"Fire and Glass After Lunch"

by Brian Martinez


I'm eating lunch in my house at the table by eating food and my doorbell rings. I go to the door, on the way seeing the hall mirror with the young guy with blonde hair inside of it, catching him mid-stride in his clothes looking at the mirror on the way to answer the door.


When I open my door, there's an old man waiting behind it in a tie and coat and a briefcase resting on my porch. He has a white beard so I say "Can I help you?"


"Cocaine Salesman," he says tipping his cap which I haven't mentioned, "Though it's not really cocaine mind you."


To his eyes and ears I say "I don't need any cocaine, but thank you."


"Well wait now, like I said this isn't cocaine," he lifts his suitcase, tapping it with love and respect and years of companionship that sounds insane when you tell people about it. "It does go in your nose, mind you, but I assure you this comes from no cocoa plant."


My patience thin but my curiosity piqued but my lunch getting cold, I bite and say "Where does it come from?"


"Ahh, that's the best part," he says, eyes widening with the width of a magician's practiced dramatic delivery. He pauses for effect and says: "This my friend…is powdered God-brain."


The sun shining, the road giving up cars, I exhale in a way that says, "I don't believe this man, or his God-brain powder."

He hears this and says, "If you'll only let me inside I can let you try it."


I open the door, letting him in with his again-tipped hat and his suitcase in place, down my hall past the mirror and the young man inside, down, leading him into the kitchen and sitting at the table again. He sees my food and without pause reaches out with his arm and pushes the food and utensils onto the floor with a crash-ping-jingle-whirl. I stare at him in shock and he says, "You won't care in a minute."


With two little ear-pleasing flips on the case he unlocks it, opening the top to look inside. All I can see are vial after vial of a pinkish powder, lined up in rows and waiting.


"So what is it," I ask.


"Why I've told you, God-brain. Extracted, purified, dried and bottled. Nothing short of the Lord in my product."


"I don't believe there is a Lord," I challenge.


He laughs and says, "Well not anymore! I killed him, this is his brain."


"You're just a crazy old man," I say. "Even if you did kill someone and powder their brain, it wasn't God."


He shifts defiantly, the years of travel and work slam-fucking his face. Suddenly he appears his age, a good eighty-six decades. "No matter what you think of its origin, try some and attempt to argue its effects."


I get out a straw and cut it in half while he draws me up a line of it. His work is precise, his hands steady for only these actions.

"There you go," he says backing away and stepping where my cat would be if I had one, "Put that in your head."


I look at him, earnest smile and all, then lean over the line he's made. I exhale once, putting the straw in my nostril, then place the straw to the line of pink powder and suck it in on one run. Like a shoe to the throat it hits hard, jerking my head back while my sinuses go full-out holocaust.


"That's a fine how-do-you-do, eh?" His hands at his hips. I punch the side of my head until I can breathe again, then feel the nerves in my body go tingly-cold from head to foot. Muscles get punch-hungry. Eyes do the death dance.


"So how do you like it, friend?"


I look out the kitchen window and come back, saying "If that isn't me I don't know what is."


"Exactly," he says packing up his things. "Now how much can I put you down for?"


"One bottle. Come back tomorrow and I'll buy the rest."


His teeth part friendly-like and say "Not the first time. It's a strong desire wanting to be God, it is. Right now it's your turn."


"This isn't God-brain powder," I yell at him. "You don't understand it like I do!"


"Of course, of course," he says suitcase in hand. "Remember to drink plenty of water now. You can get dehydrated so fast your shit'll be spinnin'. Or rather not, considering… well you know what I'm saying." He tips his hat again and finds his way out, mentioning something about tomorrow. It strikes me that nothing was said of price, but by now, me, feeling like this, knowing the truth of things with vivid understanding, money is nothing and I'm the exact opposite.

I go to the window again but this time the trees are different. They sway without wind, grow without water, speak without mouths, saying "Hit…hit…hit…hit," my fists saying "Go…go…go…," my hand winding back then punching through the glass, little stars showering down in lethal doses, the air rushing in and drying my forehead and whispering across my hair. The inside no longer different than the outside, I step through and cut my skin on the stubborn pieces.


Inside and outside now the same, the world is my house. "This is all my house," I say, and that means I can do what I want.


I run along the side of the fence until I reach the street, cars fizzing by like bubbles up a glass. I look left, right, left, then step into the street directly in front of a car. It slams into me with a great over-acted explosion of metal and plastic and glass, pieces flying around me while the driver is crushed and killed and my legs don't move. When it comes to a full stop there is smoke and steam and little splatters of oil and blood. I pat the unrecognizable form and leave, running down the street.


Under my feet the concrete ripples like a puddle, rock parting with a crunch then freezing in place. Birds collide, distracted by the fire on the horizon. The horizon on the fire.


I stop and walk up to a house, nice one with four walls and five roofs, knocking on the door as I turn the knob and walk in. A couple fucks on the couch and smiles at me, I nod and turn on the TV. "The man, beaten with his own baby-" a news anchor says and I turn it off. The woman, naked and sweaty on the couch repeats to the rhythm, "Beaten with his baby, beaten with his baby," her voice quivering as the man grinds his teeth. I leave the room and walk upstairs, setting a fire on their bed before heading out.


Out on the street again, clouds are falling from the sky and making a mess. Cars getting crushed, people dodging or not dodging, buildings crumbling in one intense rush. "They've just given up" a man says, then is smashed in an instant.

I take a breath and it tastes like sugar. Today is my day.

