CARAMIA.DIVINE

   (A tale of romance and adventure in the locker room of a large metropolitan garbage company.)

(A "Rocky" Rip-off)






By Jerry Iglowitz


The place was the dark, demented, deleterious bowels beneath the swank offices of the "Refuse Company" above.  (As if they ever refused anything.)


Harcourt Bigback stripped the moldering worksuit from his steaming body, thumbed twenty dollars into the soda machine, punched "COKE ANTIQUE".  The concealed door opened and he entered the pleasure dome which sometimes went under the pseudonym of the company "locker-room".


Lynda Leafage eyed him as he smoldered through the door.  He eyed her back.  They eyed each other, and their eyes peopled them both.


Years ago, they had both worked the same route through Piedmont, so they knew each other as class acts.  But then she'd "slung a can" for the big boy himself, M. Maginot Canly, ("Maggot" to his employees,- that is, out of earshot), and she'd left Harcourt to ride the slippery slide into the slime of oblivion.


Maggot had kicked her upstairs.  Some said he had kicked her other places too, but she never said.  Now she worked on the hundredth floor of the Canly Building, right next to "Maggot" himself.


Harcourt had bathed in the slime in all the usual ways.  He'd even invented a few new ones.  Then one day while repairing a garbage chute from the top office of the top floor of the peak of the "TransAm Building", he'd looked across into "Maggots" office and seen a sight such as no-one had ever seen before...  I won't tell about it either!


Poor Harcourt! It was either leap off the top of the TransAm Building, or amend his ways then and there.  Being Harcourt, he did both.  As he fell, he swore to amend his ways.  Luckily, he landed in an open truckload of freshly caught sardines, and they broke his fall!  


Harcourt was as good as his word.  He went into training.  He would run all night, up and down the steps of any public building which caught his fancy.  In the mornings, he would meet

any garbage crew he could find, buy them breakfast, and leave them to eat it while he did their "run" single-handed.  He always made sure the supervisors knew what he was doing, and that no man would be laid off or shorted, because, he said, he needed to know they were paid and resting while he worked.


Eventually, he managed to arrange the scheduling so that he was able to sling the cans for the whole city of San Francisco.  As he finished his last run at the base of the TransAm Building,

he threw his last can rocketing upward to land on its very peak. 

      BACK IN THE LOCKER ROOM

Harcourt nodded coldly, and tweaked a rotten sardine from his shoulder so that it landed on her bare foot.  Lynda raised her eyebrows passionately, and flared her nostrils at the pungent

aromas emanating from Harcourt.  He flexed his bicep, iron-hard from the cans. 


He grasped her by the elbow, tensioned the springsteel of his mighty frame  -and THREW HER THROUGH THE CEILING screaming "You can keep her, Maggot"!  


They never found Lynda.  They were able to trace her to the fortieth floor, but they lost the trail in a maze of ventilator shafts, elevators, and wiring halls.  It was said that Harcourt

was trying for the hundredth floor, and the "Maggot", but since the latter couldn't be reached and since his office was locked, no one will ever know.


Harcourt has recently been released from prison.  He took advantage of the many classes offered there, and has successfully assumed the conductorship of the San Francisco Symphony

Orchestra.  His musicians are said to be the best-behaved in the country, and his audiences are too.  


Critics say he has an original and educated ear for modern dissonances and that he has a temperament that matches the music.  His hair has grayed and imitated the fashionable mane, and

his face has retained the thoughtful dignity it always had, but Harcourt insists on conducting with the sleeves torn off  his tuxedo.  He says it reminds him of his roots.

                   A SEQUEL

     (THE TRUE STORY OF THE FATE OF LINDA LEFAGE)

     Linda had not died!  Harcourt had made a lucky shot!  He had scored a perfect "can" on the "Maggot".  The latter had died instantly, but Linda was only slightly damaged.  

She lived in seclusion for many years in the "Maggots" locked office, (which no-one ever dared to enter), her only luxuries, (or were they penances), were her daily baths in the gallons of

Chanel #5 the "Maggot" had stored there.  Her only sustenance was his stash of canned sardines.

Once a year she would slip out of the building and, disguised in a black suit and veil, would sit in the front row of Harcourt's opening concert.  Harcourt never seemed to notice her, but he was

obviously affected by the mixed aromas she emanated and seemed to reach certain unsurpassed musical heights only on those nights.

