Interview

Breakfast with John Ashcroft



John Ashcroft holds the word “no” by its toes, tapes its mouth shut & televises it, his prize hostage, with a gun to its head.  Enslaves it, prosecutes anyone who dares infringe the copyright.

We met up with Ashcroft off the macadam at the cozy Café Taringha to learn more about his inverse organs.

Q:      What are your earliest food memories?

JA:  Frozen 7-Up, those hard clear bulbs with tiny veins dropped on the counter like cracking hail.  You know, metallic.  Tongue-dangerous.  Our cook offered them on toothpicks, his hands knotted with blue rope.  Those veins – I thought him strong and capable, I wanted him to feed me.  I loved his frozen balls… [engaging the bent tine of his fork…]
Oh how we emulate the stroke in the darkness.  How we covet the stamen’s ache as the bee tugs.  My roots would burst under his stare.  The next morning I’d slouch into the kitchen, stomping the day from my boots.
The waiter, borzoi-blond and smelling of caramel, confronts us with food.  “Today,” he declaims, nudging me slightly, “we will have quince biscuits on a pillow of Soviet yogurt.  And to drink, a twizzle of crape laurel tea.”  For Mr. Ashcroft he provides a warm elixir of highbush blueberry and a muscular bowl of smoked oats (with a curl of sugared lemon).

“Choices are overkill,” he declares.  We couldn’t agree more.  And continue where we left off.

Q:   What happened to your dog?
JA:  Chromosome?  She’s greasy and unforgiving as ever.  Kali-blue, the color when you close your eyes after a sudden strobe in the darkness.  Lately she’s taken to dry-humping obstetricians.  Of course she doesn’t see the humor of it; obstinate as that woman… that feminist philosopher… you remember, Please Don’t Eat the Daisies? For some reason she prefers the new subdivisions with dirt yards. 

Q:     Yes, I too prefer the diversion of an occasional non-sequitur.  Why Iceland?

[continued on next page]
JA:  Why not?  Better than Greenland, they say.  Sunshine, verdant, long vistas.  A place you can stick your neck out on a sailboat and feel the prickly salt laughing.  We don’t think about the exchange rate when we make these decisions; what’s important is the medical care.  Here, the obstetricians are all 44-year-old women who want to be your big sister and feed you baklava.  Socialized medicine is not the same everywhere.  Is it?
Q:     Could you elaborate?
JA:  The same as “social” means different things to different people.  My uncle, for instance.  Fascinated by boogers.  Anybody’s.  And will strike up a conversation about a particularly shaped or colored one, no matter where it is.  Under the table at the library.  On a teller at the bank.  Now, my cousin Betsy, she prefers to pick up men at barnburners.  She’s awfully good at the two-step.  Her apple-red boots are never scuffed.  Sometimes she sleeps with them; fingers the stitching and dreams about guys named Gus.

Q:      Who gave you that black eye?
JA: This particular one was skiing.  I’m always careful to get in the right line for the chairlift, especially the electric ones.  Once you’ve slid up to the red line, there’s little the operator can do, and I have no control.  Saturday I had no choice but to squeeze on with an excessively large oph-

thalmic   surgeon   from   Sacramento,  his    

wife Margo who  sells computer  accesso-

ries, and their very young daughter Mitzi.  I was wedged between Margo and Mitzi, kind of on Margo’s lap, so I kept shifting my weight to avoid having anyone’s leg fall asleep and trying to distract everyone with cheery talk about how beautiful Iceland is this time of year.  Having never gone, I had to rely on my uncle’s stories, which are unfortunately narrow in focus. Imagine my relief when Margo abruptly stood, shouting “end of the line!” and I found myself hurtling sideways over the ramp.  There is usually a hut at one end, a place for an operator to scan for trouble, to stop the chair if necessary.  He saw me just in time to put out a hand.  The heel of his palm met the soft skin just above my cheekbone.  Five minutes later, it was love at first sight.

Q:  You’re not exaggerating, are you?
JA: Just thinking about his nylon uniform eviscerates me.  All that velcro.  Detachable hood. He was the first one to tell me the floods were coming – can you imagine? I mean, at that altitude even snot would freeze, you could put it on toothpicks and lick ‘em for dessert.  I know, it’s incredible, but his information was accurate: he got it from the chairlift operator.  I’m not at liberty to… well, let’s just say he now goes on talk shows modeling two hats. One an isometric black and white number with a ruffle, the other hibiscus pink – his favorite.  They always say it happens when you’re not looking for it, don’t they? 

    

 (THA END)  ((







