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Call It Spugs Demucci
Much of this came crawling through my bedroom the other night as I say
transfixed before my typewriter by the sudden realization that I too was mortal. It
seemed that Spugs Demucci, a name coined by a slang reference to mashed
potatoes late one evening, had acquired ownership of a magic wand. The wand
apparently had been given to him by his goodfairy on the occasion of his ninth
birthday. Spugs Demucci was also mortal, I mused, and therefore was not quite out
of place as things were going in my bedroom at that moment.
Spugs carefully set his per frog, Luigi, on the floor and passed the wand over
Luigi three times. When that didn’t work, Spugs through a few appropriate Sicilian
facial gestures Luigi’s way and Luigi immediately turned into a beautiful princess.
Her hair was golden and her petticoats rustled beneath her dress as Spugs chased
her about the room. I made Spugs promise me a go at her if he were ever to pin her
down. He did, and after the rape scene Spugs turned the exhausted princess back
into Luigi. Luigi, at this point, made some sort of obscene noise and hopped
beneath the bed.
Spugs, in the meantime, had found other things to amuse himself with. He
was running about the room turning everything into everything else and when he
turned himself inside out I kicked him out of the house and went to make my
apologies to Luigi under the bed.
I later learned that Spugs, being nine and full of spunk, had gone off in
search of his family. When finally cornering them in Cincinatti, a very mortal
place, he turned his mother into his father and his father into his little brother and
then commenced to beat his little brother senseless. Of course his father attempted
to interfere; whereupon Spugs turned him off.
Spugs, it seems, then realized that he too was mortal, (I chuckled beind my
coffee) and so set his wand under lock and key for the next five years until his
notoriety had faded into the darkness of the fleeting public memory. And all was
quite normal for some time, except, of course, there were nasty rumors circulating
through town about a struggling young writer who was having an uncommonly
long affair with a frog.
And then, as they say, the dams did burst with a profusion of flooding and
confusion. Spugs was on the loose.
And what has all this got to do with mortality, you ask? Well, I was just
about to go into that. You see, it is all good and well to say to yourself, someday I

will die. The point is that it doesn’t mean anything. Just throwing a mouthful of
words in your own direction is a far bit away from thinking of yourself as one
perfectly dead individual.
Let me illustrate my point, if I may, by relating to you an incident that
occurred to me not too long ago.
I was sitting at my desk trying to work out the last line of an amazingky
intricate poem when there came a knock at my door. Of course I told the knocker
that I was busy and to go away until I became a published writer. The person
knocked once more. “Go away,” I screamed. “He’ll be here tomorrow at the same
time.” And I waited to see if my hint was grasped. Another knock came upon my
door. I got up from my desk, now they were in for it, and went to the door. Without
opening the door, I said, “Leave it in the mailbox.” And went back to my desk.
A succession of hard, rapid knocks thumped at my door. “All right, all right,
I’m coming,” I said, throwing down my eraser. But just as I was about to open the
door, a thought zipped across my forehead. If the person knocking at my door
meant me no harm, then after my first refusal to open the door they would have
yelled back at me explaining who or at least why they were rapping at this
particular door. I stopped short of unlatching the lock and asked who it was. There
was no answer, just another knock: a single, sharp clack against my door. “Identify
yourself or else go away.” There was no answer.
I pulled a kitchen chair up before the door and announced that I could wait
as long as they. There was no reply. For two hours I sat in front of the door waiting
for another knock. Almost needless to say, there were no more tappings upon my
door. I figured that if I were to go attempt to solve the last line of my poem, the
knocking would begin once more. It did, of course, and I went to the door, placed
my face flat against it and yelled, “Sousa doesn’t live here anymore!” Instantly
Semper Fedelias began marching through my thoughts. And the knuckles pounding
on my door seemed to beat out the cadence of the high stepping band piece.
“Godamit,” I yelled, signaling the band to lay down their instruments. “Quit
beating at my door you fucking pervert!”
Knock. Rap. Tap.
Suddenly, it dawned on me that I was becoming frightened. “Quit beating at
my door, you fucking pervert!” I yelled in the light of my new awareness. And
whoever it was didn’t respond with a knock, or a rap, or a tap. They didn’t do
anything. This was significant, I thought to myself. They are trying to psyche me

out. Trying to work me into such a lather that I would rush headlong, in a fit of
emotion, out the door into…
It was then that the realization hit me with more force than ever did any
warnings on my cigarettes packages. ‘You are mortal and could very well die,’ a
little voice whispered in my ear. “I am mortal,” I repeated as if pledging an oath,
“and could very well die. Death could be standing on the other side of that door.”
Suddenly I was made of flesh and blood; a heart that goes bump and fingers
that’d been cut.
I really must write this down someplace, I thought. (Afterwards I was proud
that I showed such writer’s instinct.) And I went back to my poem. It was nothing
compared to this so I ripped it from my typewriter and began pounding out the
music that was flashing through my ears. A little side portion of my brain was
commenting on the fact that this was my first true inspirational piece when the
knocking began at my door once again.
“Son-of-a-bitch,” I muttered, and sat down on that kitchen chair reciting my
times-tables in a loud, clear voice. ‘Two can play at this game,’ I thought as I got
into my nineses.
A profusion of very fast knocks came in reply to my nine times two. “Nine
times three,” I said. And twenty-seven knocks jarred my door. “Nine times four,” I
said. But this time there was no reply.
I went back to my new poem to see what I had written down in that flurry of
inspiration:
My soul does quicken as the knuckle knocks.
My feet inside my shoes are socks.
The world is full of men like me
Who sleep and cry,
Who dance and pee.
And I am not the only one
Who crawled away beneath the sun.
There were others there to share the blame.
There was you and Tim and Leroy James.
Well you can’t argue with inspiration, I mused, and hunted up that other
poem.

Of course, just as I was about to set down the first four words of the last line,
the door began to make those awful sounds again.
“If I open this door,” I said, walking up and putting my hand to the latch,
“will you do something terrible to me? I mean, I am afraid that you will kill me
because I am suddenly aware that it is possible for me to die.”
Without waiting for a reply, I unbolted the door and swung it open.
He was wearing a black, short sleeved turtle neck shirt tucked into a pair of
greasy Levis that had holes. His hair was stone black and his face had been welted
from a severe case of acne. His arms bristled with tattoos and hairy muscles. His
solid, cold eyes drilled into me and his feet were covered with tennis shoes.
“Yes?” I said.
“Are you R. Allen Paris, the famous unpublished writer?” he asked in a very
polite and humble tone.
“Yes,” I answered indignantly, aware of my stature in his eyes.
“My name is Spugs Demucci,” he said, reaching into his back pocket. “And
I came here for my frog.”
My lungs collapsed and I folded into my kitchen chair. “You mean Luigi?” I
asked, hesitantly.
“Yeah,” he said, walking the door brandishing the magic wand he had just
pulled from his pocket.
“Well, you know that was a long time ago,” I said, resuming good posture.
“Five years,” he answered, tapping the wand in the palm of his hand.
“Five years,” I mumbled to myself. “You’d think I would have been
published by now.”
“What about Luigi,” he said, ignoring my sad state.
“I’m afraid Luigi doesn’t live here anymore.”
“Oh?”
“Yes. Well, you see people began to talk. And when you left I didn’t know
what to do with her. You see, it wasn’t that I didn’t like Luigi. Where did you go,
by the way?”

“I’ve been five years in the Merchant Marine,” he answered, looking into the
past. “Five years of crummy hotels and bad booze. Five years of thinking about
what I left behind. Five years of dreaming about Luigi.”
“Five years,” I repeated to myself. “Let’s see, five and nine is ahhh fourteen.
That would make you fourteen years old,” I said, beginning to think.
“Then you can understand why I would want Luigi back.”
“Oh yes,” I said. “I understand.”
“Good,” he said. “Now where is Luigi?”
“Did the magic wand do that to you?” I asked, gesturing at his countenance.
“No,” he answered. “An Indian down in Buenos Aries did this.”
“I’m sorry to hear it.”
“Where’s Luigi,” he demanded.
Suddenly I remembered. I broke into tears and cradled my head in my hands.
“She left me,” I sobbed. “After you left I went to work on another story and when I
came back into the room she was gone. No note. Nothing.”
“That ain’t quite true,” he said. “I’ve been talking to your neighbors.”
“What do they know,” I moaned. “To them one frog looks like any other.
The truth is, I feel ashamed to say it, the truth is that after I went back to work on
that other story, she left me. Try as I could, I couldn’t get another frog to take
Luigi’s place. And I did try. Each day was a new frog; and endless search for
something lost.”
“Sounds like you really had a tough time of it,” said Spugs, sympathetically.
“I just sat there in my kitchen chair, weeping.”
“Well,” said Spugs, looking ill at ease watching a grown man weep so
uncontrollably, “I guess there’s nothing left here for me.” And he waved his wand
above his head turning himself into a cool April morning full of rain-swept air and
budding trees.
I looked up from my typewriter and found that I had not written one good
sentence all night.

Seven men were riding
Seven devil’s horses through
An Orange moonlit night
With winds so
Cold and flapping through their capes
And swirling leaves that flew up
Crazy from beneath the pounding hooves
that echoed through the soundless, owless
Orange moonlit night.

