
Black Out  Dick Out 

Whether we realize it or not, we are thinking most of the time. If you are speaking or 

listening to someone, you are thinking. If you are reading the newspaper or watching television, 

you are thinking. When you recall memories from your past, you are thinking. When you are 

considering something in your future, you are thinking. When you are driving, you are thinking. 

For many of us, the only time we are not thinking is when we are asleep; however, the forces of 

attraction are still operating on our last thought as we fall asleep. Make your last thoughts 

before going to sleep good thoughts.  

Daniel walked to route 50 and stuck his thumb out.  

“Damn, is it nice out, I wonder if it’ll be like this all weekend, sunny with a chance of I don’t 

give a fuck today”.  

It wasn’t long before a white semi speeding past suddenly downshifted to a stop, the air 

brakes screeching, the trailer bucking and hopping on the asphalt. The trucker’s drivers name 

was Cowboy Roy. At least that was the name spelled out in ragged black electrical tape on the 

rusty doors of the cab. “I an’t really no cowboy”, he blurted before the boy even got settled in the 

seat. Pulling back onto the highway, he went on to confess that he never actually been on a 

horse, either, that, in fact, he was allergic to horses hair. 

That damn alarm, its only 8:00am, I set that thing for 9:00am. I hate waking up this early. I hate 

when I’m in the middle of a dream and something so simple, like a piano tune from an electric 

device can wake me from a haven. I guess I never really wanted to kill him. In my dream it’s 

acceptable, hitch hiking and killing someone, but only killing someone if they deserve it, like a 

serial killer or murderer. Tying their helpless bodies to a table with black duct tape in a room 



filled with nothing in it but the vision of death. I would put on my rubber gloves and ask if they 

are prepared to suffer the same way their victims did. After they plea for me not to kill them, 

after they utter their apology and cry that they have found God , after the auditions…. I smirk 

while slicing the knife through their smooth skin. I visualize justice and confuse it with revenge. I 

probably shouldn’t be watching Dexter before I go to sleep.  

Cowboy Roy was on his way home to Illinois. He was fat and wore tight coveralls that 

threatened to split open every time he hit a bump in the road. His feet were encased. in pointy 

brown cowboy boots. A set of shiny spurs hung from the mirror.  To make up for his allergy to 

horses, Cowboy Roy did other manly cowboy stuff, like  drink cheap whiskey from a pint bottle 

and chew stringy tobacco and write songs in the  tradition of Marty Robbins.  

“where’d you get that hair cut, the cops do that to ya?”  

“ Nah, my old man,: Daniel said.  

“ Damn, he musta been highly ticked off,” the trucker said. “What the dickens got him so riled 

up?”  

“He caught me with his girlfriend.”  

They sat on his father’s couch and were listening to Johnny Cash or someone who sounds 

like that. A cowboy singer singing his cowboy song. He thought about Blanca and could feel her 

coming closer. He could almost hear her shoes on the street below the sound of her running up 

the stairs, the door flying open. He imagined this again and again, hoping the door would fly 

open, his dreams would come true.  The music, the cowboy, was a part of this. It made the air 



thicker, like he was thinking on the outside of his head.  His thoughts were in the air, riding the 

song like a horse. He began to think of Blanca as the cowboy.  

“Here you go” Cowboy Roy said, handing Daniel two pills.  

“What are these?” the boy said.  

“Them trucker’s lifesavers. They keep you aware, make your dick hard as a blacktop. Longhairs 

call ‘em speed.”  

He asked Cowboy Roy for another pill. “ I can pay for it,” Daniel said, reaching for some 

crumbled singles in the front pocket of his jeans. 

“Shoot, parden, your money an’t no good here, but my poor feets is killing me”  

Daniel got on both of his knees in front of the truck driver and tugged both boots off.  

He sat beside Cowboy Roy and knew it was happening, the drugs. He held his hand and was 

rubbing his arm harder and harder and it felt okay. But then the rubbing was all of them, the 

whole length of them. He was thinking of eagles humping each other and then he remembered 

they don’t hump, they lay eggs. 

If you look for others for fulfillment, you will never truly be fulfilled. IF your happiness depends 

on money, you will never be happy with yourself. Be content with what you have, rejoice in the 

way things are. When you realize there is nothing lacking, the whole world belongs to you.  

 Smudge and him interconnecting hearts. Him and the smudge and a half human and half 

baby. Before he went to bed, he put on makeup, and in the early years, he wore a cut off night 

gown, but by the end of the night he just threw himself on his bed naked, waiting. There was a 



horrible longing inside this love. It was sucking on his nipples, and his mouth would swell with 

thirst, he wanted to suck too. He was still technically a virgin, he never kissed anyone.   

The old man caught Daniel playing Romeo in the smokehouse with Lucy, Daniels little 

sisters carnival doll. Daniel was giving it to her good, making believe she was Gloria Hamlin, a 

snotty, bucktoothed cheerleader who’d spit chocolate milk on him last year in the school 

cafeteria. “Boy, that’s Mary’s doll,” the old man said when he jerked the shokehouse door open. 

To make matters worse Daniel couldn’t quit, or even slow down. Trapped in the bright July 

sunlight pouring in through the open doorway, he was at the point in his fantasy where Gloria 

was begging him to split her in two with his big, hairy monster; his poor hand couldn’t have 

stopped if the old man had chopped it off and thrown it to the dogs. With a shudder, he unloaded 

his jizz all over Lucys plastic face, the crooked orange mouth, the bobbing blue eyes. Then, like 

an omen. a black wasp glided down from the rafters and landed gently on top of the dolls fake 

blonde hair.  

“That’s Mary’s doll” the old man repeated.  

 The teachers of The Secret are all aware of the elements you bring into play when you 

visuzalise. As you see the picture on your mind and feel it, you are bringing yourself to a place of 

believing you have it now. You are also implementing trust and fair in the Universer, because 

you are focusing on the end result and experiencing the feeling of that.  Without giving any 

attention whatsoever to how it will come about. Your picture in your mind is seeing it done. Your 

feelings are seeing it as done. Your mind and your entire state of being are seeing it as already 

happened. That is the art of visualization.  



As he sticks his hand down the chip bag, he wouldn’t stop thinking about what he had 

done.  Then he caught himself doing it again and laughed it off. It’s crazy to think that kind of 

shit, he knows, but he’s been doing it for so long. He has a hard time stopping himself.  The old 

man use to say he lived in a dream world.  Maybe he’ll stop wishing for things he cant have once  

the dolls gone, once the pills are gone.  

 


