
            THE DUCK BIKE

Where I'm at it looks like the supposed to look Christmas: Christmas, snow on the

mountains in the southwest, a cold grey sea on the sound in the East, Vancouver in the 

East and North, and colder there, snow on the ground here, across my door. The flat I'm 

staying at is downtown, and my car, covered in snow.

I think about The Duck Bike.

I'm thinking:

Had I imagined the Donald's quacking face on the front of the machine. That 

Duck Bike magic.

I've never  been good with bikes, skateboards, motorcycles. Crashed the duck bike

going through the gully for little league practice many times.

I punched up: DONALD DUCK BIKE, WALT DISNEY.

Rack on the back, blue, yellow and white, Donald Duck face on the front, mint, 



8999, US, there was the duck bike. 

My last Christmas with a brother was the Duck Bike Christmas: I'm 81/2 , he's 8 

years older.

Pinky used to guard the bike when I played baseball. He wasn't allowed on the 

field. He'd want to chase the ball.

Pinky was my brother's dog really. He had handed him off to me when I was born.

That damn dog. He still liked to go out cruising with my brother, and I've never been one

of those tag along kind of people. 

We had the dog in common. He was our mother's dog, really: he worked for her.

Then, the Duck Bike Christmas, my brother was in  some deep shit. There was a 

nothing said kind of space around him, a, I have crawled into a hole, space.

All he ever told me was: “I have pissed off the Pope.”  The Pope, his dad. They 

were practicing Irish Catholic people, his relatives, who were rolling in the church, big 

shots.

Slam, bam, a couple of days, the rumors: beer in his golf bag at practice at some 

country club, his best friend, the student body president busted for having stolen goods, 

and my brother's out of town by the end of the week, then prep school and the Ivy 

League in a year and a half or so.

Say hello to Scarsdale, boy o.



His father had asked me if I believed in God, and told him that all religions are 

mythologies.

My mother's friend, Alice had told me that, and I found that saying it freaked 

people out, so when the subject came up, I used it.

The Duck Bike Christmas Eve, I'm upstairs, not asleep, at Naples, California,

I hear my Pop: “I'm not going to wrap it, he knows what it is.”

“Knows what it is?”

“It's what he wants.”

“What does Mom think?”

“She hasn't mentioned an opinion, she's had a lot on her mind, your Mother.”

And I hear the end of this and am downstairs before any wind up to any real 

drama begins.”

I jet down the stairs, quacking.

Me: “Thanks, Pop. The Duck Bike. Outstanding. I can't wait to go to school and 

quack at people.”

“He's going to quack at people,” says my mother.

My brother taught me how to ride a bicycle very easily. Gave precise, accurate 

instructions. Never raised his voice.

“He's going to quack at people,” says my brother.
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