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JOHN DCE' S CLI CHE
By George Shrewsbury

“I won't do it," John said to the foreman. "And don't
worry about firing nme, because | quit."

As he wal ked to the | ocker room the nonent of
defiance turned on him \at have | done? 1Is it too late
to turn back? He stopped for a couple of seconds convinced
that it wasn't; that he could apologize to his boss, and
everyt hing woul d be fine.

What good would it do to apol ogize? That asshol e
wanted to get rid of me the first tinme he laid eyes on ne.
He funbled for the keys to his |ocker, unlocked it, got
changed into his street clothes w thout taking a shower,

and left his coveralls in a pile on the floor.
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The snmell of the chem cal refinery burned his nostrils
in the cold night air. He noved quickly through the
parking lot, looking at all the cars that woul d never
belong to him This made himlaugh, as did his worn,
frayed clothes. His laughter led himthrough his |ife,

t hrough the dreanms he once had, the dreans that had
wi t hered, and he wondered when his |uck had run out.

Not being able to bear having no |uck, he began to
| ook for clichés to change the downward waves of his
fortune. That’s when he saw a shooting star streak through
the sky. His excitenent at what he was sure was a definite
change for the better, made his mnd a blur: a hurricane
struggling to save the objects it was destroying.

Afraid to make a choice for fear of making the wong
choi ce, he becane confused. And the stormhis m nd had
becone grabbed his cliché of good luck and twisted it into
the nore recogni zabl e form of defeat.

A car starting startled John fromhis defeated cliché
before he could summon the courage to make a wi sh on the
now dead star. He raced through the entrance gate, hoping
he woul dn’t get hassl ed, and headed towards the street.

The neon sign of the |iquor store across the street called
to him so he reached in his pocket for noney, but had

none. Not having any noney to buy Iiquor and not having
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the guts to nooch spare change, he was smacked with the
reality that he was no one. Lost in his |lack, he stepped
off the curb not taking notice of the “Don't Wal k” sign.

He heard the car's brakes screech, and | ooked up to see the

headl i ghts bl azi ng towards him

* k% *

Jordan’ s dream of bei ng nobody, of dying a John Doe
woke himup. He sat up in bed, full of sweat, and felt the
cool ness of the roomon his upper body. The cool ness nmade
hi m even nore awake, so he got up, put his robe and
slippers on, took a cigarette out of the pocket of his
pajama top, and lit it.

He wal ked into the living room and turned the
television off. Hi s nother, an overwei ght scrap heap of a
woman was spraw ed on the couch with her nouth w de open.
Her snores made hi mlaugh, so he | eaned down and hel d her
nose shut. The piggy sounds in her throat nmade hi m| augh
har der .

A shiver that was caused by his thoughts of snothering
her went through him Shaking, he took his hand away, and
w ped the ashes off his sleeve. He hurried to the kitchen

for sonething to eat, but was too frightened to turn on the
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light, so he stood in the dark, the night surrounding him

He started to cry, still puffing on his cigarette, but the
tears didn't make himfeel any better. They just nmade him
nore aware of all the wasted tine.

He drew sone water fromthe sink to put out the
cigarette, and threwit in the trashcan. He wal ked through
the living room past his snoring nother, the black and
white TV, and went back to his bedroom He took his robe
and slippers off, sat on the edge of his bed, and held the
handmade quilt that was passed down from his grandnot her
and renmenbered that she snored too. He thought about his
job at the neat processing plant and his Dad's death when
he was ten. These thoughts nade himsad, so he laid his
head down. The sadness brought the tears again, and they
streaked down his face and onto the pillow. He pleaded
with God for nmercy, and | ooked out the w ndow.

He saw a shooting star streak through the sky.

Hi s | aughter shook his tears away, and he fell into a

deep, dreanl ess sl eep.

THE END



