 
of ice cream, emptying the rest of my water jug, which was 
had several delightful chunks of sheet ice floating in it from 
the freezing it had had in the midst of the day’s inferno. After 
eating dinner I tried to get up and couldn’t. For the first time 
since the infection I felt too weak to get up off my big ass. I 
remembered to ask mother about her trip to the clinic and she 
said they’d given her some antibiotics and they were already 
helping a little; from what I knew I took this with a grain of 
salt – she was trying not to worry me. Still, she wasn’t dead 
on her feet like me, and actually had more mobility right now. 
I wished I didn’t need her so much, but Mother was helpful as 
always and hobbled back and forth from the kitchen on her 
cane serving me one big root beer mug after another filled 
with ice cubes and tap water, until I drank so much that I felt 
as if my stomach would burst. Heat prostration, I was 
thinking. The cure is to get my body core temperature down. 
After about a half hour I felt good enough to get up, shuffle to 
the bed, and plop like a dead man into it face down. Mother 
turned the lights out and was soon in bed also. Until the last 
few years she used to stay up until midnight watching Johnny 
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Carson every week night, and even kept up the habit when 
Jay Leno took over, staying up till midnight although I tried 
to get her to quit after the monologue. But now she went to 
bed at 7 p.m. and got back up as needed to serve me, then 
promptly hit the sack again as soon as I did. So this would be 
my life for the rest of the summer. A hard life but not 
unbearable. And the family farm was sure to be saved.  
 
June 22 (Thurs.) 
CBS’s Survivor was interesting last night, I guess. They voted 
off Ramona, the black chick. I didn’t see the show, but she’s 
all over the morning TV shows, personal appearances and 
everything. She doesn’t look like she’d been through any 
harrowing experience. The most harrowing experience she 
talked about was eating rat meat. Tastes like chicken, she said. 
What doesn’t? Just forget the ratty texture. Yuck. I thought the 
show was PC, and they’d conspire to give the prize to a black 
or Asian, like they do the Miss America title. But she got 
voted off in only episode three. On the other hand, I don’t 
remember the other two. Were they given guest appearances 
on morning TV? Maybe this is a sneaky way to get around 
these types of conspiracies. Who knows? Now Ramona will 
be launching her TV or movie career while the others are 
stuck on that island. Today I never left the house. Just 
dragging myself from the bed to the sofa was all I could 
manage. My legs are so weak, it’s like I’m 80. My joints ache, 
like I have arthritis. My feet are calloused already, yet still 
hurt. But I know I’m too young for all this. At my age each 
outing should be hardening me up. I know. It’s a !*?! germ. 
It’s weakened me from the inside out. That, and the heat. Heat 
weakens. I’d like to see the survivors go through what I did. 
They’d all quit and leave the island in a hurry. Even a million 
bucks isn’t worth this much misery. The heat here is probably 
worse than there too. They live right next to the ocean, and 
everybody knows about cool ocean breezes. Knowing you’re 
going to get a million bucks worth of publicity is going to 
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invigorate you all by itself. Sometimes I wish I was doing that 
instead of this.  
 
June 23 (Fri.) 
As tired as I am, I still went to work. Money really talks. Each 
night I drag in and experience the same weakness in my legs 
after sitting on the couch and take the weight off my feet. It 
seems my ankles swell too, probably with all the excess water 
in my system. But at least I tinkle more than I used to, 
sometimes using the porta-john, sometimes finding a 
bathroom to go into during the day. Each night I feel like a 
waterlogged balloon after cramming all the ice water into my 
big belly I can hold. Each morning I wake up half-stiff, half-
refreshed, half-exhausted, but at least my leg strength returns 
and I am good for another day. Sometimes I pass home 
construction sites – the west end of the Ranch is filled with 
new construction – and see the workers hammering nails and 
pouring concrete naked to the waist in the hot sun. Talk about 
survivors. Every one of the sites has a Hard Hat Required 
sign. Think of how it would feel to get a hammer dropped on 
your head. How it would feel to fall off a roof, get run over by 
a Cat. I have it easy compared to them because, while I have 
to work in the same heat as them, I’m protected from the sun 
by the truck. It must be like working in the desert in heat like 
this. The Mexican desert. Almost all the workers were 
Hispanic. The only gringos I saw were the foremen, the 
electricians with their own vans, and a few other specialists 
who came in after the house had been built and just finished 
the fine points. On site after site, it was like visiting a little bit 
of Mexico. From the times they came up to the truck and 
couldn’t speak English or read the menu, at first trying to 
point to pictures on the menu, then, seeing that since it’s on 
the outside of the truck I can’t see what they are pointing at, 
asking me to open the selling box lid so they can just pick out 
what they want, I came to believe that they’re all illegal 
Hispanic wetbacks from south of the border with faked IDs so 
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they can get work. I already mentioned seeing some of them 
taking a siesta. American-born Hispanics don’t do that. That 
has to be taught from birth down south of the border. Since 
the economy is booming, apparently they can’t get gringos or 
even legal Americans to work on these projects, and the 
authorities must look the other way. Not that they don’t do 
good work. Every home in this area is a small castle, and the 
standards are uniformly high. It’s just that ten minutes after 
the paint dries a moving van backs up into the driveway 
moving a gringo family in. This Ranch suburb is ninety-plus 
percent white, more segregated than the South. I just sit on 
my big ass all day in a truck with a metal roof keeping the 
direct sun off most of the day, that is, until around 3:30 p.m. 
when it starts coming in horizontally through the driver’s side 
door, and I am on the verge of dying of heat exposure, so I am 
glad I’m doing this instead of what they’re doing. Besides, 
one of them taught me a few Hispanic words, palabras I had 
learned in school when they forced me to take Spanish (that 
was in elementary and junior high), but had forgotten. 
Everybody knows that cerveza (pronounced seer-vay-sah) 
means beer. Now I was reminded that cereza (seer-ay-zah) 
means cherry. I handed one of them the big wooden spoon 
that goes with a Cherry Italian Ice, saying “aqui esta su 
cucharillo”. He corrected me. The word for spoon is cuchara. 
The word cuchillo means knife. I must have had that word 
mixed up with cucaracha, cockroach. It’s been that long. Why 
do I have to stoop to speaking some alien’s language in my 
own country anyway? Arco de iris. That’s what they told me 
the word rainbow translated to in Spanish. I could just 
imagine asking some Hispanic kid if he wanted an arco de 
iris. Some brand names are untranslatable. Imagine the 
problem they have translating the Bible.  
 
June 24 (Sat.) 
This was the final end of the school year for the last batch of 
kiddies, I was told, and sales would be great – greater than 
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usual, that is. Pancho Villa was in line in front me at the 
window this morning, and I noticed him wobbling when he 
walked like he was drunk. I wondered if they let drivers go 
out drunk, but I didn’t want to rat him out. I soon was glad I 
didn’t, when I saw him pull up, hoist one leg up on a truck 
bumper, and adjust his leg brace. He wasn’t drunk, just 
handicapped. Silly ass, me. I guess that’s how prejudice gets 
started. Father forgive them, for they know not what I 
misthink. I got back to the lot and wrapped up the inventory 
five minutes earlier than usual because there was less 
inventory to count. I had not run out of anything because the 
Bishop had ordered me several extra boxes based on his 
computations; still, I sold down almost every item in the 
menu. When the Mechanic did my sheet I saw at once that I 
had broke $363 for the first time ever. I got out of the right 
window line eagerly counting my remaining cash, and sure 
enough, I had close to one hundred bucks; the rest was in 
change in my ever-heavier change tray. I had an impulse and 
cashed some of my change in so that I would have not only a 
hundred bucks in bills but also enough for tomorrow’s 
change needs. I had another impulse and asked the Bishop, 
who was acting as cashier, if he could change the wad of bills 
for a C note, and to my pleasure he did; by coincidence an 
earlier driver had paid him with a C note today. When I went 
home I handed my little mother a C note, and she was very 
pleased indeed. I was very pleased with myself. 
 
June 25 (Sun.)  
When I looked at myself in the mirror that morning I saw my 
sunburn was back. Apparently I sweated so profusely that it 
came off during the day. When I didn’t wipe with the towel it 
would run in my eyes and burn. From now on I would carry 
the bottle with me and reapply it frequently. I began to notice 
that the Ford wagon owned by the couple across the street 
had disappeared. At first I thought they had taken it in for 
body work, but I began to see a cute new VW bug parked out 
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there, and soon saw the woman get in it and take off. That’s 
why the man didn’t complain about the dent; he was getting 
rid of the turkey anyway. They probably got a set trade-in 
allowance from the VW dealer as-is. It must be nice to be a 
loser with a rat race job sometimes, even if there is no grand 
future ahead like we writers have. I had to face the fact that I 
was still having hard nights, tossing and turning and 
swimming in profuse sweats, getting up time and again to 
tinkle and gulp more water, never satisfied. If I didn’t know 
better I’d swear I had the warning symptoms of adult onset 
diabetes. I had two pillows and the one I was not using I 
would kick to the foot of the bed to dry out a little before the 
one I was using got too wet and I had to switch them, but I 
knew I had been cured of infection and it must be the heat. 
When I woke up and went to pee, I panicked at the sight of 
red urine coming out of my weenie! The bowl was red with it. 
I looked at my underwear and they too had red splotches on 
them, mixed with more chicken soup colored ones. The 
urination was painful again, excruciating. I had apparently 
had a relapse of the infection; a rebound, as they say in 
medical jargon. I told mother, and she got her elderly 
neighbor to whisk me to the hospital. They got me into a 
doctor in only an hour and a half this time, and they agreed it 
was a rebound of the infection; I told them the antibiotic they 
had given me before hadn’t had any effect for four days, and 
they said it was no wonder there was a rebound, since it 
should have had an effect faster than that. I told them that my 
mother also had a bladder infection and they should give us 
simultaneous doses so that we wouldn’t keep reinfecting each 
other; the doctor informed me that bladder infections weren’t 
contagious. This time they gave me the horse dose, probably 
the maximum they could give anyone: a fifteen-day supply of 
double doses. The pills looked like horse pills. I was more 
worried now than ever; clearly this was an admission that 
they thought the antibiotic didn’t work at all, and maybe I 
would never be cured, become a statistic. Not that the second 
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doctor, a woman this time, didn’t assure me it’d be cured one-
hundred percent this time. She said I should schedule an 
appointment with a urologist to find out why I keep getting 
bladder infections in the first place, and I went along with her, 
even though I knew that at hospitals for the uninsured like 
this one I’d be lucky to get an infection in six months, and by 
then it would be too late to do any good, not to mention the 
dead of winter when it was past the bladder infection season. 
Maybe she was trying to humor me by rubbing against my 
leg, like offering a last meal to a dying man. I took the cab 
home again, telling the cab driver one hell of a sob story about 
bladder infections. It looked like I wouldn’t work for another 
week. The wolf was back at the damned door. 
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CHAPTER 5. 
THE LITTLE CITY THAT COULD 
 
 
June 26 (Mon.)  
I spent the day suffering the agonies of Christ. Call it a 
coincidence, but this evening ABC featured not only an 
announcement of the sequencing of the human genome, but 
“Peter Jennings Reporting: The Search for Jesus”. It started at 
7 p.m., our former bedtime. Now we were getting used to 
going to bed at 10 p.m., although mother actually still went to 
bed at 7 and then got out of bed at 9 in time to heat up dindin 
for me. Actually, my biological time clock is still set at 7 p.m. 
When Hollywood Squares is finishing up, around 6:55, I 
always feel drowsy, and have to make a conscious decision to 
fight myself and get on my second legs. Tonight we ate at 5:30 
p.m., the usual time when the bedtime is 7. Maybe an hour 
after eating everybody gets a little drowsy. I could hardly eat 
or drink, and had to regularly bolt for the bathroom to tinkle 
virtual kidney stones out of my screaming urethra. As I 
watched in my tortured body I felt a special connection, like I 
knew a little of what it was like to be crucified, like I was that 
Piss Christ that caused such an uproar over federal funding of 
the arts. Mother started watching it, intrigued by the images 
of Jesus, but the interviews of scholars sailed over her head 
and she went to bed by 7:30. Her body must, in truth, have 
been far more tortured than mine, but it was newer to me so I 
felt more sorry for myself. I must admit I grew bored of 
seeing John Dominic Crossan pontificate on which sayings in 
the gospels were authentic and which bogus. He is a member 
of a school of academic poopheads that think they have a 
magic glass that can separate truth from fiction through 
textual analysis. The Jesus Seminar they call themselves. In 
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1993 they published The Five Gospels: What Did Jesus Really 
Say? They color his “real” sayings in red, his “maybe he said 
it” sayings in pink, his “he didn’t say it in this form but there 
are echoes of his in it” in gray, and all the rest in black, which 
means he didn’t say it. By the time they are done, only fifteen 
of Jesus’ sayings are colored red, for instance 
“congratulations, you poor,” “turn the other cheek”, and 
“love your enemies”. Not only that, but they retranslate 
everything as they please. For instance, “Pay to the emperor 
what belongs to the emperor and God what belongs to God.” 
(You have to be careful about new slants on the sayings of 
Jesus. The Gospel of Peter, which was a favorite of the 
Gnostics way back in the second century, portrayed Jesus as 
being infused with a “power” at his baptism, then, on the 
cross, shouting, “My power, my power, why hast thou left 
me?” That one led to a whale of a lot of trouble with their 
Catholic brethren, who weren’t ready for the Force.) Only 
eighteen percent of Jesus’ sayings are colored red or pink, and 
a good number of them are from the fifth gospel, the 
noncanonical gospel of Thomas. That’s right, Doubting 
Thomas. It consisted of nothing but a list of supposed sayings 
of Jesus, some one hundred fourteen. Not that they weren’t 
fun to read. The last one is, “For every woman who will make 
herself male will enter the kingdom of heaven.” Another great 
one is number 53: “His disciples said to him, ‘Is circumcision 
beneficial or not?’ He said to them, ‘If it were beneficial, their 
father would beget them circumcised from their mother.’” I 
vote for that one to be red. Maybe it’s me, but the images of 
Crossan on ABC had an uncanny ability to summon up the 
image of Graham Greene, the British converted-Catholic 
writer whose works, full of fear of hellfire and guilt, mixed 
with fictionalized versions of his lousy marriages and 
divorces, make me gag, albeit they’re so perfect from an 
artistic POV. Such a talent gone to waste. Educated beyond 
his intelligence. All his novels are about people with talent 
wasting it on hell. What’s more, some of the brightest people I 
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know have wasted a lot of their talents reading everything he 
published. (I’ll admit that The Quiet American is okay, but 
reading everything?) Now here’s a scholar who questions the 
historicity of Christ, yet is a member of the faculty of DePaul 
University. I wonder if he still believes in hellfire, or if all that 
is redlined in his gospels too. That witchy woman Paula 
Friedricksen from Boston College also turned me off. 
Something about her attitude. She probably goes around the 
campus with unkempt hair and holes in her stockings. I must 
admit I stole that line from amazon.com. Somebody placed an 
anonymous reader review concerning her latest work Jesus of 
Nazareth, King of the Jews: A Jewish Life and the Emergence of 
Christianity, saying not to read her works because they had 
been a student of hers and had suspicions that she was a 
witch, and had personally seen her holey stockings and ratty 
hideous hair. This was a year ago. Amazon.com has since 
deleted the review. Luckily they didn’t delete mine, one of the 
earliest, which criticizes her for not studying the literature of 
the Jehovah’s Witnesses. (So far, “11 of 62 reviewers have 
found it useful.”) My review set off others, one of whom said 
I was trying to sabotage her work by “an intemperate Jehovah 
screed”. It was a gas. You had to have read Paula’s book to 
appreciate the whole ragout. She claimed that all of the 
gospels can be considered expendable fairy tales except for 
the one indisputable rock-hard nugget of fact, namely, that 
Jesus of Nazareth really lived and had been crucified by 
Pontius Pilate. The trouble, she revealed for the first time in 
history, quite sagaciously, was that when the Romans 
crucified somebody for sedition, they didn’t stop with the 
leader, but crucified all his followers, yet for Jesus they let his 
followers go, which is the reason we have Christianity today. 
I guess it never occurred to her that this slip-up might just 
give it away that Jesus is a fairy tale character also, but no, the 
magic glass she has made up is a fairy tale detector and 
redlines the rock-solid facts, shading to pink, gray, and black 
magically for the fables that grew up after his cruci-fiction. 
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I’m not a Jehovah’s Witnesses, but I have read their books, 
and what they have taught me is that the purpose of the Bible 
is not to advance Jesus, Moses, or any other prophet of 
Jehovah, but to advance Jehovah, to prove that every fact in 
world history is his doing. The Bible is Jehovah’s witness. I’m 
sorry but Jehovah is just a fairy tale to me. The real fact of the 
first century A.D. is that the Romans destroyed the Jews and 
their Temple, and their ability to practice their religion, which 
relied on making sacrifices to atone for their sins, as well as 
their ability to ever reinstitute the sacrifices even if they built 
a new Temple, as some Jews are trying to do even now, 
because the genealogical records of the tribes of Israel were 
also destroyed, so that nobody can prove his claim to the 
priestly line of Aaron and Levi. Jesus is the Lamb of God, the 
final and only sacrifice Jehovah wants. Get it, Paula? Why do 
Jehovaists write Jehovah witness books? They have to. It’s 
after major catastrophes afflict the Jews that the mysterious 
secretive Jehovah School of Writers produces a book in the 
continuing series of the Bible, the purpose always being to 
show that this catastrophe was a judgment of Jehovah on 
them for being bad, and that, even if it looks to secular 
historians and academic poopheads like Jehovah had nothing 
to do with it, this is belied by the fact that Jehovah had sent a 
prophet to Israel to warn them well in advance, and they had 
rejected that prophet, which brought the judgment on them. It 
doesn’t matter if this prophet really lived, because he lives in 
the pages of the writings of the Jehovahists, who always work 
anonymously, and start their scrolls in circulation 
surreptitiously. The point is that they produce another 
instalment in the continuing series, complete with ready-
made prophet. For really ancient prophets they can claim the 
prophet even wrote the scroll. With Jesus they don’t claim he 
wrote a thing. Neat way to climb by their own shoelaces. 
(After note: there really isn’t a paragraph break here. It’s just 
that my lousy DOS word processor that I’ve been using since 
before Windows hit the market and don’t want to give up 
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even if I have to run it under Windows won’t reformat a 
paragraph this big, and I like to reformat all my paragraphs to 
be exactly 60 characters long because email programs often 
screw them up if they’re longer than that. Sorry.) The Bible, to 
me, is the greatest work of fiction ever made, finalized by the 
Jesus episode. There is one other book, Revelation, that 
attempts to predict that Jesus will return and rule the world, 
which is what gives Christianity its kick, its pie in the sky, 
and it’s very explicit about not adding or subtracting one 
word from it, or else Jehovah will revoke their copyright. 
Getting back to the business of Jehovah really ruling the 
world, and sending prophets to warn believers in advance, 
this is the whole rationale for the stories of Ezekiel and 
Daniel, the guts of the Bible, about the first Temple and its 
destruction by the mean old Babylonians. You see, most of the 
Jews are backsliders, and easily fall away from the true 
worship, and fall for idols instead, especially sexual idols, so 
that they can have an excuse to fornicate in the name of 
religion like in that Tom Cruise movie that came out last 
summer, Eyes Wide Shut, Stanley Kubrick’s last, which I 
believe was about a modern-day cult of Baal in New York 
City, in Sands Point, Long Island, in a big mansion shrouded 
by woods called Bletchly Manor – most of the members must 
have been backsliding Jews like the character Sydney Pollack 
played, which was not in the original 1925 Traumnovelle by 
Arthur Schnitzler, and was probably meant to be Kubrick 
himself – Kubrick died on March 7, 1999, which somebody 
found out was exactly 666 days from January 1, 2001 – Tom 
Cruise, real surname Mapother, joined a Catholic seminary at 
age 14 to study for the priesthood, but was dyslexic and so 
ended up an actor, until the Church of Scientology cured him 
of dyslexia, he claimed, and he converted to that nutty mind-
control psychobabble religion made famous by John Travolta 
– infamous, really – as if the COS isn’t already infamous for 
trying to silence all critics by going to the feds claiming 
criminal copyright violation just for quoting their crap in 
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trying to expose or refute it – what’s really sick is they have 
won some battles, influencing weak judges – I could never 
join the COS, but I might be prone to starting my own church 
if I’m having a bad day – Cruise was born on the third of July, 
and made that movie Born On the Fourth of July to counter the 
damage the jingoism of his previous flick, Top Gun had done 
to the public, after his talks with Paul Newman on the set of 
The Color of Money raised his political consciousness, and his 
salad dressing – so Jehovah, after sending prophets in vain to 
warn them, vacated the Holy of Holies, and sent in pagan 
armies to act as his sword. After this judgment “cleansed” 
Israel for 70 years, letting the wild beasts reduce the phallic 
groves and blasphemous grottoes and hills to desolation, 
Jehovah sent the nice Persians to conquer the Babylonians 
then set the Jews free to go home and rebuild the Temple, 
telling them to stick to the true worship this time or it would 
be their last chance. Even then, he sent the prophet Daniel to 
the Babylonians to warm them that they could repent and get 
out of the middle of it all, in vain (‘the handwriting on the 
Wall’, etc.). Hundreds of years later, when first the Greeks 
then the Romans had taken the Persians’ place as the Jews’ 
masters (they never regained total freedom because they were 
still on probation and Jehovah wouldn’t let them off), Jehovah 
grew so mad at his Chosen People violating their marriage 
contract or covenant (Jehovah was Israel’s husband, Israel 
being the bride), that he decided to call for a divorce, like 
Arnold did to Sharon Stone in that movie “Total Recall”. 
When the Romans executed Jesus, therefore, they were 
actually acting under orders of Jehovah himself, who isn’t 
myth made up by some near savages, but lives and rules, and 
their usual rules about hanging Spartacus’ men up and down 
the Appian Way didn’t apply when Jehovah gave orders: 
Jesus’ followers were to be spared so they could write the new 
books of the Bible, holy publishers so to speak. All 
governments are instituted by God, Paul wrote, and that’s 
why Christians have to have due respect for the authorities, 
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unless their orders conflict with the orders of Jehovah, 
whereupon they must disobey men and obey God. Remember 
that when Jesus was here, he supposedly predicted the fall of 
Jerusalem, and told his true followers to head for the hills 
instead of trying to defend it. Forty years after his death they 
did, escaping to the Jordanian mountain town of Pella while 
the Romans encircled Jerusalem for the final battle, and what 
was left of the Jews never forgave “Messianic Jews” for it, to 
this day. It’s all so rich, this mixture of fact with writings that 
could be fact and could be fiction but which cover their tracks 
so well that nobody can solve the riddle in a final way 
conclusively, leaving the wild card of Revelation hanging in 
the wind like an axe over everybody’s necks, waiting to fall if 
there is a Jehovah and he gives the order, because Revelation 
indeed says that the final judgment will be the “war of 
Jehovah” himself, where he destroys all human governments 
and the bad people who follow them instead of Jehovah, and 
puts his son Jesus in charge of his kingdom for a thousand 
years. If the Bible is true then Jehovah executed Israel through 
the governments around it, yet Israel would have been spared 
if only they had listened to his prophets, of which Jesus was 
the last. Instead, the stiff-necked Jews never caught on, still 
stubbornly waiting for a Messiah or leader anointed by 
Jehovah. Sorry, guys, Jehovah is fresh out of oil, and 
prophets... You would think the Jews would have jumped on 
Jesus’ bandwagon, seeing that the last prophet was sent in 400 
B.C., and they had been waiting so long, but no, nobody can 
equal fictional prophets from the dim past that that they had 
built up in their minds to be Hollywood stars. In the 
meantime, haughty pagan Rome brought on its own 
destruction, unleashing the plague of Christianity on itself 
just as they thought they had wiped out the Jehovah Nuts 
forever, because, even though they were obeying Jehovah’s 
orders to wipe out the Jews at the time, they did so out of 
impure motives, requiring Jehovah to judge them too, just as 
he judged the Babylonians and even the Persians, and the 
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Assyrians before that, and the original Babylonians before 
that, and all the way back to Adam and Eve. The Bible, 
therefore, is no less than a grand attempt at explaining all of 
human history as being controlled by an invisible spirit of 
infinite intelligence and power who judges everybody, but is 
not an impersonal force, rather, is a person who has a name 
and whom we can be friends with, even marry. A guaranteed 
bestseller, ask any silly romance publisher. Therefore, to 
trivialize the story of the last of a long line of anointed 
prophets the way “higher critics” and “scholars” do, by 
eliminating Jehovah from it, and treating it as being driven by 
a single man from the bottom up rather than by Jehovah top 
down, or as evolving from the writings of a loosely connected 
string of village geniuses, is to make a monkey of yourself, a 
learned monkey. Not that I believe in Jehovah. I believe in 
evolution, albeit I don’t think anybody knows how it 
happened yet, the Bible, man, or even the amoeba. I just think 
you have to give a fiction writer’s works more respect than to 
consider them as fractured history. If only we could figure out 
who really wrote the Bible, and why. I told the Admiral once 
that this was the last great age of the Bible, the last era when 
you could be intellectually honest and accept it at face value. 
In another hundred years, it would finally bust, like a balloon, 
because the punch line of the whole book is Revelation, and if 
that isn’t fulfilled, it’s got to be fiction, not fact, and I mean 
from Genesis on. He replied that all I needed to know was 
Daniel 2:44. I ignored him. If evolution is true, I went on, 
there was no Adam and Eve, no Eden, no Fall, and therefore 
no Jehovah, no need for a son, Jesus, anybody, nothing, 
including Daniel. Not that it won’t always be admired and 
enjoyed as the great rich work of fiction that it is. I then told 
him for the first time that I was a novelist. I didn’t mean to tell 
anybody, because it’s like being a secret agent when you’re 
out in the real world, gathering material. But I told him, and 
he started prying things out of me, like the fact that I had my 
own web site. It doesn’t cost anything. There are many places 
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to get free web sites now. The only catch is that every web 
page has to carry free ads that support their operation. Mine 
do. It’s no big deal. The ads are just banners that don’t take 
much screen space. I just hope the day arrives when it doesn’t 
make so many casualties, victims of the “truth trap” – the 
Bible that is – and I include poopheads who sift the poop with 
magic glasses. If you had all this in mind like I did, seeing 
Paula in the flesh, in presentable hair and stockings, being 
interviewed by ABC, you still saw the arrogant witchy 
personality coming through, as though that couldn’t be 
covered-up even with all of ABC’s power. I wonder if she’s 
into evil candles, such as are sold by Anton La Vey’s Church 
of Satan on evilcandles.com. Talking about arrogance, the 
whole show reduced Jesus to a sound byte that Peter Jennings 
could sit in front of and feel vastly superior to while raking in 
millions and clucking to himself that most Americans don’t 
even realize he’s Canadian, and won’t realize this as he lords 
it over the American presidential election later. I could just 
imagine him interviewing the real Jesus and cutting to the 
commercials in mid-miracle, then resuming with Gore and 
Bush given equal time. But then I’m a gift wrapper not a 
judge. Imagine what commercials would dare pre-empt Jesus 
Christ. Today I made a pledge to change my writing style. No 
more of them damn semicolons! Down with grammarians. 
The less punctuation the better. Semis are not Davids and 
they are not Goliaths. Who needs them? Did Shakespeare use 
them? No and neither will I. Okay, he didn’t use commas 
either, but I’ll keep using them, and maybe a double em or 
two, but only when I think my readers will be too lazy to 
supply them in their minds. Sick writers don’t need the 
headaches involved in perpetrating perfect punctuation. The 
antibiotic has not turned the corner yet. Deja vu in the ding-
dong. If it isn’t purple it isn’t Prickosec. The following 
product or service has been approved for your use. If 
anything the infection is stronger than the first time. I 
resigned myself today to reading more of Stephen King, 
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mixed with a little light reorganization of my diary. I have 
pretty much shelved my sci-fi novel for the time being. I got 
hung up on the name of my main character, Wesley 
Copyright. The name is too good to waste until I think out 
every aspect, every pun, every metaphor and simile, every 
association. It’s like my mind is in an infinite loop and I have 
to hit ctrl-alt-del to exit the writing task. Ever since my mid-
forties my vision has changed. I can’t use my computer unless 
I have my glasses on, but I can’t read anything in print form 
unless I take them off, albeit with a little squinting. I guess I 
need bifocals now. Progressive lenses, without the visible 
dividing line. Not that I can afford them. I’m not as rich as Bill 
Gates. Lenscrafters would probably charge upwards of three 
hundred clamolas, counting the test – too much for the 
foreseeable future. When driving, my five-year-old single-
vision eyeglasses work great anyway. If I have to read 
something I just slide them up onto my head, then squint 
away. Sometimes my long hair gets in the way. One of the 
Italians guys suggested I get my hair cut. I do cut it every 
month or so, like any middle-age Irishman who’s too short 
and has middle age spread and a fading wife and tries to act 
cultured and cultivated to keep suicide out of mind. I just 
comb it forward over my face in the bathroom mirror, like the 
Three Stooges do, and cut it until it comes above my eyes, 
then comb it back over my head. At my age I’m proud to still 
have all my hair. Hair is hair. If you’ve got it flaunt it. Look at 
Al Bundy. So what if I look like a middle age hippie. It’s not 
like I have a real job, such as a car salesman. The kiddies think 
I’m some type of Santa Claus, don’t they? And he had plenty 
of hair to go around too. And fat. Big hair and big fat equal 
happy successful ice cream man. I wonder if I could increase 
sales by dressing in a clown suit. Perhaps I should make 
peace with my maker. My maker was some geek in a lab coat 
and a Petrie dish. Why should I make peace with my maker? 
Today I was surprised to have mother hand me the phone 
with a call for me from the doctor of the day before who had 
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rubbed my leg. Actually she wasn’t a doctor, she explained 
when I called her that, just a nurse. She said she had forgotten 
to ask me to leave a blood sample and asked if I could come 
back today. I lied and said yes. The next thing she’d be asking 
me to undress for her and let her play doctor. Maybe she’d 
play coy at first, calling it a prostate exam, then ask me to 
examine her Petrie dish. Doesn’t she know I’m a hardboiled 
bachelor? And now that I work with kids I have to keep 
myself chaste. What does she think this is, the seventies 
again? I guess these bladder infections really aren’t 
contagious. I couldn’t even begin to get a woody today if my 
life depended on it. Case closed. Next. Time to tinkle. Ready. 
Aim. Arf. Awooo! When they entered, they found hanging 
upon the wall a splendid portrait of their master as they had 
last seen him, in all the wonder of his exquisite beauty and 
youth. Lying on the floor was a dead man, in evening dress, 
Elvis Aaron Presley, the fat version, wearing Levis, with a 
knife in his heart. He was withered, wrinkled, and loathsome 
of visage. It was not till they had examined the rings that they 
recognized who it was. This one’s for you, Winslow. Lord, we 
commend to thee the soul of thy servant Winslow, who, in his 
frailty, peed himself to death. Ham and eggs and frog tartar. 
Amen.  
 
June 29 (Thurs.) 
The infection turned the corner on the fourth day again, and 
this with double dosage pills. I’m sure glad I have ten more 
pills left. I’ll need them all. If I take the last one and two 
weeks later get a rebound, I might as well give it all up and 
steal a Harley, pick up the nurse, and pee and fornicate my 
way along the highway until I croak somewhere past the 
Mexican border. Why even steal a hog? I’d steal the ice cream 
truck, paint it over and disguise it as a locksmith truck. She 
would bear my child and carry my line on after moving in 
with mother. Come to think of it mother had never got 
around to making up her will leaving me the house when she 
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died like she promised. My black ass sister might have struck 
a secret deal with her to die intestate so she’d end up with 
half. The next time I saved five hundred bucks I’d take her to 
a lawyer personally and fix this slip-up and let Sissy be 
damned. I deserved the house since it’s all I had to show for a 
lifetime as a loser. I was the eldest, and should inherit 
everything, modern times and women’s lib be damned. She 
had never even lived here, and had nothing to do with the 
thing. Besides, I was making the mortgage payments now and 
that settled it. Today I resumed an old custom. Before I got a 
job, and was still surviving on savings and handouts from 
relatives, I used to make a point of sitting on my front porch 
each day around 2:00 p.m., because that’s when the mailman 
came. The mailman’s name was Wesley Copyright. He 
regularly misdelivered mail, usually giving me mail that 
belonged on the next street over from ours. Sometimes I knew 
he gave the house on that street some of ours, because it’d be 
marked “Not here”. I never marked misdelivered mail if I 
knew it belonged on a house that was close. I just put it back 
in the mailbox and he picked it up without comment. Once I 
tried to mention his problem, and found it was not the thing 
to do, so I never mentioned it again. Live and let live. He and 
I liked to shoot the bull about everything from the weather to 
politics. He, of course, had a job, and I didn’t, but he never 
asked me anything personal, ever. Of course he knew my 
birthdate, he told me, because the Social Security 
Administration sent a letter each year telling me how I had 
made far too little over my lifetime to qualify for even their 
pitiful pittance of a pension, but he didn’t know what was 
inside the letters, only their timing, and would hand me the 
letters joking about knowing my birthday. Wesley double-
dipped, receiving a military retirement paycheck along with 
his mailman salary, and he was slated to retire from the post 
office in not too many years also, he said. He had it made, 
according to his story. I never doubted him. I never told him 
what I did, and he thought that I not mother owned the 
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house, although, true, neither of us owned it, but she made 
payments on it, and said she was going to leave the payments 
to me in her will. He did know we were landlords and had a 
renter, to whom he delivered mail, so he might have thought I 
was retired and had it made in real estate or something. 
Anyway, I’d sit on the porch reading novels, studying my 
competition and trying to figure out what I could learn so that 
I could make enough to not have to have a job at all, and keep 
this con up except without fearing the wolf. In a way I had 
admired him for getting all that exercise, and he was certainly 
slim and trim, even though he was in his fifties, while I was 
fat and ten years younger. At least the new ice cream job gives 
me exercise. Maybe, after I became a wealthy writer, I’d still 
drive ice cream trucks for the exercise. Maybe I’d buy the ice 
cream company, use it for a writeoff, and advertise for 
struggling artists and writers to work there, turning the dusty 
dirty office and shed into an intellectual coffeehouse where 
deep thoughts were debated while the company ran in the 
red. Not that the drivers would go home without a fat 
paycheck. I’d institute a salary plus commission scheme, buy 
new designer trucks that looked like space ships, with 
boombox sound and holographic video games going on the 
walls. Give them sleek silver spacesuits with full air 
conditioning. No clown motif. Clowns always go with 
decrepit businesses, like what we have now. I never told 
Wesley about it though. None of his business. Being Japanese 
he’d likely try to get Japanese video games and Japanime into 
the design. When he came by today he handed me the usual 
pile of junk mail, bills, and local store ads. I asked him how he 
likee this hot weather and he said he no likee it. He likee the 
winter bettah. I askee him about the upcoming election for 
President and he said he no never votee because he a 
Vietnamese wetback with forgee papah. I told him I didn’t 
eithah. And I was sorry for thinking he Chinee. He told me 
about a moodah that had takee placee right on his blockee (he 
lived a couple of miles to the south of me, in the Vietnam 
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ghetto set up after the 1975 fall. (They all got ten thousand 
buck grants or something, so the grumbling went, and, 
always sticking together in large families, proceeded to pool 
their money together and buy businesses and real estate up, 
passing the other underclasses by at jet speed and making 
them even more jealous than the whites. For my part I was 
glad to be able to eat at Vietnamese restaurants after just a 
two-mile drive. Their food is so much more tasty than the 
bland Chinese fare). He told me my grassee needed wateree. 
But then it always did. I just watered it enough to keep it from 
dying. Who cares if it’s lush and green. What is this 
neighborhood anyway, the Ranch? Not that all the neighbors 
didn’t have well-tended lawns. I was the block’s eyesore, and 
so what? My hair and my grass are too long, don’t see enough 
water, and are showing their age. I’m an eccentric, like a 
writer should be. I cultivate eccentricity, not grass and hair. 
Not that I told Wesley that I was a writer. He asked me if his 
relatives, who were grass cutters with their own truck, and 
who worked in those cone-shaped hats from Nam, could 
come by later and give me a good deal. I declined. He finally 
said ta-da and marched on. He wasn’t really Asian. It’s just 
my rascally imagination. I knew I’d see him again in a few 
minutes, as he crossed the street and did the other side, and 
by then he’d safely be back to white like moi and most of the 
people on my street. He always parked his mini step-van to 
my right, on the other side, and went around in a loop, 
starting on my side first. We probably needed each other. I 
forgot to tell him about my bladdah infection, but then, 
talking to him made me forgetee about it. Lonny finally called 
and said he hadn’t even looked at the Jap car until now. The 
tranny was defective, yes, he admitted, and it was covered by 
his warranty. He’d start looking for another one and put it in 
he promised. He said he’d call us when he had it fixed. We 
both knew this meant we wouldn’t be hearing from him for 
weeks. When we originally took it to him at the beginning of 
April we thought he’d have a working car in two weeks. Two 
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days! That was all his schlock tranny lasted before dying. 
Where did he get it, a junkyard? I wonder if he did any 
rebuilding on it or just used us as a guinea pig. If it weren’t 
for our blasted luck we’d have no luck at all. We had one 
piece of nonblasted luck. Mother had struck a deal with the 
elderly woman down the block to take me to work regularly. 
In return mother promised her some money for her gas and 
time later, over her protests don’t you know. This woman was 
a churchy type and mother used to be churchy in her youth, 
practically being brought up in the Methodist church, and 
ending up playing piano for them, but had quit going years 
ago. Probably getting her back to church was an ulterior 
motive for her altruism. Not that mother would go to any 
church. Her arthritis made it too hard, she said. The woman’s 
name was Girly. She was ten years younger than mother but 
looked no younger. Still she tried to look younger than her 
age with makeup tricks. Like Dolly Parton said in Steel 
Magnolias, there’s one saying I’ve lived by all my life, and that 
is there’s no such thing as natural beauty. At least she didn’t 
have arthritis yet. The church was around on the other side of 
our block, and she’d always walk to it on Sunday mornings 
and spend half the day there. I later found church literature 
hanging on the doorknob, and found that it was a Methodist 
church all right, but had a female minister, and was into an 
odd mixture of Trinitarian doctrines and social liberalism. She 
had this weird accent, which I tried hard to place – Maryland, 
maybe. Some place back East but not too far South. She had 
two giant bulldogs that hated everybody’s guts but hers and 
her relatives’, and this despite me having gone to their fence 
almost every day when they were pups and making friends 
and throwing them meat and bones and dog food so they 
wouldn’t hate me when they grew up. That’s dog gratitude 
for ya. As I accompanied mother to the grocery store and tried 
to sit in the back of her van, I found it crowded with a giant 
fifty-pound bag of Purina Dog Chow, and a bale of hay, 
which gave off a sweet odor. She asked me to carry the bag to 
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her porch, but leave the hay in the van because her son (about 
my age, a skilled laborer who always had a job) would come 
later that day and haul that in. It was for her rabbits, she told 
us. For her dogs also. As we drove along the sweet smell 
began to fade and a scratchy itchy feeling mixed with a hint of 
decay, urine maybe, take its place. Despite my weak condition 
I was glad I was strong enough to carry that bag, as well as 
mother’s groceries later. I decided to go back to work 
tomorrow, thinking about mother’s will and how I’d keep 
receipts now in the event of a lawsuit by Sissy. That evening I 
checked my email and there was one from my free web site 
boardroom. It was from the Admiral, under his Star Trek 
alias. He had visited my web site and placed a glowing 
recommendation of me in the boardroom for all to read. I only 
got a message post in my boardroom every few months, and 
the free boardroom service only kept a message online for a 
few months before backing up into their archives, so I was 
glad he’d kept it from going dry again for a few months.  
 
June 30 (Fri.) 
I didn’t feel too great, but I had to get to work since the 
mortgage payment was due in two weeks and I had three 
hundred more dollars to go according to mother. Sissy called, 
and when we told her Lonny was blackmailing us for a down 
payment on the Ford, she told us she’d take the whole thing 
over because she could deal with him better than us. Lonny 
was her age, she kept saying. The first thing she would do is 
tell him she was yanking the Ford out of his lot and finding 
another mechanic. It was out of my hands now at least. I 
waited for Girly to call mother and say she was ready, then 
went out to her van and sat in the back with the smell of hay 
almost giving me hay fever. I finally asked about her accent 
and she said what accent? It turned out she was born in this 
area just like me. I guess nobody in this western state with no 
class and no culture has an accent to inherit, so they each 
develop their own. Speaking of western states and big cities, 
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why, in every movie and TV show produced in Hollywood, 
do they always use Denver for a nice, safe boring town 
somebody’s relatives are from? For instance, in that 1960 
Twilight Zone episode “The After Hours” about that 
department store, where Anne Francis (“Honey West”, 
“Forbidden Planet”), now Marsha White, is taken to the ninth 
floor to buy a gold thimble for her mother, and later discovers 
there is no ninth floor and she is a mannequin that shares life 
for a month at a time with the eleven other mannequins. Why 
does she tell the store managers that her family is from 
Denver? I used to keep a list of Denver sightings: Gilligan’s 
Island (Thurston Howell owned a section of downtown 
Denver), The Wild Wild West, Have Gun Will Travel, 
everything except Star Trek. Maybe they used Denver in there 
too. If so, somebody will email me and tell me one day. 
Denver is like one of those Hollywood character actors that 
everybody knows by face but not by name, like Harris Yulin, 
Robert Webber, Robert J. Wilke, Arthur Treacher of Fish n’ 
Chips fame, etc., only in reverse. Nobody knows what Denver 
looks like from Hollywood productions. Forget “Dynasty”. 
Anyway, I’m not going to Denverize my diary or my novel. A 
big city in the American west where people pretend to have 
culture and class and accents but don’t doesn’t necessarily 
mean !*!?. By the way, Arnold Schwarzenegger does own a 
section of downtown Denver. He bought it when it was a skid 
row, knowing it would be redeveloped as a trendy yuppie 
haven where he could put in a Planet Hollywood. When I got 
to the lot not only was my truck a mess but I was told that I 
would be trying a new route. Apparently they decided to give 
my lucrative Ranch route to some more regular driver. Not 
that I held it against them. The Bishop handed me a new map 
after I searched in vain for the old one. It seems the Pig had 
done something to it, because only about a quarter of it 
remained, and the wrong quarter too. I was given a route in 
an unincorporated county way south of the big city that the 
Bishop said should be good, but if I didn’t like it he’d give me 
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another to try. As if I had a choice. The county was called 
Landmark County, since it was the home of the Landmark 
airport. It wasn’t actually a county of its own, but an 
unincorporated part of Little County, which went north from 
there. It actually wasn’t as southerly as the Ranch, being just 
north of it, and the Bishop said that sections of it were quite 
posh. County Line Road, which ran east-west, divided the 
two areas. Again the eastern edge of my route was Busy Blvd. 
and the western edge was Trucker Blvd. Going down the 
interstate I remembered my bum buddy and didn’t turn off at 
the Trucker Blvd. exit but went on south knowing I’d 
eventually get to the County Line Road exit, even though I’d 
be a couple of miles east of Busy Blvd. and would have to 
backtrack a little, as the interstate cut diagonally across the 
big city from northwest to southeast. As I passed the 
intersection with the Lincoln Continental theater, I looked 
hard for the bum on the end of the off-ramp, but didn’t see 
him – another day, maybe. When I passed the theater their big 
billboard said the new movie was Battlefield Earth. Wouldn’t 
you know it? Getting to County Line Blvd. took forty minutes, 
and by the time I had backtracked to Busy Blvd., I had taken 
close to an hour – holy cow! Not only that, I had found myself 
surrounded by cars, and couldn’t get over in time to turn, so I 
ended up continuing down County Line west towards 
Trucker. When I reached Screwy Blvd. I hooked a left, not 
because my route was there, no, it was on the right, but I 
again couldn’t get to the right lane and this was the best I 
could do. Face it, this old truck was hard to drive in heavy 
traffic. I wondered how old it was. Twenty years probably. 
The worst trouble is the side mirrors. Not the back mirror. I 
have this mirror at the back of my truck on the roof, 
positioned so that I have a clear view of my rear bumper. It is 
impossible to back up in a crowded space without it. And it 
helps me spot kiddies who sneak up and try to ride my 
bumper, which happens. I mean the side mirrors, up front. 
The driver’s side was a flat mirror with no smaller bubble 
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mirror pasted to the bottom like on the right side, so I had a 
huge blind spot just behind me, and had enough close calls to 
be afraid to take chances. Not that I wouldn’t get the best of 
any vehicle smaller than a dump truck in a collision. Once on 
the interstate I thought the left lane was clear, and I know the 
rules about always staying in the right lane, but I couldn’t 
hack this slow vehicle in front of me, so I chanced it, and was 
surprised by a motorcycle swerving between my truck and a 
car in the next lane and passing me. Later I saw the helmetless 
driver’s right arm come up in a royal salute and give me the 
finger as he gunned the engine onto an off-ramp. So much for 
ice cream trucks getting respect. I’m just trying to make a 
living, after all. Why did he drive in my blind spot in the first 
place, the turd. The turd. I was becoming the joke page, step 
by step. Get a grip on yourself. You’re a Vulcan and believe in 
pure logic and no emotion. After getting onto Screwy I again 
missed the turn into the big parking lot of the Landmark 
Shopping Center that sprawled out from this intersection, and 
kept going down Screwy towards the Ranch. I was surprised 
when Screwy swung to the left suddenly in a big arc, then 
started heading into I didn’t know where. After another half 
hour of confusion and turns into side streets, parking lots, 
shopping centers and church lots, I finally got back to Busy 
Blvd. Blvd. It turned out that Busy actually ended a few miles 
south of County Line Road, disappearing into thin air as 
Screwy Blvd., another main thoroughfare through the big city 
that went north-south parallel to Busy Blvd. (to the west of it), 
suddenly veered 45 degrees, crossed the endpoint of Busy 
Blvd., and took its place as a main street, going southeast all 
the way into the boonies, the ever-shrinking no-man’s land 
between our big city and the next big city in the state, the 
Springs. If this is confusing then join the club. I had to live 
with it every day now. As a consequence of this skewing, this 
replacement of Busy with Screwy Blvd. as the main drag, all 
the streets around here were 45 degrees out of phase with the 
rest of the big city. Maybe this was meant to be a statement by 
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somebody. Be it as it may, intersection where the twist 
happened I shall call Screwy Corners. Back in Landmark, I 
turned off Busy Blvd. and what was the first thing I ran into 
but Busy Hill Cemetery. Now I know my product sells itself 
but cadavers are too much of a stretch. This cemetery has a 
personal significance because my other long-dead sister is 
buried here. There is no headstone because father’s family 
gave the plot to my mother but were too cheap to buy one for 
her. Her grave was just a hole in the ground with a metal 
plate. I went to the edge of the cemetery, found the residential 
area, and parked at the curb again to prepare for the selling 
tour. At least this neighborhood had big trees. It must have 
been the “Ranch” of twenty years ago, now left behind in the 
urban crawl further south. In any case, out here the way to tell 
the age of a subdevelopment was by the trees. Not that I 
could tell the age of trees. Twenty, thirty, who knows? Who 
cares? I turned on the music and started trucking along at five 
miles an hour, feeling somewhat like an invader. I always felt 
a little like an invader until I got a customer. Then I felt 
wanted. The whole area was dead. Not only were there no 
customers but I didn’t see anybody, not even people working 
in their yards or going to-from a vehicle or parking. It was 
like an extension of the cemetery. I chuckled at the Bishop and 
his little tricks. He must have given me a dead route as a form 
of punishment. Not that I didn’t deserve it, since I was so 
unreliable. I’d be lucky to make five bucks again, I figured 
now. The only customer I had for the first two hours was a 
postal carrier who jumped out of his little truck and paid a 
buck for a Pepsi. I just noticed that the postal trucks are 
miniature versions of my half-ton Step-Van, with the driver’s 
wheel on the wrong side. I wondered if they too had no air 
conditioner. If so, my hat’s off to them. Not that I wore a hat. 
Most of them actually wore pith helmets. I’m glad I don’t 
have to do this job in the freezing cold winter. The carrier 
must have been pretty thirsty to buy pop from me. We carry 
pop only for those who are totally dying of thirst. After all, 
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pop is one of the cheapest items on the menu, and isn’t worth 
the trouble. We want two-buck sales from each customer, not 
one. The best to hope for is three bucks, that is, an ice cream 
and a pop with it, so the pop is nice to have on hand for high-
roller customers. So far I’d never seen that happen, but the 
summer is young. I noticed that the ice paks don’t keep the 
pop very cold. By the time I put the ice paks on the pop it’s 
already past noon, and the truck is probably 100 degrees 
inside, and so is the pop. After only an hour or even several 
hours the ice paks haven’t had enough time to work very 
well. I do notice that at night when doing my inventory and 
taking the ice paks off, the pop is finally cold enough to be a 
good refreshing drink. That, as they say, is life. I could put 
some dry ice on the pop when I first start out, but it would 
cause the cans to swell and burst. When I took the truck back 
from the Pig I noticed a row of three cans in the cooler like 
that. They had not burst, only swollen, like fat pigs. He 
probably put the dry ice on them so he could drink them 
himself, and perhaps he had drank several, for when I took 
the truck over several were sold, more than I’d ever done. I 
felt strange getting a 12-pack of pop with my order this time. 
He sold them to himself no doubt. Even he had a limit since 
he left three cold ones chilling too long. Maybe that’s the real 
reason for them. The cagey Godfather thinks the drivers will 
sell them to themselves, and he’ll rake in 70 percent. Maybe 
so, and more power to him. That’s free enterprise. I 
exchanged the bloated ones for new ones up front at no cost. 
The Pig had four or five ice cream items in the freezer that 
were ruined somehow, for instance, torn wrappers, or 
smooshed, so they were unsaleable. (Smooshed – that word 
was used by a young female customer once, and I never 
forgot it, now using it myself whenever I could.) I found that I 
could exchange any smooshed item at the office with no 
questions asked, although sometimes they would substitute 
items of equal value. The deserted streets started to get 
positively spooky, Stephen Kingy-spooky. As I drove alone 
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the various squeaks the truck made began to talk to me. 
“Help me! Help me!” I kept trying to look directly ahead, but 
something made me look over my left shoulder at the passing 
houses, all nearly identical, all identically deserted. Suddenly, 
in the back yard of one, over a chain link fence, I saw 
Pennywise the Clown, the one in the film version, holding a 
little kiddie in the air, its little eyes gaping but its little mouth 
muzzled with one big white-gloved hand, while the big clown 
leered at me. I heard the cries again and knew. The kiddies 
were dragging under the truck, after I’d run over them by 
mistake. I was the I Scream Man. Nuts. I should take my eyes 
off the road more often. Stephen King, you suck. I prefer 
Mark Twain. About 3:00 p.m. I was driving down a typical 
deserted but beautiful and affluent neighborhood street when 
a fifty-something man flagged me down and came up to my 
driver’s side. I was trying to tell him to go to the other side so 
he could see the pictures (I never said menu), when he asked 
me if I could name that silly song my music box blared all the 
time. I couldn’t. He then told me a quick but interesting story 
about red wings. Even sang the lyrics. It was so fast I didn’t 
catch it all, but there was something about mountains in it I 
think. “Pretty red wings, pretty red wings” – like that. He said 
the song was old but used to be popular. I was amazed at this 
guru of the dead homes, and even though I couldn’t afford it I 
offered him his choice of free ice cream. He declined, then 
accepted a Strawberry Shortcake popsicle that I handed him. I 
didn’t pick it out, just reached in and took the first thing I 
could grab. And it wasn’t exactly a popsicle. It was by Good 
Humor, and it was a frozen bar on a popsicle stick. He 
unwrapped it, looked at it, and asked me what that coating on 
it was, “Rice Krispies?” I told him it was nuts of some kind. 
Not that I had ever eaten one. From where I was it looked a 
little like a drumstick, which I know is covered with nuts. I 
drove on, now all-too aware of the music that I had been 
trying to ignore to keep me from going crazy. Probably a song 
about a fairy with pretty red wings that dances on mountain 
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tops. I kept exploring the new route, repeatedly consulting 
my map when I got mixed up as to which way was which. 
Until about 5:00 p.m. the day was a total bust. Then I saw the 
kiddies starting to play on the street everywhere. Where they 
had been up till now I never figured out. Perhaps it was too 
hot until then to want to play on the street. Maybe they were 
all in summer school. Maybe they all were at some kind of 
event that I didn’t know about. But when the kiddies start to 
play on the street, I start getting some business, and I got 
some fresh fish. Unfortunately a lot of them didn’t have much 
money, which was hard to understand since their parents 
were rich. By 6:00 p.m. I calculated that it was only going at 
around twenty bucks an hour now. I ended up in an 
unmarked cul-de-sac trying to make the u-turn to get back 
out. I saw a man standing in his yard near the end. As I 
passed him he yelled angrily at me. “Get out of here! We 
don’t like your kind! Don’t ever come back!” I waved at him 
like I do everybody. He stared back. I was just getting back to 
the entrance of the cul-de-sac when I spotted a kiddie coming 
out hastily. At first I kind of felt ambushed, expecting him to 
yell at me too, but it was the cavalry instead. He waved green 
at me, and I pulled over, and he bought a Super Mario Bros. 
bar. Then his brothers and sisters poured out, lined up, and 
gave me a nice sale. The angry man by now had moped back 
into his house, beaten. I’m the ice cream man. Doesn’t he 
know that I rule? Never underestimate the political uses of a 
bunch of kiddies. That one incident made my day, even if I 
didn’t make much money. When I found the posh part of the 
route, I got thrown for another loop. Most of the posh houses 
were in so-called covenant-controlled communities, with 
fences and gates, and big signs up front saying No Solicitors 
and No Trespassing. Not all of them said No Solicitors, 
however, just ninety percent. Now I understood what had 
happened earlier. The angry man didn’t live in a covenant 
community, but wish he did, and maybe he was trying to 
legislate one with his mouth. I just couldn’t bring myself to go 
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where I was not wanted, especially with the angry man’s 
mouth hurting my ears, even though I remembered the 
President telling me on day one to go everywhere I could and 
let them throw me out. Sorry, Mister President, but I can’t do 
that even for my country. So, after driving up close enough to 
read the posted covenant restrictions, I would turn around in 
their driveway just outside the gate and go on if it said No 
Solicitors. Eventually, though, I found one covenant 
community that had no No Solicitors sign. I went in and gave 
myself a free tour of how the better half lived. Every house 
looked like a storybook castle. The trouble was, no customers. 
These ritzy people didn’t go the curb and buy ice cream. They 
probably had giant home freezers and had it all delivered. So 
I was damned if I did and damned if I didn’t. The prospect of 
having to scratch for my only sales from that one cul-de-sac 
where the angry man would be waiting loomed. Still, I felt I 
had to check out every covenant community in my route if 
only to mark it off my list. But this whole area must have been 
out to get me. One time as I was turning around at the gate, a 
preteen male kid came up from inside and stopped my truck. 
He had on a t-shirt saying Born to be Bad. I asked him what 
he wanted to buy, and he begged me to wait while his friend 
was getting him some money. He was all smiles and flattery. I 
bit, and he stood me down for fifteen minutes, all the while 
trying to get me to give him some free ice cream in exchange 
for the flattery. There never was any friend. The bad kid just 
wouldn’t give up, and I finally gave him a free piece of bubble 
gum to get rid of him. It didn’t work. He jumped on the step 
and wouldn’t budge. I asked him if he’d ever heard of Eddie 
Haskell of Leave it to Beaver fame. He had. He was badder 
than Eddie Haskell, he volunteered. I told him he was really 
good inside, that he would grow up to be a nice person. That 
made him only badder. He started making lewd remarks, 
such as suggesting I wanted his body and that I was mean not 
to give him some free ice cream. Sitting on the wrong side of 
the selling box from him, I was helpless to do anything, and 
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as much as I wanted to smack the brat I didn’t want to touch a 
kid. I finally shook him off somehow, and gunned the gas like 
a scared jackrabbit. This was an apt simile because a real 
jackrabbit hopped out of the tumbleweeds in front of my 
truck and just missed getting run over. It seems this whole 
burb was built up out of the wild prairie and jackrabbits lived 
all over it, in people’s yards as well as vacant lots. I wondered 
how they could survive the peoples’ dogs, but I guess 
jackrabbits are faster than dogs. I wondered if these people 
ever caught any rabbits and had rabbit stew or hasenpfeffer 
for dindin. Whether they did or not, I chalked that covenant 
community off my list. (After note: This was my first but not 
last experience with JDs – juvenile delinquents – on the route.) 
As I sped away from the brat, I spied a cluster of homes that 
didn’t have any wall, fence, gate, whatever. Going into it I 
soon got a bite. A kid stopped me and ordered a lemon-lime 
Italian ice. As he was taking his time, a woman lined up with 
a girl, and they bought two more items. Then a flock of kids 
arrived, with the father bringing up the rear. He bought for 
them all, but not for himself. They ended up standing back on 
the lawn since they were barefoot and the pavement was hot 
enough to cook eggs. Then more showed up. One man said 
I’d really picked the right street today and sure was cleaning 
up. What could I say but that’s right, business is great. I 
learned a lesson here, namely that you should always look 
like you’re having a great day even when you’re not. Still, by 
seven o’clock my sales had yet to break a hundred. It was a 
sign of a loser in this business that he couldn’t break a 
hundred, kind of like for a boot camp soldier not to be able to 
do ten chinups. If I couldn’t do at least a hundred fifty, I 
figured I might as well not even be doing this. One time I 
thought I had saved the day by pulling up to an elementary 
school just as some kind of baseball game was ending. 
Unfortunately the school parking lot said Official School 
Business Only, with something about being regularly 
patrolled by the sheriff, so I decided to park on the curb 
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outside. That just caused me to be passed by one SUV after 
another full of kiddies and parents. The one group of kiddies 
that did come up at first were jumping up and down, but 
when the daddy arrived he talked them into going to Dairy 
Queen instead. Meet me at DQ. Talk about insulting. I drove 
around in futility for another half hour at least, maybe an 
hour. Thankfully the whole day was saved by one good street, 
a cul-de-sac near the Landmark shopping center and Screwy 
Blvd., at about the halfway point in my route. I didn’t know it 
was a coal sack until it was too late and I had turned into it, 
else I might have zagged the other direction. In Landmark a 
lot of the coal sacks weren’t marked with a “No Outlet”, 
“Dead End”, or other warning sign like in the Ranch. As I 
drove into it, trying to maintain my speed at oh five despite 
the temptation to speed up until I got to the u-turn, I could see 
some shopping center buildings in the gaps between the 
houses across County Line Blvd. At first there were just a few 
kids playing, but I saw the ice cream dance, the rabbit run, 
and soon the entire block was crammed with mommies and 
small kids, pouring out of nice upscale new-looking houses, 
brandishing wallets and purses. It was like an Indian ambush. 
I was surrounded. Then the rabbit principle really hit 
overdrive, and I actually wondered if I could get out of there 
without yet another curtain call. People would just keep 
coming out of the houses, some ordering twice. I must have 
sold fifty bucks worth at this one stop. I could hear the Bishop 
telling me this route was so good. He was right, but he didn’t 
tell me it was all on one block, and a coal sack at that. From 
now on I’d never skip another coal sack. They have people in 
them too. Maybe they’re more likely to buy out of sheer 
gratitude for going in. Maybe they’re lonely. Who knows? If I 
just had ten blocks like this one I would have it made. My 
Tom Sawyer fantasy flashed back from the ever-red wings. I 
couldn’t drive every street in this or any other route in one 
day at five miles an hour anyway. It took anywhere from two 
to four days, depending on the number of stops and the 
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business, and that was skipping a lot of coal sacks (actually 
I’d developed a compromise of slowing down, even stopping, 
next to the No Outlet sign, and waiting for anybody to come 
out of the coal sack to my truck – I know, I was an ash-hole). I 
finally decided to hold out the hope that the other half of the 
route was the good part, and I had chosen the butt end by 
beginner’s luck. This was the only straw of hope left to grab 
onto since my time was running out today. Still, I am more of 
a pessimist than an optimist nowadays, and who would 
blame me, so I kept wishing I could bail out and go back to 
my Ranch route, which I could glimpse every now and then 
over County Line Road, beckoning me. I never knew which 
driver had taken it over, but I felt like he was stealing from 
me in some kind of abstract way, complex and filled with 
variables like ‘Lonny’ and ‘Sissy’ and ‘struggling writer’. 
Never mind. I could never prove it in court, especially when I 
added-in ‘tend to be lazy’, ‘sweat like a pig’, and ‘still lives 
with mother’, and ‘prone to bladder infections’. One thing 
compensated, though: the priceless joy in the little kiddies’ 
faces. No matter how down I got, how bad my personal 
troubles were, the kiddies never knew it. They just saw me as 
some kind of a god, the summer Santa Claus, and thought I 
was neat and my truck was neat, and just loved me. One kid 
even shouted to me that I “ruled”. Money isn’t everything. 
When I cashed out I was glad that I did do a hundred fifty, 
making forty bucks net. I told the Bishop that I must have 
picked the wrong side of the route to start on, and he assured 
me again that it was supposed to be a good route. 
“Supposed” he said. Aha! I could see him backing down a 
smidgen. Further thought convinced me that he wouldn’t 
knowingly give me a bad route, since they made money only 
if I made money, and we were supposed to be on the same 
team. Again, I was an iffy driver, missing a lot of good selling 
days. As the Admiral once misquoted from Star Trek, what’s 
good for the many is not necessarily good for the one. I 
deserved it anyway. I had sold my soul to Lonny, hadn’t I. 
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“You know what your trouble is?” volunteered the Bishop 
suddenly, catching me in a silent funk, which I wasn’t, till 
now, known for in this place. “I admit nothing without a 
lawyer present,” I replied, trying to get out of the funk before 
it was noticed, which I hoped it hadn’t been. “You think too 
much. When you’re out there, just drive, don’t think. You 
know who makes the best drivers? People who just put in the 
hours and the miles and use up the gas, without thinking. All 
thinking will do is become counterproductive.” He then did a 
pantomime of a happy thoughtless driver trucking along with 
both hands on the wheel, swinging in time to the inane music. 
“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll try to remember that from now on.” 
Girly was waiting for me with mother. I had stressed to them 
that I’d be leaving the gate at exactly 9:15 p.m., and had been 
very punctual, so I was surprised when mother said they’d 
been waiting for almost half an hour for me. It seems they 
overestimated the amount of time it would take to get here. 
Girly was, come to think of it, one of the poorest drivers I’d 
ever seen, unlike mother, who was only on the bottom twenty 
percent of drivers, so cautious that she never even would 
drive on a highway or after dark. Mother had never had a 
ticket in twenty or thirty years, other than one itsy-bitsy ticket 
from a female cop for failing to signal a turn at her own 
corner two years ago. Girly, however, was in a different 
league entirely. She stopped short for a yellow the first chance 
she got, failed to note when it turned green until she got 
honked at, and when she got on the highway, took forever to 
switch lanes, preferring to turn on her blinker first and wait 
until there wasn’t a car within a block of us before getting the 
nerve. When we reached the turnoff to home, she almost 
collided with a vehicle on the on-ramp. The on and off-ramps 
were very confused here, and criss-crossed, but she had the 
right-of-way not them, although she acted just the opposite, 
causing them to go from braking to speeding up, while she 
went from braking to speeding up to braking again – I started 
to see that cemetery again, with me in it next to my sister. 



The Ice Cream Man 

170 

Why me? Why does it always happen to me? If I weren’t a 
writer I could get cynical. As mother heated up dinner 
(spaghetti – she knows I like her to cook it ahead of time and 
then reheat it because it tastes better reheated), I watched the 
nightly local news on TV. The world must revolve around me 
or something, since the top item was about Landmark county 
and how it had been in a war to incorporate as its own city 
after neighboring cities tried to annex juicy parts of its lands. 
They were setting up a ballot initiative for the fall. I could tell 
them a thing or two, namely, don’t bother. Your so-called 
town isn’t worth it, other than a street or two maybe. I have 
shaken the dust off my feet as far as it’s concerned. Not that 
anybody asked me. 
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CHAPTER 6. 
THE RUSSIANS, THE AMERICAN WAY, AND NEW UTLET 
 
July 1 (Sat.) 
Today is Sa-turd-ay. I should be happy and proud because 
this is supposed to be a good sales day, but after the 
experiences of the day before on my new route I wasn’t so 
cheerful, but a buck is a buck, and Girly was game, so off I 
went to work in her back seat, clutching my towels, heavy 
coin tray, sunblocker lotion bottle, bill wallet, and a little sack 
with some grapes that mother made for me for my snack. One 
thing about Girly. She was a doting grandmother. Her son 
had some kids, and her already too-small backyard was 
crammed with playground equipment, painted all kinds of 
gaudy colors. The big dogs had been fenced into a twenty-foot 
by five-foot run lined with hay to make room for the stuff, 
even though the kids only visited infrequently. As we drove 
down the interstate towards the Commerce City turnoff, I 
eyed the junky businesses on both sides, being surprised to 
see a kiddie playground set on a roof, one that looked just like 
hers. I guess that was where she bought it. I asked her and she 
said that was correct. She was trying to change lanes since the 
lane she was in exited in a quarter mile. She ended up 
stopping half inside the off-ramp then waiting for a chance to 
get back on the interstate. I was sure we would be rear-ended 
but we got in without more than a honk or two. We gained 
speed. Within seconds I saw another playground equipment 
company. At least their stuff wasn’t so gaudily painted. In a 
way this whole run was an extension of her backyard, and 
now I was the kid taking the ride. Curse my imagination 
again. As we swung towards Commerce City there is an 
immediate need to get over to the left two lanes or else one 
ends up in the lanes heading into the Aura highway turnoff. 
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She forgot about this and that’s just where we ended up. 
Getting back to the lot now took over half an hour, somebody 
honking at us every five minutes like clockwork. I agreed 
with every excuse she gave, blaming her bad driving on the 
other drivers. As she let me off I felt a weight come off my 
shoulders. More like six feet of dirt. There were the President 
and the Godfather, helping the Mechanic work on an ice 
cream truck that was jacked-up in front of the garage. It seems 
that all the Italian men were expert mechanics, the way they 
worked as a team, shouting signals to each other, working 
things under the hood, running into the garage for tools and 
parts. I could never understand car mechanics, not because I 
wasn’t intellectually able, but because the Star Trek years had 
made me feel too good for mechanical labor, and prefer 
working with my mind instead of my hands. Now that I was 
past the big four-oh I realized I had made a life mistake. Just 
look at how Loony (my new name for him) used us, knowing 
neither I nor mother knew diddly about cars and he could get 
by with anything with us. I wondered how many of the 
repairs he made over the past ten years were really just paper 
repairs, charging us for parts he never installed. Maybe he 
actually did things like loosen bolts to make the car act funny 
a month after we got it back so that we’d be back for more. 
Maybe the tranny thing was his doing. I didn’t know why 
though, since he had given us the warranty and it was his 
loss, but he’s such a snake that anything is possible. The thing 
was that he put on such a good act, everybody, including 
mother, always believed his B.S., and even trusted him. If 
only I had taken auto mechanics in high school I would be a 
pro by now, and either wouldn’t need him at all or at least 
could look over his shoulder and keep him honest. Say la vee. 
I reap what I sow. If only I had been born Italian. At least I 
can trust the Godfather. I told him about the left-side mirror 
problem and it was no surprise when he fixed it immediately. 
I never got anybody to fix the rubberless brake pedal but by 
now I had decided that I just had tender feet and needed to 
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toughen them up, so I didn’t want it fixed anymore. This 
especially when I found that one of the temp drivers that had 
used my truck had been a woman, and she hadn’t complained 
of any sore foot. The blackening of the hands from the 
decrepit steering wheel was a borderline case for my macho 
ego, and I decided I might replace it eventually but for now 
would not let it bother me. I just washed my hands in the 
truck every now and then and made do. One thing I did do 
was accept a free seat cushion from the President. He said it 
would help keep my legs from cramping so much by the time 
I returned to the lot. When I went to get my ice cream from 
the front office, I got a new surprise. This was the Fourth of 
July weekend, and there was going to be a sales contest. The 
winners would get cash prizes, from fifty to two hundred 
bucks. Everybody was expecting the Natural to win the first 
prize. It was just my luck that I had this lousy route instead of 
my lucrative Ranch route. I couldn’t help grumbling to the 
Bishop about it, and to my surprise he told me the Ranch 
route was open now and I could have it back. I accepted 
greedily. He then explained to me that the contest had 
actually started yesterday and I wasn’t doing so good. The 
prizes were for the best total over the four-day weekend. I 
told him I don’t think I can work four days in this hot weather 
without dying. He shrugged. As for yesterday, he informed 
me almost like a failing student, the posh people on the 
Landmark route had no doubt left town and gone to the 
mountains, and that’s why I did so poorly. Those same people 
would be returning little by little, reaching a peak on 
Monday, so they could have a day home before going back to 
the rat race. If I had hung in there the Landmark route might 
have been better than the Ranch route, but since I had agreed 
on the latter now, he’d give the former to some other driver. 
Now I had learned to appreciate him. The Bishop was like a 
money computer, always making cold, calculating decisions 
to increase the bottom line. He didn’t play favorites. I couldn’t 
blame him. Of the five brothers, somebody had to do it. This 
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was why I called him the Bishop. He had truly missed his 
calling. If he wanted to get into the priesthood now it 
wouldn’t be too late. He could still get promoted and have his 
own diocese, selling pie in the sky, such as indulgences, 
absolutions, whatever it was they sold, all more lucrative than 
ice cream and I know he would run the bottom line with great 
skill right to the max no matter who he used. And I used to 
want to be an only child. Not that I believed a word of his 
spiel about Landmark being better than the Ranch. A well-
marked No Outlet beats an unmarked one any day. I had 
been having nightmares about that “No Outlet” sign recently. 
No Outlet... Noo Utlet! That’s the true, hidden name for the 
network of urban crawl developments ruining the big city, 
our big city, every big city in America, maybe in the world. 
It’s a city within the city, a city over the city, kind of like the 
Net itself. They all look the same, and work the same. Their 
function is to make all people the same. They are all made of 
boxes made out of ticky tacky, even if they are not so small. 
And they all play on the golf course, and they all have pretty 
children, and the children go to school and summer camp and 
then to the university where they are put into boxes and all 
come out the same. And they graduate into business and 
marry and raise a family in more boxes made of ticky tacky 
that all look the same. Malvina Reynolds copyrighted those 
lyrics in 1962, and Pete Seeger made them legendary, but 
since then the conspiracy has gone way beyond their ken, 
because “they” have quietly foisted the cul-de-sac, the coal 
sack, on legions. All New Utlets are full of coal sacks, not 
because they are an afterthought, or an innovation, but 
because they are the raison d’etre, the higher function, that 
was there from day one on the drawing boards. The ticky 
tacky boxes are their lower function, forced uniformity. The 
early ticky-tacky ‘hoods had grid streets, because people have 
to be led into the trap slowly and gently, generation by 
generation. If a generation can get used to ticky-tacky ‘hoods, 
they can get used to coal sacks, without seeing the walls 
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closing in. I can just see “them” thinking that all good things 
come to those who wait. New Utlets are very good to “them”, 
you see. Why? Because New Utlets all have just one way in 
and one way out. Think of it from the POV of orbiting 
satellites with high power lenses and the pinpoint accuracy of 
the Global Positioning System. We’re like sheep trapped in 
pens for some kind of coming slaughter. Once when I was a 
kid I spent a day biking around the slaughterhouse section of 
the big city, right off of I-Pothole. I came behind a fenced 
corral, and heard something I’ll never forget. The bleating of 
sheep. They had been herded from the big corral to a much 
smaller pen under a shed, which led to a door, the killing 
door. That was a cul-de-sac. Pronounce after me. Noo Ootlet, 
like a Scot would say, strong on the diphthongs. Purse your 
lips out and use your tongue obscenely and say the word with 
as thick a brogue as you can. A’ live in a’ Noo Ootlet, and a’ 
am a stupid bleatin’ sheep. I guess ‘am fond a’ sheep. What is 
that famous Scottish regiment? The Black Watch. They had 
pipers of all sizes, short ones tall ones big ones little ones. 
Look at the flag wavers. They’re playing the Scottish National 
Anthem. Ever seen a kilt on horseback before? Don’t be a 
galloping gossip. What is a Noo Ootlet? A branch of Scotland 
in America? Yes, where people are the sheep. I want to go to 
Noo Utlet and play a game a’ golf, laddies, with some sheep 
in tha’ meadow. These’ fat and prosperous sheep, and have a 
lot a’ wool to shear them a’. The ladies wear flowin’ skirts and 
the gents wear sheep chaps. Visit them only during daylight, 
and just make sure  there’s only one entrance and exit. Give 
me ma’ kilts and ma’ bagpipes an’ I’ll be off in ma’ ice cream 
truck to see ma’ laddies and sell them their root beer floats. 
On the way out I got into a talk with the President and told 
him about the many covenant communities in the Little City 
and why I never went in them when I saw a No Soliciting 
sign, or even a No Trespassing sign. The roads in them are 
public roads, he smilingly assured me, and nobody can take 
away your access. The no soliciting refers to door-to-door 
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salesmen, not ice cream trucks that stay on the public roads. I 
told him I would go into any covenant communities on my 
route from now on, knowing that in the Ranch I’d never seen 
any. So I headed out to my old Ranch Root in New Utlet 
(Americanized spelling to throw conspiracy theorists off – just 
pronounce everything with a Scotch accent, gooey 
diphthongs, and trills on every r, and you’ll be all right) with 
a positive attitude, hoping to add at least fifty dollars to the 
day’s take by showing in the contest, like a dog at a dog track. 
What was on my mind at first was that guy telling me about 
red wings. I spent the wee morning hours before leaving for 
work searching the Web for all instances of “red wings”, and 
coming up with nothing. I tried the newsgroups, again 
coming up flat. If this song was so popular then why couldn’t 
I trace it on the Net? I know my route is pure Scotch, but they 
like these little Indian lays for local color. There is even one 
spot on my root (remember to trill the r) where there is a golf 
course housing development. That’s right, laddies. Have a 
golf course instead of a backyard. Drive your golf cart right 
from your garage to the course. Just three hundred thousand 
for the Little Putter model, four hundred for the Woods 
model, and five hundred for the Deluxe Driver. This 
development is at the west end of my root, right off of City 
Center Blvd. Since I was feeling Scotch, I decided to start the 
day diving right intuit. It is more a nest of construction sites 
than homes so far. Whole streets are in various stages of finish 
at the same time, from mere plots of dirt with signs in front 
saying “Sold”, to foundations alone, to foundations with 
wood frames, up to complete homes with landscaping and the 
obligatory two little trees in front. As soon as the paint is dry 
the moving van drives up and deposits a new family, usually 
white. As I was driving along there, selling little, since the 
people in the few finished homes are out playing golf, and the 
course is laid out so that they hardly come near a street where 
my truck can tempt them, I came up with an idea to ask my 
customers about that blinken song and start my own contest 
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for the first one to give me a printed sheet with the title, 
author, date, and lyrics. The prize would be a free Super 
Mario Bros. popsicle. I wasn’t on the Landmark route 
anymore so I don’t think I’d ever see that wiseguy again. JDs 
like him ruin the root. After wasting thirty minutes at the golf 
homes, and entering neighborhoods where the paint had been 
dry for a few months anyway, the day started out promising, 
hectic almost. For the first hour it seemed like every block was 
just waiting for me to show up, fathers now in prominence, 
not just mothers. They must have been home for the big 
weekend because, unlike the posh people a little north of 
here, these people had large young families and were 
probably too poor to afford to go out of town. Things got so 
hectic that I lost my seat towel again. It just vanished as I was 
shifting my butt back and forth between driving and selling. I 
had a lot of problems with kiddies playing chicken with my 
truck, standing in the street either dancing or holding their 
hands up at me like a cop. I soon learned that it was one thing 
to stop on a dime for them, another to keep it from lurching 
forward a little as I switched gears from drive to park, even 
when I kept the foot on the brake. If the truck were on a hill 
going down, I don’t know if I could have kept it from 
lurching more than it did. The bottom line was that I always 
had to mash the brake and keep it in drive until all the 
customers were away from the front, then look carefully, and 
slip it into park so I could handle the selling part of the job. I 
remembered well the rule sheet in the shed. One of the rules 
was to educate customers to always pass in back of the truck. 
I finally got the reason why. Too bad they didn’t. Whenever I 
saw them coming around in front, I would tell them to always 
pass in back, only to find them passing in front again to get 
back to their homes. Once in awhile a mommy or daddy 
would walk their kiddies purposely around the back, but I 
never saw any unaccompanied kiddies mind any rules. I came 
to hope that all kiddies had adult supervision, not that I could 
control it. When I came up to a clump of parents and kiddies 
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waving at me from the left side of the street, if I tried to just 
pass them before stopping, so that they’d be forced to pass 
behind the truck, they’d get the jump on me and be out in 
front of my truck before I could do it, so I finally quit trying, 
and resigned myself to “educate” them verbally, after the 
horse was out of the barn door, then watch them pass in front 
of the truck on the way back as usual. I had another fight 
keeping the kiddies from jumping in my truck, onto the step 
next to the selling box, which must have looked as inviting to 
them as a box filled with newspapers to a housecat. They not 
only would jump up, but start moving their hands around, 
trying to open my selling box and fish for ice cream, opening 
my Razzles box, the Super Bubble Gum bag. I suppose I was 
shoplifted in front of my face, but at least I got tips, and 
maybe it averaged out. I was, after all, out here to make 
people happy, but then I wasn’t a charity, was I? Still, the 
money kept pouring in and so what if I lost a few bucks a day 
to budding JDs? I’ve got them where I want them more than 
they got me where they want me, since without me there’d be 
no ice cream, even though without them I’d have no job. 
Right. I could always drive somewhere else. Cul-de-sacs were 
so plentiful that I felt like tearing my hair out sometimes. 
When I went into one it was usually by mistake, as I didn’t 
like them and tried to avoid them, but they would sneak up 
on me, and I’d turn into one often, only to have to drive to the 
end, do the u-turn, and come back. Many times I’d forget 
from which direction I turned into it, and end up retracing my 
own tracks, seeing kiddies chowing down on my stuff. This 
was embarrassing at first, but I finally realized that they 
didn’t see anything I did as a mistake, just as long as I looked 
like I knew what I was doing. Talking about not making 
mistakes, and looking like I knew what I was doing. One time 
I started to pass a sheriff’s car parked in front of a house. At 
first I panicked, thought I was being busted, but then saw that 
the car was abandoned, locked. The sheriff lives here, I guess, 
in front of an old fashioned ticky-tacky home, and they get to 
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take their vehicles home, unlike us. The car was so perfect. It 
was so clean you could have eaten off it. The tires were so 
perfectly inflated they looked like they didn’t have a mile on 
them. Still, I got a little apprehensive passing a cop car, so I 
turned the music down and tried not to attract attention to 
myself by wagging my tail too much as I passed. I did good, 
and saw no elf peeking out a window. When I got to the next 
block I turned it back up and was a pelican, a fox and a skunk 
all in the same minute, singing Italian love songs to myself. 
Then I was about to pass-up yet another cul-de-sac when a 
man stood on the sidewalk waving at me to come in. As he 
was purchasing a “nutty buddy” (his name for the American 
Glory sundae cone – a lot of people called it a drumstick), I 
told him there were so many cul-de-sacs in the Ranch that 
they should call it Cul-De-Sac Ranch. He didn’t get the joke. 
As if it were a joke. I was immediately sorry I said it. I was 
reaching for the heavy coin tray to make change just then, and 
the lid wasn’t on tight like it usually was, so it spilled all over 
the floor of my truck. I think he felt sorry for me, having to get 
on my hands and knees in the cramped truck and pick up all 
that change, but more likely he thought I got what I deserved 
for dishing his neighborhood and his cul-de-sac lifestyle. We 
couldn’t all live in a historic district in the big city. I finally got 
an idea to move the truck a little more down the cul-de-sac so 
I’d be alone in my misery, and finally cleaned up the mess, 
swung 180 to come back to the only outlet, only to see the 
same man standing on the street holding my second towel up 
to me. It seems I had pushed it out the customer door while I 
was scratching for change. I said thanks and was glad to get 
out of there in one piece. As the first hour ended I had a head 
count of about fifty dollars, the highest I think ever for one 
hour. If only I had not wasted that time with the spilled 
change tray I don’t know what I could have done. I decided to 
try for sixty dollars in the second hour, that is, one dollar a 
minute, a nice round number and eighteen bucks an hour 
comish. A nice number in theory. In practice quite hard to 



The Ice Cream Man 

180 

pull off. I watched in disappointment as I fell farther and 
farther behind the mark, slipping well below all hope of 
reaching even fifty. It was suddenly like a different day 
almost. I was lucky to make thirty that hour. What I really 
hate was to see a clump of kiddies standing in their yards 
chowing down on supermarket-bought popsicles given them 
by their parents to pacify them after they had heard my music 
and went to beg them for money. It was a very effective snub. 
I always waved at the kiddies, and their parents too if they 
peeked out, because that was a very effective way to say it 
didn’t get to me. And so it went, hour after hour, until about 6 
p.m., then it picked back up to about forty-five an hour until 
the end. Since I had gotten there about 11 a.m. and quit at 8:15 
p.m., I believe I had a total of about $360 give or take but 
couldn’t be sure as I lost count about $250, picked a likely 
number out of the air to cling to, and kept counting. I was 
satisfied that I was at least in the neighborhood of the magic 
C-note figure. On the verge of heat prostration but satisfied. 
When I got back to the lot from Cul-De-Sac Ranch I had only 
done $340, but I was still satisfied, even though the Natural 
had done seven or eight hundred, and apparently many 
others had broken five hundred. I had never seen so many 
trucks missing from the lot at one time than that night. I 
gathered that I was earlier than most, because they were 
maxing the contest and arriving at the last possible moment. 
The beer tub was there, and the boys were manning a grill, 
cooking hot dogs for everybody, with chips too, so I took one 
before I got in line at the window. After cashing out I stayed 
and partied with the drivers. That was the day I realized who 
the high rollers were among them. I was definitely a rookie 
now. All the Russians did great, even though they all had 
different routes. The Bishop made a comment that the 
Russians had lived for centuries without knowing about free 
enterprise, yet they could come over on the boat and kick our 
all-American asses at our own game. I made a comment that I 
had studied Russian in college, and to prove it I let out my 
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best one-liner, which goes (in transliteration), “Yesh ananasi, 
rabshikov zhui, dyen tvoi prosledni prihodit, burzhui (“Eat 
your pineapples, munch on your artichokes, the day of your 
doom is approaching, bourgeoisie.” (I’m not actually sure if it 
is artichokes or something else, or whether it is eat first then 
munch second, or vice-versa, but that is the general idea of 
this revolutionary slogan that I picked up in college Russian 
class). To my surprise, the Russians looked uncomfortable 
when I said it, and quickly left as a group with a ‘no 
comment’ look about them. Nobody else seemed to 
understand me. Not that we had been properly introduced 
anyway. I would ask them their names some other day. I took 
the opportunity to ask the Bishop what the coating on the 
Strawberry Shortcake was, and if it was nuts, and if so, what 
kind. He said it was cake crumbs, the same as on the 
Chocolate Eclair. I thought about it and he was probably 
right. That’s why they called it shortcake. The general banter 
soon picked up where it had left off. Little Lulu did quite 
well, not the best but in the running for prize money. She 
never was one bit embarrassed to spout out her total, whether 
asked first or not. That was the first day I noticed the Kid. I 
asked him where his route was and he replied the Ranch. He 
apparently had the other half of the Ranch, the part east of 
Busy Blvd. down to I don’t know where. He was one of the 
high rollers. The ice cream company logo featured a big kid 
wearing a beanie and holding a Rainbow popsicle. I swear 
this guy looked like that kid twenty years later, worse for 
wear and now driving a truck. That’s why I called him that. 
Apparently he had gotten the best half of the Ranch, but then 
he was a veteran and had worked his route for years and 
developed a clientele, as did all the high rollers I believed. 
When I asked the Bishop about all the high rollers he told me 
that they had several drivers who never made less than two 
hundred bucks a day all summer. That really made me feel 
good at my own situation – not. I gathered that all I had to do 
to get to this income was work here for five or six years in a 
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row without getting washed out of the program somehow. 
Was it that they had better routes or were more skilled or 
built up repeat business or what? That’s when I began a 
spirited discussion with the Bishop and the Admiral about 
why their company is so !*?! retro. Why, for instance, I asked 
them, don’t you have a training video so that new drivers can 
learn all the tricks on day one instead of going through hell 
learning them the hard way? It would raise the company’s 
yearly sales total and cut down on new driver turnover. At 
that statement I remembered that day all the new drivers 
were standing in this very spot and I had goose-mouthed 
them up. None of them were left. I didn’t mention that, but I 
wondered if they had thought of that also. The answer was 
that they had thought of that, the Admiral said, taking the 
con. They had thought of everything. Nothing was going to 
change in the way they did business now, which was the way 
they had done it for umpteen years. I gave up on a self-
righteous note. I guess being retro was in the company’s 
blood, and I wasn’t going to change them. On second thought 
maybe I was just full of it myself, so I took a pledge to myself. 
Instead of trying to change what I didn’t understand, I made 
up my mind to revel in retro, learn to love retro, eat, sleep, 
and drink retro, glory in all things retro. After all, they helped 
me make molto moolah and saved my family farm. If this 
outfit could survive for years to come this way, more power 
to them. And I’d always know where to get a summer job. I 
had forgotten the time and when I got out to the parking lot it 
was 9:36. Girly and mother had been waiting since a little 
before 9:00. I had to come up with a quick excuse or my ride 
might be jeopardized. Luckily there was one. A line of drivers 
wound out of the office into the dirty right lane next to the gas 
pump, clearly visible from Girly’s POV. This was the height of 
the season, I said, and they had extra drivers now and I had to 
wait in the longest line I’ve ever seen, and that’s why I didn’t 
get out to them by 9:15 like always. Girly bought it. Mother 
bought it. I bought it. When I showed mother nearly a 
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hundred bucks profit, all was well for one more day. 
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CHAPTER 7. 
BOBBY EWING AND THE BIG WEEKEND 
 
July 2 (Sun.) 
Girly called mother to tell her she couldn’t take me to work 
this morning because she had to be at her church at 8:00 a.m. I 
had mother call her back and we parleyed. She finally agreed 
to drop me off at work at 7:30 a.m. I didn’t think the company 
lot was open until at least 9:00 a.m., but I thought I could take 
a can of Barq’s root beer, my Stephen King novel, and sit on 
the steps of the Grange across the street reading until they 
opened. It came off according to plan, Girly letting me off and 
then clumsily getting back onto Busy Blvd. and leaving me 
alone to walk across Busy and sit on the steps. As I tried to 
read, I kept feeling self-conscious. From time to time I’d take a 
sip from the can, then set it down neatly on the steps, hoping 
I’d remember not to move suddenly and spill it. I wondered if 
the cops would hassle me. I began to see for the first time the 
occupants of the miserable little homes across the street. All 
elderly people. The homes were so small they looked like 
trailer homes without wheels. One elderly man went out 
walking a dog. One elderly woman was doing something in 
her backyard. I kept craning my neck to look across Busy 
Blvd. to the company lot, where I could barely see the closed 
gates. Looking past the parking lot, past the railroad tracks, I 
saw the little park again. Too far, I decided. I resumed reading 
the novel, about the June of 1958 and how the boys named 
Eddie Kaspbrak, Bill Denbrough the budding writer, and Ben 
Hanscomb the budding engineer had dammed up a stream 
for fun. A shit creek, actually, used by the town of Derry for 
sanitation. I looked back at that park. Yes, there was a stream 
there, and it surely smelled right. In the book, on page 229, 
there was even a diagram showing how to dam up a stream 
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using boards, rocks and sand. Should I or shouldn’t I? Just 
then I saw the Godfather’s van. It was about 8:50 a.m. when I 
walked into the half-open gates, surprising them. I had the 
novel nicely hidden in my towel. Pop music was playing on 
the loudspeaker. The Italians spent the next half hour getting 
ready for the drivers. The Godfather took a cart filled with 
cans of oil and jugs of antifreeze and went down the line of 
trucks. It seems they topped off all the fluids every morning. I 
didn’t have anything to do for that half hour and wished I’d 
stayed on the steps reading. By the time they got ready for me 
I was already suffering near sunstroke. It was 85 degrees by 
9:30 a.m. As hot as a firecracker on the fourth of July, I joked 
to another driver who had just arrived. The Bishop gave me 
an extra large order, saying this was one of the top weekends 
of the season, and I should leave the lot loaded for bear. They 
never said summer, like I did. They said season. When I got to 
my truck with my grocery cart overflowing with boxes and 
dry ice bricks, I noticed that the seat cushion the President 
had given me was gone. When I drove by the office on the 
way to the gas pump I saw him and asked him about it. He 
looked around, then pointed to a lump on the ground beyond 
the garage a ways. It was my cushion, torn to shreds. “Those 
dogs love seat cushions,” he told me merrily, a big smile on 
his face. “At night when we let them out, they force their way 
into any truck with loose food or seat cushions and trash 
them. Now that it’s smelled your butt real close, it will be 
looking for you too.” Thanks, I replied. I’ll be sure to climb 
the fence one night and give them dessert. The President 
asked me if I still wanted a seat cushion, and I said yes, that 
is, if he had another one. He went to look, and came back 
empty-handed. Just then the Bishop came out of the office, 
where he had been eavesdropping through the window, and 
went to the grocery carts full of cut-up Sno Cone boxes, 
shoving a handful at me. “Try this,” he said. “The poor man’s 
seat cushion. An old ice cream driver trick.” I accepted it. 
Today would be so hard on me that any little advantage 
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would be welcome. I drove straight to the route, itching to 
break my personal record, which was $360. On the very first 
block of my route I knew I was in for something special. It 
was just like the day before, with customers lining up on 
every block. On some blocks it turned into a regular block 
party. The first hour I broke $100, going starry-eyed at the 
thought of eight full hours of this. The second hour I also 
broke $100. The third hour I did $90. The fourth hour I slid to 
a mere $80. Somebody pinch me. Several people asked me for 
napkins, but I said we didn’t carry them. After seeing how 
many people tossed their wrappers on the ground, I guess it 
made sense not to give them something else to turn into litter, 
especially napkins with our company name on them. If a 
parent was in charge, they’d crumple the wrappers up and 
put them in their pockets, bless their PC hearts. Not that those 
same boomers wouldn’t vote to have ice cream trucks banned 
if we could be blamed for a litter problem. Few asked if I had 
a trash barrel, or else I would have told them about it. I 
couldn’t remember to tell everybody I had a trash barrel. 
There were too many other things to think about. Once in a 
while a customer would come up leading a dog on a leash, or 
a loose dog from the yard. Unlike the big city they either 
didn’t seem to have a leash law or it was never enforced, but 
then, these Ranch dogs were some of the gentlest, most well-
behaved dogs I’d ever seen. One time the owner told the dog 
to stay, and it just sat down at the edge of the yard all the 
while she was buying for herself and her kiddies, as if it were 
held by an invisible fence. If a dog barked or came up and 
sniffed me I’d get a laugh by saying, “Sorry! We don’t sell dog 
biscuits!”, or sometimes, “Sorry! No doggy ice cream!” I had 
heard about some kind of frozen treats for dogs on TV, but 
naw, I couldn’t bring that up with the Godfather. Too dumb. 
Speaking of boomers, a woman came up barefooted to the 
truck, hopping from one foot to the other on a sidewalk hot 
enough to cook eggs on. I told her she was brave. I told every 
barefooted customer that. That’s my way of making them feel 
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good that they’re stupid. She was just the type of woman who 
was too old for me now, in other words, about my age. Her 
eggs were used up. But ice cream men never reveal their 
hidden thoughts to customers. Not that I looked like any kind 
of gift to women, fighting heat exhaustion, sunburn, 
dehydration, my eyes feeling dry, red, gritty, irritated, my fat 
belly in an unflattering position, looking like my butt was in 
front. I wished I had been training for this job, was in better 
shape. At least, like fat people are supposed to be, I was jolly. 
She opened up to me. She told me that when she heard my 
music it reminded her of her childhood, but when she saw my 
prices she couldn’t believe how they’ve gone up. In her day 
she could get anything she wanted for a quarter, she sighed, 
while dancing barefoot in front of a three hundred thousand 
dollar home. I took a risk and told her to look at how real 
estate prices have gone up and don’t blame it on ice cream 
trucks. She laughed, and bought a bunch. Only one negative 
that day. It rained for about fifteen minutes at about 2:00 p.m. 
I had to park the truck during the downpour, keeping the 
engine running as always. Just as I parked, a line of kiddies 
appeared, none of them having an umbrella, just standing 
there in the rain waiting to buy ice cream. I was touched, so 
touched that I decided to drive on in the rain with my music 
on. With kiddies like that, nothing can rain on my parade. 
More kiddies came out, some sporting umbrellas, some not, 
but then, I saw several kiddies out splashing in the gutter, 
having a ball. Only the grownups sought shelter from this 
great gift of God. I guess that’s when you finally are over the 
hill, when you can’t have a ball in the rain. One downer. As I 
was serving some kiddies and looked past them at the street, I 
noticed I had parked in front of one of the big drain openings 
in the street, but this one did not have the usual crates full of 
stones. Now I saw why they were needed. The !*?! openings 
didn’t have bars or grates in front of them. A kiddie could 
have fallen and been swept into the sewer if the current was 
strong enough. Stephen King should relocate to the Ranch. 
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He’d be at home. From now on I resolved never to stop in 
front of a drain. When the rain stopped, the rest of the hour 
was bad, almost dead, because it was still overcast and looked 
like it might resume raining, and for some reason even the 
kiddies went back inside, even though the gutters were often 
swollen and beckoning. Maybe it was that !*?! Stephen King. 
His novel had forever made gutters scary. I could just see the 
grownups holding their children inside like cops, assuming 
emergency police powers over them. But then the clouds just 
blew on down the prairie, to the east, and out of sight, 
restoring the big blue sky, and Mister Sun began selling for 
me, with Mister Music acting as my spin doctor. Soon my 
little rabbits came out, heard me, did their running into the 
homes to close the sales, and I was in the money again. The 
sales did slip, however, down to “only” $60-$70 an hour, but 
stayed rock solid till the end. The President was manning the 
left window tonight, and he announced that I had broke $400. 
I told him I couldn’t believe it, and asked him to check again. I 
was just putting on an act, as if this were summer 
Shakespeare. I knew I had my best day ever. I paid the cashier 
between my amiable yakking and bragging with the 
President, the Admiral, the Godfather, and the other drivers. 
“Bill Gates picked the wrong business!” I announced. “He’d 
better switch to this one before it’s too late and we corner the 
market in ice cream.” Nobody laughed except the Admiral. 
He and I had a running in-joke about Microsoft and Bill 
Gates, how this one company had cleaned up and created a 
monopoly in software while I had to quit broke and burned-
out and go to this. I am a Bill Gates hater, and the Admiral is 
the opposite. He said he admires him for crushing all the 
competition. He loves the Windoze operating system, as I 
spell it, despite its many bugs and crashes, and the fact that 
IBM’s better OS/2 operating system was put out of business 
by Gates’ monopolistic tactics. The fact that even the federal 
government found his company to be breaking the law didn’t 
phase him. “He did it, and I admire him for that.” I noticed a 
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new Italian man in the right window today, young like the 
others. He was the cutest of them all, a sexy kind of cute (not 
that I’m gay – I’m talking from a hetero woman’s POV), like 
Bobby Ewing on the TV series “Dallas”, only Bobby was Irish 
and he was Italian. So much the better with chicks probably. 
That TV ad about that American guy pretending he was 
Italian to pick up chicks flashed into my mind now. I 
wondered if he was married. No woman could keep a hot guy 
like that long. I was determined to tell everybody all this, but 
the other drivers standing in line started weighing in now, 
telling what lousy days they had had. I couldn’t get a word in 
edgewise for minutes. Some of them talked of having a bad 
day all the time. I asked the Bald Man how much he had 
done: seven hundred perhaps, or maybe a thousand. He said 
his truck broke down and he spent most of the day trying to 
get it fixed, and only barely broke $100. Fred Flintstone now 
cut in with his sorry story. He was a new driver who looked 
like the cartoon character, everything except the caveman 
clothes. What he wore was probably worse, a t-shirt that said, 
in large letters, “88 is Better than 69 Cause You Get Eight 
Twice”. Wholesome. He introduced himself by telling me 
he’d heard from the others that I was a “high roller”. I guess I 
was, ever since I first broke four hundred, so I played along. 
He had done about two-forty today, and had a long list of 
sorry stories to go along with it. His body odor and breath 
were so strong I was wondering if that weren’t the problem 
with his sales. Another woman, an older woman but tough 
and wiry looking, with no hint of arthritis, osteoporosis, or 
any of the terminal illnesses, whom I’d seen before but hadn’t 
talked to, said she’d hardly been able to give it away today. 
She was smoking but nobody was telling her to put it out. 
Age gets respect sometimes, I guess. She wondered if 
anybody was actually selling this stuff, she explained, until 
she heard me boasting. I started to tell her about the Natural, 
looking around for her just in case. Like I thought, she had 
been in and out before I got there, like always. The Admiral 
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commented laconically that today she did over seven 
hundred. I asked what kind of route she had to consistently 
do so much, and speculated that she worked the poshest part 
of town. Smokes, the sorry case woman, kept switching her 
eyes between us, and grinning and grunting at the same time, 
like the secret was out that some routes were gold while 
others were crap. She had a defiant, street smart, tough look 
about her. The Admiral told me that, in fact, she made a 
fortune working poor Hispanic neighborhoods. I waited for 
the punch line but none came. I had thought he was making a 
joke, from my own experience of scads of poor kids coming 
up to the truck and not having enough money, or getting a 
mamacita to empty a piggy bank on the sidewalk and count 
pennies. No, the Admiral said, it’s true. The President made a 
“take his word for it” kind of gesture from his window. The 
Hispanics have a lot of kids, and they have no air 
conditioning usually, and can’t afford to leave town, or even 
go to an air-conditioned movie theater, the Admiral 
explained. They are trapped. When it’s hot the ice cream truck 
is all they have. They might be on welfare but, especially on 
weekends, they find the money to buy ice cream, and the 
Natural is good at working them, speaking Spanish too. I 
began to regret bailing out of my first route for the Ranch 
route just because the former was mainly Hispanic and low 
class while the latter was mostly white and upper-middle 
class, but not for too long, since five hundred isn’t anything to 
sneeze at, and I had done better than several other drivers. So 
what if I always came in second in contests behind the 
Natural? Maybe she liked it from behind. Scratch those 
impure thoughts. We were professionals. Right. One new 
driver was soon stalling the right window line, claiming she 
didn’t have enough money to pay the company. She said 
something about giving her credit and how she’d pay the rest 
tomorrow. I seized the floor, telling her that since Bobby 
Ewing was cashier today he’d no doubt do the noble thing or 
Pam’d kick his butt. It took awhile for the cashier to realize I 
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was talking about him. He never got a chance to reply, for in 
walked the Bishop, who had been waiting inside the office. I’d 
never been inside the office. No driver had. There was a 
partition blocking us from seeing past the window operators, 
but I now gathered there was a rest area there, perhaps a 
couch or something. Maybe the Bishop balled the female 
drivers if they were fair. Scratch that too. There I go again. 
Anyway, her yimmy-yammy with the cashier brought him 
out. “We don’t give credit here. If you can’t make money each 
and every time you go out, we don’t want you at all. The 
money didn’t just walk away. It is physical. You sold ice 
cream, got paid, and now you owe us our seventy percent. 
Pay up now or don’t come back.” I figured I’d never see that 
person again. Or that she’d see her fifty buck new driver 
deposit again. This company was sure up-to-date on the most 
modern personnel management sensitivity issues. That’s what 
I loved about it. It was dedicated to being forever retro, like 
some kind of holdout from the days before the Beatles and 
Martin Luther King and all those marches and Ralph Nader 
and the ACLU. And it was we who went out there and 
influenced little kids. It was hard to believe that Hillary 
Clinton was actually President at this same time. Girly picked 
me up, with mother accompanying her, and I didn’t want to 
tell mother in Girly’s presence how much I had made, so I just 
said I had done real good, and was glad Girly found a way to 
take me to work today. She had gotten mother to go to church 
with her, and mother said they didn’t get out till noon, and 
how the hard benches hurt her, with her arthritis being what 
it is, and how she couldn’t hear most of what was said, having 
poor hearing and no hearing aid. I think Girly took all this 
personally, for she was pretty much quiet all the way back. 
Mother and I thanked her warmly before she pulled her van 
up to her house. I was never so exhausted in my life, but 
when I recounted my profits and handed mother one 
hundred and thirty-five dollars (keeping the rest for myself, 
for making change), I swear I felt half the exhaustion 
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disappear with the adrenalin rush of joy. I wolfed my dindin 
and went to bed immediately, as all I wanted was to conserve 
my energy for tomorrow. About two in the a.m. I woke up to 
pee and drink water, like always. My dong felt kind of stingy 
but not exactly infected. Must be still recovering. The volume 
of flow is high enough to keep my bladder flushed, I think. I 
must keep flushing it regularly to keep the little nasty bugs 
from getting a toehold again. Tomorrow I would try to find 
time to checkout a TV ad I saw for a bladder infection 
preventative. I had a bad dream, and woke up, trying to 
remember before it slipped away. All I remembered was that I 
had left the Stephen King novel in the truck.  
 
July 3 (Mon.) 
I made a breakthrough on my bladder problem. I went to the 
drugstore and snooped around among the vitamin bottles and 
found a brand of over-the-counter-medicine that says it helps 
prevent bladder infections. I originally saw an ad for the stuff 
on TV the other night. Good timing there. Funny how I can’t 
recall the name now, even after holding it in my hands. Blip-
O, Urine-O, Tinkle-O, Rizo, whatever – ends in an ‘o’. 
Reading the ingredients, I saw it is mainly vitamin C. I went 
online and did some searching immediately upon returning 
home, and found out that vitamin C acidifies the urine, 
preventing bacteria from growing so easily. I never bought 
the name brand stuff, but I did have a bottle of 500 mg. 
vitamin C tablets which I had been taking one of every 
morning religiously all along. Obviously, this hadn’t 
prevented the bladder infections, nor would it cure them – 
only strong antibiotics could do that, and just barely – but 
then, it could be that I need to take it again in the middle of 
the day, and again at night to keep the urine acidified. So 
from now on I will take 2 tablets three times a day. What’s 
more, I got mother to do the same. We may be poor but we 
can afford vitamin C. I just hope mother can remember to take 
her middle-of-the-day pill when I’m not there to remind her. 
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Today I got Girly to take me to the lot at 9:30 rather than the 
usual 12 noon because it was still part of the holiday 
weekend, I told her. The truth was that I didn’t have to be 
there until 10:00, because the Italians might still be servicing 
the trucks, but I was worried about my old Stephen King 
novel. Once I start a novel I like to finish it. Luckily it was 
okay, sitting on the console, undisturbed by man and dog. I 
now noticed the dog kennel, out behind the back fence, not far 
from my truck. In it were several mean-looking big dogs, 
Dobermans I think. Funny that I had never noticed it before. 
Maybe it was because up till now they hadn’t looked so 
mightily interested in me. One was making high-pitched 
cries, as if to say, “Let me out! I want your butt!” I guess no 
burglar would want to mess with them at night, so my truck 
and its cargo would be safe, but I wondered if I was. They 
had made a merry meal of a cushion that smelled like my 
butt. I can just picture them shaking with their well-muscled 
necks, their huge jaws locked in it. What if the Italians made a 
mistake and didn’t lock the kennel one morning? I soon tried 
to drop that line of thinking, which went nowhere, and think 
positive. I figured overnight how, if it had not rained and I 
had not lost an hour of good selling, I could have busted the 
bank. Today it did not rain, and I did bust the bank. I lost 
count at $400, just driving in a haze of big bucks dancing in 
my head until the last possible moment, then zooming down 
the highway in the fast lane all the way, heedless to any 
consequences. I knew today I was leading a charmed life. I 
had seen the Promised Land. I actually started to love that 
silly music. Not that the day was free of panic attacks. At one 
point I realized that I had been mixing up those new golden 
dollar coins in my coin tray and giving them as change, 
thinking they were quarters. They are so close in size and 
shape. In the hot glare who can tell all the time? I finally 
decided that every time I was passed a golden dollar I’d put it 
in my jeans pocket so there’d be no mistakes. Just another 
thing to remember to have to do all the time. If somebody 
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orders a $1.60 item and gives me two paper dollars and I 
accidentally give them a golden dollar and a dime and a 
nickel, or worse, two dimes because I ran out of nickels, I 
would lose how much? I would have made 43 cents, but now 
I would be out 75 cents, for a net loss of 32 cents. I wonder 
how many bucks I’d already lost to this bright idea of the U.S. 
Mint. When I was halfway through doing my inventory, I 
noticed something new. Big red bumps. On my elbow, both 
hands, my back. I was being eaten alive by mean mosquitoes! 
I tried batting them and swatting them with no success, then 
resigned myself to finishing the inventory as quick as possible 
and taking my lumps. That swampy land between here and 
the river with plenty of places for water to pool and stagnate 
was finally doing its thing. When I cashed out I needed 
oxygen or something. I didn’t look so good. There was a big 
bug zapper machine hanging outside the shed, and it would 
let out a mighty buzz each time it vaporized a mosquito. 
Inside, however, was a different matter. The mosquitoes were 
thick and mean. “Are you sure you really sold that much?” 
asked the President, who was manning the left window 
tonight. “Are you sure you have that much cash?” The 
amount I had to pay them was over $360 by itself! That meant 
my retail sales total had broke $500! $550, to be exact. I loved 
this job for sure now. The ad in the newspaper was right-on 
about being able to make up to $150 in one day, and that 
didn’t count tips. Several people had given me dollar tips. I 
wanted to party, bladder be damned, but there was no beer 
tonight. Can’t have it every day, said the Bishop. Too 
expensive. But tomorrow, he promised, was the best day of 
the season. You can stay out until 10:15 p.m. tomorrow night, 
the President informed me. On this one day of the summer, 
it’s okay to drive after dark. People all line up on the streets 
watching fireworks, and if you pick a good place you can 
clean up. I could hardly wait. Good news, announced the 
Bishop. The Natural’s one-day sales record of a thousand had 
been bested, and by a new hire, a girl who spent the whole 
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day just going from one park to another inside her route and 
skipping the residential streets. Each time she got back to a 
park there was a new slew of hot and hungry customers 
queueing up. I knew that wouldn’t work in my area, because 
the parks are designed by some kind of devil to keep the 
parking lots as much as a block away from where the people 
go, and I could sit there for hours and sell nothing. One had to 
have a route in the big city for that trick. Each route, after all, 
had its tricks. Too bad there was no training video to teach 
new drivers all the tricks, I commented again, getting in a 
verbal war with the Italians on one side and me alone on the 
other. We ended up agreeing to disagree, and I forgot Girly 
again but was only ten minutes late this time so neither of us 
mentioned it. This time I had the novel with me, wrapped in a 
towel, and resolved never to risk it on a foolhardy ice cream 
truck ride again. The mosquito bites itched all the way home.  
 
July 4 (Tues.) 
Today was the big day, the Fourth of July. I ought to know. I 
heard firecrackers going off all night. It’s illegal so that’s why 
they do it. That’s the true meaning of Independence Day. 
When I got up and went out to get the newspaper, I saw an 
exploded Black Cat firecracker in the gutter. I love the smell 
of gunpowder in the morning. It got hot fast. I was sweating 
like a pig by 9:30 when Girly took me to work, but the day 
was brilliant and the air smelled good as long as we were still 
in our neighborhood. Today I felt special, like a public 
servant, like this was my day. Girly thought so too. When I 
got to the lot I got to jawboning with the President. For some 
reason he told me how good sales are when they first open in 
the spring. The customers are so glad to see ice cream trucks 
again after the long winter, each block you go to is like a 
celebration. The only other period as good as that is the 
Fourth of July weekend, he said. I asked him when the ice 
cream season starts, and he said usually the end of February 
or beginning of March. I was surprised. When I was looking 
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for a job in May, and finally landed this one, it never occurred 
to me that other drivers had been driving for two months 
already. Their end of season bonuses would be way bigger 
than mine, especially taking into account all the days I had 
missed. Now that I was in the money, the loss of more money 
hurt more somehow. Go figure. The President sure was a 
good pep-talker. Zig Ziglar had nothing over him. President 
Clinton either. I left the lot hoping to have the best day I ever 
had. Sales today, unfortunately, were mighty disappointing, 
up until it got dark. The sales slipped down to a mere $50-$60 
per hour all day long, and I was happy to just break four 
hundred. I did have fun, however, every time somebody 
ordered a Firecracker. You can imagine what I said. One 
incident made it memorable, though. I ran into a new section 
of my route that I had been missing, a ritzy area of the Ranch 
on the northeast side, just a little south of that. County Line 
Road, which was the northern boundary of the Ranch, had 
this giant sign with a logo of a bird, an eagle maybe, about 
parallel with this section. I call it the Terraces, a hill cut across 
in straight sections, so that each street has houses only on one 
side. The hill is six blocks long, and there are about four 
streets. Actually, the streets aren’t straight, but wind back and 
forth with the contours of the hill. It must be nice having a 
house where you can look out the front and see no other 
houses, just parkland. If you look out the back you don’t see 
other houses either, just a view of the mountains, the houses 
on the next terrace below you hidden by your own trees. This 
must have been the nucleus of the original Ranch, before it 
got out of hand and became a victim of endless sprawl clear 
out south halfway to the Springs. For some reason I had 
passed it till now. I guess that was because it was only 
accessible from the north side, and I usually started on the 
south side. Not that this neighborhood had good sales. These 
ritzy people rarely left their houses to go onto the street, and 
that was understandable because their backyards were so 
huge, and each had a huge patio and deck. It started out 
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promising. On my first street a lady jumped over her back 
fence and came down the landscaped terrace to buy 
something from me, saying it was neat that they still had ice 
cream trucks like when she was a kid. I realized that I would 
actually be passing her house only when I wound back to the 
next street, and then I did drive the next long terraced street, 
without a bite. I got halfway down the third when out ran a 
woman, with a kiddie who was jumping up and down 
excitedly. The woman looked at the menu, left the kiddie 
there, and in her place a man appeared. He ordered one 
Firecracker, for $1.50, handed me a fiver, and told me to keep 
the change. As I drove off I glanced at him again, and realized 
I’d seen him before, on TV. He was a local TV newsman and 
commentator. He even had on a t-shirt with the name of the 
TV station. I was glad I hadn’t noticed earlier, else I might 
have put my foot in my mouth when I couldn’t remember his 
name. So, that was my first celebrity. The rest of the Terraces 
was dead, though, and I wondered if it would be worth it to 
come back at all. The next neighborhood was less plush, and 
more lively, and I sold some, but all in all it wasn’t much 
better than any weekday. As it got dark, however, it got 
hectic. Frantic would be a better word. People were coming 
out on their lawns, and when I got close they flocked to the 
truck like lemmings. There was a big yard party at the end of 
one cul-de-sac, blocked off by a bunch of gas grills and picnic 
tables, and when I came by, my lights on, I even heard cheers. 
It was like an honor I was doing them. I wondered how they 
got by with blocking a public street like they owned it, but 
kept it to myself. Cul-de-sac’ers are a special breed. Maybe 
they do own the street. Imagine living in a house for which 
there’s only one way in or out to the rest of the world, how 
the cops own you, could block it and set up a dictatorship. I 
wondered if this cul-de-sac design weren’t a conspiracy to set 
up a new world order, luring the masses to their doom by 
letting them think they owned the miserable coal sack they 
were to be later trapped in. Let them eat hot dogs. Munch on 
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your pineapples. Your last day is approaching, bourgeoisie. 
Just like a girlfriendless philosopher who has to work on 
holidays to put that kind of spin on the Fourth of July. Maybe 
I’m educated beyond my intelligence and need shock 
treatments to forget it all. Better not tell that to the authorities. 
They’d... Just drive. I sold like it was going out of style for 
about an hour, then suddenly remembered that they staged a 
fireworks show at that community college on Trucker Blvd. 
that I passed all the time going to and from the Ranch. It was 
outside my route, in the town of Little Toe, the second suburb 
south of the big city, but I had never seen any other driver 
there, so I was determined to check it out and, if I could, go 
for it. When I got there the traffic was bumper to bumper, but 
I managed to go with the flow and then park presumptuously 
on the street in a No Parking zone, and turn on the music. The 
crowds lined up twenty deep and more. The first pair of 
customers thanked me for sacrificing myself by working 
tonight. I felt like an institution. No matter how fast I turned 
sales, the line stayed twenty deep. I couldn’t see very well 
when I opened my selling box, until I realized that there was a 
light built into the roof and turned it on. I remembered that 
light now, as an object I had bumped my head into several 
times, and had bumps on my scalp to prove it. I guess I’d only 
be using this light once all season for selling. The crowd was 
crazy, desperate to get served so they wouldn’t miss the 
fireworks. It was so crazy I made the wrong change once and 
shortchanged a man out of three bucks. I corrected my 
mistake, and gave him a free super bubble gum “for my 
stupidity”. One person eventually came up and asked me to 
turn off the music, which I did. Not all the way. I left it on 
low, the first time I had ever done that. It didn’t affect the 
sales. They all knew I was there. I must have sold a hundred 
in half and hour. Finally the line was gone. I pulled out, 
moved down to the other end of the block, and here they 
came again, although not such a deep line. I noticed that some 
people were leaving early, and there was a constant 
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procession of cars going by on the left side. I guess I was 
becoming somewhat of a nuisance to traffic, as people would 
rabbit across the street to get to my truck. The line shrunk to 
just one customer at a time, but every time I served one, 
another would hop by. This continued until I realized I’d 
never get back to the lot by 10:15 p.m. unless I left right now. I 
was sorry to go, but the morning order sheets stated that there 
would be a $25 late fee for drivers arriving late, and to pay for 
that I’d have to be sure of doing at least $75 more in sales 
now, which I wasn’t. I must have done over one fifty at least, 
but had lost count in the hustle-bustle. So off I went. Not that 
the order sheets hadn’t always threatened a late fee for not 
showing up by 9:15 p.m. anyway, but I always timed myself 
to be leaving the lot by then, not just be arriving like tonight. 
As I trucked down the long and lonesome highway, I was 
treated with fireworks shooting all over town. I could just 
imagine the other drivers cleaning up like me. I wondered 
how much the Natural did. The mosquitoes were as thick as 
usual in the back of the lot, but not so bad at the front office, 
and the reason was that the Mechanic was exploding pop 
bottle bombs like a JD on ‘roids. He’d start with a quart-size 
plastic pop bottle, fill it with water from a hose, drop dry ice 
in it, screw on the lid, and then toss it up high in the air. The 
dry ice bubbled, creating CO2 gas, which caused a loud 
explosion. Each time the Mechanic would laugh as loud as a 
Machiavellian clown, then immediately start making a new 
bomb. At least they kept the mosquitoes at bay, I was 
thinking, if my eardrums hold out. When I cashed out I had 
done $530. Not as good as on the third of July, but my second 
best ever. I missed the Natural again, but not because she got 
there before me. This time she stayed out later than me, trying 
to make every last buck to win the contest. Even though that 
other driver bested her one-day record, the contest was for the 
best four-day total. I silently rooted for her. And she probably 
didn’t even know my name. I was about to go to the parking 
lot when I looked down and saw an unused package of pop 
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bottle rockets on the ground. I couldn’t help myself as I 
chased the Mechanic down and told him about them, and 
helped him set them off. I was later than ever as I went out to 
the front lot looking for Girly’s van. It wasn’t there. I 
panicked, went back to the office, wanting to use the phone, 
but saw a long line at both windows, and couldn’t even get 
into the shed. I walked back to the parking lot, getting a little 
worried. This time I saw my little old mother’s face, in a 
strange SUV. Relieved, I came up and got in the back. A new 
neighbor was driving tonight, one who lived way up the 
block whom I’d only seen a few times. As we drove back, I 
learned he owned two houses side-by-side, and had several 
children who were warring about who would inherit them 
when he died. My mosquito bites itched like hell but I knew 
that scratching them only inflamed them more. I watched the 
world of celebration go by in the window, trying to follow the 
man’s conversation, until we finally drove up to our block, 
and he let us out in front of our house, the air filled with 
rapid-fire pops from fireworks in all directions in a 20-mile 
radius no doubt. I don’t even remember going in and whether 
or what I ate or drank. About 3:30 a.m. I woke up with a 
bladder about ready to explode, and tinkled what seemed a 
gallon or two – it seemed the stream would never end. I then 
took a single swig of water, went back to bed, and got 
heartburn from it. As I was drifting off, I heard the newspaper 
carrier go by, the thump of plopping newspapers 
accompanying him. The next thing I remember was the phone 
ringing in the main room. I looked at my wall clock and it 
said 10:30.  
 
July 5 (Wed.) 
I stayed in bed until 1:45 p.m., and only got up at all because I 
wanted mother to feed me a single meal to last the day so I 
could go back to sleep until Christmas. After I got up and she 
gave me my usual giant cup of coffee, I decided to stay up, as 
long as I didn’t have to put on any shoes or socks or leave the 
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house. I had two short days off, and some housekeeping work 
to do before I went back to work. The big weekend being over 
now, the first order on the agenda was monetary 
housekeeping. My old Rubber Maid coin tray was getting so 
full that I could barely carry it without fear of spilling it again. 
I asked mother if she could get a ride to the bank, where she 
had a checking account and had been a customer for years 
and got free money orders (she loved to brag about this), and 
convert the change to bills. I suppose she could have 
demanded I do it myself, but she was so understanding of my 
total exhaustion. And after all, I always gave her all the 
money I made, and she put it in her account not mine. She did 
get a ride, after I saved back a little pile of change for use and 
handed her the coin tray, which she carried in one hand out 
the front door, her cane in the other. Not with Girly, as I 
found out when she returned only some thirty minutes later, 
but with our renter’s wife, in his car with the bad battery. It 
now had bad brakes too, she told mother. On the verge of 
being dangerous. He had been trying to fix them all spring 
before they got too bad but couldn’t scrape enough money 
together. That was a matter of opinion. I knew he made 
enough money, because in their backyard was a big barrel 
which they kept filled to overflowing with beer cans each 
weekend. They both spend their weekends drinking like fish 
and partying with their jillion relatives, probably treating 
them to free beer. She then informed me that they would be 
late paying the rent, which was due today, and which they 
only paid half of. He had been here, she now informed me, 
while I was sleeping. They could hear my loudly snoring all 
the way into the living room. He promised to pay the rest next 
weekend, she was quick to say. He had a relative who picked 
him up and took him to work now, because they worked on 
the same outdoor construction crew way up in the mountains. 
All summer, every time I started to feel sorry for myself, I’d 
remember my renter and how his year-long job was far 
harsher than mine, having to work outside not only in the hot 
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summer sun but in the winter snow. So I cut him some slack 
when he drank away his sorrows each weekend. Still, my job 
wasn’t up in the mountains, and there was his car, just parked 
on the street all day, and I had seen it several times and had 
been trying to put mother up to asking them if I could borrow 
it. Today, she said, she had finally asked, while riding with 
the wife to the bank and back. Mother asked her if she could 
take me to work, or let me borrow the car, and she replied 
that she didn’t like to go on the highway with it, and just 
made short trips now, that it would be too dangerous for me 
to drive. Not that I would have wanted to risk my life in a car 
with bad brakes if I could have somebody talk me out of it, so 
I dropped it. I didn’t know whether to be glad or mad that 
mother never told me she had gone with her instead of Girly 
until she got back, or I might have put my foot down, as she 
was the only mother I had. I thought back to the time I was 
late at the lot and wondered if Girly were getting cold feet 
with us anyway. But I soon brightened up. Mother happily 
presented me a printed receipt. It said $147.11. I had no idea 
that the tray held that much. My best guess was fifty, sixty 
dollars at the outside. It must have been largely quarters. I 
remembered how, when trying to fish for change to save 
back, I couldn’t find two nickels in it, and only about twenty 
dimes. This was good news, picking up my spirits, making 
me think back to some days I thought I hadn’t done so well 
and how maybe I had but the profits were disguised in the 
change tray. I guessed that, if the sales kept going so well, I 
was accumulating an average of twenty or more dollars in 
change each day and would have to go to the bank every 
seven working days from now on – another unpaid chore that 
wasn’t in the want ad. But take cheer, oh overworked pee-on. 
Mother then gave me the biggest good news of all. Despite the 
renters only paying half, the mortgage payment was taken 
care of for this month now. And the bank didn’t even charge 
for the change cashing service because she had a banking 
account with them.  
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July 6 (Thurs.) 
I got a surprise from Sissy on the phone. She and Niecey had 
been so worried about my ability to take care of mother that 
they had served a certified letter on our renters giving them 
one month to vacate the premises, without even discussing it 
with me, or even mother I think. If they had, mother wouldn’t 
have told me, though. They all seemed to work naturally 
against me when they felt like it, a woman against man thing I 
guess, Sissy the black ass leader, as usual. I was hopping mad. 
These were good renters. They had been with us many years, 
and yes, they had gotten perpetually two weeks behind with 
the rent, but had never skipped any. They had a ton of 
relatives going and coming all the time, and I kind of felt safe 
with them around, since there were more and more Hispanic 
immigrants into the area all the time, most probably illegal, 
and their very existence seemed to confer some kind of 
protection from crime. We had never been robbed since we 
moved in eighteen years ago, but then, before the Hispanic 
renters moved in, it had not been a high crime neighborhood, 
which I think it now was but couldn’t tell from personal 
experience, just gossip. Anyway, she had just gone and done 
it, and she told mother and me “it was out of our hands now”. 
I waited for the renters to come over and talk to us about it, 
and I wanted them to understand I had nothing to do with it, 
as did mother. They didn’t come over. Mother went over and 
knocked, and although their car was there, they didn’t 
answer. It didn’t look good. We decided to wait and see what 
developed. As I was watching the TV guess who I saw? My 
newsman. I still didn’t recall his name, and listened carefully 
for it to be announced, but I guess it already had and I had 
missed it. He was well-tanned and trim, but everybody knew 
him from his voice, which was quirky, with a kind of unique 
accent that proved he was a native and had invented one of 
his own. In our TV market that was a big selling point. I called 
mother over from the kitchen to see him, and when she finally 
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hobbled to where she could see, the camera was on his co-
anchor, so she had to wait until he came back onscreen. I then 
told her about selling him a Firecracker popsicle on the Fourth 
of July, and about the posh section of the Ranch he lived on, 
and how, after all, it was the perfect thing to sell somebody on 
that day, which was truly as hot as a firecracker on the fourth 
of July. She said that she remembered his name, that it was 
Mike Wallace. I told her that was the Sixty Minutes guy. Just 
then she hissed, meaning that she had an arthritis pain, and 
was holding back a cry. It was her way of regaining face, 
reminding me that she was in constant pain and if she made a 
mistake, that was the reason why. It must be hard facing that 
your memory is going. She always went to bed on Sunday 
nights when I was watching Sixty Minutes, which started at 
three minutes to 6:00 p.m., so they could show that stopwatch 
ticking along with teasers on the three main 15-minute 
segments they’d be showing. If you missed that stopwatch 
sequence you didn’t know what the show would be about. 
Too bad it always aired at three minutes till. If I was watching 
a show on another channel I had to have my finger on the 
remote control and change the channel early. Mother always 
got out of bed at 6:45 to watch Andy Rooney, the crusty old 
reporter who gave his rye comments on some slice of life, 
such as why the amount of product in food containers doesn’t 
fill up the available box space. She just had to watch him 
every week, even when I was watching a TV movie or a 
special instead of Sixty Minutes. She’d say that he was her 
age, as if that explained why she never could miss him. 
They’d both grown up during the Depression, you see, and 
that made them soul mates. She said she’d always wished she 
could meet him. I think this was her way of keeping up with a 
changing world, by clinging to somebody her age who was 
still working. Maybe at her age she was glad somebody her 
age was still alive. She was always watching the local news 
broadcasts religiously, sometimes turning from channel to 
channel if the shows overlapped, obsessed with the most 
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trivial detail about local traffic accidents or weather or 
politics. With her memory she never remembered anything 
really, but she didn’t care. It was about her hometown. But 
when the national news came on, she usually went to bed, 
completely uninterested. The exception was when the 
President came on. Then she got interested again. If there was 
a Presidential address or news conference, she’d watch the 
whole thing, even the spin doctors and commentators after it 
was over, even if it took two hours. Not so much when 
Clinton was President, though. Sometimes she passed. That 
was the first one who wasn’t her age. When Sixty Minutes 
came on it probably sailed over her head, and she didn’t have 
the attention span to stay interested in one subject for twenty 
minutes, so she would just go to bed. When she got back up to 
watch Andy Rooney, she’d go back to bed for the night at 7:00 
p.m., and I’d go to bed too. Until I got this job, that is. Now I 
was working while Sixty Minutes was on, and I wondered if 
she still got back up to watch Andy Rooney’s three-minute 
talk every Sunday, but didn’t ask. A matter of saving face. I 
owed her that. Hell, I owed her everything. And I couldn’t do 
anything about it. She’d probably never see me a success in 
life. Next subject. I was planning on going to work, but there 
were a couple of hours to kill first, and I ended up going to 
bed, in my clothes. Just a nap. It felt so good I couldn’t leave. 
Mother woke me up at 11:15 asking if I knew what time it is. I 
looked at my alarm clock and told her that I was just too 
exhausted to work today. The heat had gotten to me. I just 
couldn’t budge from bed. She said that it was okay, that she 
would let me sleep. I didn’t even remember lapsing back into 
dreamland, but about 2:00 p.m. I was awakened by ice cream 
music coming in the open window. It must have been one of 
our trucks. I hastily looked out and caught glimpse of a 
bodacious babe in short-shorts and hiking boots tooling down 
our street in one of our trucks. It definitely wasn’t Little Lulu. 
Younger and less mileage. Too late to stop her and maybe hit 
on her. I groaned at my own bad luck in life. Not that I would 
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have hit on her. My brain must have been low on oxygen to 
let me slip like that. I must have been writing novels in my 
head and used up all the oxygen, and now was reverting to 
an animal. I took off my clothes now and went back to bed for 
a really serious sleep, sansa wet dreams, novel writing, or 
anything else. I finally got up at 6:00 p.m. because I smelled 
dinner cooking. I ate it, and when Hollywood Squares started 
at 6:30, I finished my dessert, a root beer float, and suddenly I 
couldn’t stay awake, despite the sugar rush. I went back to 
bed and fell asleep in my clothes again.  
 
July 7 (Fri.) 
The first thing I wanted to know when I came to work today 
was where that bodacious new female driver was. I asked the 
Admiral about her and he said he didn’t know what I was 
talking about. I didn’t see any bodacious new female driver 
myself, just the usual crowd. It finally hit me that it had been 
Christina, the transvestite, transsexual, whatever. He had a 
great pair of legs. I dropped the subject discreetly. 
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PART II 
 
THE DOG DAYS OF SUMMER 
 
 
The dog days of summer refers to the most sultry part of the 
summer, the forty days between July 3 and August 11. In the 
Mediterranean, where the term originated in antiquity, the 
Dog Star Sirius was in conjunction with the sun at the 
midpoint of this period, about July 23. It still is now, albeit the 
precession of the equinoxes has shifted things a tad. It’s just a 
coincidence that we walk around all this time panting like 
dogs, or that hot dogs reach their sales peak, or that rabies 
reaches its yearly peak in dogs, or that rapes peak at this time, 
or that people like to say they feel as sick as a dog, or that 
dogs love to bask in the sun, and like to lick ice cream. I 
looked up the phrase in metacrawler.com and found an 
online article dated July 19 saying that Internet usage sags at 
this time of year also. Actually there are two Dog Star 
constellations, Canis Major and Canis Minor. Sirius is just the 
brightest star in Canis Major, the brightest star in the sky 
actually (in the northern hemisphere). The Canicular Days, 
they are also called, Caniculares dies in Latin. They coincide 
with the annual flooding of the Nile. Shakespeare mentioned 
the dog days in Henry VIII, Act V, Scene IV. People in the 
northern hemisphere can’t even see Sirius in the sky until 
January, and then only in the southern sky. That’s because 
Sirius rises and sets with the sun in summer. That’s what 
being in conjunction with the sun means. The Romans, 
believing in a flat earth, thought it actually added to the sun’s 
heat, and that’s why summer was so hot. The Romans never 
invented ice cream. They invented gelati. In winter they’d cut 
big blocks of ice and save them in caves. It took the invention 
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of refrigeration to make ice cream surpass gelati in 
Philadelphia. Coincidentally or not, air conditioners peak in 
price and sales during the dog days. So does ice cream. So do 
dogs. And let’s not forget Global Warming. The future looks 
great for the ice cream business worldwide. 
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CHAPTER 8. 
THE WIMBLEDON DAYS AND BLUE BUZZARD 
 
July 8 (Sat.) 
I got to work late, about 10:30 a.m., because Girly had an 
errand of some kind. When I went to the window there was a 
poster on the wall of the shed announcing the nine money 
winners in the contest. The Natural took the first prize of two 
hundred dollars. I reconsidered courtship and marriage. I was 
the ice cream, she was the cone. Or, I was the cone, she was 
the ice cream. Together we’d melt happily forever. As if she 
would even consider a 40-something loser. Not that I 
wouldn’t one day be inheriting the mortgage payment. I 
didn’t even place. The Kid took third. I didn’t know the other 
names on the poster. I think the Natural has caught on to me. 
She has started talking to me, crossing my path a lot, being 
friendly, lining her truck up behind mine at the cleaning 
station, the gas pump, the dumpster. (I notice now that each 
morning my giant windshield – one of the nicer features of a 
Step-Van is its good driver visibility - is covered with 
squashed bug parts. The Hot Shot machine that shoots 
pressurized hot soapy water doesn’t get these off by itself. 
Even after scrubbing with a squeegee there’s always some 
bug gunk left. If I turn on the windshield wipers it leaves two 
big rainbows of bug gunk residue.) The more I see of her the 
more she looks like a fox. Drives a nice car too. She smiled at 
me. Love starts with a smile, and ends with a... how does that 
go? I was trying to get up the nerve at the dumpster when I 
spotted the Grange, remembered the shit park and the shit 
creek. Not conducive. Soon I was left in her dust as her truck 
sped onto Busy Blvd, leaving me to my trusty truck. Maybe 
that’s what I was in love with, the truck. I made another C-
note today. I hope this becomes a regular thing. I learned 
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some new things about my route today. One is the Rimrock 
recreation field, the very field I had spotted on my first day as 
I peered down City Center Blvd. from Trucker and missed my 
turn. Up till now it had been sparsely populated. Once I had 
arrived during a baseball game and sold maybe twenty-five 
bucks worth. There was a kiddie playground at one end of the 
parking lot, and I could always make a sale or three when I 
stopped there. But it was never a place to plan for. Now I 
learned something to plan for. On Saturday mornings and 
afternoons they host girls’ soccer. I stumbled on it by accident 
today, but from now on every Saturday I will head right for 
there first thing. As the girls’ teams play each other, the 
sidelines are filled with hungry and hot mommies and 
daddies, and they love to line up and buy ice cream. Too bad 
the sales slack off after twenty minutes or so. I find myself 
sneaking a peak at the holdouts, resenting their Burger King 
sacks and coolers. I always ask customers when the game will 
be over until I get an answer, because if it’s ending soon, it is 
worth waiting for. The players line up too, on their way out. 
But if I want to make a C-note I have to do more volume than 
the field can support, so if it’s more than a 30-minute wait I 
have to leave to go cruise the ‘hoods. I did something new 
today. I had a Sno Cone. It was the most tasteless product I 
sold, I found out quickly. But it was cold. Messy, but cold. 
The juice started to melt and pool up in the bottom of the 
cone, and soon it’s a struggle to keep it from dripping all over 
everywhere. When I finished, my tongue and throat were 
frozen. I started coughing. It was serious. If it hadn’t been a 
hundred degrees in the truck I might have ended up in a 
hospital. Meanwhile I sold Sno Cone after Sno Cone to happy 
kids. None of them seemed to end up needing medical 
attention like I did. Must be a kiddie thing. They instinctively 
know how to pace themselves and not freeze their gullets. 
One time a kiddie who had just bought a Sno Cone was 
standing and waving bye to me when he jerked and the whole 
frozen insides popped out of the waxed paper cone onto the 
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grass. He picked it up, put it back in the cone, and chowed 
down eagerly. Another time, as a ten-year-old kiddie received 
a Sno Cone from my hand, I warned him not to eat it too fast 
or he’d freeze his gullet. His friend said that he loved to give 
himself a “brain freeze”. I guess some kids think of Sno Cones 
as a safe alternative to hashish and marijuana, like a tricycle is 
the safe alternative to a bike. Sno Cones are the most 
dangerous product on my truck. My mind is becoming an 
Encarta encyclopedia of my route. I can see it all in my head, 
every inch of it. It is not just a route now. It’s becoming my 
life. It never seems to amaze me how I can smell the money 
on the route almost, know when to break out of a ‘hood 
suddenly and truck to another sector where I sense higher 
sales. It’s a constant mental computation, where to go next, 
hour by hour. The Bishop told me not to think so hard, just 
drive and don’t think. I can’t do that. I’m thinking all the time. 
This is a thinking person’s job. One time I drove this cluster 
that, except for the big weekend, had been very poor. It was 
poor again, only one sale in a cloverleaf of four half-mile-long 
streets at the southwest edge of the Ranch. At least the back 
row of homes had a magnificent view of the prairie, although 
for how long I wondered. One day those views would be of 
extensive housing developments I imagined. I returned to the 
handle of the cloverleaf, the only way in or out of it, and was 
about to pull back onto Ranch Pkwy, but decided to stop 
twenty feet behind the stop sign and eat my snack, a baloney 
sandwich with mustard that mother had made me. She now 
alternated days between baloney one day and salami the next, 
wanting to use up the two packages of Oscar Meyer she had 
bought for the price of one at a supermarket sale. I kept telling 
her to put a single leaf of lettuce in the sandwich, but she 
would give me a whole chunk of lettuce cut out of the head 
and wrapped separately. I knew this was wrong, but got used 
to eating the chunk of lettuce bite-by-bite alternately with the 
sandwich. It was, after all, moist. I had finished the lettuce 
and was about half through the sandwich when suddenly 
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people started to line up. They came from all over the 
cloverleaf, some walking several blocks. I now remembered 
that I’d left my music on absentmindedly. I hastily swept my 
lunch sack off my selling box and placed it on the console, 
then tried to wash the mustard-baloney-rye smell off my 
fingers with my second towel, moistened with water. I tried to 
ask these people where they came from, while I snuck sniffs 
at my fingers, and they said things like “just around the 
corner” or “a couple of blocks from here”. When I asked 
where they were when I was driving by their houses, they 
said they didn’t hear me. How could they hear me now, I 
asked myself, when they couldn’t hear me when I was much 
closer? After they all left, I remembered too late to try and see 
where they had gone. I got out of the truck, looked back, and 
saw no one. I learned a new word today. Paletas. That’s 
Mexican for ice cream treats. I had been hearing little 
Hispanic kids saying it for days, but only today did it register. 
I had thought it was boleta but now I know it has something 
to do with a pallet. In school they taught me the word helado. 
The h is silent. I once got caught being the only person in class 
aspirating the h sound, and the cruel proud pure Spanish 
teacher singled me out. I dropped out of Spanish class after 
that year. Now I wish I’d stayed in. When I got back to the lot 
whom did I see but her? 
 
July 9 (Sun.)  
Okay, I looked paletas up on the Web and found out the word 
means frozen fruit bars, or popsicles, not every kind of ice 
cream treat. Still, that’s what the Hispanic kids all shout at 
me, “Paletas!” Now I know what those green pushcarts are 
selling all over the Hispanic areas of town. A Hispanic guy, 
probably illegal, pushes one by my house two or three times a 
day, dinging a little bell. I once stopped him and when he 
opened the lid I saw a pile of assorted Hispanic popsicles, all 
for one buck each. Some of them were fantastic, such as the 
coconut one, which tasted just like coconut cream pie. Real 
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coconut. How could they sell it for just one buck? The 
salesman must have been working for peanuts. Not that 
anything over a dollar a day profit would beat what the 
workers make in Mexico. They had real watermelon 
popsicles, with an occasional seed included, also tamarind, 
pineapple, lemon, lime, chocolate, even a great custard. These 
guys could give us a run for the money if they had trucks 
instead of pushcarts, and sold the paletas for one to two bucks 
instead of just one. As it is, their competition is unnoticeable. 
Speaking of Hispanics. Mother tried two times to go visit our 
renters and talk about their eviction notice. Each time they 
didn’t answer. Sissy called and we found out they’d not 
accepted the registered letter, and it had been returned to her. 
She was sending us the letter, and told mother to put it in her 
mailbox. I said that sounded against postal regulations, so she 
told us to put it in her door instead. First she had to mail it to 
mother. Today we had a tornado scare. This is tornado season 
in this neck of the woods, and usually they happen only out 
east in the prairie, but sometimes one will form right in the 
city. Other times we get nasty sudden hailstorms. Our Jap 
POS was living testimony to the great hailstorm of 1995. I 
remember that day well. It was perfectly clear and calm and 
sunny all day, a big blue sky overhead. I was working on the 
computer at home, as usual. The Jap POS was parked in the 
gravel-covered driveway in front of our duplex, as usual. This 
was back when it had the original tranny, and was actually a 
pretty boss car, with plenty of zip, and power everything, 
including power door locks, and a good stereo. The tranny 
had a power overdrive button on the handle, and I’d hit it to 
get a sudden burst of power to pass other cars. I’m sure I 
helped burn it up by my jock driving habits. Now I was 
paying for it. Anyway, it came without any fanfare, hail the 
size of marbles suddenly raining down from a clear sky. It got 
stronger and stronger, tearing the leaves off the trees, and 
pummelling the roof of our duplex so hard I thought it would 
cave in. It did cave in, the skylight in the bathroom, and big 
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hailstones littered the floor, along with broken glass and other 
crap, so I shut the door. It reached a crescendo, the hailstorm, 
then suddenly disappeared, probably moving off east. I went 
out immediately, amazed at all the foliage in the 
neighborhood lying on the ground, covered with a sheet of 
pure white hailstones. Many large branches had broken off 
too. But the worst was my Jap POS. Its formerly smooth white 
shiny surface was now pockmarked with dents. It wasn’t all 
negative, however. Mother collected on her insurance for the 
car and the roof at the same time, and we never fixed the car, 
deciding to pocket the money, about three thousand bucks, 
which helped keep us going for a long time. So I guess I owe 
the god of storms one. To this day the Jap POS has pockmarks 
all over it, but I keep it so dirty that they aren’t that 
noticeable. Plus I think some of them straightened out all on 
their own, from elasticity or some other physical law.  
 
July 10 (Mon.) 
My day was like a tour of duty in Vietnam. Wherever I went, 
there was this crew of Vietnamese grass cutters in a big 
pickup pulling a trailer. They kept their lawnmowers in the 
pickup, and grass cuttings in the trailer. The Vietnamese were 
bundled up from head to toe, and wore those cone hats. It 
must have been a hundred degrees in the shade, but they 
were bundled up like it was winter. What I could see of their 
faces was almost black with the sun. They went from lawn to 
lawn, bumping into my ice cream truck time and again, hour 
after hour. They were so fast, mowing a lawn in teams, then 
shaking the grass cuttings into their trailer and taking off. It 
had a positively colonial look and feel to it. I wonder if whites 
could have stood the grueling work. I wouldn’t be surprised 
if the workers were paid two bowls of rice and a small fish 
and ten cents a day. I wonder what they did with the grass 
cuttings. Use them for food? Impossible, considering all the 
chemicals on them. Then again, maybe not. Look at all the 
chemicals they dropped in Vietnam. That didn’t stop them 
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from eating. Almost every house they serviced was owned by 
affluent whites, who were all at their high-paying jobs. It was 
like there were two cultures existing side-by-side. Fifty years 
from now maybe the relative positions will be reversed. These 
years are hardening them up, giving them grudges, just like 
the Germans after their WWI defeat. Misery and a feeling of 
oppression breed mafias. Look at Hitler. Yes, there was 
probably a Vietnamese mafia behind this ‘lawn service’. 
There’s a mafia behind everything, everywhere. The mafia 
drives the economy. It’s a way of living. It has one point six 
million divisions, waiting to grow, from menial labor to post 
graduate positions. You work as teams, learning from the 
mafia experts. Call now for your free information kit and start 
your career in the mafia. We’ll turn you into a mafia 
professional. 1-800-GO-MAFIA. At least they had customers 
today. Until about 4 p.m., I was doing maybe 15 to 20 bucks 
an hour at best, which meant $4-$6 an hour wages. What was 
minimum wage nowadays? Five-something? The Viets never 
bought a thing. Too late I got the idea of reading the squinty 
little sign on the side of the pickup and writing down the 
name and address. Another day. When I logged online to get 
my email, I found one informing me that somebody had 
purchased some of my e-novels. The last time this had 
happened was back in March. With this multiple purchase I 
now was back up to my average of one book sale a month. 
Stephen King had nothing to worry about from me now. I 
secretly wondered if the recommendation the Admiral had 
put in my boardroom had helped net this sale. I had no way 
to know, nor did he, and I didn’t want to know. Not that I 
told anybody anything about my personal sales figures, but I 
didn’t want to even think I owed anybody for my own 
success. 
 
July 11 (Tues.)  
I spent the few hours I wasn’t sleeping unwinding by doing 
some yard work. The grass was so yellow I wondered if I 
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could even revive it. The cheap old sprinkler we have doesn’t 
throw a pattern that covers the front yard right, causing a lot 
of it to hit either the sidewalk or the street, and eventually 
causing a regular stream to go straight down the gutter to the 
corner. The only way to minimize this is to change the 
position of the sprinkler regularly. I changed it once, but 
completely forgot about it for several hours, then changed it 
again, and forgot for several hours again, so by the time I had 
to go to bed only about two-thirds of the lawn was watered, 
overwatered actually, while one-third was still yellow. 
 
July 12 (Wed.) 
Mother got the eviction letter in the mail from Sissy and 
walked over, knocked, and after getting no answer, left it in 
their door. I finished overwatering the lawn today, repeating 
yesterday’s performance on the yellow spots. When I turned it 
off, before going to bed, I could see a large stream of water 
going down the gutter all the way down the block to the big 
sewer at the end. And a clown hand sticking out of it, giving 
me the finger. During the night it rained copiously. 
 
July 13 (Thurs.) 
Tonight I had a small panic. Girly didn’t show up to pick me 
up. I called mother on the Bishop’s phone, and got no answer 
for several minutes, then I got through, and she told me 
nobody around there wanted to pick me up and I’d have to 
take a taxi home. I then asked the Bishop to call me a taxi. At 
least I could afford one now. Ten bucks at least, probably 
fifteen, but what else could I do? “Did you ask the other 
drivers if they’re going near your home?” the Bishop 
volunteered. I actually had never thought of that. He called 
out to the Admiral, and pretty soon I found out that the four-
foot dwarf woman drove near my house on her way home. So 
I asked, and she said it’d be no problem. I waited for her to 
cash-out, then walked with her to her car, which was parked 
up front in a special handicapped parking space. I had never 
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noticed that either up till now. She got in, opened the 
passenger side door, and I knew I was in for a tight ride. The 
car was an ultra-compact, and even then was too big for her. I 
barely crammed myself in like a sardine in a can. As she 
drove, she told her story about having had this job for 
umpteen years and never missing a day, never taking a 
vacation, about her children and how they spent her money 
so unconcerned with how hard she worked to earn it. She 
kept down another job as well, she said, a factory job or 
something. As she dropped me off just after dark, mother was 
sitting on the porch waiting for me. She had been worried 
how I would get home. As the Dwarf drove away, mother 
waved at her. All was well. Mother said she’d call Lonny all 
day if she had to but she’d get him to fix the Jap car that day 
or else. I knew she would. It didn’t occur to me until it was 
too late to ask the Dwarf is she could pick me up and drop me 
off every day, for a fee, of course. If the Jap car wasn’t fixed 
soon, I figured I’d try it, even if I ended up bent in two.  
 
July 14 (Fri.) 
I got Girly to take me to work, as usual. The plan to ask the 
Dwarf to pick me up and drop me off was scrapped when 
Lonny called mother bright and early and told her the Jap car 
was fixed and that she could pick it up any time. I wanted 
Girly to take mother to pick up the car before I went to work 
so I could take it, but Girly didn’t answer the phone until 
almost 11:30 a.m., so I just went to work with her and figured 
mother’d get her to drive her to Lonny’s when she returned. 
When I walked into the lot there was the Dwarf, just getting 
out of her car in its special handicapped space right outside 
the gate. We chatted and got in line at the window together, 
she first. For a moment I wondered what sex with a four-foot 
female dwarf would be like. To her, every man’s crotch was at 
chin level. What if she were a dyke? A paedophile? A drug 
dealer? Thinking of those ice cream truck haters and what 
they’d do if she came walking into their city council meetings 
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with her children put me in an amused funk, as did the 
question of how tall her children were. Yes, I was in good 
spirits. Maybe I was out of the woods now.  
 
July 15 (Sat.)  
Hurray. Lonny finally fixed the tranny on the Jap POS again. 
I’m driving myself to work today. In addition, the renter man 
came over with the rest of his rent, and was in a good cheer, 
saying they’d gotten the notice and didn’t want to move, that 
they liked it here, but that they loved mother and understood 
that her niece wants to live closer to her to look after her 
better, so they’d be glad to move. The matter of refusing the 
registered letter the first time didn’t come up. Mother was 
being tactful. All crises seem to be behind us now. As I was 
getting up to go to work I thought seriously of not going even 
though I wanted the money. For the first time in years I 
would not be watching the women’s Wimbledon tennis 
finals? It was a habit with me, one Saturday morning a year, 
usually requiring me to rise and turn on the TV at 7 a.m. 
because of the time differential with England. Just my luck. 
They’re delaying the local broadcast until the afternoon. I 
couldn’t afford to lose a C-note, no. This, more than anything 
else this year, signaled how low my life had sunk. I used to 
watch Steffe Graf win year after year, like a machine, as I took 
Saturday off from my hard engineering and computer job. 
Now, like me, she’s over the hill and out of it, officially 
retired. At least she had kicked Davenport’s butt at the French 
Open before retiring. My dreams of marrying Steffi were as 
silly as the ones about the Natural. Okay, more silly. I maybe 
could have the Natural. But all men want what they cannot 
have. It will be Davenport versus Venus Williams. Davenport 
looks like a six-foot Sally Field. Big, rangy through the hips, 
ungainly. Like a man with a female bottom. Probably a dyke. 
Venus is a finely tuned athlete, no extra body fat. Trouble is 
that being tall is an advantage. I wish I could retire but I’m 
not worth one hundred bucks much less one hundred million 
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bucks like Steffi. Come to think about it, if I married the 
Natural she’d never let me retire and live off her. She was too 
street-smart, too tough. She’d make me go to work with her 
every day and push me to keep up with her. Maybe she’s a 
dyke too. Not that there’s anything wrong with it or that it’s 
my bizness. I could never ask her for a date for my own 
complex reasons, but then she never asked me either. And I 
knew nothing about her. Maybe she was married already. To 
a dyke. Come to think of it, all women’s tennis pros are dykes. 
I am confusing Steffi and the Natural, I know, so drop the 
subject. Tomorrow is the men’s final. That one I won’t miss. I 
hate watching men’s tennis. It’s all serves. There ought to be a 
law, a speed limit. The serve ought to be hittable. There must 
be at least a serve and a return for a valid point. I guess the 
fans will decide. Sparse audiences for the TV shows will bring 
the game to its knees. Right. At least the men aren’t gays, or 
are very good at hiding it. Their gorgeous girlfriends are 
always shown in close-ups in the stands throughout the 
match. Not that the high rollers in the Ranch would be 
jealous. One guy was standing out in his driveway with some 
other high rollers talking about investing in some real estate 
development while buying Italian ices and talking on his cell 
phone. He didn’t have children. That was the lifestyle killer. I 
got to see everybody’s children. From this experience I was in 
no hurry to have any of my own. They think you owe them a 
living, and the horror of it is, you do. Having a six-figure 
income doesn’t shelter you from their storm. You will have to 
settle for just one Mercedes, and buy them their own when 
they hit sixteen. Even at age eight they’ve got to have the 
rollerblade package, including helmet, knee and elbow pads. 
Then there’s the portable basketball hoops, seemingly in 
every driveway or curb. The rollerblade hockey players all 
have to have official NHL jerseys and goals. Then there’s 
those little scooters. Funny, but it took me till today to notice 
that just about every kid in the Ranch drives up to the truck 
on one of those little slim silver-colored scooters. I got curious 
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enough to squint out the name on them today: Razor. I guess 
there must have been a new fad and I missed it until now. I 
thought I was doing good when I noticed the Harry Potter 
books in kiddies’ arms, but as happy as I was to see an author 
selling books, the scooters must be raking in a hundred times 
as much moolah. When I got home I rushed to the computer 
and did a search on scooters while my cat kept jumping up on 
the keyboard and playing with the mouse cord (he always 
jumped up and tried to get me to pet him, only rarely causing 
any problems by, say, walking on the keyboard), and found 
the Razor scooters by Sharper Image, only $119.99 each. I’ve 
decided to stay childless until I make my first million. Not 
that I didn’t continue flirting with the Natural. I even got into 
her truck with her on some mutual pretext, put my arm next 
to her, as close as if I had been hugging her, and got a woody. 
She saw it, grabbed my arms, put them around her, turned 
ever so slowly, put her arms around me, and planted her lips 
on mine. Not really. Just my imagination. When the day is 
done and we return to the lot we’re both sweating and 
stinking like hogs, and in no condition for that. I’d have to get 
her on a date on a mutual off-day then take chances like that. 
Not that my mother would ever let her move in with us. She’d 
have to die first. And I couldn’t move out on mother. She 
needs me too much. I’m trapped. 
 
July 16 (Sun.)  
Venus Williams won. I wish I could have seen that. David 
versus Goliath in drag with rackets and soft fuzzy balls. As a 
writer I’m glad I didn’t write that. Come to think of it, I yam a 
writer, that I yam, so when am I going to write? Let’s try some 
writing, yes. The brilliant sun beat down on the little 
gingerbread castles of the Ranch, all neatly in a row, all 
having two-car garages, all having two dwarfed trees, all built 
on a raised mound of dirt with good drainage and identical 
storm drains fit for an evil clown. No, not all identical. Each 
house had a slightly different layout, different porch, and 
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thus a slightly different set of drainpipes. Some, for instance, 
had to have special drainpipes coming off the front porch and 
draining onto landscaped pebbles. Since this affluent area was 
undoubtedly a Republican stronghold, you might call these 
brilliant pebbles. But the pipes on the roofs, they always gave 
away the plan, showing you where the potties were, for 
instance. Not that you noticed them unless you had a lot of 
time on your hands. The collection of pipes sticking through 
each roof was always painted the right color to blend in with 
the expensive roof tiles. Something about me was changing 
imperceptibly but perceptibly. Duh. I mean the accumulated 
changes were perceptible, although the daily changes were 
imperceptible. I was becoming a personality. The act I put on 
while cruising the ‘hoods was developing wings. I realized 
that most people thought I was an owner-operator of my own 
business, not a commissioned employee, even though the big 
number 32 was stencilled on the truck, along with an ad and a 
phone number saying new drivers were needed. As people 
began to see me regularly, I became part of their lives. I 
perhaps saw more of their own community than they did, 
more than anybody else except maybe policemen, dairy 
drivers, postmen, preachers. Nobody knew my name. I was 
just the ice cream man. And I was the only ice cream man. 
There was no competition. At least, if there was I didn’t see 
any. I spent more time living on the streets of the Ranch than 
in my own house. My truck was like a four-wheeled rolling 
sauna in the baking heat, true, but the breezes held up all 
summer so far, and would always save me just when I 
thought I would boil over. If I were really desperate I could 
cut quickly to the main boulevard and speed up to 50 or so, 
and that would create a breeze of its own to cool me down. So 
I got paid to work in a rolling sauna, wearing towel shirts. If I 
didn’t eat so much of my own product I think I would have 
been losing weight, but as it was I lost then regained weight 
like a yo-yo. I must have carried around a gallon of water just 
in my paunch. Water weighs about ten pounds a gallon. This I 
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remember from my college days. Not exactly, but to one 
significant digit. I can almost do the calculation in my head. 
First, there’s the density of water, which is exactly 1.00 grams 
per cubic centimetre. Then there’s the number of grams in a 
pound, about 454. Then there’s the number of cc’s in a gallon. 
There’s 1.06 quarts in a litre, so start from that. Multiply and 
divide it out and you get about 10. Eight point four is closer. 
For rule of thumb calculations 10 is perfect. Drink a gallon of 
water, gain 10 pounds. Lose a gallon of water, lose 10 pounds. 
Burp. When I said I’ve never seen any competition I was 
setting you up. Today I saw some. For weeks I had been 
missing a new cluster of homes in the southeast corner of my 
route, where it runs into the Kid’s route. The trouble is that, 
because of Screwy Blvd. going diagonally southeast here, and 
the routes being based on Busy Blvd., which disappears but 
runs true north-south, the routes have no main streets 
dividing them in the corner, but rather the edge goes right 
through the middle of various streets. Then there’s the 
problem that this area is ground zero of the urban sprawl, and 
the new homes are sprouting up like mushrooms, making our 
maps all-but worthless and obsolete. When I start driving this 
corner, I sometimes get lost, and end up in the Kid’s route 
somewhere down Screwy, and have to lamely drive back to 
where it hits Ranch Pkwy to get back to my own route. So, I 
hardly ever come to this corner of my route, and when I do I 
often just skim it, since I don’t want to get in any border wars 
with the Kid. Not that I ever saw him around there. Today, 
however, I found a cluster of homes that I never saw before, 
with a single road leading into and out of them. I drove on in, 
music playing, rounded a corner, and was surprised by 
another ice cream truck at the curb with a line in front of it 
and the familiar “Brake for Children” in a stop sign design 
painted on the back door. As I passed it, I looked in the 
driver’s door, and the driver had his back turned, serving the 
customers. Just then I saw that this was not one of our trucks. 
It had the name “Blue Buzzard”, and a logo of a happy-
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looking stork-wannabe buzzard with, not a baby diaper, but a 
nutty buddy in his beak. For the first time I had an adrenaline 
surge on the job. I swung to the street he was lined-up to go to 
next, saw a clump of customers already waiting for him, 
money in hand, and pulled up to them. They eagerly perused 
my menu and started ordering. One of them, a woman, 
seemed to realize that this was a historic moment, for she 
started talking with me, and the first thing she said was 
“You’re in the big leagues now.” I asked her if she were 
referring to the Blue Buzzard guy back of me, and when she 
did, I told her he was smalltime and to forget him. She told 
me she used to be an ice cream truck driver, and I didn’t 
believe her, but then how could she prove it? When I finished 
with them, I started up down the block, looking in my mirrors 
for the Blue Buzzard. He was gone. I drove this whole new 
cluster, which was actually at the boony-end of the Ranch, as 
far from the big city and our company lot as I’d ever been. It 
might have actually been closer to the next big city than mine. 
As I drove the ‘hood I noticed that some streets were already 
sold-to, by the families sitting on their lawns or in their 
garages with the door open chowing down on Blue Buzzard 
ice cream. Other streets were virgin, and I scored them. Blue 
Buzzard must have later seen the families chowing down on 
my ice cream. About half an hour was all it took to run the 
neighborhood out, and I began to try to find the exit. The 
trouble with all the home clusters in the Ranch is that there is 
often only one way in or out. This necessarily makes me 
backtrack streets I’ve already worked. Not that it makes a 
difference in the big scheme of things. Sometimes I get new 
sales, even repeat sales. Other times I know it’s dead so I can 
speed up to 15, 20, even 30 miles an hour and get outta there. I 
finally found the exit road, and was stopping for a stop sign, 
when here comes the Blue Buzzard truck, pulling up next to 
me and stopping. The guy inside was a real skinny dork, but I 
didn’t get a good look. He was too busy doing all the talking. 
“I’ve been driving this area for two years now,” he informed 
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me sternly, “and it’s mine not yours. Go back to where you 
came from. If you don’t, I’ll see to it that you have an 
accident.” I was going to tell him something mighty sagacious 
when he stomped the gas pedal and was gone. The rest of my 
day was colored by that event, by the thought that I had 
competition, and that they must play rough. Why hadn’t I 
encountered him before, I was thinking? Why did he sell in 
this godforsaken corner in the boonies? Who or what is this 
Blue Buzzard outfit? I carried an exacto knife with me to cut 
open ice cream boxes, and he no doubt did also. I could just 
imagine two ice cream men in an exacto knife fight on some 
lonely street in the Ranch where the construction was stopped 
for their siesta and the construction workers were cheering 
and making bets in Spanish on the roofs. I saw him again, in a 
time warp. This time as he was giving me his speech I jumped 
out of my truck fast, jumped into his, and threw him out of 
the truck before he could go for his knife. I broke all his arms 
and legs by stomping on them, threw him back into his truck 
behind the seat, got in, robbed all his money, caught him 
crawling towards his console for his knife, kicked him in the 
groin and the small of his back until he collapsed, opened the 
back door, threw all his ice cream out on the hot pavement, 
kicked his face in for good measure, turned his engine off, 
stole his keys, raised his hood, tore every cable out of his 
engine compartment I could find, then got back in my truck 
and turned the music on, and went on my way, soon greeting 
a mommy with a couple of little darlings, and putting on my 
ice cream man act. Not really. I wouldn’t leave a job half-
finished like that. I got my shovel out of my truck, which I 
was just carrying for this purpose, used it to kill the twerp, 
dug a shallow grave in the prairie just off the road, buried 
him, then went back to serving ice cream to little kiddies. Not 
really. It’s just my imagination kicking in. I wouldn’t hurt a 
fly, really. If I wanted somebody hurt I would just give a 
word to the President, and, being Italian, his famiglia would 
take care of it for me. They have a special ice cream truck with 
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a special freezer. Not really. My overactive imagination again. 
What really happened was that the Blue Buzzard guy 
followed my truck until we were both in a deserted area at the 
outskirts of the Ranch, on a road that was blocked off because 
it didn’t go anywhere, and I busted through the barrier, with 
him following close. Then we played a game of chicken to the 
death. Not really. We got in a food fight with ice cream. We 
had a hip-hop dance-off. We Indian-wrestled in the road. My 
ride back to the lot seemed to take no time. The only thing I 
remembered about it was the cops I saw here and there. 
Really, if you’re looking for them, they’re all over the place. 
This really is a police state. When I got back to the lot and 
cashed in, I was all mouth. The President was standing with 
the Godfather next to the freezer, and laughed when I told 
him about Blue Buzzard. They were a competitor, he 
explained, from that next big city down south, the Springs. 
Their company wasn’t half as big as ours, he bragged. Don’t 
worry about them. Their threats are hot air. The Bishop joined 
in, telling about how they used to burn blue buzzard dolls in 
effigy somewhere somewhen. It was all too retro. If I saw the 
Blue Buzzard guys again I was to be sure and tell them, said 
the President. Not that I’d be back to that corner of my route 
for at least another two weeks anyway, I said to myself.  
 
July 17 (Mon.) 
I hadn’t seen the Dwarf all weekend, which could have been 
because we crossed paths, or just missed each other, so I 
asked the Bishop, and he told me she had just up and quit. I 
had a pretty good day for the first two hours, going down 
Daddyio Blvd. and working the stub sections there. Daddyio 
Blvd. was just south of County Line Road, the north edge of 
the Ranch, and running east and west were a bunch of cul-de-
sacs that ran east-west with the exit on the south side onto 
Daddyio. It was a little dangerous having to exit onto 
Daddyio, go up a few blocks, and exit off again into the next 
cul-de-sac, what with all the traffic, but there were so many 
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lanes that usually I kept out of the way of others. When I had 
milked them dry, I realized I was near the Terraces, which I 
hadn’t visited since the Fourth of July. I steered into them, 
and navigated the four long winding streets, selling zilch. As I 
passed the third one I looked for the TV newsman in vain. I 
wasn’t even sure now which house was his. He was probably 
at work anyway. As I came out of the last one I zigged when I 
should have zagged, and discovered a long winding road that 
led to the south side of my route, as well as more cul-de-sacs 
that I had never been to before. They were all ritzy and had 
big backyards so I wasn’t surprised to sell zilch. Luckily there 
was a moving van parked on the street and the movers 
stopped me and bought some items, so the hour was not a 
total bust but pretty much so. I swore I’d never come back 
here for at least a month.  
 
July 18 (Tues.) 
Our garbage disposal stopped working suddenly today. Just 
went dead. It always happens on my days off, something to 
turn them into busy work. I fiddled with it long enough to 
know I didn’t know how to fix it, then got the idea to ask the 
renter. He came over, and fixed it in a matter of minutes. It 
seemed mother had dropped some nails into it somehow. He 
didn’t charge us a cent for the work, which made me glad, but 
then he told us that he was having a real problem locating 
another place to rent on such short notice, especially since 
they all required first and last month’s rent plus a damage 
deposit, and although he was now working on weekends to 
make more money, he didn’t think he could save up over a 
thousand dollars by the end of the thirty days’ notice. I told 
him that I hadn’t even thought of that, because we hadn’t 
requested first and last month’s notice from him ourselves, 
but in these times landlords were like that, and I saw his 
problem. I told him we’d argue with Sissy and see if she could 
extend the deadline one month, even two. He seemed mighty 
thankful for this. 
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July 19 (Wed.) 
Mother called Sissy and told her the renters’ problem, and 
Sissy was quick with her denial, saying that Niecey had 
already given notice and that her condo was already rented to 
someone else starting the first of August, so she’d be out in 
the street if they didn’t vacate. That was just like Sissy, the 
black ass of the family. Stabbed the renters and her own 
daughter in the back simultaneously. I gave up trying to 
debate with her. She’d won.  
 
July 20 (Thurs.) 
Since I didn’t have to leave for work until 11:30 a.m., mother 
took the Jap car to get groceries. I thought she would be back 
in an hour at most, but three hours later she still wasn’t back, 
and I began to get concerned. Going to work was out of the 
question today. I even saw Little Lulu go by in her ice cream 
truck. I was fast enough this time to run out, wave her down, 
and surprise her. She said she didn’t recognize me without 
the striped shirt. I shot the bull with her for a while, and she 
took off, but not before telling me she’d give me a ride home 
some time if I needed it. I said I hoped I never would. I was 
carrying our cordless phone in case mother called. The phone 
was gold-colored. Mother picked it solely for the color. That 
and the fact it was the lowest priced phone at Target. Lulu 
made a joke about it looking like a pleasure tool she had in 
her bedroom night table. I waved bye to her and waited for 
mother to call and explain why she was so late. Mother didn’t 
call. I knew sometimes she’d just stay out to go goodwill 
hopping, visiting second-hand stores and the regulars who 
frequented them, like a social club. I never saw or met these 
regulars myself. It was mother’s little private retreat. Before 
going back in the house I took the opportunity to gather up an 
armload of newspapers to take inside, several days’ backlog. 
Mother knocked on the front door suddenly, and I let her in. 
She has a key, on a ring with about two dozen other keys, but 
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since she also has a cane and poor vision and arthritis she 
doesn’t like to fish around for it when she can have me open 
the door from my side without effort. I looked out the door, 
searching for the Jap car. There was no Jap car. No groceries 
either. She told me the whole story. She decided, after leaving 
me with the assurance she was going straight to the grocery 
store, to “go to her thrift stores first.” She was leaving a 
second-hand store parking lot when the car began to jerk, 
upshift and downshift wildly, and lose power. She couldn’t 
get it going more than a few miles an hour, and finally 
negotiated a turn into a residential street and parked. She 
knocked on doors trying to find one that would let her use 
their phone, and found a nice Hispanic family who let her do 
so. She called the triple-A and they took over an hour to 
arrive, and towed the Jap car back to Lonny’s. She called 
Lonny’s and got his answering machine again and left a 
message. She asked me if he’d called and I said no. The 
Hispanic family had driven her home, she said. That Lonny! 
We waited weeks for him to fix the blinking car, only to find it 
last all of two days before breaking down. We waited another 
month, and this time it lasted four days. The Ford POS he 
hadn’t even touched. I was beginning to see the handwriting 
on the wall. He would never fix it right. It would always be in 
his shop. The wolf was back at our door. I was in a Stephen 
King horror novel and couldn’t get out. Mother said that Girly 
was just getting out of her van down the street when she 
arrived, and saw her. She called Girly and told her what had 
happened. Girly was understanding, and volunteered to start 
giving me rides to work again, but not until the weekend, 
because her dear older brother was in the hospital, and she 
wanted to be at his side. 
 
July 21 (Fri.) 
I spent the whole day in a funk reading the Stephen King 
novel to get my mind off the heat. It was too hot inside, and 
too hot outside, but mother had five trays of ice cubes in the 
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freezer at the same time and kept the ice water coming like a 
hotel waiter as I tried various reading locations inside and 
outside. It was getting hard to skip a day of driving and not 
think about it, miss the money, feel guilty, miss the guys in 
the company and the customers too. The music had dug a 
track in my brain. I could hear it when there were no other 
sounds to cover it over. I normally kept the radio on all the 
time for this reason. Yet I couldn’t concentrate on my reading 
when the radio was on, so I ended up turning it off, and living 
with the dang music in my head. I wonder if I’ll have 
permanent brain damage from that music burning itself into 
my mind, like monitors that are left on too long without 
screen savers running. Stephen King sucks, you know? He 
can take a thousand words to describe what any other writer 
would spend a hundred on, before they cut that down further 
in their rewrites. Who cares about a bunch of (seven actually) 
retro kids in the fifties and whether they beat the local bully, 
get their first piece of ass, get over hypochondria, kill an 
imaginary space spider? Why didn’t he write an “In Cold 
Blood” type novel, about a real serial murderer who dressed 
up like a clown and lay in wait for kiddies in sewers or 
backyards? Why a space spider? And one that can change its 
form into anything a person fears most? I know I saw that 
episode on Star Trek – this cheap plot trick sucks. Every time 
he goes into the “supernatural” I only see “cheap plot trick”, 
not something legitimately scary. But what do I know? He’s 
making a living at it, I’m not. Maybe that’s the reason he sells 
so big. His “scariness” is carefully “mother-tested and kid 
approved”, never really scary. He has a formula I guess. But 
even he has to avoid being too repetitious, if he wants to keep 
his audience. He must be drawing from his own nerdy 
childhood, cutting real people from his past up and pasting 
them into his stories. The way King steals real people’s lives, 
recycles them into fiction, then sells them and keeps all the 
profits. That’s something I could never bring myself to do. 
And if I did I’d feel I owed them something. Not much but 
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something. A free dinner. A link on my link page. A free 
novel. It must be hard on your conscience being a novelist. No 
wonder King’s photo portraits all have that sick twisted look 
about his face and eyes. No, it’s okay to use real life to make 
art. Remember Oscar Wilde. Novels are about art, about 
essential human truths. They are much harder than mere 
biography. Right. What did it say on the dedication page of 
King’s novel? “Kids, fiction is the truth inside the lie, and the 
truth of this fiction is simple enough: the magic exists.” Sure it 
does. Kerching, kerching, kachunk! Back to the computer I 
went at one point, to amazon.com’s reader reviews of the 
novel, almost all of them gushing with praise, reading them 
over and over, feeling depressed but somehow elated. 
Complex anyway. Face it, I was jealous. A manuscript I had 
spent fifty bucks getting printed from disk at Kinko’s and sent 
to a publisher in the mail had just been returned with a Dear 
John letter. It wasn’t fair. I had sent six novels to that same 
publisher, all rejected. Not that my novels were not filled with 
bits and pieces of my life in disguise, but they were heavy 
with what I thought were novel ideas and speculations about 
the world. There went my meager life savings, heh. And none 
of them were over 300 pages. I couldn’t afford to even give 
away my manuscripts and King was set for life. I had one 
hope swaying in the wind now, and that was electronic books, 
ebooks. I automatically took each novel that the big print 
publishers rejected and emailed the manuscript to small 
ebook publishers, and found it no problem to get them 
accepted and published on the Web as e-novels, complete 
with buttons to click to purchase them and download them. 
Not that people like to read books on monitor screens, but 
some e-publishers were developing options to print 
paperback copies on demand for customers, and get listed 
with amazon.com and barnesandnobel.com like King. Not 
that my listings wouldn’t be lost in hundreds of thousands of 
other listings. I’ll submit my latest reject to the e-publishers 
when I get the time. My sales figures were depressing. If I got 
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one sale on one title in my whole list in one week and made 
one buck in royalties I was thankful now. And what did King 
do? I had hoped that he would at least leave e-publishing for 
us struggling writers, but no such luck. He recently published 
a single chapter from a new novel electronically on the Net 
and made hundreds of thousands of bucks almost overnight. 
The news of that is indeed what made me dig around in my 
box of old unread paperbacks for a King novel to read, and 
kept me studying King’s It, not like a reader would, but like a 
hacker would study a new popular new game program for 
cracks, looking for clues to King’s success. I shouldn’t say like 
a hacker. No, like one artist trying to learn something from 
another artist. Like Salieri from Mozart. No, the other way 
around. Hmm. Maybe I have nothing to learn if I’m a 
budding Mozart. But Mozart died broke, and that I don’t 
want to do, so I lower myself to his sick and twisted feet. The 
most obvious one lesson is the sheer bulk of the thing, over a 
thousand pages. No matter how he got people to plunk their 
money down for it, when they did they paid by the pound, 
and if anything were glad to do it, since they probably 
thought that they were getting a lot for their money. It was all 
in the marketing I guess. He didn’t piddle around with one 
dollar and sixty cent items like I did. Correction, novels. He 
did sell “instalments” for two bucks each. The novel in my 
hands was old. I bought it new, but it had lain around my 
house for fifteen years unread. It said U.S. $4.95 on the front 
cover. That was fifteen years ago. My e-novels are marked at 
$4.95 now. Today his paperback would be $9.95 at least, 
minus the amazon.com discount. He’ll probably have all his 
novels made available as ebooks soon, at what price I can’t 
guess. Ice cream is a high-mark-up product, but at least 
people get something cold for their money. There’s ice, er, art, 
and there’s commerce. Maybe the ice cream job would teach 
me some lessons King already learned, but kept secret, and I 
would be killing two birds with one stone.  
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July 22 (Sat.) 
The heat is getting to be beyond belief – worse, if anything, 
than the big weekend. Usually this time of year there is a 
short daily rain in the afternoon to take the edge off the heat, 
but not this year. That Global Warming theory must be true. 
Girly gave me a ride to work as promised. We have 
discovered that we have literally nothing in common except 
mother, and, after running that subject dry, had nothing to 
talk about. So we didn’t talk. So far we had paid her nothing 
for her services, and she had asked for nothing, but mother 
kept telling me she’d pay her something “when it was all 
over”, so maybe she didn’t have to ask. I now looked for the 
kiddie playground set companies every time we drove by, 
longingly. When I got my order sheet and started to clip it to 
the clipboard outside the company freezer, I noticed that the 
door was ajar. Looking inside, I saw it was empty. Ever quick 
to anticipate me, the Bishop said the freezer broke down 
overnight and they were using the backup freezer instead. 
The backup freezer? I looked past the shed with the grocery 
carts and lo and behold, another freezer door was visible, the 
President just then coming out of it was a filled grocery cart. 
Funny how all this time I’d never even noticed it. The 
Mechanic complimented me on losing weight. When I got 
back to the lot the Bishop said that Girly had called and left a 
message that her brother was dying and she couldn’t pick me 
up. I took Lulu up on her promise to take me home, and she 
did, in her pickup truck. She was a bad girl, she told me, and 
her boyfriend beat her up all the time, and made her give him 
all her money while he bummed. She pulled the truck over 
suddenly and stuck her chewing gum onto the dash and gave 
me a ... it’s too x-rated to describe, but every man has 
dreamed of getting one. After finishing she told me that 
would have cost one hundred dollars if I were anybody else. I 
thanked her as she put her chewing gum back in her hoover, 
er, mouth. She then said she had to stop by her place before 
taking me home. Her place turned out to be a notell motel on 
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a sleazy boulevard at the edge of town. Whores could be seen 
walking the street on both sides in front of it. She went in and 
left me a good hour before returning, dressed in different 
shorts. I didn’t ask. I felt wonderful. Not that I wanted her to 
become a habit. I could live with or without one. Before going 
to bed I went online and looked up Stephen King’s It on 
Amazon.com again. Funny I had never noticed the price 
before. List price $7.99 it said. Save 80 cents by buying it from 
them. Unlike ice cream, a novel never melts and becomes 
unsaleable. Or something philosophic like that. Too hot now. I 
did find out one new tidbit on King. 1985 was the year he 
announced that his pseudonymous alter ego Richard 
Bachman was dead. 1985 was a big year for writers I guess. 
Too bad I missed it. Come to think of it, our Jap POS was a 
1985 model year. 
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CHAPTER 9. 
LITTLE ARNOLD, THE CONTEST, AND THE THREE 
GRIGORS 
 
 
July 23 (Sun.) 
“You rule, ice cream man! You really rule!”  “I know. Now do 
you want to shoot the bull or buy some ice cream?”  “Buy 
some ice cream. Say, doesn’t that music playing all day drive 
you nuts?”  “I try to ignore it, so don’t bring it up. What 
would you like? The pictures are on the wall. There. No, on 
the outside. There.”  “Give me a fudgesicle. No, a lemon-lime 
Italian ice. No, a Super Mario Brothers. I only have a buck 
seventy-five. You know, you’re really cool, mister ice cream 
man. You must have the funnest job in town.”  “You’re right 
there, kid. I just love my job.”  “When I grow up I want to be 
just like you.”  “Stop the B.S. and give me the money.”  “Here. 
How much is the bubble gum?”  “Ten cents apiece. See. Got a 
whole bag of it here.”  “Can I have one free? After all the good 
things I said about you? Please?”  “Oh all right. But don’t tell 
anybody. I’m running a business not a charity.”  “Thank you 
plenty, mister ice cream man! You’re the greatest! I’m telling 
all my friends how great you are and to buy ice cream from 
you.”  “I appreciate that. By the way, I bet you can’t name that 
tune.”  “No. I can’t. What’s the name?”  “If I told you it’d be 
no fun, would it? I’ll tell you what. If you can find out the 
name and tell me, I’ll give you a free Super Mario Brothers 
bar.”  “Okay! I’ll find out from my friends.”  “If they don’t 
know I wouldn’t be surprised. But you can try anything, the 
Net, old spinster librarians at the public library, whatever. 
Just think of that free Mario Brothers.”   “I’ll tell you the next 
time I see you. Give me another free piece of bubble gum, 
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okay?”  “Sorry, only one free piece per customer. Gotta go, 
bye!”  
 
...And I was off, counting down my watch as usual. One 
hunda fiftee dollah mock one. One hunda fiftee dollah mock 
one. One hunda fiftee dollah mock one. Hey sojah, me love 
you long time. Just one hunda fiftee dollah mock one. Sales 
were clicking, on target. Exactly one dollar a minute, until this 
kid set me back, which was okay, since I was killing two birds 
with one stone. I didn’t want to tell anybody, but there was a 
whole jackpot of houses, a cluster really, on my route that, up 
till now, I had skipped without realizing. Up till today I had 
just been having too good sales on the west side of the route, 
and hardly ever came to the east side, because I had my hands 
full on the west side. Then, when I did come to the east side, I 
started at Busy Blvd. and went generally west, but never got 
even as far as Screwy Blvd. by the time my day ended. This 
cluster was off Ranch a little east of Screwy, to the north. Not 
that I was a stranger to that exit off Ranch, but I always 
zigged when I should have zagged, and missed the only street 
in and out of this big cluster. This time I zagged instead of 
zigged, and found it waiting for me. I bet they hadn’t seen an 
ice cream truck all summer. I encountered this bright-eyed ten 
or eleven-year-old boy almost immediately, playing on the 
street. He looked just like that kid in Arnold’s Last Action 
Hero. Not really – like the kid that the actress who played his 
mother, Mercedes Ruehl, would have had if she had done it 
with that kid’s real father. Who was Mercedes’ parent? 
Daimler-Benz (joke). I never ask anybody their name because 
I don’t want them to ask me mine. If they do, I say my name is 
the Ice Cream Man. So I’ll call him Little Arnold. He had a 
bike. Probably had spent all of the summer up till now 
playing on the street, hence his surprise and adulation when I 
suddenly appeared today. Probably would spend most of the 
summer on his bike, and I’d see him again frequently. I really 
did want to find out what the name of that damn ice cream 
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truck music was, and had asked the Admiral, but he said he 
wasn’t going to tell me, that he knew but that I had to earn it 
from him. Further questioning got me nowhere with him, 
made me want to find out for myself. I kept trying to find a 
song named red wings through Net searches, in vain, but I 
figured that kids now were all expert at computers and could 
probably find anything out on the Net in ways that I couldn’t 
guess. After all, I may have been studying computers for 
almost thirty years, and knew more than most adults, but I 
still probably didn’t know a fraction of the latest technology 
that any sharp kid would. Kids don’t give hacking secrets to 
non-kids. They have to have some generation leverage. So I 
was optimistic about bribing kids until I got what I wanted. I 
finally got the Russians’ names, as they stood in line back-to-
back in front of me: Grigor. There were three men, all named 
Grigor. Grigor One, Grigor Two, Grigor Three the Bishop 
called them. Two were young, thirties at most, and one was 
older, slim and chain-smoking, and married to the husky 
Russian woman, who was not beautiful but not bad, if you 
were Russian, named Golda. I knew instantly the first time I 
ever saw them that she was the brains of the bunch. The 
tough one, a Golda Meir type all right, a Madeline Albright 
type, a KickHitla’sAssOutaMothaRussia type. She could 
probably have survived under conditions that most 
Americans couldn’t hack, and like it. Thrive, even. Nurture a 
family, even as it was 50 below zero and they were reduced to 
thrice-diluted beet and wild wolf soup. She was a cave bear. 
Strong. Hitler should never have invaded Motha Russia. 
Never had a chance. She smiled big at me. I think she liked 
me. I liked her too. She was the only one who tried to talk to 
me, a few broken words of English. Call me slow, but I just 
now realized that they didn’t speak much English. I 
wondered how they sold ice cream, answered questions, 
made change. It must have been funny to watch. At least our 
American way of life is taming them down. It took fifty years 
for them to get over Hitler and tame down. MTV and the 
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Beatles brought communism down. If Russia ever converts to 
our system completely they will kick our ass worse than the 
Japanese. I did get out of one of them, the one who had a big 
handlebar mustache like Czar Alexander, Russia’s last czar 
(from the official portraits) that he had been in the Russian 
army. All men had to go in, he said. The other young one, 
clean-shaven, and looking quite a bit like a younger version of 
the new Russian leader Alexander Putin, nodded his head but 
otherwise looked clueless as to how he could add anything to 
the conversation. He had never been in any fighting though, 
the other one continued. He then put on a pantomime of 
shining something up, drawing laughs from the Italians. He 
just cleaned things, he joked, with that big sweet peasant 
smile you see in movies. I wondered what their real secret 
was. The last Czar of Russia was supposedly captured by the 
communists and executed secretly, except that Anastasia was 
supposed to have escaped, and been discovered by Yul 
Brynner... whatever. 
 
July 24 (Mon.) 
This morning I found the usual pile of junk mail dumped on 
the coffee table by mother. Rummaging through, I noticed one 
addressed to a variant of my name I rarely used. It offered me 
a Platinum card with no annual fee and a hundred grand 
credit limit. All I had to do was fill out my annual income, the 
name of my employer, and how much I paid for rent or 
mortgage each month, and nothing else. Oh yes, my social 
security number. I figured they’d have never sent this if my 
full name were checked on, since I had bankruptcies, liens, 
you name it on my record. I spent hours waffling between 
having the guts to send it in and see if I got the card, or not. 
Like Hamlet. To commit suicide, or not to commit suicide, 
that is the question. I finally filled the application out, sealed 
it, noticing it was in a prepaid envelope, then laid it on my 
computer desk, reserving the question of putting it out front 
in the mailbox to later. If I got a card like that, what would I 
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do with it? Never use it, since I probably couldn’t pay for 
what I purchased with it? Or go for broke, charging up 
everything I could get until they either cancelled it or got tired 
of me not making payments and sent my account to a 
collection agency, which would soon find out they couldn’t 
squeeze blood from a turnip? If and when I made money as a 
writer, I could wipe out all my lifetime debts with one 
advance check, but until then I was a nowhere man as far as 
the economic system based on easy credit that everybody else 
but me seemed to live under. I would wait a few days and 
then decide whether to mail it or throw it in the trashcan. On 
the way to the Ranch I noticed for the first time the sports bar. 
It was as big as a shopping center, and stood just off the west 
side of Trucker about two-thirds of the way to the Ranch, yet I 
had never realized what I was looking at until today. A big 
Japanesey neony computerized rotating-message sign 
announced food specials, arcade games, the largest TV 
screens in town, and how it was the biggest sports bar in the 
state. I had half-thought it was an arcade amusement center 
for kids I guess. I had never even heard of it before. They 
didn’t seem to advertise on TV. But the huge parking lot was 
practically full, and on a workday just after noon. The light 
turned red just then, and I stopped at the intersection in front 
of it. I felt tempted, in this terrible heat, to go in for just one 
ice cold brew, but my better half was chiding me for even 
thinking it. I couldn’t drink and drive, especially on the job, 
and especially in a job dealing with kiddies, and besides, my 
truck might be robbed. And I couldn’t even turn off the 
engine and be sure it would restart. And how embarrassing it 
would be to call the company to send out their van to jump 
my truck parked behind a sports bar. About as embarrassing 
as being parked behind that peep palace up the road from 
there. And even if I went in and just drank one and got out 
without incident, it would likely become a habit, and drain 
my profits, as well as subject me to needless risks. So I drove 
on, promising to come here on an off-day, not tomorrow, but 



The Ice Cream Man 

239 

when I had a car that worked. At least that way, if it became a 
habit, it would only be a once-a-week habit, and, 
remembering the little red bible, maybe I wouldn’t even come 
here at all, substituting my mother’s root beer floats on the 
front porch along with my Stephen King novel. As the light 
turned green and I glanced back one last time at the sports bar 
before taking off, I thought I saw one of our trucks in their lot. 
At the City Center intersection in the Ranch I saw another 
unique sight. The entire left lane was covered with a white 
sea. At the near end of it was a pickup truck, filled with paint 
cans. Two men were out front of it sopping up wet paint with 
towels. I guess they had had an accidental spill on the way to 
a construction site, and now had to mop up their mess. The 
paint looked strangely like vanilla ice cream in this heat, only 
I knew it wasn’t cold. I wonder if they’d been drinking. 
 
July 25 (Tues.) 
The renters moved out all in one day, without telling us until 
they came over to give us the keys. I was still asleep when this 
happened, and mother didn’t want to wake me, she said. He 
didn’t like me as much as her anyway. The man wrote down 
his new address on a piece of paper for her. Mother went over 
with him to inspect the premises and came back saying they 
weren’t damaged. I took the keys and went over by myself, 
and saw that it was strewn with junk, including a roomful in 
the basement. When I returned and told mother, she said 
they’d promised to come back on the weekend and haul it 
away. I had no choice but to believe her. Niecey could now 
move in right away, said mother. When mother called her she 
revealed that her rent on her current condo wasn’t up until 
the end of August. This really made me mad at my black ass 
sister, who had led me to believe Niecey had to vacate her 
premises by the end of July or be out in the street, leading me 
to drop my lobbying efforts to extend the eviction deadline. 
But now it was in the past. Maybe it worked out for the best.  
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July 26 (Wed.)  
Niecey and her hubby came by to inspect their new digs. 
They presented mother with a check for a month’s rent in 
advance. No first and last month’s rent, or damage deposit, 
but they were family. They worked until way past my 
bedtime, hauling junk from the place into the backyard, mad 
at the Hispanic renters for just leaving it and fleeing, as the 
hubby put it. I told them that they promised to haul it away 
this weekend, but they informed me that they had visited the 
address they had left and it was fake. We’d never see them 
again, they said. All our talk about how nice these Hispanic 
renters were, was pure b-s. We were dupes, that’s all. I didn’t 
agree, but dropped the subject. It was, in retrospect, better for 
mother that they were moving in where they could help her. 
Besides, I got mother to up the rent fifty bucks. Not that it 
wasn’t a hundred and fifty too low anyway. Mother had a soft 
heart and never took advantage of anybody. She ran the 
house to break even not make a profit. The world revolves 
around me sometimes. On my day off, the Sci-Fi Channel 
shows the 1988 classic, Killer Klowns From Outer Space. The 
heroes drive an ice cream truck. It’s just like my truck, a GM 
Step-Van, only they built a customer window in the side near 
the back, and have a curtain behind the driver. They also have 
a big clown head on top. Different music too. Still, it portrays 
us ice cream truck drivers as the good guys. I’ll rest easier 
now.  
 
July 27 (Thurs.) 
A funny thing happened on the way to the Ranch. I was at 
about the halfway point down Trucker Blvd., when I looked 
over to the right and saw the Lost Czar (the young Russian 
man with the mustache) driving alongside me in a new-
looking Ford Mustang convertible. He shouted at me that he 
was on vacation. He waved very friendly, big grin on his 
mustached face. Then he suddenly veered to the right at an 
off-ramp, and was gone. This job is getting to my neck. It feels 
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like a tire. That’s right, I have a tire neck. A tired neck too. A 
tired tire neck. I think this is because I am constantly moving 
my head from side to side, watching everything going on 
around my truck, from the left mirror to the right mirror. 
Then I have to keep swinging my head out the door to look 
back. And I have to swing it right to check the customer door. 
And then swing it all the way to the right to check my pop 
cooler and second towel, to see that it hasn’t blown out the 
door again. My neck does most of the work in this job 
actually. I didn’t see that mentioned in the job ad. I wish I 
could write the ad for them. It would mention it then. “Weak-
necked people need not apply.” When I got back there was a 
buzz in the air, murmuring, laughing. I asked somebody to let 
me in on the joke. The Admiral told me that the Bald Man had 
absconded in his ice cream truck on Sunday. They had called 
the police, but they hadn’t nabbed him yet. He also took eight 
hundred dollars worth of ice cream, and that was wholesale 
not retail. I wondered why they hadn’t mentioned it on 
Monday, but I guess they were either embarrassed or hoping 
it was an honest mistake. The police had done a make on the 
Bald Man, and he had a criminal record for fraud and theft in 
five states. You can’t fire me I quit, and I’ll keep this truck. I 
joked with the Admiral as to how anybody in an ice cream 
truck could elude the authorities very long. Maybe he 
repainted it to look like a locksmith truck. Maybe he left it at 
the bottom of a lake. Maybe it’s parked in the airport or the 
big city bus terminal. It would really take a great thief to get 
off with a caper like this, I told the Admiral. How did he 
disguise himself as he made his getaway? Dress up in a clown 
suit? Besides, Admiral, didn’t your space shuttle have a 
homing device built into it? Have him beamed up 
immediately to Starfleet Command for a court martial. Not 
that the truck was worth much. In my truck is a bunch of 
papers coated in plastic and held in a pocket on the wall, 
among which is a registration card that declared the value of 
my truck as $2985. Last Sunday I was scanning through the 



The Ice Cream Man 

242 

newspaper employment ads and saw an ad for the ice cream 
company, complete with the announcement of a $300 signing 
bonus after 30 days. Well, I’d signed on far more than 30 days 
ago, and still had no signing bonus. I took it up with the 
Bishop on Monday night, and he told me that the ad meant 
after 30 days of driving. He checked me on the computer and 
said I’d gone over thirty, forty actually. I asked him where the 
bonus was. He said they stuffed all the money each night into 
a slot that couldn’t be opened by them, but they’d save some 
the next time and pay me. Well, today they paid me. The 
President counted it out in twenties, right in front of the other 
drivers. Apparently the veterans hadn’t gotten a signing 
bonus this season, or ever, so I felt a little embarrassed to take 
it, but when I got home and gave it to mother she was very 
pleased. The mortgage was already paid for August, thanks to 
Niecey, but now she had a head start on September already. 
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CHAPTER 10. 
THE MYSTERIOUS CREEP AND OTHER PROFESSIONALS 
 
 
July 28 (Fri.) 
Some people are like bloodhounds for money, sniffing it out. 
Just as I was about to leave for work yesterday morning, a 
strange, short Hispanic man, in his 20s or 30s, in work clothes, 
came right up to me, and told me he’d seen the pile of junk in 
our backyard and how he had a pickup truck and would like 
to haul it to the dump for me. There was something about 
him. I felt uneasy around him, wanted him to get out, but at 
the same time felt I had to appease him, pay him off as the 
only sure way he’d go. I didn’t see mother. Sometimes she’ll 
talk somebody’s ear off with gossipy nonsense trying to act 
like their mother until he gets tired of it and leaves. I walked 
into the backyard with the creep, and sure enough it was an 
eyesore. I hadn’t realized what an eyesore, since I was either 
gone or loathe to leave the house, or crumped in an exhausted 
steaming heap, or in a hurry to go somewhere fast on my day 
off. I asked him how much, and he said it would be $25 just to 
get admitted into the junkyard, so how about $70. I 
remembered my $300 bonus, how we had the mortgage paid 
for this month already, and got expansive, okaying it. He 
drove his shabby junky pickup into the driveway and I even 
helped him load. I then handed him the dough, out of my 
wallet (I just happened to be carrying that much with me), 
and he creaked off. I was keeping Girly and went right to 
work. The day went swimmingly. I was high on life. I was a 
real ice cream man now, no longer on probation. Girly picked 
me up as usual, and I was watching TV and eating my dindin 
when I heard a knock at the front door. I got up and opened 
it. It was the creep. He had a story about a nail in his tire, and 



The Ice Cream Man 

244 

asked only to use the phone. I stupidly let him in. I should 
have suspected a rat when he actually changed his story on 
the way to the phone, pulling his pocket out of his cruddy 
workman’s suit, which stunk like stale cigarettes, and said 
he’d lost the seventy bucks I’d paid him that morning because 
of a hole in his pocket. He didn’t ask for us to make up the 
money, though, only to use the phone. Later Sissy told me I 
should have just handed him the phone on the porch. I went 
back onto the couch, resuming my eating and TV watching. 
He talked to someone, apparently, as my mother came in and 
began swarming all over him. He got into such a conversation 
with her that, after hanging up the phone, he went with her 
into the kitchen for about ten minutes. Then he came walking 
out, asking me if I wanted him to buy some beer for us. We 
were out, I knew. He must have asked mother for a beer and 
she told him. I stupidly said yes, and he then asked for and 
got twelve dollars from mother to pay for a 12-pack at the 
local liquor store, not six blocks away. He then exited the 
front door, saying how he’d be right back. He never showed 
up. Mother got worried when a half hour, then an hour 
passed. I figured we’d never see him again, and went to bed. 
When we woke up and I was getting around for work, mother 
started looking for her purse, which she couldn’t find. I 
helped her look. We couldn’t find it. I then asked her where 
she had last left it. She said in the kitchen, after giving the 
creep the twelve bucks. It finally sunk in. He had stolen it. 
Just walked out the front door with it, hidden in his work 
clothes somehow. Either that or he had snuck in through the 
back door after leaving us. He could easily do that since 
mother often leaves that door unlocked, because it doesn’t fit 
quite right and one has to use one hand to pull on it while 
using the other to throw the deadbolt, and she can’t use both 
hands, since she needs one for her cane, even if she had the 
strength to lock it, which she doesn’t. Each night before going 
to bed I check the locks and that one is often unlocked. We 
called the cops. A Hispanic male cop arrived. He asked us the 
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creep’s name, and neither of us knew. He had never told us. 
Neither had I noted his license plate number, nor clearly 
remembered the make or model of the truck, or even the 
color. Mother said she thought it was white. I couldn’t 
remember, but how could she have a better memory than me? 
She was the one with memory problems. Neither of us could 
identify him well, especially as I was self-conscious about 
offending a Hispanic cop with racist-sounding remarks. The 
main thing we remembered was that he was short. I also 
remembered how he kept asking me for a cigarette, no matter 
how many times I told him I didn’t smoke. The cop kept 
asking mother to list the valuables in her purse, and she kept 
saying her driver’s license, her social security card, her 
hospital card, her insurance card, her handicapped parking 
pass, and he kept saying your valuables, your valuables, your 
valuables. I finally got her to understand he meant things of 
monetary value. She said there was $300 in cash in the purse. 
It hit me then he was a drug addict starting to have 
withdrawal symptoms and had become desperate enough to 
do anything to steal some money and get a fix. Thus, we’d 
never see her purse again, or the $300 in it, which she told me 
she had meant to take to the bank but hadn’t done yet. My 
bonus! Turned into junk! Life isn’t fair. The cop told us if we 
ever saw the creep again to call him. In the meantime he’d get 
a detective to call us. In other words, goodbye, sayonara, we 
can’t help you. Mother was quite distressed at losing her IDs, 
and at all the trouble it would cause her to have to replace 
them. After the cop left I was sorry for calling them. If I ever 
saw that creep again I wanted to handle it outside the law. Let 
him call the police on me if he wanted with his broken face, 
arms, legs, neck and back... Right in front of me! I kept 
thinking how he ripped us off right in my face, knowing I 
knew what he looked like and everything. A shameless felon. 
All Hispanics are like that. No, not all, just the ones that... No, 
I decided. Don’t draw generalities. He’s getting to you. Just 
hope you get lucky and see him again. In the meantime I had 
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a job and made money the honest way, and now I had to 
make even more to tread water. As I was fuming inside, Sissy 
was on the line with us. Mother called her. She told us how 
we had to cancel mother’s credit cards, change all the locks on 
the doors, and close our bank account and reopen it after 
transferring the money. The way he had not just robbed her 
purse but stolen it, she said, indicated that he had wanted all 
the information he could get on her so he could steal more. 
Funny I hadn’t even thought of that, hadn’t thought of this 
creep as being in our future, only our past. A mistake, a 
lesson, a person to be looking for so that I could kick his butt, 
but not someone still having any power over us. Sissy called 
her daughter, my niece, who lived a half hour away from us, 
and she agreed to take mother around in her car today to 
everywhere she needed to close the barn door after the horse 
was out. I hoped that would close this sorry chapter forever. 
In the meantime I couldn’t miss work, not after losing all the 
dough. Even then, I had to spend a half hour taking all the 
cylinders out of the front and back door locks for mother to 
take to the locksmith at the hardware store. They were 
Qwikset locks, and I guess it was quick to reset them with a 
new combination, once I got used to fumbling with the screws 
and knobs. I suddenly realized I couldn’t leave the house 
while mother and my niece were gone, so I had to skip work 
after all. They didn’t even leave until 12:30, or get back until 6 
p.m. I did straighten up my computer desk, which was piled 
with papers. I found the application for the credit card in my 
name and threw it in the trashcan in little pieces. Too late I 
came up with an idea that I could get the card, charge up a 
bunch of items, then call it in as stolen by the creep. How 
could they prove it wasn’t? Why do I think of the right thing 
to do when I can no longer do it? Nuts. Maybe the real me 
already did the right thing. There’s two me’s, and they’re at 
war in the same body.  
 
July 29 (Sat.) 
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My day was racked with rage at being ripped-off in my own 
house, coupled with dreams of revenge, self-punishment for 
being such a dupe, and I suppose it showed in my face. I was 
not the usual cheerful ice cream man today. I caught myself 
being gloomy at one point and burst into a sudden forced 
grin, hoping it would cover-up my inner turmoil to this 
customer, in case I saw him again. On the way to work Girly 
told me she had seen the pickup the other day as I was 
helping the creep load it, and she was sure it was white, but 
couldn’t remember what the creep looked like. It was a long 
day, one I didn’t want to work, but couldn’t skip. I came 
home with, guess what? Seventy bucks. I resolved to get over 
this creep at once and not let it bother me anymore, since it 
might end up costing me more money than he had stolen.  
 
July 30 (Sun.) 
I can see it. Everybody can see it. The transformation. I’m 
developing into a professional. It’s not just a job, it’s a career. I 
can see certain rules developing through pure experience. 
One is that you should always look like you know what 
you’re doing whether you really do or not. That might be the 
cardinal rule, the rule of rules. The customer has no idea what 
you go through to reach them at their curb, and there’s no 
reason to tell them. You just transact the business and go on. 
If you drive down a street twice because you’re lost, they 
don’t know that. Maybe they didn’t even see you the first 
time. If they did maybe they think you are doing them a favor 
purposely, making sure everybody got their chance. If you are 
mad or sad inside they don’t know it. You just wave and 
smile and keep it to yourself, because you’re the ice cream 
man, and are getting paid to assume a role, put your personal 
problems aside. You are giving them an experience that will 
last a lifetime. It’s more than just selling cold treats. It’s a 
magic moment. The music, the curb service, the instant 
gratification, the chance to please others by buying for them. 
Another rule I discovered is to never let customers know how 
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bad your sales are. People ask me “how’s business today?” 
quite a lot. I used to say “it’s slack today”, or “it’s brisk 
today”, the word slack being, I thought, perfect for disguising 
even the lousiest sales without being dishonest, but now I 
always say “it’s great!” Slack and brisk are what I tell other 
drivers or company people in confidence, not customers. And 
it’s not like I’m lying. Even if I’ve been driving for three hours 
without a single sale, when a live one flags me down and is 
ready to do business with me, business is great, at that 
moment. Some rules I’m still undecided on. For instance, I’ve 
heard the saying, “don’t ever let them see you sweat.” In my 
truck I’m sweating like a hog in heat all the time. It’s not as 
bad as the Comstock Lode. I saw a TV program that said the 
deeper tunnels were at plus 125 degrees Fahrenheit, and each 
man was given 95 pounds of ice a day just to beat the heat. 
Compared to that my job is a piece of cake. But then miners 
aren’t salesmen who greet the public. I could keep my towel 
soaked in ice water ready to blot my face every time I drive by 
any customer, and probably get away with it, looking cool for 
just long enough to make the sale and take off, but sometimes 
I swear that the very appearance of dying of heat exposure in 
the truck helps boost sales, since it makes the customers feel 
hotter too, even though it’s never as hot outdoors as it is in 
my truck, and increases their desire for something cold right 
away. So the jury is still out on that rule. Another rule is 
definitely to never let anybody get in your truck. I wish the 
company had signs affixed that said that, but they don’t, so 
it’s up to me to warn everybody who steps on the step to 
please get off my truck. It might offend some, but it usually 
doesn’t. They seem to understand, since I’m an authority 
figure out there on the street, as well as an icon and a hero. 
There’s also the question of freebies and discounts. I know 
what my commission is, and they probably don’t, and when I 
get home at night all that matters is the bottom line anyway, 
so if I see a person counting his money and looking at the 
menu, I have learned that he probably wants something that 
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costs more than he has, and if he can’t get it, he might walk 
away and buy nothing, so it’s up to me to take charge, ask 
him how much money he has, what item he wants, and, if the 
commission covers the difference, immediately tell him that 
I’ll spot him this one time, since what I want is to get that 
money out of his hands into mine. They almost always agree, 
and think I’m a great ice cream man, and often tell me so. I 
then tell them that I’m just loaning them the difference, say, 
25 cents, and I’d appreciate it if next time I see them they 
repay me. Most never do, but those that do often go on and 
buy yet another item at the same time, so it’s killing two birds 
with one stone. Perhaps I should not call it a loan but a 
discount, and not ask them to repay me, but what I’m afraid 
of is a customer thinking they’re entitled to the same 
“discount” all summer, and worse, telling their friends about 
it, who demand the same discount. So calling it a loan seems 
mandatory to keep my margins up. One time I remember 
giving a kid a ten cent loan on a $1.60 item, and the next time 
I passed his house his mother came out special to give me a 
dime. She didn’t want her kiddie owing anybody money, I 
guess. She then bought another eight bucks worth for herself 
and her family. Getting back to cardinal rules, the number 
two rule is to always be scrupulously honest. Cheating some 
kiddie out of a buck or two is easy, but death to your 
business, as the word will sooner or later get out that that ice 
cream man is a cheat. Sometimes being honest works wonders 
with parents. For example, when a parent sends their kiddie 
to the truck alone with a large bill, and they don’t even know 
how to make change, and you carefully count it out and 
double-check it, and send them off, only to find the parent 
quickly coming up and counting their change over, and 
finding you were honest, buying some for themselves, or 
telling their kiddie they can buy a second one, or some gum 
or Razzles, or even hand you a tip. One mistake I see 
surprisingly often is somebody handing me a ten and 
thinking it’s a one, for instance, thinking they’re giving me 
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four dollars when they hand me three ones and a ten. I love 
seeing their surprise when I point this out to them. Once in a 
while a kiddie will come up with a large bill, ask for an item, 
get it, then run off without waiting for the change. If I was 
unscrupulous I could just drive off, but I never do. I make 
sure the kiddie or his parents gets the change every time. 
Word of mouth about my honesty can make me far more over 
the long run. Of course, sometimes I make an honest mistake, 
especially as the day wears long. One mistake ruins my day. I 
hate to make mistakes. Sometimes the mistake comes because 
the customer is talking my ear off while I’m trying to count, 
and makes me forget how much they handed me in the first 
place. For instance, they hand me a five for a $1.60 purchase 
and I give them 40 cents instead of $3.40. The procedure to 
follow is to never put their money into your change tray until 
you have made change, but I sometimes am so tired and 
hurried that I do it, and it’s at those times I make the mistakes, 
so I guess it’s my fault one hundred percent. Taking 
responsibility is a sign of a professional. I always give people 
free Super Bubble Gum when they catch any mistake, 
however tiny, including giving them the wrong item, but it 
never makes up for it in my own mind. I punish myself I 
guess. Another rule was dictated to me by the Bishop: never 
wait for people to go inside and get money. If they tell you to 
wait, tell them you can’t, and drive on, because time is money, 
and you’ll catch them next time, only they will know to have 
their money ready. The trouble is, I’m soft-hearted. I can’t do 
that. I can’t say no. If they go in and don’t come out within a 
certain time, I drive on just the same. I suppose I’m losing 
sales in the big picture, but when they do come out with 
money as promised, I feel better, even though I’m still losing 
some off my possible day’s total. 
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CHAPTER 11. 
THE DREAMSICLE (July 31-Aug. 9) 
 
 
July 31 (Mon.) 
The day was slack. Not every day can be brisk. It was cooler 
than usual, only 88 or 89 degrees by 2 p.m. Just as it was 
reaching 90, it rained gloriously for a full 15 minutes. Fifteen 
minutes after that everything was dry again, but the shine 
was taken off the heat. This is the first day this month I 
actually enjoyed. Too bad it’s the last day of the month. Today 
I got another request for a Dreamsicle. We don’t carry 
Dreamsicles. The Bishop told me that they used to, but that 
they don’t sell well enough, so they were discontinued. 
Nevertheless, I seem to get a request for one just about every 
three or four days, and always from a baby boomer like me, 
or older. I usually try to make a joke with them that that gives 
away their age. A Dreamsicle is half vanilla and half orange, 
as I remember. Funny, but there isn’t one item in my menu 
that has orange flavor in it. Little Arnold came up to the truck 
as usual. He had a trick for me today. He had a dollar bill in 
his hand and asked me if I had seen Washington’s dick. I said 
no. He folded the bill in half lengthwise, and sure enough, 
you can see the flaccid dick of George W. hanging out of his 
lace dandy pants. The moon hits your eye like a big pizza pie 
and it’s amore. He was the father of our country, I told him. 
The head, he replied. Oh to be young again. I met a beautiful 
woman near the end of the day. She was a ten, young, white, 
blonde, five foot two, eyes of blue, perfect skin, hair, and 
other essentials. She came up to the truck from her lawn, 
dropping a water hose from one hand, dressed in short-shorts 
and a skimpy bathing suit top. She was not interested in 
buying anything. Love begins with a smile and... She hopped 
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up on the step and I drove off with her. She flirted with me all 
the way to Trucker Blvd., letting me talk to myself mainly, 
then, just as I was about to get into heavy traffic, came over 
and sat on my lap facing me, her legs straddling me in the 
missionary position over my seat belt, her arms around me. 
We laughed, kissed, driving on, both doors still wide open. 
Nobody noticed. There were mainly commercial drivers as 
usual. We drove past the many underpasses, past the many 
industrial sites, a trailer park or two, paralleling the railroad 
tracks. She threw off her top and smothered me in firm 
smooth hooters, which I began doing animal things to, while 
keeping up my driving. I looked to the right as another step-
van came up alongside us casually, the driver not seeing us at 
first, then glancing our way, doing a double take, losing 
control, and running off the road to the right, crashing into a 
concrete underpass. Nobody noticed it but me. It made me 
lust for her forbidden fruit all the more. It was not wrong, it 
was right. I paid due respect to her cones then went back to 
her lips. We were necking and watching the light rail go by, 
followed by a long train, honking its horn and propelling us 
together. The sensation of driving one way while the stream 
of rail cars goes the other way, seeming to never end, is totally 
sexy. Talk about the Doppler Effect. She stripped naked, 
tossed her pants in the back of the truck, unfastened my seat 
belt, and eagerly dug into my pants, finding my ice cream 
cone, spurting vanilla, which she guided into her as she 
straddled me and hand-fed me her vanilla cones whose tips 
were growing harder amidst the obscenely brazen train 
noises. We were swept away by passion on the early night 
train. Life is grand. I’m king of the world. We made it as far as 
the interstate turnoff before I had to let her go, back into my 
dreams, along with the Dreamsicles. This is indeed one lonely 
job.  
 
August 1 (Tues.) 



The Ice Cream Man 

253 

Well, I confounded my critics by lasting until August without 
quitting or going looney tunes from that music. August is a 
show. The first Sunday in August falls on the sixth. 30 days 
hath September, April, June, and November. The rest have 31. 
August 31 is a Thursday, because the Sundays in August are 
six, thirteen, twenty, twenty-seven, and four days after 
Sunday the 27th is Thursday the 31st. Since this is my day off, 
I decided to celebrate. I went to the sports bar. It was more 
huge inside than I had expected. I met a girl at the bar, and 
bought her a beer, but I lost her about the time I tried to 
mimic that line from The Fall and Rise of Reginald Perrin by 
John Barron: “I didn’t get where I am today selling ice creams 
tasting of bookends, pumice stone, and West Germany.” She 
was twenty years younger than me, a community college 
student, so I was vastly overqualified for her mentally. 
Remind me to dumb myself down five orders of magnitude 
next time I go there. So I didn’t get laid, but I did have a great 
sizzling Tex-Mex enchilada platter, a pitcher of beer, and 
some good conversations, including a little flirting with 
escorted girls and even a game of pool, which I’m terrible at. I 
got a girl’s phone number out of it, and all so cheap, only 
about fifty bucks altogether. When I got home I tried the 
number, and it was disconnected. Mother said she’d been 
shopping with her granddaughter (Niecey) and she had 
bought her a new purse, the first new purse she’d ever had. 
Mother always bought from second-hand stores when it was 
for herself. I told her I’d paid for that purse with my signing 
bonus, but not to tell Niecey that. I guess if that’s all the crime 
I would experience this year in good old violent crime-ridden 
America I should count myself fortunate. I’d never heard of 
an ice cream truck being knocked off at gunpoint in broad 
daylight yet, for instance.  
 
August 2 (Wed.) 
A police detective in a dungy brown suit came by early 
enough for me to talk to him along with mother. He was, 
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guess. Hispanic. As we told him how we had been robbed 
right in front of our faces and yet couldn’t describe the robber 
or his vehicle, he seemed to be trying to hold back a grin. He 
soon left. Mother called Sissy and Niecey both, and shared 
whatever she knew. I wanted to get it all behind me. After all, 
I was the man of the house, the breadwiener, er, breadwinner. 
Today Girly was a half hour later than usual, because she had 
gone to the local city-run free food center for the elderly, and 
it was only open every Wednesday morning. She had gone by 
herself, and gotten two bags of free food (they knew mother 
from previous visits, and how she held up the line) making 
her run late. The bag she gave us had two loaves of bread, 
some cans of veggies, a box of macaroni & cheese, a big bag of 
puffed rice, a Ziploc bag with a cup of uncooked rice, a stick 
of margarine, two potatoes, several carrots and an onion, and 
several packages of vitamin C cough drops. I got the picture 
that these were items the local grocery stores couldn’t sell, so 
they gave it to “the needy”. Not that it was all tasteless. There 
was an entire carrot cake in a hard plastic shell-case. One of 
the loaves of bread was top of the line 3-grain bread from a 
local bakery that was definitely not for the needy. Mother 
regularly passed their offerings up for the cheapest white 
bread store brands, so I was glad to be eating good bread for a 
change. She packed me a snack for work of a baloney-cheese 
sandwich on 3-grain bread, along with a piece of carrot cake, 
and an obscenely huge carrot. All I can say about today as 
that I finally went to work on a Wednesday. All summer I 
wondered what it would be like. Now I knew. Lousy. As the 
day wore on I wished I’d stayed home and saved my 
strength. I had trouble getting over 250. To me, if I can’t do 
250, it’s not worth going out. I would say that to myself every 
time I went out now, to bolster my spirits. I came in just at 240 
and had resigned myself to failure and turned the music off 
and had even shut the customer side door, buckled my seat 
belt, and was heading to the main thoroughfare to the 
highway when some kiddies flagged me down and bought 
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twelve bucks’ worth. I told them they were my last customers 
of the day and gave them free Bubble Gum Swirls I was so 
buoyed up by being wanted that much. Maybe somebody up 
there is watching over me, who knows.  
 
August 3 (Thurs.) 
It’s funny how the world snows a thinking man under with 
busywork. I spent the whole day catching up on newspaper 
reading, junk mail, that kind of thing. And I still had a pile 
unread.  
 
August 4 (Fri.) 
Niecey stopped by this morning to take mother to the bank. It 
seems the robber had tried to pass a check from her account, 
no doubt stolen from her purse. Niecey was faster than the 
thief, because she had already had mother put a must-call on 
all her checks, that is, the bank had to call mother personally 
before passing any check through her account. Niecey hoped 
they had a video camera and caught the crudball on tape. 
Girly took me to work as usual, and I came back very 
depressed, my total barely over 215. Was it me or was it the 
customers finally tiring of me? The valley of the shadow of 
death... 
 
August 5 (Sat.) 
Niecey stopped by in the morning to talk about how she had 
gone in person to the police station and found that there were 
not one but two detectives assigned to the case of purse 
snatching, burglary, and check forgery, not to mention elderly 
abuse, as Niecey insisted they call it. The detectives were not 
even talking to each other until she went in there and made a 
stink, she said. With a cop department like that this town 
must be a criminal’s paradise. It turns out the forged check 
was passed at another bank than mother’s, then forwarded to 
hers, so they had to go through more than the usual red tape 
to get the video tape and see if they could identify the person 
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who did it. I had a good day finally. At least the weekends are 
good. Maybe I would do better to just work them, and save 
my strength during the blazing hot weekdays. Today I did a 
new thing. Knowing how that one cul-de-sac in my old 
Landmark route was so great, I up and went there suddenly, 
on a lark, about 5:30 p.m., and turned the music on as high as 
it would go. The old crowd was still there, buying like mad, 
like the good old days. I told one of the kiddies that he had 
the life of Riley, being able to afford ice cream every time I 
came by. He said I’d just been there yesterday. I suddenly felt 
ashamed, stealing business from another driver, a driver I 
didn’t even know. I hightailed it back to my own route, 
swearing I’d never yield to that temptation again, even 
though I was the best ice cream man around. Actually, I 
zigged when I should have zagged, and ended up working 
several more streets before finding my way out to the main 
thoroughfare between routes, but that couldn’t be helped. At 
one stop sign I was sitting on the brake looking at my map 
and trying to figure whether to zig or zag, when a young 
generation Xer in an expensive black Corvette came from 
behind, stopped by my door, and asked me if I needed help, 
because I looked like it. I guess he had been waiting behind 
me for some time and got mad. Funny how there is a cosmic 
balancing act. Near the end of the day, when I was rounding 
one of the farthest corners of my route, I ran smack into 
another ice cream truck. It was one of ours. He had his music 
on. I always wondered how I’d handle a renegade truck, a 
ghost truck. But he had hit me on the right day. For all I knew 
he was from the Landmark route, and had gone to mine 
because business was so slack. And if so, it was my fault. So, I 
just waved at him, stopped next to his truck, and asked him if 
he was lost. He had a big city map in it, with routes marked in 
magic marker, and seeing that made me ask. No, he replied. 
Don’t worry, he said, cutting to the chase. He was going. He 
hadn’t sold anything here. He then took off, and I turned on 
my music and drove the cul-de-sac he was emerging from. 
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There were several families out on their lawns chomping 
down his ice cream. But I didn’t mind. I deserved it. It was 
divine retribution or something. When I got back to the lot, 
though, I ratted him out. I told the Bishop there was another 
driver on my route, but wouldn’t describe him when asked. 
The Bishop asked me if he wore a beard, and wore a red shirt. 
I said yes. He said that he was no problem, just a new driver 
who didn’t believe his route was any good and insisted on 
visiting every route they had just to see for himself. My route 
wasn’t any good in his opinion, he told the Bishop, and he 
went back to his own route. Oh, I said. 
 
August 6 (Sun.) 
She did it again. This is the third time. I can’t keep it quiet any 
longer. Call it the Parable of the Woman on the Step. In the 
area of Little Arnold’s house there is a long cul-de-sac that 
winds between two virgin fields of prairie, along which is a 
jogging path. On the near side lives this attractive woman 
with a preteen boy. I always drive this cul-de-sac like any 
other, first going in fast, then turning around at the end and 
coming back slow. When I get up to her house she’s always 
sitting on her step, and her boy comes out and always orders 
an Italian Ice, although not always the same flavor, and a 
Razzles. The Razzles is for her. I had come to realize that 
Razzles was a candy that adults knew and loved from their 
kiddie days, while the kiddies now didn’t seem to, so it 
mainly was bought by adults. That’s nothing unusual. What is 
unusual is the woman. She sits there every time in a dress or 
sometimes housedress, wearing no panties. And every time I 
look at her, she acts like nothing’s wrong. The kid looks too 
and he acts the same way. I don’t know if this is a come on, a 
house of nudists, or what. She reminds me of the Song of 
Solomon, chapter 7, verse 2, where he says the belly of his 
young lover is like a heap of wheat, fenced about with lilies. 
Today she wasn’t naked, just wearing a see-through thong. 
She likes me to look up her skirt. Maybe it does something for 
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her. Must be nice being her boy. Maybe that’s how she got the 
boy. Maybe she’s divorced. She certainly has a nice house, 
and I do like the location, even if it is in the Ranch. Jog on. But 
as an ice cream truck driver I never mix sex and business, so I 
just serve them like anybody else. Let somebody else judge 
them and throw the first stone. Their money is as green as 
anybody’s. At least she’s not a Jehovah’s Witness. Late today I 
was out in the southeast sector of my route, near where I had 
seen Blue Buzzard, but more to the west, and was servicing 
this great cul-de-sac where they always come out in a crowd 
to order, when I looked behind one of the houses and noticed 
another row of houses. After leaving, I tried to find out how 
to get from here to there, but the best I could do was drive 
into an elementary school parking lot, cross to the other side, 
and stop at a special locked gate, where the other side led to 
that cluster of houses. I was stumped. A cluster of houses 
with no entrance. Could it be? 
 
August 7 (Mon.)  
The elementary school kiddies in the Ranch were on a phased 
track system, which I found out the hard way had switched 
tracks last Monday. Now about two-thirds of them were in 
school. They got out at 3:15 p.m., and the sales were slack 
until then. There were several elementary schools in my route, 
and now each day I’d park across the street from one of them 
at about 3:05 to 3:10 p.m. and wait for them to come out. Out 
of respect for education I kept the music turned off until they 
came out, and then only played it at half strength. Usually I’d 
get several sales, from parents coming to pick up their kiddies 
as well as lone kiddies and kiddies in packs, then follow the 
kiddies into their neighborhoods and start the real selling, 
which picked up nicely within minutes. Last Monday I had 
not known, and drove around the neighborhoods wondering 
why sales were so slack. Wednesday I was really clueless. 
Those last minute kiddie customers could have told me, but 
didn’t. Nuts. Friday I finally noticed how, around 3:20, SUVs 
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driven by mommies with kiddies started quietly driving into 
driveways. Then, for the next 20 minutes or so, I would see 
more kiddies on foot, on Razors, on inline skates, some with 
backpacks, bringing up the rear. At dinner time, 5:30 usually, 
the sales would go slack again, and that’s when I’d take time 
to pull my truck over, eat my snack, tinkle if I needed to, and 
try to beat the heat any way I could, usually unsuccessfully, 
because the sun has been coming in through the windows for 
two hours basting me alive like a rotisserie chicken. Too bad 
that it’s just those two hours that the sun rays come blasting 
through the doors and windows, because those are my best 
selling hours, and I can’t sit them out in the shade. I saw the 
cutest little girl today. She was very shy, and had to be coaxed 
to the truck by the bigger girls who brought her. She took one 
look at me and cried, “He’s a good one!” I tried to say hi to 
her but she was too shy to answer. I didn’t feel the heat 
anymore for several blocks. As the sun crisis passes, it almost 
gets bearable around about 7 p.m. The sun is still in the sky, 
to the west, over the mountains, but now the houses block the 
rays most of the time. As the day wears on the shadows 
lengthen and I partially recover from the sunblasting because 
my water jug in the back freezer is delightfully cold, just on 
the point of freezing solid. As it wears on past 8 p.m., the 
temperature is finally low enough to make me frisky. But then 
I have to break off and head back for the lot at 8:15, as if 
comfortable weather and ice cream selling are incompatible, a 
cruel inescapable irony of nature itself. My dream girl is back, 
even though I had to pick her up at another place, seeing as I 
was doing the other side of my route today. It was 2 p.m. This 
time we just parked the truck by the side of Clinton Road and 
did it in the back of the truck quick and dirty. Then she stayed 
there, naked, the rest of the day, far enough back that no 
customer saw her. Whenever I had to rise to go to the back 
freezer, she’d be there, pleasing my libidinous eyes, which 
were bigger than my stomach. But she understood me. She 
never talked. Women who understand me know I like silence 
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from them so I can write novels in my head. Like an artist 
with a sketchbook, I just needed to glance at her beautiful 
nakedness from time to time while I worked.  
 
August 8 (Tues.)  
Niecey stopped by this morning, telling us that they couldn’t 
identify the thief from the bank camera tapes. I had a day off, 
so about 11 a.m. I went into the backyard to work on tearing 
down an old fence with her hubby, who came along. As I 
worked I saw mother and Niecey working in the back porch 
with some laundry she hung up there, since it was easier than 
hanging it up in the backyard. When we got back inside about 
an hour later, Niecey and her hubby having left, mother got 
frantic, asking about her new purse, which she said she had 
left on a certain chair in the dining room. After about fifteen 
minutes of us both searching, we realized we had been zinged 
again. We had stupidly left the front door closed but unlocked 
while we were in the back, and the druggie scuzzball must 
have been casing us, dashed in and stole her new purse, 
probably to get her new checkbook so he could pass more 
checks. Funny how I’d been sitting in the living room prior to 
this looking out the window, and how I’d carefully scanned 
all around the front of the house and up and down our street 
before going to the backyard. This guy was like a ghost. Her 
purse had all the money I had made since in it, ready to take 
to the bank later that day. Mother swore that from now on till 
she died she’d never have another purse, only carrying a 
small billfold which she’d now hide every day. I felt madder 
than hell at first, then depressed, victimized, helpless. When 
would we get rid of this thief turkey? One bright note. I had 
left my wallet right in plain sight on the TV in the living 
room, but he had passed it by. It had fifty dollars in it. The 
rest of the day was spent in the rush to call the bank, close her 
account, and go to the hardware to change the Qwikset door 
locks again, after waiting for Niecey to get home and pick up 
the phone, to ask her to return so she could help us. By now 
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the locksmith knew mother and her locks. He always 
presented her with a bill slash receipt for eighteen bucks and 
change. I wondered how many Dreamsicles I’d have had to 
sell to pay for that. 
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CHAPTER 12. 
THE PREACHER, THE DAIRY MAN AND OTHER DOOR-
KNOCKERS 
 
 
August 9 (Wed.)  
Girly couldn’t drive me to work on Thursday, so I accepted 
her invitation to go today. I didn’t like to leave the house with 
the thief running around loose, but I figured he’d cleaned us 
out for now, and I had to make money to keep us afloat. The 
grinch was hovering over me, keeping me from breaking out 
of the rut I was in, it seemed. 
 
Yesterday I found the season had turned a bend, that the early 
hours of each weekday would be slim pickings because of the 
track system of the elementary school kiddies. But there was 
one bright spot today. I met a colleague on the street in one of 
my ‘hoods today, a dairy truck driver. It seems they spend the 
days going door to door and trying to get new accounts. In 
my first hour of selling I sold virtually nothing, and then I 
drove by his truck, and he waved to me, then got out and 
came up to me on foot carrying a big notebook that had every 
single house on every street in the area listed separately, and 
from this he proved that little kiddies are scarce in this ‘hood, 
but are plentiful just across Ranch Pkwy less than a mile 
away, so why don’t I try that instead? I was duly impressed 
with the amount of work he had gone to, offered him a bomb 
pop, which he courteously refused, perhaps because he was 
wearing a dress shirt and tie, and did as he suggested. The 
sales were still slack there, but notably better. I guess there is 
some chivalry left in America after all. I took down the 
company’s number from the side of the truck in case I wanted 
another job during the winter. That night Niecey came by to 
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help mother get over her shock at being robbed twice by the 
same thief. Niecey, it seems, had a theory. It was the Hispanic 
renters. They had been mad at her and Sissy for forcing them 
to vacate without a long enough notice, and had sicced the 
thief on us to get revenge. I asked if that were so, why hadn’t 
he hit her side of the duplex too? She said it was because he 
had mother and I figured out, knew all about us from the 
renters, and wasn’t sure if she and her hubby didn’t have a 
security system, a dog, or a gun, so he wasn’t brave enough. I 
told her to tell it to the police, and she said she already had. I 
thought about it and came to the conclusion that our renters 
were too nice to do this to us, and probably too drunk to think 
it all out anyway, but that they had a lot of nondescript 
relatives who might be doing it for them, so it would be 
stupid not to name them as suspects, since the thief could 
strike again if not caught. I just hoped the former renters 
would never get any wind of being named as suspects, as I 
felt personally responsible for their mistreatment by my black 
ass sister in the first place.  
 
August 10 (Thurs.) 
I called the dairy company job line just for information, and 
found out that the job requires one to stay up all night on the 
graveyard shift. The canvassing and sales work I saw I didn’t 
ask about. No graveyard shifts for me. I must have felt 
adventurous today, for I decided to take the RTD bus to work 
and back. I started out okay, waiting only about ten minutes 
before the bus arrived at the bus stop at one corner of my 
block. The price was right, only 35 cents, including a transfer. 
Before setting out I knew what bus went to Commerce City, 
the 48. I knew that because one of those drivers using my 
truck on Tuesdays and Wednesdays left a number 48 bus 
schedule on the console. Reading it was depressing. It would 
take an hour and a half to go from downtown to the company 
lot, which was at the end of the route, near where it turned 
around. But it didn’t even go close to my house, so I had to 
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take a bus downtown first, then transfer. As my bus reached 
downtown, I had had time to read through the schedule I 
picked up in the front, and the closest it got to a number 48 
bus stop was about four blocks. The bus I was on was 
overcrowded, and I had to stand in the aisle, crouching and 
peeping frantically under armpits and over grizzly heads to 
read street signs. I finally recognized one that made me panic 
and quickly got off as the door opened. I found that I had 
overshot where I wanted to be and now had to walk not four 
but six blocks. After doing so, I stood at the bus stop for a half 
hour watching bus after bus going by, all the wrong number. 
During this time a drunk-looking Hispanic man befriended 
me, asked for bus fare, and to avoid a scene I gave him a 
Kennedy half dollar piece that I had gotten on my route and 
carried around. Instead of leaving me alone, he began getting 
real friendly and talking up a storm. He used to be a boxer, he 
claimed, and had won the Golden Gloves championship once 
when he was younger. His mother lived in Mexico, and he 
sent her gold regularly from his frequent trips to the Rocky 
Mountains, where he panned for it. He claimed to have 
brought out as much as fifty thousand dollars worth of gold 
over the years. He came to the big city to cash it in for money. 
Where was it now? I asked, immediately wishing I hadn’t. He 
wasted it on drugs, he said, on tequila and women and song. 
He invited me to go prospecting with him and I declined, 
only to cause him to invite me again and again. The only 
respite I got was when women passed anywhere near, 
causing him to loudly whistle and shout things like “Nice 
ass!” and “I’d like to lay that!” They’d all studiously ignore 
him. Meanwhile people were walking around us, and buses 
were passing us, ignoring us unstudiously, which was 
probably more disturbing. Just then a kiddie walked by and 
waved at me, like when I’m in my truck. Could it be? No. Just 
a coincidence. I kept hoping I’d be saved by a number 48 bus. 
No such luck. It took a good half hour to realize that a 
number 48 would never go by this bus stop. A number 48 
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went by the bus stop on the other side of the corner, going 
north not west. Silly me. I walked over to the right corner, and 
he walked with me. The number 48 had already left. Now I 
would have to wait more. I thought I would never get rid of 
the bum. I tried to ignore him, only causing him talk to 
himself. I was more embarrassed by that, and talked to him. 
He then started telling me he was a drug addict, and loves his 
dealer, and I told him that stuff is bad and he should seek 
treatment. This caused him to go nonlinear, accuse me of 
being a narc and/or a cop. He challenged me to fight him right 
then and there. I asked him what happened to us being 
friends and going prospecting and he assumed a boxing 
stance, telling me to fight him. Luckily the bus finally arrived, 
and I got on it fast. He followed, using my own money to pay. 
I sat behind the rear door, not all the way to the back but most 
of the way. He sat at the front, and kept peering at me. Finally 
he swaggered up to me, sat behind me, simmering, and told 
me that he was serious about knocking my block off. There 
was a group of men in the big back bench seat, and I was 
trying not to cause a scene. I was sure he didn’t hit harder 
than a woman, boxing champ or not, considering his 
drugged-out state. Suddenly the bus driver stopped the bus, 
walked back, and told him to get out, that she didn’t tolerate 
behavior like his. She opened the door and he started to walk 
out. As he did so he took a poke at me and hit me in the nose. 
I had on clip-on sunglasses, and he knocked them sideways. 
He then ran across the street into a nondescript alley of skid 
row buildings, and stood there, talking to himself 
vehemently. One of the men in the back seat started to ask me 
if I was all right. “Yes,” I said. “He was my friend. He was 
just drunk.”  “ He’s your friend?” one of the others asked, 
puzzled. “Yes,” I said. “He hits like a girl anyway.” The bus 
drove on, and I fixed my sunglasses back on my face, and 
now felt blood flowing in my nose. I kept down the rage. 
When I hunted him down and flayed him alive with a potato 
peeler, I didn’t want any witnesses. Luckily, it stopped at the 
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nostril and dried up before it showed, so he really did hit like 
a girl. Soon the bus stopped at an RTD garage, and the men 
left all at the same time. Then I saw the RTD insignia on their 
jackets. They were bus drivers. On the bus went, giving me a 
guided tour of the sinkhole that is Commerce City. One tour 
lasts a lifetime. Over an hour later the bus reached 74th and 
Busy Blvd., and suddenly stopped. The driver got out, and I 
realized that I was the only passenger left. This was the end of 
the line. The bus driver was having lunch. I felt like a jackass. 
Still I sat there ten or fifteen minutes. Then I decided it was 
only six blocks to the company lot, so I might as well walk. I 
got out and started walking. It turned out to be six long 
country blocks. In the truck I hadn’t realized how long these 
blocks were. I was hot and verging on exhaustion as I reached 
70th, only to see the bus I had been in speed by me on its 
return trip to the big city. Watching it now, I saw it pass the 
company lot without stopping. A second set of jackass ears 
sprouted on my heady head head. When I huffed and puffed 
into the lot, nobody noticed. I was late, and was the last driver 
into the lot. There were only a few trucks left. My truck was 
gone. When I got to the window the Bishop told me he 
couldn’t hold it forever and a part-time driver had arrived 
and taken it. Lucky for me, he said, he had one truck left, 
number 25. Of course I had to inventory and clean it, but I 
soon found out there were better trucks than number 32 in 
their lot. Number 25 was a Chevy Valu-Van, which I think 
meant that they had taken the GM Step-Van and added 
power steering and brakes. It also had a “commercial 
freezer”, as they called it, as big as the Kenmore home freezer 
but with big liquid-filled plates in the walls that froze 
overnight and would retain their coldness all day long, 
relieving the driver of the need for dry ice, or a selling box up 
front and a main freezer in back. Call me slow, but until now I 
didn’t realize that everybody didn’t have to use dry ice like 
moi. All right, I noticed that some drivers didn’t, but it never 
sunk into me, since being waited on made me feel luckier 
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than them somehow. Dumb, I know. The music box was twice 
as loud as the other one, too, and it played three different 
songs in rotation. It even had a knob to change the speed of 
play. When I loaded the commercial freezer it was a pleasure 
to see that every box fit nicely and I would never have to get 
up and down and fill a selling box from a back freezer again. I 
was soon ready for battle and headed out on the long and 
lonely highway itching to rock and roll and rumble in my 
new toy. When I got onto Busy Blvd., I immediately noticed 
how nice power steering was, but at the same time, I found 
the steering to be rangey, the truck wanting to wander all 
over the road. Mostly it felt like it wanted to wander, rather 
than actually wandered. After I got into the neighborhoods 
and started cruising at five miles an hour with the new, 
louder music box, it was all worth it. The new truck didn’t try 
to race off at 30 mph, requiring me to mash the brake. And the 
business picked up compared to previous Thursdays, the 
music drawing them out in places like the Pied Piper must 
have drawn them kiddies in Hamlin. I wondered if this box 
were legal, it was so loud. Once I was servicing a flock of 
customers when a woman came out and asked me to turn it 
down because it was driving her husband nuts – the first time 
this had ever happened. From then on I turned it on loud only 
between stops, then immediately turned it back down after I 
had some customers to serve. I got no complaints after that. 
One pair of kids who were regular customers came up and 
noticed the new truck and the new shiny freezer up front and 
I told them I had gotten a promotion and the truck went with 
it. They swallowed it. They asked how many trucks the 
company had and I said a hundred. By the time I was driving 
back I was convinced that my regular truck, number 32, was a 
POS compared to this one, and that I had been rooked on day 
one by the President, and that I would demand they give me 
this truck permanently. As I was about to do my inventory 
the Godfather walked up to see if I needed a sheet, which I 
did, then I laid on him my complaint. He told me to tell his 
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sons and they’d do it. As I got up I realized that one leg had 
the circulation cut off by the seat, which was too short and 
straddled an artery. I almost fell, and just regained my 
balance on the other leg. It took a few minutes before the 
blood returned and I could stand on both legs. Still, I cashed 
out and left the lot expectantly, glad I finally got the truck of 
my dreams. That was just the start of my fun that night, 
because I had to walk all the way back to 68th and wait for the 
bus, then spend a good hour and a half getting home, my 
nose now feeling not broken but close to it, and clotted with 
blood. I could just imagine taking the bus every day and 
reading a novel – not. I would have been too exhausted even 
to carry it. I dragged like an old man into the front door, 
finding mother up way past her bedtime nervously watching 
TV. At least somebody cared. I was too tired to go through 
my stuff and hand her my day’s profits, and she didn’t 
mention it. I fell into bed fully clothed after skipping dindin 
and gulping just two big mugs of ice water. I took my clothes 
off around 2:00 a.m. when I felt the overwhelming urge to 
tinkle and drink more water. All night long I tossed and 
turned, my whole body aching, as if I were swimming, or 
giving myself a massage. I couldn’t sleep. I was too tired to 
sleep. By 5:00 a.m. I was still thinking of how nice it would be 
to fall asleep. Sindrella Copyright! That was a cool name for 
Wesley’s wife. Not the real Wesley. The one in some novel I 
have yet to write that needs characters with cool names. I’ll 
copyright the Copyrights... Bill Gates will have to pay me 
royalties... It’ll be about an unpublished novelist who leaves 
the one and only manuscript of his one and only novel in an 
RTD bus as he chases a nose-punching pickpocket with gold 
teeth who looks like Pancho Villa... Vanilla... Meanwhile, it is 
picked up by a beautiful RTD bus driver, who happens to be 
an editor for a book publisher... She leaves her mailman 
hubby for him... It’ll have to be set back before the age of 
personal computers... How long ago was that? The sixties 
sometime... The manuscript predicts the rise of personal 
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computers, and warns of the danger of Bill Gates, and is like 
“The Matrix” but is titled “I Don’t Do Windows” ... Then they 
discover that they are time travelers sent back from the future, 
when all humans are slaves held in closed tanks and forced to 
buy Microsoft software that gives them their own experience 
of reality... But not time travelers... Trap-door travelers.... 
Trap-doors in Windoze, through which they exist in pirate 
code... No... Not imaginative enough... I have more 
imagination than that... Forget it...  
 
August 11 (Fri.) 
I am already sick of this Bush-Gore campaign. Most people 
don’t care who wins. Mother said that Gore is going to win, 
and I wish he would too, only because I fear him a tad less 
than I fear Bushie baby. I have seen web sites proving that the 
entire Bush fortune is based on investments made in the 
twenties and thirties propping up Nazi Germany, and that 
they perverted the world legal system to keep their money 
after the Nazis lost. If Bush wins we’ll have two Bushes in the 
White House. I loved that speech that Jesse Jackson gave 
telling blacks to stay out of the bushes. It made me think of 
my bum friend who hawked tomorrow’s newspapers. I have 
to create a character in my novels that is a combination of 
them both, Bush and Gore that is. As Einstein once said, the 
secret of creativity is knowing how to hide your sources. Call 
him Bore Gush maybe, or Gore Bush. How about Gorge 
Albush? Galbert Bushore? Forget it. Bad idea. Readers 
wouldn’t care about him no matter what his name was. How 
about a she? Gorgeous Bush? Speaking of Jackson, what was 
that flop movie by Quentin Tarantino, his first one after his 
big Pulp Fiction hit (the director’s curse, they call it) that 
starred Janet Jackson as a waitress-poet or something-poet? 
Jackie Brown. Same failing. No wonder it flopped. Nobody 
cared. People wanted to get out of the Jacksons too. Girly 
drove me to work, and I got there somewhat early, about 
10:30 a.m. When I went to the window the Bishop handed me 
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an inventory list for truck number 32 and the keys. I fumed, 
asking what happened to their promise to give me truck 
number 25. What promise? he said. Nobody had told him. 
Well, give me number 25, I demanded. He couldn’t, he 
explained, because the Pig had arrived earlier and had 
already taken it. I sighed. What’s the matter with misfits? 
They always get the best trucks. Imagine what the Pig will do 
to that truck before he gets through with it. I was beaten. I 
took truck number 32.  
 
August 12 (Sat.) 
I tried to get truck number 25 again, and this time the Bishop 
explained that it had been assigned to the Pig permanently. I 
felt snubbed. Maybe the Pig sold more than I did, I thought, 
but didn’t press the subject. Instead I hurried to get to the 
Ranch because Saturday and Sunday are the biggest days of 
the week and I wanted to make all I could. Number 32 and all 
its shortcomings galled me when I thought about it, but I 
figured I deserved it. It would toughen me up. A real ice 
cream man can drive anything and still have a great day of 
sales. A real ice cream man doesn’t complain. A real ice cream 
man is a magnum of a man. Or, er, a woman. Let’s not forget 
the Natural & company. Let’s forget today. Not every day is a 
legend in the making, even if I am a legend in my own mind.  
 
August 13 (Sun.) 
Girly had already gone to church by the time I woke up, so, 
sansa a ride, I had to stay home again on a primo work day. 
This is for the people in the neighborhood who helped me 
through the day and made me feel good. This Bud’s for you, 
and you and you and you. 
 
August 14 (Mon.) 
When Girly drove me to the lot today I passed a truck parked 
in an unusual place in the lot, where the drivers usually park 
their cars. I had passed it on foot on my way to the front office 
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when the Admiral walked back, intercepted me, and told me 
to walk back with him and take a look at it. I did. The right 
front end was crushed. A driver had run smack into a parked 
car on the shoulder of a highway, he explained lustily. What’s 
more, there was other damage, which he proudly pointed out 
to me. Will your insurance pay to fix it? I asked. We’re 
sending it straight to the junkyard, he enthused. He was 
actually glad I think to see one of his shuttles destroyed in 
combat with the Klingons. As I was driving my truck out of 
the luck, past the long row of trucks on the right hand side, 
turning left at the Hot Shot machine, I saw the Pirate using it 
to wash his SUV. I don’t know why but I had never thought 
of washing my own car with it. On second thought, my POS 
cars looked better dirty. I waited for him to finish then got my 
hands on the power spray nozzle, played games with the long 
swinging arm that held the hose, finally got it rotated in the 
correct direction, grabbed a long-handled brush, scrubbed my 
windshield, then blasted it repeatedly. It got most of the dead 
bugs off, but when I turned on the windshield wipers, it still 
left long rainbow streaks like always. There were more bugs 
in August than July. Today I need to scrape for any possible 
sales and went down more cul-de-sacs than usual. At the end 
of one I saw another fellow professional in the field. He was 
driving one of those yellow Schwan’s frozen food trucks, and 
parked it in a plush driveway as a plush older lady came out 
to meet him. The truck had impressive logos and advertising 
all over it, and I stared as I passed it in both directions. They 
once tried to sell mother on a box of steaks, which she told me 
were too expensive compared to the local supermarkets, even 
before when they had those two-for-one sales almost every 
week. But this was the Ranch, filled with people from 
California who sold their tiny 1.2 million dollar homes there 
and bought a large, new 0.3 million dollar mini-mansions 
here and had plenty left over after buying their new SUV to 
haul their kids in, and their personal Mercedes, BMW, or 
Porsche for “business”, as they no doubt claimed to the IRS. 



The Ice Cream Man 

272 

At times I saw SUVs pass me that were almost as big as my 
half-ton truck. They’d just love having their food delivered 
regularly, ready to pop into a George Foreman grill or a 
microwave or a gas grill. We waved at each other real 
friendly, that driver and I. He was clean cut and wore a 
uniform. I wondered if I could ever stoop to that, but I wrote 
down the 800-number listed on the truck just in case I needed 
a job one day. We were not really competitors, but in the same 
field, fellow colleagues. Nice to know you’re not alone out 
here. In a rat’s ass. He was no doubt selling people ice cream 
by the ton, and eating into my market. I had one bit of luck 
today. There was one cul-de-sac at one side of my route that I 
had been to a couple of times before, but always in the 
afternoons, never the evenings. Today I happened to go by in 
the evening, and the whole street, which I had thought was 
dead, came to life, kiddies coming out everywhere, pulling 
their parents along. The parents here seemed to work together 
as a group, and today they were buying. They seemed to try 
one of everything on my menu. I sold at least thirty bucks’ 
worth. Then as I was telling them I had not been driving by 
here often enough, thinking they’d be delighted if I pushed 
them up my priority list, one of the parents responded that 
she hoped I didn’t drive by here for a long time, pointing to 
her purse. I tried to save face by saying that I have to go 
where the sales have been good and couldn’t help coming 
here more often, but that they were free to snub me until I 
quit coming so often. That was so lame I was glad to be outa 
there with my moolah. I know. I had a lot to learn. Even 
prosperous people have a hard time supporting children. 
Crown jewels they are. Reubens, Velasquez, Brughel, 
Rembrandt...  
 
August 15 (Tues.) 
The national news tonight had a report on the heat wave in 
Texas, coupled with drought. Pictures of farmland dried up 
into huge clods crisscrossed with deep cracks, of old people 
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being taken to ERs in stretchers, of naked skies in the blast 
furnace sun. I guess no matter how bad I had it they had it 
worse. Imagine being an ice cream driver in Texas serving ice 
cream to a skeleton of a Texas longhorn in the prairie. Tonight 
I prayed for rain.  
 
August 16 (Wed.) 
A hell of a day. I felt like a prisoner of my own flesh.  
 
August 17 (Thurs.) 
I skipped work today, and I sure am glad. The TV reported a 
high probability of rain, and, although it looked bad at first, 
and cleared up by noon, still I figured it was a risky 
proposition to drive today. I even heard Little Lulu’s ice 
cream truck going by about one. Then it hit, a terrific 
thunderstorm, late in the afternoon, and I could just imagine 
the drivers scurrying back to the lot with half-empty pockets. 
Tragedy struck too. A firefighter fell into a drain culvert in the 
torrential rain and was drowned. He was trying to save a 
woman, and became a hero. What really freaked me was that 
this culvert was on Busy Blvd. near 59th, not ten blocks from 
the lot. It had no grate over it like it should have. That’s 
Commerce Shitty for you. People call it that all the time. I 
wonder if the lot was flooded. Maybe I’m out of a job now. I’ll 
have to wait till tomorrow to call in. Meanwhile, the Jehovah’s 
Witnesses came by again, dropping off some literature. I have 
been studying with them for some time now, obsessed with 
figuring their bizarre but beautiful doctrines out. They seem 
to thrive on natural disasters. They can’t figure me out. With 
all I’ve read, I must be ready to knock on doors, they probably 
think. Not. I just can’t envisage a Jehovah, can’t believe. It’s 
just a myth. Speaking of JWs, I met a new driver last week. He 
must have started after Labor Day. Let’s call him the Preacher. 
He’s from the Deep South, the poor benighted ignorant Deep 
South. Steeped in fundamentalist Bible-thumping ideology 
since birth, he believes in the Rapture, Hellfire, the Trinity, 
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number one, two, and three. He says he’s starting his own 
church here in the big city, but it hasn’t held any meetings yet. 
He’s of the Pat Robertson / D. James Kennedy / Jerry Falwell / 
Billy Graham persuasion, wanting every Bible-thumping 
evangelical Christian to register to vote in order to make 
America the New Jerusalem. He’s no doubt pro-Bush but I 
didn’t ask him for fear he was. I told him I was a novelist, and 
was going to write a novel about being an ice cream man, and 
he replied that he didn’t read much fiction. I do like him. 
Everybody does. He’s quite likeable. He’ll make a good 
preacher. I’d like to hear him preach. Not that I believe a 
word of it. I have already been worked on by the Jehovah’s 
Witnesses, as you know. Let me recite the history of it for 
posterity. They had been knocking on my door every 
Saturday regularly for over a decade, like they do everybody 
else’s, in vain, but one day on a lark I let them in, just after I 
declared myself to be a new novelist. As a novelist I wanted to 
study their literature to see if I could work any of it into my 
novels. They gave me one book after another, which I plowed 
into seriously, trying to understand just what angle they had 
on the Bible, hoping to quickly find their writings to be 
stupid, ludicrous, and full of contradictions errors, in vain, 
and, seeing that I really read them, they showered me with 
more and more, until I had three big shelves in my living 
room entertainment center filled with them. And these 
shelves were meant to hold electronic equipment, so this was 
a large load. And they paid for it all, never even requesting 
donations. One time they left me a big green two-volume 
encyclopedia on the Bible and it made me feel so guilty I 
fished in my wallet, which I always left on the TV, and gave 
them twelve bucks. I’m sure the encyclopedia was worth 
more like a hundred bucks if it were sold in a retail store. I 
gather that the doorknockers, whom they call Publishers, pay 
for the literature out of their own pockets from the JW 
headquarters in Brooklyn, but even then the prices charged 
are very low, since the labor is all donated. This outfit has as 
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its goal the covering of the world with their literature. For 
some reason they aren’t a big presence on the Net, although 
one would think this was their ideal opportunity to cover the 
world with electronic literature, which is far cheaper and 
quicker. Maybe it’s the pornography. Anybody can get 
doused with the raunchiest stuff just by typing something by 
accident. Maybe they’re concerned with losing or diluting 
their copyrights. That’s one contradiction in their views. They 
claim they’re no part of the world, of the system of things, yet 
they have a multi-billion dollar empire with lands, buildings, 
equipment, and copyrights, which they protect with a large 
legal staff. Yet, if their mission is direct from Jehovah himself, 
and it is to reach the world with their message, the Net must 
have been sent by God as their tool. Of course they should 
expect Satan to have the king of the hill position on it at first, 
which should only make them want to fight all the harder, no 
matter how much porno their faithful come across by accident 
or design. Indeed, with their resources they could build and 
run their own alternative Net, complete with satellites, 
becoming the biggest web site in history. When the whole 
world has been preached to, then the end will come. I guess it 
won’t come then: the JWS are too chicken of the Net. Anyway, 
I taught myself their extensive and unique doctrines on the 
Bible, from printed literature, all of which, except for the 
blood transfusion doctrine, which I think is off the deep end, 
are very persuasive and too hard for me to refute to even try, 
although I’ll entertain anybody who challenges them. Ever 
since, when I meet Bible thumpers of the evangelical Pat 
Robertson / D. James Kennedy/ Jerry Falwell / Billy Graham 
persuasion, I have great fun poking holes in their doctrines 
with JW insights, which are often quite devastating to them, 
such as the doctrine that there will be no Rapture because 
Jesus Christ has already come again, and is sitting on his 
throne in heaven, gathering his people, so that when he leads 
the armies of Jehovah against Satan, he will know which 
people to save, while killing everybody else. The net result 
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will be giant heaps of bones, picked clean by birds, along with 
manure. Instead of America being the New Jerusalem, one 
nation under Jehovah God, that every Christian must attempt 
to get involved with politically, it is in reality the Great Beast 
that has Two Heads, the other head being Britain, and a 
believer must have no part in it other than giving Caesar what 
is Caesar’s, for example, paying taxes, the minimum possible. 
You see, Britain and America teamed-up to foist first the 
League of Nations then the United Nations on the world, 
through which Satan wants to create a one world government 
for all time, so that proves America is bad, despite all the 
Christian piety of America’s founders, and all their good 
intentions, blah blah blah. Since the churches of Christendom, 
as they call every Catholic and Protestant sect other than 
themselves, are also being deceived by Satan, along with the 
leaders of every organized religion on earth – which the JWs 
think of collectively as the great harlot who rides on a scarlet-
colored wild beast with a sign on her forehead saying 
“Babylon the Great, the mother of the harlots and the 
disgusting things of the earth” – they will support the U.N., 
through such organizations as the World Council of 
Churches, but after consolidating its power the OWG will 
turn on them, destroying the great harlot much like Jezebel 
was once thrown out the window to be eaten by dogs. But 
that isn’t Armageddon. That will come when the OWG 
realizes that it missed the lowly meek JWs, and goes after 
their worldwide society. Then Jehovah will really get mad, 
and intervene on their behalf, kicking the entire OWG’s butts 
bigtime, and this despite all the Star Wars and Star Trek 
technology it can muster. The JWs will be the only ones left, 
even though they never raised a sword or finger (their door-
knocking days will be over too). Their Kingdom Halls will be 
like so many Noah’s Arks around the world. If you don’t 
believe me, visit any of them and go inside. They look just like 
Noah’s Ark, and that’s no accident. I believe they expect to 
literally sit out Armageddon in safety while huddled inside 
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these wood-frame buildings. When Jehovah tells them to 
come out, that it’s safe, gone will be most of mankind, 
including all of its Satan-inspired works, me and my novels 
no doubt included. Emerging, they will just go to work 
cleaning up the mess, burying the bones, and turning earth 
into a paradise where Jehovah rules through Jesus, where 
“the earth will be filled with the knowledge of Jehovah as the 
waters of the earth are covering the very sea” (Isaiah 11:9), 
which probably means that Watchtower publications will be 
the only ones available, and that their elders are now princes 
on earth, acting as the voice of Jehovah and Jesus, what they 
call a theocracy, while all JWs revert to the perfection of 
Adam and Eve, living forever, as long as they no longer think 
they can decide what is good and what is bad, but leave it to 
Jehovah and his spokesmen. Men, not women. Sorry, 
women’s lib will be bird doodoo. Not all the elders will 
survive Armageddon, because the elders that died before it 
have supposedly been instantly transported to heaven, where 
they rule with Jesus as co-priests of Jehovah in his heavenly 
temple of Jerusalem, as well as co-kings of Jesus over 
mankind. There is no room in this for any ridiculous Rapture, 
that is, believers getting lifted into the sky and disappearing 
while the unbelievers are left to run the world and bring on 
Armageddon later. It would be Satan, not God, who would 
like all the believers to just disappear so he could finally gain 
complete control, proving God to be a whimp, and winning 
the battle started way back when in Eden. Don’t worry, 
though, I told the Preacher. According to the JWs, after the 
mess is cleaned up and earth is completely run by Jehovah, 
who you weren’t a real witness of, he will cause all the dead 
to be slowly resurrected in small groups, so that they can be 
shown the light, how the JWs and their Bible doctrines were 
the true ones, and how they were his real organization of 
chosen people on earth before. And besides, if you convert 
now, you could still live forever on paradise Earth, albeit you 
could never attain to priest or prince status, above or below, 
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since you had blown it when the JWs came knocking. He said 
that he’d thought he’d heard everything when the Mormons 
tried to convert him once, but the JWs really take the cake. I 
was on a roll, so I explained to the Preacher that the anointed 
JWs are the 144,000 “slaves of God... sealed out of every tribe 
of the Sons of Israel”, mentioned in Revelation chapter 7, and 
that most of them are now in their eighties and nineties, since 
you had to be knocking on doors before 1930 to qualify (the 
reason why still eludes me, but there it is), and that the rest 
actually don’t want to be anointed or go to heaven, but live 
here like Adam and Eve and still have sex and kiddies, and 
that the end better come soon, else they won’t have anybody 
to write any more literature, or sit on their Board. He replied 
he hadn’t heard all that, although earlier he had stated that he 
had not only studied the Bible “for years”, but studied the 
JWs and had rejected them. I went on to tell him that he 
obviously had studied the Bible well, but that he had gaps in 
his knowledge, the kind that come from sticking with sects 
that are based on narrow little deviations from age-old 
Catholic dogma, and have frozen in time after the founder 
died. One thing about JW literature is its breadth. They may 
not be the latest new sect, but they are the one most able to 
adapt to changes in historical events. He replied that the JWs 
have changed their doctrines some umpteen-dozen times, I 
forget the exact figure he quoted but I could tell he’d studied 
an anti-JW book or two, if not the JW’s own literature. I 
replied that they could do that because they claimed that the 
Bible, not they, were innerant, and as time goes on God gives 
them better light to see by, like a person walking in the dark 
with a candle. If you want to study the Bible, it’s easy to go 
deep instead of broad, and get into an endless loop, like a 
buggy computer program does, I told him. The JW believe 
that the entire Bible is one book, and that to understand any 
passage anywhere you have to compare it to all the passages 
from the front to back cover. That way seeming contradictions 
can be made to disappear. (Not that I didn’t have a list that I 
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had tried laying on the local JWs, to which I never got a single 
answer, such as why in one place the Bible says that David 
paid for the land under the Temple in gold and another place 
in silver – but I didn’t mention that to the Preacher.) Their 
literature is all written by anointed elders of their 
congregation, as they call it, who have studied the Bible from 
cover to cover for decades, under the guidance of prior JW 
literature, the Watchtower and Awake magazines included, I 
went on, and consequently, even when focusing their 
discussion on a single book of the Bible, they end up 
showering you with amazing accumulated knowledge of the 
whole thing. Not that they don’t have Bible-thumping critics. 
I had spent hours searching for anti-JW web sites and trying 
to get something good on them that I could bring up when 
they came by. For instance, that their literature only quotes 
about 15% of the Bible. I laid this on the local JWs, and they 
opened up a long section of chronologies and other boring 
trivia in the Old Testament and asked just how they could 
profitably quote all that. They don’t even call it the New 
Testament and Old Testament, because that is misleading. 
The very terms were invented in the third century by the 
Catholic theologian Tertullian. Instead they call it the Hebrew 
Scriptures and the Greek Scriptures. They have their own 
translation, which at first I thought was twisted to their 
doctrines, but after using it to accompany reading their 
literature, I realized it was, but far less so than other 
translations such as the King James, AV, RSV, Douay, etc. It 
consciously attempts to be extremely literal, so much so that 
all of the poetry of the KJ has vanished. The way they have 
depoetized the Lord’s Prayer is almost criminal. For example, 
“Our Father in the heavens, let your name be sanctified”, or 
“give us today our bread for this day.” Yuck. I wonder if 
Oscar Wilde would approve or disapprove. But at least when 
I look something up, and read it, I get the plain meaning. 
Even the few places where they twist the Bible to their 
doctrines, they are open about admitting it, citing other 
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translations and showing how theirs is superior, giving 
reasons. For instance, the famous words of the angels on 
Christmas: “Peace on earth, goodwill to men.” The JW 
translation is “And upon earth peace to men of goodwill.” 
(Luke ch. 2). Their literature explains that Jehovah is saying 
through his messengers that men toward whom he has 
goodwill will have peace through Jesus. It’s not like in Pope 
John XXIII’s 1963 encyclical “Pacem in Terris” (Peace on 
Earth), which he addressed to the “clery and faithful of the 
whole world,” as well as “to all men of goodwill”. He had the 
Bible backwards. It’s Jehovah’s goodwill to men, not men’s 
goodwill to anybody. Everybody rejecting Jesus will suffer his 
wrath, not his goodwill. Roma Downey, on her “Angel” show 
on TV, twisted it into “peace and goodwill to everybody.” 
She’s obviously either a Catholic or a pantheist. Jehovah is 
going to turn her into birdshit, sorry. She’s no JW. Della Reese 
either. One no doubt inherited her religion from the Irish 
Catholics, the other from the black Southern Baptist 
Convention and Jesse Jackson. All bird doodoo in the making. 
A pity. 1963 Selma, Alabama, the fire under Jesse’s ass, that 
made a preacher go into politics. Jesus pities him. He didn’t 
obey his commands. More bird doodoo. But I digress. 
Another great one, the beginning of the gospel of John, where 
the JW translation reads: “And the Word was with God, and 
the Word was a god.” The JW translators explain that Isaiah 
predicts that Christ will be called Mighty God, not Almighty 
God, and that the other translations mistranslate this passage 
to bolster their Trinity doctrine. No wonder the JWs convert 
far more evangelical Christians than the reverse. They convert 
people from all over the globe, from Catholics in Italy to 
headhunters in New Guinea. Probably even some former 
members of Della Reese’s Up Church just off La Cienega and 
west Pico in L.A. (I remember west Pico, because that was the 
site of the Tech Noir nightclub where Arnold first tried to 
shoot Linda Hamilton in the movie The Terminator.) The JWs 
even have literature explaining what the Bible is, what a 



The Ice Cream Man 

281 

chapter and verse is, explaining everything, no matter how 
Mickey Mouse, including how to read and write if that is 
necessary. When they convert a polygamist, in Africa for 
instance, they make him dump all but one of his wives, then 
try to convert them all too, so that they all end up sitting in 
the same JW Hall as chaste as brother and sisters. They are 
fanatics, soldiers in a war of inculcating knowledge of the 
Bible for free to everybody, no matter how obscure their 
language dialect or inaccessible their land. Indeed, they 
believe that if they don’t do this, they won’t be saved when 
Armageddon arrives. It’s not optional. To be a JW you have to 
knock on doors. It’s what they are. What they are is what they 
do. The Preacher said that’s their error, that they believe they 
are saved by works. I already knew their answer, and I gave 
it, namely that believing in Jesus Christ saves you, and is a 
free gift, not a payment for services rendered, but that once 
you believe you must obey his commands, or else you will be 
judged for that, and one of his commands is to go forth 
preaching and making disciples in his name until the end 
comes. “Do you go door-to-door preaching and making 
disciples in Jesus’ name?” I asked the Preacher. He reddened. 
“You go curb-to-curb,” I continued, “selling kids frozen 
confections. And for filthy lucre. Imagine that.” I stopped 
myself. I was getting nasty. Even Jesus himself, when railing 
at the Pharisees and scribes, didn’t go for all the low blows, 
but let them save face. I went back to defending the JWs. They 
literally get in your face on your own doorstep, and try to 
make you see that you should do the same, I told him, but 
isn’t that what the early Christians did, like it says in the Book 
of Acts? “They went from house to house preaching”, or 
something like that? In a lot of ways the JWs are like ice cream 
men, but I won’t belabor the issue with a list of similarities, I 
joked, trying to change the mood, but only giving him time to 
gather his thoughts. The Preacher then started to spew his 
doctrines seriously at me, and I was delighted to see how 
many gaps he had in his knowledge, which I gleefully 
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pointed out from memory. For instance, he claimed that Jesus 
Christ is the only anointed one of God. I told him that he is 
just the last anointed one of God, that Moses was anointed, 
David too, even Cyrus the Persian who was a Zoroastrian, 
that the Jews considered Cyrus to be their Savior. That last 
remark caused him to go nonlinear and accuse me of being a 
kook, of having gaps in my knowledge of the Bible big 
enough to drive a herd of ice cream trucks through, but I 
stuck to my guns, asking him to give me a chance to find the 
Bible verse, and the next time I saw him I laid it on him, Isaiah 
45:1, which I found from the big green two-volume JW Bible 
encyclopedia, under the article ‘Cyrus’. From that point on he 
was hard to find, obviously dreading to talk with me, perhaps 
fearing I was trying to convert him into being a Jehovah’s 
Witness. I kind of was, but not because I was one myself, but 
more as a lark, since he said he was starting his own church 
and I thought I’d save him the trouble. I myself didn’t literally 
believe any of the JW stuff, or the Bible either, but I loved the 
JW books for the power it gave me over Bible-thumpers, so I 
will never get rid of my JW library. Back to the Preacher. He 
not only made a good preacher, he was a good ice cream man. 
He was new but he took right to it, and had good sales from 
the beginning. He was fat and jolly, a winning combination in 
this business, and probably was good with kids, like me. I 
wondered if he tried distributing Bible literature with his ice 
cream, but never saw any. I hope I hadn’t given him the idea. 
He said he came here from Mississippi, but that he used to 
live in Hope, Arkansas, leaving because it was “too damn 
liberal”. The whole south of that state, he said, was taken over 
by political and social liberals, like that “!*?! Clinton”. He had 
moved to the north, where it was nice and conservative, and 
evangelical. And few JWs. How did he end up here? I asked 
him. This is the liberal part of the state. For real dyed-in-the-
wool conservatives try the Springs in the south of the state. 
He didn’t answer. I think he had a deep dark secret, probably 
a woman. It’s always a woman. I asked him how he squared 
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political activism with the statement of Jesus that his 
followers were to be no part of the world, and why the JWs 
aren’t more on the right track by their practice by not voting, 
running for office, or even saluting the flag. They resisted the 
draft as far back as WWI, and used to be jailed when war 
broke out even here in America, before their own cases led to 
landmark Supreme Court decisions in favor of conscientious 
objectors, while all of the organized Christian churches, 
Catholic and Protestant, locked step against them. The JWs 
preach that all other sects are really run behind the scenes by 
Satan, and the fact that their preachers always support wars, 
even the killing of fellow Christians, proves it. He dropped 
the subject like a hot brick. Our last religious argument, just a 
few days ago, was over the Trinity. I told him that the 
doctrine is of pagan origin, and was adopted by the Catholic 
Church hundreds of years after Christ, and that even when 
the Protestants broke off from the Catholics, they stubbornly 
retained this favorite doctrine through ignorance. At that 
point the Admiral broke in, saying he’d award that point to 
me, since he was raised in the Catholic faith and it took years 
for him to work his way out of it (that, and years of watching 
Star Trek), so he’d save the Preacher the trouble. I then 
mentioned that the locals here have a park with a statue of a 
trinity they hold in esteem, and when the Preacher asked me 
what trinity I replied Wynken, Blinken and Nod. The 
Preacher must have felt ganged-up on, for he beat a hasty 
retreat to his car and went home. When I got home I searched 
for a JW booklet exposing the Trinity as pagan and unbiblical, 
finally finding it. I reread it entirely, at first thinking I’d bring 
it to work and loan it to the Preacher, but later decided 
against it, because he might not give it back and I only had 
one copy. Instead I memorized some choice bits, such as the 
argument that Jesus would never have said, “My Father, my 
Father, why hast thou forsaken me?” if the Trinity was true, 
as that would imply that God was forsaking himself. Really, 
the Bible is so full of contradictions one can prove anything 
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from it if one studies it hard enough, and that’s just why I 
love it so. It’s the greatest piece of fiction ever written. Just 
look at the sales figures, the spinoffs, the sequels. If I could 
write even one work of fiction that came up to even one 
percent of its sales, I’d be able to buy out Bill Gates. But I 
never take it for reality, try to explain away all the 
contradictions, take its prophecies so seriously I’d go 
knocking on doors. It is fiction, a fairy tale. It gives a sense of 
purpose and grand adventure to life, especially to the life of a 
loser, which is where a lot of our local JWs at least are 
recruited from, and is a nice opium for the people, keeping 
them from revolting too often and giving them a safety net to 
keep them from crime. I told this to the Preacher and his 
response was “I truly feel sorry for you.” I told him I felt truly 
sorry for him. Touché or not, I don’t know, but at least we 
both love to read this same great work, and get things out of 
it. In these hectic days few still do. Maybe this makes me far 
better off than Bill Gates and his type, and we both ought to 
feel truly sorry for him. Tonight I asked the Preacher about 
Bill Gates, and I was surprised at how he approved of him 
and his monopolistic business practices, and admired his 
Windoze product, inefficiencies, bugs, crashes, and all. He 
even said he loved defragmenting his hard disk every day. I 
told him that my clunky old dinosaur computer, a 486, ran 
OS/2, and I hadn’t had to defrag it for two years. He 
humphed. In vain did I try to explain the history of Microsoft 
and how it killed far better software products time and again 
in its single-minded attempt to win at any cost, even the 
consumer’s welfare. He replied that I shouldn’t be worried 
about Bill Gates, but about the real bad guy behind the 
sinister Trilateral conspiracy, Ted Turner. That’s right, Ted 
Turner. The former hubby of Jane Fonda, a.k.a. Barbarella. I 
drew a blank and he won the argument by default. I decided 
to stick to the Bible from now on when talking to him. I’ll 
search the Net for Ted Turner and Trilateral Commission 
dope when I get more time. I debated with the Preacher more 
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in my head than in person, and for that reason he was quite 
stimulating. For instance, I kept forgetting to bring up how 
many apostolic Bible-thumping Christians think that the JWs 
don’t believe in Jesus, when they do, and in fact believe 
they’re alone in obeying his commands. What they believe is 
that after Armageddon, when Jesus has ruled as King of 
Kings over mankind for a thousand years, and everybody 
who has to be resurrected is resurrected, and had their final 
chance to be saved, and has reverted back to the pure sinless 
state of Adam and Eve, and after Satan, who has been bound 
since Armageddon, is let loose for one last time to tempt the 
new world of billions of Adams and Eves, then he and all his 
final followers will be dissolved forever in a lake of fire, like 
Arnold Schwarzenegger in that pool of liquid metal in 
Terminator II. That isn’t the same thing as eternal torture by 
pitchfork-wielding devils in burning sulphur in hell, more 
like total eternal dissolution, like erasing data from a 
computer disk. At that point there is no need for a mediator 
between Jehovah and mankind, and Jesus will revert to just 
being an archangel, while people can talk directly with God 
again, like the original Adam and Eve once did in the Garden. 
The JWs, by the way, believe that the archangel Michael is 
Jesus in disguise, as all these “ya-el” names are just aliases, 
meaning things like “the salvation of Jehovah (El)”, “who is 
like Ya (Jehovah) – nobody”, and so on – all the same guy. So, 
they do believe in Jesus after all. They just don’t believe in 
Michael. Sorry, John Travolta. I forget about Gabriel. He 
might be Jesus in disguise too. Ask Xena. No matter. The 
Preacher will find all out about it when he is resurrected, like 
everybody else. I think the Trekkies will be a pass, but can’t 
prove it. I also heard him say that Christians should pay 
tithes, and after consulting my JW Bible encyclopedia I think I 
could prove they shouldn’t, that his brand of Christians were 
misinterpreting the Bible so they could live off of believers, 
like Catholic priests do. But I backed off after reading a Bible-
thumping web site that analyzed Paul’s epistles closely, 
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particular I Corinthians chapter 9 and Hebrews chapter 7, and 
seemed to prove that he was arguing for tithing, without 
using the word. Going back and forth between that and the 
JW encyclopedia article ‘Tithes’, I realized that one could read 
the same passages either way, as arguing for against tithing 
by Christians. How convenient for preachers setting up their 
own churches. My head was spinning like a top, so I dropped 
that subject for another time when I had more time. Being a 
village atheist is far easier. Nobody pays them tithes. They 
take them. But they stay out of foxholes. By the way, I hadn’t 
noted it in the proper place, but around the middle of June the 
JWs stopped by when I had my ice cream truck parked in the 
driveway before going to work, and all lined up and bought 
ice cream. They each wanted something different, for a 
change. The total came to some twelve dollars. They said they 
understood that I couldn’t come to their Sunday morning 
meetings for the rest of the summer since I had to support my 
mother. She was religious but never could accept their 
doctrines, she told them, because she believed that other 
people besides them were saved. So they gave up trying to 
give her free rides to their meetings. They never gave up on 
me. I had read more literature without being converted than a 
lot of them had since being converted. And I had actually 
reached the position of taking money from them. 
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CHAPTER 13. 
THE MECHANICS OF LIFE 
 
August 18 (Fri.) 
I called the company at 9:30 a.m. to see if they had been 
flooded out. All night I’d had dreams of the trucks being 
washed into the river, the office window-deep in mud, things 
like that. The President answered cheerfully. No, he said, 
there was no flood, just heavy rain. The company was open 
for business. The other night most of the drivers had come 
back at 6:00. Would you believe it? he asked me rhetorically. 
Some of the drivers actually drove till 9:00 p.m. as usual, 
causing them to have to wait for hours in the rain. Schmucks, 
he was saying in code language. Yesterday Lonny called 
mother and told her “your car is ready.” The Jap POS, that is. 
No apology. This time, Lonny told her, he had gotten a rebuilt 
tranny from a “trusted friend” who told him it “only had nine 
thousand miles on it”. I scorned her trust in this crook after all 
she’d been through with him, but didn’t phase her. He was 
sure it would be okay this time because he had test-driven it 
himself, mother told me. He thinks of her as his mother, she 
redundalized. Somehow all I could think of was that Apache 
Indian and the two dollar bills I had handed him as I sat in 
the Ford POS as it was leaking green gook. I wished I had the 
money back now. Did I hand him the money from generosity, 
from fear of him hassling me, from white guilt about the 
Indians, what? I guess I did it because his kind was extinct. As 
low as I’d sunk, I was far higher than him because I was 
white. Yet I too was becoming extinct, slowly but surely, just 
like the Indians, from trusting in white men’s promises. Or 
breaking their trust, when I bolted out of the white man’s 
career track the Great White Fathers had me in and went wild, 
trying to buck the system. Well, I told her so. Mother got Girly 
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to drop her off at Lonny’s lot some time in the afternoon 
while I stayed home, lost on my computer, and drove it home. 
Two hours later she arrived back home without the Jap car, 
tired and flustered It had just started acting funny, she 
explained, and she pulled it over just a few miles from 
Lonny’s, got out, hobbled from door to door until she found 
somebody to take her home. She immediately tried to call 
Lonny but just got his answering machine. She had called 
triple-A at the home of the Good Samaritan but they told her 
they couldn’t tow her car until the next morning, so she had 
set a time, 9:30 a.m. Be there 15 minutes early, they told her. 
Some nerve. If we weren’t there when they arrived, they’d 
only wait 10 minutes for us. I spent the night fuming, 
depressed sometimes, accepting of my fate at others. At least 
mother wasn’t caught in the storm. It started up a little after 
she arrived. At the time I was making glad noises about being 
smarter than the other drivers, pretty much blanking out the 
bad news of the car trouble. Now, after a night of nightmares, 
reality had time to set in, and I became depressed, imagining 
how I would end up in the wino bar with my Apache friend, 
panhandling alongside him if this kept up, if I kept missing 
work, bad weather or not. If that happened, I’d get even with 
Lonny, I swore. A Molotov cocktail through his window, or at 
least some sugar in all his gas tanks. Lonny was bringing out 
the wild Indian in me. At least I still had some fight left in me, 
eh. That was yesterday. This morning I went with mother in 
Girly’s van to where she left the damn white elephant, not 
depressed, but on a high note, having come up with the idea 
this morning that this time it might not be the tranny, that 
even Lonny could fix a car that lasted longer than a few miles, 
that more likely Lonny was such a !*?! that he might have 
used up all the gas testing it and not refilled the tank. Mother 
wouldn’t notice such a thing, since her close vision was 
probably too poor to read the gas gauge anyway. Not that she 
wasn’t a good driver, with only one little ticket in many years. 
She was far-sighted and that kept her on the road, but she 
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always asked me to get gas every time I got in either of our 
cars. So maybe that was why it had acted funny, lost power, 
not the tranny with only nine thousand miles on it. At least I 
wanted to check it out and see for myself before using triple-
A again. Mother said she only had one tow left for the current 
year on her triple-A membership, and after that we’d have to 
pay for each tow out of our pocket. But neither we nor Girly 
had a cell phone to take out with us to call them from in case 
we didn’t need them, so mother decided to keep the triple-A 
coming anyway. The cardholder always had to be with the car 
or they wouldn’t tow it, and the card was in her name, so she 
had to go with us. As mother and I went with Girly, I heard a 
funny groaning noise coming from her van somewhere. I 
asked her about it and she said that her tranny was getting 
bad too. Visions of losing her van as a ride fenced with hopes 
of that Jap car not really being broke, of it just being out of 
gas. As Girly and mother waited in Girly’s van, I got out, 
went to the Jap car, raised the hood, and sure enough, there 
was a nice shiny new-looking tranny there, peeking out under 
the engine of the front-wheel drive turkey. Why had I heard 
so many stories of Toyotas going a million miles with nothing 
more than an occasional tuneup? What is a Mitsubishi 
anyway? A payback to America for WWII? I got in, started the 
engine, then gently tried backing up. It backed up nicely. I 
then pushed it into drive and tried going a few yards. It 
worked nicely. Still, I was going at low speed, and I knew 
how when a tranny is no good it will go slow but not fast, but 
that it’s bad to drive a car with a bad tranny at all since it 
might burn it up. Or might not burn up. What did I know? I 
cursed myself for not knowing that much about cars again, 
and finally got out, went to Girly’s van, and told them I could 
try giving it a test drive at high speed, but it might conk out 
several blocks from here, and how would the triple-A tow 
truck driver find us then? So we all agreed to just wait for 
them. We did wait, for over an hour, the temperature rising 
steadily, and they hadn’t showed. At one point I asked 
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mother which of these local residents she had gotten to give 
her a ride the other day, because maybe they were home and 
she could use their phone and call triple-A, and she looked 
around for awhile and said that she couldn’t remember, her 
memory was getting worse every year, and they probably 
weren’t home this early in the day – because they had a real 
job, I heard the clown on my shoulder say. I suggested she go 
around knocking on doors and she chewed me out, 
reminding me of her arthritis, and suggesting I do it. I 
declined. She had called my bluff. I was too proud to beg 
from strangers if I couldn’t get her to do it. I didn’t want to 
talk to the triple-A. I knew that I’d be put on hold for half an 
hour at least, just like she told me she had yesterday. Besides, 
my original plan looked better by the minute. I got more and 
more incensed, more and more brave, and finally got in a 
debate with mother about whether I should go for that test 
drive after all. If it works, I told her, I can just drive to Lonny’s 
and have him double-check it. What will the tow truck driver 
do when he arrives here and finds us gone, mother asked, in 
her typical manner that was designed to disagree with 
everything I said even if she put a total stranger’s side up as 
her argument. (She regularly disagreed with me to be 
independent, I figured. Not that she didn’t always end up 
doing it my way after the mock argument called for by this 
protocol.) I told her that they had already violated their 
timeline, had broken their promise to us, and we had a right 
to cancel-out without it costing us our last tow. The nerve of 
them telling us they’d only wait ten minutes for us when they 
were already half an hour late themselves. When we got to 
Lonny’s she could use his phone and call to cancel, and if they 
gave her any trouble she could chew them out for standing us 
up. She didn’t like that idea, and balked. Girly played neutral 
I guess, not suggesting anything, just telling us she didn’t 
have all day. Finally I won, getting out of the van and into the 
Jap POS with them following in the van. The car worked fine, 
and I easily drove it the two point five miles to Lonny’s lot. 
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Lonny came out right after I drove in, before I could get out, 
and asked me what was wrong this time. His usual cheery 
self, he talked a good talk, made it sound like my fault not his 
almost, but not quite, as he listened to my story. I told him 
that the other day, when mother had taken the car from his 
lot, she had not gotten more than two point five miles before 
it conked out again. He asked me how it was working now, 
and he said that new parts sometimes need settling-in, and 
not to worry, that I should go on to work, and if I can make it 
to work in the car, it will take me home. I couldn’t argue, 
remembering now how mother had plagued him with 
messages on his answering machine about how this car “was 
my son’s livelihood”, so I went back to the van and told 
mother and Girly the score. Girly agreed, however, to follow 
me to work just in case. She even knew a shortcut from 
Lonny’s to work, she told me, because once when she 
dropped me off at work she took the wrong way home, failed 
to get onto the interstate, and ended up going by Lonny’s, 
since it’s on the nearest through street to ours. So I did as she 
suggested, and found my way to work, clinging to the right 
lane all the way in case I had to make an emergency stop, 
with Girly and mother bringing up the rear in her van. The 
car worked pretty well after all, with just a little of that old 
grumbling noise I remembered from his other schlock 
transmissions. I waved them off and went in the lot, got my 
truck all set, saw that it only took thirteen gallons to fill up the 
tank, and went back by home in Old Rosie to pick up my 
water jug, towels, sunscreen, and other assorted 
paraphernalia. I had taken to calling my truck Old Rosie. I 
even talked to her sometimes. She was a reliable old gal. Old, 
but reliable. Girly’s van was nowhere to be seen, not in its 
usual parking spot on the street, not around the corner where 
she sometimes parked it. Mother was there, resting in bed. 
My jug and other stuff were waiting for me on the coffee 
table. I took it and left without bothering her. I was on the late 
side, the last driver in, but I got my order, hustled my 
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shopping cart to my truck, arranged my ice cream, gassed up, 
and went to the dumpsters. The lot was filled with puddles of 
water, but otherwise undamaged. The rain had left the 
windshield nice and clean anyway. In the big city a rain 
usually leaves the windshield with a fresh light coat of dirt. 
After emptying my trash barrel I took to the road. At the first 
stoplight I almost lost it, my tires slipping and sliding. I 
realized that the well-worn rut in front of the dumpster was 
pure mud, and had coated my tires. I was now afraid to get 
onto the highway on-ramp for fear I’d lose it and end up in 
the river, so I wasted a half hour trying to unmuck my tires by 
various pathetic subterfuges, which I won’t record here. Too 
embarrassing. After getting on the interstate going south, and 
passing the exit to my house, although it was a temptation, 
the next thing I did was skip the Trucker Blvd. exit off the 
interstate and keep going south. I didn’t feel like going 
Trucker today because I had a sudden urge to check up on my 
old bum friend near the Lincoln Continental Theater and see 
how he was doing. Lincoln was assassinated in  
Ford’s Theater, and JFK was assassinated in a Ford Lincoln. I 
drove like a man possessed, wanting to find him selling his 
papers at the end of the off-ramp, say hi from my big 
impressive ice cream truck, play the big prosperous man with 
him, give him a free ice cream, ask him how his savings were 
going, repeat my offer to let him bag out in my backyard over 
the winter if he wanted. Anything. I just needed him then. I 
got to the off-ramp and not only was there nobody selling 
newspapers, the big long stand of bushes and trees next to the 
fence adjoining the river had been cleared. Probably the 
police, trying to rid the area of bums. The authoritative 
bastards. There was no sign of my bum friend, of any bum. 
Maybe they had been arrested. Maybe they had been run out 
of town. Maybes are no comfort. I got back on the interstate 
and took the long way to my route, reaching the Busy Blvd. 
side of it and trying to cheer up. At least I still was making 
good money, if not enough to be free of all worries about our 
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junky cars, at least enough to get by. I regretted the years I 
had made big bucks and not appreciated them, trying to live 
high on the hog and scorning savings and investments. After 
all, I had thought, I should live it up while I’m still young, 
and when I get in my forties, then I’ll start driving a three-
year-old car and getting frugal. I should have realized I’d be 
out of that career by my forties, burned-out and hanging onto, 
not just my youth, but my health, physical and mental. And 
that I’d be driving a truck of some kind and just getting by. I 
didn’t even have good enough credit to buy a new car, even 
an econo-car, even if I could scrape together the payments. I 
was living day-to-day, and, to rub it in, I was forced to work 
in a lala land of people with the very type of careers I had 
bailed out from, watching them drive their new cars, park 
them in their new homes, and dole out chicken change to me 
like I was a charity case. I suddenly realized that I didn’t have 
one real friend in this whole area, that I’d never been inside a 
single one of these monotonous but well-built mini-mansions, 
that I would never get an invitation to bag over in their 
backyards, and would probably get turned in and arrested if I 
did, since it would be illegal or at least unusual enough. For 
the first time I had another thought: the end of the season 
approacheth. Even if I could stand all the hassles, and find a 
way to keep getting to work, the season ended on October 
15th. What would I do after that? Get a real job? How long 
would it take me to get work? Would I get that bonus they 
talked about, and how long would it last me before I went 
bust? My job, like my life, was over the hill and sliding. Not 
that any of my customers knew or cared. I was the ice cream 
man and their summer Santa and I would always be there. I 
or some other face just as good. I was a cog in a machine. Still, 
the end of the season was a good two months away. Until 
then, be happy. You’re not as bad off as some people, right? 
The Jap car is working again, for the time being. If it would 
just keep working until October 15, that’s all that mattered for 
now. Lonny has given us a one-year warranty on the tranny, 
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and there was no point in haggling over whether it ran from 
the time we first took it to him, back in April, or from the time 
he fixed it the first time, or, the way I’d like, from the time he 
fixed it the last time. Probably it would go one day past his 
warranty and burn up and he’d get out of fixing it again. 
That’s how they all stayed in business, those auto mechanics, 
by making sure things didn’t stay fixed forever. Maybe I 
could go to auto mechanics school. Drop the subject. Drive. At 
one point I discovered yet another cluster of homes that I had 
been skipping all summer. This one was a real surprise. Call it 
the longest cul-de-sac in the Ranch, but that’s what it was. It 
was a mile-long cul-de-sac. I had been just stopping at the 
entrance to it and waiting to see if anybody came out, and, 
when nobody did, going on, thinking it was only a half-block 
long and not worth a round trip. Today I steered into it 
through sheer carelessness, and found out that it curved 
sharply and then split two ways, each about six blocks long. 
So, when the people heard my music, they went wild. Some of 
them thanked me for coming. I didn’t want to tell them I had 
been snubbing them all summer, so I just the credit for being 
the first ice cream man to come by and let it slide. An even 
funnier thing happened then. When I got to the end of the 
second fork of the coal sack, a young woman came out and 
bought for her kiddies and for her hubby, then asked how 
Jervis was doing. I said I didn’t know any Jervis. She replied 
that he worked for the same company I did, and checked the 
logo to be sure. He was tall and fat and bald, she said, and I 
must have seen him. When I see him she wanted me to tell 
him that her sister said hi. His truck blew up, she added, and 
he had bandages on his face, so I couldn’t miss him in the 
crowd of drivers at cash-out time. His truck blew up? Yes, she 
replied. That drumlike console has a latch, see, and if you 
open it the engine is right there. His engine stalled and he 
opened the hatch up to adjust the choke, and the engine blew 
up in his face. I smiled, but for the rest of the day one eye kept 
wandering to that console and wondering, just wondering... 
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Today I made a rich discovery. There was a second rec center, 
besides the Rimrock one. This one was on Screwy Blvd., just 
east of and parallel to where I had seen the TV newsman, 
maybe a mile away. It was called the Ranch Recreation 
Center. I had missed it all summer because from Screwy there 
is just a parking lot covered with trees and one two-lane 
entrance and a big building, but familiarity breeds contempt, 
and I finally zigged when I should have zagged, and just 
stumbled into it. After rounding the building, there is a large 
park with a large parking lot behind it. At the end is a big 
baseball/soccer field. The Ranch seemed to have a private 
swimming pool every mile, and a rec center every five miles. 
I’m sure some computer spaced them out nice and evenly via 
some algorithm. As soon as I hit the parking lot, people lying 
on the grass began to mob me. I kind of felt sorry for them, 
having snubbed them all summer till now. I then went to the 
back of the lot, where I could see a restroom building, a little 
playground, a covered picnic area, and, off in the distance, the 
bleachers for the baseball field. A game was in progress. The 
lot was crowded with SUVs. A few people came up and 
bought from me, and I asked one of them when the game 
would be over, and he told me in forty minutes. I kept selling 
for ten more minutes before the sales went dry, but I had a 
hunch, and waited thirty more minutes, and when the game 
ended, a ton of people started coming out, right past me, 
many of them queueing up at my truck almost automatically. 
A few of them passed me up, the ones carrying big coolers, or 
whatever. But the sales were fantastic. I did maybe seventy-
five bucks worth. From now on, I’d come to this rec center 
every chance I got. Wouldn’t you just know it? Just when I got 
the Jap POS working, my ice cream truck is starting to act 
badly. First it was the engine needing a tuneup and needing 
gas. I’m using fifteen, sixteen, as much as eighteen gallons of 
gas a day now. I have been telling the President about it every 
morning for days, and he just smiles. I guess I have to live 
with it. It’s their gas. But now the tranny is starting to go out 
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on it I think. I’ve seen the tranny go out on my Jap POS so 
many times by now that I think I am more than a novice in 
that subject at least. I got out and checked the fluid, and it 
seemed full, and I know the Godfather tops the fluids off 
every morning. The problem is not just my imagination either. 
It won’t upshift on fast streets, staying in low gear no matter 
how fast I push it. Sometimes it upshifts, then downshifts 
again as if it can’t make up its mind. The noise the gearbox 
makes ultimately becomes too frightening to continue, forcing 
me to slow down to thirty. Correction. It will upshift, and stay 
locked in high gear, letting me get to highway speed, but only 
if I’m going downhill at the time. It doesn’t matter when I’m 
going five miles an hour in the ‘hoods, but going to and from 
the Ranch is getting hairy. Actually, the tranny never acts up 
going to the Ranch. The truck has to get hot first, and it 
apparently takes several hours of running to deteriorate. 
Going back, I now can only use one on-ramp onto the 
interstate because it’s the only one I know that has a downhill 
run at the beginning. It’s the on-ramp at the turnoff from the 
east side of Border Highway, considerably out of my way. 
Today as I was trying to get to Border on Screwy, I found I 
couldn’t go faster than 25 mph all of a sudden. It was as if the 
tranny was going on strike. The hotter it gets the worse it 
behaves. Just then I noticed a cop car right behind me. As 
Dudley Moore said, the best car safety device is a rear-view 
mirror with a cop in it. I was almost sure he was going to get 
mad at me going too slow, and maybe pull me over, but there 
is a God! Just then I spotted a speed limit sign: it said Speed 
Limit 25. All this time I had never noticed it. It was like one of 
those cop speed traps, maybe, but maybe not, as I had 
regularly flowed with the traffic here at 40-50 all summer and 
never seen anybody stopped. Still, I was legal, unticketable, 
and just at the opportune moment. Not that I liked the tricks 
the tranny was playing on me. This tranny problem is too 
much. Not that the truck bumpers aren’t straight off an 
Abrams tank, and I’d most likely do well in a fender bender. 



The Ice Cream Man 

297 

It’s just that, if it gets any worse, it might be too expensive to 
drive. I could get rear-ended on the highway, and that might 
hurt the other driver’s car and cause the company’s insurance 
to rise. Maybe I’d tangle with a gasoline truck and burn alive. 
Maybe it’d be a cement truck and I’d be buried in cement 
alive. Maybe a chemical truck. A moving van. Maybe I had 
had enough of living dangerously. I needed a desk job. 
 
August 19 (Sat.) 
I complained so hard about number 32 to the President and 
the Bishop and the Admiral that they finally let me switch to 
another truck, and when they asked me to pick one, I said I’d 
like number 25. They didn’t want me to have it for some 
reason, and wouldn’t tell me why, but I kept singing its 
praises, and how I felt rooked into number 32 in the first 
place, and finally talked them into it. I couldn’t wait to get on 
the road today. This time, by the time I got to the T-
intersection and stomped the brakes, the steering was not just 
loose and rangey, it was like driving on ice. As I drove the 
short distance to the on-ramp to the new Commerce highway, 
I almost u-turned a dozen times and went back to the lot, 
fearing that the truck needed repair. Each time I changed my 
mind as it started to behave a little bit and my greed to get to 
the Ranch overcame my scruples. As I drove down the 
interstate, and passed the exit to my home, reaching the part 
where they had torn off the blacktop, leaving ribbed 
pavement, the truck started skating back and forth with the 
grooves, not like the manual truck had, but far more 
dangerously, as if it had a mind of its own, and didn’t 
respond to steering input at all. I almost lost it a couple of 
times, mentally that is. The truck made it through, but it could 
have just been playing a joke on me and I wouldn’t have 
known the difference. It let me live this time, but... One time 
the traffic stopped suddenly and when I stomped the brakes it 
suddenly veered to the right, and I almost ran out of my lane 
into another vehicle. Luckily I’m a good driver and steered 
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out of it. By the time I got to the Ranch my hands were glued 
to the steering wheel and my knuckles were turning white. I 
had to massage my hands to get the circulation back. Still it 
was great, this new super ice cream truck, at selling speeds 
anyway, gliding effortlessly through the ‘hoods without the 
need for me to mash the brake any more. Great up until about 
4:30 p.m. Then it began to develop a loud whine in the power 
steering that grew louder and louder until I wondered if it 
overpowered the music box. I guess it didn’t by the way 
people kept flocking to me, but it did affect my ability to hear 
them when they whistled or shouted at me to stop. When I 
got back to the lot and told them about it the President told 
me that the power steering in that truck leaked and I was 
supposed to add fluid to it all day. He went through the back 
of my truck and produced an empty Dexron transmission 
fluid bottle. It was okay to use tranny fluid in the power 
steering, he said, and went and fetched me a new bottle and 
showed me where to put it in. It came in a dream, late last 
night. The Web! The ice cream company isn’t using the Web! I 
was shooting the bull with the Admiral, so I laid it on him. 
Why didn’t his company use the Web? He laid it back on me. 
They didn’t use the Web because they liked the way they did 
business now. Besides, he told me, I don’t understand how 
things are run here. He had personally lobbied for it himself. 
He had even got a free web page for a while, and they’d 
cancelled it. He wanted to study IT personally, become an 
expert. IT, information technology. They will let him do that, 
but that’s all. 
 
August 20 (Sun.)  
I had another great day in truck number 25. The problem with 
the power steering is manageable now, given that I stop every 
few hours and fill the power steering fluid reservoir back up, 
but now there’s a bigger one. Every time I hit the brakes, it 
swerves quickly to the right, and I have to compensate by 
steering to the left just to stay in a straight line. The harder I 
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stomp the brakes, the bigger the swerve. It brings to mind 
images from that movie The Road Warrior, where the gyro 
captain was shot down by an arrow and frantically steered 
this way and that like a defeathered rooster as he thudded 
into the desert dirt. It is positively dangerous in fast, heavy, 
stop-and-go traffic like when I’m coming and going to the 
Ranch and have to stop suddenly. On the way home tonight I 
came within a mouse’s whisker of hitting a pickup on the on-
ramp to the interstate from Trucker in heavy traffic. When I 
told the President about this he said they’d look at the truck 
before I came to work on Monday. My dreams grew more 
vivid. The trucks! They were rolling billboards! All they 
needed to do was stencil their web site address on the sides, 
and each day the 50 or so trucks would be seen by thousands 
of people each, including thousands of kiddies with personal 
computers in their bedrooms. Fifty times, say, one thousand is 
fifty thousand. With a season that lasts two hundred days, 
that’s a million. If only one in ten clicks the web site, that’s a 
hundred thousand clicks. If only one in a hundred orders 
something online, that’s a thousand orders. Let’s say there is a 
minimum order of ten dollars. That’s ten thousand extra 
dollars’ sales a year, for a lousy web site that couldn’t cost 
much more than a thousand bucks to set up and operate. 
Now let’s say they advertise it more heavily, for instance, 
have handbills distributed door-to-door, place ads in the 
newspaper, offer freebies to get new customers. Why couldn’t 
they get a full ten percent of their summer customers ordering 
online? And not just in summer. All year long. Let’s say a 
typical truck sells two hundred a day average for two 
hundred days. That’s forty thousand bucks. Multiply that by 
fifty trucks. That’s two million. Now divide by five for a 
fudge factor. That leaves four hundred thousand. Now take 
ten percent. That gives forty thousand. Now if ten percent of 
their summer customers order year round, that would give 
them winter sales of forty thousand. And that would just be 
the first year. As the years went by, their online sales could 
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equal and then exceed their curbside sales. Eventually they 
could retire their fleet, replacing them with delivery trucks, or 
even hire drivers on straight salary who drive their own 
vehicles, like pizza delivery companies do. As long as there is 
a minimum order of ten bucks, about the price of a pizza. If 
they could make money delivering pizzas, we could make 
money delivering ice cream. And, the big opportunity is that, 
unlike pizza, the home ice cream delivery business is not 
nationally franchised, and so is wide open for a newcomer 
who successfully pioneers it in one big metro area, like ours. 
 
August 21 (Mon.)  
I made it back to the Ranch Rec Center again today. Even 
though it was a weekday, there was a good crowd of park 
lovers. I got there about 4:30, in time to eat my snack, so I 
decided to turn off the engine of my truck and go up on the 
grass to eat it. This was the first time I remember turning off 
my engine on the job. I shut the doors of the truck, and sat 
overlooking it, eating my snack and swigging from my cold 
water jug. Then I lay on one side and just enjoyed the breezes. 
There were some good breezes. Just enough to oxygenate me 
and cool me back to a mere tiredness. Usually I wasn’t tired, I 
was exhausted. I noticed that there was one group of 
teenagers, generation X or Y, I’m not too clear on my terms 
here, but the group kept growing little by little as I lay there. 
One dude seemed to be the leader, by the way he looked and 
acted. He finally came up to me and asked if I could sell him 
some pop. I told him that all I had was Pepsi, and it was one 
buck, but he said okay. I lugged myself up and went to the 
truck and sold it to him, then came back and plopped down 
on the grass. Then one of the girls came up, a punk rocker 
type girl with fire red hair. Not real red. It was the fashion 
this summer to spray fire red, or more precisely, clown red, 
into your hair with a spray can. I had seen them for sale at the 
mall. She asked for a Strawberry Shortcake. This time I told 
her to wait until I was off my break, in fifteen minutes. She 
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went back to her friends and sat down among them, talking. 
When I finally got up, took one last giant swig from my jug, 
and opened up my truck, they all lined up. They were punks 
to everybody else maybe, but kiddies to me. There are no bad 
kiddies. I then put on the music and headed to the back of the 
parking lot, where the field was, looking for another baseball 
game to milk. There was one on. I asked when it ended, 
waited thirty-five minutes, and watched them come out in 
droves. This time, however, most of them passed me by. Some 
returned from their SUVs with money, obviously having won 
a battle with their moms and dads, but most didn’t. The 
moms and dads had feared I’d be back, probably. Many more 
kiddies were armed with treats from coolers that the parents 
had packed. It was like a kind of unspoken war. On the way 
out, passing the main building, behind which was a large 
swimming pool, and a fence blocking it off from the parking 
lot, a couple of boys in swimming suits jumped the fence and 
stopped me in the middle of the one lane service road. I sold 
them what they wanted as quickly as possible, watching my 
mirrors and hoping I didn’t make a pest of myself. When 
more kiddies poked their heads over the fence, I pointed to 
the front of the rec center and told them to meet me there. At 
least there was more room there. When I parked in front of 
the rec center, the long line of SUVs behind me passed me 
quietly and without incident. Then a flock of suited kiddies 
came out of the front door and bought what they wanted. It 
was great being an ice cream man. Really. Despite all the 
worries and headaches and heat, truck problems, and all, it 
was the funnest job in town. As soon as I pulled out of my 
parking space at the back of the lot I knew they didn’t look at 
the truck like they said they would, and the first thing I did 
was hunt down the President and tell him to drive it and 
stomp the brakes to see for himself what I was going through. 
He did, and told me he now knew what my problem was, and 
hadn’t realized it was so bad. He then parked it in front of the 
garage, where he and the Bishop pulled off the tires and put 
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in all new brakes while I waited, losing wages by the minute 
and feeling sorry for myself while trying to pass the time by 
reading the instruction sheet that came with the brakes. They 
were very efficient mechanics, I have to hand them that. Out 
of Lonny’s league. Only took about fifteen minutes. The 
instruction sheet said to be sure and test the brakes after 
installing, but when I asked them to they said for me to do it. 
When I hopped back in the driver’s seat and did a quick test 
run, the swerving problem was solved. Still, by late in the day 
I felt that there was a bigger, underlying problem, causing it 
to want to swerve, and the new brakes just kept it from doing 
so. I bet that as time went on the brakes would wear unevenly 
and the swerve would redevelop. As I drove into the lot and 
went to the back, I forgot myself and parked in the space for 
number 32, then the Godfather appeared making hand 
motions and I realized my mistake and reparked in the right 
slot. I then attempted to hop out to plug in my freezer to the 
long yellow cord on the pole when both legs buckled, numb. I 
reached out and was saved by leaning on the side of truck 
number 24. Luckily the Godfather was returning to the front 
office and didn’t see me. It took a few minutes but I got my 
circulation back. When I finally trudged back to the front 
office to cash out and discussed the swerving trend with the 
President he seemed to accept it as a permanent quirk of the 
truck, even if it meant having to replace the brakes more 
often. I was about to tell him about the seat but remembered 
the seat cushion affair and the mad dogs and dropped it. I 
finally told them I wanted my old truck back, and the Bishop, 
who was monitoring us from the rear, said I could have it. 
 
August 22 (Tues.) 
Death to these animals after the terrible bath of horrible 
blood. 
 
August 23 (Wed.) 
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I was glad not to work today, because I, and everybody else in 
the world, had to watch the finale of the CBS Survivor show. 
What a tricky devil that Richard Hatch is. He had lost, but 
psyched out the remaining two, Rudy and Kelly. You see, the 
last enduro contest required them all to hold onto a pole. The 
last one who quits gets immunity in the Tribal Council, 
symbolized by an immunity necklace. I see the principle at 
work every day when parents rush to hand their kids a 
popsicle out of their fridges when they hear my music, so that 
the tykes can stand on their lawns happily sucking on the 
storebought things as I drive by, thus conferring immunity 
from my enticing magic on them. I have learned to always 
acknowledge the immunity devices with a friendly smile and 
hand wave, thus sanctifying them and preserving peace 
between the tribes. Richard, thinking he was smarter than the 
other two, and thinking he saw an angle, just up and quit, and 
sat the rest of it out on his fat butt, figuring that since he had 
an alliance with Rudy, he’d end up in the final two, because 
they would outvote Kelly two to one. His thinking was clearly 
anal-retentive and flawed. Actually, he had given the game 
away, if only the other two understood the rules better. 
Apparently they didn’t understand that the last one to let go 
basically got to pick who went into the final round with them. 
Thus, Rudy, seeing his “pal” Richard leave him to suffer, 
could have chucked the so-called alliance and made a deal 
with Kelly that if he quit now, sparing her all the suffering, 
she would pick him to go into the final round with her. Being 
done on world TV, the chances she would have reneged on 
such a deal would have been nil, and poor Richard couldn’t 
have done anything about it. Instead, unbelievably, they 
duelled in agony in the hot sun, no ice cream man in sight, 
until Kelly outlasted Rudy, and then, even more unbelievably, 
she took it out on Rudy, picking Richard. This was one of the 
biggest con jobs in the history of TV. Poor Rudy lost a half 
million at least by being loyal to his “alliance partner”. Then, 
in the final round, the way Richard manipulated Sue into 
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voting him the million just because she resented Kelly, was 
sublime manipulation. The scum rose to the top in that show, 
didn’t it? He’d make a great ice cream man. Not. 
 
August 24 (Thurs.) 
The Survivor finale was the big news on morning TV again, 
and, just as I had thought, Rudy didn’t even seen to have a 
clue that he had been used, and given away a half million or a 
million to Richard. He talked about his alliance, like it was 
some kind of unbreakable blood bond. He seems to have 
forgotten that, in the ultimate analysis, it’s everybody for 
himself. He was so defensive about being called a 
homophobic. The media portrayed him as the Grinch Who 
Stole Christmas. Kelly, likewise, was more upset at Sue than 
anybody else. It was she who had blown it, by picking 
Richard over Rudy. Richard just played both ends against the 
middle and came out on top. Outwit, outplay, outlast. Sure. 
Maybe the whole thing was too scripted to be real. Maybe it 
was scripted, like pro wrestling. Even the Bryant Gumbel 
seemed to have no idea how the con worked. I thought he 
was supposed to be so smart and with it. And a million bucks 
for 39 days of privation? Look at me. I must have at least that 
many. Did I get a million bucks? They must have all got off 
the island around the fourth of July, and just lounged around 
and made commercial deals while CBS slowly aired the 
thirteen segments, one every Wednesday. Sour grapes. I got 
truck number 32 back, but it still had the tranny and engine 
problems! I had thought they would have had plenty of time 
to work on it by now, but of course, it was very retro of them 
to leave it to the last possible minute. Still, I figured it was 
safer than feeling like I was driving on ice and swerving on 
ribbed pavement which, I noted, now remained only in the 
right two lanes on that section of interstate going south from 
near my house. The city road crews were apparently taking 
their time putting one layer of new blacktop on at a time on 
this 8-lane highway, starting with the one on the left and 
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going right. I notice that the rightmost lane is the one going 
closest to the big pro sports stadium that dominates the view 
around here. They must have a plan to finish it all by the start 
of the regular season. Tomorrow’s there’s a preseason football 
game, but it’s at San Francisco, not here. I guess that gives 
them a little breathing space. I wish they’d get over that ‘Who 
Let The Dogs Out?’ song. It’s not that I hate dogs, it’s just that 
I am afraid of them, like Alfred Hitchcock once said about 
police. As I drove the ‘hoods I immediately began missing the 
power steering and brakes, and the commercial freezer, as 
well as the louder music box, and after 6 p.m. found my foot 
getting sore again from mashing the manual brakes all day, 
but the sales were still good, and I figured all these 
inconveniences just came with the job and I could take them 
like a pro and tough it out. I shot the bull with the Admiral 
again. He told me that what I didn’t understand was that their 
family was tired of the ice cream business and wanted to get 
out, not build it up. I asked him if he’d heard of Aristotle 
Onassis, the Greek shipping magnate, who married Jackie. He 
had. Aristotle started like you, I told him. Inheriting a small 
family business, whose family members were sick of the 
business and wanted to get out. He built it up into the biggest 
shipping company in the world, and got on the cover of Time 
Magazine. I wasn’t actually sure about Time Magazine, but 
the words just slipped out. Ask yourself some questions, I 
said. What would it cost you to just rig up a skeletal web site 
with a hit counter, a greeting, and a message that the web site 
is under construction, but please visit again soon? Then 
stencil the website address on every truck, and just let them 
advertise it, and watch the hit counter. If there are few hits, 
take the stencils off in the off-season. If there are a lot of hits, 
go for it. Set up online ordering. Imagine a thousand ten-
dollar orders a year. And that’s conservative. Why not ten 
thousand, a hundred thousand, a million. Don’t you hear the 
voice coming from the mountain, see the smoke, hear the 
lightning? He didn’t. He wasn’t as religious as me, he said. I 
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had to go. But I knew I had gotten to him. He had seen 
himself on the cover of Time Magazine. I filled in more details 
in my dreams. The e-business would start small, family 
owned and operated. Only one exception, me. I’d only ask a 
miniscule ten percent for all my services, in lieu of salary or 
commission. The free ads on the sides of the trucks during the 
summer would kill two birds with one stone. By the end of 
the season the kiddies should be clicking the web site like we 
were selling tickets to an ‘N Sync concert. We’d lace the web 
site with stuff kiddies like, such as comics, music, chat lines, 
bulletin boards, whatever is legal and doesn’t get us in 
trouble. There is a possible problem with paedophiles using 
the web site to get to kiddies, I know. We’ll have to cross that 
bridge when we come to it. After all, there are other kiddie 
web sites and they can handle that problem. Then the 
transmission would begin shifting. The web site would start 
offering online ordering of ice cream to be home delivered. 
The trick is not to get one-time orders, because those are 
impulse orders, dependent on them clicking each time and 
getting sold on the spot. No, the trick is to get standing 
orders. To get any order the kiddie would have to get his 
parent to sit down at their computer and fill out the order 
form along with credit card information. We’d assure them 
their information was kept private on a secure server. That 
was no problem as all the credit card processors used secure 
servers anyway. The kiddie would jump up and down to the 
sound of the ice cream music on the computer the same way 
they did when we drove down their street, only now they’d 
say, “Mommy! Daddy! Come to the computer! It’s the ice 
cream man! See! You can have it delivered! All winter! Please! 
Pretty please! Mwaaa!” It would be like the web site was a 
cyber ice cream truck. If a real ice cream truck can get a 
person to come up to the door, the chances of an order are 
ninety-nine point something percent. Therefore, if we can get 
a kiddie to come up to our cyber door, why shouldn’t it be 
just as good? It’s the kiddies that go get the parents and drag 
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them in, get them to pay. They know their job. They are good. 
I can personally attest to that. They’ve had in many cases 
years of field training, and I’ve personally helped many in my 
routes hone their skills. Now we just have to close standing 
orders, say, ten bucks a worth a week. Of course, the curbside 
prices are jacked way up to pay for insurance, gas, 
commission, etc., so the online prices will have to be 
readjusted down to be more competitive with stores. The big 
advantage we have is that stores sell ice cream products by 
the box. A box of Rainbows, a box of ice cream sandwiches. A 
person can buy a box, but he gets tired of eating the same 
thing over and over. When we come by in our trucks we have 
many boxes, and you can order just one item from any box. 
So, in the online scheme, we could compete with stores by 
offering mix-and-match. Each order could be tailor-made by 
the customer, making up his own weekly order, say, three 
Rainbows, two ice cream sandwiches, a Sno Cone, and a 
fudgesicle. Maybe it should be a monthly order instead, so 
they can fine-tune things better. Or maybe that will be the 
hook, the lure to order by the month instead of by the week. 
Anyway, we can use our ice cream trucks in the winter as 
delivery trucks. Not the way they are now. They’ll need snow 
tires, chains, seat warmers, whatever. The drivers can be paid 
on a straight salary, plus tips at the door, like pizza deliverers. 
If they want to drive their own vehicle, they will be given 
mileage allowances. It could work. Once the home delivery 
exceeded the summer curbside sales, we could reach new 
heights, doubling, tripling, quadrupling the total yearly sales 
figures. I decided to take it to the top next time I came in. 
 
August 25 (Fri.) 
Today was unusual because there was a preseason football 
game involving our home team on TV. It started at 6:00 p.m., 
at which point I saw my sales dry up as the whole metro area 
got their faces pasted to a TV screen. This is truly a one-horse 
town. When the damn !*?!’s play, the downtown area 
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becomes so deserted you could rob a bank and nobody notice 
or try to stop you. For two hours I had only one customer, a 
teen male with a Jacksonville jersey, who was shooting 
baskets in front of his house. Half the houses in the Ranch had 
those portable basketball hoops. There’s at least one and 
sometimes two at the end of every cul-de-sac. I wonder if 
anybody ever steals them. They’re always there, unguarded. I 
guess even if they did it wouldn’t matter to these rich people. 
One day I can imagine a run on these hoops by poor boys 
from the inner city, out on a night raid. On second thought, 
they wouldn’t make it back. The crazy mazelike road layout 
would trap them before they got far. And half the homes out 
here probably have surveillance cameras. As he bought his ice 
cream I asked him why he wasn’t watching the game, and if 
he knew the score, and he told me how he hated our team and 
didn’t care about the score. I told him I used to be a fan years 
ago, but they had let me down so many times that I became 
an anti-fan, rooting for anybody they played. That way I 
wasn’t let down as much. They were playing San Francisco. 
Go 49ers. I hear that their starting quarterback is a Hispanic, 
Jeff Garcia. There aren’t many Hispanics in the NFL. At least 
they’re playing in fine summer weather, and it will be light 
clear up to the end, at 3Com Park. This town gets as cold as a 
freezer in winters, yet some diehard fans sit for hours in the 
stands shirtless. Male fans that is. Players from warmer climes 
probably suffer here. Even the hometown players suffer, since 
they practice in a heated plastic bubble. And the lights in the 
stadium don’t work right, blinding you if you’re looking to 
catch a kick. The fans they say are our team’s twelfth player. 
The lights and the cold are the cheerleaders. And I won’t even 
mention the altitude. Not that they’re not building a new 
stadium right now, next to the old one. It will be ready for 
next season. As you drive down the interstate, seeing both 
stadiums looming over you at a big bend, it’s easy to lose 
your concentration. You can see skid marks all over the 
highway in all eight lanes in both directions there. I swerved a 



The Ice Cream Man 

309 

bit myself, but kept in my lane. When I got to the lot nobody 
knew who was winning or even if the game was still playing. 
I saw the Godfather walking into the shed, and asked him if 
he knew about my web site sales idea. He said that they 
didn’t want to risk losing what they had. Pointing to the 
freezer he asked me what he’d do if he had it full of ice cream 
he couldn’t sell. Pointing to the trucks he asked what he 
would do if he had to sell them to bail himself out. Yes, he 
was old skool. I had an idea. I asked him what the average 
person in the metro area spent on ice cream per year. He said 
twenty dollars. I replied that came to forty cents a week. Since 
there were, say, two million persons in the greater metro area, 
his competition, mainly the supermarkets, did forty million 
dollars a year in sales. How much does your company do? I 
asked. He said not much. Not even one percent of that. I 
asked him how he would like to do two, three million a year, 
as much as ten percent. I didn’t mention it, but I figured that 
the big boys wouldn’t notice him until he hit ten percent. To 
get bigger than that would require a new strategy, financing, 
and a lot more courage. I didn’t want to say anything that 
sounded negative now, since I seemed to be making a 
comeback. Look around, I said, waving my hands. Italians 
talk with their hands. You won’t be risking any of this. The 
web site doesn’t cost much, and it doesn’t cost anything to 
spray paint decals on the trucks advertising it, does it? If you 
don’t get any clicks, it was a bad idea anyway and at least we 
tried. If you start getting clicks, what will it cost to start 
offering online ordering? Not much. Let’s say you get orders 
you can’t fill because you don’t have the money to buy 
inventory in large lots and the orders aren’t big enough. Fine, 
I told him. Just send the people their money back with an 
explanation that you can’t fill their orders, but please feel free 
to order again next month. No risk. All upside. You’d be 
killing two birds with one stone. How would we deliver the 
orders? he asked me. Your trucks, I replied. What do you do 
with them in the winter, mothball them? The dual use of your 
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trucks would keep you going twelve months a year instead of 
just six or seven. The Godfather asked me what dual meant. 
He had immigrated to America from Italy fifty years ago, but 
still didn’t speak English as well as Italian. How could he not 
know what dual meant? In Italian, due (doo-ay) means two. 
Dual use means two different uses at the same time. The 
Admiral broke in, trying to explain it to him, then letting the 
Godfather make his getaway, saying that they’d think about 
it. When the Godfather left, the Admiral confided in me that 
the Godfather didn’t own the whole company, and had other 
partners, who were old skool also. It would be a tough sell, he 
said. They don’t like to change the way they do business. 
Because they’re Italian, I added. He laughed. I took it back 
later, in my mind. European, I had meant to say. It must be 
the weather. I had to wait till I got home to find that our team 
won, making us 4-0 in the preseason. San Francisco was 1-4. 
(After note: The final regular season game was played in the 
old stadium on December 23, 2000. The home team kicked the 
other team’s butts Royale. The score was 38 to 9. The other 
team was, guess? The San Francisco 49ers. Our team finished 
the regular season 11-5, San Francisco 6-10. I still am an anti-
fan.) 
 
August 26 (Sat.) 
I had a miserable day, fighting the tranny in my truck all the 
way to and from the Ranch. Let’s not talk about today. It’s not 
worth talking about. It sucked.  
 
August 27 (Sun.) 
The tranny problem got so bad tonight that I couldn’t get on 
the interstate at all, having to take Trucker all the way until I 
was straight south of the company lot, then risk the new 
Commerce highway to Busy Blvd., going at 35 miles an hour 
and getting honked at and passed like a turtle all the way. The 
Admiral shot the bull with me again. This time he told me 
why he thought the web site idea wouldn’t work. What, he 
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asked me, would stop their competition from buying ice 
cream on the web sites at the reduced prices and then putting 
them in their trucks? I asked him if he knew the difference 
between wholesale and retail. Even at reduced prices, we 
would still be selling at retail. He looked stunned. He had lost 
face. Lucky the Godfather wasn’t listening. I changed the 
subject. Come to think of it, I wasn’t sure that their margin 
was. Maybe they gave the wholesale supplier half of their 
income. That would come out to an even three-way split with 
the drivers. If the web site worked, the drivers would slowly 
be driven out of business. They would have to convert to 
commission drivers probably getting minimum wage and 
scraping for tips. Maybe a few trucks could be reserved for 
the old style curbside service, as an advertising gimmick, 
making one grand tour of the metro area each summer, with 
their arrival announced in advance on the web site and 
elsewhere. But the day of the great free spirit ice cream truck 
driver would be over. It made me sick to think about. Maybe I 
shouldn’t push it. But then, if I could get a piece of the action 
by getting in on the ground floor, why should I care? That’s 
progress. 
 
August 28 (Mon.) 
Having had to stay off the interstate both ways, making the 
trip to the Ranch go from 40 to 70 minutes each way, I’d about 
reached my limit. This is the last day before my two-day 
break. I told the Italians that they better fix my truck before I 
return, or else find me another truck, because number 32 was 
almost undriveable without getting in an accident. Italians 
respect ultimatums, I hope. Look at Joe DiMaggio for 
instance. No, let’s not look at him. Besides, if I got in an 
accident it might raise their insurance. That last remark 
caused the Bishop to wince. I sensed movement. As if on cue 
the Mechanic came into the shed and butted into the 
conversation, asked me what was wrong with my truck. I 
launched into a spiel about the laundry list of problems, 
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mentioning the knocking problem last, since it was the least 
important to me. He surprised me by quizzing me about my 
knowledge of engines and what makes them knock. I had 
read up on all this once but since I never used it I could only 
say it had something to do with the gas mixture being too 
lean. He informed me it had to do with pre-ignition of the fuel 
in the cylinder before the spark plug reached it. He asked me 
how to counter this, whether he should advance or retard the 
timing. I now got it. He was trying to show how much he 
knew that I didn’t. I tried to bow out, planning to go online as 
soon as I got home and feverishly research the subject for the 
next time I saw him. In the meantime he said he’d look at my 
truck. The Preacher and I got into it again. I pulled out one of 
those little Jesus Saves comic books by Chick, showing people 
going to hell and being tormented by devils with pitchforks 
for rejecting Jesus. It had been left on my console overnight. I 
showed it to him. He denied having seen it before. Why 
didn’t I believe him? It showed a person being tormented in 
hell because he didn’t accept Jesus Christ. I’d rather be a 
Jehovah’s Witness than quake over imaginary red horned 
devils with pitchforks. 
 
August 29 (Tues.) 
The Net is a gift to the world. I did searches on the phrase 
“why engines knock” and ended up with more than I would 
ever wish to know. The most important online document I 
found was “The Gasoline FAQ”. It explained how knock is 
caused by uneven ignition of the fuel in the cylinder after the 
spark, not pre-ignition or dieseling like the Mechanic said. 
The easiest solution is to add lead compounds to the gasoline, 
but since lead is a nerve poison it has been systematically 
legislated out, requiring engines to have lower and lower 
compression ratios to keep from knocking. Knocking is a kind 
of epilepsy of the engine that is totally destructive and should 
be eliminated at all cost, not a mere nuisance or 
embarrassment that can be lived with, as I had thought. A 
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knocking engine can tear itself up completely in a matter of 
minutes. The main way to eliminate it is by changing to a fuel 
with a higher octane, or knock index. Tuning can help some, 
mainly by making the fuel mixture richer, which lowers gas 
economy. But then, fuel is cheaper than a new engine. I 
learned that gasoline is highly regulated and politicized, and 
the formulas are different for each brand and each region of 
the country, but that all of the brands lower the octane in the 
winter and add antifreeze agents and alcohol and other 
“volatiles”, so it’s useless to try and buy gasoline ahead and 
store it past season changes, or even to mix the blends. I 
wondered if the ice cream company bought gas for their 
underground tank in the winter, when gas prices were much 
cheaper (gas prices soared this summer), or if they had just 
bought gas that was too low in octane because it was cheaper, 
risking engine damage on their whole fleet – as if it was my 
business. After spending a few hours cramming on this 
arcane subject I thought I could stand my ground with the 
Mechanic if he came onto me again. But I wasn’t done. I 
found chick dot com, the home page of the Jack T. Chick 
publishing empire. Here were all his little Bible-thumper 
hellfire and damnation comic books. You could buy ten 
thousand of them for distribution in public toilets and 
anywhere else you could trespass for a mere $650 or so. Nice 
deal. How much ice cream would one have to sell to pay for 
them? Lucky. The texts were all online, available to Net 
surfers for free. Clicking around on their search engine I soon 
saw their anti-Jehovah’s Witness titles. Reading through, I 
soon saw all of the Preacher’s arguments laid out one by one. 
He sure had studied the JWs. Probably had a whole pile of 
comics right next to his toilet and his box of wet wipes. Isn’t it 
curious how all these Bible-thumpers claim the Bible is the 
perfect, infallible word of God, yet, the more they study it, the 
more they vehemently diverge on basic doctrines? The Chick 
doctrines were startlingly similar to the JWs when it came to 
total rejection of evolution, yet startlingly in disharmony. One 
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comic said that the earth is only six thousand years old, and 
that the professors in colleges lie to students to bolster their 
own beliefs, and that in fact, recently, evolution had 
“collapsed”. A new book was referenced, which they were 
pandering on the side. You would think that JT Chick would 
love the JWs, who are also against evolution, but from his 
publications you could never tell it. Compared to Chick, the 
JWs are scientific apostates. Why? The JWs allow for earth to 
be millions, even billions of years old, which would cause 
Chick to choke on his chickpeas, but they do claim that 
humans have only been around for six thousand years. The 
idea that all human races are so superficial that they could 
develop in that time never seems to bother any of them. In a 
way, I like the simplicity of this. Just roll the clock back six 
thousand times 365 times 2 and Adolf Hitler and Shaka Zulu 
have the same mother and what’s the big deal? In the book it 
makes sense. In the movie they are stars? Shouldn’t the 
people who made the movie have read the book before they 
made the film? That’s why they need me. Never mind. But 
what really causes Chick to go off the deep end is the JW 
doctrine that only 144,000 people can be born again and go to 
heaven. All people who accept Jesus will go to heaven, Chick 
claims. I suppose you have to accept being in heaven with 
him if you want to live forever, but never mind. The hope of 
living forever in the flesh is something Chick can’t hack. I 
guess that’s a Satanic idea to him. The earth will just be left 
behind, like used toilet paper, along with his comic books, I 
guess. The JW doctrine that, after Armageddon, when the 
earth is being restored to a paradise where people will live 
forever, people who didn’t see the truth of Jehovah such as 
Jack T. Chick will be resurrected and given a second chance to 
clean up their trash and join the JWs, this really gets his 
dander up. He doesn’t want a second chance. He doesn’t 
want them to have one, so why should he want himself to 
have one? Maybe the skeptics are right and nobody is 
resurrected. Meanwhile both of these organizations are filling 
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the world with trash like there’s no tomorrow. Ironically, 
hellfire, their biggest disagreement of all, would be one great 
way to take care of all their publications. Publications, toilets, 
fire – I’m a major fan of the Book of Daniel. Here’s what’s 
happening to the country in your neck of the word. Holy 
Range Rover, that’s my dream! Movin’ on up! Read the 
Watchtower for the story of breast implants and how young is 
too young. The Refreshing. My how the Bible ennobles and 
uplifts people. See you at the public toilet. And don’t let it 
flush you down to hell. I had a nightmare. The JWs and Chick 
combined their forces, and created their own parallel Internet, 
with their own satellites, fiber optic cables, ISPs. Not that they 
gave up showering the world with toilet paper, just that they 
realized the limits of that approach. Knowing that the one 
world government forces are pushing Internet access into 
every mud hut in the third world so that they can implement 
worldwide computer voting bypassing national governments, 
along with worldwide political propaganda in all languages, 
the JW dot Chick combine will attempt to subvert it by 
artfully playing both ends against the middle, killing two 
birds with one stone. Hellfire will alternately be pandered 
and disavowed, like in Mission Impossible, until the fast-
paced game of cat and mouse that pits spy against spy will 
result in foiling the OWG’s efforts to bring about world peace 
as the world descends into an apocalyptic world religious war 
and the happy Bible-thumpers all wait on the sidelines to go 
to their contradictory paradises. At least the JWs don’t put all 
their publications for free online yet. I guess the world has a 
while left for me to flood the world with mine. 
 
August 30 (Wed.) 
To get away from the computer and Jack T. Chick I did some 
studying in my JW books. I was fond of the subject of Jezebel. 
My bouts with the Preacher of the Lot brought it up, so I did 
some boning up. Jezebel was a wicked queen, the wife of bad 
Israeli King Ahab. He was the king of the ten northern tribes, 



The Ice Cream Man 

316 

after the great split. The JWs would say he lived in nine 
hundred-something B.C.E., but that assumes it’s not a fairy 
tale, which isn’t my cup of Italian ice. True or not, it is a great 
story. All of the kings of Israel were bad, after the first, King 
Jeroboam. She was a Baal worshipper. Her father’s name was 
Ethbaal, Ethbaal Mertz, making Jezebel the world’s first bad 
redhead. Their rites were indecent, according to the prudish 
morality of the Jehovites, and included periodic orgiastic 
fornication and child sacrifice. Nowadays we call that 
children who have children and want to get on the Jerry 
Springer show. Jezebel Ricardo nee MacGillicuddy fought 
against Jehovah’s prophets, having them killed or chased 
around. She met her end after her hubby Ahab died and her 
son Jehoram took his place as king, but the prophets of 
Jehovah anointed another man named Jehu as king, and he 
killed the entire house of Ahab, threw Jezebel out of the 
window, where she was trampled by horses, then by Jehu 
personally, after which he “came on in and ate and drank,” 
while she was being eaten by dogs. Only her skull, feet, and 
palms were left, like that gorilla in “Gorillas In the Mist”. 
Read all about it in 2 Kings chapter 9. And Tipper Gore wants 
sex and violence eliminated from Hollywood. Funny how the 
name Jezebel sounds like a combination of Jesus and Bel. Bel 
is another pagan god that the prophets of Jehovah railed 
against so much. Maybe Bel and Baal were the same god, or 
maybe the Bible writers just confused them by accident or 
design because of the names. In Jeremiah 50:2 the downfall of 
Babylon the Great is associated with the downfall of Bel: 
“Babylon has been captured. Bel has been put to shame... Her 
dungy idols have become terrified.” In 1 Kings 21:24 it says 
that anyone dying in the city will be eaten by dogs, while 
anyone dying in the field will be eaten by birds. I guess 
Armageddon will be fought in the field, since Revelation 
21:17 talks about the “great evening meal of God” that the 
birds would have after the killing was over. Funny how the 
name Jezebel has the name Jesus in it. He had a great evening 
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meal too. He met a violent end too. His death was right 
outside the city, in the field. Or was it in both the city and the 
field? It’s like recycling I guess. Not that Jehovah himself 
wasn’t called Baal now and then, because the word means 
“master” or “lord”. See Isaiah 54:5. As a work of fiction this 
layering of idea upon idea is great. Just don’t drive over 
ribbed fiction in an ice cream truck with power steering. It’s 
almost holographic. In a hologram each tiny bit of the image 
contains the whole, in coarser resolution. I think that if all the 
overlapping “holographic” cross-references in the Bible could 
be imaged in all their glory in 3-D by a computer, it would 
look like a doughnut with a most holy-looking hole in the 
middle. It was all an advertisement for an Israeli bakery. The 
very name Bethlehem, which is at the center of it all, in fact 
means “house of bread”. Some might actually read this and 
claim their computer did image it and that it came out looking 
like a cross. If it did that would prove it dubious. JWs don’t 
believe in the cross. They think Jesus was crucified on a single 
upright stake, and that the cross was yet another pagan 
symbol grafted into the true religion by later pagans working 
for Satan, who founded the Catholic Church to forever 
prevent real believers from organizing, knocking on doors, 
holding meetings, or getting anything published. If so, it 
seems to have worked pretty well for them for a long time. 
Coincidence isn’t it, how Christ took his throne in heaven and 
started gathering his own just as the Watchtower was getting 
started? The first thing Satan did when WWI broke out was 
stop the JWs by putting its Board of anointed, all of them 
natty dressers in business suits, in federal prison in Atlanta, 
Georgia, on 99-year sentences with trumped-up charges, 
while all of Christendom celebrated at the imprisonment of 
“seditionists”. This Jehovah doesn’t seem to have nearly as 
much power or as many true believers as Satan, now does he? 
True, when the war was over they got out and were 
exonerated of all charges, and went on and recruited millions 
of avid doorknockers. Still, they number less than one tenth of 
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one percent of the world’s population, and, if it weren’t for 
occasional dabblers like me, would be totally irrelevant to 
history. Not that they wouldn’t have ten times as many 
followers if they didn’t have that !*?! blood transfusion 
doctrine. Was it another coincidence that blood transfusion 
was perfected just as the JWs were getting going, in the early 
20th century? Even if the doctrine is crap, it does serve the 
purpose of weeding out all but the most fanatical followers, 
the ones who will literally risk their lives for them. It’s like a 
kind of natural selection. Evolution. Maybe there is no 
Jehovah and no Satan, just blind evolution and good and bad 
fiction. We could have looked like gorillas and gorillas could 
have looked like us. Just a matter of pure chance. Just so we 
had hands that could work typewriter keyboards. The Bible 
might not have been written by God, but it was written by 
novelists who were too smart to drive ice cream trucks for a 
living and who liked doughnuts. I wish I could do so well. 
People would think I was a god, read and reread my novels 
like bibles, maybe even divide them into chapter and verse. I 
would have so many adoring fans dunking doughnuts and 
sending me money I wouldn’t even have to rook them for 
tithes. On second thought another fiction writer has beat me 
to the punch, the author of the book ‘Dianetics’. Ah, but 
people grow tired of McDonald’s and want Burger King. 
We’re talking about hamburgers now, not doughnuts.  
 
August 31 (Thurs.) 
When I got in to the lot I was pleased to learn that they had 
given my truck a complete once-over including a tuneup. For 
the first time, the engine in my truck was idling as I arrived. 
The President, his usual smiling self, told me it would work 
like new now. Not new, but for trucks that have a million 
miles on them, he said, and which they don’t make any more, 
even the parts, they’re in quite good condition, and will be for 
many more years. I asked if the Mechanic had worked on the 
knocking problem, and the President said he didn’t know 
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who had worked on my truck, the Mechanic or somebody 
else. That killed my prepared speech on the theory of ignition 
and gasolines. The Bishop then cut in, telling me how, in the 
history of the company, there had never been an accident 
caused by a defective truck. It was always the driver’s fault, 
he assured me. Right, I agreed. It was not their fault they 
weren’t trained racecar drivers that could avoid high-speed 
accidents in trucks with bad brakes, steering, trannies, and 
whatnot, in these million-mile clunkers. A million miles? Who 
told you that? asked the Bishop. I told him. He is wrong, said 
the Bishop. The trucks go maybe ten thousand miles a year, 
and are an average of twenty years old, so you do the math. 
He just loved me, the Bishop said. Without me his job would 
be boring. Most minimum wage jobs are, I said, getting the 
last word for once. I filled the tank, noting that it needed 18.6 
gallons, the most ever. That was from the last time out, of 
course, and might include some engine time while fixing it, so 
I hoped the gas usage would go back to normal today. The 
tank so long to fill up that I lost my concentration and, instead 
of watching for it to reach the full point, and ease up on the 
trigger, I just let it run unimpeded, until it suddenly 
overflowed on my hand, making a nice little puddle on the 
ground. Now my hands stunk of gasoline. I couldn’t sell ice 
cream all day stinking like that. The ice cream I handled 
would stink too. So I moved the truck up into the front 
parking lot, letting the drivers behind me gas up, then went to 
the little toilet at the back of the office. It was a little one-room 
affair, and the floor buckled as I stepped onto it, but it had a 
sink with some good industrial strength soap, and plenty of 
paper towels. I washed my hands, dried them, smelled them, 
washed them again, dried them again, until about the fifth 
time they smelled almost presentable, although they still had 
a faint smell. Too late I noticed the Chick comic book lying on 
the toilet. That Preacher! I grabbed the thing and stuck it in 
my pocket. Out on Busy Blvd., I immediately noticed the 
difference. It was fixed. The tranny shifted smooth, like on my 
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first drive. It was no longer so fast from zero to sixty, but fast 
enough. When I got out on the interstate and was pulling 
heavy uphill I noticed the engine knocking for the first time 
ever, but I decided not to complain about that, since after all 
the hell I’d been through trying to get them to work on it I 
didn’t want them to tinker any more with it, and perhaps 
mess it back up. About halfway down Trucker I discovered 
another new “feature” of my truck. It now downshifts itself to 
low every time I stop. The gear level moves by itself. It 
actually happens as I start back up, right at the beginning. If I 
don’t notice it, as I speed up I will soon hear the gear box 
whine after it fails to upshift, just like before, but to fix it I just 
have to move the gear level back from low to drive – not too 
hard to live with, since I only have to remember it on the fast 
roads. Later that day I took the comic book out and read it. It 
was another hair-raising attempt at scaring the hell into you. I 
gave it to Little Arnold for a lark. When he asked me what it 
was, I said it was ice cream for his soul. He took a look at it, 
said, “Neat! Comics!”, and put it in his pocket. I thought he 
would take it as a joke, but later regretted having done it. As 
his hero I might be influencing him to take everything I did 
seriously, even my jokes. That night I had nightmares about 
becoming an ice cream truck preacher and giving kiddies a 
lifetime of fear and perversion and fetishes, as if I had been 
working for the devil himself. 



The Ice Cream Man 

321 

 
 
 
CHAPTER 14. 
LABOR DAY WEEKEND 
 
 
September 1 (Fri.) 
The lot was crowded with drivers today, eager to get a piece 
of the big weekend. The front lot, the back lot, even the aisle 
between the trucks, all packed solid. This was one day that 
the sign that told us to park the vehicles tightly made sense. 
The Pirate, Fred Flintstone (his t-shirt today was a black-and-
white pic of Monica Lewinsky sporting a milk mustache, with 
the legend “Not Milk...”), the Natural, the Preacher, the Kid, 
Little Lulu, Pancho Villa, the Pig, Christina, Fireface, Smokes 
– all there. I asked the Bishop if there was another contest and 
he said yes. There was a poster on the office window with a 
picture of the Comic, announcing that he would be giving 
shows at a local hotel all through Labor Day weekend. I 
wished him luck. He must be losing money to pursue his 
dream. Today is symptomatic of our business. When people 
are at home, we have to be at work, because we work in front 
of their homes. Being an ice cream man is an anti-statement, a 
form of economic rebellion, a protest. Those who work only 
on weekends and holidays are the great beatniks of the town. 
Even those who work on weekdays have one foot in the 
beatnik camp. No wonder I refuse to cut my hair as long as I 
have this job. As I was heading down the Ranch on Trucker 
Blvd., I heard a honk on my right, and looked over to see 
Little Lulu in her ice cream truck, a big smile on her face. We 
tried to stay side by side as we drove, and I asked her where 
she was going, and she replied to Dinglewood, the first 
suburb south of the big city, two suburbs north of the Ranch. 
She said there was some kind of big event going on today, 
and she would spend the whole day there and clean up. I 
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wished her luck. She soon veered off onto some on-ramp or 
off-ramp. I hit a real winner almost immediately, a woman 
who kept me tied up for five minutes quizzing me about how 
“healthful” my products were. Doesn’t she know that my 
time is money? Seems she was one of those natural food nuts. 
I had to go through several items reading the ingredients 
before she finally turned her nose up at it all, made one last 
request for sunflower seeds if I had any, then told me to drive 
on. She might as well have robbed me at gunpoint. I was mad. 
Keeping the freezer lid open so long had caused some of the 
items at the top to get a little smooshy.  
I ended up stuffing one in my mouth to get rid of the 
evidence. The others I moved to the bottom of the box to 
refreeze. The only thing I got out of it was a realization that 
some of the newer items, such as the Super Mario Bros. and 
the Pokémon, were actually quite healthy, being made of 
slushed ice, with no milk or milk fat in them, and low in 
calories, about 100 each, which compared to the Choco Taco, a 
whopping 350. Without even realizing it, the kiddies were 
being lured by some hidden forces into liking healthy frozen 
confections, while their parents stuck to the unhealthy stuff of 
their youth. The online news article about how baby boom 
parents were smothering the ice cream truck business with 
their hangups was brought to mind. If only I could make 
them see. I broke down after that and ate not one but two 
Choco Tacos, glad for once to be “old skool”. Unfortunately 
they gave me raging indigestion, plus a sugar rush that 
wouldn’t quit, followed by a blood sugar drop that made me 
have to stop earlier than usual and scarf my sandwich and 
peach wrapped in a sack by mother, along with one of my 
cans of Pepsi. They don’t call it Pepsi for nothing. It has 
enough phosphoric acid in it to digest a steak. The Pepsi had 
yet more sugar in it, but the sandwich and peach overrode it. 
A 40-plus man as obese as I is flirting with borderline adult 
onset diabetes all the time. This was peach season, and 
mother was feeding me so many peaches, at home and at 
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work, that I knew I’d be thoroughly sick of them by next 
month, and glad not to see any more until next summer. 
There is nothing like a good ripe peach, but only after the 
system has rested from all peaches and isn’t sick of them. As 
luck would have it, this year was the biggest peach crop in the 
state in 27 years, and in addition, they came in early, starting 
in late July, so that they were practically giving them away in 
supermarkets now, two bags for the price of one, or even 
three for one, and this attracted my mother’s purchases like 
flies on shit. Maybe I’d skip peaches for two years to get over 
them, who knows. Probably not. This time next summer I’d 
get hungry for them again. It goes with the heat. They give 
you moisture. I noticed a number of new roofing jobs being 
started today. I don’t get it. The houses in the Ranch aren’t 
that old, yet all summer I have been seeing roofers either 
tearing down a roof and throwing the pieces into a big 
dumpster on wheels, or piling roofing materials neatly up on 
the roofs, or sitting up there in the hot sun hammering away. 
Just when one batch of roofs was done, they start another. 
There are ad signs for roofers in half the front yards in the 
Ranch. One of them features the likeness of a stork. 
Sometimes I get them confused with a larger stork sign that 
somebody puts in front of houses with newborn babies. I 
guess you have to live here to understand the mentality. I 
went through the eastern end of my route today, and had the 
best day ever there. Up till today I had considered the east 
side the butthole of my route, but today it was magnificent. 
When I came onto one cluster, two kiddies came out and 
stopped me, then one sprung a run to get reinforcements, and 
soon it was four, six, eight, ten strong. Then two more came 
from the main road that ran between clusters like the stem of 
a shamrock, and begged us to go to their cluster next. I 
followed them on their bikes, telling them to stay on the 
sidewalk, which they did as long as they could until they had 
to cross the street, and when I got to the first place to stop 
inside their cluster, it was like a mob scene, everybody 
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coming from around the cluster to buy something. My how 
time flew. After it died off, I started going around the cluster 
in earnest, picking up several more customers, and finding 
myself returning to the entrance, only to encounter some of 
the first customers again, and sell more. I met more people in 
one hour on this job than all my dysfunctional family and 
friends put together. It was in the low nineties today, which to 
me was a break. Not till the sun started slanting in and 
basting me like a rotisserie chicken did I feel the heat, and like 
always it caught up with me by the time I got back to the lot. I 
was dragging, but delighted to be doing well. In the shed, the 
Admiral was watching me as I was shooting the bull with the 
other drivers. He cut in suddenly. “Do you know what your 
problem is?” he asked me. “You’re always so negative. 
Always criticizing somebody or something.” I wasn’t 
embarrassed, didn’t blush. “Who, me?” I replied. “Me, 
negative? I was just telling this guy what a great job he was 
doing.” That saved face. In fact, I was negative. I was no 
Eminem, but I had just been giving a driver a hard time 
because he said he had been selling like hot cakes today. “Hot 
cakes?” I retorted, in front of everybody. “Where do you cook 
them, on your console?” I was using my own success to put 
other drivers down, too. That was bad of me. I didn’t deserve 
the customers I had any more or less than anybody else. We 
were supposed to all be on the same team. Yet I was getting 
more negative every day. Success didn’t make me happier, 
only more arrogant. I didn’t like myself anymore. It must be 
the heat. It turns people into wild animals. I made a pledge to 
myself to straighten up and fly right.  
 
September 2 (Sat.) 
Today was the epitome of what ice cream driving is about. 
There is a feeling to Labor Day, a feeling of summer ending, 
of having to go back to school, of fall just around the corner. 
Of the last taste of summer. I am proud of that saying. I 
thought of it myself. At one block there was a clump of 
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kiddies walking down the sidewalk eating blue popsicles. 
Hearing my music, they all ditched them in the bushes and 
ran in to beg their parents for money, and succeeded, 
stopping me and buying the much bigger and better Rainbow 
popsicles, which are actually called Rainbow Pop Ups, being 
five flavors in one, wrapped concentrically, so that you start 
out sucking on all five, then four, then three, then two, and 
finally just one. The last one is red, by the way. Not cherry, 
though. Watermelon. Quite a funky surprise, that product. 
But my favorite popsicle is the Firecracker. It’s only three 
flavors, colored red, white, and blue, in sections, starting at 
the tip. The red is cherry. The white is a light lemon. But the 
reason I love it is the blue, a walloping strong raspberry that 
leaves raspberry flavor in your mouth for a long time. It also 
leaves your tongue blue. It does indeed kind of explode in 
your taste buds, like a firecracker. Nice design work there. At 
one block I was enticed by the smell of bratwurst being 
grilled. There was a block party. I came in slow, hoping to 
start an avalanche. No such luck, although a woman did come 
out, in a swimming suit, with a couple of kids and bought for 
them, although nothing for herself. Her hubby watched us 
from the porch, nursing a bottle of Corona Light. I wished I 
could trade places. Speaking of Rainbows, there is this one 
couple on my route who run out and buy, not Rainbows, but 
Firecracker popsicles almost every time I drive by. Not just 
two, but four, six, eight at a time. It’s very nice from my POV, 
but today, when the woman stopped me and asked for 
twelve, I had a sudden idea and told her that if she bought an 
entire box of them from me I’d give her a discount. She held 
out a twenty-dollar bill and replied, “How much?” I went 
back to make sure I had an unopened box, which I did, of 24 
Popsicle Firecracker popsicles, and then told her I’d give it to 
her for thirty bucks. I knew I only paid the company 70 
percent of $1.50, or $1.05 for each Firecracker, which comes to 
$25.20 for the box, so I still making a good profit for a single 
transaction. She haggled me down to twenty-eight bucks, plus 
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a free Rainbow. As I drove off I could see her hubby standing 
on his doorstep examining the box without opening like a 
suspected letter bomb. When it got to be 6:00 p.m., I began to 
think of mother. Mother always watches Lawrence Welk on 
Saturday night. For years it has come on at 6:00 p.m., and she 
drops everything to watch it. It is her favorite show. I think 
the music is corny, and can’t stand it. At least when I’m not 
home on Saturday nights I know where she is and what she’s 
doing. As I returned to the lot, the sky took on the colors of a 
Rainbow popsicle as the sun set behind the mountains in the 
west. Not exactly like a Rainbow popsicle, but I’m a writer 
and that’s a nice turn of phrase. When cashing out, I told the 
Italians about how I had sold an entire box of Firecrackers to 
them, at a discount of course, and the President oohed 
disappointedly, like I oughtn’t to have done that, so I dropped 
the subject. Later I wondered what you could buy a box of 
Firecrackers from the supermarket for. Probably twelve bucks 
or something. If the man comparison shopped now, they’d 
probably never buy from me again. One-product people don’t 
need ice cream trucks. Live and learn.  
 
September 3 (Sun.)  
Christina no longer works with us. It seems she got arrested 
in her truck for dealing drugs, paedophilia, prostitution, and 
indecent exposure. Selling toy guns too. Welcome to America 
Online new version 6.0. So easy to use, no wonder it’s number 
one. The Kid said something to me tonight. He said, “You act 
just like your kiddies.” That got to me. Here’s how it 
happened. When I lined up at the window tonight I realized 
that the Kid and a lot of the other drivers had all their paper 
money all neatly counted and wrapped in rubber bands 
before going to the window. Me, I always came up with the 
wallet and coin tray filled with the day’s moolah in the order I 
had received it. Of course I tried to keep the twenties and tens 
in the wallet, and the fives, ones, and change in the 
Rubbermaid tray, but in practice, after I hit about two 
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hundred bucks, the tray wouldn’t hold all the ones and fives, 
so I took to stuffing them in the wallet too, and sometimes 
they got mixed up with some of the twenties and tens. Then, 
when I got my total from the left window, I would stand 
around for several minutes trying to straighten out crumpled 
bills and sort all the various denominations into piles while I 
tried not to get in everybody’s way. When I’d go to the right 
window I’d pay them first from the twenties, then the tens, 
then the fives, then the ones, then the change, usually leaving 
me with a pile of ones, which I’d ask the cashier to run 
through the bill counter machine and exchange for larger bills 
to take home to mother. And I think I’m a genius. But then, 
Mozart couldn’t even walk until he was three. Geniuses are 
by nature lazy. After the Kid tagged me it finally occurred to 
me, first, that I should be sorting my money all day long so 
that I can save time in the shed, and second, that I should pay 
from the ones first, then the fives, then the tens, then the 
twenties, not the other way around. I got the idea from 
watching the Kid do it. What a Kid.  
 
September 4 (Mon.) 
Call it nostalgia, call it deja vu, but I decided to visit the TV 
newsman’s street again, reasoning that since he had last 
bought something on Monday, July 4th, maybe he’d buy 
something on Labor Day too, since it was a Monday. No such 
luck. I lost an hour trying to get these ritzy people to come to 
the street in vain. For some reason I decided to make a sprint 
to the west end of my route. I went down Border Highway to 
Lucid Blvd., then to City Center Blvd., and by the golf course 
housing development on the right side. As I drove along I 
saw several golf carts full of golfers. I was reminded of P.G. 
Wodehouse, the literary figure from Britain exiled in America, 
who died in 1975 after being knighted, despite allegations that 
he was a paid agent of the Nazis and ought to be prosecuted 
for treason. He was an avid golfer, and wrote many books 
satirizing the “goofs” who allowed golf to “eat into their souls 
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like some malignant growth.” Golf is the Great Mystery, he 
wrote. Like some capricious goddess, it bestows favors with 
what would appear almost a fatheaded something or other, I 
forget. It wasn’t all that memorable a quote, so forget it, and 
forget all golfers. They’re the ones who invented the terms 
woody and wedgie, probably because they’re all pricks. I 
suppose it could have just been sour grapes, knowing I had to 
work while they got to play, but not really. I can’t think of 
golf as play. It is definitely not a game. More of an activity, 
really. Sweating in 95-degree sun just to hit a ball around 
some holes is the ultimate statement to the universe that life is 
crap, and you can take me anything, but right now it’s time to 
go to work. It’s the retirement game. Why? Because it 
resembles endless pointless work, around and around in 
circles, forever, until you drop or croak. There is no neutral 
corner like in a heavyweight boxing match. It’s got no teams 
like football or soccer. It’s boring even as a spectator sport. It’s 
pure conformity turned into a pay activity. You’re supposed 
to work your whole life to be able to afford to pay for it. Look 
at Dean Martin. He considered himself an artist, and was at 
first a noble bum like myself who actively tried to avoid 
getting a job so that he could concentrate on his art. A little 
plastic surgery, some voice lessons, whatever it was, and he 
made it big, was on top. Then, guess what? He got hooked on 
the disease of golf. His entire entertainment career ended up 
as just a way to pay for his golf habit, and look what golf did 
for him. It systematically turned him into a doped-up drunk. 
He went from playing a drunk and drinking tea for laughs to 
becoming a real drunk who parodied himself. And he got to 
play more golf than most people who ever lived. Imagine 
receiving a whiff of his alcoholic breath as you carry him over 
your shoulder. Did he have a Percodan habit too? And I 
thought he was very talented. What a waste. Even Bill Gates 
got rich enough to take golf up, egad. Though that’s no 
reflection on artists. See the world for what it is. Is golf an art? 
What is the truth in golf? It’s slow suicide. It’s truly ticky-
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tacky. If I have to work outdoors in a temperature that’s as 
high as my body temp, I think that I’d much rather be tooling 
around in this neat ice cream truck than in a silly golf cart, 
and driving around a large ice cream route with all its variety 
than around 18 silly holes of grass and water traps. It’s just as 
much a game as golf, with room for both skill and luck, plus 
experience. Contrary to what I’ve been told, you have to think 
all the time to be good. Maybe one day it will catch on, I don’t 
know. And it pays, upfront, and pays again each and every 
day, and not just the elite at the top. Not that art must be a 
prostitute to commerce. Is driving an ice cream truck an art? It 
is if it’s being driven by an ice cream artist. Yes, I have a much 
better deal. Of course there is that !*?! ice cream music. 
Nothing’s perfect. I was thinking all that just then. Then, 
when I got up to the turn into the ‘hoods right before Rimrock 
recreation park, I had a lark and kept going on to Trucker. At 
the intersection of Trucker and Rimrock was a fire engine 
with firemen in full getup holding their hats out collecting for 
Jerry’s kids. That’s right, the Jerry who used to be Dean 
Martin’s partner. I drove up, and asked them if they wanted 
to buy anything. One of them pulled a dollar out of the hat 
and bought a Bubble Gum Swirl popsicle. Not really. I just 
made that up. I couldn’t get anywhere near them because of 
the line, so I just went on to the final exit on Trucker before 
leaving the Ranch, namely, Ranch Pkwy. Again, on a lark I 
kept going. This was the first time I’d ever kept going. I drove 
over the big hill, and down it again, and around a bend to the 
left, finally getting tired of a ride in the country, for that’s all it 
was. I made a right turn, then a u-turn, then a left turn back 
onto Trucker. It would be a disappointment to offend the ice 
cream gods. Kiddies were waiting for me to sell them some 
ice cream. Making a right at Ranch Pkwy, I was soon into the 
‘hoods, doing my appointed rounds. Jerry’s kids could eat 
cake. This was just as much my day as theirs. It was my line 
of work, and I wanted to make absolutely sure I drove until I 
was dead, or rich enough to retire and play golf against Bill 
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Gates. Sometime after that, the name of that TV newsman 
jolted into my mind. Hal O’Green. Wouldn’t you just know it. 
When I got home that night, and was resting my tired dogs on 
the coffee table, shoes off but socks still on, he came on, at the 
local TV station, giving a special news broadcast about Labor 
Day. They mentioned his name at least five times, now that 
they knew I knew. Not that I’m paranoid, but they are out to 
get me. 
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PART III 
 
INDIAN SUMMER BLUES 
 
INDIAN SUMMER 
Emily Dickinson (1830-1886) 
 
These are the days when birds come back, 
A very few, a bird or two, 
To take a backward look. 
These are the days when skies put on 
The old, old sophistries of June, 
A blue and gold mistake. 
Oh, fraud that cannot cheat the bee, 
Almost thy plausibility 
Induces my belief, 
Till ranks of seeds their witness bear, 
And softly through the altered air 
Hurries a timid leaf! 
Oh, sacrament of summer days, 
Oh, last communion in the haze, 
Permit a child to join, 
Thy sacred emblems to partake, 
Thy consecrated bread to break, 
Taste thine immortal wine! 
 
If that doesn’t suck, nothing sucks. - TLW 
 
Eternity is a terrible thought. I mean, where’s it all going to 
end? – TOM STOPPARD 
 
Don’t say the old lady screamed – bring her on and let her 
scream. – MARK TWAIN 
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CHAPTER 15. 
THE ZING 
 
September 5 (Tues.) 
I had more dreams. They just kept coming. The computerized 
ice cream truck! There would be a satellite link to the Global 
Positioning System, coupled with webcams and cockpit 
monitors, so that the master control center could monitor and 
control all sales activity. When a driver reached an 
intersection, the computer would tell him whether to zig or 
zag, based on the map, past sales history, the day of the week, 
the weather, every piece of data known to the company. Each 
driver’s sales would double, triple, through sheer efficiency. 
No need for training videos. Those were out of the dark ages. 
Just obey the computer. It knows all. That’s the way to run a 
company. The franchise manual. I’d write that. We’d start 
franchising in every big city in America. The franchisees 
would have to kick in at least half a million bucks up front, 
plus give us a percentage of their sales. We’d have our own 
training school. Not here in Commerce City. In Death Valley, 
California. Teach them the ropes in extreme conditions, 
toughen them up, prepare them for the worst. We’d attract 
venture capital to our business plan, authored by me of 
course, and go international under the name The Ice Cream 
Starship, Inc. Our logo would show a spaceship with an alien 
handing a Rainbow popsicle to a couple of excited tykes. 
Using an alien instead of a human would get around the 
paedophile issue nicely. I debated about whether to call it 
Starship or Cyberstarship, but decided the former has more 
potential for future expansion. Maybe one day we’d have real 
spaceships and be delivering on the moon and the planets. I 
loved the idea of an electronic ice cream starship, beaming hot 
hungry kiddies their ice cream without any problem with 



The Ice Cream Man 

333 

paedophiles and drug dealers. The drivers we hired would be 
prohibited from selling to kiddies in the street, or from 
playing music. The music would only be on the web site. I 
could see us getting orders for a hundred million bucks’ 
worth from some sheikh in Saudi Arabia for his kid’s birthday 
or something. Orders from barren deserts all over the earth. 
With venture capital we’d go public, float our stock on 
Nasdaq or the Dow, and soon it’d be worth billions. I know 
that the bubble had burst recently on the dot coms, but that 
shouldn’t stop us. It just left the field wide open for new dot 
coms that were sounder, had a history of profitability, a long 
tradition, like ours. They had just stayed small time because 
they were waiting to meet me. Now they could beam up to 
the bigtime. Sales would go through the roof. We’d be forced 
to expand. We’d buy up all the land around us in Commerce 
City, all except the police station, have not only railroad 
depots but jet airline facilities for our own fleet. The former lot 
with its quaint little office, shed, and garage would be 
replaced with a giant building complex filed with workers, 
including a complex management bureaucracy that rivalled 
IBM’s and Microsoft’s put together. And to think, that before I 
came around, all these Italians were sitting on a gold mine, 
digging into it with a wooden spoon. They needed me. 
Needed me to bring them into the 21st century and its 
business practices, to help them see the potential and then 
reach it. All for a measly ten percent. That was cheap. Was I a 
greedy person like Bill Gates, wanting it all? No. All right he 
only ended up with forty percent. But I only wanted ten. After 
the company was doing well on its own, I could quietly sell 
out and retire to a life as a rich novelist who didn’t care about 
economics anymore. I’d get a gold-plated ice cream truck 
modified inside with a hot tub, waterbed, sound system, and 
wet bar, and blow the horn of the world until the walls came 
down. I’d subsidize my own novels and the movies I made 
from them, the video games, the toys, the magazines. Whether 
it made a profit or not, I wouldn’t have to care. Yes, Bill Gates 
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had picked the wrong business. He who controls ice cream 
controls the world. Think about it. The world is groaning 
under global warming, holes in the ozone layer, El Ninos, El 
Ninas, droughts. It’s a mad world, getting hotter each year. 
And what must we do to ice cream? Keep it cold. Yes, keep it 
cold. We control the cold. We therefore control the world. 
Hahahaha. Bill Gates won’t be able to give away his Microsoft 
stock for a Rainbow popsicle one day. His whole family will 
be begging him for something cold to eat, and he won’t have 
it. We will. And we will have a worldwide monopoly. Let him 
burn. More power to us if we create one. That’s the American 
way. Sleigh bells ring, are you listening? In the lane snow is 
glistening. A beautiful sight we’re having tonight, walking in 
the winter wonderland. Dry ice! I almost missed that point. 
We’ll have to corner the market on dry ice, on dry ice making 
equipment. We can afford to leave nothing to chance. I didn’t 
want to be forced to take my bony ass and get out of here, like 
Sigourney Weaver did in that movie Working Girl, where 
Melanie Griffith played the part of me. Harrison Ford, that’s 
the Admiral’s part. We worked as a team to make the deal 
work, to get the company into a new merger, and anticipated 
all the potential troubles in advance so that they could be 
taken care of easily. The only difference is that she didn’t ask 
for any stock, only a management job from the Godfather. But 
then she’s a woman, and I’m a man. Some man I am. When I 
got to the lot there was a poster listing the contest winners. I 
came in ninth, last, and won fifty bucks. Little Lulu had come 
in fifth. I guess Dinglewood was good to her. The Kid came in 
fourth. The Natural was first. Another two hundred in her 
wallet. The four-day totals were also listed, in wholesale 
dollars. From this I realized that the Kid was doing a hundred 
dollars a day more than me every day, and Little Lulu even 
more. And somebody called me a high roller. I wish. I saw the 
Bishop and shot the bull about the contest. I said that I was 
only a rookie, and next year I’d place higher. He said that the 
Kid and Little Lulu were rookies too, so what was my excuse? 
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I’d have never guessed that the Kid was a rookie, but I might 
have for Little Lulu, since no veteran would want the route 
around my lousy neighborhood. This only made me want to 
develop myself and my route more, to bring the daily totals 
up the old fashioned way, by earning it.  
 
September 6 (Wed.)  
 
_Click._  
 
WHAT IS DRY ICE?  
 
“Dry ice” is a name popularly applied to compressed  carbon 
dioxide snow, i.e. solid carbon dioxide with a  temperature of 
minus 108 Fahrenheit (minus 78 Celsius). Under normal 
conditions, carbon dioxide is a colorless and odorless gas with 
a density about 1-1/2 times that of  air. Like water, H2O, it can 
occur in a gaseous, liquid, or solid state, depending on the 
physical conditions. In  addition, carbon dioxide possesses the 
property of sublimation, i.e., it can pass directly from the solid 
to the gaseous state without becoming liquid. To make carbon 
dioxide snow, carbon dioxide gas is cooled    at high pressure 
(up to 70 atmospheres,) and liquefies in  consequence. Further 
cooling takes the carbon dioxide to the point where it is 
suddenly expanded by spraying, and    turns into “snow.” 
This happens because the evaporation  of part of the liquid 
causes intensive cooling of the rest. The dividing line between 
liquid and solid is  crossed, and the carbon dioxide turns from 
liquid to solid. To achieve this result, the carbon dioxide gas is 
liquefied by means of three or four-stage compressors with 
intermediate and final cooling, the liquid then being 
expanded in a tower. About one-third of the liquid is thereby 
transformed into snow, the other two-thirds into gas, which is 
removed by suction, recompressed, and returned to the 
process. The snow is pressed into either    small “nuggets” or 
blocks weighing 23 to 113 kg (50 to  250 lbs). From here, it can 
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be cut into smaller blocks or slabs for retail sale . Pound for 
pound, dry ice provides over 70% more available BTU of 
refrigeration  than water ice. Note very carefully: Heavy 
gloves are required when  handling dry ice products. Dry ice 
has a surface temperature of minus 108 Fahrenheit. It will 
burn your hands in less than three seconds. Before placing it 
in a  plastic cooler, wrap it in some insulation, such as  
newspaper, to prevent possible cracking of the plastic.  
 
_Click._  
 
Today I found out that dry ice is at a temperature of minus 
108, not 180 degrees Fahrenheit. I was caught totally off-
guard. All season I’ve been spouting that 180 number to 
curious customers who ask what those things covered with 
newspaper in my selling box are. If they try to pick one up I 
warn them to drop it fast because it’s at minus 180 degrees 
Fahrenheit and can give their fingers freezer burn in three 
seconds flat. Actually, that figure is for bare dry ice, not when 
it’s covered by newspaper, but I never tell them that since I 
want them to respect my dry ice. Today I searched several 
web sites and found numbers quoted from minus 80 to minus 
180, but the consensus was minus 108, so I am pretty sure 
now. So much for the golden promise of the Net as a 
dispenser of knowledge. It’s only a dispenser of information. 
You have to search for and weigh the truth on your own. That 
could spell its doom. Time will tell. The sites that said minus 
80 meant Celsius not Fahrenheit probably. The only thing I 
am sure gets down to minus 180 Fahrenheit (minus 118 
Celsius) is the surface of Mars in winter, and the poles of the 
moon, where there is water ice. Mars’ atmosphere is mostly 
carbon dioxide though. What happens to it? Turns to dry ice? 
I found another factoid on the Net. Gasoline doesn’t freeze. It 
turns to a gummy substance at temperatures less than minus 
180 Fahrenheit but never becomes totally solid. What is there 
with this minus 180-Fahrenheit number? Is it magic? If it’s 108 
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then face the cold hard truth and let it be. 108! Say it! 1! 0! 8! 
There! That wasn’t so bad. I have an idea. I’ll take a little 
gasoline and put it on a brick of dry ice and see if it becomes a 
gummy substance. If not, that proves the dry ice isn’t at 
minus 180. On second thought, I’ll pass. I don’t want to get 
dirty. It could blow up in my face. We already have Fireface. 
Hey! I found a web site that gives minus 108 Fahrenheit as the 
temperature below which the chemical reactions that deplete 
the ozone layer in the polar regions occur. The greenhouse 
gases that cause global warming also contribute to cooling of 
the stratosphere, accelerating the reactions that deplete the 
ozone, causing more skin cancer. That connects my ice cream 
cooling agent with the one thing that can increase my 
business faster than anything, carbon dioxide, and sunblocker 
lotion. Maybe that’s a product we could be selling from ice 
cream trucks. Or whatever. Ask a scientist. Either way, the 
magic digits of 1 and 8 are in there. Aces and eights, the dead 
man’s hand. Sublimation. Passing from solid to gas without 
becoming a liquid. Sounds like something out of the Wizard 
of Oz. A picture of man going on a journey beyond sight and 
sound, entering the Twilight Zone. Oh no! Don’t go in there! 
I’ll get you my pretty! Oh my God! It’s the wicked witch of 
the North! And she’s a teenager! I saw that on Good Morning 
Vietnam. Nowhere to run to by Martha and the Vandellas. 
Yes! You know what I mean... I know. I keep giving my age 
away. Unlike Robin Williams, I’m no comic.  
 
_Click. _      
 
THE WEIGHT OF WATER     The density of water is exactly 
1.00 grams per cubic    centime. There are a thousand cubic 
centimetres is one    litre (apothecary). There are 453.6 grams 
in a pound. There are 0.264 gallons in a litre (1.057 quarts in a    
litre). Therefore, there are 1000 / (453.6 * 0.264) = 8.35 pounds  
of water in a gallon of water. To one significant digit, that’s 10 
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lb./gal. To spell it out: ([1.00 g/cc] * [1000 cc/l]) / ([453.6 g/lb] * 
[0.264 gal/l]) .  
 
_Click. _   
 
I made that web page myself. One day I’ll put it online, in the 
spirit of the Keystone Kops. 
 
September 7 (Thurs.) 
When I got in today I found out that about half the drivers 
had quit. Apparently, after school starts and Labor Day is 
over, the market starts to dry up, and they bail out, forgoing 
the end-of-season bonus, probably because they can’t wait, 
but have to get paid now. The Godfather was there, glad I 
came back, soon telling me a story of how one driver had 
given up a two thousand dollar bonus: an example of the 
foolishness of quitting now. I was thinking how his company 
pocketed the two grand, and could have been more generous, 
giving partial bonuses based on the days driven, but again, 
for those driving to the end, it is that much more certain 
they’ll have the money to pay us our bonuses. He was talking 
to me at the same time, and I owed him the respect to listen, 
putting my own mental racecar on hold, with difficulty. 
“You’ve been with us long enough, I can tell you the truth,” 
he said, looking as beneficent as the pope. “July, she is too 
hot. People don’t want to come out of their houses, and it 
rains too much. August, people aren’t there. They go on 
vacations. September, they got the school, and have to pay for 
school clothes and books, so they don’t have any extra money. 
But on the weekends, it’s still good. Trust me. I am telling the 
truth. Right up to the end, good. Don’t quit and you’ll see.” I 
shot the bull with the Bishop and the Admiral some more 
about how they were wasting a golden opportunity by not 
putting up a test web site and spray-painting decals on the 
trucks, that even now they had several weeks left for the free 
rolling billboards, but I was just talking off excess steam. I 
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didn’t want them to try it until I had made myself 
indispensable, and for that I needed more time to research it 
all out. Just so I kept my bragging rights to being the prophet. 
The Admiral asked me if the job was getting to me, if it was 
getting repetitious. He mentioned the movie ‘Groundhog 
Day’. That set me off to thinking. Maybe none of this was 
happening. Maybe I was living the same day over and over 
until I did something necessary, something to redeem my 
whole life. What is life in the face of eternity anyway? Two 
pancakes in a flat in Valencia. Like La Femme Nikita asked 
Adrian, why am I here? When I got out into the route, I 
noticed the thermometer was only in the low 80s, and the 
sales were dead until the kiddies started getting out at 3:15 
p.m., but they picked up nicely and saved the day financially 
for me. Actually the high school kids get out between 2:30 and 
3:00, but they don’t buy as much as the elementary school 
kids. When I got back that night I noticed that the morning 
inventory sheets had snuck up the return time from 9:15 to 
9:00. Luckily I was always back before 9:00. It was the first 
day all summer that it was actually fun to drive, the 
temperature not oppressing me. This Indian Summer weather 
was grand for us ice cream drivers. Too bad there’s only five 
more weeks until we shut down for the winter. What would I 
do in the winter? Go to parties with the glitterati? F -k? It was 
in the nineties today. It was like summer would never end. 
The only thing that was different was that I did notice the 
days getting a tad shorter. I still quit a little after 8:00 p.m., but 
now I noticed that the sun was sinking behind the mountains. 
Indeed, it was a treat to watch the huge disk of the sun 
hanging over the mountains in the clear blue sky then diving 
down steadily. It was like the disk got bigger and bigger. It 
think it was an optical illusion caused by the atmosphere, 
since the earth is round, and the lower it gets the more 
atmosphere lies between my eyes and it, causing a 
magnifying lens effect. There was this one kiddie who like to 
ride his skateboard in the parking lot of this elementary 
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school on the east side of my route after school. He was there 
almost every time I went by, and always stopped me and 
bought something. I always find myself twisting my itinerary 
to go by his spot when I’m in that area because it’s a sure 
thing. Today as he was buying his American Glory I told him 
to look at that sun, and asked if he were a photographer 
because if he took a picture it might be worth something to a 
magazine or newspaper. He said he wasn’t. I wished I hadn’t 
said that to him. I should just get a camera and do it myself. I 
was lowering my image with the kiddie somehow by raising 
him to my level. I didn’t want to do that again. I pledged 
myself. Still, the damage was done. I wondered if I’d ever see 
him again. I had blown him out. He’ll probably avoid me 
now. Nuts. There was something about that school. These 
were only kids, yet the name of the school sounded like a high 
school, the Snowshoe Rabbit Elementary School. It was as if 
the parents all wanted their kiddies to start a career in pro 
sports from kindergarten up. They had Snowshoe Rabbit t-
shirts, caps, and panchos. I know because I’d seen them all 
over the area. The rec field had everything but a stadium. By 
age 11 every kiddie in that school was probably either a jock 
or a geek. No wonder that Columbine High School massacre 
was possible. Their parents paid for the breeding ground. The 
war is over. See you at the next shelling. I can’t say I loved 
you all but I loved as many of you as I could. Bam! Our TV 
went out! Heretofore it was still light all the way back to the 
lot, but today for the first time it was getting dim as I pulled 
in. I took fifteen minutes to count my ice cream and plug in 
my freezer for the night and shut all the doors and get back to 
the shed, and the Mechanic was running the window tonight. 
As he entered my numbers and waited for the total to write 
on my sheet, he asked me if he could ask me a personal 
question. I said yes. He wanted to know if I was planning on 
going into show business. I’m very good at stirring up 
controversy, he explained, and I would make a good talk 
show host, on TV or radio. I said I didn’t have any voice 
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training and my voice was no good for that kind of thing. He 
said that wasn’t true, that my voice would be ideal, that my 
ideas were so unusual and interesting that I could have a 
large following. I thanked him, but said I was a novelist and 
tended to be a recluse and didn’t want to be in the limelight. 
As if I had any choice now. I hardly think I was on the royal 
road to success now. After I got home I was counting my 
money and it seemed to come up twenty dollars short. I know 
that sometimes I get that much or more in change, where it 
merges into the pool in the coin tray, but this time it didn’t 
feel right somehow. Going over all my paperwork, I thought 
at first that I had forgotten to count a box of bubble gum 
swirls or something, and that tomorrow I would recheck and 
find a mistake in my favor that would let me pay them twenty 
dollars less and make up the difference. But then I saw the 
checkout sheet, the one they handed me in the right window. 
It said I had been fined twenty-five dollars for being late. The 
sheet had been punched at 9:01 p.m. I blew my top at this, 
wondering which of the Italians had programmed the 
computer to zing drivers like this, and whether a whole line 
of drivers had got zinged for twenty-five like me. It also hit 
me that the return time is not counted as when you drive into 
the lot, but when they punch the computer after you’ve done 
the inventory, stood in line, and handed them your truck 
keys. This made me wonder whose side the company was on. 
I could understand some tardy driver keeping them up to 
midnight as he drove around in the dark trying to make an 
extra buck, but now that the days were getting shorter they 
were going home earlier and earlier, and as long as nobody 
was really late, they shouldn’t mind. They should disable the 
computer subroutine that punches drivers for twenty-five 
until the end of season, and only assess the penalty after 
repeated tardiness and verbal warnings, like any good 
company I’d heard of. But then this company was into retro, 
wasn’t it? 
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September 8 (Fri.) 
The first thing I did when I got into work today was complain 
about being zinged for twenty-five. The President heard me 
out then immediately apologized, saying that several drivers 
had been assessed by mistake, that the Mechanic was 
supposed to catch it but didn’t because he had been on 
vacation, and that tonight I should tell the Bishop and he’d 
credit it to me before cashing out. I didn’t see the Bishop or 
else I would have had a debate on the whole issue, but it was 
time to go, and my ice cream wasn’t getting any colder, so off 
I went. When I got back, I did have a debate with him. He 
confirmed that the computer shortens the return time in 
jumps based on some kind of algorithm until the end of the 
season, and he said he couldn’t disable it, wouldn’t actually, 
because he thought it kept the drivers from driving after dark, 
when it was dangerous and accident-prone to do so. Besides, 
they want to get home each night, and why keep the lot open 
way after dark when they don’t have to? Whose side was he 
on, I retorted, self-righteously. Aren’t you and the drivers all 
supposed to be on the same team? If a driver is out still selling 
a little longer than the others, why punish him? Every time he 
makes money you make money. That Bishop, he was a real 
Judas. As for me, I reminded him that my route was farther 
away than most, and I spent an extra hour every day working 
for them for free just driving there and back on the highway. 
That phased him a mite, so I tried to argue that the zinging 
should not be automatic, and with no warning, but done 
manually only after a verbal warning, and he replied that he 
hadn’t even done the programming, that it had been done by 
the his brother the Mechanic, who happened to be on 
vacation. I gave up, but determined that I’d break off twenty 
minutes earlier each night now even though it would cost 
both them and me far more in the long run than just doing it 
the way I said. Today I had a bit of luck. There was this 
woman that I had sold some ice cream to last week at her 
house, and today I picked an elementary school near there to 
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stand in front of at 3:15 p.m., to catch some kiddies as they 
were going home before I started into the ‘hoods. This same 
school had been piss poor all season up till now. Sometimes I 
didn’t sell anything, sometimes just one or two items. I 
rotated schools on a daily basis all week, and it was just a 
coincidence that this one’s number came up today. Anyway, 
this woman came out of the school, and came up to talk to me. 
It turned out she was a teacher there. She said she was glad to 
see me, and wished I’d come more often. She then went in 
and came out with a whole class it seemed like, and they 
ordered a ton. As I left I was thinking how I should come here 
every weekday I worked, but then decided I’d soon wear out 
my welcome, and to build up the demand by not coming less 
often than once a week.  
 
September 9 (Sat.) 
I did it again. I found a clump of homes that I had been 
missing all season. It was stupid of me, I know, but I was sent 
only to the lost sheep of the house of Israel, not to the gentiles. 
It was another mile long cul-de-sac that looked like a half-
block stub at the most, and which I had been deciding not to 
go into because I never saw anybody around. I drove into it 
on an instinct today, and was not even surprised when it 
snaked around and around for a mile. Imagine living at the 
end of this thing, and the nightmares of being blocked off so 
that you couldn’t get out. The horror. Imagine all the things 
they miss, such as me. The most remarkable thing was the 
very first customers I had there. They asked me if I had a 
“Tweetie Bird”. I have never seen a Tweetie Bird, but I have 
had customers ask for it before, although I can’t remember 
just where or when, and today I finally figured it out. That 
was an item that Blue Buzzard sold. I asked them who or 
what sold them that, and they said I had. I told them it was 
not me, but they said it was, or at least another driver, but the 
same kind of truck. I steered them to Pokémon and left. Later 
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I realized that they had originally told me that this is the first 
ice cream truck they’d seen this summer.  
 
September 10 (Sun.) 
Today I went back to the southwest sector of my route, and 
once again tried in vain to find the entrance to the Lost 
Cluster, as I now called it. I really tried this time, traveling to 
and fro, here and yon, attacking the cluster from all angles, 
but good as I could figure, the only way in or out was through 
that locked gate in that school parking lot. Maybe everybody 
in that cluster was a teacher. Naw. Maybe it was the sign of 
things to come, a test site. I got out of my truck at the gate, 
walked into the first street of the cluster, saw nobody. It 
looked like any other neighborhood, but I knew I couldn’t 
leave my truck long, so I got back and drove on. When I got to 
the lot I told the Italians about it, and they joked and tittered 
but didn’t have anything to add. It was my route. I dropped 
the subject.  
 
September 11 (Mon.) 
Today I discovered the Bible school. I had been passing it all 
season, but for the first time today I passed it at 3:15 p.m., and 
saw all the kiddies coming out of it. This school was right on a 
busy thoroughfare at the northeast end of my route, not far 
from the Terraces. I did a u-turn in a cul-de-sac to get back to 
it going in the right direction, then parked in front of it. The 
school was back of the road a ways, and there was a tree-lined 
grassway between it and the road. There was also a driveway 
that went behind the grassway and connected with the road 
in a big shallow U. There were many parents lined up in the 
driveway to pick up kiddies. As I sat there with the music on, 
I soon did a land office business. It was hectic, filling order 
after order and hoping people didn’t have too long a wait and 
wandered off before being served. I got the line down to only 
about four people, when a woman came up to the door, and 
started telling me she was the assistant principal, and they 
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didn’t want “my kind” here. “Please leave immediately,” she 
said. She then left. I told the three kiddies and one parent who 
were listening to ignore her and order. They did. Then she 
came back. She told me to leave. Why? I asked. Because 
parents like to pick up their kiddies here, and I was in their 
place, she said. She’d gotten a half dozen calls already 
complaining about me. I looked around and there were no 
other cars. They had already picked up their kiddies. I told 
her I was no babe in the woods, and knew my rights. This was 
a public street. That bible school was a private school, and 
their officials were not government officials. She had stepped 
up on the step. I told her to get out of my truck, that it was 
private property and she was trespassing, and then, after she 
stepped off and then leaned on the door while attempting to 
harass me some more, I told her to get her hands off my truck 
and quit harassing me. The kiddies watching this were 
intimidated, and left. I asked her if she were acting on her 
own authority or if somebody had sent her. She said the 
principal was on the premises but hadn’t sent her. I told her to 
bug off, that who did this sicko religious outfit think it was 
trying to use public property for private religious purposes, 
that they had their own driveway for picking up kiddies, and 
didn’t need a public street, and on top of that, if they wanted 
more space, why didn’t they tear up that stupid grassway and 
make a bigger driveway. She was stymied. Then she said, 
“What can I do to work this out with you?” I told her I had a 
right to make a living, and as long as I got sales here, I’d be 
back. She then offered me a compromise. The stretch of road 
on the other side of the driveway, she said, was never used by 
the parents. If I moved there that would be okay. But in 
another month, she warned, the elementary bible school they 
were building there would be finished, and they wouldn’t like 
me in front of their school either. I looked where she pointed, 
and sure enough there was a building under construction next 
to her school. I moved over there and she left. I immediately 
got some construction workers from that building site. Then a 
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woman came up with a preteen boy, who stepped up on my 
step and leaned on my selling box while the mother read the 
menu. I was going to tell him to get off my truck but balked, 
not wanting to lose a sale. The mother ordered an Italian ice 
for her boy. She told me that this was the last time they’d do 
this because the prices were so high, and I replied that she 
needn’t worry, that my season was over, and this would 
probably be their last taste of the summer. I loved that phrase. 
Last taste of the summer. I made it up on the spot but now 
that I had, I decided to use it all the time. I even backdated it 
in my diary, in case you’re curious. As I tried to raise the lid I 
told the boy to get off my truck. He didn’t. My selling box has 
two lids, and I raised the wrong lid. At that point I told him 
he had to get off because his elbows were on the lid I had to 
raise. He did jump off, and I raised the lid quickly, to keep 
him from jumping back on. I got the Italian ice out, and shut 
the lid. Just then I heard a cry, and simultaneously saw a little 
girl’s face peeking out from behind the boy. I raised the lid 
back up quick. The little girl had stuck her fingers in the box 
right next to the hinge when I lifted it. The mother was 
standing right there, doing nothing, not even noticing the 
problem. I asked the girl to show me her hand, and I felt it. 
Nothing broken. No blood. I was lucky this time. Then, when 
she had taken her hand back and gotten down, the girl 
suddenly began to whimper and cry. I bet it smarted. The 
mother finally noticed. I took the lead and told her to keep her 
kids off my truck, that it’s dangerous, and I was really sorry, 
but why wasn’t she watching them better? She took her kids 
and left. I decided it was time to get outa there. That night I 
had nightmares. Pictures of mashing kiddies’ fingers. Pictures 
of running over kiddies in the street. Pictures of kiddies 
trying to sit on my back bumper and falling off and getting 
run over by a car. Pictures of kiddies stuck to the undersides 
of my truck, crying out, in vain, because I couldn’t hear them 
because of all the engine noise and the music. Then I healed 
that girl with my power. It hadn’t forsaken me.  
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September 12 (Tues.) 
I was now seeing the days grow shorter before my eyes. Each 
evening I would watch the sun regrettably drop below the 
mountains earlier and earlier. When it was up, I was in 
business. When it wasn’t, I was out of business. I was chasing 
a moving target. And when darkness fell, so did the 
temperature, and fast. I could feel fall in the air by the time I 
was coming home. Not that it wasn’t either in the low or high 
eighties or even low nineties every day still. But I was a pro 
now, and I could work under any conditions. I just optimized 
my available resources, took things as they came, and didn’t 
think too much. I didn’t think, I just did. The days were just 
like the Admiral said, like in the movie ‘Groundhog Day’, 
going round and round the same, with the only variations 
being in what I did. My mind by now was coated inside with 
a detailed map of the route, street by street, house by house, 
and even more, an almanac, telling me how the traffic, 
customer, buying and other patterns changed as the season 
wore on. I could see how next season I would be more 
efficient, take it more professionally, instead of personally. 
Would I really be back? It would be a long cold winter. I had 
to get another job to tide me over, and who knows what it 
would be like, or if I could afford to leave it. I wished I could 
hibernate, like the groundhog, and, seeing my shadow in 
spring, drive again. But I’m no groundhog. I saw prairie dogs 
today. Right beside County Line Road. The little things just sit 
as still as clods of earth, as the traffic whizzes by them, not 
fifty feet away. Their world is shrinking, drying up. I feel 
sorry for them, in a removed kind of way. They are, after all, a 
form of rat.  
 
September 13 (Wed.) 
(Unreadable - defaced by ice cream stains) 
 
September 14 (Thurs.) 
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(Unreadable) 
 
September 15 (Fri.) 
Today I got a whiff of construction site life, a porta-potty with 
its door left open and the wind just right, as I drove by. I hope 
I never sink so low on this job that I have to use one of those 
monstrosities. Or take to counting them to beat the boredom. I 
heard of a porta-potty arsonist last summer, who went 
around to new housing developments, not in the Ranch, but 
in some other suburb, and set fire to them for fun. He had 
fired dozens before they caught him. I wonder what they 
smell like as they are burning. Never mind. These people are 
so prosperous around here, even the kiddies have their own 
cell phones. One of them stood by my truck ordering and 
talking at the same time. “Guess what I’m doing? Ordering 
from an ice cream truck!” Today Little Arnold and his gang of 
three friends were waiting for me on the street, as usual. One 
of them had a motorized scooter. I think it was a Razor but I 
couldn’t read the logo. He told me it got 40 miles per gallon, 
and had a one-gallon plastic gas tank. After they had bought 
all they were going to buy, and begged me to tell them the 
name of the song, and tried to keep me from going too long, I 
took off, and they followed me, on bikes and scooters, for 
several blocks, like a police escort. Every time I saw a parent I 
winced. What would it look like from their POV? When I was 
stopped by a customer, they’d stop, hang around, keep 
talking to me. Finally I went too far away from their homes 
even for them, and they just took off. Strangely, I felt lonely 
for a while without them. Go figure. As soon as they left, I 
went up and down a long cul-de-sac, and when I got back to 
the No Outlet sign, a man ran out of his house at me, waving. 
He ordered an ice cream sandwich and a Strawberry 
Shortcake, then told me that his wife had heard the music 
earlier, and was pregnant, and craved a Strawberry Shortcake 
suddenly. He then gave me a two buck tip. Sometimes little 
things like that made my day. After he left, I whipped around 
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the corner, went up the block in the glorious sun, pulled over, 
and treated myself to an ice cream sandwich. I got another 
request for a Tweetie Bird today. It was in the east end of my 
route, not the southeast corner, but more to the north and 
west. I told her that that was my competition, who would 
remain nameless, and to please check out my menu, pointing 
to the pictures. She ordered a Pokémon, telling me that she 
didn’t like the “other guy” as much as me anyway, and that 
his ice cream was “old and covered with ice”. I asked him 
what the name on the side of his truck was, and she said she 
couldn’t remember. I asked her if it was Blue Buzzard. She 
said she didn’t remember.  
 
September 16 (Sat.) 
Today was an epiphany. All summer, when I worked the east 
side of my route, there was this one neighborhood I never 
went into. It was called the Desert Dew. I had almost entered 
it once, but saw the sign saying No Solicitors, and wheeled 
around before going in. Let them eat cake, I said to myself at 
the time. Ever since, I’d pass the entrance and work the less 
exclusive neighborhood around them. There was one place 
where I could see the expensive ritzy houses of the Dew over 
a piece of prairie that had been left both by some kind of law 
to prevent overdevelopment, but probably would have been 
there anyway, to keep the riffraff out. Anyway, today I was 
stopped serving some kiddies when a group of kiddies on 
bicycles drove up and begged me to follow them to their 
block. I took the bait, and followed them. Soon I saw them 
going into the Dew. I followed, a little apprehensive. When I 
got there, the first house had a beautiful circular driveway 
with a new Jaguar parked in front. Talk about a way to make 
a working stiff jealous. The kiddies told me to stop, and soon 
their parents came out of the huge houses with giant 
backyards, multiple decks, three stories, manicured lawns, all 
of them. There were only about dozen homes in this entire 
community, each taking up so much space that from the 
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outside it looked like it must have been fifty. It was like a 
greeting party. One acted as the spokesperson, telling me 
their kiddies had been hearing my music all summer and they 
finally decided to track me down. I didn’t know what to say. I 
felt like a cad. A big black guy came up with his family and 
bought for them all. I swear he was a player on the big city 
pro basketball team, but since the team was at the bottom of 
the league and I never watched it play, I didn’t want to 
mention it and make a butthead of myself. I finished the Dew 
with over forty dollars sales for one stop. All those covenant 
communities I had snubbed in Landmark now plagued my 
thoughts. What a butthead I had been. I could just see the 
Bishop raking me over the coals when I mentioned it to him. I 
decided never to mention it to him. I had a right to remain 
silent, right? The total came to just over two fifty. The Kid 
caught me again, standing in the shed, over the dry ice 
freezer, trying to sort all my bills, unfold some crumpled 
ones, switch the orientation. “Still as disorganized as your 
kiddies?” he joked. Thoughts of how the kiddies handed me 
gobs of crumpled bills and change and made me sort it out. I 
guess I need another season to get everything right. I shot the 
bull with the Bishop a little, reminiscing about the high point 
of the season, the Fourth of July. I mentioned how I made a 
stand at the community college in Little Toe, and asked what 
driver had that route. He replied nobody, because it was 
illegal there. Correcting himself, he told me that they didn’t 
let ice cream trucks play their music there. Without the music, 
it’s not worth driving there. I now realized how lucky I was to 
get away with playing my music that one time. Probably the 
noise of the fireworks covered it up to the cops, who had their 
hands full with the crowds and traffic. Next year I’d keep it 
off.  
 
September 17 (Sun.) 
Tonight I was ready for the Kid. I kept my bills as straight as 
new money all the way to quitting time, and spent another 
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five minutes in my truck in the lot tidying up my wallet and 
coin tray. I went into the shed with all my money neat and 
paid my bill. The Kid looked at me and tssked when I handed 
the Cashier the ones, made him count them, tell me the total, 
then made up the rest with fives, then tens. When the Kid did 
it, he had it already counted out, and just handed him a neat 
wad with a rubber band. The Bishop picked up on it and 
chided me for holding up the line. I was still a bush leaguer, I 
knew. On the way out the Godfather and I traded a little of 
my pidgin Italian. Life was good.  
 
September 18 (Mon.) 
All I did this morning was watch TV. There was a big wildfire 
in the mountains north of the big city, and it was totally out of 
control. I could go outside and actually see the murkiness in 
the air because of it. That shows how hot it still got, even as 
October loomed. My little problems seem small compared to 
having your homestead burned down with everything in it. I 
went back to the Bible school today, parking where the 
woman had told me, just as school was letting out. The line of 
SUVs didn’t conflict with me here. Everything was going 
smoothly. I got a big line of customers, and everything was 
going grand. Then a suited man came up and told me to 
leave. He was the principal, he said. They didn’t want me 
here. He didn’t like the way I treated his assistant either. The 
line of kiddies dissipated like rabbits in the face of a wolf. I 
launched into my spiel about this being a public street, and 
how, as a private religious outfit, they had no rights to tell me 
what to do. He was ready for me. He’d already called the 
sheriff, he informed me, and told on me. If I didn’t leave he’d 
call again and they’d charge me with obstructing traffic. I said 
how could they do that when I was parked? He was bluffing. 
I finally got him to leave, but since the customers never came 
back I finally left too. He was probably going to kill all my 
business personally now. Nuts on him. I’d get the kiddies 
after they left, when they got home. The season was about 
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over anyway. This guy was a Pharisee. A whited sepulchre. 
Who needs him? 
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CHAPTER 16. 
NEW OUTLET TWO, THE CRYING GIRL, AND THE 
YELLOW DOG 
 
 
September 19 (Tues.)  
The way the hours got shorter and shorter each day, I 
couldn’t break two hundred any more on a week day, and I 
voiced my complaints to the Bishop, telling him how I wished 
I could switch routes on weekdays to one that is closer to the 
lot so that I wouldn’t lose a good hour of sales each day 
driving on highways. The results from the Ranch last 
Thursday and Friday showed that, once I got there, and as 
long as it remained light, and the weather clear, and the 
kiddies had gotten out of school, the sales were still good on a 
per-hour basis, but since I had to break off before 8:00 p.m. 
now, and the sales were non-existent until 3:00 p.m., I only 
effectively had five hours’ selling time, while the other drivers 
had six, and it would only get worse until the end of the 
season. He said he understood, that it was his job to maximize 
the use of the available resources, and had a “real good route” 
for me to try, Monticello, the “plush black route”. This was 
the mainly black suburb that had grown out of the black 
ghetto in the inner city, where the more prosperous blacks 
fled from the less prosperous ones without having to move 
into the outer suburbs where the whites were fleeing from 
them all. People there had large families, the Bishop told me. 
Lots of kiddies. In the summer, the driver, before he quit, 
would regularly turn in three hundred dollars every time he 
went out. I headed out in Old Shifty, taking the new highway 
built for commuters to and from Aura, and soon turned off 
into Monticello, first rounding a mile of industrial parks, 
which I still felt an aversion for, then by the Army Arsenal, a 
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gigantic fenced-off piece of polluted wasteland, into the first 
‘hood. I didn’t see a soul at first, so I parked at the curb next 
on the first street, studying my map. The music wasn’t even 
on. Within seconds a little Hispanic boy came up, asking me 
how much the ice cream was. He didn’t speak English too 
good. He left, and a girl arrived, a little older than the boy. 
She could speak English. She could read too. She left the boy 
there and went back to the house. In a few minutes a 
mamacita appeared, and soon, with the help of the girl (the 
mamacita couldn’t speak English too good either) the kids 
had two Super Mario Brothers popsicles. All without turning 
the music on. I hoped this was a barometer of the whole 
route. After studying the map, I set off, flipping the toggle 
switch, and burping the box with a quick tap, to get it going. 
The neighborhood was surprisingly similar to the Ranch. 
Same look and feel to the houses and yards, same “No 
Outlet” signs all the time. It got so eerie that I sometimes felt I 
was in the Ranch, but the names of the street signs convinced 
me otherwise, names like Xanadu and Ubangi. The few 
people I saw were either black or brown, about a four-to-one 
ratio. The greedy developers, who were obviously from out of 
state, had not even varied their housing designs here, merely 
scaled them down a little, giving them names like “The 
Meadows” and “Sunny Acres”. Whereas houses in the Ranch 
had 3-car garages, these had 2-car garages. Instead of three 
bedrooms these had maybe 2 or 2-1/2. The yards were 
smaller. There were fewer rooms, less pipes sticking out of the 
roof. Cheaper roofing material. Smaller porches, many of 
them stoops where you could see the house underneath. One 
time I saw a black teenage girl coming around the side of a 
house, trying to lean like a goat on a hill, the slope was so 
steep. In front of the houses were used Cadillacs and Lincolns 
and Mercedes instead of new Mercedes and BMWs. The 
number of SUVs fell dramatically. Call a spade a spade, this 
was the most outrageous segregation since the days of George 
Wallace. The whole Monticello area was in the south part of 
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the big city, while the Ranch was way to the north, a good 40 
miles away. The houses in the latter had all had an extra 
hundred thousand or so tacked onto their prices, as a form of 
price discrimination, and if that didn’t work well enough to 
keep the Ranch white, the fact that the jobs in the Ranch were 
mainly hi tech, requiring higher degrees, while the lo tech and 
blue collar and manufacturing jobs were down south of the 
big city, made it too expensive to commute anyway. Yet I 
never heard anybody complain about this segregation, even 
in the media. As the day wore on, I was ambivalent, cringing 
a little every time I saw black men standing around a car, 
wondering if I were safe. Other times I held my breath as I 
saw a house with a statue or other easily vandalized object in 
front of it. Of course I was living in another world, and this 
one was new to me. Even though I had lived in the big city for 
over forty years, I believe this was the first time I’d ever 
ventured into Monticello, except maybe once or twice coming 
to/from the airport and getting lost. Yet as a whole, the whole 
area was well-kept, clean, and exuded a community pride. 
Once in awhile I’d see a white, and more often than not they’d 
be in racially mixed families, a white woman for example, 
with a brood of kids that had white facial features and kinky 
Afro hair coming up to the truck. Looking at the map, I 
realized that the big city-county jail was located just at the 
northern boundary of Monticello. I guess that would have 
been convenient, since ninety percent of the inmates were no 
doubt black and Hispanic. Maybe the area was so clean and 
relatively crime-free because ninety percent of the prime-age 
black males were in jail or prison. Call me cynical. Monticello 
did have one unique feature, a number of parkways, broad 
thoroughfares with park strips in the middle, and double stop 
signs, making me have to wait while traffic passed before I 
could get to the middle, then stop and wait for the traffic to 
pass in the other direction before I could go again. These 
parkways made my usual zig-zagging strategy stumble, since 
they were so close together that, if I turned a block before 
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them every time, the remaining sections weren’t more than a 
few blocks long. The sales were spotty. Sometimes I’d get an 
enthusiastic customer flagging me down, other times I’d drive 
for miles and be ignored. One time a fat black lady came out 
and ordered three Strawberry Shortcake bars. Then, I swear, 
the next half dozen couples all wanted Strawberry Shortcakes 
too. I guess blacks like Strawberry Shortcake. One thing, 
however, was qualitatively different about this area, namely, 
the number of people who liked to sit on their porches, look 
out windows, and stand around in the street. I never felt 
alone. Also, there were churches everywhere, the kind that 
probably doubled as community centers where Jesse Jackson 
could beat the stump when he came by. Not that I ever heard 
him do so. Maybe he did. What did I know? By 2:30 my sales 
were just past the fifty dollar mark. Then it started raining, 
and I had to pull over for a half hour. Then it cleared, and I 
remembered to race to Monticello High School, which was 
clearly marked on the map. When I got there it was like a 
scene from Welcome Back, Kotter, kids standing around on the 
sidewalks dressed in baggy pants, berets, funky hats, all 
gaudy, with many a big frizzy Afro, even on non-blacks, 
Jewish types probably. A fat freckle-faced white girl was 
holding hands with a black athlete type, while a black girl in a 
cheerleader uniform did their talking and ordering. The 
school parking lot was loaded with memorable cars out of the 
past. I suppose none of these kids would even want to steal 
my Jap POS. I stopped on all the sides of the school and made 
sales, picking my day up considerably. I got a number of kids 
coming up and asking what they could have for free, but that 
was what I saw at all high schools. Having run out of 
customers, I went back to the ‘hoods. The elementary school 
kiddies were starting to get home now. One group of kids 
flagged me on the street and ran, waving me to follow, into a 
giant “project”, finally stopping me and lining up. I suppose 
most of the people living here were on welfare, but by the 
time I left I had sold at least twenty-five dollars’ worth, 
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although I had given away at least two bucks’ worth of free 
bubble gum for one reason and another. As it got past 
dinnertime, I began to get one flock of kids chasing my truck 
after another, coming up excitedly and begging for free 
bubble gum, and then calling their friends to get some. None 
of them had any money. When a kid with money arrived, 
he’d have to wait in line for the people getting free bubble 
gums. I finally ran out of bubble gum. One time I drove for 
over forty minutes without a sale. That string was broken by a 
white man in a military uniform appearing and buying for his 
little girl, followed by two Hispanics who hiked to the truck 
after seeing it pulled over. As I drove down the street, one of 
the Hispanics, a boy, shadowed me on his bike, passing me 
(my truck goes slower than a kid can run or pedal a bike), and 
flagging me down two blocks later. There were two little girls 
with him. One of them had money, and bought a Rainbow 
popsicle, while the other stood back and cried. The boy asked 
me if I was going to some block whose name I didn’t know 
next, because that crying girl lived there, and wanted to buy 
some. I said I would, not knowing if I really would or not, and 
they told the girl to start running, and beat me home, so she 
could get her parents to give her money. I ended up following 
the boy on his bike, as he showed the way and pushed the 
crying girl along. When we got to her house a Hispanic man 
in a low rider drove by me from the other direction, stopped 
in the middle of the street, and asked me how much the ice 
cream was. I said one to two dollars each, and the girl jumped 
up and down and put on her act until he got out and bought 
some for her. She then disappeared with it and the man drove 
off in the low rider. The boy on the bike waved bye. I didn’t 
want to leave. I wanted to see the girl, but she was gone. So I 
drove on. Those were the highlights of eight hours of driving. 
The day concluded with sales that barely broke a hundred. 
My net profit was $23, minus maybe $6 in free bubble gum. I 
had experiences for my someday novel? You tell me. To say 
the least, I was depressed. I wondered if the season were over, 
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and I was just driving to get the big bonus at the end now. I 
wondered how mother’d take my teensy weensy profits each 
day. One other thing. On the way back to the lot I wasn’t used 
to the mousetrap of highways between Monticello and 
Commerce City, and zigged when I should have zagged, lost 
until I passed the Big City Flea Market. It was closed. Why 
does this one place end up attracting me so haphazardly, like 
a magnet? I didn’t know. 
 
September 20 (Wed.) 
Before going to work I looked in my Jehovah’s Witness bible 
index under the subject “flea”. Sure enough, this word has a 
rich biblical meaning. It is used only twice, both occurrences 
being in 1 Samuel, in connection with the struggle between 
David the anointed true king and Saul the anointed false king. 
In 1 Samuel chapter 24, David is in the end game with Saul, 
and is hiding out from Saul and his 3,000 men in the cave of 
En-Gedi. As luck would have it, Saul enters the cave to 
answer the demands of nature, and, as he is doing number 
two probably, David catches him and cuts the skirt off his 
garment. David gives Saul a speech about how he could kill 
him but won’t, since he’s anointed, and therefore he’d have to 
leave it to Jehovah to do it, since they were supposed to all be 
on the same team. David lectures Saul about chasing him 
around, telling him: “After whom has the king of Israel gone 
out? After whom are you chasing? After a dead dog? After a 
flea?” Saul then started to weep, and replied: “Is this your 
voice, my son David?” It must have been dark in there. Then 
he continued: “You are more righteous than I am, for it is you 
who have rendered me good.” Saul then asked David to 
swear an oath that “you will not cut my seed off after me, and 
that you will not annihilate my name out of the house of my 
father”, and David agreed. Even though David let Saul go, 
Saul, when he hooked back up with his 3,000 men, kept 
pursuing David, during which time the prophet Samuel, who 
had anointed David to be Israel’s second king, and started all 
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the trouble, died. The saga went on, David at one point 
sneaking into Saul’s camp and stealing his spear and water 
jug, again sparing Saul’s life. Finally, at the battle of Mount 
Gilboa, in chapter 31, Saul finally was killed in battle, leaving 
Israel in King David’s capable hands, and sparking Tony 
Bremner and The Philharmonia to perform ‘The Big Country’. 
Speaking of hands, I wonder if they still swore oaths or 
“testaments” while holding each other’s testicles, as I have 
read they did in biblical times. Imagine standing in a toilet 
stall with somebody who had just done number two in a skirt, 
holding his testicles, and swearing an oath, while the other 
guy is crying. A real tearjerker of a tale. I too was chasing 
after a flea, trying to find anybody still wanting a curbside ice 
cream. But they were as dead dogs. And I didn’t have to do 
number two, so the rest is moot. I dreamed last night, and 
what I saw was myself, my wasted life, in a mirror, a 
desperate lifetime house arrest, seeking a lost childhood, a 
second chance to zig instead of zag at critical junctions that 
were no longer there. I saw myself better now. When I’m 
awake I’m always crying, and nobody can hear.  
 
I was that crying girl. 
 
September 21 (Thurs.) 
Boy did it rain today. No way could I work with the skies 
crying like that. One good point though. That big fire up 
north was put out by the rain. What firefighters couldn’t do, 
the weather did. 
 
September 22 (Fri.) 
Tonight I saw that one driver, a female, had a belt coin 
changer. I asked her where she got it and she wasn’t too clear. 
Probably had it from a prior job. I asked the Admiral where I 
could get one, and he said why don’t I tell him, since I can 
find anything I want on the Web.  
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September 23 (Sat.) 
I looked up belt coin changes on the Web and found some for 
sale. There are shorties and regulars. They go for about forty 
bucks each. I thought about it and was about to buy one, poor 
as I am, for the convenience factor, and even almost talked the 
Admiral into ordering several with the company’s money and 
then offering them for sale to all the drivers, but when I 
broached it with the girl with the changer, she told me it was 
overrated, that you not only had to make change with it, but 
constantly pop new coins into it, and that was as hard or 
harder than just putting them into a coin tray and fishing. 
Better, she said, would be to get a coin tray with 
compartments. 
 
September 24 (Sun.) 
Sweet caramel and tons of salty peanuts. I kept picturing that 
as I ate my Choco Taco. In actuality there were only teensy 
weensy peanut bits on the outside of the shell, but there was 
plenty of sweet caramel mixed in with the vanilla ice cream. I 
ate this frozen confection out of a desire to make the evidence 
of my goof-up disappear. A young geeky looking girl had 
flagged me down, come to me, asked if the Choco Taco had 
any peanuts in it, and I said no. Then I sold her one for two 
bucks, and drove on. When I was returning (it was a cul-de-
sac), she flagged me down again, and handed it back to me. 
The wrapper had been opened. She said she was allergic to 
peanuts, and just one taste could put her in a medical 
emergency. She had almost taken a bite but then read the 
wrapper ingredients list, and it said peanuts and peanut oil 
were contained in it. I exchanged it for an Italian ice, feeling a 
little like mister jackass. When I rounded the corner I picked 
up the deep frozen thing and started munching on it. Now 
that the weather isn’t in the nineties, the fact that all the ice 
cream is sold at minus 108 degrees Fahrenheit is becoming 
somewhat of a problem. In the hot sun it will warm up and 
become eatable in seconds, but on a cooler day, it stays frozen 
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too long, and you end up growing impatient and biting into 
it. The first bite is as liable as not to be painful. Help me, says 
your tongue. I’m getting burned. I headed to the Ranch Rec 
Center, hoping to find a crowd that I could service. The usual 
crowds of the summer seemed to have disappeared. Today 
there was some kind of birthday party, a giant portable 
barbecue with a popular steak house logo emblazoned on it, 
and several delightfully odoriferous steaks cooking thereon. 
After sitting in the parking lot for fifteen minutes, with no 
customers, I got the idea. I wasn’t needed. It wasn’t summer 
anymore. Come back next summer. 
 
September 25 (Mon.) 
The Bishop told me that he had a different route for me to try. 
He didn’t tell me the number, but it was the route that 
contained my neighborhood. I jumped at the chance. I always 
wanted to drive my own neighborhood, check it out, see who 
buys ice cream. I asked him what happened to Little Lulu, 
and he said she had a new route in Dinglewood. I knew that. I 
just needed somebody to make it official. I eagerly headed 
down the interstate towards home, and parked the truck in 
the driveway. Inside, I told mother about it. She was glad. Just 
like when I used to throw newspapers, she thought I ought to 
stay close to home. I stayed home until 1:00 p.m., then threw 
her a Giant Vanilla Ice Cream Sandwich from the truck (she 
was on the porch) and backed into the street. Then, for the 
first time ever, I turned on the music on my own street, and 
started trucking slowly down the block. My own block was so 
short when I was having fun. I tried to catch the dykes, but 
even though their SUV was there, there was no sign of them. 
The man at the end of the block with the inheritance problem 
was in his SUV on the street, but he wasn’t looking at me, 
although I was a big target. I got to the corner, and decided to 
go around again. I hooked a right, another right, went down 
the next block, which had a bunch of people standing in their 
yards and street, but nobody stopped me, then another right, 
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another, and was back on my own block. This time I stopped 
right at the beginning, made sure my music was on maximum 
volume, and just let it play. Satisfied that everybody had 
heard me, I started creeping as slow as I could, at maybe one 
mile an hour. Mother opened the door and waved at me. That 
at least proved I was alive. The next-door neighbors, the 
renters, the people across the street with the VW Bug, none of 
them bit. The dykes were still nowhere to be seen. The man at 
the end of the street had driven off. I wondered if my human 
costume was on right. My elephant-like head with the trunk 
might scare unsuspecting humans, even if the two brain-
sucking shell pods that could eject themselves on long feelers 
were kept retracted in my cheek pits. This was indeed a 
butthole of a planet. I wondered why my people even wanted 
to take it over. We’d suck the natural resources dry in a few 
centuries, and be back on the road again. I took a left at the 
end of the block, another left, around the Methodist church, 
and down the block on the west side of mine. Too late I 
remembered it was a one way going the other way. I veered 
to the curb, waited till the traffic passed (nobody honked), 
then did a u-turn in the street. I drove around in my usual 
zigzag fashion, systematically covering the gridlike streets, 
good Mormon-style streets that had no cul-de-sacs, streets 
that dated in many cases back a whole century, and were 
definitely wide enough for the biggest horse and wagon 
combinations. The temperature was balmy but not really hot 
today. A hint of fall was in the air. The trees had not turned 
yet. They were still solidly green. In most past years they had 
started turning by now. Not this year. It was on the 
newspaper headlines recently how this summer had the most 
90-plus days in history. Finally I was flagged down by a 
Hispanic man with some kiddies. He was generous and 
bought seven bucks’ worth. The kiddies were as excited at 
ever at seeing the ice cream man. The ice cream man cuts 
across all social, economic, and racial barriers. The day was 
the slackest I have ever had since I started. I’m sure it’s the 
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route. This route is dead for the rest of the season. There are 
some good customers, but only about half as many as are 
needed. Instead of doing thirty bucks an hour, I was 
averaging fifteen. You can’t make a living in a half-route. One 
time I passed a large multi-story retirement home of some 
kind that loomed over the street. The street was far too 
narrow to service this big of a complex, and wouldn’t you 
know it, a young man flagged me right in the middle of the 
block. He didn’t live there apparently, because he came out of 
the driver’s compartment of a truck of some kind that was 
parked on the curb. I had nowhere to pull over, because the 
cars were parked end-to-end with no gaps, so I just stopped in 
the middle of the street. Looking up at the hi-rise, I saw old 
people’s faces peeping at me. None of these old people could 
probably run or even jog to the curb in time to catch me, even 
if I drove here all summer, and probably didn’t have the 
energy anyway. He came up, asked me how much an ice 
cream sandwich was, and I told him. He asked to see it, to see 
how big it was. I showed him. He started digging in his 
pockets, and said he’d be right back because he left his wallet 
inside. I waited. Meanwhile one car after another came up, 
waited, grew impatient, then squeezed by on my left side. 
Finally one came up that was too big to squeeze by. Just then 
the man came back, and ran in front of me, directing me like a 
traffic cop. I did what he said, moving up to a spot where 
there was more room on the left side, so that the big vehicle 
could pass. Coming up to me, he said how rude that other 
guy was. Couldn’t he see I was an ice cream truck? I think he 
believed I had a right to own the road. He bought the 
sandwich, thanked me, and ran off. A few blocks later a fat 
Hispanic boy, in his teens, wearing a sweatsuit, flagged me 
down. He looked at the menu, seemed disappointed, then 
asked me what I had for a buck. I told him that the only ice 
cream for a buck was the Bubble Gum Swirl. He said he’d 
take it. I handed him one, and he handed me a big handful of 
change, mainly pennies and nickels, then took off. I took a 
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minute counting it. It came to seventy-three cents. Another 
time I came to a very poor area of “projects”, young Hispanic 
gangbanger kids hanging around on every street in their fine, 
well-kept lowriders. A couple of cute teenie Hispanic girls 
came up, and that brought the gangbangers. It took ten 
minutes to free myself from their grasp. They thought they 
owned the street. At another place the houses got big and 
Victorian. These were higher-class city dwellers, probably 
heavy on lawyers. I saw a yard with a trampoline in it. Two 
Jewish-looking girls saw me, flagged me down, and bought 
several items. I told them how lucky they were to be so rich, 
and one of them agreed. Not many girls have a trampoline, I 
said. They had two trampolines, she replied. I looked again. 
Yes, there were two, side by side. Must be nice. A few blocks 
later I was flagged down by two young men in their early 
twenties wearing hula skirts and hula hats, complete with 
coconut bras. I didn’t act like I noticed. Finally I asked them 
where they got those neat oufits, that they might start a new 
fad. One of them said they got them from a mail order 
company. Off they went, hand in hand, licking Sno Cones. 
The big expensive houses soon ran dry. At one end of the 
route is Elephant Lake, one of the largest lakes in this 
landlocked big city in this landlocked western state. I think it 
is part natural and part manmade. In summer there’s always 
some motorboats pulling waterskiers. One end of the lake is 
taken over by geese and ducks who come up to people and 
beg food from them. It’s supposed to be illegal to feed them, 
but people do anyway. This causes many of them to fail to fly 
south for the winter, causing the city to have to feed them 
when the visitors quit coming. I started into one end of the 
park, when I looked in my rearview mirror, and guess what I 
saw? Another of our ice cream trucks. It was a renegade! I had 
heard other drivers complain that their routes were being 
invaded by a mysterious renegade. Well, here he was! 
Unfortunately I was on a one-way street, and as soon as he 
saw me he veered off, and was gone. I never even got a look 
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at his face. I’m not even sure it was a he. I drove around the 
mile-long lake, weaving in and out of the traffic, which was 
fairly constant, mainly Hispanic teens in low riders cruising. 
My total for the whole lake was twelve dollars. The renegade 
didn’t miss anything. Maybe he had been here earlier and had 
stolen more business than that, I knew not. I didn’t plan on 
returning today. As I worked my way north from the lake, it 
was past suppertime, and I hoped it would pick up. It didn’t. I 
wasn’t counting today, but I wondered if I’d even break a 
hundred. Not that this made me feel bad. It made me feel glad 
that I had my own route in the Ranch. I figured that this inner 
city route was, even at the height of the summer, only about 
half as good as mine. That Little Lulu was a champ to settle 
for it as long as she did before switching to Dinglewood. I 
knew that my block wasn’t worth visiting even before I took 
the job. Leaving the lake, I headed west, to a neighborhood of 
clean, neat, well-tended but modest homes. This 
neighborhood was orthodox Jewish. It had been the first 
Jewish ghetto in the city decades ago, and had a colorful 
history. One of the main drags through the big city east-west 
ran right through it, Coldfish Avenue. This avenue was really 
a boulevard, lined with motels and greasy spoons. It had even 
been used in a Clint Eastwood movie once. But just on either 
side of this boulevard, the Jewish neighborhood quietly 
coexisted, like two different worlds. For years, when passing 
through this area in my car on Saturday mornings, I would 
see the Jewish going to and from Temple, wearing their black 
suits, hats, with white shirts, black ties, and sporting their 
long locks and beards. I wondered if they could even touch 
my stuff, if it were kosher. Nobody bit, although I saw a few 
peeping faces. As I left the neighborhood, I resolved to 
research this on the Web. Having reached the southern end of 
my route, I now had to work my way back north. Eventually I 
was going up the west edge of my route, a tricky network of 
streets next to a thoroughfare that was so busy I avoided it 
like the plague, fearing either being stuck or getting in an 



The Ice Cream Man 

366 

accident. That’s why I zigzagged back and forth a block short 
of this street, until it switched orientations and I had to go 
straight north, no longer zigzagging. At one corner a bunch of 
kids on bikes stopped me and ordered some Strawberry 
Shortcakes and other things. As I served them I spotted a big 
yellow dog standing on a yard, just looking at me. All the 
yards here were raised off the street. After I hit the gas they 
all disappeared. I assumed that dog was owned by one of the 
kiddies. Later, about two miles from there, next to a small 
park, I was stopped by a couple of women in a white pickup. 
They asked me if I had seen a yellow dog, and I said I had. 
They were grateful, because, they claimed, he had lived with 
them for years, but a week earlier had just suddenly decided 
to abandon them, and they had been searching for it ever 
since, getting reports of it being seen here and there, but never 
catching it. I tried as best I could to remember and describe 
just which corner I had seen the dog at, and they thanked me, 
then handed me a xeroxed sheet that they were posting 
around the neighborhood, describing the lost dog and the 
number to call if it were spotted, and asking me if I would 
query all my customers around here about it. I said I would. I 
didn’t. I threw their poster in my trash barrel. Continuing 
around the small park, I got a couple of joggers, older people, 
who decided to buy American Glory sundae cones, then a 
Hispanic man who wanted a lemon-lime Italian Ice. As I 
handed it to him I panicked. I had run out of wooden spoons. 
I asked him if it was all right to give him one of the much 
smaller Sundae Twist cup cones, and he agreed. A block or so 
later I decided to stop and restock my selling box. When I 
opened the main freezer I realized I had an unopened box of 
lemon-lime Italian Ices, complete with a new set of wooden 
spoons. Live and learn. Finally my time was running short. It 
was getting dim, so dim that I decided to turn on my 
headlights. I had never sold ice cream with headlights on 
before. It hit me that nobody could read my menu, since it 
wasn’t lighted. That was it then. I had to go back to the lot. 
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Still, there was one last block between me and the main 
thoroughfare on the north side, so I kept the music on and 
drove it. Two of the kiddies I had seen earlier on bikes, with 
the yellow dog, stopped me. I realized I had looped back and 
was just a block or two away from where I had first seen 
them. They wanted more ice cream. I asked them about the 
yellow dog, and told them about the women searching for it, 
and they said that it was a different dog, that they had seen 
the women and told them that. They were my last customers 
today. I headed towards the lot on the narrow but busy 
thoroughfare that led east, straight to the mousetrap. 
Suddenly I heard a pop, then a hiss. I had hit something and 
had a flat! I turned into a closed-down auto repair shop lot 
and got out. It was dark, and I could barely see. But no, none 
of the tires was flat. I looked back down the road at where I 
had just been. I saw it now. A twelve-pack of beer, smashed 
all over the roadway. The yellow dog was standing over some 
of the suds, lapping. It ignored me. I was far too slow to be in 
its doppler radar. Some vehicles were approaching it, and it 
first picked up its ears, then sprung to safety just in time. I 
came away impressed. That was one independent spirit of a 
dog. “How was Route 22?” the Bishop asked me at the 
window. “Lousy,” I replied. “No wonder Little Lulu 
switched. It’s only about half a route. Where is the other 
half?” The Bishop then launched into a story about the good 
old years, long ago. How far back he didn’t say. But the gist of 
it was that he used to be a driver himself, and that 
neighborhood used to be one of the best, before the spreading 
suburbs drained the best customers off. Once, he told me, 
there was a big festival of some kind sponsored by a Catholic 
church, and they had actually called and asked them to send a 
truck, and he had gone, with one of his brothers, in a truck 
loaded with an extra freezer to handle the expected demand. 
They just sat there all day, he said, like lepers. Nobody 
wanted to buy anything. They lost their shirts that day. That 
just goes to show where you went wrong in life, I 
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pontificated. Right then and there you should have switched 
to the priesthood. Now look at you. He wanted to know if I 
knew that ice cream trucks had been banned for years by the 
big city council, and the ban had just been lifted recently. I 
didn’t. I guess that proved something about baby boomers, 
but I didn’t know exactly what. I turned in one hundred thirty 
dollars retail sales, a wage of twenty dollars for eight hours’ 
work. Still, I was happy. I had done my own ‘hood, and 
learned a little about myself. A prophet is never accepted in 
his own ‘hood. When I got home, I know I shouldn’t have, but 
I stayed up for two hours searching the Web for information 
on what it means to be kosher, and whether ice cream 
products were kosher. It seems that every item in a product 
must be examined as to its ultimate origin, and even the 
equipment used to make it, since Jews cannot eat meat with 
dairy products out of a super overinterpretation of one of 
Jehovah’s commands in Exodus about not boiling a kid in its 
mother’s milk. Actually, it’s given in two places, Exodus 23:19 
and 34:26. No, three. Deuteronomy 14:21 also. Three is a 
magic number in the Bible, meaning to the max. For instance, 
to say something is as holy as it can get, the Bible would call it 
holy, holy, holy. That refers, of course, to Jehovah himself 
(Isaiah 6:3, Rev. 4:8). Maybe that’s why they went over the 
deep end over meat and milk when it was mentioned three, 
three, three times. A lot of the Bible thumpers get off on 
nightmarish images, such as pulling a calf from its mother’s 
teats, killing it, milking the mother for the milk it would have 
used to nourish the kid, and then boiling it in it instead. How 
about boiling a mother in its own milk along with its kid? The 
mind boggles. Just the ghoulishness of these thoughts keep 
them good. Every time they see a goy eating a cheeseburger, 
oh how it must hurt. Every time I read kid, I think it should 
be calf, not kid, else I have nightmares about boiling human 
kids in their mother’s milk, and I’m not even a Jew, or JW. But 
then, maybe the Bible was talking about goats not cows. I 
wonder what they think about mother cats eating their own 
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kittens. Is cat meat kosher? How about dog meat? Cats are 
just miniature tigers, dogs miniature wolves. When it comes 
to meat and blood, people can get so weird. Funny, but the 
JWs do not follow all these commands, whether from the 
Bible or the Talmud, saying that the Mosaic law had been 
nailed to the cross along with Jesus, but then, the kosher Jews 
don’t freak-out at blood transfusions, so figure that out if you 
can. Attitudes toward what to do or not do with blood makes 
for a great membership card in a fanatical movement of any 
kind. The U.S. medical system uses some 35,000 units of blood 
a day. To give blood you have to answer a questionnaire with 
35 nosy questions, which many balk at. Artificial human 
blood is under development, on the horizon. Now escape that 
old pallid look with Just For JWs. More than a skin color, it’s a 
rejuvenator, those JW doctrines. Even if the JW blood 
transfusion doctrine is not really biblical, but is a doctrine of 
men palmed off as one of God, it sure makes for one fanatical 
loyal people from the top down. No wonder the JWs are the 
fastest growing new sect in Italy, growing twice as fast as the 
Protestants put together. The ideal JW is an ex-Catholic. They 
are a new Catholic Church in the making, complete with 
infallible people at the top, a pride in how fast they are 
growing, and a holy city, in the JW’s case, Brooklyn, New 
York. The Islamics claim their sect is the fastest growing in the 
world, but never mind. Most Islamics come from countries so 
hot that ice cream wouldn’t help. They’re probably squeamish 
about kosher ice cream. In retrospect, the biggest plague the 
Bible brought to the human race was squeamishness about 
blood, indeed, all body fluids. Few if any of the pagan nations 
had it. At least the Bible was restricted to the “chosen people” 
for centuries. The advent of the Jesus movement was both 
good and bad, I guess. When the stiff-necked Jews split with 
the renegade Christians for good, leaving the latter to their 
cheeseburgers, along with a fractured version of their own 
Bible to mess up their minds, they withdrew into themselves, 
creating a new Judaism that has so many rules and 
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regulations to follow that even Moses wouldn’t recognize it. 
That’s when they wrote the Talmud, to make sure that people 
were so busy reading that they had no time to spend on the 
Christian bible, and also to make sure that they couldn’t even 
stand to smell a Christian’s breath, or eat at the same 
restaurant. As the numbers of Christians rose, and the Jews 
sought to avoid them like dung, the ghetto was born. They 
made sure that nobody outside the ghetto would steal the 
new Bible of theirs, the Talmud, by insuring nobody in their 
right mind would want to. In retrospect I bet they wish they 
had written it a hundred years before Christ, like closing the 
kennel door after the dogs got out. The very idea that Jehovah 
had chosen the Jews, rather than the Jews choosing Jehovah, 
was forever fixed into the New Testament in the form of the 
endless confusion of free will versus election. The latter, 
mainly Calvinists, rightly believe that a true Christian doesn’t 
decide or choose to accept Christ into his heart and thus get 
saved, but rather, Jehovah or Christ chooses them, if their 
heart is a right vehicle, just as happened to Saul on the road to 
Damascus. A true Calvinist is super rigid over this idea, and 
talks about eternal predestination, but never mind. The 
former, now known as evangelicals, believe you just go to a 
tent meeting, hear the word, make a decision to accept Christ 
into your hearts, get saved, do some holy roller stuff to prove 
it, get baptised, then spend the rest of your life trying to resist 
the temptations of the flesh while paying tithes, until you 
work your way up to throwing your own tent meetings and 
can afford anything. Since Jehovah saves you, not the other 
way around, and sent his son, who chose disciples, not the 
other way around, and Jehovah formerly chose an entire 
people, not the other way around, I’m definitely sympathetic 
to the Calvinist school of Bible fiction. Not that there really is 
a living Jehovah that can choose anything. But if there was, he 
would definitely do the choosing, just as people don’t choose 
to get into my ice cream truck, but I choose them, or they will 
fall off. Calvinism has more chunks of chocolate and creamier 
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vanilla than evangelicalism. Even worse than the worship of 
blood as some kind of magic fluid, the spread of the Bible to 
the pagans brought the exclusiveness of thinking you’re a 
chosen people. Christians to this day are almost as bad if not 
worse than the Jews at hating others with microscopically 
different creeds and avoiding them like the plague. Just look 
at any big city and all the different churches, filled with 
people that can’t stand each other and split off without even 
thinking about it once a week all about the same time. It must 
have really gotten sticky during the Middle Ages, with Jews 
and Christians living in any kind of proximity. People make 
their own hells. According to the Talmud, if a Jew eats meat, 
he cannot have a dairy product for six hours. What this has to 
do with boiling a kid in its mother’s milk beats me. What if 
the dairy product comes from the mother of the kid whose 
veal you just had for lunch? It must be like living in hell to eat 
meat or drink milk if you’re an orthodox Jew. If he eats dairy, 
he can eat meat afterwards, but first must eat some solid food 
and wash his mouth out. Again, what purpose does that 
serve? It still goes into the stomach and churns around. 
Luckily, Pepsi is kosher too. Maybe I can sell kosher Jews a 
Pepsi with their ice cream. Thinking about it some more, I 
guess I’d never sell ice cream to them unless they ate dinner 
more than six hours after lunch, or if they skipped lunch, or 
were vegetarians, lacto-vegetarians. Actually, some of my 
products are just ice and sugar, so they would have to be 
sugar-vegetarians only. Not that sugar rots your teeth. Science 
has proved it’s no worse than any other food, and that many 
or most of the claimed evils of sugar are wives’ tales. The 
sugar industry paid them well for their conclusions. I found a 
list of dairy products that were kosher. It turns out that 
everything I sell is kosher. Alongside each ice cream item is 
the name of the rabbinical organization that had certified it, 
for example, Kof-K, which means the Kof (Hebrew letter) 
Kashrut (Hebrew for kosher) organization in New Jersey, and 
OU, which means the Union of Orthodox Jewish 
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Congregations in New York. After looking this list over, I 
realized how few items we carried compared to what is 
available. It must have taken years of fine-tuning to develop a 
menu of best sellers that fit in the available truck space and 
maximized the use of available resources. And the Jews had 
nothing to do with it. Here is a little bit of the list, just some of 
the items certified by Kof-K:  
 
_Click._           
 
Klondike Premium Big Bear Sandwich        Popsicle Candy 
Stripe Supersicle        American Glory Sundae Cone        
Klondike Original Bar        Klondike Lite Bar         Klondike 
Chocolate/Choco Lite Bar        Klondike Coffee Bar        
Klondike Kone        Klondike Kone Impulse        Klondike Big 
Bear Sundae Kones        Good Humor Premium Impulse        
Klondike Krispy Bar        Klondike Caramel Crunch Bar        
Popsicle Sherbet Cyclone        Klondike Almond Bar        
Choco Taco        Choco Taco Strawberry        Klondike Dark 
Chocolate Bar        Good Humor Premium Cookie Sandwich 
Impulse        Good Humor Vanilla Chip Sandwich        Good 
Humor Magnum Chocolate Bar        Good Humor Magnum 
Almond Bar        Breyers Vanilla Bar        Breyers Almond Bar        
Popsicle Squeeze Ups-Blue Raspberry        Good Humor 
Calippo Cherry        Popsicle Squeeze Ups - Cherry        
Popsicle Squeeze Ups - Lemon        Breyers Strawberry Yogurt 
Viennetta        Popsicle Creamsicle Orange Bar        Popsicle 
Big Stick Sherbet        Popsicle Ice Cream Bar        Popsicle Ice 
Cream Sandwich        American Glory Sandwich        Good 
Humor Vanilla Ice Cream Sandwich        Good Humor 
Strawberry Shortcake Classic        Good Humor Strawberry 
Shortcake Lucky Stick        Good Humor Toasted Almond 
Classic        Good Humor Chocolate Eclair         Good Humor 
Chocolate Eclair         Good Humor Chocolate Eclair Lucky 
Stick        Good Humor Premium Vanilla Bar Impulse        
Good Humor Big Toffee Bar         Klondike Vanilla Ice Cream 
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Sandwich        Klondike Big Bar Bear Sandwich        Klondike 
Fat Free Sandwich        Popsicle Orange Pop Up        Klondike 
Choco Burger        Popsicle Rainbow Pop Up        Klondike 
Chocolate Chip Sandwich        Good Humor Chocolate Eclair 
Classic        Good Humor Toasted Almond Classic        Good 
Humor Chocolate Candy Classic        Good Humor 
Strawberry Shortcake Classic         Good Humor Classic 
Vanilla Bar        Good Humor Sidewalk Sundae Cone        
Good Humor Strawberry Shortcake        Good Humor Toasted 
Almond        Good Humor Chocolate Candy        Good Humor 
Chocolate Eclair        Klondike Chocolate Movie Bites        
Popsicle Tingle Twister        Popsicle Firecracker        Popsicle 
Twister Blue Raspberry, Cherry and Cherry Cola    
 
_Click._     
 
Speaking of squeamishness about body fluids, I finally 
figured out why the Good Humor Company chose their 
name. They sell frozen replenishments to hot people low on 
body fluids. In a world as polarized as ours, they have a hard 
but essential function.  
 
_Click. _        
 
ETYMOLOGY OF THE TERM “GOOD HUMOR”  
 
Is the true meaning of the term Good Humor “Full Body 
Fluids”? The word “good” is Old English. It goes back to the 
Germanic word gut (pronounced “goot”). Its most ancient 
source seems to be the prehistoric Germanic word gath, which 
meant to bring together, and is the source of our English 
words gather and together. Webster’s primary modern 
definitions of the word are: Sufficient or satisfactory for its 
purpose. In excess, ample, full. The word humor stems from 
the Latin humere, which means to    be moist. From this word 
came the word humidus, the source of the English word 
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humid. At first, humor meant simply ‘liquid’, in particular, 
the four bodily fluids blood, phlegm, choler, and black bile, 
which in medieval days were the object of much superstition. 
Gradually the meaning changed to ‘mental disposition or 
mood at a    particular time,’ and ‘inclination or whim’. In the 
late 17th century it finally developed into the modern 
meaning of funniness.  
 
_Click. _ 
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CHAPTER 17. 
ROSEANNE, BIG ARNOLD AND THE BIG PHONE BOOTH 
 
 
September 26 (Tues.) 
The Bishop told me he had another route for me to try, Route 
1. Before the driver had quit, he would bring in three hundred 
dollars a day all the time, he said. I agreed immediately, 
although that pitch sounded all-too familiar. I told him that I 
didn’t care any more how much money I made, since I was 
driving for the end-of-season bonus, and I needed all the 
experiences I could get for my ice cream novel that I was 
going to write during the off-season. He then got out a spare 
city map and marked the route with a magic marker. I took 
the map and went to get my inventory, then sat in the truck 
looking at the map. The route was marked in black. It was a 
big square that started on 88th avenue and went north to 
120th avenue, all almost due north of the company lot, at the 
border between Commerce City and the city of Thorny. I got 
to 88th avenue and started to drive into the ‘hoods, then 
decided to size-up my route, and drove down to 120th avenue 
along the western side. Then I started into the ‘hoods, 
intending on slowly working my way back to 88th. The first 
neighborhood I found myself in was having some kind of 
trash fest. Every curb was filled with an accumulation of large 
junk, such as TVs, mattresses, broken refrigerators, chairs. 
This must have been some kind of special free pickup day for 
large junk items. I didn’t sell much, but I did have a lot of fun 
inspecting the junk piles. More than once I almost stopped, 
got out, and threw some interesting item on board. For 
instance, there was this wooden eagle bust, and an easy chair. 
I resisted the temptation. I saw a couple in a junky pickup 
going through a larger than usual pile of junk in front of 
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somebody’s yard. Their pickup was filled with junk. They 
were probably making more money than me, I was thinking. I 
waved at them, and they waved back. The weather became 
touch-and-go. I found some kids playing on the street at 5:50 
p.m., and sold them a Firecracker and a Bubble Gum Swirl. 
As I did so, the rain finally cut loose, a light drizzle, fogging 
my windshield and making me turn on the wipers and the 
headlights. It was freezing cold. One of the kids standing 
there asked me “why do you guys come out in bad weather?” 
I said we didn’t, that when it gets bad we call it a day. I lied. I 
swung around the corner and kept hoping to find more 
customers. Kids, after all, love to play in the rain. But by 6 
p.m. it was raining cats and dogs. I pulled over hoping it 
would clear, but by 6:30 I knew it was over. I drove back to 
the lot in the rain, miserable. For the first time I could have 
actually used a coat. When I got there at 6:50, the gates were 
closed, and the visitor parking lot in front was filled with ice 
cream trucks. I had to get in line even here. We all used the 
time to count our ice cream. Ironically, it was clear around 
this part of town. A glorious sunset bathed us as we sat 
around with our engines running. I always returned to the lot 
between the evenings, as the Bible puts it, or, in Hebrew ben 
ha arbayim. You have to have studied the Bible a long time to 
know what that really means. It comes from the Book of 
Exodus, chapter 12, verse 6. If the Bible is a conspiracy, here’s 
the keystone. This is the passage telling the faithful when to 
sacrifice their Passover lambs and when to eat them. Since 
Jesus is supposed to be the Lamb of God, the three synoptic 
gospels Matthew, Mark and Luke seem to portray Jesus as 
eating the Passover with his disciples along with the Jewish 
nation, then being crucified the next afternoon, while John 
portrays him as eating his last supper with his disciples on the 
night before the Passover meal, then himself being crucified 
as the lambs are slain for the Jewish nation the next afternoon. 
This contradiction has long been fodder for infidels, but I 
think the true solution is that John is right and the other three 
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are actually describing the same thing with tricky language, 
that is, tricky to non-Jews, but easily understood by real Jews. 
Not that the Jews themselves were unanimous. The 
Samaritans and Sadducees split with the main party of 
Pharisees, with the former taking the surface synoptic gospel 
position and the latter the John position. If the gospels were 
written today, there would be similar confusion two thousand 
years from now. The local time system is a poor thing to base 
a history on, since two thousand years from now the time 
zones, daylight savings time, Greenwich Mean Time, and all 
that jazz will no doubt be obfuscated into scholar fodder. 
Finally the Italians arrived in their white van and opened the 
gates, outside which I was languishing, afraid of the dogs and 
the buzzards. It was about 7:20 p.m. It was still light enough 
to see. I reported a grand total of sixty-three dollars’ retail 
sales. As I stood in line to cash out, I saw the Preacher. He 
said he had a bad day because of the rain, just like me. When I 
said I did sixty-three bucks he said that’s about what he did. 
The Pirate chimed in that he didn’t even do that much. 
Smokes said she had done ninety. Sharing misfortune like 
that buoyed my spirits. I came straggling home with a net 
profit of ten bucks. 
 
September 27 (Wed.) 
The Bishop surprised me by chewing me out in the window 
this morning, saying that if I couldn’t sell more than I did the 
other day they might as well close my truck up for the winter, 
since I wasn’t making enough to even pay for the insurance. I 
told him that if he thought he could do better, he could go out 
in my truck for me while I manned the lot. At least I could 
make minimum wage the way you do, I added. He hated it 
when I said that. That’s why I said it. I told him that maybe I 
had started on the wrong end of Route 1, that instead of 
starting on 120th avenue and working south, I’d start on 88th 
avenue and work north. He told me that Route 1 didn’t go to 
120th avenue. I said it was clearly marked with black magic 



The Ice Cream Man 

378 

marker. He asked me to show him the map he had given me 
when I came by in the truck to get the gas. I did. He explained 
to me that yesterday he had marked Route 1 in yellow magic 
marker, and that the black magic markings were for Route 2. 
There was a driver driving Route 2, he said, and it was a 
miracle we didn’t cross each other’s paths. He acted amused 
as he told me that this driver had wondered why sales were 
slack yesterday. I guess I had stolen sixty-three bucks’ worth 
from him without realizing it. The Bishop then traced Route 1 
with his hand carefully for me so that I wouldn’t have any 
questions. I told him I’d find it this time. This route was in 
Commerce City, which made sense, since it was, after all, 
Route 1. It consisted of two loops that were widely separated, 
like a butterfly, by no man’s lands, mainly highways and 
industrial blight. In the middle was the Big City Flea Market. 
Across the street from that, the Bishop had told me, was the 
biggest trailer park in the big city, Hiccup. Roseanne had 
lived there, he said, before she made it big and met big 
Arnold, that is, Tom, not the real big Arnold, the one he 
starred with in Eraser. She used to go to the big city and hone 
her comic act in the Comedy Club. Did our Comic live there 
too? I asked. If not, maybe he should move in. She might be 
driving around one day incognito out of nostalgia and spot 
him giving a performance off the porch of his trailer. Thinking 
about Tom Arnold, I wondered how he stood such an ugly-
mouthed trailer park trash bitch, no matter how rich she was. 
And why did he star in a movie with the other Big Arnold? To 
confuse the world forever? Roseanne Arnold, Tom Arnold. 
That’s two people with three first names. I bet he’s Jewish like 
she is, and that neither of them eats kosher. Her body image 
wouldn’t be a very good advertisement. Not that I cared. 
Jehovah had nailed kosher to the torture stake along with his 
son, the ultimate Jehovah’s Witness. Leaving the lot, I sailed 
straight to the giant flea market, a mile long and half a mile 
deep, now deserted, the customer gates looking like highway 
tollbooths. I began noticing signs posted in front offering part-
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time jobs at nine bucks an hour to start – staggered signs, like 
those old Burma Shave roadside signs, that had a few words 
at a time, building up the message to keep your attention as 
you cruised. The flea market was only open during the cold 
months on Wednesdays, Saturdays, and Sundays. I knew this 
from having gone there with mother in better years, as if their 
constant TV ads didn’t remind me. That would be three times 
eight or 24 hours work a week probably, for a total of $216 a 
week if I worked there. I could see myself working there in 
the winters, as long as they didn’t make me stand on my feet 
all day, then going back to the ice cream truck during the 
summers, which let me make money sitting on my butt, for 
endless years, then getting skin cancer and ending up 
weighing 80 pounds right before croaking green stuff and 
giving up the ghost. At least after I died all my novels would 
end up getting taken over by Niecey and/or Sissy, and 
suddenly become best sellers, my legend of living and 
laboring in poverty helping the marketing program for them, 
like with Mozart. I turned into Hiccup Trailer Park, 
immediately feeling the trailer park trash miasma crawling 
over me like a flea. There was an office and a giant map at the 
entrance, but I just turned to the right and decided to go all 
the way to the end, then weave generally back and forth to 
the left. Too bad the streets weren’t in a nice grid, and it didn’t 
work that way. I passed one shabby trailer after another, 
sometimes twice or thrice, imagining what a good wind might 
do to them, while seeing nary a soul. The place was neat as far 
as the roadways were concerned, but it still felt like a trash 
dump. The occasional glimpses of the big flea market and the 
traffic-filled highways surrounding it completed it. There 
were no customers anywhere. It was bleak. Were they hiding? 
Finally I was stopped by a workman in a pickup, a painter 
judging by the paint all over his clothes. He bought one giant 
vanilla ice cream sandwich for $1.75. An hour later I left the 
trailer park without selling another dime. I tried to imagine 
which of the trailers had been Roseanne’s, and how it must 
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have rocked off its springs every night as she was ridden like 
a hog at a fair by her boyfriend. I kind of recalled her bio on 
TV once. She hadn’t met Tom Arnold yet, I don’t think. She 
was a depressed, neurotic psycho, in and out of mental 
hospitals, as I recall. No doubt her boyfriends all beat her 
between shags, and, from what I have seen of her, she 
deserved it. As Aldous Huxley once said, we participate in a 
tragedy. At a comedy we only look. She probably single-
handedly supported the ice cream trucks going through her 
trailer park. Now, it was famine time for me unless I found 
some business somewhere else in this godforsaken trash bin 
of blue collar bustle they call Commerce City. I drove in one 
wing of the butterfly until 4 p.m., at which point my total 
sales were 29 dollars. I was seriously wondering if I’d even 
reach 33 dollars, the breakpoint to pay for the gas in the truck. 
I decided to spend the rest of my time in the other wing, 
finding it took a half hour to get there. The first place I turned 
into there was another trailer park, this one having a sign 
saying it was only for people 55 and up. In less than ten years 
I’d qualify myself. Nice to know. This trailer park was far 
classier than the Hiccup. The trailers were neater, and I could 
see little old lady touches, such as frilly curtains and handicap 
rails. Almost every trailer had some model of Cadillac parked 
in front of it. Probably these people had all owned homes then 
sold them and retired here, having enough to buy a Caddy 
too. The poorest trailers had old Caddys. Unfortunately, no 
kiddies. I had gone half through the park and begun to regret 
it, when all of I sudden I saw a kiddie. I was passing the row 
she was in, so I braked, and violated my own rules by going 
into reverse. Luckily, there was no traffic here so nothing 
happened. I turned into the row as the kiddie did the ice 
cream dance, waving for me to stop. I did. Soon an elderly 
grandmother type came out and bought her a Rainbow 
popsicle. I kept my music on, and the rabbit effect worked 
even here. Another grandmother came up and bought, even 
though she had no kiddie. I felt like this would change my 
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luck here, but after I left these people the rest of the park was 
like a graveyard. I went onto the meat of the route, going up 
and down one street after another, selling little. Once in 
awhile I got a bite. It must have been far better in the good 
months. By the end I was at just over ninety dollars. As I came 
into the shed to cash out, I saw the Pirate, and he asked me if I 
had done as poorly as him. I told him I had broke ninety 
bucks, and he said that was better than he had done. What 
happened to your golf course? I asked. It closed on Labor 
Day, he replied. The Comic was there, and I asked him if he 
knew about Hiccup Trailer Park, and that his hero Roseanne 
had lived there. He said no, he never heard of it, and besides, 
Roseanne wasn’t his hero. He despised “the bitch”. 
Professional rivalry, I guess. I dropped the subject. When I got 
up to the window, I saw a young Italian woman in the right 
side. I asked the Bishop who that was, and he said his wife. 
Funny, but I never even imagined him as a married man. So 
much for the priesthood. The wife talked to him in Italian. 
They acted like an old married couple, hidden meanings and 
innuendos in their Italian chitchat. She asked his help several 
times, small things like how to work the dollar bill counter. It 
jammed easily, and she didn’t know what to do. He got up, 
took over, and showed her how to take the bottom bill that 
jammed out of the stack, put it on the top, and run it through 
again until it ran clean and gave a good count. He was the 
boss all right. I wondered what it would be like to be married 
to a bishop. Most bishops just have concubines and choirboys. 
I drove home in my Jap POS with a total of seventeen bucks 
profit for eight hours work. I saw it now. They had me 
trapped. I couldn’t afford not to work until the end and get 
my bonus, to make up for days like this. My daily receipt that 
they gave me at the right window told me what my projected 
bonus was, and it was now over seven hundred dollars. That 
was about how much I figured I’d lose by driving the rest of 
the season out, but since it works out even, I relaxed. The 
weather was so pleasant and cool that it almost seemed like a 
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crime to be making as much as I did in July and August 
anyway. 
 
September 28 (Thurs.) 
At the window this morning the Bishop chewed me out again, 
saying that he couldn’t believe I did so poorly in “one of the 
best routes we have”. I told him to try driving it and then 
check back with me. He replied that if I wanted to make a bet, 
he’d drive the route today, and if he did two hundred or 
better, he’d take my end-of-season bonus for the prize. I was 
tempted, but smart enough to decline. There wasn’t even a 
prize offered me if I won. He asked me if I was “driving the 
Farmland area”. I said that the name didn’t sound familiar. 
He pulled out a city map and showed me an elementary 
school at the far southeast corner of the route, in a residential 
area that was no more than two miles by one mile in extent. 
The school was called Farmland Elementary. “This area is 
chock full of kiddies. If you didn’t go there it’s no wonder you 
did so poorly. Try that today and I hope you do better.” I 
headed for Farmland first thing. I passed the Big City Flea 
Market and the Hiccup, going down a long mixed industrial-
country (MIC) road that looked like it was going nowhere. By 
MIC I mean one property would be running pigs and 
chickens, the next a trucking company. Going by the map, I 
turned at a cockeyed intersection into a neighborhood I had 
never seen until now. The houses were in neat rows, with 
wide streets, but they were all tiny little affairs, more like 
mobile homes sunk into the ground, a lot like the ones near 
the company lot. After driving around awhile, I will never 
criticise the Ranch again. Talk about all the houses looking the 
same. How many ways can you decorate a mobile home? 
Some houses had elaborate lawns and flowers. One had a sign 
saying that a man, a wife, and her cute ass lived there, with a 
drawing of a jackass. One had a bunch of religious statues in 
front. One had a covered wagon wheel fence. Things like that. 
None of them could have been more than two bedrooms. This 
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was the pit of blue-collar hell. Not that it didn’t have a pride 
in being blue collar, low class, classless, no taste, at the bottom 
of the food chain, the bottom of the hand-me-down chain. 
Dead-end jobs were accepted gladly. Union jobs with long-
term employment were the ultimate dream. Dirty work, hard 
labor, all were a way of life. It was like a hunted man holing 
up and making his stand at his own little Alamo. The last 
stand in life itself. At least it was big enough and mixed 
enough to be interesting, even if most of it was look don’t 
touch. At one end was a kind of main street, all two lanes of it. 
There was some kind of bar slash pool hall, with several 
vehicles parked in front even during a weekday afternoon. A 
little farther down the road was a Jehovah’s Witness Kingdom 
Hall, closed and empty. Between the two this must have been 
this podunk town’s main pastimes. Further down was a giant 
propane tank farm. As I drove the houses around it I couldn’t 
help but imagining what would happen if you know what. 
Nice place to raise kiddies. Not that I saw many. I returned 
with ninety-five dollars’ sales. The Bishop cashed me out and 
said nothing. I went home. Another day in the salt mines. 
Okay, I always say that as I leave.  
 
September 29 (Fri.) 
The Bishop chewed me out again this morning. When I told 
him I had driven the Farmland area from one end to the other, 
he replied that if he were I he’d not have just driven it once, 
but over and over, “until they had to buy to get rid of you.” I 
thanked him for the great wise tip. Today I had a stunning 
revelation. I had lived here before, not a mile from the 
Farmland school. Back when I was three years old, and this 
area was new, and was called Derby, my dad had bought a 
house here, and I was just old enough to remember one 
incident that forever scarred my life. I was a momma’s boy, of 
course, and clung to her, which was natural since dad was 
always on the road, being a long distance truck driver. 
However, I had a streak in me that was wild, daredevil. One 
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hot July day I snuck away from mother and waddled to the 
corner, where there was a phone booth. I was carrying an 
alligator-skin valise, which mother had given me, probably a 
picture album, but which I called my “doctor’s bag”. I loved 
to play doctor. Anyway, I wanted to go into the phone booth 
and call my nurse, so I did. I got in, grabbed for the phone, 
and reached it. In the meantime the door closed on me, and 
soon I realized I couldn’t get out. I was trapped. I bawled, 
helpless, suffocating, dying, enraged and scared, and all I 
remember is mother coming and saving me. She divorced 
daddy while living there, and he even tried to charge her rent 
for a while, until she moved out. Now, as I was driving 
around the extreme southwest corner of this neighborhood, I 
recognized the street, Con Carne. The old house was still 
there, 7630 Con Carne. The neighborhood was mainly 
Hispanic now. The next street to the west was a highway with 
a gas station and a car wash, and to the north was a decrepit 
thrift store on a crazy thoroughfare that slashed diagonally. 
To the east was a welding yard with train tracks going 
through it. I drove slowly by, seeing several men in welding 
hoods welding something to something else, pipes I think. 
There was a sign saying welders wanted. That site would 
make a great scene for a Stephen King horror novel. The 
retarded man who lives with his old mum and welds pipes by 
day, and tortures women by night. I sold nothing on my old 
block. The old phone booth wasn’t there anymore. Nobody 
cared. I wheeled around onto the next block coming back 
north. When I got home I told mother about seeing our old 
place in Derby. I asked her what she remembered about it. 
She told me not to bring it up, that she had spent some of the 
worst years of her life there with “that devil I married”. I 
asked her if she wanted to come visit it with me sometime, 
and she said no. She then went into a long monologue about 
her bad marriage to daddy, how he would leave nothing in 
the refrigerator for us while at the same time going gambling 
or even to buy a new suit of clothes, how he would get wild 
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and once held a German Luger to her head, a Luger which he 
claimed he had taken off a dead German soldier he had killed 
in WWII, where the killing made him lose it, and how she had 
divorced him one day, after she learned he was philandering 
with another woman, telling him it was over, and locking him 
out of the house. She asked me if I remembered any of it and I 
said no, which she said was understandable as I was too 
young. I told her I remembered being locked in the phone 
booth, and she said she did too. “You were a wild little kid,” 
she said. “A mother’s boy, but you had a wild streak. When 
you were born you were so fair that you looked like a girl 
more than a boy. Once when I was carrying you on a bus 
some man came up to me and said, She’s cute, isn’t she?” 
Then, she told me, I had a hard time breaking the bottle habit, 
loving warm milk so much that she finally threw all the 
bottles away one day when I was almost two, when most kids 
get off the bottle at one. I remembered that. It was the most 
shattering event of my life. It was after this that I wanted to 
play doctor. Sissy is a year younger, and I played doctor on 
her. The only problem was that I was a destructive doctor. I 
had an insatiable urge to know how everything worked, but 
was too young to read, so I would just tear things up until I 
got to the guts and saw the trick inside. Consequently I had 
no toys, just junk. The doctor’s bag was one thing I couldn’t 
break. I knew how it worked. I had torn the zipper up. I was 
jealous of Sissy, because I wanted to be the only baby. Then 
mother really betrayed me, having another baby, a female, 
two years younger than me. This time I took action. Clinical 
action. I took a baby chair and hit her over the head. It caused 
her to go into a brain haemorrhage and develop cerebral 
palsy. Forever after she had to be institutionalized. Mother 
said she didn’t blame me for it, that I was too young to know 
what I was doing. Daddy was supposed to be watching me at 
the time, but instead he was watching some sports on TV, and 
let me do anything I wanted. She forever blamed it on him, 
and that was one of the things that led to the divorce. He 
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blamed himself too, apparently, and felt guilty about it until 
the day he died. I never felt guilty, yet I had been the one who 
did it. Maybe that is what my problem is. I got away with the 
sin of Cain, and forever felt above the law, like a god. I 
couldn’t allow myself to feel guilt, because no one would 
make me. Instead, I became a lifelong law to myself, a savior 
sometimes, a devil sometimes, but always feeling like I could 
get away with murder. The sister whose life I ruined, 
ironically, looked a lot more like me than Sissy did. Sissy took 
after daddy. I took after mother. Sissy, to give her credit, had 
to get tough to live with a budding murderer like me, and 
learn to hold her own. She did. Now she says I never showed 
her much affection in childhood, although she showed it to 
me. I couldn’t show her affection. She took after daddy, and 
was a black ass. It was his fault I hit our sister over the head 
with a chair. That made him a black ass forever. I wanted to 
hit Sissy over the head too. One time I tried it, with a potty 
chair, but this time mother caught me in time. My relationship 
with Sissy was forever colored by my desire to be the only 
child, and to get rid of anybody else competing for mother’s 
affections. I was like a cat. Cats don’t like each other, always 
want to be the only cat. Except I’m not a cat. 
 
September 30 (Sat.) 
Thirty days past September. I knew I wasn’t selling much in 
Derby, but I loved going there now, to try to recapture my 
childhood. However, on weekends I planned on going to the 
Ranch, so I did. As I drove, my mind was not on the Ranch, it 
was on Derby. There was something trying to get into my 
conscious from my unconscious. Not the usual self-
deprecating stuff. Something new. Today I noticed something 
new about the Ranch. There are no birds. None. All day I was 
on the watch for birds flying overhead, perching on roofs, 
building nests, but there weren’t any. Of course they couldn’t 
build nests in little tiny trees, but they might have tried some 
of the roofs. Funny, but all summer I wasn’t even noticing. 
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Was it like this all summer? No birds? If there were birds, 
where did they all go? I know they are supposed to fly south 
for the winter, but back at my house in the inner city there are 
still many. People take to feeding them, you know, so they 
say why bother, and stay all winter. All they want is the 
scraps off our tables. Where did the birds go? When I 
returned to the lot, the Godfather was standing up front by 
the office, extra sheets in hand. I stopped, motioned back, and 
he came up and handed me one. I don’t know why I always 
forget to take a sheet with me in the morning, I flustered. 
There must be too many other things on my mind, he said. As 
the Godfather came up to my truck, where it stood in the dirt 
road between the first line of trucks and the fence, and saw 
his smiling face from a certain angle, I had a stunning 
revelation. I had seen him before, when I was a kid, when I 
lived in Derby. He had been my first ice cream man. Mother 
had taken me up to him and bought for me. I’m sure I 
remember him now, that babyish face of his. I asked him if 
when he was young he was cute and a momma’s boy. He 
made a babyish face and said “shore.” In a way he was more 
my daddy than my real one, who was long passed into worm 
food and was hopefully being tormented in the fires of hell. 
Maybe that was the source of my passion for this job. It was a 
quest for my real daddy. Not that I told him any of that. I did 
ask him if he ever drove in Derby forty years ago, and he said 
he did. I told him that I was a kid then and he might have 
been my ice cream man. He smiled and said he probably had 
been. That was the end of the conversation. I had work to do. 
Off I drove to my corner at the end of the lot and got to work 
doing the inventory, while living in the past. 
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CHAPTER 18. 
THE STEAK DINNER 
 
October 1 (Sun.) 
I lost an hour at the lot this morning while the giant truck 
arrived from the distributor with the final shipment of ice 
cream. It backed into the lot, right up to the office and the 
main freezer. A foot either way and it would have toppled the 
gas pump over, or smashed the office wall. The driver had 
good eyes. I was right there watching, along with the Italians. 
The driver opened up the back door, revealing a load of 
cardboard ice cream boxes that took only a tiny portion of the 
vast truck floor. The truck was too huge. Along the back were 
meat hooks. I knew what those were for, but didn’t talk. Why 
else come on Sunday? Talking too much and straightening my 
freezer too straight could be fatal. The President started the 
fire line, receiving the boxes one by one from the truck driver, 
then putting them into a grocery cart until it was packed full, 
then handing it to the Bishop, Admiral, or Mechanic, who 
rotated turns, wheeling the carts into the main freezer. 
Meanwhile the Godfather watched over it all, with a saintly 
smile. The truck must have been from the Good Humor 
factory in Green Bay, Wisconsin, the home of the football 
cheeseheads. I asked the President about it and he said no, it 
was from the local distributor in the big city. Made sense. As I 
realized the other drivers were already in line at the window, 
I got in fifth place, even though I was there first. The Pirate 
was in fourth place. He showed me a new box of napkins he 
had bought for his truck, along with the business card he had 
made, and a receipt for dog biscuits. He had his own style. I 
guess it was his right. After all, he was an independent 
contractor. We all were. You cheat yourself by acting like a 
mere employee, he told me. The Bishop told me and the other 
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drivers present at the time that the last two weeks have on-
again off-again weather that could cause them to have to shut 
down for a day, a few days, or even a week, and that we 
couldn’t take any days off now except those caused by bad 
weather. As he put it, we’d have to come in every good day 
from now on. I didn’t know what he could do if we didn’t, 
but I for one wanted to prove my endurance by working as 
many days in a stretch as possible. My current record was 
only five. I had hoped to have eight full hours at the Ranch, 
but when I got there I knew I’d only have seven. Still, that 
was double what I was getting on weekdays, since it was 
dead until 4 p.m. usually, and I could only go to 7:30 p.m. 
even in Route 1, which was ten to fifteen minutes away from 
the lot. Whassup, bro? That was how the new driver greeted 
me in the shed today. He was from Africa, Uganda I think. Or 
was it Nigeria? He was getting a late start in the season, but 
money is money, and you’re paid on a daily basis, cash on the 
barrel. Somehow I couldn’t get him out of my mind all day. 
Visions of him driving ice cream trucks in Africa or 
something. I had once been in jail for a week, and spent the 
time playing chess and cards with the other inmates, mostly 
Hispanic and black. I soon met an African, from Nigeria he 
claimed. He had the deepest, most masculine voice I had ever 
heard, better even than James Earl Jones and Shaka Zulu. He 
was in for domestic violence or something, he wasn’t too 
clear. In jail you can ask somebody what they’re in for, but 
don’t press for details. Jailhouse snitches and all that. When I 
asked him where he was from, expecting an answer like 
Monticello, and when he said darkest Africa, I was wowed. 
He soon got tired of playing chess with me, since I always 
won. It wasn’t his game, he finally told me. He was good at 
gin rummy, spades, and dominoes. Dominoes was my 
weakest game. Black people are hard to beat at it. Don’t play 
them for money. The Nigerian told me many stories. One of 
them was about getting a barrel full of water buffalo meat 
given to his family, and how he loved it. It tasted like beef, he 
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said, but more fatty. Look out Hollywood, here comes a 
looker. Today the Ranch was good, very good. I wished I 
could just sleep all week and work weekends, but I can’t. I 
have to please the Bishop, add more towards my bonus, and 
get more material for my novel. You never quit learning in 
this business, and I learned one new trick today. It’s called the 
mock turtle. The trick is not to go five miles an hour, it’s to go 
five miles an hour for fifty feet, stop, wait, then go five miles 
an for another fifty feet. Just never let them see you stop. This 
creates an audio illusion that I’ve been stopped by somebody 
and “let go”, and am now “freed up” to go a “little further”. It 
seems to work, shaking the peeping lurkieloos out of the 
woodwork after their rabbit instincts are aroused. They never 
seem to figure out they’ve been had. And once the first real 
customer appears, the rabbit principle often snowballs it. I did 
about $300 in seven hours, an average of $40 an hour, not as 
good as the good days, but good enough. I bet a less 
knowledgeable driver would have only done $200. I could 
kiss myself. My bladder even feels young again. Today I 
passed the sheriff’s car, always parked in front of the same 
house on the southwest side of my route. It’s always so spic 
and span, the tires so perfectly filled, so square and 
professional. I resist an impulse to salute it every time. If they 
maintained my truck half as well as they did that car, that’d 
be the day the world ended. The Godfather didn’t give me as 
much dry ice as usual today, and I didn’t sell too much, so 
that by supper time my selling box was filled with almost 
hollow blocks of taped newspaper with little chunks of dry ice 
rattling around inside. One man saw them and grabbed one, 
and when he found how empty it was, he gave an aha sound 
and said, “So that’s how you do it! You just let the dry ice 
evaporate and throw the newspaper away.” I told him he was 
right. When I repeated that to the Bishop tonight, he corrected 
me. “It doesn’t evaporate. It sublimates. Converts from solid 
to gas directly.” Thinking about it, the word evaporate means 
to turn from liquid to gas, so I should have said sublimate. 
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But if I had, he might have bolted away like a shot deer and 
hurt himself. Most people fear science, you know. 
 
October 2 (Mon.)  
When I came up to the window this morning the Bishop had 
me meet another driver who used to drive Route 1, and had 
no trouble selling three hundred dollars a day, he said. It 
turned out to be a woman, the one with the belt coin changer. 
She looked a lot like Bette Midler, I now noticed. In fact, the 
more I looked at her, the more she looked like Bette Midler. 
The Bishop told her to “show where the money is” in the 
route, and asked if I still had the map. I did. I arranged for her 
to show me after I had gassed up. I left my truck idling in the 
front parking lot and walked back to her truck, where the 
Godfather was working on it. It seems it wouldn’t start. He 
had a battery charger hooked up to it. She took my map and 
asked me if I knew where Route 2 was. I said no. She asked if 
I knew where the Big Silo was, and again I said no. She 
pointed, and I knew what she meant, the big grain silo that 
dominated the landscape for miles here. There’s a bar right 
next to it, she said, and if you go there at exactly 3:00 p.m. and 
stand in the lot they will come out and order thirty or forty 
dollars worth, “guaranteed”. Just one problem, she said. It’s 
illegal for ice cream trucks to sell there. But if you just slip in 
and out real quick, it’s a snap. I thanked her. What about the 
rest of the route? I asked. First, she said, it’s all a matter of 
timing. If you drive a neighborhood at the wrong time, you’ll 
sell nothing. You have to realize that people are at work until 
5-6 p.m. in some neighborhoods, others have retired people 
who are there all day, and then there’s the kiddies returning 
from school. I said I already knew all that and that at this time 
of year it didn’t help because of the short days. She didn’t 
reply. The lesson was over. I went straight to Farmland, drove 
it once, then twice, reaching a grand total of twenty-five 
bucks. It was then about 2:00 p.m. I had a full hour and a half 
before the kiddies got out of school, so I went to the northeast 
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corner, where the road to the Big City Flea Market starts, and, 
noticing some pockets of residential houses on the map 
between here and there, decided to try them. It was a little 
hairy trying to go onto and off the busy main road into little 
pockets of farmhouses and residential streets, but I had an 
hour to kill. At one place I came to a giant, well-tended field 
that had several football goalposts planted up and down its 
length. Driving around it I saw a sign saying that it was a 
football field created after some person had had a vision. It 
was devoid of people. Not a football day. I imagined all those 
black eyes, and all that raw steak. After an hour of fruitless 
driving I headed back for Farmland, and got there just as the 
kiddies were barrelling out by the hundreds in all directions, 
parents’ cars blocking traffic, and tying me up so that I 
couldn’t move. When I finally inched to a residential street, I 
turned onto it, expected to be mobbed. Nothing. Kids passed 
my truck on foot like I was a street cleaner. I drove through 
one herd of kids after another for a half hour, selling nothing. 
I loved this not. After all the kiddies disappeared in their tiny 
homes, I had no choice but to circle through Farmland one 
more time. Nothing. I began to wonder if I were a ghost, 
invisible to their eyes. Suddenly I realized I’d forgotten the 
bar. I navigated to the railroad tracks, frantic to find a way to 
the highway. It was a dead end. I turned, drove six blocks 
parallel to the tracks, and finally found the highway. I 
leadfooted it back to Commerce Blvd., seeing the giant silo. I 
got to the 8-way intersection at 69th, hooked a right-left onto 
the parallel road, and zoomed down towards where Bette had 
told me the bar was. I finally found it. It was more of a bar 
and grill. I could smell the steaks cooking. Very animal juices 
stirred in me. I sat in the parking lot for fifteen minutes. No 
one came out or bought anything. I guess I had been too late. 
Either that or I had gone to the wrong place. I turned 
disgustedly back to the highway, and got back to the 
Farmland neighborhood. It was as if the kiddies had never 
been running, like it had been a dream. I saw just a kid here 
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and there, playing in a yard or on the street. I drove until 7:00 
p.m., selling precious little. One good new customer made it 
worthwhile though. A gorgeous young white stacked 
divorced mother, wearing a bust-revealing blouse and short 
jeans, like Daisy Mae, and sporting a cherry ice cream smile. 
Her boy stopped the truck and she came out after him. The 
boy didn’t look at the menu, and neither did she. He just 
started hopping up and down, saying “Mario! Mario!” She 
asked how much a nutty buddy and a Mario came to, and I 
said $3.60. Adults favored the “nutty buddy”, especially 
when they didn’t want to study the menu, or didn’t even see 
it on the side of the truck, and didn’t want to look too 
ignorant when they didn’t see it inside my truck, where it 
wasn’t. A flash of insight hit me just then. The Godfather 
made sure there was no menu inside the truck so that, when 
they looked for it, they’d see instead the bubble gum 
products, and maybe become impulse buyers. Sneaky. She 
sent her boy back to the house to get her wallet, looking very 
cherry. Meanwhile a little girl came up, a Hispanic, from a 
few houses down. The rabbit principle at work. She asked me 
how much it would cost and I said two dollars since I thought 
she would go back and ask her mother for money, and two 
dollars buys anything on my menu, and if they pick 
something other than the Pokémon or Italian Ice that I suggest 
to them, I have a good chance of getting them to take bubble 
gum as change. She ran into the house and came back with a 
Ziploc bag full of change, and bought a Firecracker, which 
was only $1.25, handing me about five dollars in change, 
which made me have to count it out and hand most of it back. 
As I tried to hand her the coins, she had to stand on her 
tiptoes and reach up over the selling box, and dropped many 
of the coins, causing her to chase them, then come back up to 
me for more. Then, just as I thought I was done with her, her 
little brother ran up and he too shouted for a Mario, causing 
her to repeat the burlesque with me. Meanwhile the buxom 
lass was standing by. I asked the Hispanic girl where her 
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mother was, and she said at work. I guessed she left her kids 
to fend for themselves. When the Hispanic kids left, I was left 
alone with Daisy Mae. My eyes feasted on her like a steak 
dinner. She looked good enough to eat. Even with the blood. 
Not that it was that time of the month. I realized she was 
staring at my crotch. I reached reflexively for it and found my 
zipper was half unzipped. I zipped it up. Clumsy me. Let us 
play shuffleboard. She licked her lips with relish. I guess this 
was a signal. Women, no matter how much they want 
equality, never act equal. They never initiate anything. They 
want to be passive. Licking their lips is about as forward as 
they get. Most times they won’t even look straight at you, 
much less stare. They like to exhibit themselves like my block 
dyke, turning their backs to you and bending over, as if you 
have to come and get it. But she never turned her back to me. 
Funny but I remembered my reading just then, Desmond 
Morris’ The Naked Ape. He said that since man evolved from 
the ape, which fucks from the rear like dogs, the large breasts 
of the female evolved to simulate an ass from the front, so that 
the new species of homo sapiens could walk on two legs and 
fuck missionary style, with the male imagining those two 
breasts hunched-up as an ass that they were taking the ape 
way. So, when a woman turns towards you, she is tempting 
you to copulate, yet when she turns away from you, she is 
also tempting you, not to copulate, but to get her to turn 
around so you can copulate. It must be crazy to be a woman 
with big breasts. She even talked to me, so I started out by 
asking her if she were divorced. She said yes. That gave me 
encouragement. Not that I wanted to get married, or raise 
somebody else’s brood, just maybe fuck, zip up, and get back 
to work. I was about to ask something more bold when the 
boy ran up with her wallet. I looked at him more closely and 
realized he was half-black and half-white. I glanced over my 
shoulder at where he had come from. On the porch was a 
black man wearing a baseball cap and swinging a quart-sized 
beer bottle of malt liquor. He had been sitting there the whole 
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time. That’s another principle. A woman with a mate only 
acts brave with another man if the mate has her on a short 
leash. Like a dog. No, like a cat. A cat on a leash. They had 
probably just fucked minutes before I arrived. I cancelled all 
my lecherous plans for her immediately. Thoughts of 
wallowing in melted ice cream, somebody else’s. Not that I’m 
against black-white sex, I just don’t like to think about it. I 
have my own problems, and don’t need to solve everybody 
else’s. A day at a time, that’s my motto. Not that I would have 
left my truck with all the ice cream in it. An ice cream driver 
never leaves his truck. But it’s fun to play around the limits of 
the rules. As if on cue, the man came up and put his arm 
around her, smiling big white teeth, and making jokes about 
something I couldn’t quite hear. He then read the menu 
carefully and ordered a giant vanilla ice cream sandwich, 
which is what I would have ordered if I had carefully read the 
menu. She then paid for him. I realized later that that woman 
looked a lot like my mother did when she was young. I had 
pictures. Forty-some years makes a big difference. I wondered 
if the boy would end up like me one day. If so, I had a job for 
him. This was my biggest sale of the day, too. When quitting 
time neared, I was hoping I’d just break a hundred. It was on 
my way out, so I decided to view my old childhood home one 
more time. It sucked. Seeing the car wash with a pay phone, I 
suddenly decided to call mother. I swung around the corner 
to the right, realizing that I had been holding up an 18-
wheeler for about a block, then swung into the car wash. 
There was a convenience store and some old man sitting on a 
chair in front of it waved. Everybody waves at the ice cream 
man. I looked but the pay phone disappeared. I gave up, 
snaked around until I came back in front of my old home, 
then passed it again. It still sucked. Coming around the corner 
this time to the left, and left again at the next street, and 
passing almost to the end of the block, I saw what looked like 
a loading dock of a warehouse set way back from the street on 
a dirty parking lot, and a man in jeans and cowboy hat 
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standing and waving. It was that cowboy I’d seen at the QPS 
lot way back when! Soon the Indian came out and stood next 
to him, wearing an Indian blanket, one arm to the side way 
out, like a curtain or a magician or a bullfighter. His eyes were 
savage and sinister. He then parted the blanket, revealing a 
bunch of kids gagged and tied, on their feet, struggling to 
move, eyes popping, beseeching. I hit the gas and started back 
to the lot. I didn’t care anymore. I wasn’t getting paid to save 
the world. Back at the lot, the Admiral got into a 
philosophical-religious discussion with me. Something about 
what paradise, Eden, was. I said something about it being a 
utopia. The Comic, who I didn’t know was eavesdropping, 
butted in. Do you know what the word utopia means? he 
asked  me. I said yes. It means a perfect place, from the Greek 
words eu (good) and topia (place). Wrong. The word utopia, 
he said, literally means no place. He had been waiting at the 
right window and, his receipt being handed him by the 
Cashier, left us without further ado. I was stunned. A comic 
and a scholar too? As the Comic left us, the Admiral told me 
how, in the last few years, they had been getting more and 
more drivers who were artists and geniuses. When I got home 
I got the dictionary out and looked it up, and sure enough, he 
was right. As a novelist in the field you have to keep your 
head on a swivel or you could become utopophobic.  
 
October 3 (Tues.) 
When I came into the shed to get my order, the Bishop 
chewed me out for the miserable totals of the past week. It 
was his job, he said, to maximize the utilization of the 
company’s resources. He said he didn’t understand why I 
couldn’t sell two hundred a day in Route 1, but that today I 
should go back to the Ranch, since I seemed to sell more there, 
even after the long round trip. On the way to the gas pump I 
passed Bette Midler. She was standing outside her truck, as if 
she were afraid to enter it. She came up to me and asked if I’d 
go in her truck and see if I could find what was “stinking it 
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up”. I wondered if an animal had died there during the night. 
I stuck my head in, sniffed, and smelled nothing. I told her 
that maybe a little animal had bedded down in her engine 
during the night because it was nice and warm, and the nights 
were starting to get cold, and when she started the engine she 
scrambled it like a blender. She made a face, said that couldn’t 
be. I opened the hood and saw nothing. I left her there, 
getting back in my truck, about to take off. The Bishop came 
out all of a sudden, looked driven. He said he’d make me a 
bet. If I turned in two fifty tonight he’d buy me a steak dinner. 
I said that was a tall order, but what was the downside if I 
didn’t? Nothing, he said. Since it was a no-lose bet I humored 
him. He waved me off with a priestly blessing as I went to the 
dumpster. As I got onto the on-ramp to the new Commerce 
highway on the way to the interstate, I swerved too late to 
avoid a squashed skunk. Then an overpowering order 
attacked me. No matter how fast I drove, no matter how 
much wind came in, the odor lasted. I must have skunk goop 
on my tires. Great way to start a day. Luckily the odor wore 
off by the time I got to the Ranch. For once the ribbed 
pavement might have had a purpose. I now knew where one 
of Commerce City’s many wonderful smells comes from. 
They should rechristen it Skunktown. On second thought, 
Commerce Shitty is just right. They deserve it. The butthole of 
the state. You can drown in a culvert with no grate, run over a 
skunk, or get your butt chewed by vicious dogs. If you want 
to drown in your bed, try sinking your house into the ground 
up to the windows. The Ranch was hopping today. It must 
have been pent-up demand, from snubbing them for so long 
during the weekdays. I now developed a strategy. I would 
start at City Center Blvd., work the network of construction 
sites until 3:00 p.m., then go to a ‘hood and work the kiddies 
after they got home from school. It worked. Even before I 
could get to the first construction site, I spied a bunch of 
kiddies and parents at the Rimrock recreation field, at the far 
(east) end, where they had a kiddie playground, complete 
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with a circular driveway. Driving up, I was mobbed by 
kiddies pulling parents. Then I went to the construction sites, 
and was immediately flagged down by a pickup truck full of 
Hispanic workers, who all ordered lemon-lime Italian ices, six 
of them. I began to see the construction site area as its own 
land, the land that time forgot, dinoland. The machines that 
poured concrete for the foundations looked like giant 
brontosauruses, their squat bodies anchored on the street with 
retractable legs, their long graceful necks swooping down to 
puke concrete into the waiting forms. Sometimes the neck 
would bob up and down for several minutes while a worker 
stood right next to it, trying to give directions to the operator. 
Other times I’d see tyrannosaurus rexes, earth mover 
machines, big but fast, that would scoop mounds of dirt up on 
one side of a street, then race across the other side and dump 
it, then back. Sometimes there were two t-rexes working side 
by side, in a kind of ferocious savage ballet dance. I almost 
didn’t make it once as I tried to pass through the road 
between them, but I came out unscathed. Construction sites 
are dangerous. Once in awhile I saw a stegosaurus, a 
caterpillar tractor earth flattener, lumbering very slowly, but 
usually stopped, grazing. Mounds of primitive earth, big 
holes, caves made out of concrete, set off by huge dino 
droppings, like in Jurassic Park. I refer to porta-potties. They 
should have sold tickets. When a home was nearly finished 
then little mice would move in, vans owned by flooring 
companies, electricians, interior decorators. Then it moved 
from the Stone Age to the modern age in a fast replay of 
mammalian evolution, until it was safe for mom, dad, and the 
kiddies. The mainly Hispanic workers, caked with mud, dirt, 
paint, wood shavings, looked like cavemen. When they were 
no longer needed the good civilized whites could move in 
and not have to look at them. I saw competition, in the form 
of a Taco Wagon. It didn’t play music, but just pulled up 
about lunchtime and the workers came and bought tacos, 
burritos, and sandwiches. I guess they’ll continue on through 
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the winter, and be glad to be rid of me. It was a little off key 
for me to spend long periods in dinoland, but this late in the 
season I had no choice, since I had literally nowhere else to go 
until the kiddies got out of school. By the time I had left the 
construction sites I was over sixty dollars. Then I perched my 
truck at the edge of a cluster of homes, watching my watch, 
which now said 3:00 p.m., and trying to look nonchalant as I 
waited for a school bus or a SUV with kiddies in it to drive in, 
like an eagle waiting for rabbits. People here had money. If 
they wanted it, they could pay. I sold to virtual mobs, flocking 
to me like the Pied Piper. Everywhere I went it was like 
summer again. I could do no wrong. What was wrong with 
me leaving this route to go fallow while scraping for peanuts 
clear across town? So what if I had to quit early because of the 
long drive back. By 4:00 I had broke a hundred, and by 4:45 
one fifty. And I still had over two hours left. Then it really 
went crazy. I lost track of time. That is how this job worked. If 
you were conscious of time, you weren’t doing good. When 
you lost track of time, you were. When I got back to the lot I 
had steak on my mind. I knew from my head count that I had 
a grand total of almost three hundred dollars’ retail sales. I 
could just taste that free steak dinner. I wondered where he’d 
take me, perhaps to the Black Angus. I hoped it wasn’t the 
Sizzler. That place sucked. When I got up to the window I 
asked the Bishop to be sure and enter the numbers in the 
computer very carefully, and break out the Heinz 57 steak 
sauce. I wanted my steak rare and dripping with blood. He 
totalled the numbers, and looked at me with those wide 
calculating eyes of his. “Your total is two hundred and forty 
dollars,” he said. “Are you kidding me? You missed it by just 
ten dollars.” I couldn’t believe it, so I told him to wait while I 
bought ten bucks’ worth from myself so he’d have to buy me 
that steak dinner. He said sorry but I had turned in 240 and 
that was that. He’d won. He handed me the sheet and told me 
to get out of the way because there were other drivers behind 
me. As I prepared my money to cash-out in the right window, 
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I felt I had been rooked. Suddenly it hit me. He was counting 
wholesale, not retail dollars. I had done $240 wholesale, 
which was $340 retail. He had rigged the bet so I couldn’t 
win! I got back in the left line, waited my turn, and chewed 
him out. He told me that a bet is a bet. He was talking about 
how many dollars I had to “turn in”, and he thought I knew 
that meant wholesale dollars, “not kiddie dollars”. In vain did 
I argue for that steak dinner. It wasn’t worth it. It was only a 
sawbuck prize anyway, if that much. Even if I had cheated 
and bought ten wholesale dollars worth from myself, that 
would eat into my prize, so I told him to forget it. He won. He 
always won. He makes the rules so that he cannot but win. 
Just like the Church. Once again I told him that he was in the 
wrong business, and should see about signing up for the 
priesthood before it was too late to work his way up to 
bishop, where he could run the bishopric of Commerce City 
with awesome efficiency. He said he was married. I said that 
was a shame. He’d find that selling pie in the sky and being 
married to the Church would be more satisfying. When I got 
home in my Jap POS mother had a piece of steak waiting for 
me anyway. It was a round steak, kind of tough, and 
overdone, since she’s been squeamish all her life about blood 
and will only eat meat that’s “well done”. (Funny, looking 
back, for years when the JWs came knocking she’d start to 
talk to them and be about to let them in when I intervened, 
and told them to bug off. Her reason for listening to them is 
that “everybody who believes in God is saved”, and that they 
“are against eating blood”, which to her probably meant that 
they only eat meat that is well done.) But I ate it in my own 
juices. What was the current price of steak at the 
supermarkets?  
 
October 4 (Wed.)  
The temperature today was almost too cold to go out, but I 
promised I’d drive it out. By noon it was only in the sixties. I 
hoped it’d get at least into the low seventies by 3 p.m., but I 



The Ice Cream Man 

401 

took my light jacket and hung it in the back of my truck just in 
case it took a turn for the worse. When I passed the place 
where I had run over the skunk yesterday, guess what? It was 
still there. Smaller, more wasted, but still there. Commerce 
City didn’t keep the environment clean like the sign said. I 
figured that sign must be no more than a mile from this point. 
Nobody was around to laugh. At least I swerved around it 
this time. The odor was still terrible in the vicinity until I got 
onto the main highway. Today I tried doing the exact same as 
yesterday, starting at the recreation park, going through the 
construction sites, but starting at a new cluster of homes for 
the final run. Yesterday I had so many customers that I’d only 
done about a quarter of my route. I hoped it’d last. It didn’t. 
The kiddie playground wasn’t too good. Only one sale for 
four bucks. The construction sites weren’t as good as 
yesterday. I only just broke fifty dollars by the time I went to 
the ‘hoods. The Taco Wagon was doing as good as ever, 
though. They’d not tire of them as fast as me, especially as the 
thermometer was below the seventy-degree mark. By 3 p.m. it 
did get into the seventies, and saved my day. I cashed in with 
two hundred and seventy kiddie dollars. When I got home I 
rummaged through my JW library and found their infamous 
booklet titled “Jehovah’s Witnesses and the Question of 
Blood”. I reread it while watching Emeril whasisname on the 
Food Channel preparing steak tartar. Really. Bam!   
 
October 5 (Thurs.) 
The total slipped to two hundred ten. I told mother to unthaw 
some hamburger this morning, but not cook it, and when I got 
home I tried to make steak tartar, making a glop of onions, 
carrots, celery, a raw egg, and a dash of cheap red wine, then 
mixing the hamburger in to make a sort of meat loaf, over 
which I crumbled some Italian bread sticks, and liberally 
sprinkled with black pepper. After eating a few bites, I 
decided to pop it in the oven after all. Since the oven took 20 
minutes to heat up, and it would probably take an hour to 
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bake, and I was always so exhausted, I just set the timer on 
and went to bed. Late at night I kept hearing a whistling 
noise, regular, every so many minutes. That was the oven 
telling me that it was ready to serve. The noise never ceases 
until you go up to the oven and hit the Cancel button. I did 
that. When I woke up and mother went to the oven to get it 
out to make sandwiches (I loved meat loaf sandwich), a 
mouse jumped off it and snaked into a hole in the back of the 
oven. So that’s where they lived, under the stove. I guess it’s 
convenient, and warm in winters. I ran to find my cat, and 
brought him struggling to the oven, and tried to give him the 
scent, but he thought I was trying to put him in and started 
clawing me trying to get loose. The cat lost a mouseburger, 
and I lost a meat loaf. Mother decided to mash the meat loaf 
into the cat’s bowl so it wouldn’t be a complete waste. At least 
he guards that.  
 
October 6 (Fri.) 
The total slipped to one eighty. The only thing worth noting is 
that I went back to the far southeast corner of my route where 
I had seen Blue Buzzard so long ago. In retrospect, he was a 
whimp. I never saw him after that once. I was hoping to see 
him, out of a desire to show him that I could handle 
temptation. But he never returned. Maybe he had been scared 
of me, and was bluffing when he threatened me, or maybe he 
had just missed me all season, because it’s such a big area, or 
maybe he had quit for the season already, which I wouldn’t 
blame him for. Or maybe he was sent, perhaps as a test. If it 
was a test, I must have passed it. 
 
October 7 (Sat.) 
The weather finally went bad today. Snow. It came in the wee 
hours, while I was sleeping. When I woke up, the whiteness 
shone in the windows. The leaves are still on the trees, and 
this caused some to fall, the first I’d seen. The temperature 
dropped into the forties. I waited till 10:30 and called the 
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company, and got a recorded message stating that they were 
closed today, so I didn’t come in. 
 
October 8 (Sun.) 
The forty-ish weather continued, even though the sun had 
evaporated the snow, leaving a thin layer of leaves on the 
ground and street. Another missed day of work. It was just as 
Bishop said. The weather will determine what days we take 
off. I sure needed the rest. I had gone how many days straight 
with no vacation? Nine?  
 
October 9 (Mon.)  
By 10:30 a.m. the weather was only in the fifties, and I didn’t 
think the company would be open but called anyway to make 
sure. I was wrong. It was open. I hoped they knew what they 
were doing. I started the day with a pep talk by the President, 
about how this was going to be the greatest day of the season, 
and all that. We were both just putting each other on. I drove 
now on reflexes, not thinking, just doing. My mind was like 
an Etch-A-Sketch pad that each day was written on, then 
erased, leaving some impressions and residual memories that 
mixed with the day’s new experiences inextricably, so that I 
didn’t know one day from another. But today, regrettably, a 
new page was written. At the point in my route where I 
usually meet up with Little Arnold and his gang, I saw the 
traffic blocked off up ahead, a block away from his street. A 
couple of customers, kiddies on motorized Razors, came up 
and stopped me for awhile, taking my time, and then Little 
Arnold and his friends came up on their rollerblades. After 
they had bought their stuff, Arnold told me that “something 
neat” had just happened, that a little girl had been hit by a car 
and was in shock and they had called the ambulance. Why 
didn’t I go up and give her some free ice cream, Arnold asked 
me? I told her I’d best stay away from the scene so I wouldn’t 
block the emergency crew. After the kiddies left I slowly 
drove up to the blocked-off corner, my music off, and craned 
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my neck looking for the accident victim. I didn’t see her, but I 
saw sheriff’s cars and an ambulance and several authority 
figures. I turned the opposite direction, and drove straight out 
of that area without stopping. For the rest of the day I felt 
depressed. It had finally happened. A little kiddie had got 
hurt. My nightmares returned in broad daylight. Oh, the 
burdens we ice cream drivers face. This job can sometimes be 
just too much. We just want to give them a little fun, brighten 
their day. Woe is me. It could have been me. It was me. I had 
blood on my bumper now. I didn’t like the taste it left in my 
mouth. The total was one forty, but it felt like blood money, so 
who cares? As I drove back to the lot, I caught a brilliant 
sunset, the orange disk of the sun below the mountaintops, 
but radiating upwards into a bank of clouds. At the same time 
it was getting so cold I actually shivered from the wind. It 
must have been scenes like this that gave people the idea of 
angels, second comings, and other optical illusions. After 
cashing out, I caught the Preacher trying to sneak past me, 
and got him into a great religious argument. It was about the 
zany doctrine of the Jehovah’s Witnesses refusing to accept 
blood transfusions. Everybody has heard a news report about 
a JW dying from this in some hospital. The trouble is that they 
base it all on the Bible, and make a good show of it. They start 
in Genesis chapter 9, right after the Flood. They give thanks to 
Jehovah for killing every person in the world other than them 
and wiping out their cultures and races, including, who 
knows, the first rock music and novels, and they do it by 
killing some of the animals they had been saving to 
repopulate the earth with. I guess they had some extras. God 
loves the sweet savor of the smoke. Who doesn’t love the 
smell of barbecue? That doesn’t make him Texan. I think this 
is the basic Weltanschauung of the JWs. They believe that 
God will do it again, and that this time they will be the Noahs. 
Therefore, they don’t care what the world thinks about their 
zany doctrines. Even if people die from refusing blood 
transfusions, they will be resurrected anyway, so there. Talk 
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about pie in the sky. They believe in pie on earth. But I 
already mentioned that. Back to the Bible. God then issues 
orders to Noah, his family, and, since we were all in their 
loins at that time, to all of mankind to this day. The first order 
is to be fruitful and multiply and fill the earth. This is in verse 
1. He then tells them that they can eat any kind of vegetation, 
even the marijuana plant I guess, and all animals, but that 
“flesh with its soul – its blood – you must not eat”. This is 
verse 4. He then goes on to order man never to kill his fellow 
man, or else he (Jehovah) will demand his life in return, 
usually by divinely sanctioned civil execution. This means 
that the death penalty is one of the most undebatable laws in 
the Bible. There it is, even before there were Jews and gentiles 
or even Arabs. Not that God couldn’t and indeed didn’t 
personally authorize a ton of killings, but that is just the point. 
He authorized them. The JWs go on to claim that a blood 
transfusion is a form of eating of blood, thus it must be 
avoided at all costs, as it is an order, and Jesus’ sacrifice on the 
cross does not void these original orders given by Jehovah to 
Noah and posterity, only the later Mosaic law, which “was 
nailed to the cross”. On top of that, the JWs point to Acts 
chapter 15, where it shows James, Peter, Paul, Barnabus and 
the other early Christians, between the death of Jesus and the 
fall of Jerusalem (the year 49 A.D., according to the JWS) 
holding a pow-wow about the subject of which Jewish laws 
gentile converts had to follow, and while they agreed that 
they didn’t need to be circumcised, they ruled that they had to 
avoid sacrificing to idols, eschew fornication, and “abstain 
from blood”, because these things were shown by the book of 
Moses to have been prohibited by God to all people, Jewish or 
not, and the prohibition was never lifted for Jews or gentiles. 
Paul then went forth proclaiming these rulings in his 
journeys, until he was arrested by the Romans, taken to 
Rome, and executed. (He supposedly wrote some of the 
epistles while under house arrest in Rome.) In the meantime, 
when Jerusalem was under attack by the Romans, the 
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followers of Jesus, obeying his orders, fled to Pella, leaving 
the Jews high and dry. Forever after, to this day, the Jews 
never forgave these “Messianic Christians”. They even put 
curses against them in their prayers. To this day, you can be 
an atheist or Buddhist or polygamist or just about anything 
and be accepted as an official Jew by the State of Israel, but if 
you say you’re a Messianic Christian, you’re outa there. The 
rabbis run Israel behind the scenes, I guess. But I’m 
digressing. The Preacher replied that these rules in Acts 
chapter 15 were temporary. I replied that Tertullian, the 
converted African Christian of circa 200 A.D., whose writings 
helped start the Catholic Church, even though he was 
somewhat of a heretic, and who invented the very term ‘New 
Testament’, wrote how it was still prohibited for Christians to 
eat blood. Eusebius, the Church historian of the third century, 
also wrote about it. Eating blood was prohibited in 692 by the 
Quinsext Council. The founder of Protestantism Martin 
Luther also preached against eating blood, even though all 
those Germans loved their blood sausages, and he must have 
had both knees slightly bent and both feet firmly planted on 
the ground when he tried to pull them out of their mouths. 
The mention of Luther seemed to work a shine on him, so I 
went for the rapier thrust. I asked the Preacher how, if he 
were a Bible believer, and believed every word to be true, he 
could sanction blood transfusions. He said I was nuts, that I 
was trying to convert him into a Jehovah’s Witness. That 
raised my adrenalin. You’re just skirting the issue, I replied. 
Show me where the Bible permits Christians to eat blood or 
give me your Red Cross card. He told me he was busy now, 
but he’d satisfy me next time he talked to me. He beat a hasty 
retreat, kind of like in a territorial war among tree monkeys in 
the jungle. The Admiral had taken to rushing over and 
listening in on my discussions with the Preacher, and 
throwing in his views. Today he was accompanied by the 
Mechanic. Call me self-centered, but for some reason I hadn’t 
realized he’d been trying to add something to the debate for 
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minutes. As the Preacher left I finally noticed him trying to 
ask to be heard. I told him to go ahead. He told me to forget it, 
and left also. That left the Admiral and me. Alone, we never 
debated the Bible. That left Star Trek. Before he could start in, 
I beat a hasty retreat.  
 
October 10 (Tues.) 
The sales were better than I had thought they would be. The 
temperatures were ten degrees warmer than yesterday. I sold 
forty bucks worth to the construction sites off City Center by 
3:00 p.m. Then the kiddies started coming home, and it almost 
felt like summer for a while, selling forty, fifty bucks an hour. 
I forgot to tell them it was my last week until quite late, but 
when I did it brought a range of reactions. One lady said she 
was about to ask me if it was my last week. Another 
wondered while I was still coming around. Kiddies had a 
different reaction. Sadness. I always told them to save up their 
money and buy a bunch next time they saw me to tide them 
over the off-season. Somehow it always sounded self-serving, 
but I didn’t mean it that way. After finishing my best cluster 
of houses on the west side, I returned to the point that I had 
turned around yesterday, on the east side, where the accident 
had occurred. There was no sign of it now. I soon encountered 
Little Arnold on the street, with his two male friends, whose 
names I don’t know. They came up and wasted ten minutes 
shooting the bull with me, trying to get me to tell them the 
title of the ice cream song, and begging free bubble gum I 
always gave them. I told them this was my last week, and 
they should know that a lot of people save their money up 
and buy a bunch from me to put in their freezer. I guess I was 
lying, but not really. More like an attempt at making my own 
prophecy come true through proclamation. This was, after all, 
my rookie season. About 5:30, it went slack, and finally dead 
just before 6:00, when the sun had caused the shadows to 
become so long that most streets were in total shadow, and 
the thermometer started plummeting. My total was one 
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eighty. I could see my route drying up each day, little by little. 
Like I could see my mother dying each day, little by little. 
Drying up. Still, there was almost a week left, and I would 
drive it out no matter how dry it got. The Admiral handed me 
a computer printout at the window tonight. His idea of a 
funny-funny. His entry in the smartest dog in the world 
show.  
 
THREE PROOFS THAT JESUS WAS MEXICAN: 1. First name 
was Jesus 2. Was bilingual 3. Was always being harassed by 
the authorities.  
 
THREE PROOFS THAT JESUS WAS BLACK: 1. Called 
everybody brother. 2. Liked Gospel. 3. Couldn’t get a fair trial.  
 
THREE PROOFS THAT JESUS WAS JEWISH: 1. Went into his 
father’s business. 2. Lived at home until he was 33 years old. 
3. Was sure his mother was a virgin, and his mother was sure 
he was God.  
 
THREE PROOFS THAT JESUS WAS ITALIAN: 1. Talked with 
his hands. 2. Had wine with every meal. 3. Used olive oil.  
 
THREE PROOFS THAT JESUS WAS CALIFORNIAN: 1. 
Never cut his hair. 2. Walked around barefoot. 3. Started a 
new religion.  
 
THREE PROOFS THAT JESUS WAS IRISH: 1. Never got 
married. 2. Was always telling stories. 3. Loved green 
pastures.  
 
THREE PROOFS THAT JESUS WAS A WOMAN: 1. Had to 
feed a crowd at a moment’s notice when there was no food. 2. 
Kept trying to get the message across to a bunch of men who 
just didn’t get it. 3. Even when dead, had to get up because 
there was more work to do. 



The Ice Cream Man 

409 

 
 
 
CHAPTER 19. 
THE DRYING UP DAYS 
 
 
October 11 (Wed.) 
My total today before 3 p.m. was twelve bucks, and five of 
that was to myself. It’s drying up, drying up. The construction 
sites didn’t want anything, but they sure lined up at the Taco 
Wagon. That couple that used to buy Firecrackers every time I 
drove by has never been seen since the day I sold them that 
box of twenty-four. Even allowing for the time it would take 
for them to eat them, they should have been needing more by 
now. The entire cul-de-sac they live in, which used to greet 
me with a flock of kiddies and parents, Rosey Avenue, is now 
full of kiddies flocking to my truck and begging for free 
bubble gum. I never get out of there without a loss of at least a 
buck. Yes, it’s all drying up. But hope springs eternal. Today I 
finally figured out what they’d been building next to the 
Rimrock recreation center all summer. The first day I ever 
went to the Ranch, at the intersection of Trucker and City 
Center Blvds., I had seen, just past the corner with the gas 
station and Burger King, a construction site that said “Enrol 
your kindergartners in the new Ranch Kids Academy”. I had 
thought it was some kind of day care center for parents who 
didn’t want to have latch key children. They had built a 
building, but didn’t stop there. They built another rec field. 
But they kept building, first bleachers, then a kind of 
enclosure. Today I finally saw the finished product. It said 
“Yankee Stadium”. Yep, they were starting the kiddies into 
pro sports right out of preschool now. Having just days left, I 
began to formulate a battle plan. I wanted to maximize the 
efficient use of my resources. I felt like I was doing them a 
public service now, since on October 16th I’d be gone with the 
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cold, snowy wind. I slowed my truck down to far less than 
fives miles an hour, more like one or two, and made sure that 
everybody knew I was there. At first nothing, but suddenly, 
about 5:30 p.m., the sun gave out a new glow of warm, and it 
began to work. People came out. I got a decent business out of 
just one-eighth of my route before my time ran out, and that 
was in six hours of driving with no breaks for snacks. I made 
a point of telling everybody it was my last week. This 
sometimes brought anguished cries from the kiddies. One 
even openly wept. It could have been an act, though. Ever 
since the weather cooled down, I wasn’t drinking much water 
and had no hunger. If I did, one Rainbow would tide me over 
quite nicely. If that didn’t work, a second would surely do the 
trick. I was coming in every night now with a jug full of ice 
and just a little loose water. What I was lacking for now was 
enough dry ice. Apparently they were running out of it at the 
end of the season. Each day they gave me the least they could 
get by with. If I had a brisk day, there would be less ice cream 
remaining in my freezer and selling box to cool, and I could 
make it. But if I didn’t, I was between the rock and the hard 
place, racing to balance the last few remaining morsels of the 
precious cold stuff between the boxes to avoid meltdown. It 
was all kind of a waste, but I didn’t want to change my 
routine at the end. I finally did change one thing, though. I no 
longer kept the water jug in the main freezer all day. It 
sapped too much dry ice. Mother put ice cubes in it in the 
morning, and I put it in the main freezer for a couple of hours, 
but finally took it out and just let it fend for itself. When I got 
into the lot I just took one last swig of my water jug and then 
poured the rest out on the ground so it wouldn’t weigh so 
much as I lugged it to the front office to cash out. Everything 
was truly drying up. Drying up? Or reaching a turning point, 
a new stage? I got back from the company lot in the dark. As I 
got out of my car I caught the good-looking one of the dyke 
couple up the street walking past, her wasp waist and curves 
as perfect as usual. Endings are spurs to action. She never 
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spoke to me alone, or I to her, until now. I sprinted out and 
stopped her in her tracks, smiled as big as I could in her face, 
and whispered just two words: “Let’s f -k!” A moment of 
heady silence followed, I trying to smile while undressing her 
with my eyes, she trying to avoid my eyes. She started to say 
something. I stopped her with a manly kiss. I ran my hands 
down her curves, over her booty, her precious booty that she 
had so often showed me by bending over in her yard. I led her 
to the side of my house, next to the driveway, and pinned her 
against the wall, devouring her with kisses. Her eyes were so 
big and deep. There was no one watching us. I looked to 
make sure. Now all I had to do was get her from here to 
there... We found ourselves in bed. I made pure straight 
missionary love to her madly, spending myself. Her body was 
so perfect, a living Venus. The curves, the soft tight skin. So 
impossible. I was Adam she was Eve. Maybe the Bible is right. 
Evolution is too blind to be such an artist. We wrestled in 
passion. I spent myself again in her fleshpots. I fell asleep 
holding her in my arms. Her body was as smooth as my 
pillow. I slept like a baby for the first time in months, maybe 
ever. No tossing and turning, no sweating, no body pains, no 
sore feet. Even the usual indigestion and accompanying farts 
were stilled without Pepsi and sugar rushes. I was at peace. It 
was too good to last. I was not meant for Paradise. I don’t 
know how long it was, but she woke me with the first words 
of the night, three whispering words, dreamlike in the night. 
Don’t say, I didn’t say. She did say. “I’m a lesbian.” Then she 
was gone. Yes, she was a dyke, and gave everything she had 
to a woman. But it was like she still had everything to give to 
me. A woman can’t give another woman kiddies. She can eat 
it, poke it, but she can’t fill it with vanilla, make it quicken, 
swell and rupture with a new kiddie, born knowing that 
music. And even if she were a dyke since adulthood, or even 
if she were gay since childhood, perhaps seduced by her 
mother or her mother’s closet gay friend, or a friend, or a 
friend’s mother, and progressing into a dependence on dyke 
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love to relieve her nightly tensions, and I – any male – 
couldn’t satisfy her, still I couldn’t believe she couldn’t find a 
better looking dyke than that plain looking oinker she lived 
with. Her face looked more male than mine. Maybe it was her 
mother, maybe not. Maybe she was older, maybe younger. 
Either way it was a waste. How could I enjoy watching the 
ugly dyke eating her? Or watching her eat the ugly dyke? I 
wanted them both to be Venuses. A woman is a baby machine 
inside. All those tubes and eggs, all those kiddies inside that 
would never be released, that would never be bought ice 
cream... Wait! She had my vanilla in her now. Maybe she was 
using me to get kiddies. Maybe I’m going to be a daddy. For 
her I could drive summer after summer without letup. If not 
for her, for our kiddies. Even if I couldn’t, the dykes could 
live together and raise and support them, while I continued to 
live alone with mother – sleep alone, under the same roof as 
mother, who also sleeps alone. She was old and dried up, had 
no use for an old man. I was drying up myself, my season 
ending. They could support the children better than I. Their 
house was bigger than ours. Better place to raise kiddies. They 
had more secure jobs, and two paychecks. If they’d just let me 
watch once in awhile. No, I couldn’t watch the ugly one. Her 
masculine face... If Venus would just visit and service me once 
in awhile, alone, I’d take the kids to the amusement park and 
zoo, give them free ice cream. Until I dried up. Dried up... Or 
was it I who serviced her? Maybe we could sneak around 
together. No. When the ugly one went down on her, she’d 
smell my ice cream, find out... Until I dried up... Dried up... A 
bee beard! The ugly dyke! With a bee beard! Her ugly 
bearded face rising from the spread legs of the gorgeous one, 
her gorgeous honeypot covered with bees! So sweet but so 
dangerous... The rhythmic noise of humping, of bedboards 
clapping against the wall, of springs rocking... “Do you want 
any lunch?” my mother asked me from the bedroom door, 
breaking my dream state rudely. It was just 10:30 a.m. on 
Thursday. I hadn’t left the house yet, or even gotten out of 
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bed. I must have been hearing the renters humping last night. 
Their bedroom was one sturdy but not thick enough wall 
away from mine. At their age they humped rarely, so rarely 
that it was a special event. I was totally exhausted, too 
exhausted for a night’s sleep to revive me. I was running dry, 
running dry. But I drove now for the big end of season bonus. 
To pay the mortgage on the family farm. Kill two birds with 
one stone... I got spiffed then scrunched in the Jap POS, 
heading for the company lot. Venus was just then walking by 
with Oinky, a big golden retriever at their heels. They didn’t 
say anything. As they passed, I said hi. Oinky said hi in 
return. Venus said nothing. It occurred to me that I should ask 
them their names. Today I realized that my American Glory 
Sundae Cones had a problem. The glue holding the bottom of 
the packages shut was coming undone. When it did, bits of 
stuff would fall out, chocolate and peanuts and bits of cone. I 
sold one of these to a Japanese woman, and she immediately 
handed it back, asking for a “good one”. I took it back, fished 
around and found a good one among about four bad ones, 
then tried palming a bad one off on the next customer, this 
time successfully. This wasn’t going to work. I had to get 
through the day and get replacements. I got back at 7:45 p.m., 
the earliest ever. My real total was one twenty. It was long 
since dark. I went in, ate some pork chops (mother almost 
always cooked pork chops on Thursdays), and hit the sack, 
too exhausted to dream, many nightmares to avoid. I actually 
wished the renters would drown out my thoughts with 
humping noises, but then, you never get what you want. 
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CHAPTER 20. 
THE LAST BAG 
 
 
October 12 (Thurs.) 
When I went to the office the Bishop ordered me one box of 
Bubble Gum Swirls and one bag of Super Bubble Gum. I 
asked for a box of American Glory Sundae cones but they had 
run out. Most of the ones I had left had problems with the 
package coming unglued, but I had no choice but to try to 
make them do. When I complained to the Bishop about this, 
he told me to use some spit to glue them back. I think he was 
joking. Bette Midler told me she carried a stapler for them. 
Did she really? I didn’t want to find out. The President 
volunteered that the Good Humor Company has had 
problems with the glue on those cone packages for years, and 
this year it was better than ever before, only one in a dozen or 
so coming unglued. Funny but I had never had the problem 
until now, or if I did, never noticed it. Maybe I had passed 
hundreds of unglued cones off on the public. If so, I 
wondered what it had done to my sales. Who would want to 
buy something from an ice cream truck that wasn’t sealed? 
Not even I would. Just throw another nightmare onto the 
barbie, mate. I didn’t even have to use a grocery cart as I 
walked to my truck with my meager supplies. The season’s 
drying up, I told the Godfather, redundantly. He smiled as 
sweetly as Shirley Temple. My trusty truck soon stood in line 
at the gas pump. The weather forecast had said there was a 
forty percent chance of thundershowers this afternoon, but at 
noon in the lot the sky was clear, blue, and dry. The President 
came up and gave me a pep talk, saying that the weather 
reports were baloney. This would be one of the best days in 
weeks, this positive thinker assured me. The Bishop even 
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gave me some precious lessons. He asked me if I had tried a 
Greasy Lube yet. All I had to do was park in front of one and 
all those customers waiting for their fifteen minute lube 
would likely buy from me, he said. I didn’t recall a Greasy 
Lube on my route, but I told him I’d try anything. Do you 
really want to know my total day? One ten. It seems I’ve 
outworn my welcome at the kiddie playground and the 
construction sites. I’m lucky to have twenty bucks by the time 
I start the ‘hoods. At one point the construction sites end 
abruptly at a prairie slash meadow. All summer I had not 
noticed, probably because it wasn’t there, but now it’s 
covered with beautiful purple balls of weed. I think this is 
purple sage, like in the Zane Grey novel. But it doesn’t smell 
like sage. It smells like nothing. But it is purple. Reddish 
sometimes too. And some green here and there. I’m a rider of 
the purple sage. Might as well be a lone cowboy now. Greasy 
Lube. What a joke that was. What Greasy Lube? To the Bishop 
there is no excuse for low sales. It’s always your fault, not 
theirs. Maybe he was just pulling my chain. But no, he’s 
always serious. It’s always good advice but read the fine 
print. By suppertime I was just hoping to break a hundred. 
Every time I got the chance I told my customers this was my 
last week, hoping it would spur them to buy more. It didn’t. 
One man asked me what I would do after it was over, and I 
said try to sleep the season off, and then try to catch up on my 
football. I had missed watching football ever since Labor Day. 
He asked me what kind of hours I worked. I said too long, but 
I had a big bonus coming to tide me over at the end of the 
season, and he acted impressed, going back into his $300K 
house with a new SUV in the 3-car garage. I thought briefly 
about whether I would want to trade places with him. Naw. I 
had been down that road already. I didn’t want a ticky tacky 
life. It was a trap. Still, I weighed the long, hot thankless days 
I sometimes had with a stable, regular job with its headaches. 
My life was far more rewarding, I decided. More real living 
per unit time. More memories. More friends and 
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acquaintances. Closer to the land and the people. Every 
minute had some fineness. Late in the day, as I was handing a 
customer a Bubble Gum Swirl, it felt funny in my hand, so I 
didn’t give them that one, but reached for another one. It felt 
funny too. I went through two, three, four, five, before finding 
one that felt right. When the kiddie left, I had a pile of Bubble 
Gum Swirl popsicles sitting on my console, starting to melt. I 
opened one up and realized it had been badly smooshed, 
probably by halfway melting and then refreezing. I wondered 
what had happened at the company lot to make that happen. I 
went through my box of Swirls and realized that only a few 
were unsmooshed. Luckily, I couldn’t even sell them, the 
sales were so slack. And tomorrow, even if I turned them in 
for replacements, they probably wouldn’t have any. These 
were the bottom of the barrel, the last of the season. Take 
them or leave them. Just then it struck me that I had been 
unwittingly selling smooshed popsicles all day. There goes 
my rep, my repeat biz, to the customers of today. I just wished 
it would end now. It’s time to give up the ghost. Just three 
more days. It was like being crucified bit by bit while being 
eaten by buzzards. At least my Jap POS was holding up. No 
complaints to Lonny for over a month. When I got back to the 
lot and the Bishop saw my lousy total, he asked me if I had 
gone to a Greasy Lube like he told me. I said I couldn’t find 
one. He dropped the subject. I guess that was the fine print. 
Find one. On the way to my Jap POS, I encountered the Pirate, 
about to get into his van. I asked him how it went, and he said 
good, then I mentioned Greasy Lubes, thinking I was giving 
him a tip. He replied that he preferred Hugh M. Woods. 
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CHAPTER 21. 
FRIDAY THE THIRTEENTH AND SMOKES 
 
October 13 (Fri.) 
This was my last weekday. So, who’s superstitious? My trusty 
truck stood poised at the edge of the lot, waiting for me to 
give it the go signal for our last voyage. Take it to sea, Mister 
Murdoch. The unsinkable Old Shifty shoves off, while the 
angels sing, and I shout I’m king of the world. Ain’t it great 
being an artist. Girls strip for you then pay you. The rich guy 
loses the girl for once. The 1912 Renault, me and my dream 
girl Kate Winslet, soon to be Winslow, in the back seat, the 
windows steaming up as we make love. My girl is a real true 
American. She loves to do it in the back seat with the 
windows down. Our troubles can’t catch us. Soon we will be 
at port and begin a new life. On second thought, why get 
married? Why buy a cow if you can get its milk for free? The 
angels sing. The last voyage. Iceberg! Right ahead! The ship 
trembles. People look around. Ice on the bow. Women and 
children first. Rats! Bill Gates goes down with the ship 
dressed in his best suit, his wife, young enough to be his 
daughter, taking the lifeboat with Molly Brown and the 
Duchess of I Forget What. Forget that. I’m on dry land. 
Women and children first. It’s the same on sea and land. Here 
I go, drowning slowly before their eyes. None of them want to 
turn their lifeboats around and rescue me. No, all they do is 
take, then feel sorry for me after it’s too late. I’m drowning, 
can’t you see? Nobody sees. All day I drive and drive, using 
up the gas and the time, and it’s no sale, no sale, no sale. But 
it’s not all for nothing. The weather is grand, cool and 
refreshing, and the scenery equally grand, the trees putting on 
a color show for me. If I had paid a lot of money to travel here 
to see the leaves I would come home saying I got my money’s 
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worth. As this is the west, most of the trees turn a yellow 
color, like aspen, but once in awhile there’s a red, or an 
orange, or a purple to set it off. Still wearing my clip-on blue 
blocker sunglasses, all the reds and oranges are intensified, an 
additional treat for the artist in me. I suppose I’m thankless. I 
ought to be paying them for this treat. Not that there aren’t 
places where some of the branches are getting a bit bare. It’s 
just that you don’t see them unless you look for them. I 
couldn’t imagine doing this job with four inches of dead 
leaves on the streets and bare trees. This job requires leaves, 
blue sky, and warmth. Wouldn’t you know it? The weather 
suddenly became overcast about 4 p.m. The clouds just sailed 
in like buzzards. By 5 p.m. it was raining. I pulled over 
hoping it would clear. Within minutes a woman walked out 
of the house I was parked in front of, sporting an umbrella. 
She bought a Strawberry Shortcake. I noticed the umbrella. It 
had a Jaguar logo, the automobile kind. I asked her where she 
had bought that, and she replied that she sold them. I asked 
her how much, and she said sixty bucks. I would be lucky to 
make that much today, but I almost bought one. That’s what 
the Ranch does to you. Turns you into a big spender. Luckily I 
had enough sense to stop the sale and take her card instead. I 
made a point of telling her that this was my last week. She 
acted surprised. She said that in Texas, where she was from, 
the ice cream trucks ran to Christmas. I told her that would be 
no surprise, considering their 100-plus heat wave all summer. 
Compared to here, Texas was the tropics. She laughed. That 
godforsaken wasteland was no desert, she said. But she knew 
what I meant. It was farther south. When she left the rain got 
so bad that I had to shut the doors to keep from getting 
drenched. I waited some more, hoping it would pass, but by 
5:30 I knew it was over. I was more worried than anything 
about having to drive back to the lot in the rain, remembering 
my old woes with heavy traffic at rush hour, ribbed 
pavement, and steering. I got onto Trucker going north, 
chucking the card into the wind. As I got halfway down 
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Trucker, just past the community college, the rain suddenly 
lifted and was replaced with a glorious sunset, an orange sun 
behind a thin veil of purple clouds over the mountains. 
Weather around here is not pandemic. It can be raining in one 
spot and sunny in another. The Ranch turned out to be the 
only suburb getting rain. When I got to the lot at 6:15 the gates 
were closed, and the visitor parking lot in front was empty. It 
was clear and dry in this part of town. From here I couldn’t 
even see the Ranch or even the clouds over it. Funny how I 
could see the tallest buildings of the big city downtown from 
the Ranch. I counted my ice cream and sat in the truck for a 
while with the engine running, then realized that it would be 
almost an hour before the Italians opened the gates, so I made 
a sudden decision and took off for Route 1. I drove the thin 
strip between the butterfly wings, going into Hiccup and the 
other trailer parks, then finishing up with part of one butterfly 
wing, just a few miles really, as my time was running out fast. 
I sold about fifty bucks more. The problem I had was that I 
had already counted my ice cream and put it in the back 
freezer, so whenever anybody ordered anything I had to hop 
up, go back, and get it special, then mark my sheet all over. 
Luckily I had used a pencil. A sudden thought hit me, that 
maybe the Bishop had assigned another driver to Route 1, and 
I might run into him, and not have an explanation. When one 
girl ran out to the truck, I asked her when was the last time 
she’d seen an ice cream truck around here, and she said a 
week. I figured that proved there was no other driver. Even 
then I kept my eyes open, feeling a little bit like a bandit. But 
at this point in the season, it was everyone for himself. Dog 
eat dog. The big leagues. Besides, if nobody saw me, what 
they didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them. As luck would have it, 
as I was returning I made a wrong turn and ended up a mile 
out of the way, in Thorny, at a big shopping complex with a 
big apartment complex on the other side of the street, and had 
to turn into the shopping complex to turn around. This area 
was part of either Route 2 or some route whose number I 
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didn’t know. But I wasn’t selling here, just trying to get to the 
lot. The white van arrived just behind me at the lot. When I 
was cashing in, the Godfather greeted me, saying that he had 
seen me in my truck in Thorny. I acknowledged this, not 
trying to explain. I figured he knew it all. I turned in a 
hundred and fifty retail, making me glad I had thought on my 
feet. On my way home, my Jap POS started acting up a wee 
bit, groaning a bit more than usual up the long upgrade on 
the interstate. I slowed down when a slower car in my lane 
made me, then, when I switched lanes, had a hard time 
regaining speed. In fact, I didn’t. I just winged it home. Once I 
got off the interstate, the car acted better, and I left it in my 
driveway as usual, as I staggered out of it and onto the front 
porch, where mother always left the light on for me, and 
started to knock, but tested the door first, and found it 
unlocked. She always tried to lock it, but often she didn’t lock 
it right, and left it unlocked. Luckily it had never been dark 
long when I got home, else it would cause me to worry a little. 
I was glad I only had two more work days left now.  
 
October 14 (Sat.) 
I had a little time before having to go to work, so I had a lark 
and tried to find if the term ‘ice cream’ was used in a 
Jehovah’s Witness publication, and what they said about it. I 
have a Watchtower index, on loan, so the first thing I did was 
look there. I hit paydirt. In the 1979 volume they printed a 
letter to the editor from an anonymous but loyal JW about 
lecithin. He wanted to know if it was okay for JWs to eat 
products containing lecithin, since lecithin is found in human 
blood. The answer was that it is extracted from soybeans and 
eggs, so it was okay. Lecithin is put into ice cream, it said as 
an aside, because it has an affinity for oil and water, and 
keeps them from separating. Besides red blood cells, lecithin 
is found in concentration in human brain and nerve cells. 
Thus ice cream is a brain food, I guess. I spent more time with 
my stack of Watchtower and Awake magazines from the past 
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few years. There is always a year-end index. In the July 8, 
1999 issue of Awake I hit more paydirt. They actually listed 
the yearly per capita consumption of ice cream in various 
countries. Americans held the lead at 21 quarts. Swedes came 
in next at 17. Western Europeans as a whole only consumed 
5.8. That includes Italians, I guess. The article was actually 
about Slovenians. It said that since become free their 
consumption of ice cream was going through the roof, up 22% 
since last year. It is still only 4.5, but who knows in a few 
years? Another article, in the July 22, 1999 issue of Awake, 
was about milk, how it is 87 percent water and 13 percent 
solids. It mentioned ice cream as one of the products that you 
can make out of it. That’s how Awake is. It’s filled with 
factoid articles about the global situation and economy, 
supposedly to lead you to appreciate the work Jehovah has 
done in the past that the godless forces are now ruining. The 
underlying message is to expect the end soon. Still, they do a 
lot of good research, and then pass the magazine out for free. 
It’s not pure theological brainwashing like the Watchtower. 
Another article in the August 8, 1999 issue of Awake quoted a 
U.N. spokesman to the effect that it would take seven billion 
dollars to send all children worldwide to primary school. 
That’s less than the amount spent in Europe each year on ice 
cream, Awake added. Hold it, folks. Ice cream people have to 
send their children to school too. Again, an article back in 
June 22, 1999 quoted a U.N. source as saying that it would 
take 11 billion dollars to provide clean water and sanitation 
for every person on earth. Again, the amount Europeans 
spent on ice cream was used as a foil. At least they never say 
the amount Americans spend on ice cream. Funny how the 
JWs like to quote U.N. spokesmen so much yet claim that the 
U.N. is the Beast. Nice beast. Don’t stick your hand in the 
cage. I swear I’ve read articles of theirs about JWs who 
supported themselves between the door knocking by selling 
ice cream. But then, I’ve also seen articles saying to stay off ice 
cream to protect your health. But then, I’m sure I remember 
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one where a boy felt regret at denying his father or uncle ice 
cream after he died. A real tearjerker. Go figure. Here’s a nice 
article in the Jan. 8, 1998 issue of Awake. It says that in one 
language the same word means children and ice cream. What 
language? It doesn’t say. Cone teasers. An article in the Nov. 
22, 1998 Awake talks about what they do with every bit of a 
cow. The hooves and bones are ground up to make gelatin, an 
ingredient of ice cream, it says. An article in the August 8, 
1998 Awake is about rapeseed oil, obtained from the colorful 
rape plant, with yellow flowers. It is used in ice cream, it says. 
That’s nice to know. That and palm seed oil. Time’s up for 
today. Time to go to work. This morning the final remnant of 
loyal drivers came in for the last weekend. The African, the 
Pirate, the Kid, Little Lulu, Smokes, Bette Midler, Christina, 
the Comic, the Natural, Pancho Villa, the Preacher, and a few 
more. Fred Flintstone had quit. When I didn’t know. Fireface 
was long gone. I hadn’t noticed till now. I remembered the 
Godfather telling me how the sales are good on the weekends 
right up to the end. I had believed him, driving the season 
right to the end. Now I would see if my faith was rewarded. 
After the unexpectedly good sales yesterday, I didn’t think it 
was too much to hope for $400, even more. I had found 
another box of Bubble Gum Swirls in my main freezer that 
weren’t smooshed, so disaster was avoided on that score. 
Unfortunately the customers didn’t cooperate. I tried every 
trick with each customer I came across, telling them how 
tomorrow was my last day and I needed to sell more to win a 
prize, or win a trip, or to tide me over the cold, cold winter. If 
they ordered a lemon-lime Italian ice I’d tell them how I was 
going to experiment this winter basting lamb with it. No one 
bought another one because of this, but I sold myself on it at 
least. Arnold met me in front of his house. When I started my 
spiel he stopped me saying I’d already told him. He then 
begged me for the name of that ice cream music song. I had 
nothing to lose now, so I told him. Red Wing, I said. The 
name of a pro hockey team. The Detroit Red Wings even 
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played it all their games, the first time they come out on the 
ice. He was amazed. “You mean you’ve been driving around 
playing the theme song of our arch enemies the Detroit Red 
Wings all summer?” He was right. Our big city hockey team 
hated their guts with a sublime mean streak. One invariably 
knocked the other one out in the playoffs. One time one of our 
players had smashed one of their faces into the glass. Another 
time one of their players had tried to scallop one of our 
players’ eyes out with a hockey stick. I told him to please not 
tell anybody, else next summer I might have a hard time of it. 
He said he wouldn’t, but the way he said it, I expected him to. 
He then made me wait while he went in and came out with 
two bucks, buying two Bubble Gum Swirls. He then begged 
me for two more free until I gave in. It wasn’t the way I had it 
planned, but he had me over a barrel. And I liked to please. I 
was his hero, still. I told him I couldn’t make it back to his 
neighborhood tomorrow. He waved goodbye and said, “see 
ya next season.” The Admiral handed me a computer printout 
at the window. It was the words to the song that my music 
box had been playing all season. I guess he decided it was 
time. It was called Red Wings, not Red Wing. No wonder I 
could never locate the words with my search engines. Words 
by Thurland Chattaway. Music by Kerry Mills. The devil 
bowed his head because he knew he’d been beat. Johnny laid 
his violin at his feet. I forget the rest. Chicken in the breadbox 
picking out dough I think. My sales today were only $250 
retail. I got in my trusty old Jap POS, parked against the back 
fence, which had gone over a month with no problems, 
started it, backed out, turned to face the only lane going out of 
the lot, and saw lights shining in my face from the other end. 
They were ice cream trucks returning for the day. I threw the 
tranny in reverse, and hit the gas. Nothing happened. The 
engine revved, but it was like it was in neutral. Maybe it was 
in neutral. I moved the gear level to and fro trying to find 
reverse. Panic. There was no reverse. It was gone. How would 
I get out of their way? Suddenly both of them veered into two 
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empty slots in the line ahead of me. I was saved. I threw it in 
drive, held my breath, and hit the gas. It lurched forward. 
When I got onto Busy Blvd. and stomped the gas, the tranny 
began to lurch, to shift up and down, and misbehave. It 
wouldn’t go faster than 25 miles an hour, no way. I made it as 
far as the bus stop at 74th, and pulled into a vacant parking 
lot in the dark. I popped the hood to check the tranny fluid 
but it was too dark to see, and I could smell burning fluid 
anyway, so I knew I was in major trouble. I couldn’t very well 
go on this way, so I decided to go back to the lot and call 
home. I did a u-turn and lurched my way back. The blocks 
seemed long now, recalling the time I had to walk them from 
the bus stop. Cars and RTD buses lined up behind me until I 
pulled onto the shoulder to let them pass. By the time I 
lurched into the front parking lot of the company, it was 
barely doing 10 miles an hour. I put it in park and turned the 
engine off, and was assailed by thick black smoke pouring out 
of the engine compartment. The tranny was literally fried. 
Lonny had struck again. And what timing. I had been praying 
that his latest schlock tranny would at least last the season, 
and it picked the day before the last to fry on me. I wondered 
if he had it timed somehow. I went into the lot on foot, seeing 
the Italians and the remaining drivers crowded around the 
shed. I asked for the phone, to call home. The Bishop asked 
me if it was my car again, and I said yes. Don’t call home 
again, he told me. Smokes lives in your direction. Check with 
her and maybe she’ll give you a ride home. Just then Smokes, 
the wiry old chain-smoking woman driver, came into the 
shed to cash out. She agreed to take me home in her van. 
When I got into it, it had the biggest windshield I had ever 
seen in a van in my life. It was so far out in front of the seats 
you couldn’t reach out and touch it to wipe it. She told me her 
tranny was in need of work too, but she took off amidst a 
cloud of cigarette smoke with me in the passenger seat, and 
we had no trouble all the way to my house. Along the way I 
introduced myself, and told her my long sorry story about my 
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Jap POS and its tranny problems. She told me her name was 
Rosie, and I told her that that used to be the name of my 
truck, before I changed it to Old Shifty. She didn’t say much 
about herself, preferring to smoke instead. When we got to 
my house I remembered to ask her if she could take me to 
work and back tomorrow, since it was our last day. She 
agreed. I told her that I should pay her for her services, and 
she said that ten bucks would be enough. When should she 
come by to pick me up, she asked. I said ten-ish. She agreed. I 
walked into the house and told mother that Lonny had 
installed another schlock tranny on us. She said she couldn’t 
even call him until Monday, because he would be closed. I 
said there would be no hurry. We’d get it taken care of after I 
finished the season. I hoped my car would be okay in that 
company lot all night, but with those big mean dogs there and 
the car undriveable I didn’t lose any sleep over it. I just 
wanted to drive the season out and get my big bonus. 
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PART IV  
 
THE LAST DRIVE 
 
 
RED WING  
 
(Words Thurland Chattaway; music Kerry Mills) Original 
copyright 1907.  
 
There once was an Indian maid, A shy little prairie maid, 
Who sang a lay, a love song gay, As on the plain she’d while 
away the day; 
 
She loved a warrior bold, This shy little maid of old, But brave 
and gay, he rode one day To battle far away.  
 
(Chorus) She watched for him day and night, She kept all the 
campfires bright, And under the sky, each night she would 
lie, And dream about his coming by and by; But when all the 
braves returned, The heart of Red Wing yearned, For far, far 
away, her warrior gay, Fell bravely in the fray.  
 
(Repeat chorus) 
 
Chorus: Now, the moon shines tonight on pretty Red Wing 
The breeze is sighing, the night bird’s crying, For afar ‘neath 
his star her brave is sleeping, While Red Wing’s weeping her 
heart away. 
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CHAPTER 22. 
TAKE IT TO SEA 
 
October 15 (Sun.) 
 
_Click._  
 
Princess Red Wing     
Lillian Red Wing St. Cyr     
Winona Red Wing     
Winnebago Nation (Nebraska)  
Born: February 13, 1883  
Died: March 13,1974      
 
Princess Red Wing was the first Native American movie star. 
Born on the Winnebago Nation Reservation in Nebraska, she 
entered the film world in 1908 at the ripe old age of 24. 
Catching D.W. Griffith’s eye, she made her first credit film  in 
1909, The Lute, and followed up with Red Wing’s Gratitude and 
True Heart of an Indian that same year. Ramona followed in 
1910. Contrary to popular belief,  Birth of a Nation (1915) was 
not the first full-length  feature film made. The Squaw Man, 
also produced by D.W. Griffith beat it out by two years. 
Princess Redwing played  the part of Nat-U-Rich, the fourth 
lead. After talkies came  in Princess Red Wing retired from 
the film industry and  became an advocate and spokesperson 
for Indian Rights. Her  husband, writer, director and actor 
James Young Deer died in 1946.  
 
_Click. _    
 
I overslept and wasn’t ready at 9:45 when Smokes showed up, 
idling in the street and honking. I ran out the door shoeless 



The Ice Cream Man 

428 

and asked her to wait while I got ready. She agreed. At 10:05 I 
got into her van as mother came out onto the porch, and we 
headed for the lot. That’s my old lady, I told her. It was a 
giddy feeling, this last day of the season. The weather was 
holding out perfect, and it was nothing but blue skies above, 
and in the low seventies. We talked about how they should 
have gone another week before shutting down. Smokes then 
told me her story. I wasn’t listening. Something about the 
South, divorces, getting a new start, that kind of thing. All the 
while she was smoking. It hit me that this job is one of the few 
left where you can smoke on the job. We passed that sign on 
the new Commerce highway, amid the industrial squalor, 
saying to keep the environment clean. I pointed it out to her, 
and she got the joke, apparently for the first time. We passed 
the jail, which was now nearly complete, except the outer 
walls, so that we could see into all the little rooms. We passed 
the house dug into the ground, almost across the street from 
the company lot. We passed my Jap POS, still in the front lot. 
We drove to the back of the lot and parked, near where I had 
parked the night before. Then we walked to the office 
together. The Italians were there, and when they saw us 
together they hooted and made jokes about how two drivers 
that go to work together do it together. This woman was as 
old as my mother, and my libido was still fixed on trading in 
a forty for two twenties, but I went along with it. Maybe she 
thought my old lady was not my mother anyway, and I was 
taken, but I saved that for when I needed it. It was the last 
day. I didn’t get any new inventory today. I was supposed to 
sell out what I had left. I asked them if they had the bonus 
money ready for tonight, and the Bishop explained that we 
had to come in tomorrow to checkout and get the bonuses. I 
made a joke that that would give them time to close up the lot 
and leave town, and he said that was the idea, and the 
Admiral broke in to say that tomorrow the lot would have a 
used car dealership in it. But I knew they were joking. They 
had been around for years, decades. Some of the drivers had 



The Ice Cream Man 

429 

been returning for years. They were members of some kind of 
national ice cream salesmen’s organization – the Italians, not 
the drivers. At least they said so. Maybe these drivers were 
paid to lie to us to set us up, I joked to Smokes, and tomorrow 
we’ll come back to a vacant lot with a padlock on it. Enough 
jokes. With the days so short we couldn’t waste any time. We 
had to get out there and sell what we could on our last day. 
On the way to my truck I met the Comic. He said he had 
heard so much of me being a novelist that he wanted me to 
write down my web site address for him so he could check it 
out in the off-season. He started talking about the Bald Man, 
how they still hadn’t caught him or got their ice cream truck 
back. Then we got to talking about taxes. I hadn’t been filing 
them in years, since my gross income was below the required 
threshold to file. He told me that this company had a perfect 
scam with the IRS, because they sold wholesale to us and no 
records were left behind, so they could declare either no 
profits or even a loss each year. All the lot boys were officially 
getting minimum wage, and probably got a refund on their 
taxes. Since he was a professional comic I didn’t know if this 
was straight or an elaborate put-on. His delivery was totally 
deadpan. I figured I’d see him next year if I returned, that is, 
or maybe even if I didn’t, if we both landed in tax prison. 
There was a sense of desperateness today in the lot, things 
people wanted to say or ask before it was too late. For 
instance, the Admiral was in the window at one point, and 
asked me directly, “Who is Jehovah?” I told him I didn’t 
know. Maybe that was a plea for help. If so, let him await a 
knock on his doory door door. The Natural. I must admit I’d 
forgotten about her. Somehow, she got mixed up in my 
dreams with the block dykes. I guess I never even knew her 
name. I wasn’t a lifelong bachelor for nothing. I tried to give 
her the slip today. I think the Preacher tried to give me the 
slip, for I didn’t see him like I usually did. I didn’t see Little 
Lulu either. I didn’t see anybody. I just saw myself, in a 
mirror. And I saw Oscar Wilde looking back, laughing. I 
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shouldn’t have let them know I was writing a novel about 
being an ice cream man, I guess. 
 
*   *   * 
 
My trusty truck stood poised at the edge of the lot, waiting for 
me to give it the go signal for our last voyage. Take it to sea, 
Mister Murdoch. 
 
*   *   * 
 
On dasher, on donner, on comet, on blinken, on winken, on 
lincoln, on step-van, on... Cruising at 200 feet, 20 stories, my 
jet truck blasted the holy music to kneeling crowds filling my 
huge windshield all along my route. In the cockpit the theme 
song from Blade Runner was running in our helmets so we 
wouldn’t go crazy. My trusty helpmate, Rosie, all 48-18-36 of 
her, sat by my side, in her company jumpsuit complete with 
designer helmet that conformed to her feminine bone angles. 
The ice cream was parachuted down to waiting hands, their 
accounts debited after their ID implants were clocked. No one 
could refuse the HIC. Ten thousand sales a minute. They 
lined up on the streets now, all traffic stopped, all business 
and schools suspended, and prayed on their faces before the 
ice cream of God, the temperature 120 in the shade, turban 
weather. A/C suits were against the law, sacrilegious, even for 
the few who could afford them, and the sin tax on them. The 
spaceport in Commerce City was visible for miles as a giant 
mile-high rainbow sno cone filling the air zone night and day 
with jet and space traffic. Our supplies being used up in ten 
minutes, we jetted back in 60 seconds, then docked for a refill, 
busy robots automatically counting our ice cream and cashing 
out for us while we waited in an air-conditioned bar and grill 
where everything was on the house. So much for mass transit. 
Another day at the job of jobs. The world was now one in 
Good Humor. Good what? 
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*   *   * 
 
A dingo ate my baby! He did! He ate my baby! Sure, ma’am. 
Now come along with us for a few questions. What is a 
dingo? A wild dog down under where the toilets don’t work, 
like in the navy. 
 
*   *   * 
 
The armored ice cream truck chewed up the jungle with its 
tank tracks. Giant rape plants and palms fell down in its 
wake, before being sucked into the ice cream factory in its 
bowels. Our fifty-man crew was all alert, efficient, vigilant. 
The customer was always right. Suddenly we took a sucker 
shot from the rear. It was Blue Buzzard! The armor held, but I 
lost as much weight as my stock portfolio did last year. Up 
ahead was a clump of customers, natives, huddled under a 
giant banana tree, waving their green, getting restless. But 
first things first. We put the gun turret in full swing, sighted 
the Blue Buzzard tank in our crosshairs, and let go with an 
earth-shaking round. Bullseye! This is one fine war. This is 
what it’s all about. This is what these kids came out here for. 
We started our day on a beautiful note. I put my arm out 
topside and flipped BB the Big B. When we stopped, they 
begged to have their picture taken in the hot hot sun wearing 
our sunblocker and chowing down on our ice cream while 
shooting baskets in our portable basketball hoop. We make it 
look so easy shinagling a three-pointer. 
 
*   *  * 
 
Christina had a great pair of legs. I was sorry to have to 
shackle them. Twenty-five years on the force and I’m still in 
vice. Either that or a desk job they told me. My legs aren’t as 
spry as they used to be. All these hot summer days working 
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undercover to sting the she-male with great legs who dealt 
drugs and kiddie porn from an ice cream truck. And I just 
knew she’d walk. She’d either make love to the jurors or tie 
them up in politically correct knots agonizing over their own 
guilt, the guilt of society at large, in making him do it. Her. 
Him. See? It’s getting to me too. Every time they put me in jail 
undercover, the inmates smell me out, know I’m a cop. I play 
chess just a little too good, have just a little too much 
education showing, just a few too many official mannerisms. 
That one time that I supposedly was taken to court and cut in 
to the front of the cafeteria line when I returned, that gave it 
away immediately. I shouldn’t have done that, but I was 
damn hungry. It’s hungry work sitting in court. Now my 
cover was blown here too. How did I know he was into 
burglary too? He stole into my cover story house and lifted 
my wallet as I slept. What a dope I am. I thought that was 
lady five fingers who made love to me that surreal, tossing 
and turning night. That really was ice cream truck music in 
front of my house that night. He knew it would fool me 
bigtime. I sleep so heavy. In better days I slept as light as a 
feather from a baby buzzard. I didn’t want to make the arrest 
just today, but blown is blown. The mailman was one of his 
casers. Remind me to arrest him later. Book ‘em. Return the 
ice cream truck for me. And put me in for retirement. And just 
who are you? Blade Runner. 
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CHAPTER 23. 
THE FREEZERS 
 
Yea, dogs are round about me; a company of evildoers 
encircle me; they have pierced my hands and feet – I can 
count all my bones – they stare and gloat over me; they divide 
my garments among them, and for my raiment they cast lots. 
But thou, O Lord, be not far off! O thou my help, hasten to my 
aid! Deliver my soul from the sword, my life from the power 
of the dog! Save me from the mouth of the lion, my afflicted 
soul from the horns of  the wild oxen! – Psalms 22:16-21 (RSV) 
 
It was the night before the last drive, and all through the 
house, not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse. I hid 
away in the lot, in the back of my truck. Nobody noticed. The 
Italians turned off the lights, let the dogs out, shut the gate, 
and took off. The dogs were soon sniffing around my truck. I 
threw the yellow cord out and shut the door tight. They began 
jumping up and down, yelping, trying to get in. They were 
after my butt. One jumped up on the little engine hood and 
growled at me. But I was ready for them. I had meat, two 
pounds of hamburger that I had covered with cayenne pepper 
and black pepper, like Paul Newman did in Cool Hand Luke. 
The only problem was how to give it to them. I took a chance, 
opened the door a crack, and used the side of a torn-up 
cardboard box as a spatula, dishing chunks outside. They 
took it, gobbled it up. Soon they were sneezing. They forgot 
about me now. They had their own sinus problems. Too bad I 
didn’t have any black kiddies to impress. Their eyes would 
have popped out at that trick. I huddled up miserably in the 
back, behind my main freezer. I hadn’t taken a sleeping bag. 
Too late I wished I’d thought of it. I tried to sleep in a 
crouching position. The dogs quieted down. The night has its 



The Ice Cream Man 

434 

own noises. Something loud, a sound of metal on metal, woke 
me. It was still very dark. I saw lights only around the main 
complex at the front. I heard voices, speaking in Russian to 
the Cashier. I hadn’t seen him in a long time, but I never 
forgot his face. Then I saw Grigor, standing outside the spare 
freezer, on the right side of the garage. He was dressed in an 
expensive suit, with a fedora, and a hanky and a rose. He was 
smoking a cigar. A cry came out of the freezer. I knew that 
sound. Torture. Cattle prod. I noticed the hose coming in the 
partially open front door. Then I saw the pallet. And the green 
pushcart. Hispanic men were putting what looked like frozen 
meat wrapped in newspapers in it. I had seen enough. I didn’t 
want to make a mistake, so I went back to my crouching 
position, and tried to sleep. When I woke up again the sun 
was up. I looked at my trusty Timex watch, which I had 
bought for twenty-five dollars once at Target. It was well 
worth the money, quite reliable and rugged. It had an 
expandable wristband, which was what my fat wrist sorely 
needed. If you pressed a button the dial would light up. If you 
pulled out another button it would turn into a countdown 
timer. I had used it once or twice on my route, setting it to go 
off when it was time to break off and head back. Usually I 
forgot. I didn’t want to waste the battery anyway. I looked at 
my watch habitually, and rarely let the proper time slip by 
more than a few minutes. It was still a long time until they 
would open up the lot, so I tried to sleep again. I couldn’t. It 
was miserable. My back was crying, my feet numb, my knees 
sore, my butt too. My truck was a filthy mess, filled with 
empty boxes, wrappers, bubble gum wads, empty Gatorade 
bottles, sacks filled with half-eaten sandwiches. It suddenly 
came to me. All this time. I was the Pig. At this point, I was 
ready for this self-revelation. It was self-revelation day at the 
lot. It seemed like hours until the Italians suddenly appeared, 
going about their work. Now I wondered how I’d make my 
appearance. I decided I had no choice but to wait some more, 
until several more drivers had arrived, then come out and 
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hope they didn’t notice anything unusual when I popped up. 
It worked. I grabbed an immunity popsicle and sucked on it, 
just like a kid on a lawn. I think this was the first time I had 
ever eaten a popsicle at the lot, or seen any driver do so, for 
that matter. I guess it wasn’t considered professional. Go 
figure. But I was in a jam. I looked like shit, hadn’t shaved or 
bathed. But I was dressed in my work clothes, my usual 
striped shirt, and passed. I planned to get out of the lot in one 
piece, then go straight home so I could take time out to shit, 
shower, and shave, the ultimate luxuries of a mature man, as I 
was told when I turned sweet sixteen. I walked as in a dream 
up to the shed, trying not to think about what I saw, the bevy 
of old freezers taken from unused trucks, supposedly for 
cleaning. But I did think. That company was a front for the 
Russian mafia! That Grigor was the kingpin, and he posed as 
a driver just to keep an eye on things. I had heard about the 
rise of the Russian mafia in America, how they were the most 
relentless mafia America had ever faced, laughing in the face 
of any kind of hardship or torture. After all, they had been in 
the gulags in Siberia, so what did the pansy Americans have 
to beat that? Nothing. They tried white-collar crimes as well 
as street crimes. Anything was game. The national news 
sometimes had sound bytes on them, commentaries too, 
warning how they might become bigger than Microsoft, IBM, 
and GM put together in the next five years. Back alley western 
cities like ours, where crime was low, were perfect place for 
their execs to lie low and engage in money laundering and 
other corruption crimes. I wondered how they used this ice 
cream company. Maybe they used it to launder money. After 
all, they processed a ton of cash every night. And no bank 
trails. Maybe they used those freezers for torture chambers, 
then iced the corpses for delivery to the dump, sliced and 
diced into garbage. Maybe they fed them to the dogs. How 
would I know? Hiding behind Italians was a perfect front. 
Everybody knows they aren’t in the mafia precisely because 
they are Italians, and they don’t want to be accused of ethnic 
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stereotyping. And they aren’t in the mafia – the Italian one – 
so that makes for a great cover story. They probably worked 
hand in hand with illegals of all nationalities. Just think, I was 
getting friendly with those Russians. Mafiosi don’t have 
friends, only goodfellas. You join for life. Just then the 
Russians walked into the shed in a group. I was on the spot. I 
couldn’t show any fear. They can smell it on you, like dogs 
do. So what did I do? Guess? I began telling Olga how she 
and her buddies ought to save up their money, make the 
Italians an offer (I didn’t say offer they can’t refuse), and buy 
the place, then change the name to Siberian Treats or 
something Russian, and build it up from there. She smiled her 
usual sweet smile, and I tried but I froze when I tried to 
return it. I did all the talking, as usual. They apparently all 
had trouble speaking English. Just then the President came 
out of the freezer (the left one, the main one), but turned away 
from me, giving me time to take off out of the front of the lot, 
and take the bus home, just in time to get inside before 
Smokes arrived. They must break down the proteins into 
smaller pieces for easier digestion. I’m on the stage today, 
being tested, to see if I will break. If I were a kid I’d need 
potty training. 
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CHAPTER 24. 
THE RITUAL OF CHUD, STANLEY KUBRICK, AND ME 
 
I finally reached page 642 of It. Finally, something a tad 
interesting, the Ritual of Chad. That’s u with an umlaut. In the 
Himalayas, if you were trying to get rid of your taelus – a.k.a. 
manitou, loup-garou, glamour, eyelak – or evil magic boogey-
man that can read your mind and assume the shape of the 
thing you’re afraid of most (which is what ‘It’ was truly 
supposed to be, I guess) you had to first catch it, then overlap 
tongues with it, bite into each other’s tongues, then take turns 
telling jokes and riddles with it. If the human laughed first, 
the taelus got to kill and eat him, but if the taelus laughed 
first, it had to go away for a hundred years. I learned on the 
Web that in the Harry Potter books the shape-shifters who 
changed into what you were afraid of most were called 
Boggarts. They are supposed to be repelled by laughter. What 
a thief this J.K. Rowling is. When I steal the idea I’ll stick with 
the term taelus. What was my taelus? I have never found a 
Sands Point Long Island Bletchly Manor, where I could fake 
my way in with a password and a monk’s costume with a 
full-face mask and then make whoopie with the most 
beautiful girls in town. But then I don’t have a state medical 
board doctor’s license to show people. Or a beautiful woman 
I’m trying to satisfy but can’t. I’m full of shit. I looked up the 
word taelus in my search engines. Nothing. Maybe King 
made the whole thing up. He must think he’s clever. He’s full 
of shit. That word taelus is me. Nothing. I don’t exist. I have 
bitten the tongue of non-existence, and it has bitten me back, 
and we are locked in a death struggle. The first one to laugh 
loses. Winslow, you’re full of shit. There, I said it. And it’s so 
true. Let me be the first one to say it. With everything else, 
though, I admit nothing without a lawyer present. Stanley 
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Kubrick, the director of Eyes Wide Shut. He also directed Dr. 
Strangelove, 2001, A Clockwork Orange. All his movies feature 
something surprising at the end, like the Star Child in 2001, 
Slim Pickens riding the H-bomb in Dr. Strangelove. Funny 
how there was nothing surprising at the end of Eyes Wide 
Shut. Nothing except the fact that he had died and this was 
his last film. He was leaving his job to me. The Ice Cream Man. 
Like all Winslow films, it shows how humans deal with 
something that is trying to make them extinct. What? It has 
something surprising at the ending? What? Is it even a film? I 
thought it was a novel. A traumnovelle. About dreams versus 
reality. Is it a post-modern novel? The writer is a character? 
What is its style? Styles? Non-style? I’m full of shit. Don’t read 
on. I order you not to. If you obey my orders you have 
become mine. If you don’t, you are still mine, since you are 
waiting for more orders down the line. Why can’t I get a girl 
as fuckable as Nicole Kidman? I can. She lives just down the 
block. All I have to do is win her from her ugly dyke roomie. 
But would I win or lose, and what would I win? A woman is 
just a parasite. All they do is take. The most you can win is 
what? Why aren’t I as well off now as a man can get? Maybe I 
don’t know what I’ve got, don’t appreciate it. I’ve got 
everything. All I can do now is lose. I’m king of the world. I 
hate that expression. But I can’t think of a better one. Baby’s 
done a bad, bad thing. Get that Chris Isaak. I got it now. Tom 
and Nicole are Adam and Eve. It’s the Eden story revisited. 
The satanic orgy is the serpent in the garden. The forbidden 
fruit, that’s what she tastes of first, then leads him to do it 
because he loves her. Or because he is in lust with her, which? 
Funny how no matter how sophisticated the world gets, it still 
needs that Eden story. Imagine a world that didn’t need it 
anymore. I can’t. Oh yes I can. The Jehovah’s Witness world. 
The world won’t need it anymore when they go back to Eden, 
and refuse the serpent. Then there will be no more need to 
ride H-bombs, face aliens in Jupiter, revert to space children, 
worry about Big Brother. The world needs to know this. It’s 
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not about art it’s about what? All art is quite useless. I should 
throw It in the trash. But I can’t. Women are incomplete 
without men. Look at Celine Dion. The old man who owned 
her from puberty on up. She shouldn’t need him. But she’s 
lost without him. She’s like his pureblood racehorse, his 
prizefighter. He just sends her out and sits back and cashes 
the checks. I’m jealous. If there is a God, why didn’t he give 
me my Celine Dion? Artists aren’t meant to work for a living. 
They must be supported, if not by the public then by a 
woman. They’re married to their work. They produce only 
useless things. That’s why people must pay through the nose 
for them. That’s why they never give it away free, other than 
small samples. It’s a riveting heartbeat, an irresistible pulse, a 
ghost on the wind, a creation, a design that brings pleasure, a 
terrible knowledge of life and death and eternal hellfire, of 
virgin desires, of mushroom gathering in the moonlight, of 
one glorious crescendo of passion and bloodlust. All right, 
that’s not art. That’s Susan Forrester’s Moonlight. Women can’t 
make art. They can just fuck real artists and fake it, like their 
orgasms. They can make artists, but not art. I even wonder if 
they can copyright it. Copyright. Now that’s one legal term 
that gives me the willies. What is copyright? What can be 
copyrighted? What does it mean to be copyrighted? Can you 
copyright a word? Two words? Three? A phrase? A sentence? 
A flock of words? A murder of words? A name? A title? No, 
in theory at least. Too bad lawyers lurk like sharks to take 
false claims to court. You can and should be able only to 
copyright a work. Everybody knows what a work is. It takes 
work. No work, no work. They can just fuck real artists and 
fake it, like their orgasms. That’s too edgy. No, too true. 
Women have all the anxiety. No wonder. Look at the ultimate 
work of fiction. Not a line written by women. If the Bible is 
true, woman came out of man, not the other way around. And 
so did the Bible. God is a man. It is not a conspiracy. It is 
reality. Only in art is there a conspiracy. Look at the design of 
woman. Made to be dependent on a man, to be penised, to be 



The Ice Cream Man 

440 

husbanded. She is just a sack, a hole, an appendage, a rib. 
How could evolution blindly produce woman? It would take 
a designer to produce such a dependent creature. And what 
woman would design a woman? Money is a good motive for 
murder. Look at their personalities, women. Not personalities, 
personality. They’re all the same. Happy to call herself “we”. 
Happy to be penised. Give them a wedding ring and a penis 
and they’re yours for life. Once they get that, they close off all 
other men, like they are owned, like property with a title. If 
they don’t get it, they get high anxiety, and do crazy things, 
usually to themselves. And this is even after 1964 and the 
birth control pill, women’s rights, sexual equality, careers for 
women. It’s too designed to be accidental. By the way, you are 
being videotaped. If it were accidental then why do women 
have so hard a time breaking away from it? Look at me. I can 
live with them and can live without them. I don’t want a 
woman. I want women. To use. Women that love to be used, 
who study being used, who are proud of being used, who use 
well, with satisfaction and pride. It’s not easy having a penis. 
Tell me about it, you say. It’s a weakness. The penis tries to do 
the thinking, tries to tell me what to do. But I won’t let it, 
because I’m created in the image of God, and he doesn’t even 
have a penis. That’s the main difference. He’s a spiritual being 
with no penis, no need to reproduce. What is love? I don’t 
want love. It’s a disease, a weakness, your genes trying to 
preserve themselves while they consider you as an individual 
to be expendable. It’s not evolution, it’s genes. Man could 
have been created with genes being the basic software-
hardware interface and no need for blind evolution 
whatsoever. Do computers program themselves? Does 
software evolve? Or just run until it crashes? If you’re a cook 
and mess up the soup, then what? So what if some apes walk 
on two legs and have two arms and humanlike hands? That 
doesn’t prove we evolved from them, only that God reused 
some genes to amuse himself. It’s women that can’t beat it, 
beat love. Love is genetic control of the individual. And who 
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made genes? God. Or, even if evolution is true, man. Man 
must have bred woman to be his appendage. I can beat it, beat 
love. I can just walk away from a woman. I can grow a new 
rib. It’s a medical fact. If a rib is removed another will grow in 
its place. Expendable. They can never get over me, not the 
other way around. The cure for one woman is the next one. A 
woman isn’t my goal in life. A lone man is noble. A solitary 
man is divine. It’s tragic, a woman without a man. Look at the 
dykes. Not one but two tragedies. It never seems to cross their 
minds. Why does it cross mine? Why do they keep walking in 
front of my house like models on a catwalk showing off 
French haute couture? Because that’s how it starts, love, with 
the connection. Women have five stages of love, men have 
two, connection and exploration. His ready smile pierced her 
heart each time she saw it. Fuck Cherie Carter-Scott and 
Amazon dot com. Fuck romance novels. Romance novels are 
the living proof that all the political movements to equalize 
women with men are doomed. You can’t push with a tampon 
string. No place has men so dumb that they will lower 
themselves to the level of women. Only in a romance novel 
does a woman’s best friend graduate to be her lover. In real 
life a man’s lover may or may not graduate to be a kind of 
friend, but never really a friend. Women and men can’t be 
friends. Fuck the Jehovah’s Witnesses and bless their souls at 
the same time. They are full of shit, even though they are right 
that the Bible is right, the first book of it. Fuck Xena and 
Nikita. They’re full of shit. Eden will never work. Sodom and 
Gomorrah will. But real men don’t go around multiplying 
spiritually and ignoring sex. Real women don’t go around 
beating up men. There never was a real Jesus Christ, or even a 
Paul, any more than a Xena or a Nikita. At least we know the 
names of the writers for the two dream girls. They just 
memorize the lines and do what the men behind the lens tell 
them to do. The men they beat up leap back when struck, like 
kangaroos, like in pro wrestling. Real women are lucky to get 
as far as Martha Stewart. We will never know the real authors 
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of the Bible, dammit. My money is on a Roman slave or 
maybe a group of them who have to have sex with whomever 
their master wants, and do what they’re told, but secretly 
wrote that gospel and Acts and epistle shit to get even. Even I 
won’t try to bet on who or what wrote Revelation. All right, I 
will. The last gasp of the Jehovahists who wanted to compete 
against the gospelists in the Bible business. It is not a 
culmination of the gospels and Acts and epistles, but rather a 
rival. The author of that was probably a former Jewish priest 
who was forced to eat pork and have unnatural sex and went 
blinken certifiable on some kind of drug. At least he had good 
channels to smuggle his manuscript out, in notebook form 
probably, not scroll form. How convenient to stage his own 
death in his fiction, to cover his tracks. You might think you 
don’t like me. Well, you don’t even know me. I’m not here. 
I’m a character in a blinken novel. I don’t blinken exist. You 
know nothing about the author. The author is not his 
characters. You might kibbutz, say the author is an angry 
man. Not necessarily so. The author isn’t here. The character 
is. This is art. A mirror. On you. It is about you. And I haven’t 
even written the novel yet. I’m driving around in an ice cream 
truck writing it in my blinken head. You just bought some 
from me, remember? What was going on in your head, lady? 
Thought I had a cute ass? I am angry, now that I mention it. 
Not you, I. I am angry at the world in general. But I can’t 
name any specifics. It’s like I’m under a lifetime of 
persecution and oppression. Like the police are out to get me. 
A police conspiracy. I’m being watched all the time. I’m being 
slowly tortured into a new type of being that will emerge on 
the world stage and vent my rage by persecuting back. I am 
the beast. I am 666. Either that, or I have an overactive gall 
bladder. Or too much time on my hands. My brain is 
overactive. Somebody kiss me. Where was I? Just a minute. 
I’ve got a customer. He’s taking his time reading the menu. 
This gives me a break. Art is a product of a man’s brain. Man 
is a product of a woman’s cunt. I am quite capable of writing 
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this without making a fool of myself. Do I wear kilts like a 
Scot and play golf with ma’ balls danglin’ down? That is 
making a fool of oneself. A skirt was meant to clothe a cunt, 
not a pair of balls. Who wants to look up a skirt and see a 
hairy pair of balls like Hillary Clinton’s? Unlike her hubby, 
my beloved stone balls are intact, at least. Are you like Ann 
Liguori? Do you find that the golf course is the best place to 
meet people you like? Everybody likes people, right? Who 
wants to live alone in a shack? Time to eat. That first hot 
splash of meat, that first cold dribble of milk.  
 
“Back up.”  
 
“You laughed? If you did, and you’re a clean, safe, gorgeous 
young woman, leave your man, get tested at a hospital, and 
email me for further connections.”   
 
“What?”   
 
“Not you. I was talking to myself. Go on.” I had been talking 
to myself. I always talk to myself when driving. Sometimes I 
even shout at myself over the blinken music. This is the first 
time I think anybody noticed.  
 
“I’ll take a Chocolate Eclair.” No, they really didn’t notice. 
They always assume you’re really talking to someone, 
perhaps on the other side of the truck where they can’t see. 
It’s like being a cop, having a shield out on the streets. All I 
have to do is hide behind it.  
 
“Good choice. Would you like forty cents change or four 
pieces of bubble gum?”   
 
“I’ll take the four pieces of bubble gum.”   
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“Good choice again. Here’s your bubble gum, and here’s your 
Chocolate Eclair. Goodbye!”   
 
“Goodbye!” I think he said. I was fast on the gas. I didn’t like 
being interrupted during my imagination jag.  
 
I glanced at the guy in my rear view mirror. A typical slacker. 
He’d not guessed the  
secret of my talking to myself. He was wrapped up in himself.  
 
You stupid sheep. The squirt folded his bills up so tight he 
must be into origami. I hate having to unfold them every time 
I put them into my coin tray. If I don’t unfold them right they 
get stuck in the lid too easily. At least I can talk to myself now 
and get paid for it. Where was I? Oh yes. If you didn’t, I don’t 
blame you. I probably made you sick. But, if you are a 
woman, you want me to make you sick, want me to do 
something to you. You would ladle peas onto my plate and be 
embarrassed if you made too much noise or one of the little 
peas rolled out of place. The motion of my jaw, the way my 
lips pinch tight over my teeth, all make you think, “I’ve kissed 
those lips. I’ve pushed my tongue through those teeth.” A 
jaw, a penis. It’s larger in your imagination that it is. I’m your 
penis. I’m your jaw. You need me. You love me. I can live 
with or without you. I’m an artist. A man. Suck my stick. 
That’s my taelus. Art. I could never give up art for Eden. I’d 
rather have art than a good woman. I caught sight of myself 
in a mirror hanging on an antique French frieze, my gaunt but 
fat features seeming to shimmer, merciless. I walked across 
the floor, stood gazing across at her for a moment, carrying 
herself erect. Her eyes were a deep oceanic blue, young at 
heart. She was an ice cream driver now, but her popularity as 
a star of art houses had never waned. “I must have hurt 
myself as I fell in the river,” she said, when she saw me notice 
the yellow bruises under her shoulder blade. A few moments 
later, I found her down on the floor in the parlor, in a pool of 
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melted ice cream, as if she had been gunned down in a 
fistfight. From what she said, I knew she’d be all right. In 
walked her daughter, the plucky one, fresh from the river. “I 
am afraid,” I told her sensitively, “that from now on I must 
insist you learn how to swim.” “You saw me when I came out 
of the shower, didn’t you?” she retorted, anxiety showing on 
her face. I always thought the Drivers were a bit off. She could 
have fallen, you know. I put an oxygen mask on her face. “I 
hope you and I live a long time so we can look after our little 
ice cream cones,” I said wistfully. A thousand questions raced 
through my mind. What would I do? Would the little vanilla 
be all right? I sat her down, crouched before her, trying to 
calm her with a lowered voice. “And remember this. Those 
two cones of yours will always be there for each other.” Only 
a woman would buy that. I wonder if I’ll ever sell much to 
women. Having no experiences at the Front to have to come 
back from, I wouldn’t blame them. I don’t understand 
women. Or else I understand them too well for them to 
accept. They’ll all try to prove me wrong, and prove me right. 
They will end up throwing themselves at me the way I want. 
Total unconditional surrender. Then I will not be able to get 
rid of them. They will smother me, mother me, waiting until I 
die, then take everything I leave. They will inherit the earth. 
And have the last laugh. Because that’s why they will inherit 
the earth. They are the ones who made me, not the other way 
around. Women are men’s cul-de-sac. That’s my taelus. 
Needing my work to get women for me. Some man I am. I 
will be found one day, dead, alongside the road, beside my 
ice cream truck, in a pool of melted ice cream. And wild birds 
and dogs will be feasting on me. 
 
*   *   * 
 
When I got to the lot after the last drive, I broke. Who did I 
serve, God or Mammon? No man can have two masters. How 
could they profane the sacred temple with moneychangers? I 
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put the shotgun in my trouser leg, made sure my long shirt 
tail covered most of the bulge, and slowly, carefully, wheeled 
my shopping cart, which I found where I had left it this 
morning next to my truck, by the pole with the yellow power 
cords, up to the office, limping as always. Then I pushed the 
cart with a mighty force at the crowd of Pharisees and scribes, 
drew the shotgun, and it was a turkey shoot. “Have a 
Firecracker on me, you filthy moneychangers profaning the 
temple! I’ll show you the life of the mind!” Yo ho ho went the 
Pirate. The Comic got off one last  one-liner. Don’t say the old 
ladies ice screamed. Bring  them on and let them ice scream. 
What do you ice scream to  that, Christina? The cart had four 
boxes of extra shells in  it, under the dirty and sweaty and 
bloody sacred towel. By  the time I ran out and needed them, I 
didn’t need them. I always associate this lot by the lazy 
stinking skunk river with lazy stinking Mark Twain. He 
admitted that Tom Sawyer  was based on personal 
experience. It just isn’t right,  his fame. He’s a geek. I dragged 
their screamed-out  bodies to the right side main freezer, and 
closed the door  tight. I was light on my feet, a spring in my 
step, like a mountain goat. The door locked without a lock 
being applied by human hands. A rainbow appeared in the 
sky. A white dove landed on a nearby ice cream truck, and I 
shot it. I then sprang back to the holy shed, picked up all the 
loose body parts, put them in a grocery cart, and took them 
back to the dog kennel, to feed the dogs a holy meal to the 
Lord. I then shot the dogs. I had cleansed the sacred temple. 
Sacred blue buzzards circled slowly overhead. They would 
now have to crucify me. Then it will be over. It’s like a dream 
to be in the playoffs. 
 
*   *   * 
 
And wild birds and dogs will be feasting on me... I was 
arrested in my truck, as I sat in Rimrock Rec Park, a little after 
dawn, passive, unresisting, praying. All my disciples had fled 
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after I gave them free ice cream. Four sheriff’s cars 
surrounded me, eight sheriffs jumped out, guns drawn and 
raised. The bullhorn ordered me to come out with my hands 
up. Then to kneel down. Then to spread eagle. I lay face down 
on the hot pavement in the baking sun, in a pool of melting 
ice cream. I peed my pants and they stripped me then put me 
in a robe. A flowing white robe. They put a Sno Cone box on 
my head. They recuffed me, pushed me into a car, and soon I 
was on my way in an armored motorcade. They took me to 
the big city federal detention center, booking me on federal 
charges of child pornography, the Mann Act, racketeering, 
drug charges, a laundry list. The local authorities were soon 
congratulating each other in front of the cameras and lights. 
They had cleaned the streets of a kingpin. The king of the 
kiddies, they called me. Not. They called me the I Scream 
Man, claimed I had been corrupting the morals of the nation’s 
youth, leading them into sin. And yet I had never sinned, 
never done wrong. I was a perfect man, a second Adam, 
doing only the will of God. Besides, they had no evidence. 
The holy shotgun was taken out of my hands by buzzards 
and flown to heaven. The buzzards ate all the fleshly 
evidence, including the dogs. A holy rainstorm washed out all 
my prints. A holy bolt of lightning burned the office to the 
ground, along with all records I had ever worked there. No 
drivers were left to testify against me. And besides, it wasn’t 
me, it was a holy avenging arm of the Lord, an angel. And not 
a single fly was harmed in this production. The Lord had 
removed all flies prior to the shooting of this scene. Murder 
She Wrote’s finest writers could never have figured this one 
out. But that didn’t stop the authorities. They were so out to 
get me that they manufactured evidence. They had a picture 
of my music box being crushed under the tire of my ice cream 
truck. It was obviously staged. They confiscated the truck, 
and plugged in my main freezer so that the evidence 
wouldn’t melt. My web site was shut down by the authorities 
but not before it was copied and displayed by ghost sites 
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worldwide, like with the Columbine High School shooters. I 
was tried in a few weeks, railroaded actually. The jury came 
in wearing clown suits, and returned a guilty verdict without 
leaving the jury box. My request for exile to the future was 
denied. A festive atmosphere filled the crowded courtroom as 
the judge ordered me sent to the electric chair. He didn’t even 
have to wash his hands the way the modern jury system 
worked. The mob gave the thumbs up or thumbs down. He 
just administered the mob. I refused the help of all attorneys, 
and asked to be executed quickly. They refused me vitamin C 
pills, and my bladder got infected worse than ever, then it 
spread to my kidneys. The antibiotics were ineffective, 
pneumonia was setting in, and systemic poisoning was 
looming. But I wouldn’t die. No, I wouldn’t rob them of the 
satisfaction. I wasn’t permitted to write, to have a computer or 
access to the Net, leave anything in writing for my disciples, 
or even to dictate to a voice recorder. It would be up to them 
now. They granted my last request, a Good Humor Giant 
Vanilla Ice Cream Sandwich, at minus 108 degrees 
Fahrenheit, served with well-worn welder’s gloves that had 
never been touched by profane hands. I died in my own 
truck, chained to my seat, hooked to two thousand volts via 
yellow power cords strung on a maypole, as thousands 
cheered, and enjoyed free ice cream. You see, the Italians had 
left me the company in their will. They knew I was the chosen 
son. They awaited me in heaven, to rule alongside me as 
kings and offer sacrifices alongside me as priests. I liquidated 
the assets to pay for my own death with all the treats. There 
was even a fireworks and laser light show afterwards, which 
was holy, as the authorities had not approved it. Moreover, it 
suddenly became dark in midday, allowing the show to be a 
raving success. There was a ripple effect across the country. A 
mess left in Rimrock Park after the National Guard operation 
had to be cleaned up by snowplows. It is now under 
permanent military guard as thousands seek to kiss the 
Wailing Wall daily while five religions claim it as holy 
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ground, the playground being said to be the spot where I 
ascended to heaven.  
 
“Captain!...”   
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CHAPTER 25. 
THE ICE CREAM STARSHIP 
 
 
“... Wake up! It’s Johnny!”  
 
I woke up, opened my eyes, and saw Johnny’s face through 
the clear plastic wrapper of a giant Sno Cone that I was sealed 
in. They had beamed me out of my electric chair truck and 
beamed an android in my place during the melee, before they 
threw the two thousand volt switch. The android put up a 
great act, arching its back, tinkling a little from its weak 
bladder, sweating like a pig, even emitting smoke on cue. It 
was pronounced dead by the doctor at 3 a.m. I took five 
separate jolts. I was almost too frosty to die, but I did, and 
they put me, still in my ice cream truck, in a special lot, where 
dogs and buzzards ate my butt. Then we beamed up the 
android, leaving an empty ice cream truck. There was now no 
body. The resurrection rumors began. I was a perfect martyr 
now. The authorities were stunned, tried a coverup. I made 
appearances to crowds and small groups, showing them the 
wounds, letting them feel them with their own hands, smell 
my weak bladder, be served from my clean hands. My web 
site was hosted from deep space now, undeletable. My 
mission was complete. And they didn’t even recognize 
Talking Tina from the Twilight Zone. She had perfect long 
hair, even as a man. Great legs, too. But I was lapsing back 
into the funk. Snap out of it, brave breadwiener...  
 
“Wheeooo! Tell me it’s not really the 21st century. Tell me it’s 
the 24th, and I’m not Winslow the I Scream Man, but Captain 
Boomerbaby of the Starship Good Humor.” 
 
 “It’s the 31st century.”   
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“I know. I’m not Spock. Captain Kirk sucks. Don’t worry. No 
children were harmed in this mission. Now that it’s over, I’m 
one tall turkey and I want to check out the barnyard hens, the 
noble barnyard hens.”   
 
“The Ice be with you, Captain! You’re back! Do that teeter-
totter thing. Ha! Guess how many gallons of glue we used on 
your float? You gladden the eyes of the young and the old.”   
 
“Get me out of here!”   
 
“Sorry, Captain. No can do. The towel is healing you, but 
you’ll have to stay wrapped until you lose another 48 
pounds.”   
 
“No excuses, no excuses! It’s easy and cheap now to talk 
about gadgets of the future that take time. Get me out of here 
now!”  
 
Johnny did as he was ordered. He’ll made a great Admiral 
one day, after I retire, even though he is a Native American. 
Probably never rise above rear Admiral. Pity. I’ve already got 
him in line for OCS, majoring in IT. If I could just quit always 
criticizing everybody, my recommendation would mean 
something.  
 
“What is that! *?! music?!”   
 
“Your sinuses are going to be trouble, Captain, but we won’t 
let it happen. At the first sign of pressure hold your nostrils 
and blow your eardrums out.”  
 
I was soon holding my nostrils, blowing. Still, the! *?! music 
kept ringing in my ears. Talk about a culture shock.  
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Lord, I’ll lift your wrapper on high, as high as a  heavenly Sno Cone. 
Celebrate, Winslow, celebrate! Talk  to the Lord on the earth and I’ll 
sing. Oh Lord you’re  an awesome driver, and I could sing of your 
love forever! Shine, Winslow, shine, fills this land with good humor. 
He’s made me glad, oh he’s made me glad, I will rejoice since he’s 
made me glad. My life is in you, Lord. I sing of you Winslow 
almighty, whose ice cream is in my  heart and soul...  
 
“Turn that crap off! Get my housecleaning robot Rosie and 
Talking Tina my living doll and let’s warp out of this time 
slum back to the real world.”   
 
“There’s a risk of freezer burn, sir, without the proper 
warmup time.”   
 
“ It’s an order!”   
 
“Aye aye, sir!”   
 
“Got my toaster strudel?”   
 
“Aye, sir! All your pop tarts!”   
 
“Hope you didn’t put all those on the credit card.”   
 
“Don’t worry. I used the new capital one jillion card. It’s 
interest free until July 3001.” 
 
 “What’s in your wallet?”  
 
I winked. Johnny blushed. I introduced retroglade 
honeysuckle and pear to the line, and, my credit good, I gave 
the word. As we saluted the new customers, I saw a 
firefighter, a beauty pageant, a female cop, all standing on the 
surface, saluting me back. Here come Tom Sawyer and Huck 
Finn, floating down the Colorado River on the raft. Crushed 
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walnut shells and melaluca bark give the raft that natural 
look. Cattails, duckweed, carnations, all keep the illusion 
going. You go, cowgirls! Those cell phones keep the team 
spirit alive. Have a little discussion with God, on me. The ICS 
Good Humor turned off the selling music and taxied out of 
earth orbit on impulse power before going into warp. The 
step-van shifted gears, and soon we were traveling at warp 
10, headed for the sun, so that we could use its gravitational 
field to whiplash us back to the future. I was quite the 
philanderer, and my yeoman intrigued me all the way to my 
cabin. As we did the duelling ice cream cone thing, I projected 
the mystery of leadership, telling her there was nothing to 
fear, to take heart, to have confidence in yourself, take 
courage in my cockiness, my isolationist fantasy, my steady 
hand at the helm. There was an unwritten code to never show 
me in my chair, or show my braces, or accurately reveal my 
face. I was the Winslow that trillions adored, although I was 
born in Iowa after they were all born and preferred corn 
liquor and fishing in the Holodeck. I was, to them, an unborn 
child. No one knew how close to death I had come after the 
assassination attempt, how cancer-prone I was, how 
sometimes decisions were made on political pragmatism 
rather than doctrinal purity, but since the public doesn’t have 
a right to know anyway, the press can be made absolutely 
right after the fact, and put it through all their sombreros. 
That Stephen King droid, a busy sidewalk of ours, dressed in 
holiday style. What a teddy bear. Everything he wrote made 
people crave our ice cream. That accident we staged, how 
convincing. But no death and resurrection. That was only for 
moi. And the Bible. How hard it had been to track down 
every copy of that and replace it with the rewritten edition, on 
old GH wrappers. Good Humor only carries the finest, but 
don’t expect all-natural ingredients. Profit first. And it’s 
kosher, too. Slipping in that android Bill Gates, that was easy. 
Call an android a geek and give him a real mother and people 
don’t see through it. Boy did he do a great job of undermining 
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the economy. Then that Gene Roddenberry and his Star Trek 
crap. It was important to place a voice crying in the 
wilderness before the savior arrives. That way the savior can 
become the dummy corporation while the puppetmasters are 
well-hidden behind the curtain. Beauty is certainly not cheap. 
Even when it’s right in your face you can’t see it. Sleight of 
hand. Eee yaa twist, baby, twist. Yay, just like this. Happy 
New Year. Just buy the twist. This vessel was a ticket out of a 
flambé. I had a wake up call. I lost over 50 pounds on the slim 
fast plan. My energy level right now on a scale of one to ten is 
an eleven. It’s been a great ride. Don’t wait another day. Do it 
now. It’s the girl’s fault if someone gets pregnant. I returned 
to the command center, sat on the com for the landing. My 
dinocat was soon nestled on my lap, purring and guarding 
me at the same time. Only captains could have dinocats. 
Watch your butt. As we came out of it, the familiar star 
constellations reappeared around us, the Hind Hitch Horse 
Team, the Jaguar Through a Blizzard, the Achawamanon, 
which means boy it’s cold up here in native American. But 
that was just a little freezer burn, nothing really to old 
welders like us. After the spring thaw we performed a 
traditional cherry blossom festival, and, as the thermometer 
went through the roof, celebrated with Firecrackers, like it 
was the Fourth of July, the New Year. Do I remember it all 
now? Did I need to see the family album? Do I need an 
ophthalmologist? Did I snap out of it? Did I really think I was 
one of them? I wasn’t a mannequin on the ninth floor, taking 
turns to become real for a month at a time. They were the 
mannequins. They were on the ninth floor. That Rod Serling. 
What a parachute jump he was. There was some party on a 
boat in Boulder in ‘97, my mistake. In any case it was picture 
perfect, a bountiful harvest, a color harmony, squashed 
pumpkins, green beans, Jack in the Beanstalk, a cornucopia 
with a pheasant at the head of the large game birds. It’s great 
to die and rise again for primitive savages. My life is a 
beautiful thing.  
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“Trouble. It’s Millen Yum from Risk Management.”   
 
“Tell him I’m in a meeting. Mister! I need hip room!”   
 
“A full 50.1 inches, sir.”   
 
“That’s more than enough. Have room for one more?”     
 
 “Climb aboard, sir.”  
 
That’s a Jap Mitsubishi for ya. Change the costume jewelry 
and it’s a Honda Accord. Johnny sat behind the driver’s seat, 
behind the curtain, where he could work the customer 
window. I went online with a giant computer to order pet 
food. Poor Marvin doesn’t even notice the computer mouse 
wrapped around its tail. Then I decked myself in black and 
orange and went to the Holodeck to lead the marching band, 
all without leaving my chair. You can do that now. I don’t see 
big enough bumps on the chests of drum majors and 
cheerleaders. There, that’s better. I can see the roses on the 
pants there, the flashy markings. Give me a boilermaker. That 
is a big helmet. Whoa! There’s no net underneath her. And 
she doesn’t have a parachute. It might be nice to accompany 
this with Redwings. What was the official party line now in 
our universal American melting pot? It was time to prepare 
for debriefing, to be articulate when being given the old root 
beer float. Everything was bursting with color and detail now. 
It looks like I’ve eaten a lot of birdseed too. Let’s enter the 
nationwide art and essay contest and submit an essay on why 
I love my Starfleet. The Ice Cream Starfleet ruled spacetime, 
as far back as Burma Shave, as far forward as the Turtle lets 
us. The Turtle was the shapeshifter, not the Spider, the Clown, 
the It. Black is white and white is black, but follow the green 
to the truth, if you can. The green doesn’t lie. Good Humor is 
in universal control. The critical mass was reached early in the 
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21st century, and Orville Redenbacher used to play the tuba, 
but never mind that. Once the monopoly was complete, time 
itself was its property, and history was its ad campaign. Every 
day became a picture-perfect addendum to the neverending 
ad, the Burma Shave signs on the long and winding road. Five 
hundred million customers, seven hundred million 
customers, six billion customers love Good Humor. There’s 
the sound we’ve been waiting for! Bam! Oh, how cool is that? 
About as cool as it gets! The subtle changing of the earth’s 
orbit to make it ten degrees hotter throughout the planet 
insured complete economic supremacy in a matter of years. 
The year without the hurricanes was taken in stride. Too 
many diversions for the masses, heat, drought, fires, close 
Presidential races, stock market collapses. Within a century 
the ice cream economy was the monopoly it was always 
meant to be. Then, as humanity moved out into space, Good 
Humor moved with it, controlling all air conditioners, 
supplying all that is cold and refreshing, at inflated prices it 
set, along with the price of gasoline. Unfortunately, Star Trek 
sucked. Space wasn’t populated with all kinds of interesting 
sapient beings that could be swindled into joining a 
Federation that was little more than a humans-only club, and 
sleepover can be a nightmare, but never mind. Plug it in, plug 
it in. Fresh in sixty days, fresh in seven new ways, in 
refreshing citrus. It’s the difference between a mystery and a 
miracle. Call something two thousand years old. The truck 
body lifts up to reveal a high performance engine. The tires 
spin to heat them up, then the truck takes off at an amazing 
five miles an hour. How sweet it is. A celebration of American 
ingenuity and innovation. A flip of the switch, and the 
comical ICS space exploration insured little more than a 
neverending supply of milk and ice to babes. To Serve Man, 
our Bible, promised eternal life, yes, but the market was 
saturated all too soon, and soon Starfleet Command was 
forced into expanding its market backwards in time, back, 
ever back to the dawn of humanity in the mists of time, all the 
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way back to the Ice Age, when women were still holding men 
back, when Tegeena the Warrior Priestess was communing 
with the Godfather. Before men were the heirs and 
breadwieners. Before the Bible. We ended the Ice Age, turned 
it up a notch, rolled the dice. A lot of coastline was lost, but 
the population recovered, and we had a universal flood myth 
to boot. A dark memory of a rainy day with no ice cream 
trucks. We nursed them along, started slowly, with Italian 
ices, spread throughout the Roman Empire to uncivilized 
barbarians. All humans had to become good customers. There 
could be no holdouts. We injected ICM1 into Palestine, and 
people bought him, accepted the new state religion. We kept 
the temperature rising, by fractions of a degree each decade, 
until they were ready for the brain age and the American era. 
Then we went out in the open, bigtime. The ice cream 
business was good for America. What was good for America 
was good for the world. We were all things to all people. If 
they were allergic to peanuts, there was peanut-free ice cream. 
If they were allergic to milk, sugar, fat, the product line could 
accommodate them. We engineered the allergies into the 
genes ourselves. We engineered ice cream eaters. Many 
events shaped the path for the new regime. There was a year 
of change, a year of exploration, a year of celebration. My 
current mission was to supersede Jesus Christ with the Ice 
Cream Man, while simultaneously superseding the Devil with 
the I Scream Man. Every quilt has to have its icons. Just be 
sure to fix the muffler. In God We Trust is the title of every 
float. That way we cornered the whole market on religion. A 
religious revival would follow the new millennium, and ice 
cream would be the universal sacrament, the Eucharist, the 
holy meal. Ice cream would be like blood, a sacred fluid, a 
saving vehicle. Those who controlled the ice cream would be 
treated as most holy, as holy fathers and mothers, as infallible. 
One Ice Cream Man died for our sins, paid the price to 
redeem all souls from melting into the pool of the abyss. As a 
foreign exchange student I’m especially happy to be here. I’m 
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from Germany and ich bin eine gute eiscream fuhrer. The 
Roman coliseum, the Greek forum, the Temple, all were our 
franchises now, selling genuine GH. 2000 was remembered as 
the year that the party ended in the American stock market, as 
the entire economy was turned to our uses, the human 
genome finally mapped. If they only knew how sweet it really 
is. We kept the world spotlight off our city of Green Bay, and 
we couldn’t be prouder of our cover story. I like the helmets, 
the Hall of Fame museum. Never mind the ice cream plants 
and the giant trucks. It was important to cover the seams by a 
millennial turn, just like they used to cover up facelifts by a 
hairline. When millennial madness sweeps a land, we have to 
turn the corner in unison, like a marching band. To rule you 
have to be talented, learn to highstep, practice by playing a lot 
of games of Twister. We did Arid Zona proud. Eighty 
thousand volunteer hours go towards each starship flight, not 
counting the orange and gold flags and the UFO stuff in the 
mountains of Arizona and New Mexico. The Queens Trophy 
went to our wetlands habitat project, where fish and turtles 
play among the dense reeds and grasses. The lifelike 
movements of the birds are created with electric motors and 
solar batteries. And inside are wireless video cameras taking 
pictures for us and beaming them up hidden in cell phone 
transmissions. That’s cool. We’re available to do your planet 
later on this year. And the sunsets and sunrises. New regimes 
can beam in the world sunrise to beat all sunrises, and turn 
sunrise into sunset, between the two evenings. And what will 
the people think? What we tell them to think. Even those who 
think for themselves. All we want is a plentiful harvest of 
Good Humor. And law and order. I got it all right. I just know 
I did. And I was gorgeous. Ahem... Dear Green Bay... Achoo 
choo choo choo choo achicky choo achicky choo achoo. 
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CHAPTER 26. 
THE GODFATHER 
 
 
The entire big city is being run underground by an evil 
presence. The ice cream company and its trucks are the evil 
tentacles of the giant octopus, reaching everywhere, into 
every neighborhood, every street. It is bigger than the 
Russians, than the Italians. It comes from outer space. There’s 
something funny about the ice cream... My father. I never 
went to his funeral. I disowned his whole side of the house. I 
never knew them. They are in deep freeze and fog. Let them 
check with their own airline. I never loved my father. He was 
nothing to me. I had no father. I was born of a virgin. He was 
the devil. Once he got beat up by the local Italian mob for 
unpaid gambling debts. And he was supposed to be a Judo 
expert. Once he took me to a construction site, when I was 
only three years old. He made me climb up on girders and 
risk death in a hardhat area just because he wanted to visit a 
friend. One other time he showed me how to brush my teeth. I 
started to spit the terrible toothpaste out, and he made me 
swallow it, to sweeten my breath, he said. Forever after, I spat 
it out in his eye. He once tried to teach me Judo, and asked me 
to throw him while he was holding a lit cigarette in one hand. 
I did, and he burned himself, and spanked me. Mother never 
spanked me. She wouldn’t hurt a fly. When he cheated on 
mother, then left her, tried to steal Sissy, refused to send child 
support payments, and went on to two more marriages, 
finally marrying a woman young enough to be my sister, and 
having a large brood that he did support, probably through 
guilt, all I could do was hope his life was mean, nasty, brutish 
and short. He died a miserable, horrible slow death of cancer, 
brought on by his drunkenness no doubt. A great way to get 
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started for the new millennium, minus about ten years. But 
mother. I thought we’d live together forever. I could never do 
enough for mother. She had done everything for me since the 
day I was born. Now how could I ever repay her? I needed 
more time. Now look at me. Having no father did things to 
me, formed my personality. I am not the son of man. I must 
be the son of god. Yet I do not believe in god. I’m like an ice 
cream truck in the winter with no snow tires. Who am I? Who 
do people think I am? I ride around riding the ups and 
downs, never monkeying around, swinging into people’s 
lives, with a helping hand full of ice cream treats. I’m there 
after they get home from school or church or summer camp. 
I’m every kid’s father. I’m good with kids. Why shouldn’t I 
be? I want them all to have the childhood I never had. I 
remember when I was a kid and the ice cream man came 
around. It was like a traveling father, the father I never had, 
sharing his time with me and every other kid. Each time he 
visited me, he was preparing me to take his place one day. It 
was about preparation, focus, and attention to detail. I’ve 
come alive in the last four months and a half. I’m playing my 
own type of game now. Nobody can stop my run. Nobody 
can beat me at my own game. I live for this. I worked for this 
all my life. It’s not about the money at this point. It’s about 
being the ice cream man. There’s not enough money in the 
world to buy that. I have to earn that. I’m an emotional 
professional. It comes from within. The power. On every 
drive I give it everything I have. That’s what it’s going to take: 
everything I have, if I want to look forward to being a great 
ice cream man. This time of year it’s what I drive for. Even 
when the season is over, I’m still driving in my thoughts. 
Even when the world is covered with frosty white, like a big 
ice cream vat, I’m in my truck, loaded for bear, ready to rock 
and roll, in the most dependable ice cream truck on the road. 
For kids the world is a big place, especially when it comes 
time to venturing out in it. When I come around they learn 
that the world is much more than colors on a globe. There is 
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magic in the world. There is a Santa Claus. There is no death. 
There is no pain. There is no weariness. There is only life. In a 
horrible world, I’m here to affirm that. What an imagination. 
Sometimes I don’t know where it stops and reality begins. Or 
is that the other way around? It’s all about the Godfather, I 
think. The Godfather reminds me of my own father. Not that 
he looks anything like him. It’s that he is good, a good father. 
It must be great to have him as a father. He’d never abandon a 
son like my father did me. I can live without my father, but 
not my mother. But it would have been nice to have a father 
to take me to the zoo and teach me things and buy me ice 
cream. Father never took me to an ice cream truck, only 
mother. No wonder I became a genius. I had to figure 
everything out on my own. Life was rigged against me, yet 
live I must, so I drove it out. And I was happy, despite my 
fatherless life, until this May, the most terrible month in my 
life. One day she was alive, gaining strength. She visited 
home on Friday the 5th, and we had a picnic in the backyard. 
She didn’t eat anything at first, although we had loaded her 
plate with a veritable feast fit for a queen. We all helped push 
her wheelchair to the Ford, help her in, return her to the 
nursing home. They said she was getting better. They even 
scheduled her to leave the nursing home and return home on 
Monday. Sissy and Niecey were having a hard time paying 
the three thousand a month for the home. A physical therapist 
was scheduled to visit her on Monday, at 11:00 a.m. Then, 
Saturday night, she suddenly went into a coma. Her eyes 
turned pure red. It was like they were trying to kill her. They 
wouldn’t admit there was a need to hospitalise her until 
Sunday morning. When the lazy slow ambulance finally got 
her to the ER, they said she was beyond hope. Then she lay 
there, in a common ward, eyes open, me holding her hand, 
until she passed away, at 10:30 p.m. Her last words, before 
she went into a coma, were to not call Sissy a black ass. I 
cried. Resolved to never call her a black ass again. To treat her 
better, show love. She was all I had now. I even let her handle 
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the funeral arrangements. I was in shock. The mother who 
brought me into the world was now cold. The funeral was 
unbearable. She lay there in a casket Sissy and Niecey bought, 
another three thousand taken by Pharisees and death leeches, 
her skin cold. She looked almost sleeping. We all gave 
speeches. A Methodist minister gave a canned sermon replete 
with Biblical references from the poetic but inaccurate King 
James translation. The Ford died soon after, probably a 
sympathetic illness. The Jap POS wouldn’t let itself be fixed 
for the same reason. Everybody loved her, people and 
inanimate machinery alike. Even the cat grieved, going to her 
bed every night and laying down between her invisible legs. 
Weeks later Sissy found out that her bladder infection, which 
she had suffered from for years, but had always been kept 
under control, was untreatable any longer by antibiotics, so 
they had taken her off of them a month before, without even 
telling us. They just let her die. I think it was a conspiracy. 
The infection spread through her bloodstream, into her lungs. 
They even led me to believe she was getting better, knowing 
all along that she had no antibiotics in her system, and was 
doomed. I cried to her to awake, and she did. Rose from the 
grave. Knocked on her casket until they heard her and dug 
her up, returned her to me. I brought her back from the dead 
with my faith. From that day on I was a new man. I knew I 
wouldn’t live forever. I had to give my life for humanity. So I 
actually started looking for a real job. When I saw the 
Godfather in the lot that first day, I knew where I would 
work. They never knew I had no mother. I led them to believe 
I had one, or they let me humor myself, whatever. I was good 
with kids. Let the kids come to me, for of such is the kingdom 
of heaven. That’s what it is. Every time I go to work, I get the 
father I should have had. The Italians brothers are my 
brothers. I’m pathetic. I want my father back for Christmas. 
Not really. I don’t need anybody. Everybody faces the abyss 
alone. Maybe it’s just that all ice cream people are family. 
There’s a transformation that we undergo, as we become 
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heroes to thousands, give cheer to strangers, bring joy to 
kiddies. It’s the way, the truth, and the life. The sunshine 
making its way through the clouds, dispelling the dark. We 
teach kiddies the moves, get jiggy with them, celebrate their 
childhood with them. Don’t worry about the cold, kiddies. It’s 
going to dissipate fast. Just hold it in the sun a few seconds 
before eating it. It’s nothing to be afraid of. Everything will be 
all right. Life looks pretty good. Check out the feet. Check out 
the feet. Maybe I could have loved my father, but he never 
earned it. I realize now that I wanted him to earn it, waited for 
him to earn it, and he died having never earned it. No wonder 
I never became a father. I was in emotional deep freeze. I 
couldn’t become like him. It would be better if I never had 
any kids than give them the life he had given me. He had, in a 
sense, given me life. But then given me death. Now, when I 
saw my mother die, I was released, freed, born again. I can be 
a father now. Mother will never see my kids. How can I live 
with that? She never lived to become a grandmother. She did, 
with Sissy, but not with me. Perhaps I was afraid that one of 
my kids would be father reincarnated. I didn’t want to do that 
to her. Now I’m freed. I don’t have the burdens of my parents 
anymore. Will I have kids now? Will I be fruitful and 
multiply, fill the earth? Doesn’t the world already have 
enough people in it? Maybe, as the ice cream man, I am 
multiplying myself, spiritually. Despite all the persecution the 
world can heap on me, I can go from house to house, being 
the ice cream man. If I am chased out of one town, the next 
one will receive me with open arms. There is a hunger in the 
people. Drink my blood and eat my body. Do this in 
remembrance of me, as often as you remember me. I am 
suffering for your sins, in a pool of melted ice cream, the 
buzzards and dogs eating me. You could go all the way, 
become an ice cream truck driver, get your own truck. There’s 
no rumblin’ bumblin’ stumblin’ here, no roughing the 
customer. Price, selection, service are all guaranteed. We 
listen. Welcome back, kiddies. And we know you love it. Baby 
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boomers. Why are they persecuting me? I don’t think they 
mean to. It’s just that they’re in the same ambivalent state 
about their childhood that I am. Their parents are in many 
ways their antithesis. They spent most of their lives rebelling 
against them. Now that they are in their place, what is left 
except to rebel against themselves, in the form of their own 
children. I think their opposition to ice cream trucks is weak, 
half-hearted. It’s up to us to prove there is nothing to fear, 
that we’re not the bad guys. If necessary, to step up and 
assume some of their responsibilities. But above all, to remind 
them that their kiddies have a life too, and will grow up to 
judge their parents, like we have judged ours. Let us drive. 
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CHAPTER 27 
THE ICE CREAM MAN 
 
 
October 15 continued (Sun.) 
 
Let’s get real. I drove my truck into the lot for the last time. 
All my imagination, all my dreams, all my experience, 
techniques, savvy, all the mystique, were now facing the last 
drive. Guess what? Reality sucks. It wasn’t nearly as nostalgic 
as I thought it would be, although the Godfather was right, 
the sales were good right up to the end, and the weather 
warm and pleasant (I did $250). When I got back to the truck 
after the last drive, I was soon busy cleaning it up. I went 
through and took every piece of loose trash, cardboard boxes, 
spoons, wrappers, dirt, filth, junk, and threw it in my big 
plastic waste barrel, then threw my water jugs in after it. I 
wouldn’t be needing them any more. By now I had three, one 
I had forgotten about behind the back door, a wash-up jug, 
and my usual drinking jug. I had hardly took a swig out of 
the latter today. I just didn’t need it anymore. The other two 
jugs I had been leaving overnight, while lugging the drinking 
jug back and forth to my house. A jug full of water lasted a 
long time when just used to wash hands and splash the 
windshield occasionally. Now I was free at last of those juggy 
burdens. I collected every spare penny or nickel I found in 
cracks on the floor or on the console, along with all my 
towels, pencils, pens, papers, old porta-john and other junk 
into a Sno Cone box, then took three lemon-lime Italian ices as 
a souvenir. Maybe I would try basting some lamb with it this 
winter, on a cold frosty day. The lamb might taste like God. 
The ices added into the last day’s sales volume anyway, and 
brought it up to $260 retail. The Godfather had been right. 
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The weekends are good right up to the end. I meant to tell 
him so next time I saw him. I was thinking of buying a 
selection of products as a souvenir, but decided against it, 
figuring I’d do it when I came in tomorrow to get my bonus 
and had less to carry. As I cashed out I noted a quietness, a 
contrast compared to this morning. There was a table spread 
with a complete spaghetti dinner, compliments of Mama Mia. 
The Bishop and his wife served and manned a grill filled with 
greasy Italian meats. Italian food is best when kept simple, the 
ingredients fresh. I like it better reheated, though. That’s a 
spicy meatball. As I scarfed from a paper plate with a plastic 
fork, I saw the President, with his kiddies. I didn’t know he 
was a father. They were such cute kiddies. I’d sell them an ice 
cream anytime, free bubble gum included. They’d make great 
ice cream drivers one day. He introduced them and they 
waved instinctively. In recent memory every kid I saw, 
whether on the job or not, now waved at me instinctively. 
Have I changed? Do I have a glow? A shine? Perhaps. He then 
led them back to the kennel to see the dogs, who wagged their 
tails appreciatively. I kept thinking, Who would want to rob 
those nice kiddies of a daddy? Sometimes I don’t know why I 
have those kind of dreams. I guess I’m tottering on some kind 
of abyss. We creative artists are like that. We get out on a 
mental limb. I’m glad I can just dismiss it and get real when I 
have to. Imagine what being a druggie would do to me. I’d 
have no safety net, would I? Right into the abyss. Thank God 
for the war on drugs. Not that I’m not for decriminalizing 
them. Maybe the JWs are right and I’m being attacked by 
Satan. If so, he’s really got me fooled since I don’t believe in 
his existence. To believe in Satan is to concede the existence of 
Jehovah. I concede that I’m half ashamed to be the author of 
mental pollution about mass murderers, evil thoughts and 
desires and such. I attended a JW lecture on morals once. The 
speaker started by drinking a glass of water, and we could all 
see that it was good, clean and refreshing. I ought to know 
about water. He then poured in some dirt, rocks, twigs, 
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chemicals, and chips of dry ice, and stirred it up with a glass 
beaker stirrer, and then asked who in the audience would like 
to drink it now? That’s what society is trying to do to your 
mind, he said. Maybe that’s what makes me better than 
Stephen King, being half ashamed to offer people dirty drinks 
of water. No. There I go again. Pride is one of the seven 
deadly sins. There’s nothing new under the sun. And I label 
my work as fiction, so there is no mislabelling. Knowledge is 
power. Fiction is uplifting. Fiction can be art. But at least I’m 
not a boozer or druggie. What could Alcoholics Anonymous 
do for me, a godless JW? Maybe the JWs are full of shit and 
the Catholic Church is right, and the JWs are apostate 
Catholics with Arian sunglasses. But thank God I know the 
difference between fiction and reality. I’m safe with your kids. 
I gulped my second can of frosty cold navy cocksure ale, 
compliments of the Admiral, and waited for Smokes to finish 
her cig while the Admiral asked me what time I wanted to 
come in tomorrow to cashew out for the season, as he put it, if 
I heard him right. I said I’d be coming in with Smokes, so he 
made us both appointments at 11:00 a.m, pencilling them on 
his clipboard. We took off in her van, just as the Russians 
began their balalaika dance, saying nothing. Once you’ve seen 
one you’ve seen them all. No offence meant, but if I had a 
heart rate monitor strapped on it would have busted. As we 
passed the cop station I realized that I’d never see the other 
drivers anymore, since the appointments were spread out 
through the day. The off-season would be an impassable gulf 
between us. 
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CHAPTER 28. 
OUT 
 
October 16 (Mon.) 
Allora va bene. Smokes arrived as promised at 10:30 a.m. to 
get us to work for our 11:00 appointment. As we drove, we 
speculated on the odds of the lot being padlocked and empty 
and the phone disconnected, along with the probability that 
the people of this country would ever decriminalize drugs, 
the job situation here in the big city, how lousy the pro 
football team was this year, how we loved being ice cream 
drivers and would definitely return next season. For the first 
time she told me where her route was, in Fort Faraway, the 
next major city north of Commerce City. It was an hour and a 
half drive each way, she told me. And I had thought my forty 
minutes each way was the pits. Fort Faraway was a college 
town mainly, she said, and she did quite well there, and 
people loved her. When little kiddies said “Thank you!” she’d 
say “Thank you!” right back. I told her how I’d say, “You’re 
welcome!” Diff’rent strokes for diff’rent folks, she said. The 
big city sped past the huge windshield. The lot arrived all too 
quickly. We walked into the office and there were the Italians. 
The Bishop was manning the window, the President and the 
Admiral were busy wheeling our remaining ice cream up in 
shopping carts and counting it, and the Godfather was 
hovering over them, a cherubic smile on his face. The Cashier 
was standing with him. He shook my hand, then went off to 
work on a jacked-up ice cream truck. They took Smokes first, 
and I watched as the Bishop counted out a big pile of 
twenties, which she promptly pocketed like a man in her 
pants. The Admiral had thrown a bunch of my ice cream in a 
big trashcan, noting that it had been smooshed. He started 
telling me that they gave all their remaining ice cream to 



The Ice Cream Man 

469 

charity now, but not if it was smooshed. That was kind of 
them. The Bishop told me it was my turn and he counted out 
a little over $800 in twenties. Funny, but that was just what 
Lonny had quoted six months earlier for fixing the Jap car’s 
tranny, even though it still wasn’t fixed and we still hadn’t 
paid him. I spread it out like a fan and fanned myself with it 
in celebration, before stuffing it in my wallet. Now that’s the 
way I like my wallet, stuffed. I noticed a check addressed to 
the Knights of Columbus on the counter, asked about it. He 
said it was for the Natural. I dropped the subject. The 
President offered me a free ice cream, anything I wanted. I 
asked for and got two giant vanilla ice cream sandwiches. As 
I chowed down on the sandwiches we all said goodbye. The 
Mechanic showed up at the window and asked me if it was 
okay to tell me something personal, and when I said no, he 
told me anyway. “When you were just starting out,” he 
confided, “I thought you wouldn’t make it.” I didn’t either, I 
replied. It was a great season. I’m not much for goodbyes, and 
neither is Smokes. I told the Godfather he was right about the 
season being good to the end. He shook my hand. We shoved 
off after promising the Admiral we’d be back next season. I 
asked the President when the season would start, and he said 
they’d decide after Valentine’s Day, based on the weather 
forecasts, but probably around the first of March. All I had to 
do, he said, was just keep calling them and their answering 
machine would announce the opening. Just then I finished my 
last sandwich, and threw the golden foil wrapper into the 
waste bin. My hands were sticky, and for once I had no towel 
and no water, and didn’t care. On the way back, Smokes had 
to stop for gas. As she got back in, she handed me a copy of 
the Employment Sentinel, one of the many free job seeker 
publications in town. She was carrying a new pack of 
cigarettes too, and opened it up, offering me one. I took it, 
accepted a light from her hand, and puffed relaxingly all the 
way home. Pulling up in front of my house, I told her that I 
hoped to see her next year, and in the meantime, if she ever 
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needed anything, to just stop by. And I didn’t mean for 
perverted intergenerational sex. She almost forgot to ask, but I 
was quick to give her ten bucks. I waved her off, and walked 
into the house. It was a glorious Indian summer day. Seize the 
moment. Experience it. An hour later I was out like a light in 
bed, sleeping like a proverbial log. When I woke up, my 
breath smelling bad from the cig, I thought of Smokes, then I 
remembered suddenly that I had wanted to buy an 
assortment of products from the company to eat at home, and 
had forgotten. Oh well, I still had the three lemon-lime Italian 
ices. 
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EPILOGUE 
LAZARUS AND THE RICH MAN 
 
 
There was a certain man, which was clothed in purple and 
fine linen, and fared sumptuously every day. And there was a 
certain beggar named Lazarus, which was laid at his gate full 
of sores, and desiring to be fed the crumbs which fell from the 
rich man’s table, moreover, the dogs came and licked his 
sores. And it came to pass, that the    beggar died, and was 
carried by the angels into Abraham’s  bosom. The rich man 
also died, and was buried. And in hell he lifted up his eyes, 
being in torments, and seeth    Abraham afar off, and Lazarus 
in his bosom. And he cried  and said, “Father Abraham, have 
mercy on me, and send  Lazarus, that he may dip the tip of 
his finger in water, and cool my tongue for I am tormented in 
this flame. But Abraham said, “Son, remember that thou in 
thy lifetime receiveth thy good tidings, and likewise Lazarus 
evil things: But now he is comforted, and thou art tormented. 
And besides all this, between us and you there is a great gulf 
fixed, so that they which would pass from hence to you, 
cannot; neither can they pass to us, that would come from 
thence.” Then he said, “I pray thee therefore, father, that thou 
wouldst send him to my father’s house: For I have five 
brethren: that he may testify unto them, lest they also come 
into this place of torment.” Abraham  said unto him, “They 
have Moses and the prophets; let  them hear them.” And he 
said, “Nay, father Abraham: But  if one went unto them from 
the dead, they will repent.” And he said unto him, “If they 
hear not Moses and the prophets, neither will they be 
persuaded though one rose from the dead.” – Luke 16:19-31 
(Revised Standard Version)      
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On the same day Jesus went out of the house and sat by  the 
sea. And great multitudes were gathered together to Him, so 
that He got into a boat and sat; and the whole     multitude 
stood on the shore. Then He spoke many things  to them in 
parables... And the disciples came and said  to Him, “Why do 
You speak to them in parables?”  He     answered and said to 
them, “Because it has been given to  you to know the 
mysteries of the kingdom of heaven, but to them it has not 
been given. For whoever has, to him more will be given, and 
he will have abundance; but whoever does  not have, even 
what he has will be taken away from him. Therefore I speak 
to them in parables, because seeing they do not see, and 
hearing they do not hear, nor do they  understand.” – 
Matthew 13:1-13 (New King James Version)      
 
Behold, my servant shall prosper, he shall be exalted and     
lifted up, and shall be very high. As many were astonished  at 
him – his appearance was so marred, beyond human     
semblance, and his form beyond that of the sons of men – so 
shall he startle many nations; kings shall shut their mouths  
because of him.” -  Isaiah 52:13-15 (RSV)      
 
For he grew up before him like a young plant, and like a  root 
out of dry ground; he had no form or comeliness that  we 
should look at him, and no beauty that we should desire     
him. He was despised and rejected by men; a man of sorrows, 
and acquainted with grief; and as one from whom men hide  
their faces he was despised, and we esteemed him not. – 
Isaiah 53:2-3 (RSV)      
 
Mary said to Jesus, “Whom are your disciples like?” He  said, 
“They are like children who have settled in a field  which is 
not theirs. When the owners of the field come    they will say 
‘Let us have back our field.’ They will  strip themselves naked 
in their presence, in order to let  them have back their field 
and give it to them. Therefore I say unto you, if the master of 
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the house knows that the thief is coming, he will begin his 
vigil    before he comes and will not let him dig through into 
his house of his domain to carry away his goods. You then be 
on your guard against the world. Arm yourselves with    great 
strength, lest the robbers find a way to come to you, for the 
difficulty which you expect will surely materialize. Let there 
be amongst you a man of  understanding! When the grain 
ripened, he came quickly with his sickle in hand and he 
reaped. He who hath ears to hear let him hear.” – The Gospel 
of Thomas, Saying  21      
 
Jesus saw babes being suckled. He said to His disciples,    
“These babes being suckled are like those who will enter the 
Kingdom of Heaven.” They said to Him, “Shall we    then, as 
children, enter the Kingdom?” Jesus said to them, “When you 
make the two one, and when you make the inside as the 
outside and the outside as the inside and  the above like the 
below and when you make the male and  the female one and 
the same; so that the male shall not  be male nor the female 
female; and when you fashion eyes  in place of an eye, and a 
hand in place of a hand, and a foot in place of a foot, and an 
image in place of a  likeness, then shall you enter the 
Kingdom of Heaven. He who hath a mind to understand, let 
him understand.” – The Gospel of Thomas, Saying 22. 
 
October 23 (Mon.) 
The bonus being enough to pay the mortgage up through 
December, I needed a good two weeks at least to sleep this 
season off and get over it before I even thought about getting 
a new job. And sleep is over-rated. For several days it was like 
sleep wasn’t enough. No matter how many hours I slept, I 
woke up tired to the bone, exhausted, drained. I must have 
been driving the last days on pure nerves. I didn’t even leave 
the house until this morning, and that was only to gather up 
all the newspapers and throw them into a garbage bag 
unread. It turned out that the Indian Summer weather held 
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out until yesterday, then it snowed. The last of the leaves 
were being shed by the trees now. Would you believe it? Now 
that I’m free to watch my favorite show, Nikita, they 
cancelled it. Life isn’t fair. Sissy called a couple of days ago. 
She told us that she had taken care of Lonny once for all. He 
had claimed he’d fixed the tranny again, and presented her 
with a bill for over twelve hundred dollars, because he now 
claimed we owed him for storage and towing. The Blue Book 
on the car, Sissy told us, was eleven hundred dollars, so that 
was the last straw, and she would fix his wagon, she assured 
us. Her lawyer had sent him, by registered mail, a letter 
stating that his work was totally unsatisfactory and 
unacceptable, and in lieu of paying him his exorbitant bill for 
work that was sub-par, he could just keep the Jap POS “and 
shove it up his butt”. Sometimes I just loved her. Mother 
agreed that Lonny would never fix the car right and we didn’t 
want to suffer through another road breakdown, and Sissy 
comforted her, telling her it was out of her hands now, as she 
was in charge. If he fixed it right or not, he should be stuck 
with the chore of selling it for what he could get to some other 
sucker, as Sissy put it, and be glad he’d never see any of us 
again. If Lonny wanted to take us to court, Sissy added, let 
him. Sissy then gave us a surprise, the phone number of 
another mechanic in town that her daughter (my niece) knew 
personally and told us he had a good used car for sale that 
she was sure wasn’t a lemon, and if I liked it she would buy it 
for me so that when I get another job I won’t have to beg rides 
or take the bus. I called the mechanic, Beauregard by name, 
and when he described the car it sounded fine, an automatic 
transmission that was in good shape, four doors, and power 
everything, plus a new set of tires, including two snow tires. 
We set up a time for him to drive it to our house so that I 
could check it out. He arrived Sunday, and mother and I went 
for a test drive while he sat on our porch drinking a Barq’s 
root beer. We both loved it. To sweeten the deal he promised 
us our money back if we weren’t satisfied within 30 days. He 
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was very clean cut and neat looking, and I just had to ask him 
if there were really any men left on earth named Beauregard. 
His answers showed me he respected the time-honored 
tradition that the customer is always right, so it was a deal. 
Sissy mailed him a cashier’s check, but when it hadn’t arrived 
by yesterday we called her, and she called him, and then 
called us back, telling us that if I would give him a $200 down 
payment from my bonus we could take possession of it 
immediately. I agreed, and soon he drove back to our house 
with the car, and we used it to drive him back to his repair 
shop way down south about halfway to the Ranch. On the 
way he started talking about current events and speculated on 
the chances that this whole area would one day be nuked by 
our country’s enemies. I remembered all the novels I’d read 
and movies I’d seen and theorized that the big city would be 
surrounded and people would soon start starving like rats. 
No, he countered, there’s plenty of land here to grow veggies, 
and we’d survive. I figured from all this that he was a 
Mormon, but didn’t tell him. His repair shop was very clean 
and neat, and there weren’t a ton of cars in his lot. The only 
car I saw in his garage was a collector’s car, which he was 
carefully restoring by the look of it. In his office was a 
Windows PC running some kind of auto shop management 
program. A picture of him and his wife and large brood 
graced the wall. I counted out his $200 in twenties and smiled 
with the knowledge that he didn’t have any idea where or 
how I had gotten it. We had to wait there for about an hour as 
mother called the insurance company to get it covered, then 
we said bye to the mechanic and drove home. He kept the title 
in his name pending the receipt of the check, but he let us 
keep his license plates on it so we wouldn’t be stopped, and in 
case we were he signed a letter stating that he was selling it to 
us. We cruised down the interstate, mother and I, in the left 
lane, hauling ass as we reached the Lincoln Continental 
Theater, then, with a nostalgic urge overtaking me, I exited, 
and drove over that bridge, past that off-ramp, past that big 
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fence now denuded of trees, bushes, and bums, and took the 
long route home, driving along thoroughfares that looked 
hauntingly familiar, which I had perhaps visited in my ice 
cream truck, but couldn’t be sure anymore, because from a 
private vehicle it all looked different. We stopped along the 
way at a Chinese all-you-can-eat buffet restaurant and 
treating mother. When we got home I kicked off my shoes 
and knew I wouldn’t put them back on for at least another 
week. Still, I picked up the newspaper and started looking at 
the job ads, then looking through the job weekly Smokes had 
given me. The job market didn’t look so cruel now, since it 
would only be five months until I could start a new ice cream 
season, and no matter how bad the job was, I had that to bail 
me out. Looking out the front window from time to time, I 
was comforted by the sight of our new car, perhaps like a 
good horse comforted a cowboy. What an ass I’d been to get 
in bed with that devil Lonny and nearly sell him my soul. 
Hopefully we’d never see that Jap car, or Lonny, again, and 
would go to our new repairman for our repairs from now on, 
which hopefully would be a long time from now, thirty days 
at least. He hadn’t told me, but I later found a velour case in 
the glove compartment. The car was so well maintained it 
even had its original owner’s manual, along with complete 
repair history, in the case. Not that I would ever trust auto 
repairmen, but at least we were starting out on a good note. 
Check back with me in six months. When Sissy called to check 
up on us, she started giving us directions on what to do when 
we got the title mailed to us by Beauregard. They included 
getting an emissions test, and new plates, a locking gas cap. I 
suddenly realized that she expected me to pay for all this out 
of my bonus, probably twenty-five bucks for the test, one 
hundred fifty for sales tax on the new car in order to register 
the title in our name, and another hundred for the plates and 
gas cap. There goes over half my bonus in one gulp, forcing 
me to go back to work sooner, rested or not. Like I said, Sissy 
tends to be a black ass, even when she’s trying to help you. I 
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got the job ads out again and went through them with a new 
distaste.  
 
November 1 (Wed.)  
I must admit I drug my feet on finding a new job as long as 
we still had some of my bonus left, and anyway, I just had to 
finish that blinken sci-fi novel I had started before I got the ice 
cream job, because all summer I had been promising to finish 
it on my web site. The trouble is that before I can get back to 
writing again, I have to finish that blinken Stephen King’s It. 
There is something about it blocking my writing until I pay 
my dues and read it out. I finally did finish it officially, today. 
The sci-fi novel that is. I finished King within five days of the 
end of the ice cream job, between bouts of profound sleep 
both day and night. It turned out that all the delay in writing 
had caused me to boil it down in my mind to the least number 
of words that conveyed the ideas, and when I got to around 
twenty thousand, I knew it was perfect and couldn’t use any 
more work, so I canned it and sent it to an e-publisher. Now I 
can start work on my ice cream novel, which is now so 
convoluted with It in my mind that I probably can’t stop 
writing until it’s the same number of pages, 1093. And there’s 
even an “About the Author” on the unnumbered last page 
1094, saying that Stephen King grew up in Maine and has 
lived most of his adult life there, mainly in Bangor and 
Portland, and that he has a wife named Tabitha, and three 
children named Naomi, Joe, and Owen Philip. Obviously, 
people handling the hefty volume will cheat and view that 
last page and, seeing brief personal information about the 
author, feel like he’s family and more easily plunk their 
money down. Learn from the master, I always say. There’s art 
and then there’s commerce. Ask Stephen King and Bill Gates. 
I wonder where I’ll get the guitar that I have to use to pose 
with in the black and white picture on the inside back cover. 
Those finishing touches probably are the difference between 
King and a thousand other mid-listers. One new idea came in 
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near the end of King’s book that I thought passing 
worthwhile, namely, his idea of the abyss. He related a story 
about a great turtle, how it vomited the universe out whole, 
then guarded the entrance to the abyss somehow, and how 
“It” was the meanie who fought to get past it and mess with 
people, sucking them in. According to page 965, before the 
universe there had been only two things, It and the Turtle. 
The Turtle was a stupid old thing that never came out of its 
shell, It says. On page 1009 the Turtle talks, explaining that he 
made the universe because he had a bellyache. “It” came to 
Derry, Maine, in dinosaur days, using its shapeshifter tricks to 
entice its victims, feeding on their imaginations of fear, 
hibernating between feeds. “It” finally kills the Turtle, but not 
before the Turtle foils it back by saving Bill Denbrough the 
writer, the brother of the kid who first went down the sewer, 
George. That’s the punch line. A writer is the savior of the 
world, leading humanity out of the abyss with a fellowship of 
disciples, like Jesus. But this group works together both as 
kiddies and as grownups. And, as grups, they could only 
fight “It” because they never grew up. Deep, huh? King is 
selling kiddies salvation in the hands of the creatively 
maladjusted, like his namesake MLK Jr. wrote. Do they need 
King, or do they need me? Time will tell. I, too, want to sell 
kiddies salvation, by making them my disciples, the disciples 
of ice cream. Who will prevail? I shall. Pay attention. I’m the 
guy. Abyss is a deep concept, deeper than King can handle. 
Think of Serling’s Twilight Zone. Serling is deeper than King. 
Flight 107 out of Buffalo. It lands with no passengers and no 
pilot, no luggage.  
Yet the plane is real, isn’t it? FAA inspector Sheckly puts his 
hand in the spinning props to prove it isn’t real. The plane 
disappears, but so do his audience, the airport guys. Let’s say 
it was real, and it kills him. How can he know if it was real if 
he’s dead? Let’s say it isn’t real, and the plane he puts his 
hand in is an illusion. But if he’s hallucinating about the 
plane, he’s hallucinating about his associates, who are his 
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only witnesses to prove his sanity. Either way, he can’t really 
know. He’s over the abyss. Philosophy and religion are split 
apart by the abyss. Christianity was split apart from day one 
by the dispute caused by the Gnostics, who believed that 
Christ didn’t really suffer, because he was of the spirit world. 
Remember the Gospel of Peter, used by the Gnostics? The 
Gnostic god is indeed called Abyss, the ultimate, nameless, 
perfect, unknowable being. Gnostics worshipped Abyss. And 
Gnostics had no trouble absorbing Christianity. Think of a 
Christian saying that he thanks God for giving him comfort 
after his kiddie died. Is he saying that he thanks God for 
taking his life? Is God death? Nietzsche said that man is a 
rope stretched over the abyss. Man can’t take falling, being 
without a net, or at least a parachute. Better, a trampoline. 
Two trampolines. The material world is alien to the divine 
nature of the Gnostic Abyss. How, then, does the material 
world come to exist at all? And what is the source of its 
imperfections and evils? The Gnostic answer is that the 
fullness (Greek pleroma) of the deity could flow out in no other 
way than in emanations or aeons or angels, like a series of 
divine net-parachutes, all of which are necessarily imperfect, 
and which are organized into numerous grades, the spiritual 
element having been gradually diminished or eliminated until 
at last the world of mankind and of matter is reached, the 
abode of the corporeal and the evil. The highest aeons 
approach the divine nature, totally spiritual and thus free 
from matter. These form the highest hierarchy of angels, and 
these with many other grades of angelic hosts are all to be 
worshiped, not just one angel, Jesus. In this way the gulf is 
bridged between God and mankind, and the Abyss is made 
god. This is the fullness of the Godhead theory, which the 
apostle Paul fought against when he learned that Gnostics 
were trying to infiltrate the congregation at Colossus, causing 
him to write the epistle to the Colossians. Look at chapter 1.  
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COLOSSIANS 1:15 Who is the image of the invisible God, the 
firstborn of every creature: 16 for in him all things were 
created, in heaven and on earth, visible and invisible, whether 
thrones or dominions or principalities   or authorities - all 
things were created through him and for him. 17 He is before 
all things, and in him all   things hold together. 18 He is the 
head of the body, the church; he is the beginning [arche], the 
firstborn from the dead, that in everything he might be pre-
eminent. (RSV)  
 
COLOSSIANS 1:19 For it pleased the Father that in Him all   
the fullness [pleroma] should dwell, 20 and by Him to   
reconcile all things to Himself, by Him, whether things on   
earth or things in heaven, having made peace through the   
blood of His cross. 21 And you, who once were alienated and 
enemies in your mind by wicked works, yet now He has 
reconciled 22 in the body of His flesh through death, to 
present you holy, and blameless, and above reproach in His 
sight - 23 if indeed you continue in the faith, grounded and 
steadfast, and are not moved away from the hope of the 
gospel which you heard, which was preached to every 
creature under heaven, of which I, Paul, became a minister 
[diakonos]. (NKJV)  
 
You have to be a Gnostic to understand all this gobbledy-
gook, but what Paul is really trying to say is that the Gnostic 
Abyss sucks eggplant. Stay away from the Blue Buzzards of 
Jesus, so to speak. I admit I’m on Paul’s side here. I like my 
safety net to be real ice cream that I can hold in my hand. 
Who wants a spirit ice cream man? People want real ice cream 
they can eat, ice cream that is cold, not ice cream in the sky. 
What was wrong with the Gnostics is that they tried to make 
people satisfied with the latter, yet their, and all ministers still 
want real money, a life of ease, like any successful fiction 
writers. Funny how Paul himself didn’t see the light until he 
saw a vision on the road to Damascus, and never saw Jesus in 
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the flesh himself, but never mind. By the time Stephen King 
came around, you might ask, “What happened?” Maybe I’m 
trying to equate apples and oranges here, but isn’t he trying to 
sell old worn-out Gnostic staring-into-the-Abyss as 
entertainment? Ask Viking Penguin, Inc. Ask Roma Downey 
and Della Reese. Nietzsche warned against staring into the 
abyss lest the abyss stare back at you. But then, he was trying 
to sell you a book on philosophy. Now try to imagine what a 
Byss is. One philosopher I know, Ron Puha, says that 
pessimism is a Byss to optimism, and that’s why people take 
so much pleasure in reading novels, or, for that matter, 
reading and watching the news, namely, because they take 
pleasure in judging the world as going badly while they are 
doing well. It gives them something to cling to, a safety net. 
I’ll remind myself of that when I write my next novel. This 
one. The one you just almost finished reading. Now go ahead 
and decide if finishing it will give you another safety net in 
life, or take one away. Or some. Or all. It’s your call. I dare 
you to read to the end. You’ve made a terrible mistake. I’ll do 
the rest. Back to the game on the manmade movie.  
 
November 15 (Wed.)  
My job search was thankfully on hold for another two weeks 
because Sissy said she was coming into town next week and 
would need our new car most of the time. I started to tell 
mother what a black ass she was to think she owned our car 
just because she offered to pay for it, yet stuck me with the 
$200 deposit and all the other expenses, but mother informed 
me she was reimbursing us for all that, so that she could make 
the mortgage payment even if I didn’t get a job for a few more 
weeks and didn’t get paid for a couple of weeks after that. In 
addition, when she arrived she’d go shopping for clothes with 
me and buy me a sportscoat and dress shirt outfit so that I 
could apply for “inside sales jobs” during the winter. I 
withdrew the black ass card. Later I wondered if Sissy’d use 
this to her advantage when mother died to try to get her 
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hooks into the house by claiming she helped make mortgage 
payments, support me, etc. So I resolved to keep the black ass 
card close to my new vest. Mother and I were sitting in the 
living room later that bright morning watching an absorbing 
“Magnum, P.I.” rerun on TV and drinking root beer floats 
when sudden movement caused us to look out the window. A 
tow truck arrived, pulling the white Jap POS behind it. Two 
strange men hastily unhitched it at the curb and took off, 
while mother was squealing like a stuck pig at Lonny, 
distressed at him for “betraying” her. She tried calling Lonny, 
and got his answering machine. He clearly wasn’t talking to 
us anymore. We called Sissy and she told us that we still 
weren’t going to pay him a red cent, and if he wanted to drag 
us into court she’d file elderly abuse charges on him since he 
was taking advantage of an elderly person. She promised to 
call him and tell him that on his answering machine. I finally 
got my shoes on and went out to the Jap POS and looked 
through the driver door, saw it was unlocked, then opened it. 
Even though I had a spare key for it in my keyring, I was 
afraid to start it up, wondering if it’d blow up or something, 
or if starting it would be taken as a sign of acceptance of it. I 
opened the hood instead, and I could see a different tranny in 
it than the last time it had burned up, the day before the Last 
Drive - a different dipstick gave it away. I was carrying the 
cordless phone with me, Sissy on the line. She told me not to 
try driving it, that she’d get it towed back to Lonny’s and 
shove it up his big b.  
 
December 14 (Thurs.) 
I just finished preliminary novelization of my diary as Gore 
was giving his boring concession speech last night, followed 
by Bush’s even more victory speech. I don’t keep a diary 
anymore now. I only started it because of the ice cream job. 
My life is too boring otherwise to waste time on one. My life is 
writing. Read that. I woke up this morning to hear how Bush 
and his wife had started the day by going to a Methodist 
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church in Austin and focusing on reconciliation. Not one but 
two, count them, two Methodist ministers lectured to the 
collected bird food while the Jehovah’s Witnesses knocked on 
local doors in hip-high boots and got the doors slammed in 
their faces. Kill two birds with one stone, kill two birds with 
one stone. Red Wing’s weeping her heart away. By the way, 
what kind of bird feasts on flesh? A buzzard. I spun my 
wheels for the last two weeks searching for a new job. Despite 
a plethora of job ads, it is a slow process to get one, because 
you have to go interview, fill out an app, then wait by the 
phone for them to call you, which they might promise will be 
done within a week, but in the meantime you’re in limbo, not 
wanting to apply for any more jobs in case this one hires you 
on, so I end up spending the day writing at the computer. 
Speaking of computers, Sissy, when she came to town, 
brought me her five-year-old Pentium computer, complete 
with a CD-ROM player. She said she was buying a new one 
that was four times faster. I was delighted to no longer be 
stuck on a dinosaur 486 computer, even though I now have to 
use Windoze 98. Its old CD-ROM player had long ago bit the 
dust. She took me out in my own car and bought me a half-
wool half-polyester sportscoat, some dress pants and shirts, 
and a tie, solid blue so that it went with all the shirts, and 
personally went with me to get a “businesslike hair cut”, 
which cost twelve bucks at a barber shop next to a Mexican 
restaurant. When we first went into the former, there was a 
line, so we went to the latter and ate fajitas (which she paid 
for), then came back. As I was being shorn like a sheep, Sissy 
talked the barber’s ear off, the gist of it being what a 
successful businessperson she was, and, by implication, what 
a drip I was. I couldn’t say anything since, after all, she was 
right. When he was done he joked I had such long hair he 
ought to charge me double. I felt like a dope. Sissy was 
wonderful, taking mother to buy a new hearing aid, which 
she paid for, and even helping her get handicapped plates for 
the car. It was the day before Thanksgiving, which turned out 
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to be her hubby’s birthday, and, in a reversal of the usual 
roles, he treated us to a sumptuous steak dinner at one of 
those cowboy barn places with a mesquite grill, where people 
sit at picnic tables around a square dance floor that has a big 
slide attached to it. It had the same name as that portable 
steak grill I’d seen weeks ago at the Ranch Rec Center. It was 
located, guess where? The new city of Landmark, just off 
Clinton Road. The hubby’s entire local family came along. 
Party of eighteen. I remember the hostess announcing that 
just as mother and I arrived. And that didn’t include Niecey 
and her hubby, who couldn’t come because they had to work. 
Every last customer in the whole barn was a gringo, white as 
paste, except one, a black guy who turned out to be the hubby 
of the hubby’s sister, who insisted on sitting next to me. I got 
into a spirited debate with the black guy about the hung 
Presidential election. He was from Nebraska, had been in the 
Gulf War, and believed that the Electoral College should be 
gotten rid of, since Gore had won a plurality of votes, but 
Bush was trying to steal the election. It turned out that only 
he, mother and I were even sympathetic to Gore. The rest 
wanted Bush to be President, because he was “more 
Christian”. The talk started to veer towards Raptures and 
Armageddons and Last Days, and when I tried to mention 
that according to the Jehovah’s Witnesses America was the 
Beast, and if they were real Christians they would stay clear 
of politics, Sissy told everyone that the Jehovah’s Witnesses 
tried to brainwash people, and didn’t believe in Jesus, and for 
that matter I was an atheist and nobody should listen to me, 
so I tried to change the subject back to mere politics. The 
Electoral College, I agreed, sucked eggs, but the idea of giving 
each state a fixed number of electoral votes should not be 
scrapped, else presidential campaigns will start to ignore less 
populated states entirely. They should just automatically give 
the electoral votes to the majority winner from each state. He 
was for the first amendment too, agreed the black guy, and its 
right to bear arms, but he was (he mentioned it for the first 
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time) black, and, since they were now a majority, he’d take his 
chances with no electoral system at all. I told him that whites 
were still the majority, eighty percent or maybe a little less, 
and he grew silent. Hitler, I said, had won a majority of the 
votes too. That’s right, he agreed. He’d won a majority. That 
ended the conversation. We went back to trying to eat the 
thick tender cuts of steak accompanied by huge baked 
potatoes and baskets of breaded string cheese, mushrooms, 
tubs of butter and sour cream. Doctor Atkins must have an 
interest in the place. Actually, there wasn’t that much 
poundage in the steaks, just thickness. Per pound it must have 
been three or five times the store price, but what you’re really 
paying for is atmosphere, as Sissy said. The black guy and his 
white wife went out on the dance floor, which was filled 
mainly with white kiddies doing ridiculous dances that 
showed they didn’t have rhythm. Suddenly, would you know 
it? Guess? A bluegrass pick-and-grin version of Redwings 
comes on, and they start line dancing to it, causing everybody 
else to join in. I suddenly became self-conscious. How many 
people in this crowd recognized the Ranch ice cream man? If I 
looked at people they’d look back, so that was no help. Finally 
the song was over, and a blue jean and cowboy hat party of 
employees came over to hubby and rang a cowbell and led a 
raucous round of “Happy Birthday”, while his redneck face 
beamed. The bill came to five hundred bucks. The hubby paid 
for his, Sissy’s, mine, and mother’s, then passed the check 
around and everyone else paid their own. After the steak had 
been eaten, and the plates taken away, it became obvious that 
mother and I didn’t really know Sissy’s hubby’s family, and 
they wanted to talk, so Sissy suggested I go warm the car up 
and take mother home. I went out, started it, drove up to the 
door, and waited thirty minutes, but mother never showed. 
SUVs and pickup trucks would park ahead of and behind me 
picking people up. Finally the barn was closing, and 
everybody came out, mother with them. As we were driving 
off, she told me that she hadn’t understood that she was 
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supposed to come out on her own, but had been waiting for 
me to go back inside and get her. Par for the course I guess. 
When Sissy left for Idaho, I discovered, after she had left, that 
one of my Italian ices was gone. Mother told me that Sissy 
had eaten it. At least I had two left. There was no place in the 
freezer to hide them, so I hoped Sissy didn’t return until they 
had a sale on lamb at the supermarket. I went with the bright 
idea that since I now looked like a salesman, I should apply 
for salesmen jobs. The first job I applied for was at a new 
Subaru dealer. New Subarus, not new dealer. The ad 
“guaranteed” a $2500 monthly salary while training. No 
experience necessary, the ad said. But then, if this “new 
career” were so great, why do they never seen to discontinue 
these job ads looking for new trainees with no experience? 
Turnover. But was it because the new hires graduated to 
better car sales jobs, or because the dealerships were 
expanding, or was it because that, after a couple of months of 
“training”, you had to sell so many cars a week, or starve? 
Maybe they fired you. Funny but just a few nights earlier on 
the national network news there had been a spot on how poor 
car sales were recently. Still, the local market might be robust. 
On my app the only work references I could give were the ice 
cream job and the newspaper carrier job. I left out everything 
having to do with my former computer slash engineering 
career since I sure didn’t want a car salesman calling them 
asking around about me. I gave the Admiral as the contact 
point with the ice cream company. I wasn’t sure if anybody 
really tried checking references, but his was sure to be 
interesting, at least. The man interviewing me seemed to be 
impressed with me, and all but hired me on the spot, even 
showing me the xeroxed December calendar on his desk with 
“A”, “B”, “C”, and “D” marked in various combinations for 
each day on the calendar. These were the sales teams. They 
were currently hiring for the E team, he told me. Five days per 
week. Everybody comes in on Saturdays. Closed on Sundays. 
He asked me how many hours I was willing to work to be 
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successful. I said as many as it took. What were the 
showroom hours? I asked. Nine to nine, he said. There went 
most of my time, I was thinking. Then he went to talk to his 
boss with my app in hand, and came back saying that they 
had just put the job ad in the paper, and I was the first to 
apply, and that they wanted to get more applicants before 
narrowing the field down, and that they’d call me in a week if 
I made the cut for a second interview. They didn’t. I got cold 
feet about being a car salesman at that point and spent a day 
interviewing with Schwan’s. The ad said they paid a straight 
salary, which at this point was looking good, albeit several 
more car salesmen ads regularly mentioned yearly 
commissions in the five figures for the top salesmen. 
Hopefully the hours are more like eight to five, and I had a 
career as a budding novelist to protect. Think of all the 
readers out there who would enjoy feeling superior to me. 
Their lot was another half hour north of the ice cream lot, but 
much more plush, with a much larger main freezer. All the 
drivers wore uniforms. Many of them looked like retardos, 
like you see in special ed classes. When I found my way to the 
office, it was a set of rooms with giant maps on the walls with 
routes circled and numbered. I realized I’d seen those maps 
before. They were in the front of the phone book, in the 
yellow pages. Same exact maps, only blown up to wall-size. 
The boss handed me some app forms, and as I filled them out 
the drivers were joking with each other about how many 
boxes of pork chops they had sold. One of them sold a pork 
chop, which is too corny to repeat here. The app was at least 
ten pages, and very snoopy. They even made you sign a 
release of your personal credit history, which they used to 
make hiring decisions. I figured at that point I wouldn’t get 
the job. The boss kept me waiting after I filled out the app, so I 
leafed through a brochure I found on the table. The Christmas 
specials it said. Everything was solid, good, nutritious food, 
but pricey. I wondered what percentage of people went for 
this, probably not many. I went into the boss’ office for the 



The Ice Cream Man 

488 

interview. A driver interrupted us to ask him if he was “in” to 
the deal, and he said he was. It seems that one driver was just 
22 boxes of pork chops short of enough to win a free trip to 
the Orange Bowl, so all the other drivers were buying chops 
from him. It was that kind of place. I tried to break the ice by 
telling him how I was an ice cream man in the summer (I 
almost said summers) and had seen a Schwan truck once, and 
how impressed I was. From the ad it had said you could make 
$30-$40K a year and that was better than I made now. I 
thought from the ad that it was a salary so I said how I 
disliked the roller coaster of a pure commission. The boss 
started by asking me if I minded going door to door. I said I 
didn’t. He then set me straight about the ad. It seems that they 
started you out for the first 4-6 weeks with a salary and then 
switched you to pure commission, and you had to constantly 
go door to door to get new accounts before your income 
dwindled. He tried to wow me with a spiel on how big the 
company was, that it was one of the 100 biggest private 
companies in America, that it might have been number four 
behind Microsoft, IBM, and GM, that it owned all kinds of 
credit and trucking firms, yet was all started in 1952 by a 
frozen foods driver in Minnesota. I was born in 1953. I almost 
asked him if this founder guy was a songwriter. I told the 
boss about how I used to work in front of a computer all day 
and was bailing out of that career because, among other 
things, it was killing my eyes. My eyes happened to be a bit 
pink right then, since I had spent the whole morning on the 
computer writing. Driving doesn’t hurt them, indeed acts as 
therapy, but I never got around to saying that, because he 
asked me if I thought I could pass the DOT certification. What 
DOT certification? I asked. I guessed these large yellow 
Schwan trucks needed special training and physical tests. He 
then mentioned how a 24-year-old driver had recently 
flunked it. I was sorry I brought my eyestrain up. Later I 
realized I should have told him that eyestrain wasn’t testable, 
that they could only test eyesight. The driver had probably 
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flunked the IQ test, not the eye test. But I was glad to get out 
of there. He said that if they didn’t call within three days for a 
second interview they had rejected my app. They didn’t call. I 
was actually glad, since I didn’t want to end up with a freezer 
full of pork chops and other items I had to buy from other 
drivers so they could take trips, and really didn’t want to go 
door to door, and didn’t want to wear a uniform, or have to 
have my credit checked all the time. Or my urine. They 
required periodic drug tests too, I think. The company was 
worse than K-Mart in the sucking department. I told mother 
that if they ever came to the door to tell the to “f” off. They 
made the Jehovah’s Witnesses look good somehow. I then 
applied for a job at a men’s clothing store. Like the first job, 
the ad said no experience was necessary. The woman sales 
person who interviewed me said she was a former waitress. I 
seemed almost to be hired again, when she said her boss had 
to approve all hires, and she’d call me back within four days 
if I was hired. She didn’t. I should have seen the handwriting 
on the wall there. All the other salesmen were women, and I 
asked for four bucks more than minimum wage. That, and the 
fact that, even though it was Christmas season, the store was 
deserted. Maybe the debate I got in before leaving on the 
crazy hung election in Florida didn’t help either. She was 
obviously pro-Bush, and, while I said I didn’t care who won, 
because they both sucked, I added that Bush scared me more. 
Her reaction was not good, so I added that the whole ruckus 
was hurting Christmas shopping, costing stores billions. That 
got a good reaction out of her, so that was my cue to exit stage 
left. At least I loved driving around in our new used car. 
Speak of the devil. Saturday we woke up as usual now, late, 
what with me still jobless and drifting back into the red-eyed 
computer geek who can’t tear himself away from the 
computer. The weather was clear and warm, in the forties, 
although a snowstorm was supposed to blow in tomorrow. I 
was still on the computer at about 9:15 a.m. when mother 
asked me to come to the front window. Where was our new 
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car? she asked me. I looked out at the driveway, and it wasn’t 
there. To make a long story short, the creep or one of his 
accomplices had snuck into our house last night, stolen the 
keys off the TV, along with my wallet and watch, then stolen 
the car too. Mother added that she had just put twenty bucks 
worth of gas in the tank. In thinking about the sequence of 
events the night before, I distinctly remember having checked 
all the door locks before retiring, but I also remembered our 
male cat. You see, it was mating season I think, because, 
although neutered, he kept me awake half the night mewing 
to go out. Mother, who can’t stand the temperature in the 
house if it’s less than eighty, couldn’t understand why an 
animal would want out in a cold December night, so she 
wouldn’t let him out. I finally did let him out, and locked the 
door carefully before going back to bed. What had happened 
is that mother had gotten up later, coaxed the cat in, and not 
locked the door correctly. Sometimes she throws the deadbolt 
to the right, then back to the left, confusing it with the key, 
which one has to throw first left then right to unlock the bolt 
and retract the key. So, while we were sleeping and the cat 
was continuing to mew to get out, the thief had struck. Too 
bad we didn’t have a dog. We called the police, and the same 
Hispanic cop that came the first time showed up. He seemed 
more amused than disturbed at this felony car theft. He might 
have been one of the ones Niecey had chewed out way back 
when. He asked us for the license plate number and neither of 
us could give it to him. The plates were nearly new and I 
hadn’t committed them to memory, and all my paperwork on 
the new car was in my stolen wallet. He went out to his car 
and came back ten minutes later saying we were lucky 
because he found it on his computer, that normally it took 
more than a month for new plates to be entered onto it. He 
left telling us they’d be watching for it. He left us a police 
report. He’d forgotten to fill out the line that said “Report 
Number”, which we were later asked for when mother called 
the insurance company to report the theft. Or maybe he didn’t 
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forget. I spent the rest of the day going through hell trying to 
find a ride to the hardware store to get our Qwikset locks 
changed again, while mother had to go to the bank yet again 
to close her account and open a new one. Her insurance 
company talked like it would cover the theft, although only 
the Blue Book value, which is a thousand less than we paid 
for this “mechanic-owned peach in great condition with new 
snow tires,” as Sissy had sold it to us initially over the phone. 
I couldn’t even recall Beauregard’s surname, or find his 
address and phone number, because his business card, and all 
the other paperwork he’d given me, was in the stolen wallet. I 
finally found his auto repair shop in the yellow pages, mainly 
because the name started with “Computerized” and it was the 
only one like that in the listings. Now I sleep every night in 
the living room with a baseball bat and the cordless phone, 
hoping to get lucky. This state has a “make my day law” that 
lets home owners shoot first and ask questions later when 
they believe their lives are threatened by intruders. Just in 
case I get lucky, I will tell the police it was his baseball bat not 
mine, and how I wrestled it from him and just swung wildly, 
from fear of my life. I found the bat in somebody’s trash pile 
one morning while delivering newspapers, so it was, as the 
cops say, untraceable. Let’s hope he doesn’t return, since I’m 
trying to publish my diary now in a last hope to make some 
money from the last half year of adventures, one of the most 
eventful of my life, albeit highly mixed in terms of results. [I 
admit it. I’m doing it for money now, not just for art. Just 
count the number of gratuitous ‘albeits’.] The Jap car was 
never towed back to Lonny’s. It remains in limbo legally 
speaking. He might have been afraid of the elderly abuse 
angle, or admitted to himself that he never really fixed it and 
couldn’t prove we owed him anything in court. He hasn’t 
served us any papers, bills, lawsuits, anything. If he had I 
knew that all I had to do was drive the junk pile on wheels 
around until the tranny burned up again, and have it ready to 
show the judge on the trial date. We hadn’t been driving the 
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POS, preferring to leave it right where he left it, in front of our 
house on the curb, while awaiting something from him, in 
vain. The plates were still good until next summer, so at least 
it didn’t get a ticket. Now that our new car was stolen, I 
finally went up to it, opened the driver’s door, and looking 
down, found the key lying on the floor under the pedals. I’d 
wondered what he’d done with it. Funny that the thief hadn’t 
stolen that car. The key ring he stole had my spare key to this 
one as well as the one and only key to the new one. Maybe he 
knew it was a POS and wasn’t worth stealing. But then, how 
would he know that? Maybe the thief was working for Lonny! 
That was a new lead, and I would tell Niecey the next time 
mother and her talked, which would be soon since Niecey 
now lived next door. Funny again, but it definitely wasn’t 
worth the Blue Book price, and we would have made money 
on the insurance if only he had stolen it. Not that it had been 
insured ever since the last tranny burn-up. Mother had the 
insurance on it suspended. Call us lucky or unlucky, or living 
dangerously, mother always takes the cheapest way out. 
Maybe, being a lone thief, he could only steal one car at a 
time, and picked the one in the driveway first. Still, even 
though Lonny was supposedly a reputable businessman, he 
might have sicced this thief on us for revenge in lieu of legal 
action. I wouldn’t put it past him, but I had come to like the 
theory about the disgruntled Hispanic renters too well to grab 
at this new one right away. Let the cops clear them all, not 
me. I had the number of the car theft detective, and planned 
on spilling my guts to him until he investigated everybody. [I 
know what you’re all thinking. You’re thinking it was 
Eduardo. Or Wesley. Or the dykes up the block. Or the couple 
across the street who used to have that Ford wagon – maybe 
they were getting even for the dent. Or maybe the couple next 
door with the tot. Or the man at the corner with the 
inheritance problems. Or maybe even Girly. Girly? Please! 
How about the bum who sold tomorrow’s newspaper? The 
Dwarf? Smokes? How about the Russian mafia? For that 
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matter, a Hispanic mafia, perhaps Mexican, who send 
junkmen around the ‘hoods looking for business? Or maybe it 
was the Italians, trying to stop me from writing a novel about 
their company that told the public too much? Everybody I 
know is a suspect. And everybody I don’t know. Maybe it 
was just a random thing, that junk man showing up that day 
as he drove around looking for junk. But I will give the cops 
every lead I can and let them clear people, since it’s their job.] 
There was one bright spot in all this misery. No, I’m not 
talking about the end of the hurricane season with not a single 
major storm. It was like the Y2K bug, a paper tiger. Y2K was 
the year of dry heat. I’m talking personal stuff. My Jap POS. 
Having no choice, I started the Jap POS up, drove it around 
the block, and sure enough, it had a new (I mean different) 
tranny, one that I didn’t know how many days or weeks it 
would go before burning up, but it was now all we had. I 
drove the Jap POS into the driveway where the good used car 
was now a ghost I knew we’d never see again. It was 
probably either stripped down to the frame by now or on the 
way to Mexico. This thief was no amateur. It was like that 
thief stole my summer. Funny how mother and I had just 
gone to the movies the day of the car theft, and seen, guess 
what? The Grinch That Stole Christmas. Mother called the 
insurance company back and told them that she’d finally got 
the Jap POS working and would like its insurance reinstated. 
Only fifty bucks a month, out of her social security check, the 
told her. Now I wondered how I’d even apply for a job 
without a driver’s license or social security card, or be able to 
drive to work regularly in a car that was liable to break down 
at any minute. Niecey came over and I begged her to skip 
work for a day to drive me all around town so I could get my 
ID cards restored, and she agreed, but pushed it ahead several 
days. Meanwhile she had gone to the fridge, taken one of my 
last two Italian ices, and scarfed half of it, putting the rest 
back in the fridge door next to a carton of milk, where I found 
it later dripping all over, since it had a crack in the cup. Lamb 
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basted with lemon-lime sauce on my dinner menu was now a 
50-50 proposition. I called the Social Security office and they 
sent mother and me forms for applying for duplicate cards. 
The forms said you had to prove your identity via a driver’s 
license first. Mother went with Niecey to the SSA office with 
of our filled-out forms, returning to tell me that they accepted 
hers, and told her she’d receive her SS card in the mail in a 
few weeks, but wouldn’t accept mine, because of inadequate 
proof of identity, even when she attempted to vouch for me. I 
figured they wanted me to get my driver’s license restored 
first. Okay, I was game I went with Niecey to the driver’s 
license office, and after waiting for a half hour in line, the 
woman at the window said that to get a duplicate license I 
had to prove my identity first with either another driver’s 
license or a military ID or a signed income tax form with W-2 
attached. I suppose I could have jumped through that hoop if 
I had filed income taxes for the last ten years, but hadn’t, so I 
felt flucked, like a duck. Why couldn’t I just get a SS card and 
show it to them? I asked. The SS card doesn’t prove identity, 
she told me, only age. And I have to have proof of my SSN to 
get a duplicate license anyway now, she added. It seems that 
they had passed a law during the Landmark referendum 
confusion allowing the authorities to take away a driver’s 
license for failure to pay child support, and now everybody 
had to prove their SSN to the driver’s license office. That last 
one killed me. I didn’t have any kids, but the way they 
enforced it was to treat all men like they were guilty until 
proven innocent. When I was a kid and my parents got 
divorced, my dad told my mother, after he lost his custody 
battle, “They’re yours. You raise them.” He then skipped the 
state, and rarely paid his court-ordered child support, cutting 
us loose. Now, as an adult, I was being revictimized by my 
father’s ghost. Not wanting to show desperation but being too 
desperate to not risk it, I asked to speak to the supervisor, but 
as luck would have it the ugly fifty-something woman I was 
talking to was the supervisor. I told her they had my picture 
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on file in their computer, and why couldn’t they just call that 
up and see that it’s me, and give me a duplicate, so I could 
use it to get my SS card. As for the SSN, why couldn’t they 
contact the SSA on the phone or via computer and verify my 
number. Don’t they talk to each other, work with each other? 
They must do that when they’re trying to take your license 
away, I added. She said she couldn’t do that and, like a career 
bureaucrat, no explanation was the explanation. I left without 
a driver’s license, or hope of getting a SS card, wondering 
how I’d ever get my identity back. I was now like a man 
without a country, like a wild bird. Maybe I don’t want it 
back. Maybe I’m nobody. Maybe I could try to get arrested, 
and have them establish my identity while holding me in jail. 
I wonder if they’d accept mug shots as proof of identity when 
I got out. Probably not. To make it perfectly idiotic, I would 
get arrested for driving without a license. Those Mexican 
illegals working on the construction sites at the Ranch 
probably had better ID cards than me. Only criminals can get 
ID cards now, but not ersatz criminals, real criminals, the kind 
with connections to ID forgers, and even then you have to pay 
them hundreds probably. Without an ID card I probably 
couldn’t even apply for a job now, or return to my ice cream 
job next season. I had been dispossessed from my own 
country by some Hispanic crudball or balls. No, by all 
Hispanic crudballs, flooding the borders and corrupting the 
system for their own gain. On the other hand, they had a right 
to live to, and to work, and if people didn’t hire them they’d 
go right back. Our country just can’t say no to eager beavers. 
We’re all immigrants, more or less, forgetting the Indians. In 
this age of computers why can’t they just establish your 
identity with a facial scan and/or a thumbprint scan? I heard 
that they can “fingerprint your face” by scanning for certain 
prominent features such as the position of your cheekbones 
and nose bridge, identifying you uniquely, even as you age. 
Maybe I was looking at gold here. I should start my own 
company that is into that, making all ID cards obsolete. Just so 
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nobody asked me for my ID card along the way. That would 
be embarrassing. Maybe I could say that I discarded my ID 
cards purposely to prove my point. That’s probably land me 
up in prison, not just jail. Maybe I’d get picked up by the INS 
and deported as an illegal. Naw, I looked too gringo. 
Deported to Europe, maybe. That would serve me right. I 
could starve in a garret in Paris. At least I still had a roof over 
my head, because I still had a mother. I wonder how I could 
inherit the house now that I had no identity cards. I was living 
on borrowed time. Maybe my most precious property was all 
in my head. I still knew all my passwords to my online 
services and web sites. Or maybe my head was my most 
precious possession. Ultimately I had to make my living with 
it. Even if I could get and keep manual labor jobs, my back 
would give out sooner or later, probably far before my mind 
did. I wondered if I would ever even collect any Social 
Security. Even if I could establish my identity, and had an 
address to send them to, I wonder if I would have worked 
enough years to qualify. Working as a struggling writer 
didn’t count. It was truly frightening to buck the system. Not 
that anybody my age would see a dime from Social Security 
anyway, the way they talk about it going bankrupt 
eventually. I’ll try to think positive. The only good things on 
my immediate horizon were 1) I got a cable modem with 
broadband Internet service installed for free on Dec. 12th, that 
is, 12-12, a very memorable date. AT&T had been sending us 
mail for months begging us to let them install their “@home” 
service for free, and now seemed like the right time, as I was 
at home a lot now. The technician took three hours to hook up 
the wiring, install the equipment and software, and get it to 
work. That was the best free thing I’ve gotten in a long time. 
They didn’t even require an ID. I can run my AOL account 
through it, to get my email, but it doesn’t need AOL to access 
the Web, which is nice, since many times I’ve seen AOL lock 
me out of all Web access for hours or days inexplicably. 2) 
Niecey and her hubby are springing $170 for a 3-camera 
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webcam system to monitor both sides of the duplex. It’s 
suppose to send live pictures to their PC, then email the ones 
from our side to our PC, and has motion detector software, 
watching for changes in the picture. Now we can watch our 
house being robbed after the fact, that is, if they don’t steal the 
PC and/or webcam also. 3) The new ice cream season is less 
than three months away. I can’t afford the broadband service 
now, but the first two months are also free, so I probably 
won’t have to give them a dime until March first, the March 
of Dimes. If I’m still unemployed, I might have yet another 
month’s grace period before they pull the plug, during which 
time I can make money selling ice cream again, hopefully. The 
service is only ten bucks a week, and that is cheap enough 
even for a poor unemployed loser who wants a window on 
the world from which to peer from his beleaguered castle 
while he tries to write a novel that he can sell while surfing 
the Net while letting the local world and his pathetic troubles 
be damned. Did I forget number 4? 4) My writer’s block is not 
only gone but my eyestrain has recovered so well from a 
summer in the outdoors that I am able to write thousands of 
words a day, day after day, like a kid again, without runaway 
eyestrain.  
 
And to present. Remember mother’s independence-from-me 
reflex? Mother didn’t buy my theory about the renters being 
car thieves, so she called yesterday and told them about the 
Hispanic crudball creep, and asked if either of them knew 
anybody with that description, perhaps a relative. The 
renter’s wife took it wrong, thought we were trying to send 
them to jail, but mother patched it up with them both, telling 
them that she wasn’t accusing them, just hoping it was 
somebody they knew so they could help us catch them. After 
all, mother told them, they had often told her that some of 
their relatives were crooked, and not to have anything to do 
with them. She didn’t mention Eduardo, because I held my 
hand over the receiver and told her not to. Mother yakked it 
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up with them for about an hour, finally breaking into tears 
and saying she apologized if they took it wrong, that they 
were her friends, and she didn’t have many, and didn’t have 
long left in this life, and wanted to stay friends with them, 
and besides, both of their mothers had died and she always 
thought she was like a mother to them. The crudball must 
have just been cruising the ‘hood and saw the pile of junk 
they left, she told them finally. It was just a coincidence, even 
the fact that they had promised to get a truck and come to 
pick it up at just about the same time. He used things we said 
to him to make us think they sent him. He probably didn’t 
even know them. She then told them how there was one 
bright spot remaining, that the Jap POS was working even 
though it had been towed and left on the street and not run 
for weeks and she and I had never even tried to run it before 
the big car theft. I tried to stop her, but couldn’t. When she 
hung up I nearly broke into tears myself as I tried to explain 
to her that, even if the renters were innocent, one of their 
relatives might not be, Eduardo for instance, and if they told 
him that the Jap car was driveable, and they talked to their 
relatives about it, it might be stolen any day now. Such are the 
perils of gringos who hobnob with Hispanics with nebulously 
large extended families, a pessimist might say. Don’t quote 
me on it though. I’m too cynical to be pessimistic. The Natural 
makes up for it on the other end selling their kind ice cream. 
Not really. I’m in a bad mood. Wouldn’t you be if you got 
your car stolen? I’ll get over it. Car thieves come in all colors 
and flavors. Drugs do it to them, turn people into desperate 
thieves. Decriminalize drugs and they could afford their 
habits without constantly stealing. It’s all the government’s 
fault. No, other gringos. They put and keep those drug laws 
in place and hide their heads in the sand when the thieves 
come. My glorious baby boom generation didn’t live up to 
their promise and put an end to all this, but instead want even 
more laws passed criminalizing everything in sight. I can 
hope a generation will finally be born that is smart enough to 
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reverse the tide when they attain to power. The dyke mystery 
was finally solved. I did something off-the-wall yesterday. I 
went to the dykes’ house and knocked on the front door and 
introduced myself. The ugly one answered, but she seemed 
glad to see me. She invited me in. The gorgeous one was 
sitting in their computer room, the former dining room. They 
had a lavish computer setup, with all the accessories 
including a color Xerox machine. There were no carpets in the 
whole house. It was all polished wood. There were a few 
throw rugs, that’s all. I had tea and cookies with them in their 
veranda, and learned that they were mother and daughter 
after all. The daughter had been married and divorced. I got 
brave enough to ask her out, and she accepted. We’re going 
this Saturday to the Lincoln Continental theater to see the new 
Mel Gibson movie What Women Want. Not in my Jap car. In 
her SUV. I don’t have a driver’s license. 
 
Stardate: Unknown. As I write these last lines I’ve just arisen 
from a new nightmare. Last night the JWs came by to give me 
a new toy, the 1999 Watchtower Library CD-ROM. I hadn’t 
seen them in months, so I dumped on them the tale of how 
our house had been under siege by robbers, how we were 
going through our own Armageddon. They sympathised with 
me, but somehow didn’t seem all that concerned. After all, 
they didn’t have much money themselves, holding down part 
time and odd jobs between their door-knocking, and having 
to pay for all that “free” literature they gave away out of their 
own pockets. I remember now the last time they visited. They 
didn’t exactly ask for a donation, but kind of suggested it, and 
looked a little disappointed when I didn’t give them one, 
despite bragging about all the money I was making as an ice 
cream man. I thought maybe the reason they hadn’t shown up 
in so long was that they dreaded ponying their own money 
up for yet more literature, since apparently they had to 
“place”, as they euphemistically called it, some literature 
every time they made a home visit, because they had 
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“overseers” that they had to file detailed reports with, and 
they had some kind of quota system of pieces of literature 
placed, and number of calls per month. The CD they gave me 
must have been expensive, knowing how Microsoft’s 
influence causes the prices of all software to be inflated. To 
divert their attention from donations, which they couldn’t ask 
for but kind of waited for, like high class hotel butlers, I laid 
on them a Bible passage I’d found in an anti-JW website 
recently, saying that the JW doctrine that there is no hellfire is 
full of it because of the parable of the rich man and Lazarus in 
Luke chapter 16, where it clearly shows a man suffering 
torment in hell. One of the JWs, a handsome man who 
dressed in an Indiana Jones hat, but not a leather jacket, rather 
a black trench coat, like the Columbine H.S. Trenchcoat Mafia, 
although he wouldn’t hurt a fly, went nonlinear when I 
scoffed at his attempts at explaining it away as a parable 
about the last in this system of things being first in the new, 
and vice-versa. If that were all it was, I countered, why give 
ignorant people the idea that they would suffer hellfire? 
“What was Jesus?” I asked rhetorically. “A comic?” They all 
decided to leave on the sudden. As I saw them off, I saw them 
get in Indiana’s car, now parked in our driveway. It was the 
exact make and model of my stolen car, although a different 
color. I resisted an urge to bolt out of the house and touch the 
paint to see if it was still wet. It was surely a different model 
year Lincoln Town car than mine was. Later I remembered 
the CD-ROM and looked up all the Watchtower, Awake, and 
JW book references to Lazarus and the rich man, after a little 
toying around. Did you know that the word “dung” occurs 
exactly one time in the Psalms? In 142:7: “Do bring my soul 
out of the very dungeon.” The CD had the text of all their 
books and magazines since 1950, minus the drawings and 
photographs. Next time I see the JWs I’ll ask if they want all 
their printed lit back. It’s causing my floorboards to sag. They 
were right, I was wrong. It was a parable, not a literal attempt 
to inculcate belief in a literal hell. How else could people talk 
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back and forth between hell and heaven, or everybody in 
heaven recline next to Abraham’s bosom on the couch, or 
anybody in hell think a drop of water could do anything to 
help them in hellfire? And do all rich men go to hell and all 
poor men to heaven? It was just a parable, a spiritual story 
about made-up persons, representing two classes of people, 
the haves and the have-nots, spiritually speaking. Those who 
squander and/or abuse their gifts in this life may find the 
situation reversed in the kingdom of heaven. No, will find the 
situation reversed. Obviously, the rich man was the Jews 
themselves, and the poor man the gentiles. Jehovah was going 
to abandon the Jews as his chosen people, and accept the 
gentiles. Their “torment” was in losing their favored place at 
the “table” of God. The gentiles were to be blessed through 
Abraham, according to Genesis 12:3. The parable shows Jesus 
telling the Jews that they would reject him and, even if he rose 
from the dead, still continue to reject him, while the gentiles 
accepted him, and switched places with them at the table of 
God, reclining along with Abraham at the “feast”. When the 
rich men referred to his five brothers, the Jews would have 
known that Judah had five brothers, from whom all Jews 
came from. Saying it to their Pharisee and scribe faces must 
have really got their goat. Jesus had balls. Still, I had 
nightmares of the rich man in “Hades”, “existing in 
torments”, begging for one drop of water to cool his tongue, 
“because I am in anguish in this blazing fire.” Could it be that 
Jesus was telling it like it is, that the Catholics and Bible-
thumping hellfire preachers are right, and that the JWs and 
other Bible-thumpers who reject the Catholic Church are 
really the organization run by Satan, false prophets leading 
mankind astray in his name, straight to hellfire, while 
supporting themselves by stealing cars? Nah... they don’t look 
like car thieves. Could that parable be about me somehow? I’ll 
let you have the nightmares. By the way, a few days after 
mother called the renters and made up with them, the cops 
called and told us that they found our car parked on a side 
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street four miles away from our house, in a poor Hispanic 
neighborhood, just four blocks from the Jehovah’s Witness 
hall that my JW friends attended. Small world. It was in the 
same condition that it had been when it was stolen, except for 
a stolen battery. We had it towed home at first, then, trying an 
old substitute battery from the back porch in vain, had it 
towed to Beauregard’s, and he fixed it in one day, even 
changed the ignition lock, and tried to charge it to mother’s 
insurance company. They paid everything except the fifty-
dollar deductible. He didn’t change the door locks since it 
would cost too much. Sissy and Niecey suggested we buy 
‘The Club’, but changed their mind when they remembered 
mother’s forgetfulness. Mother got her new Social Security 
card in the mail that same day. She had also gone in and got a 
duplicate driver’s license, with a new picture that was very 
flattering. They didn’t require all the bullshit for her that they 
did for me. I still don’t have a driver’s license or SS card. Oh 
yes. The owner’s manual I treasured so much had been stolen 
from the glove box. When I went with Niecey’s hubby to pick 
up the car from Beauregard, and the hubby left me alone with 
him, he told me things that made me wonder if he weren’t 
involved with the car theft. But never mind. It’s probably my 
overactive imagination again. All right. I’ll tell you. First, 
when I said I believed it might be a ring of Hispanic 
gangbangers, perhaps trying to steal ID cards to give to 
illegals to help them get work, and that my neighborhood was 
right on the borderline in the big city between the last of the 
gringos and the Hispanic tide, he replied that the Hispanics 
were all over his area too, way down here in the Dinglewood 
suburb halfway between the big city and the Ranch. He told 
me a story about a friend of his with a repair shop that was 
laced with video cams, and how a Hispanic thief had came in 
one night, stolen anything he wanted, walked right up to a 
lens, and posed for the camera, but when the cops were called 
and showed the pictures, they said they couldn’t prosecute 
“because they hadn’t caught him red-handed”. The way he 
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talked about Hispanics, I felt like he knew some of them quite 
well, a little too well. For instance, I talked about how, if I 
caught one of them red-handed, I’d find it hard not to take the 
law in my own hands, and use a baseball bat on them. He said 
I shouldn’t do that, while rubbing his scalp. I could get more 
ID cards, he added, so why be so bitter? I ought to feel lucky 
since I got my car back, minus a battery. He never mentioned 
the user’s manual, nor did I. Then he said that I ought to 
know that this was the second time that car had been stolen. 
Before he bought it some Hispanics had stolen it. And, he 
added, saying one thing too many, they had abandoned it just 
about at the same place that mine had been. Funny world, 
isn’t it? he asked me. But I hadn’t told him where it was 
found. I left in the car as he waved bye. Too late I realized the 
gas tank was on empty. Luckily I found a gas station a few 
blocks away. As I got out to get gas, panic struck. I had 
forgotten about the locking gas cap! They had stolen the keys, 
and even though I had a new ignition key, what would I do 
about the gas cap key? I started to get back in, thinking I had 
a 50-50 chance of making it back to Beauregard’s before 
running out of gas. As I fiddled with the keyring he’d given 
me, I suddenly noticed a gas cap key, just like the one that 
had been stolen. See? Who are your friends? Who are your 
enemies? Who who who who who let the dogs out? Who who 
who who who? When they entered, they found hanging upon 
the wall a splendid portrait of their master as they had last 
seen him, in all the wonder of his exquisite beauty and youth. 
Lying on the floor was a dead man, in evening dress, with a 
wooden spoon in his heart. He was withered, wrinkled, and 
loathsome of visage. It was not till they had examined the 
spoon that they recognized who it was. The Godfather. I was 
in hell for days, but rose again, visited many of my true 
customers, and promised them I will be back next season. Are 
you a true customer? Wait for me, okay? Are you ready for 
the second Survivor?  
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(Afternote: The following old ending was written by the old me. I 
include it only so that you can all see how much I’ve changed. – 
You Know Who.)  
 
Glove, battery, engine, tranny, junk, radiator, oven, herd, 
rabbit, dog, cat, chicken, turtle, monkey, fly, flea, art, cart, 
truth, Eden, accident, design, web site, P(oint) O(f) V(iew), 
black, identity, drug, dyke, carpet, mail, purse, wallet, wall, 
water, jug, urine, dream, sex, breast, love, ball, skirt, fence, 
mirror, windshield, sidewalk, pool, red, orange, gold, silver, 
rainbow, father, mother, sister, divorce, game, blinken, train, 
drain, shot, one, kill two birds with one stone, three, six, eight, 
twelve, eighteen, blood, eyes, copyright, helmet, welder, 
gloves, finger, traps, bigtime, big b, abyss. These are my 
magic words, with which I manipulated your mind, and 
made you like it. How deep did I go? How deep can you go? 
Can you take it? Why didn’t you red flag those words as you 
read this long, long novel? Did you think you’d learn what it 
was like to be on the other side of the ice cream truck? If you 
didn’t you’ll have to read it again. I command you. Just 
kidding. I have no authority but that of my father. And those 
aren’t necessarily the, or all of the, or any of the magic 
palabras, muchachos and muchachas. Do people ever get on 
your nerves? You might get boiled at this, but what choice has 
you? There’s no better place to get to know somebody than 
the golf course, is there? Oh yes. Chapter 9. Chapter 9. Behold, 
I am coming soon, bringing my recompense, to repay every 
one for what he has done. I am the Alpha and the Omega, the 
first and the last, the beginning and the end. Blessed are those 
who wash their hands, that they may have the right to the tree 
of life and that they may enter the city by the gates. Outside 
are the dogs and sorcerers and fornicators and murderers and 
idolaters, and every one who loves and practices fiction. I 
warn every one who hears the words of the prophecy of this 
book; if any one adds to them, God will add to him the 
plagues described in this book, and if any one takes away 
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from the words of the book of this prophecy, God will take 
away his share in the tree of life and in the holy city, which 
are described in this book. He who testifies to these things 
says, “Surely I am coming soon.” Amen. Come, master!  
 
Afternote. The Winslow Seminar has voted and come to the 
conclusion that only 18 percent of the sayings attributed to 
Winslow in the sacred writings about him are really by him. 
The fact that these writings, which are attributed to Winslow 
but probably anonymous, have led to the creation of the 
largest organization in the history of the world since 
Christianity, do not deter real scholars from doing their job. 
Scholars, after all, created those writings too, so if you don’t 
believe in scholars, you have no right to believe in anything. 
And life goes on and we never find all the answers. Enjoy the 
journey. See you next season. And stay frosty.  
 
Obituary 
Winslow, the popular ice cream man of the Ranch, known for 
his long hair, striped shirts, humor and generosity, died last 
night at 3 a.m. from pneumonia and sepsis, originally caused 
by a bladder infection that spread throughout his bloodstream 
and raged uncontrolled, immune to antibiotics. He was 
scheduled to be cremated, but authorities are looking for his 
remains, which are thought to have been stolen, in an attempt 
to portray him as rising from the dead. 
 
Footnote. As the new millennium dawns, and we celebrate 
Bonus Day, let us not forget our brethren, who differ with us 
as to when Winslow returned to the Lot on the Last Drive, 
becoming the food of buzzards and dogs, and rising again to 
receive the Big Bonus. True it is that all we know from the 
sacred writings is that Winslow returned “between the 
evenings”, ben ha arbayim in Hebrew, Winslow’s native 
tongue. The Jehovah’s Witnesses, relying on the ancient 
Samaritans and Sadducees, claim that Winslow returned in 
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the period from sunset to the time it actually became dark, 
which is anywhere from forty-five to sixty minutes later. 
Winslow is universally acknowledged as seeing the sun go 
behind the mountains while driving to the Lot, though never 
actually after returning to the Lot. Our party, following the 
tradition of the Jews and Pharisees, believes that Winslow 
returned between the time of midday, when the sun first 
starts to go down in the sky (the first evening), and sunset 
(the second evening). See the Hebrew Scriptures, Exodus 12:6, 
Exodus 29:38-41, 1 Kings 18:26-46 for the relevant passages. 
This controversy has kept blazing hot from the fact that three 
of the four Ice Cream Gospels, namely, Admiral, Mechanic, 
and President, seem to show Winslow returning to the Lot on 
the Last Drive after sunset, while the world is eating Blue 
Buzzard Supper, while the fourth, Bishop, and the fifth, 
Bobby, which is part of the apocrypha, shows Winslow 
returning before, thus becoming the Blue Buzzard Supper, 
which he never actually ate himself, thus making the Last 
Supper the celebratory supper on the night of the Last Drive, 
not the actual Big Bonus Supper on the night of the Big Bonus. 
Should we follow JWs and Samaritans in this matter, or 
should we follow the example of the Jews, who were 
entrusted with the oracles of Jehovah (Romans 3:2), and 
resolve these seeming contradictions by following their 
admittedly unpopular timeline when celebrating the 
Memorial Meal and eating the holy ice cream? The answer 
should be clear to those humble enough to cast aside their 
preconceived notions and take Winslow at his word. Win 
slow, win slow.  
 
- Penthor ben Penthor Commodore, Ice Cream Starfleet 
2877645 . Bonus Day, October 15, 3000.  
 
 

THE END 
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