the Vonnegut plan

years ago i 

used to spend a lot

of time smoking and drinking

coffee in several restaurants 

in my hometown.

minutes and hours washed down

with the guzzle of hot liquid

and warm smoke.

they were delightfully quaint,

enlightening times.

and there were many mundane moments

where i loathed the seat i sat

in and wanted to get out there and

live my life.

through all the haze and empty cups,

the best concoction ever hatched

was an idea to interview kurt vonnegut.

i was a reporter at the time

at the college i was going to 

and had some credentials to shove around

to the agent of one of the world's best

know writers, smokers and drinkers.

our plan was to sketch five expertly 

crafted questions and either get him on the 

phone via his agent or drive up to his 

home at cape cod with our ultimate goal

of getting him to be the keynote speaker

at my college graduation ceremony.

the closest we got was a list of 5 

fucking solid questions and his agent

at the time, ken farber, telling his

secretary that they had to decline.

thus, our veritable bubble 

was popped.

it was onto the next thing,

which at the time was another pitch of

hot golden coffee minced with a fresh

soft pack of camel lights.

