From “Any Myth You Can Imagine”		                    by Dave Shaw


	I cannot escape him.   At night he rides the Flying Horses.  Daringly he clutches the mane of a steel-eyed mare, charging his ebony horse to a whimsy of carnival music, leading a wild, circular stampede.  Carousel bulbs sparkle and blink in a rapids full of light.  He and the children stretch, elongate, will themselves to reach silver rings off the chute as their horses whip past.  Two rings, four, leaning further, six at a time, nearly thrown from their rides, as many rings as they can grab before the carousel swings them away into the dark.  They take chances, loosen grips, fight common sense and centrifugal force.  They hope for the winner, the gold ring, a free ride.  His tie loose as a kite tail, he grins like the nine year-olds flying along with him--a big kid himself, the embodiment of innocence--as if he were not playing only for sympathetic hearts.  The carousel swings him round again, back out into the lights, and he waves the golden ring.  He soars.  He laughs, as if he has won something from me.  He has.  He is the man who has stolen my wife. 


	Music quiets.  Children shout disappointment.  The horses have fallen to slow trot.  Lights flicker white to red, and back to white.  My boy Eliot pulls at my watch and loosens me from my daze.  “Now, Dad,” he shouts.  I lift him up and away onto a passing pony.  He waves his ticket and kicks to spur along his wooden horse.  The ancient ride smells of gunpowder and sawdust.  The man who has stolen my wife has dismounted to hand his gold ring to a toe-headed boy, Tom Lockhart’s youngest son, who quickly jumps onto the platform and struggles up onto his mount.  The man finds Tom Lockhart’s wife, sitting in a short skirt on a skee-ball lane, showing more leg than she wants.  And what has become of Tom Lockhart?  It is a perpetual motion machine.  The music starts again. 





