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Ghost Park 

By Peter Volpone 

 I ran from home. Nobody will miss me. A ghost, made invisible by the walls of my room.  

Not even my roommates, the spider family- I’d watch them, they wouldn’t see me. Crawling 

over my skin without biting. Just part of the landscape. It may sound pleasant. Not existing 

means no worries. They told me that everything is funny when you’re dead because you realize 

how angry you were in life. But, my mind watches my body. Existing. I need to live first, to be 

angry, before I can enjoy my death and laugh.  

So, unable to be dead, I jump on a train. It is old school fantasy style, the way you see in 

fiction. Easy as it sounds, I hop into the car that carries all of the boxes and boxes and boxes and 

me. Big stickers with names adorn my new roommates. HELLO, MY NAME IS- machine parts 

being shipped to a Carmen’s Burger Joint in Cali. Hello Carmen’s parts, my name is Clay. 

Silence. I wish I could have a label that told me what I’m carrying. With that, I wouldn’t have to 

be outcast from the boxes either. Maybe I have a gift for somebody special inside me. Who 

knows? A question mark is all they’d give me.  

There is a rush of freedom I feel: being inside this car, behind these new walls, hearing 

the rhythmic chug of the train’s engine. The noise crushes my head like heavy metal. But, I 

rather like these new sensations. It beats the slow drain of yesterday. My heart is racing. It’s too 

exhilarating so I close my eyes. 

I dream I am part of the box society. I tell jokes and laugh with all of the other boxes. 

They show me what they held. I laugh and laugh at their guts. Clay, it’s your turn, they say. And 

I have nothing to show. 
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When I wake up, the train is stopped. I creep out into the wilderness. Just off the tracks 

stands a little park: a few benches, some grass, a metal tube slide, and some mulch all within six 

inch high walls. This place is as good as any to be.  

* 

Clay spends a day sitting on the bench. He turns his body off to contemplate his 

new home. The train leaves, taking his new box friends with it. Who knows, maybe he’ll 

make some new ones at the park. There is a street in front of him so there is plenty of 

entertainment: plenty of people who look like they could be his friend. Back and forth. 

Up and Down. People hurry to places, but never the park, not even one. Do they know it 

exists? Do they know that it holds such a gem as Clay within it? Surely, they didn’t. Why 

else wouldn’t they stop and say hi? When the moon rises and the potential friends thin 

out, Clay looks at the buildings. Instead of the puke white walls of his bedroom, he is 

pleased to see an amalgam of different structures. For example, there is a movie 

theater across the street.  

He sees a blonde woman in the red and black uniform of an usher or a cashier 

leaning against the brick wall of the theater. It looks as if she is on a smoke break. Clay 

keeps a steady fix on her, trying to remember the last time he interacted with a 

woman… Or anybody for that matter. He used to have friends in college. They would sit 

around and talk about how fucked up the world is, thinking they’d be the ones to change 

it. Unfortunately, they all moved on towards their futures while Clay sits in his apartment 

every day, hypothesizing the best future for him.  
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A scraggly man in a ragged black duster passes the woman, makes short 

discourse, hands her something then heads down the side walk, out of Clay’s sight. She 

goes back inside the theater.  

He looks to where the man walked beyond a multi-story building with infinite 

windows. It is perpendicular to the theater and directed so that he could see two of its 

faces, but no label to describe it. Still, Clay feels flattered that so many eyes were 

potentially on him. The two faced building split the street in front of him into a fork. One 

foot molds into the form of a parking lot behind the tower. One foot stretches on as road. 

The infinite structure cut off Clay’s view, unfortunately, but he assumes it, too, is infinite. 

Clay soon became tired and goes to sleep because, there, he didn’t have to be alive or 

dead.  

He dreams he is a box full of spiders. Each spider is then its own container. And 

they all have something in them. Then, Clay remembers he is full of everything. So, full 

of nothing.  

** 

I spend a day in the park. My body eventually fights back, denying my neglect. 

Sometimes it’s hard to understand what it wants, but today it’s clearly yelling, “Hey jackass, I 

need some fucking food to function”. So, I move towards the theater, hoping to grab some food. 

As I approach the entrance, a colossal shadow crushes me. I peek up peaking sun rays from 

behind the building still boil my eyes. Even blinded, I can read the enormous block letters of 

ROBOTS VS ALIENS. I’ve seen the trailer before. The deep, echoing voice coupled with 

demonic electronic drones easily resurfaces in my mind.  
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“Society is at peace. Then. Everything changed when the aliens attacked.” 

[WAAAAAA]. 

“Only the robots, mankind’s masters of war, could stop them.” 

[WAAAAAAAAAAAAAA.] 

“Get ready for the movie event of the summer and find out who will claim humanity. 

Robots vs Aliens.” 

[WA WA WAAAAAAAAAA] 

 

Maybe that is how I should live. I could write movies. Or maybe I could read 

commercials.  

“Or maybe you should eat”, says my body. I go into the stomach of the theater. The clerk 

asks me what I want from behind the counter. It’s the same girl I saw smoking earlier. She’s 

cute. “Or maybe you should bend her over the counter and fuck her”, says my body. 

 My voice wavers as I ask for the large popcorn. Her blonde curls are suspended beyond 

her shoulders, guiding my eyes down the triangle of chest exposed by her red top with three of 

the buttons undone. I’m almost at her cleavage before she hands me my bucket and asks for ten 

bucks, largely uninterested in my presence. I give her my card and leave, only looking back once 

to see her leaning over the counter and fiddling with her hair. Her top falls away from her chest, 

giving me the perfect view had I not moved. I shake my head to readjust myself and dig my hand 

into the greasy bucked. I hope this will be enough to get my body to the next morning.  

I dream that I’m full of popcorn. I ship myself to the cashier and she opens me up, sifting 

through the packing peanuts of my insides. I give her a pretty name. Leanne. Then, Leanne finds 

something. She raises the mottled, twisted, mangled something and holds it to her naked chest. 

There we are. Naked, together, alone. She’s in my hands now. She’s a doll to which I can do 

whatever I please. It’s so easy. 
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*** 

Clay wakes up without having his fantasy sex. This always happens. He can 

render it so vividly until the actual act comes into play. Then he’s lost and choses to 

wake up. He doesn’t like to think about it. He’d rather think about why he thinks about 

sex. He’d rather think about why other people have sex. The ways of the world, and 

such.  

Needless to say, he spends a day in the park. A car stops at the sign before the 

fork. Windows down, the radio shares a song. An emo-punk-pop anthem, some would 

call it. 

“Erasing love off the chalk board! 

Why can’t I ever seem to score? 

All I can do is play these chords! 

Commit me to a mental ward!” 

 

“How poetic”, Clay thinks. He thinks he’s being clever. Too good for the radio? 

You could probably write something better. I believe in you. Maybe you could be a song 

writer and pull in the money. For your label. And be a corporate slave, thrown around on 

your leash until you overdose on everything. Maybe then you could laugh. But we know 

you will just spend your day at the park.  

The car drives off, down the infinite path. Then, Clay notices ‘Leanne’. She’s out-

front of the theater smoking again. Do it Clay, go talk to her.  

“Maybe she’ll notice me”, he thinks. He pictures it. 
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Shoulders thrust back. Long dominating steps. She sees him from across the 

road. She could see him from a mile away. He, the man she’s always wanted. He asks 

for a cigarette gruffly with subtle yet heavy eye contact. Nothing else. Standing in 

silence, her heart races as he takes a drag. She would like to take a drag of him. But 

how can she tell him without sounding like a slut. It is okay, he knows. He can feel it and 

is generous enough to help her. They go into the alley beside the porno theater.  

His thought bubble pops. She has already gone inside. 

Maybe you should be a writer, Clay. That script is great. They will put you in the 

theater after the alien movie is done. Everyone in the world will see you seduce the poor 

girl and fuck her for their viewing pleasure. The critics will say that your movie is vile and 

immoral. But that will draw more attention. The masses will flock to see you come all 

over them. The film will be tasteful, though. You won’t see the sex. Just Clay’s ego. With 

your talent, you will be Hollywood’s hottest artist in no time.   

Clay dreams he is full of everyone in the world. Everybody is praising him. 

Buzzing about what masterpiece he’ll put out next. Everybody is hearing everybody. 

They are all saying the same thing. It’s a universal truth – Clay is the greatest artist of all 

time. When he looks down to see them, all there is is the shiny bottom of the box.  

**** 

One day that I’m in the park, my body doesn’t cooperate again.  

“What the fuck is all this popcorn”, it screams. It starts beating me. Stop, stop. Why are 

you hurting me? When I can’t feel its blows anymore, I fall. The ground feels nice. The grass 

tickles my skin, trying to hug me, but its limbs are too short. Did I make another friend? The 
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mulch stabs at me. The shredded wood chips want nothing to do with my disgusting self. Does 

the world just get jaded when we fuck with it? I start to dream but a voice interrupts me. 

Leanne: Are you okay? Hey, do something if you can hear me. 

Clay: Hmm. What? What’s going on? 

Leanne: I came out for my smoke break and saw you collapsed 

here. You tell me what happened. 

Clay: Umm, I’ve been here for a few days. I guess I just 

passed out. 

 Silence: The breeze helps fill the space a little. He’s 

back on the bench. She sits next to him. 

 Leanne: Oh yeah, you came into the theater once.  

 Clay: So you remember me? 

 Leanne: Yeah, you smelled like garbage and were not subtle 

about checking me out. So, are you a hobo or something? 

 Clay: No, I just felt like leaving home. I’m thinking of it 

as an extended vacation. I’m trying to live a little, you know. 

To experience the world. I guess I felt like I wasn’t really 

living, locked inside my house each day. You’re a ghost at that 

point.  

 Leanne: You must have had a boring life.  

 Silence: Silence 
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Leanne: Listen, I don’t mean to be rude, but you’ve been 

sitting in here since you left, right? I’m pretty sure I saw you 

earlier in the week, too. What more from life have you found 

here?  

 Silence: The girl lights a cigarette. The boy’s heart 

quickens as her knee bumps against his own. The black khaki’s 

she’s wearing are tight. The urge to place his hands on her is 

deafening. 

 Clay’s Body: Fucking do it, dude. 

 Clay: … 

Leanne: Do you expect something to happen to you in this 

little park? I haven’t seen any kids use this thing for weeks. 

But, this is a shitty part of town and I bet you’d scare them 

away. You look like a grimy skeleton. 

 Clay: Cut me some slack, I’m still trying to find myself 

out here. Haha. Hmm, I… how do I put this? Before I left, I was 

reading this book, it was called Beneath the Empire of the 

Birds. It kind of inspired me. One of the lines said, “The 

potential of the very next moment is a form of infinite space”. 

Literally anything can happen anywhere, at any time. I passed 

out for example. I didn’t expect that to happen. You came. I 

didn’t expect that either.  
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 Leanne: To me, it sounds like you just moved and made 

yourself another room. Sure, things can happen to you. You could 

have passed out in your house if you didn’t eat for days, same 

as here. Sometimes, to live, you just have to live. Go and do 

something, like leave home. That’s cool. I wish I had the guts 

to do something like that, but I got to pay the bills, so I’m 

stuck here for now. I applaud your bravery, and idiocy, to that 

point. But if I did something as dumb as you, I’d keep doing. 

Seeing you just sitting here every day; it’s kind of sad. I bet 

you don’t even know what city you’re in.  

 Clay: Well, I… 

 Leanne: Hey, if you’re looking for nothing, you’re going to 

find nothing. Then, I guess, you could call yourself a success.  

Silence: The man in the tattered black duster returns and 

waits outside the theater. The girl notices and gets up. 

Leanne: Anyways, you look alive to me. My break is over so 

I’m going to go. Oh, and eat something too, so you won’t be dead 

next time I leave the theater.  

 Silence: She leaves to talk to the mystery man.  

End Scene. 

What does she know? Nothing. Same as everybody else. She can’t tell me what to do. 

Fuck her. I eat some grass. That’ll show the bitch. When it gets dark, I go to sleep. 
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 I dreamed that I is full of- 

Clay’s dreams don’t matter. It’s my turn. Anyways, props to you, kid. That script 

is even better than the first. Something about it felt more genuine. A confusing 

conversation. Sex. It’s not entirely different, it just felt more real. It’s all in the context it 

seems. I guess I’ll talk about Clay’s day in the park again.  

***** 

 So, Clay spends a day in the park. Nothing happens. He didn’t even go down the 

slide. It scares him. The metal tube. He imagines himself sliding out as a new-born 

robot. Then he’d be called to fight the aliens. That’s a difficult task, but Clay, the 

greatest warrior in the universe, could do it easily. . . Now I’m getting mixed up. Excuse 

me, I’ll hand it back to our hero while I recollect myself. 

 This bench is becoming comfortable. It’s a part of my body. An extension of my ass. It 

spears me into the ground. It connects me to the Earth. I’m now one with the planet. Before, I 

was hidden from it.  

I see Leanne outside the theater. She looks at me, then checks her phone, ignoring me. 

Fuck that girl. I’m living a much fuller life here than I was at home. That shitty one room 

apartment with the old CRT television. Playing old games over and over until I dreamed about 

them. I named the spiders after some of my favorite characters. I’m creative like that. I’m sure 

they appreciated being noticed by something far more advanced than themselves. What’s a name 

to a spider anyways? They’re lucky that they don’t have to worry about thinking. The ability to 

think is the worst attribute gifted to humans. Why am I plagued with endless thought? Why can’t 

I be a spider and just play with my web all day, never growing tired until I’m eaten or squished?  
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 Okay, I’m cool now. Clay is living his life like a piece of fine art on display for the 

public. The street is his theater and the pedestrians his audience. Those who observe 

him probably have a similar experience to the crowd at John Cage’s 4’33”. The absence 

of music forces the listener to understand the sounds of the world around them. 

Watching Clay would make them feel like art pieces themselves. Everyone wants to be 

objectified. And isn’t that what friends do? Try their best to make each other feel 

famous. In a sense, Clay is friends with every person in the world. Truly the greatest 

artist alive, they just don’t know it yet. 

 That night, Clay dreams that he is a box. He is a writer. He is an actor. He is a 

musician. He is a director. He is a lover. He is art. He is the Earth. He is Clay. 

****** 

 I am in the park one day, but that day I am not alone. A man is there with me. The one 

that keeps meeting with Leanne. He wears a tattered black duster that drapes down to his knees. 

He looks ragged and is missing most of his teeth, but there is a certain spark in his eye. He uses 

the bench next to mine, except he is far more comfortable. He owns the bench. It is him. I felt 

that he is my future: the me that never leaves the park, or the city in his case.  

 Carl: Name’s Carl. How ‘bout you? 

 Clay: Clay. 

 Carl: I’ve seen you ‘round here a while now and looked like 

you need a friend. Got nowhere to go? 

 Clay: I left home. I’m trying to find a place for me in the 

world. 
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 Carl: Ahaha! That’s rich, kid. You think livin’ the streets 

is gonna make you wiser or somethin’? Is home not good ‘nough?  

Son, yer livin’ a fantasy. The street life ain’t nothin’ it’s 

like on the TV. Nobody’s gonna come save yer ass or take pity on 

you or anythin’, maybe ‘cept me, ‘cause I like talkin’ to 

people. But to anybody else; you don’ exist. I hate when 

motherfuckers like you think you can relate. Go home, kid, 

‘cause I sure as shit can’t. 

 Clay: I’m not trying to make fun of you. I legitimately 

wanted to explore the world. This is just my first stop on my 

journey. 

 Carl: See, now I think yer makin’ fun of me. You wanna 

taste my sweet side of things but when it gets tough, you’re on 

yer way. Well, then get yer ass in gear. Why the fuck you 

waitin’ ‘round here for? Go do somethin’. 

 Clay: Shit. Nobody understands. This place, here, is 

something. Nobody appreciates it, they just fly by on towards 

their destinations. Back and forth. Up and down. Never even 

looking at this park. Never looking at me. I’m here. 

 Silence: The older man reclines, stretching his legs with a 

long exhale. The younger one retains his position as he has all 

week.  
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 Carl: Well you don’ look like nothin’ to me. Pathetic. If 

you got nothin’ to do, how ‘bout gettin’ a little lift. 

 Silence: The older man motions toward his coat pocket, 

retrieving a colorful sheet of LSD. It takes the younger man a 

minute to realize that his elder is trying to sell him the 

substance. 

 Clay: What the fuck. What is that? No. 

 Carl: What’s wrong? I thought you wan’ed to experience 

life. 

 Clay: Well, it’s not right. Drugs, that is. They’re bad. 

 Carl: Ahahaha! You’re so rich, kid! I ain’t laughed like 

this since, nevermind. Let me tell you somethin’. Drugs are bad, 

huh. So is up an’ leavin’ yer house. Not contributing to 

society, right. So is not turnin’ yer bedroom light off when you 

left. Wastin’ power, drainin’ the planet. So is not eatin’ for 

days an’ passin’ out. Gotta take care of yerself. Ahahaha!  

Silence: The elder catches his breathe. The youth bites his 

nails. He doesn’t understand a word of the man’s lecture but it 

resonates with him. It reminds him of his old friends and the 

conversations they’d have.  

Carl: Bad is jus’ a word used to control people. I’m 

guessin’ you read Kerouac or Kesey. Packin’ up an’ hittin’ the 
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road. That’s why yer here. Think for yerself. Jesus. You ain’t 

nothin’ but another slave. You go an’ see that alien movie? I 

bet you did. You worthless pieces of shit can’t do anythin’ for 

yerselves. You know what’s bad? Subscribin’ to be enslaved by 

bullshit like that. You see that movie and yer tellin’ the heads 

that, yes, I like suckin’ yer cocks. In fact, if you wanna do 

somthin’ good, you’d be givin’ to the poor if ya buy this from 

me. But, the only way to get rid of bad or good would be to get 

rid of culture. Go back to year zero, you get me? But me tellin’ 

you that’s bad is jus’ as bad as them tellin’ you what to think 

or you enlightenin’ yerself. 

 Silence: The younger man feels like he is being squished 

between the fingers in the manipulating grasp of the elder’s 

hands. He is angry. He wanted to prove him wrong. He wants to be 

accepted by him. He wants to live and meet people every day. His 

body wants to live too. Anything to take away the pain of its 

mind’s neglect. His body reaches for his wallet. 

 Can I laugh now? 
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Six Days    Train flash    Passers yelling 

No Sleep    Spider’s life crying   A woman  

One Day    Laughing, but not   Light green 

Ghost Park    Hiding between the tracks  Red green 

Why am I here    Never Dying    Zoom by yellow 

I’m here    Already     Won’t stop can’t escape 

 

Grass tentacles    Anger     Day Six 

Bitter Stabs    Finally     Silence heaven 

Only Life    Siren     Silence terror 

No Children but me   Angel waterfall Actress   But me 

Theater Plays    Suppressed    I’m here 

Dazzle and confusion   Shot     Flash escape laugh 
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I am trapped in the ground now trying to laugh, 

to cause an earthquake with no motion- 

life’s in slow motion. 

Grass glistens whispering to keep silent. 

Hold your breath. 

Clay is in the ground a ghost 

My limbs have melted puddled 

to muddled ground, 

part of the carpet of giggling grass. 

I ooze to past the shore  

into the waters which carry no sound 

Clay is one with the Earth 

Perfect 

The stream babbles like a brook before my eyes 

as life itself 

bends around the peninsula- 

a pebble in the great river 

of time 

dilation. It’s been days here 

under the sun. 

Clay is a park bench 

The park bench 

Prepare your ass 

My back raises from my mud home, 

straightens into a board with 

fingers still stuck in my abode.  

Right angled ankles into mud 

I am the park bench 

Then he realizes 

I realize that I never left the bench. 
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I’m still in Ghost Park. 

The city flashes before me. 

How do I… 

Move those legs Clay 

Let’s see the city 

The smell of popcorn overtakes me. 

The air is butter. 

I’m in the theater. 

Watching myself on the big screen. 

Private screening. 

Except not even I’m present. 

You are a present 

Open yourself up Clay 

What’s inside? 

I don’t know 

I don’t know 

There is nothing inside 

Cobwebs, not even spiders 

I miss my spiders 

I’m back at home 

I never left 

Ghost Park doesn’t exist 

Still not laughing 

Still not dead 

 

If alive why not live? 

… 

Sing me a song Clay. 

It flows without control 

Hmu Hmmuuhhu Hmmuuu HuuuU 
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Catalata ting ting ting Vwooom 

Vwoosh 

Clay is the city 

Clay is Ghost Park 

Clay is the ghost 

Are you a’ight Kid? 

Say somethen to me. 

What is real? 

Yer real, 

sitten here on the same bench I metchye on, 

same place ye’ve been fer days. 

I haven’t showered. 

I want to shower. 

Clay is in the shower 

It is calming, healing 

Overwhelming 

There is so much noise 

He might as well be at a rave 

He closes his eyes 

And explosion of colors. 

Woah, Woah. 

I’m loozen ye here. 

Calm the fuck down before the fuzz show up. 

Chill man. 

Do ye know how to chill? 

R E L A X, 

Comprende? 

RELAX 

R E L A X 

 



19 
 

R 

E 

L 

A 

X 

Clay doesn’t know what this means. 

His whole life’s been a chore. 

He just wants to sleep. 

To not dream of the emptiness inside him. 

To go back to the Earth. 

Ayy, fuck off. 

Nobody likes a smartass narrator. 

Hey kid, 

Listen. 

All ye need to do is 

Breathe.  

Let the air run through ye, like you’re a vessel for the wind. 

 Let it take all yer worries and sweep them away  

like lass night’s receipt for the bar.  

No problemo, got it? 

In. Hold. Out. 

Repeat. 

Do this until there’s nuffin left then  

Open yer eyes.  

… 

I pull myself out of the mud. 

Shower insides out. 

Return to my body. 

Sitting on the bench. 

The ghost has returned to its shell.  
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Ghost in the Shell plays next week  

running at the theater across the street.  

Reality continues to mock me. 

Ahahah! 

Fuckin ‘ell. 

Ye gave me a scare there. 

Ahahaaa! 

Come on, lighten up, 

Yer fine. 

Yer head was juss fucking with ye. 

I was trying to help Clay 

To 

Understand his reality 

To  

See 

With greater clarity. 

Give us a laugh. 

It’ll make ye feel good. 

They say laughen makes ye feel like yer dying. 

It’s the shit. 

Ultimate drop on the rollercoaster. 

Aaahahahaaa! 

He.. Hehe. 

Let it happen man, let it out! 

Aaahahahah! 

HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHHAAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH 

HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHHAAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH 

HAHAHAHAHAHAHHAAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH 

 


