
! Car Radio!

! I drove my car with the windows down and music blasting from the wasted 

speakers of my cell. It wasn’t hot. Contrary to popular belief, it actually gets a lot hotter 

in the summer up north than it does here in Texas. It’s the humidity that’s killer. 

Sweating is like a disease for the crowds of the South — it’s infectious and you catch it 

as soon as you walk out your front door.!

! My license plate marked me as an out-of-stater, but that didn’t seem to pin the 

local law enforcement against me. They say “don’t mess with Texas,” but that’s more a 

mantra for the politically conservative than it is the motto of the local PD. It’s two miles 

to the interstate from my house, but the plethora of streetlights mixed with the humidity 

made that a veritable journey into hell — a fifteen minute journey into the seventh circle.!

! The driver’s could be violent. Bipolar might be the better word. Every car could 

be stopped for a pedestrian to cross the road, but God help the driver who wanted to 

get into the turn lane.!

! My car radio had been stolen, long before I ever arrived in Texas. I’d been too 

lazy to shop for a new one, so I settled for the double-digit-decible sound system of my 

iPhone. I had a bad habit of changing the song right when a cop drove up to me. I’d 

already been busted twice for “texting while driving.” I don’t change the song anymore, 

but I’m still in constant contact with my friends — the joys of the justice system.!

! The girl I’d met at the bar, during a bout of drunk-dancing with my veritable-

karaoke-star of a friend, was probably waiting for me at the sushi bar where I somehow 

convinced her to have dinner with me at. I hadn’t meant to be late. It’s been months 



since I’ve so much as felt the poetic warm caress of a woman’s touch, but the streets 

could be so fickle. Twice as much as the drivers themselves.!

! The most terrifying thing about living in Texas is the apparent ease of obtaining a 

gun. I used to own a gun. It was some caliber…45? It was a handgun. My rent had just 

been increased at the start of the new year, and it was the only real thing of value I 

owned.!

! Walking down the streets here, if you decided to peak into the street-parked-cars 

— which, on a night of celebrated drunken disorder, is exactly the only thing you want to 

do — you could spy the gaudy camouflage holsters wedged between the seats as a 

means of letting every passerby know precisely how dangerous any citizen might be. 

Camouflage against pleated leather might as well be a giant neon light expressing to an 

aspiring criminal that “I’m ripe for framing.”!

! She said she wanted sushi. Being separated from her home on the Pacific, I 

suppose it made sense. I wanted to please her, in more ways than one, so I thought raw 

fish might be the most hilarious and non-subtle way of seducing her. Fantasies ran 

through my head about how I might tell her how much I adore her. How, not only cute, 

but inspired she made me feel. Women have this affect on men. If they have the 

confidence to tell you they’re interested in you, you could fly away you feel so high.!

! Of course…I’d never speak a word of this to her. My mind would fire rapid 

synapses of thoughts barely interlaced until a jumbled mess of words escaped my 

mouth in a fashion that I could only hope suited her.!

! My brain raced at Nascar speeds and I tried to turn up the volume on my already 

blasting cell. I knew it was at full-volume, but that didn’t stop me from believing that I 



could somehow coerce my phone into being louder. The thought let me escape from the 

reality — I could either roll up my windows, embrace the heat, and hear the music, 

thereby giving me welcome respite from the unwelcome company of my mind or I could 

keep going as I had been.!

! I’d have embraced the former, if it weren’t for the corpse on the roadside.!

! It was of a scrawny white guy. Which was surprising in its own right, as I was 

driving through a predominantly black area and I assumed it was common knowledge 

that a black man murdering a white guy in Texas would result in a witch hunt. Far as I 

knew, Texas was the last remaining state to keep lynchings legalized.!

! I recognized him. The scrawny white man. He was a homeless vagabond who, 

as I understood it, spent his nights under the Barton bridge alongside a crew of other 

homeless folk — like a Peter Pan for Lost Boys who found the miraculous ability to grow 

old despite their dependency on others.!

! I didn’t know if he was their leader, though, so maybe calling him the “Peter Pan” 

of their, I don’t know what to call it…club? Maybe that was incorrect.!

! Either way, I gave him a dollar I couldn’t afford to give him when I laughed at his 

stupid cardboard sign. He approached my car after I laughed, ours was a battle he 

knew he had won, and I conceded with the only treasure I had to my name.!

! And now that George Washington was likely being consumed by some other 

homeless wanderer with a blood-stained knife and a guilty conscience.!

! The first question she’d probably ask me is “How was I doing?” My answer would 

certainly sound vague, no matter how honest it might be. “Fine.” I felt nervous before I 



saw the cold corpse of the street-corner homeless guy, but I’d be in his shoes before I 

said that to her. Now that I’d seen him, though, I couldn’t be anything other than fine.!

! I couldn’t escape the sight of his rigid body. The cars were rubbernecked all the 

way to the I-35, and the drivers wouldn’t let me into the turn lane, so my trek was one-

long zoom-in on a tragedy that no one cared about. Stopped dead in traffic, you could 

spy the goose-prickling of his flesh. Somehow his death made my life more relaxed and 

I thought I might drink a Gin & Tonic instead of a beer when I got to the sushi place. I 

forget what it’s called. Uchii or something like that. There were two “i’s” in it and, for 

some reason, that made it distinctly asian to me.!

! The brightside of being caught in rubbernecked traffic is that the wind doesn’t 

blow so loudly into your car, so you don’t really notice the lack of your car radio, 

because now you can hear the music from your cell, even if the speaker is busted and 

the bass doesn’t really work beyond a hard grumble.!

! Who killed him? Was it another homeless man? Or a homeless woman? Maybe 

someone he pissed off during the morning rush hour? With elevated clarity I promised 

to myself that I’d never give another dollar to a homeless person because, as far as I 

knew, it’d be the same as condoning murder. However, by the time I thought this, I was 

already going 45mph again and I knew I only thought it in order to justify not wanting to 

give money to the homeless. I miss my car radio. An unending source of distractible 

content.!

***!

! She was much prettier than his dead body, which isn’t the compliment I’d like to 

pay her — but there was no other comparison I could relate her to.


