














“Are you coming with us for dumpster donuts?”
“I think I’ll pass.  It’s been a long day I want to get to sleep.”
“Suit yourself, the only thing better than a donut is a free donut.”
“I’m night blind.  Can you see if a cab is coming?”
“I had to land a plane for a friend who was night blind once.”
“I see lights, some on the front, some on the side.  Can’t tell yet 
about cab lights.  There-”
“Well, Your Butt Has Slain A Lady.”
“-goes one.”
“Where should I tell the cab to go when I get one?”
“Where’s your hotel?”
“It’s The Palmer.  I think-”
“Well, YOUR BUTT has slain a lady.”
“-on South Michigan.”
“The train will get you there.”
“Yea, but I’d prefer a taxi.  It will get comped anyways.”
“Nice.  I think that’s a taxi.  No, it’s taken.”
“I only take a taxi if it means I might make out with my girlfriend in 
the back.”
“Figuring out conversation with a cabbie always throws me off, if 
they are talking to me or to their bluetooth.”
“WELL, your butt has slain a lady.”
“Hey there’s a cab!” 
“The Palmer Hotel please.”

---
“A crueler.”
“Grab that sprinkled one.”
“I’ve got more bags...”
“This one is wet     with 
something.”
“Well, your butt has slain 
A LADY.”







 “It’s half-off day at 
the Village Discount,” 
she said.
 “Oh cool.  Yea.  I’m 
guessing you’re planning 
on going,”  switching 

the phone to my other ear/hand to be able to keep on 
eating.
 “Duh.  Want to meet me there around one?”  
What time is it right now.  11:45.  Hour and fifteen.  10 
minutes to get there.  Yea.
 “Yea.”
 “Great, see you there.”

 

 Plaid.  Stripes.  XL.  XXL.  
S.  Women’s in the men’s 
section.  Lace.  Stain.  
See-thru.
 “Hey, finding anything?”
 “Yo.  No, just Hard Rock 
Cafe Miami tees,” it seems 
an entire family had gone 
there and later regretted 
buying the shirts.  “I 
almost saw a cool shirt but 
it had a weird stain on it.”
 “I’ve gotten a few things 
in the past and only later 
noticed stains.  Hate 
that.”
 “Yea.”
 Last time I was here I 
found 5 glasses from the 
Ray Charles schilling for 



Diet Pepsi ad campaign.  Back in the ‘90s with the 
orchestra and lamé suits.  But 5, a whole set.  Hoping 
for a fluke like that again.
 “How about you?  Finding anything?”
 “Oh, not really.  I want a jean jacket but every 
one I try on fits wrong in a different way.  Last time I 
saw a great oil painting of a cat.  And of course bought 
it.”   I always pass over the pictures section at thrifts 
stores.  Like the records all the good stuff is either 
picked over or was never donated.  But there seems to 
be absolutely nothing here and she’s still got at least 
half an hour of looking left, so I might as well go see.
 That.  That’s a nice frame, from the back.  I need 
a frame.  It’s a strictly wire hung frame, no kickstand 
in the back for table tops.  Just metal and wire, a 
good build.  The photograph it holds is washed 
out from years in the sun.  Years on a 
wall above a counter where Chinese 
food can be ordered, south facing 
windows no curtains no blinds.  It 
was a photo of some real bad 
looking dumplings wonderfully 
positioned and congealed and 
aged.
 There’s another.  
Wontons.
 And stir fry.
 Egg rolls.
 A fifth even, General 
Tso’s.  Ridiculous.  They 
must have gotten a new 
menu.  Or gone out of 
business.  $5.00 per?  Nice 
frame.   Actually, $2.50 
since it’s half-off day.  



That means instead of only buying one I’ll definitely be 
buying all five.

 The checkout line is long and slow moving as 
always.  Rickety overflowing carts in front and behind 
me.  To the side a clothing rack holding only empty 
plastic hangers that should be clear but are so dirty 
they’ve turned mostly opaque.  These picture frames 
are hard to hold.  All five out in front held with both 
hands and my stomach.  Or split up the stack in either 
hand, clenched against each side.  Maybe, yes, it’s 

better just 
with 



all five in my right hand against my side.  My right 
hand which is now tired.  Switching, trying not to drop 
them.  Metal frames with broken glass at $2.50 each is 
not a good Saturday.
 One of the frames is being tugged.
 “Hey these are mine.”
 “Just to look,” he says.  An older asian man hair 
and eyes going crazy.  He’s wearing his coat like it’s 
about to fall over.  Not off, but over.  “Just to look.”
 He’s trying to pry one of the five menu items from 
my arm.  If he gets it the other four will fall and he is 
not letting go.  “Fine,” I reposition to keep hold of the 
others he isn’t trying to grab at.
 He’s holding the picture of the dumplings with 
both hands arms fully extended.  He looks at the photo 
+ then at the others in my hands.
 “Ahhh.  For the kitchen?”
 “What?”
 “For the kitchen,” he says and extends the 
picture to me without offering it.
 “Um yea I guess.  For the kitchen.”  I hadn’t 
thought about where I would put them, just that I 
wanted them, the kitchen is a good spot for a bunch of 
revolting food pictures.  Really.
 “I’ve got one.  Let me show you.”  He shoves 
the photo back at me real hastily and hurries away.   
Not running or walking, a mad little scurry.  Now he 
comes back he’s got an old wooden frame with a very 
detailed needlework of a sailboat out at sea.  Only 
shades of blue and white.  Thick thread.  Wish I had 
seen that first.
 And he says “For the bathroom.”






