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Eyelash 

 

Although I wake, my eyes do not open. I don’t tell them not to open, 

they’re just not feeling it yet; most mornings are like this. I can hear 

my family bustling downstairs, feel the sunlight bursting through the 

open window I forgot to curtain last night, smell the fermented puffs 

of hot morning breath whiffing from my mouth to my nostrils. I want 

to get up, hell I need to get up, but my body just isn’t feeling it. My 

limbs are heavy and immobile, my torso’s a slab of concrete, and my 

hair isn’t bound in a ponytail, meaning it’s everywhere. I’ll probably 

have to pull a few strands of it out of my mouth – and probably one 

or two out of my eyes, too – when I get up. 

I don’t know that you’ve ever pulled a hair out of your eye, but 

let me tell you, it is the most unsettling feeling a human is capable of 

experiencing. Especially if it’s a long hair you’re extracting. It usually 

goes like this: you feel something razor thin beneath your eyelid and 

you think Oh, an eyelash. Lemme grab that quick. Then, as you pull 

it free, you feel the hidden eight inches of the shit squirm its way out 

of the miniscule pocket between your eye and its lid that you didn’t 

even know existed, and then you take a cold shower because you got 

thirty-one different flavors of violated by a strand of simple proteins, 

one that grew from your own head, no less.  

Maybe this is why my eyes don’t want to open – although I can’t 

feel the spindly bastards yet, I know my hairs are in there waiting for 
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me, patient, dying to prematurely take the good out of my morning. 

Or maybe my bed is just toasty and I’m subconsciously recognizing 

that I’m almost halfway through my twenties now, that the part of my 

life during which I can wake up on a Wednesday and stay in bed for 

as long as I want is probably coming to an end, that I need to enjoy 

this while I still can no matter what, eye hairs be damned. 

Here I lie, then, under the covers and outside of time, blanketed 

in warmth as I hold the snooze button on the rest of life not because 

I want to, nor because I need to, but solely because I can. 

 

 

Guess What 

 

I am up and Adom. Normally my first thing in the morning routine 

involves opening all my windows, reading a chapter or two of a book, 

meditating for twenty minutes, then having a smoothie before I start 

working. Not today. Today my mind is flayed because I’ve yet to start 

the rewrite of this book. I want the project to be done and over with 

and, for better or worse, there’s only one way to make that happen: 

I need to start working on it right this second.  

Looking out my open window instead of at my computer screen, 

I notice today’s sky is the kind of overcast where you can see chunky 

folds in the water vapor, yet the sun shines through anyway. That’s a 

good way to be, isn’t it? You don’t look like much – in fact, you come 

off about as mediocre and unassuming as possible – but yet your light 

shines on through anyway. 

To be honest, hypothetical reader, I’m trying to say something 

with all these descriptions of my obscure morning tribulations which, 

for all you know, I just made up off the top of my head. This book 

will go one of two ways: either it will be a hassle you don’t understand 

and are kind of afraid of, or it will be the muddy rock you find in the 

woods that turns out to be a gemstone after you clean it up. Maybe 

you’ll feel the same way no matter how this book goes, who knows? 

Maybe I’ll get to the point eventually, or maybe I won’t. Hey, maybe 

a meteor will strike and the world will go kaput… or maybe I’ll smoke 

some marijuana and eat pizza all day instead of doing this, hah! 
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Just kidding, I don’t do any drugs and I’m not going to hold my 

breath for any meteors. In an effort to not prematurely repeat myself, 

I am an author with the initials HOW, and a handful of months ago, 

I wrote and self-published two books: one about running, and this 

one, Roadtrip. I then unpublished them both and wallowed in self-

loathing, self-pity, and Lyme-disease-derived psychosis until one day 

I suddenly found myself cured of Lyme disease. This sudden lack of 

corkscrew bacteria eating my brain into insanity lead me to establish 

a publishing company for myself, shout to The Hillside Commons, 

which then motivated me to rewrite and republish the running book. 

Now I’m rewriting this book so I can republish it too, because cycles. 

But, see, the running book? I rewrote that one for a reason. The 

first edition was shit and reeked of self-victimization, so I made it less 

shitty and called it |The Unvictimized Edition|. The Roadtrip book, 

though… I don’t think the first edition was all that bad. There’s not 

a real reason to do a rewrite. Plus, there’s this other tiny little project 

I’ve been working on for three years that’s dying to get released, so I 

must ask myself the following question in the form of the text you’re 

currently reading: “WHY AM I WASTING TIME REWRITING 

THE ROADTRIP BOOK?!” 

Because, Hunter who wrote that last paragraph, your existence 

is not solely for the sake of your benefit. This book is both dedicated 

to and about your friends, yet they never got to read it. Know who 

else never got to read it? grandMother! Because when you originally 

published the book, you were Lyme-shit crazy and you didn’t tell any 

human beings aside from those living in your parents’ house, nor did 

you make any semblance of an announcement about it whatsoever! 

So gUeSs WhAt! 

Today, the twenty-first day of the August of the year 2019, you 

are taking a drive up to grandMother’s house to read her the original 

Roadtrip. Then, you’ll interweave the story of you reading Roadtrip 

to G-Mah with the story of the original Roadtrip, and then you will 

republish the new and improved book as Roadtrip: The ¡Gramango! 

Edition, because grandMother has a cat named Mango and Mango 

is fantastic. 

And that’s just how this is going to be. 



Forward 

4 

grandMother’s House 

 

Hi there. It’s about two hours later. I’m at grandMother’s house now. 

Sorry for abruptly cutting out there, the whole writing to myself thing 

was getting unsettling and I needed to get away from it quick. Mango 

is currently perusing my ankles, the TV is off, and we’re ready to go. 

I don’t know what to say, so let’s get to it: The ¡Gramango! Edition. 

“Hah,” grandMother laughs, grabbing for her coffee. She knows 

this will be a long visit. “Mango was walkin’ through my ankles earlier 

and I looked down and it was just orange, her fur was everywhere, 

all over my pants. Ahhhhh, shit!” 

As grandMother reminisces, I look out the closed window and 

see Uncle Bill walking down the road towards grandMother’s lower 

driveway. I didn’t know he was also visiting grandMother today, what 

a nice surprise! 

I revert my attention to grandMother and attempt to begin, but 

I find myself at a loss for words. I would say the cat’s got my tongue, 

but I don’t think that’s exactly possible; Mango seems to be hovering, 

literally floating in the air above the kitchen table. Her legs dangle in 

a way so her paws rest lightly on top of my laptop’s screen. The plot 

thickens… okay I should really start this. 

¡Gramango!
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Uncle Bill 

 

It is the ninth day of the March of the year 2019. My name is Hunter 

(aka Rattlesnake Wallace to literally one human being) and I like to 

run and write. I live in my parent’s house in a small mountainy lake 

town situated in the forests of northern New Jersey called Ringwood. 

Just a couple days ago I self-published my first book, titled Running: 

How To Torture Yourself And Enjoy It, on an internet platform that 

allowed me to do so. It’s a short self-help/philosophy-ish diddy about 

running, how the sport has vastly improved my life, and how it might 

improve your life too. 

I gaze through the closed window and watch as Uncle Bill walks 

back up the road, two garbage cans in hand. grandMother has yet to 

acknowledge the fact her feline is airborne, so I ask her about it. She 

looks at Mango, winks, then looks back to me, wondering out loud 

what I could possibly mean. 

To show my hypothetical reader how running has helped me in 

Running, I told the story of my life up to the point of the book being 

self-published. During this rollercoaster of a tale I mentioned I had 

a friend named Zak with whom I ran cross country in high school; 

after hearing the news about the book, Zak’s father got in touch with 

me inquiring about getting a printed copy of Running for Zak, adding 

that it would mean a lot to Zak if he could have one. It’s funny you 

asked, I texted back, I was planning on getting him one anyway. 

Preface 
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The thing is, Zak lives in North Carolina, roughly a twelve-hour 

drive from my spot up in Jersey. I could just ship the book to him; a 

month or so ago I shipped him a vintage foreign auto repair manual, 

as he loves Volkswagens and there was an old bug on the cover, and 

it got to him fine. He even texted me saying he appreciated it… but 

that was just some random book. Reclusively mailing Zak a copy of 

a book which mentions him that I wrote myself? That would be kind 

of lame, but without the kind of. 

So, the thing about Ringwood is that it’s weird; we have a healthy 

population of mountains here which are high in quartz and magnetite 

concentrations, which is slightly abnormal as far as I understand. In 

the woods by my parents’ house I constantly find dead balloons stuck 

in trees that seemingly appear out of nowhere, leading me to believe 

the area is a naturally occurring wind vortex. Back in the BC times, 

the native Lenape populations revered the area as a paranormal and 

mystical hotspot; considering this lore and all the strange happenings 

that occur around town (haunted buildings, UFO sightings, spiritual 

experiences, etc.), Ringwood is likely an energy vortex as well. I say 

all that to say this: when one lives in the town of Ringwood, one tends 

to get anchored here as though their actual spirit was weighed down 

by a metaphysical force some are blissfully unaware of while others 

ignorantly pretend to be unaware of. 

What I’m really trying to say is, although I love Ringwood, I find 

myself stuck here like a fly glued to one of those nasty yellowish strips 

of flypaper perpetually dangling over the kitchen table at your great-

gruncle’s house on a sweltery summer’s eve when the air conditioner 

suddenly stops working. 

As my Uncle Bill walks in through the door, Mango drops back 

to the floor. The pads of her paws strike the carpet with the force of 

a thousand suns and she vanishes in a shower of orange sparks and 

fur, locked in a sprint towards the other side of the house. Uncle Bill 

sits and nonverbally offers me a handshake before he starts intently 

flipping through a newspaper he wasn’t carrying when he walked in. 

He doesn’t acknowledge G-Mah; in turn, she doesn’t acknowledge 

him back. I’m left alone in the darkness, forced to acknowledge their 

mutual lack of acknowledgement of one another. 
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My dad grew up in Ringwood and my mom Mother grew up in 

Monksville before it was flooded. Together they moved to Highland 

Lakes, another northern New Jersey town, and four years after I was 

born we moved into our first Ringwood house (my dad built it from 

scratch, if you were curious) and proceeded to live there through my 

graduation from Unspecific Regional, a local high school. During my 

freshman year of [community] college, with gleaming silver bells on 

our toes my family packed up and moved to the other side of town. 

We may or may not have been forced to sell our first house because 

we may or may not have been ensnared in a tenuous legal boobytrap 

that was set before I was born by a certain someone who is no longer 

with us, but regardless we still had to move. Why leave the stomping 

grounds, right? 

The only schools I’ve attended that were not in Ringwood were 

preschool (because we didn’t live here yet) and high school (because 

Ringwood doesn’t have a high school in town). I’ve had three jobs in 

this life: one as a warehouseman, one as an extra hand at an auction 

hall, and one as a cross country coach at my old high school; both of 

the formers were located in Ringwood and the latter was based one 

town over because, again, Ringwood doesn’t have a high school. 

I usually only leave town once a week, if that, and I’ve left New 

Jersey only a handful of times in my life. The last vacation I took was 

literally three years ago and I did not leave the state for that either, 

shout to Atlantic City. The weeks all melt together, the scenery only 

changes with the seasons, and although I hike as much as I can, it is 

currently March. There is snow on the ground and the leaves are still 

buds; the forest looks more like the sticks than it does the woods and 

it’s so cold that when I go hiking I can feel my bone marrow freezing 

and expanding, splintering my skeleton like the first layer of ice over 

a frozen lake. 

What I’m really trying to say is this: 

I   N E E D   A   G O D D A M N   V A C A T I O N . 
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Superego 

 

Zak doesn’t know yet, but later this week I’m driving down to North 

Carolina to hand-deliver to him the first printed copy of my running 

book, which I also autographed nice and big because ego. I’m also 

going to spend a few days in NC hanging out with him and his family, 

because superego. Then, I’m going to drive back to Jersey and write 

a book about it all using the notes I’m going to take on my phone 

during the trip, because what is the point of a vacation if you’re not 

neurotically trying to accomplish something the whole time? id. 

That’s the plan; like a fly to gruncle glue, I’m sticking to it. 

 

 

This Is Roadtrip 

 

I came home yesterday, the 20th day of the March of the year 2019. 

What a trip; laughs were had, tears were shed, friends were reunited. 

It was the first interstate roadtrip I’ve taken by myself and it certainly 

won’t be the last. Next time, I’m going even bigger; but, that is then 

and this is now, and now, all that’s left is my writing of the book. But 

uh… boom, look at that. You’re already reading it. 

This is Roadtrip. 

“Is it, now?” G-Mah asks, chin in her hand. Mango, back in the 

kitchen, is shedding as much of her fur onto my legs as possible. 

“Yeah,” I say, assuming G-Mah got lost in my reading because 

she is old and her mind is not what it once was, “this is the book.” 

“Yeah, duh,” grandMother laughs, summoning Mango with her 

free hand. “That was the second introduction you’ve read me, when 

is the story gonna start?” 

I’m embarrassed. I say nothing. After a moment of my relatives 

looking at me, I squeak that I need to edit the Preface a bunch and 

I’ll need a few minutes before we continue. I hear grandMother turn 

and bring her empty coffee mug to the kitchen sink. Then comes a 

muffled clack. I look up to see that G-Mah has accidentally knocked 

a magnet (and the grocery bill it once pinned to the refrigerator door) 

off the refrigerator door with one of the handles on her wheelchair. 
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As G-Mah spins around in a mad rush to grab the fallen magnet, 

Mango plays the power move and swallows it whole. Then, the feline 

cancels her subscription to the laws of gravity and apathetically floats 

above G-Mah’s head, just out of her reach. With a long sigh, G-Mah 

plucks the bill off the floor and takes it to the sink where she uses it 

as a washcloth to clean her coffee mug. 

I’m still editing when G-Mah returns to the kitchen table. How 

could anybody work with all this excitement? grandMother turns the 

TV back on and resumes that hollow look in her eyes she had when 

I first got here. Uncle Bill flaps his newspaper and continues reading 

without a word. Following his example, I sniff and get back to work.


