
BROWN BAG 

 

  

Here I am again.  This time it’s raining.  I have a hemorrhoid to worry about.  I can’t 

seem to keep a plant healthy.  I’d like to forget about the recent past.  I live at a very 

loud intersection.   

  

I went uptown to find a Japanese girl named Hannah.  On a whim.  I only pretended 

to go to her house.  I don’t know where she lives.                   

  

Buy one, get one free.  Someone told me that.  I’ve experienced it in some cases, 

wished for it other times.  Do I sound like the refrigerator when I talk?  

  

Here I am.  You want some?  It makes your head itchy.  Mine too.  And enough 

noise to turn me over in bed.  The noise causes my scalp to buckle along the hairline. 

Air pockets inside my eyebrows.  Can’t wait to get some rest. 

  

Click.  Tulips are not very sturdy. 

  

Here I am, Elizabeth.  You want some?  There are so many things I wish I could 

describe.  Things to desecrate.  I imagine living in the luggage bay of a Greyhound 

bus on weekdays and in an ambulance on weekends.  Can you imagine that? Do it 

now. 

  

My sister hasn’t called in a while.  Was it something I said?  Some calming thing?  I 

have enough money to cross the border.  I’m paralyzed by loneliness and 

xenophobia. Nothing I am saying makes much sense. 

  

Massaging my temples just to touch myself. Ignore me.  We’ll have plenty to talk 

about when your father gets here. 

  

I’m not sure how to continue.  I have no recollection of silence.  My memory stutters 

and spits.  I could be posing. 

  

One pillow has escaped to the foot of the bed.  Traffic has its way with peace and 

quiet.  I lie there forsaking all signs of the past.  Every sign of life. . .Sounds just like 

me. 



  

I look nothing like my soul this time.  I chose this form for you.  For your palate.  A 

pointless study.  Take what you can use.  I’ll be back again.  I am not beautiful.  Not 

like the last time.  I don’t feel it.  No reason to be sad.  Imagine low tide when the 

shells are exposed and the foam evaporates. I am going for a walk if you don’t mind.  

Of course you don’t. You would say so.  

  

The elastic in my neck broke.  I can barely hold my head up.  Do you think I can 

make room enough for the words to come out?  Meet me at that stupid totem pole to 

drink beer. 

  

Just got back from California.  L.A., Las Feliz.  Plenty of birds of paradise.  Chateau 

Isles of Charm, that’s my home.  No pool but a teapot.  A nice one. 

  

Elizabeth, I flew across the universe to you.  You gave me your antique date stamp, I 

gave you my dancing zebra doll.  Love has never been louder than this. “My parents 

are sneaking down from the desert,” you said. “Is that okay?”  They’ll mess us up. 

(They already did.) 

  

I’d like to get away but I’d like to stay.  Get away to be perfect, stay to see what’s 

going to happen. Forward is a balmy malaise.  Join me there with one eye open.  I 

will remind everyone of your dirty little brother.  Do you have any idea how many 

false starts are punctuated by gunshots? 

  

Just to the right of the middle.  My fingerprints are everywhere.  I don’t have a 

handkerchief. I’m all over the room, all over the paperwork. 

  

I never decided to fill notebooks with words.  Secrecy.  Comments on cats give pets a 

voice.  I wonder what L. would do.  A fool for footfalls.  How much instruction can I 

take before someone notices it’s missing?  The next word is please. 

  

And now the bald black man enters and all of us frantically try and figure out where 

he fits in. Dressed beautifully, his head shines like a power source.  He just left. I 

think he said thanks. 

  

My question is, “How?” It was a gift from curious Uncle Dave.  He claimed to be 

one-sixteenth Delaware Indian.  Oh the abuse he took for that one. 



  

Love in a brown bag. Matte consonant among glossy vowels.  Do we agree that there 

is nothing quite like candlelight?  Good.  Sit up tall now.  I think somebody’s 

coming. 

 

 

 

           Gerad Argeros 

 


