The People of Acme City: Nick the Writer
   
Late yesterday morning, as the sun poked through the snow filled clouds that November morning, I decided to go to my favorite spot: a small park at the corner of 5th and Maine St. Now it wasn’t much of a park but hell it was a place to go and relax. I came out of my house thinking it was gonna be an ok day, not spectacular or anything…just ok.  For some reason, in the back of my mind, I had a feeling the day was going to go bad. It was the feeling that the day itself was out to get me and make everything go down the shitter.  Man, how right I was.  The second I stepped outside my door I tripped over that damn crack in the steps; which has been there since those clumsy movers dropped my T.V when I moved into this dump. I don’t know why I moved into this place anyway, there are tons of places in this city I could live but oh no I had to move into this dump. Where no talent, out of work opera singers don’t know how to shut up and stupid dancers decide to rehearse at 2am making the plaster fall and hit me in the head while I “try” to sleep.  Anyway, I fell down the steps and came to a stop on the hard snow covered concrete below.  Of course the air turned blue and I swore like a son of a bitch, as the feeling in the back of my mind grew a bit bigger.


After dusting the snow off my outlet store pants and pulling myself together I proceeded downtown.  The clouds in the sky began to gather together as if they were discussing some new way to create a new cold chaos to cover the city with.  You could barely see the sun anymore through the clouds and smog all that could be seen was a semi-bright outline of a glowing orb.  I walked down 69th Street as the slush lapped up over my salt covered shoes until I came to the street that I hate to cross.  Sometimes I dread walking just because of this one street made by Lucifer himself.  It was Star Street; sounds pretty innocent doesn’t it?  You start to think of the heavens, painted with thousands of stars in the moonlight, all of them glistening, each with it’s own unique sparkle and beauty.  Most people fall into that trap, what a bunch of morons!  Anyone from ‘round here knows that Star Street is a street straight from hell.  The reason it’s called Star Street is because the S.T.A.R trucking company uses that street as it’s main incoming and outgoing street.  So their huge hellfire trucks were always on that street, looking for someone to hit.  The drivers made it a sport; keeping score of how many people they hit by making stick people on their driver’s side doors.  I bet if those fuckers had their way it would be on TSN.  

There I stood on the curb of hell.  I looked one way…and then the other…no trucks?!  This was very peculiar; there were always trucks zooming one way or the other.  I thought this was my chance to finally cross this street with no problems.  To be a hero for all those people who got hit, to show everyone it could be done!  Boy was I wrong!  I got almost half way across the street and then…ZOOOooommmm……HONK HONK “watch where you’re walkin stupid!” as a massive S.T.A.R truck came out of nowhere and came within a meter of leveling me.


“Damn you, you dirty fucker!”  I said as I biffed a chunk of ice at the side of the truck.  “Why don’t you pull that whiskey bottle out of your ass so you can drive right?”

I scurried to the other side as the S.T.A.R truck disappeared in the distance.  I knew getting across that street safely was too good to be true.  I made a mental note to go to the head office later and take out some of my anger and stress on the head manager.


After barely surviving Star Street I got onto Maine, which was safe from big trucks and morons.  As I walked I passed by Sam’s Cleaners, gazing through the big window I saw Sam trying make some bargains with the mob again.  He was probably trying to off his wife again.  I told Sam, dealing with the mob and gangsters would get him in trouble in the end but Sam was never really partial to my advice.  So I guess if he gets a nice new cement suit I’ll win my bet with Merv over at Merv’s Burger Joint; that Sam wouldn’t last long dealing with the mob.  Further down the street I stopped in front of the Classic Café and looked through the semi-stain glass window so see what was going on today. Incidentally, the Classic Café is where I spend a lot of my time when I’m trying to come up with the next poem for my book which the publisher is screaming for since the book is already six weeks late going to the presses.  Anyway, Rolf comes in just about every night and plays all kinds of music on the piano in the middle of the back wall; blues, jazz, swing, or anything someone wanted to hear for a bit of green in his glass.  I slowed down a bit as I passed by to see what was goin on that day.  Greg was doing liquor and coffee count to place the order for that day so they would be ready for the evening crowd.  Cindy, the waitress, was polishing up the black baby grand piano.  I tell you, when Cindy is done cleaning it you can see yourself in it and also how drunk you are.  I waved to both of them and they waved back.  Greg gave me a full smile and nod, knowing that he was going to have a good night once I walked up to the bar.  When I go in there I usually drink my weight in alcohol and coffee, giving Greg a small fortune each time.  Cindy on the other hand shot me a quick glance and a sexy smirk hoping that she would get some if I got too drunk that night.  


I made my way through the crowded streets to finally arrive at Sally’s Diner, which was a nice safe haven from the insanity of the streets.  As soon as I came in I was hit by a powerful blast of hot air which sent shivers down my spine.  Damn it felt good.  Sally’s was a great place to eat; it looked like it came out of a Happy Days episode; a long line of barstools, a few booths, a big jukebox, and a pinball machine.  You’d almost expect Al to walk in from the kitchen and start serving thick milkshakes while trying to find out what trouble the guys were getting into that day.  I sat down on my stool, 6th from the left end where, I was not greeted by Al with milkshake in hand, but Sally herself and let me tell you Sally was no prom queen to say the least.  Hell, she was old enough to be my mother and looked just as ugly if not worse.  Sally’s daughter Scarlet, however, was a catch and a half and I would have loved to take her home for a few days.  Sally, of course, probably figured this out and never let her daughter out of the kitchen.  Sally looked at me with her baby blue bloodshot eyes in a hideous attempt to look sexy and asked me “What’ll it be sugar?”


“I’m going to the park for lunch today Sally.  I’ll have a #6 to go,” I said with great swiftness.  (A #6 being a steak and cheese sandwich with gravy, coffee, 3 cookies, and a Jell-O pudding cup.)  Sally took her time getting me my lunch as she made crude and disturbing gestures in an attempt to catch my interest.  While I kept my eyes on Sally’s daughter as she handed orders out through the order window being ready to zap my eyes over to the neon clock on the wall as its glowing hands went around and around.  It seemed like I would never get out of there, every sound in the diner was amplified, as time seemed to slow down and torture me while I waited.  

Two of the Scapelli brothers (the Scapelli’s being the mob in town) were in the back talking about some kind of deal but it was too muffled by the chatter of the diner to make it out.  Rolf sat in one of the booths writing a letter diligently, probably to his brother in Toledo saying that he’d wire him some money so he can afford presents for his kids for Christmas this year.  I don’t know how Rolf could do it all; afford an apartment, all his bills, deal with his drug problem and still have money to send to his brother.  The only other person in the place was an old bum sitting at the other end of the counter.  Never saw him before.  He was pretty ragged and run down, down on his luck like so many people in this city.  Kinda makes you feel like doing something about it but that can be someone else’s problem and concern.  I had problems of my own to worry about.  Just as I caught a glance of one of Sally’s daughter’s breasts poking out of her apron, Sally handed me my lunch in a paper bag.  With that I ran out of there like a kid running away from the school bully just in case Sally caught me looking at her daughter.  The bad part was I knew I had to go back there sometime to pay my tab since it was getting a bit on the large side.  


   
As I came out of Sally’s I thought that I was safe and that nothing else could go wrong that day.  Of course as soon as I thought that, a green Cavalier went rocketing through a red light and smashed into a black Caprice Classic with a loud crash that made the doves in the church tower fly off like the sea splashing against some high rocks with god like strength.  Within seconds there were police cars, fire trucks, and ambulances everywhere.  The flashing of the lights and the squawking and blaring of the sirens were enough to give anyone a headache, including me.  What made things worse was the fact that with all the police, fire trucks and everything plus everyone else made it impossible for me to get to the park the “easy way”(meaning just by crossing that street).  This meant I had to take a detour to the wrong side of the tracks down Dresden Row and then cross over to the park.


Dresden Row was an extremely unpopular street to just about anyone, unless you lived there.  It was a safe haven for all the homeless bums and dying people that couldn’t afford a hospital.  The flaming oil barrels in the alleys looked like arcane torches lighting a great abyss.  Everything was dirty and covered in crud and slime, much like the kind you find under your sink and down the drain.  The buildings were old, tattered, worn out, and well past their prime.  If you used your imagination you could see how beautiful it once was before there was a fire which tore apart half of the neighborhood.  What was left of that half and the other half molded and decayed as the years past.  Since then it’s become a slum for bums to live.  I walked down the street very quickly trying to avoid anyone who might try to harass me.  Those bums were always looking for something money, food, clothes, anything at all.  Once my friend Charlie wandered down Dresden Row on his way to a meeting early one morning……that was the last we saw of him.  A few days later, at a glance, I saw some guy wearing his pants while some lady farther down used the papers in his briefcase to feed her oil barrel fire.  So you can understand why I moved quickly to reach the park.


I finally reached the gate to the park on Dresden Row.  The gate looked like it hadn’t been opened for years and probably wasn’t any doubt.  I tried to open it with all my might but with no luck.  

The gate has been chained, probably to keep the bums out.  I grabbed the gate and shook it hard, like an angry ape trying to get out of his cage, however in this case I was trying to get in.  Finally a groundskeeper came to see what all the noise was about.  At first he started to yell but then he realized I wasn’t a bum and he quickly let me in.  Finally I was safe.


I walked down the path to my favorite spot in the whole park; a small old fashioned bench below a big shady maple trees.  The bench was a bright red that sparkled every so often when the sun hit it but it didn’t get much sun.  The maple tree was about 100 years old or more, it’s been there since I was a kid.  

I used to climb it all the time and gaze out over the park and spy people using my super secret spy glasses I got in my toasted sugar puffs cereal.  But that was when I was young and I was too old to climb that darn tree anymore, so I would sit on the bench below and eat my lunch.  As I sat down on my favorite bench I noticed someone was sitting on the other end.  Which was very odd because no one has ever sat on my bench, let alone when I was sitting on it.  This was most perplexing.  


I sat there, with my lunch at my side, trying to figure out why this guy was sitting on my bench.  Every so often I glanced over to get a look at him.  He was a middle-aged guy, a bit older than I was, he wore wire thin glasses, and he had on a weird grey hat that looked like it had oil on it.  He was dressed very plain, he eyes were brown and bloodshot and his hair was stringy like wet noodles.  I gazed out over the duck pond just a few meters away from my bench.  I knew I had seen him someplace before.  Then I remembered seeing him in the park a few times before, he usually sat on the far end of the park and never came to this side at all.  This really got me wondering even more why he was on my bench.  I thought the best thing would be to make small talk and then ask him casually why he was on my bench.


"Nice day ain't it?"  I said as I gazed over the still water.
   
"Yup" said the stranger.

  
"You usually sit somewhere else don't ya?" I asked growing curious as we talked.

   
"Yes I do mister,” he said.

   
"Then why are ya sitten here?!" I said starting to get agitated with the guy.

"There's a better view here" he replied.

“The view?” I said trying to figure out what he meant.  I leaned over and lined my eyes up with his trying to see what he was talking about.  I looked really hard, like a sailor in the crow’s nest looking for land, ships, or whatever.  All I could see is what I always saw grass, a bit of snow, trees, benches and the pond.  I looked again…..nothing.  Well this guy had me stumped and damn well confused.  I sat back and looked at him and he gave me a weird smile, you know the type, the type of smile “those” kinds of guys give other guys.  Thinking that this was either a) off his rocker or b) was stalking me, I grabbed my lunch and walked across the park to the other side of the pond to sit on that bench and eat my lunch.  When I looked back the man was gone.  

I sat down and wondered still what he was looking at.  “The view is better here” he said, what view?!  Dazed and confused I opened up my lunch to see if eating something would help me think well.  Was he a figment of my imagination?  Was a dreaming?  It was then that I got my answer.  As I opened my lunch I realized what that guy was after, my lunch.  

Peering into the bag all I saw was a clump of dirty smelly old rags.  I sat there looking out over the pond as my anger grew.  The pond water looked somewhat calm as the snowflakes danced like white marionettes on a glass stage.  I looked at the bag again and my stomach started to twist like a pretzel since I was still hungry.  With all the rage of a football player with PMS I threw that god-awful bag of rags into the pond. It hit the pond with a splash and then slowly sank into the cold recesses of the pond never again to see the light of day or my angry face.  I took one more look around the barren park to see the punk that stole my lunch and by some arcane luck I saw him ducking behind a bush at the back of the park.  With great swiftness I jumped up and pursued by lunch snatcher.

I came to the bush where he chose to hide and slowly I crept up to it to catch him by surprise and reclaim my lunch.  With a loud “Ah HA!” I lunged into the bush only to find that he wasn’t there.  All I found was a hole in the fence and his footprints in the snow, which lead into the bad part of town down Dresden Row.  Since my lunch, or any meal for that matter, was priceless to me (i.e. barely having enough money to get by) I summoned up the courage to follow this stranger into the depths of the slums.

I finally caught up to him and continued to follow him while staying out of sight to insure that I would stay safe.  My protector was the old Empire Hotel which was on the verge of crumbling into dust as I peered around its brick corner to see the stranger stop before a large oil barrel flaming quite brightly with another dark figure and a mangled old dog waiting for him.  On a second glance I saw that the other man was the one I had seen in Sally’s earlier that day sitting at the other end of the counter.  The stranger pulled out my lunch bag, opened and started dividing it up among the three of them.  It was then I knew I had to do something or I wouldn’t get my lunch back.  As I started to move away from the building a few bricks came loose and fell to the ground with a loud thud.  They quickly turned around and saw me standing there petrified with fear, as I was about to approach them.  The moment seemed to last forever, I looked at them as my sweat froze upon my face.  While they gazed at me like I was a foreigner in a strange land.  Then the man I saw in Sally’s slowly reached inside his greasy coat and began to pull something out.  My automatic response was it was going to be a gun and rather than standing there and getting shot I spun around and got ready to run.  Of course I was too late, the moment I turned around I heard a gun shot and dropped just like that.  

So that’s my story Ma…..No I don't know when I'm gonna see a Doctor…..There's tons of people waiting, I'll probably be here for awhile.  They took one look at me and said that I'd live or until Doctor gets to me that is.....Yes Ma I’ll try to be more careful.  Anyway I’ll call you when I get out of here Ma….yea talk to you later….bye.  

