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A covey of crackheads on the bluff, must have been three of 

them, filtered by sunset and the coarseness of rock. The smell of sand 

mixing in the salted air and the waves gentle tonight, soft as pillow 

and distant cares, to caress the earth to grassglass. 

 

Some view! 

 

No, it is the same every night, 

We are looking for birds 

But they are buried in the ochre 

 

Then why come here tonight?  

 

For to fade into the cliffs, of course 

And the burning clouds 

Ah, yes yes, how we burn 

 

But what of the palms, of Catalina? 

 

Look, there it is rising out of the sea 

Just as we speak its name 

Some distant ancient-- 

 

Your eyes are too long, soft one,  

I can barely see myself, 

Look! 
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The wind shook up, and pebbles fell down the bluff from whence he 

leapt. 

 

Into the cloud 

Into the sea 

Into the blind 

 

    When I get to the Drink later that night, I am still very certain of 

what I had seen -- a crackman throw himself from a cliff and invisible 

to air. I tell Andy this, who, maybe laughing, checks my nose for blue 

stuff again, finding nothing. 

    “You’re sure you want this to be your story?” he asks. 

    I drink beer straight out of the pitcher and look at him madly with 

my mouth around the big rim. “It’ll be just like that time you gave 

CPR to a guy who was overdosing -- only this time there won’t be a 

broken chest.” 

    “Yes, but I actually did that. There was a news report and 

everything.” 

    “There could be a report on this! I bet there already is, just wait.” 

    “And what were you doing down there at the lighthouse in the first 

place?”  

    “Running. I went down there for a run.” 

    “How far?” 

    “Three miles.” 

    “And you really asked these questions? About the palms and 

Catalina?” 

    “Yep. And they said they were finding themselves. It really made 

me think.” 

    “I just don’t know if I believe it.”  

    There are televisions on in the bar playing surfing videos and 

ocean music, we glance at them from time to time, thinking.  
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    “Hey, you remember that time we saw all those flagellates 

whipped up at night under the boat engines in Catalina.” 

    “Yes! Little water glowsticks; and B caught one in her red cup and 

stirred it around with her ring finger until it was neon blue. Yeah, I 

remember.” 

    “Oh, and the lobsters, and eels from the scuba; and Lew hooking 

that fish through the eye.” 

    “I think that was you. Remember your bloody arm?” 

    “Oh yeah.” 

    “Remember the shore of red when we arrived, all those crab shells 

bunched up along the tideline?” 

    “Oh man, so many bees too, I didn’t even know bees ate like that.” 

    “We had to rake the sand of dead crabs with our barefeet, shaking 

off the hungry bees just to have our spot to sit and drink and play.” 

    “It’s a fight for that spot.” 

    “I’ve never been so brave amongst bees.” 

    “Hey, you know what I remember most about that trip?” I prompt 

Andy while he takes his turn with the pitcher. 

    “Is there something wrong with your pint glasses, boys?” the 

barkeep asks. 

    “Hey you shut your fucking face! I’m telling a story.” 

     Andy spits up in the beer. I have another gulp.  

    “That girl we saw coming down the mountain, Paul and I, 

remember me telling you?” 

    “Yeah, she had a hard fall.” 

    “Damn right. And Paul and I are just sprinting down the backside 

of the trail in Vans, on six mile drunken legs, and I’m at a speed 

beyond my control and ready to take a seat and buttslide to the 

finish instead of going head-over, you know, and we come to a little 

clearing where the grade turns and lets up before another drop, and 

for a second we could see you all jumping off the boat at the harbor, 

then the drop and there she is laid up in the switchgrass, her arm 
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sticking out of her ass making this stupid face like a bloody fucking 

idiot, probably groaning, but we were too fast with the wind to hear. 

I only got one look at her, though I’m sure her collarbone was 

twig-broken, like a bird run into glass. Little thing just lost control, I 

thought. Then we raced to the bottom.”  

    “Even Paul didn’t want to stop?” 

    “He says he didn’t see her. But I’m telling you she was right there, 

flapping like a fool.” 

    “I believe it, I remember watching the helicopter land there later 

on.” 

    “Maybe that’s the story I’m trying to tell.” 

    “I’m sure it is. Try it.” 

 

Into the blind, she leapt 

Like a meteor coming out of its hold 

That’s how planets are made 

 

What can you see from up there? 

 

Only the white crests of the waves 

And what looks like an ember upon it, rowing, 

It is all so small 

 

Those are stars idiot 

Look how hot that one burns, orange, 

And the lighthouse swirling on your face 

 

Have you read all this? 

 

There were men overboard 

A report showed later 

And not all of them came back to land 
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