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 “Good question, Doc. I guess the job found me, like it was fate. I told one of my canvases 

before; he asked why I was doing it, when I started telling him he begged me to stop. He didn’t listen. 

Isn’t it rude for someone to ask a question and not listen to the answer? He just cried the whole time I 

was tellin’ him. I remember his tears ran down his face red as blood. I’m passionate, maybe that’s why 

I do it. 

 

You don’t ‘cuff me in here. Do you trust me, Doc? Maybe you do. Ok, Doc. 

 

It’s the feeling, to whack into a hunk of meat at the shop, it’s almost a feeling of respite. I hack, 

hard, and it buzzes through me. ‘The feeling of knife fighting flesh flows… right down to my toes,’ is 

what I tell them. It’s kind of a catch phrase. 

 

You should try slicing a pig, Doc. But you can’t stick to just swine, you gotta try cow. Lamb. 

Horse. The possibilities are overwhelming. In the morning you’re carving up a sow for the 

McCormick’s, afternoon brings a few simple turkeys for the Psych Ward, but then after that you get 

another order. This order is big. An order that would send the amateurs spinning. Oh, dig in, ‘cause it’s 

gonna be a long night. The token black family wants a full fucking cow for the wedding of one of their 

dozen children. It’s the call we wait for all summer. Sets the stomach bubbling. 

 

Yah bring out the good knives. Skip to the back of the shop and choose la vache approprie. This 

one you got to haul hard to the corner of the fridge, fight against the rust of the tracks that hang the 

carcass. You make room for this job. The air is damp and thick. The smell, Doc. 

 



It’s an art. 

 

Michelangelo was right, Doc; when you’re carving, you’re seeking the beauty inside the slab. 

You don’t add your own pretentious bullshit, using some meek little brushes or crayons or pencils to 

express your gay little thoughts. No, this is pure.” 

 

 Eyes open with my first cut. Nostrils widen with the first drips. Ears pleased with the perfect 

soundtrack. Sweet jazz in the background sets the mood for my masterpiece. 

 

“You’re giving me that look, Doc. Not pleased with my answer? Well damn, you asked. I yearn 

for the day I get to feel the power again, of cutting deep into savage flesh. To hold a blade, to hold the 

power. They always look so innocent. They’re fucking pitiful. They sit there pleading, they want 

answers. They don’t like the answers. You don’t like the answers. Well fuck you! Let’s see you smirk at 

me condescendingly while I cut into your black ass. Give me the chance, I would do you nice and slow; 

spend all night on you I would. The sound of blood dripping in the morning would be my goddamn 

satisfaction.” 

 

 “Sit down please, Mr. Heedley,” the doctor said sadly. 

*** 

John’s plate was untouched. 

“Is everything okay?” the waitress asked while refilling his coffee. Sometimes a question can mean a 

lot more than is intended. 

“Some water, please.”    

“Coming right up.” 

John was fixated. 



Gunther’s was slow on rainy nights, few customers scattered the dining room. The light spilled into the 

open room from the kitchen. The couple sitting behind John were celebrating and whispering across the 

table. The bartender dried tumblers while watching the rain hit the front window, the waitress counted 

tips while eyeing her chipped nails, the cook hung pots while leering at the waitress’s ass through the 

serving window. 

John was fixated. There was a man, younger than him, working his meal. Silver teeth sheered 

the bloody steak. I would do you nice and slow… goddamn satisfaction. John felt sick. His stomach 

twisted around his thoughts. 

      *** 

John didn't sleep, and arrived at work for his first appointment. 

“Why don’t you ever smile to me, John? You got a pretty little mouth.” 

“It’s Dr. Kouli. Why didn’t you go to the group class this morning, Arthur?” 

“Of course, doctor. How did you become a doctor? Were you adopted? I don't go because it’s so 

fucking political. I don’t need that green, kumbayah spit near me. I’ve got my own thing going you 

know?” 

“The classes are mandatory.” 

“Of course they are doc, how else would they make money?” 

“You don’t pay for the classes Arthur, they’re there for you.” 

“Are you here for me?” 

“I am here to help you.” 

“Do I have to pay you?” 

“No.” 

“Are you paid?” 

“Yes.” 

“By whom?” 



“The tax payers technically.” 

“By citizens?” 

“You could say that.” 

“And your job is to help me...” 

“Yes.” 

“Help me get back in line, so I can have a meaningful life, in society.” 

“That is the goal.” 

“Will I have to pay taxes?” 

“Yes.” 

“I am fucking paying you then.” 

“You aren’t in society in here, you don’t pay taxes in here.” 

“That’s neither here nor there.” 

“You have to attend classes.” 

“Are you saying that I am not a part of society here?” 

“That is not what I meant” 

“You don’t value me as an individual, doc.” 

“Yes I do, Arthur.” 

“You know a psycho like me with low self-esteem is a dangerous mix, doc. I might be inclined to act 

irrationally. Who do you think they’ll blame, a psycho like me or the man supposed to be helping him 

get better? The man who actually tore him back down into the darkness of insanity, lead him straight 

back to the hole from which he came. Matthew 4:24, Doc: “The news about Him spread throughout all 

Syria; and they brought to Him all who were ill, those suffering with various diseases and pains, 

demoniacs, epileptics, paralytics; and He healed them.” You haven’t healed me Doc. How can you call 

yourself God if you can’t heal a poor soul like me?” 

“Arthur, sit down.” 



“You see, right there. You tell me to sit down, like you have authority over me, and you aren’t God. I 

can kill you without guilt, knowing you aren’t God. You proved it to me. You say sit, yet I stand. Come 

smite me. If you don’t smite me I will attack your family. I will kill your dark children. I will burn your 

dark wife.” 

“Colson, get in here! Take him away.” 

“I’ll make you watch as I...” 

“Colson!” 

“...Pour gas over their bodies...” 

“Alright come on Arthur, back to your room. You’ve made your point.” Colson said while watching 

John sit across the room. 

 

John sat, shaking. He shook with anger, he shook with fear. John wanted to hit his patient. He was too 

afraid. John wanted to kill him. John wanted to quit. Tell his wife. Die. He was too afraid. He couldn’t 

even ask for the afternoon off. It would be admitting defeat after so many told him being a black doctor 

in a small town would not work. 

*** 

“I’m here to pick up my medications.” 

“Yes, John Kouli? There was a problem with your Xanax. We received a fax from your doctor saying to 

stop the prescription.” 

“That’s not true, I need it for my anxiety.” 

“I’m sorry without a doctor’s prescription we can’t fill it for you.” 

“Here, give me a pad, I’ll write a prescription down.” 

“You know we can’t do that, sir. How could we know you wouldn’t turn around and sell it on the 

street? Need a doctor” 

“Why would I sell it?” 



“It's just, ah... it happens in this part of town. Not because you’re… I’m going to ask you to leave, sir.” 

John deflated. He walked by the flowers, the condoms, the diapers. None of them applied to him. His 

kids had moved out years ago, and his wife didn’t like flowers or sex, anymore. 

John thought of the perfect plan, he would write a prescription for one of his daughters with her 

married name so as he wouldn’t be suspected, then go and pick it up in in her name. John had pulled up 

in his driveway by the time the plan had come together in his head. Instead, he went inside. His wife 

had made chicken and told him it was baked when he asked if it was fried. We're not even good at 

being black, John thought. 


