
 

THE PROMISED LAND

The morning had said: “Synchronicity. Timing is everything.”

 I walked the beach in the fog in the afternoon. 

The state parks people are picking up the seaweed, loading it with pitchforks into 

wheel barrows, then up the trail to pickup trucks.

“It's like spaghetti,” the guy with the pitchfork tells me, unloading the wheel 

barrow into the pickup truck. The sea weed flies have, for the most part, stayed on the 

beach.

A world ago, in their neolithic times, I imagine the people who walked this beach  

survived because they were a tribe, with a sense of community. Here we are today, a 

species at war with itself, and its environment.

“Kill the planet, kill yourself,” the waves tell me.

I pass a guy with his two daughters on the trail, all barefoot, cruising, the two 

girls, one a head taller than the other, holding hands, following their dad, three happy 



souls.

I'd cleared my head for my appointment at four.  For that, I was fifteen minutes 

early. 

I cruise around the building. I'm lost.

“Can I help you?”

“Yes, you can.”

I wound up at square one, after taking a circuitous route through a complex of 

buildings.

I sit on the receptionist's couch, next to an abstract painting by a friend of mine, 

and wait, imagining that most of us, anonymously, unconsciously, are united in our 

contempt for national security states, indefinite detention, and the suspension of habeas 

corpus.

I'm at the local weekly, a liberal rag.

You have a local weekly? Look for this add:

EDITORIAL INTERN

Looking for aspiring journalists ready to work hard,

 for no pay,  at the county's largest circulation paper,

with 90,000 readers.

YOU GIVE US: 15 hours a week for three months,

elbow grease, creativity and good energy.



WE GIVE YOU: the world and some great clips.

Send an e-mail with resume and writing samples to: CONTACT PERSON.

CONTACT PERSON is what  I'm calling the person, not a real name like Chuck, 

or Sterling, or Scott, or Sally, or Ruth.

CONTACT PERSON, when you see it, see a person who should be wearing a suit,

male or female, and isn't. A medium sized person, generating self satisfaction with a 

simple smile, a gesture, an open hand.

 “Hello.

CONTACT PERSON: “Follow me. You have a pen?”

Upstairs, we're in a conference room. “Who remembers the words?” asks the 

room, a windowed room with drapes drawn, a room with black leather chairs, a round 

table squared off for each chair, a hollow at the center, a phone facing each chair.  

CONTACT PERSON: “Our interns seem to get much more out of the experience  

working here than their labor and time.”

“It's the learning experience that they're looking for.”

CONTACT PERSON, glancing at the door : “ Take as much time as you need on 

this. I've got some things to catch up on. My extensions at the top.”

I get handed  a questionnaire.

CONTACT PERSON: “Give me a call when you're done.”



The questions were things like: How can you show me you're not boring? Write 

me a vivid scene. Who's your favorite author? Favorite periodical?

I wrote a scene:

So the melee's in the late afternoon, after canteen, the company store, closes.

Joker and Perez and fifty or sixty others converge on the soccer pitch, and 

everybody starts swinging, kicking, but no shanks are involved. The alarms go off, the 

warning shots are fired from the towers, everybody in blue is frozen, prone, on the yard, 

and the cops are moving the inmates back to their housing units, then into their cells, a 

row at a time.

Joker and Perez,  leaders of supposed rival groups had come to certain 

understandings.  The cops had been thrown off a scent, an alliance hidden?

The watch commander sits in his office wondering, “What are they up to?”

I HAD THOUGHT ABOUT JUST LEAVING AFTER READING THE 

QUESTIONAIRE. 

I'd drop it off at the reception desk. It would be rude, but oh well.

As fate would have it, the CONTACT PERSON was in the hallway. 

CONTACT PERSON: “I've had people spend more than an hour on that 

questionnaire.”

“I'm a quick study, “ I said. “Thank you for taking the time to meet with me.  You 

want the questionnaire?”



“I would like it back.”

“Sure. I hope you like my scene. I wouldn't have thought of it otherwise. Thanks 

again for your time.”

CONTACT PERSON: “Thank you.”

“We all imagine that we're someone of value here in the promised land,” said my 

walk back through the building, down the stairs, out the door, and round the bend, back 

into the light of day.


