The Messenger

Volume 2006 ‘
Issue 1 The Messenger, 2006 Article 6
2006

A Portrait of the Artist as a Modern-Day Cowboy

Ben Brezner

Follow this and additional works at: http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger
& Dart of the Fiction Commons

Recommended Citation

Brezner, Ben (2006) "A Portrait of the Artist as a Modern-Day Cowboy," The Messenger: Vol. 2006: Iss. 1, Article 6.
Available at: http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2006/iss1/6

This Fiction is brought to you for free and open access by UR Scholarship Repository. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Messenger by an

authorized administrator of UR Scholarship Repository. For more information, please contact scholarshiprepository@richmond.edu.


http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2006%2Fiss1%2F6&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2006?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2006%2Fiss1%2F6&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2006/iss1?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2006%2Fiss1%2F6&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2006/iss1/6?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2006%2Fiss1%2F6&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2006%2Fiss1%2F6&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1151?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2006%2Fiss1%2F6&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2006/iss1/6?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2006%2Fiss1%2F6&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:scholarshiprepository@richmond.edu

AN PE}V"JI:'_WI:.--‘LJ!C O-g‘ Jc_'_f/\{{ fﬁw-lc;-i'i_-!: S o mﬂa({'wm-—Dp‘ﬂ C::’bw”bﬂ\

In 1977 1 sauntered up to a Sunoco station in a suburb of St. Louis,
Missouri astride a horse bigger than most cars manufactured at the time
to be welcomed by assorted facial contortions manifeating various states
n]r' appa”. consternation and what, in German, is known as schade*ﬂfreude
- all results of my rather Tagged attire - an unbuttoned tartan shirt, par-
Ha”}f untucked from my pants of tarlatan, belted b}r tht]}r tied twine and
ciasps of brass, hung with teeth from every person that I'd ever made love
to, S]iPPETS Df animal hide. undocumented and slippecl ’[I‘L*mugh customs,
soled with fins sliced from sharks (a c{:}mmodi’t}f in Cozumel), all torn and
i:c::ppecl b}! three thick black braids in the Et‘}’]E of the Indians of the secret
desert that Texas can't touch and Oklahoma’s too stupid to think of, and a
Smearing of grease, grime and gore - the roads giH to its travelers, and
]'ustifiecl H’LE}F were in receiving me Hms]'}! because after | rc:rped my horse,
Ethel Rnsenberg. to uninhabited Pump One, 1 cracked my neck spat on
the concrete, scraped half a cigarette out of the grooves where it met
ELSP]’IELHZ and put it m my mouth without wiping off the crumbled leaves,
g]a.n-:ed side]mng at the big man [appan) gassing his Mustang at Pump
Three behind Ethel, looked ]Dnging]'}f all the way up and down the ]egﬁ of
the lesbian (consternation) s’ci-:]cing Pump Four into her Pinto, winked at
the young gentleman in a business costume (schadenfreude) who couldn't
tell a tai]pipe from a taﬂpipe. but knew hed go thmugh a lot of them in his
career because that is what happens to Colts these c].a.ys. resumed my
saunter towards the rEgisl:ET. crossed the threshold into fluorescent hell
that burned white and brigh’t off of the tiles I stared at before the regis-
ter—gir] got up from her lunch of food she stole from her not-present
emplc:}fen her eyes were blue and body from somewhere else said - three
more dollars in the Pinto, she’s cute - rep]iec], - sure, she is - with a trace of
an exotic ]angxage c:n]}- heard in Trieste under the river of her discourse,
walked over wmndeving what her name Tm'ght have been then remem-
bered that she was nametaggecl Rich, sl amming my shar]{—slippers l
Escaped with pu rloined pac]-cage of P‘eachy-@’s for a friend towards curved
back of the Pinto-pumper, splayecl my hands across her broad bottom,
summoning Balthasar the magi thmrugh spasmic fingers, hcerng unpro-

voked Old Father Old Artificer Stand Me Now and Ever on a Good Steed
as he entered her bod}r she smiled knowing]}ﬂ because she was in on the



pran]-c phnne call to heaven, so I extended my claws i:hr:::-ug'ﬂ her backside
spurting blood and screams while I tossed her ]mngways away from the
p]affcrm and neg]e-:fed to Explain m}*self to the imquiring ]::ig man or
young gent]esir. and when [ saw a coffee-stained enue]ape pnstmaﬂted
eight months ago next to the ye"crw foam where the passenger’s p]ea_i:'ner
uphﬂlster}! was pu”ed up it said Joyce first and then Burmughs-
M-:Carth}! above the p] ace where she had her pormno mags sent, | repeai:ecl
my incantation Old Father Old Artificer Stand Me Now and Ever on a
Good Steed seven times in a river of discourse, lci::king the Pinto into
reverse gear, intEnding to continue my Escapade of evasion of my former
and absent ETTI,P]G'}J'ETS in the nascent space tourism inclus’cry. [ waved
g:}ﬂdb}re to forlorn old Ethel Rosenberg expecting never to kiss her soft
]1']35 again, s’temding quiefl}; she never bu&ged. even when big man pre-
vented more sauntering ]:J}f backing his Must::mg behind the S}Lr::rticlﬂ‘:,! con-
structed Pinto when 1 was waving, causing a r:run-:hing collision, fcrcing
the Pinto’s fuel tank into its rear differential, puncturing it with bolts and
accnmp]ishing an Exploﬁicn of metal and fire consuming all present, so
cr]:winus]}! it was the manufacturers fault you see that my whole ]:aeing 15
burned and pussing and [ am without ears, nose or any p]a.ce most peop]e
grow hair and I am being cﬂnstanﬂ}f appma:hecl out of man-holes and
grates with Exp]i-:i’c and sexual passes 1}}! a man with green skin who calls
himse]f Cr'}ipﬂceeper and invites me to his shit-smattered, sewer-lair, and
when [ told my story to a ju&ge in 1981 he agreec]. with the abomination
of subhuman F]eacliﬂg before his feet, crrclering the manufacturer to 1ssue
warnings and to kiss me as punishmen’c, as well as to me and the surviv-
ng families of Joyce and Eig man and young genﬂesir money has been
exp'r‘es.sed to the p]aces we used to have our porno mags sent, but Ethel
Rosenberg% famil}i live in Germany or are Jewish communist Steeds, so

H‘LE‘}) deserve and receive m::i‘hing but consternation and schadenfreude.

[Ben Brezner]
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