




He was lying on his mattress looking at a magazine, a photo of a

beautiful woman. It was a blistering June day, must've been 100

degrees in his apartment, easy, but he'd just spent six hours at the

library and couldn't stand one more minute. He was looking at

the beautiful woman thinking it'd be nice to touch her shoulder



She'd like to be in a glass-bottom blimp and she would like to be lying on the glass,

her stomach on the glass and her looking down on the countryside below. It's a blis-

tering June day, 100 degrees in the shade, easy, and she is lying absolutely still, feel-

ing an ice cube slowly melt on top of her forehead and trickle down her temples. The

blimp would be air-conditioned, she thinks, and the glass would be cool and she'd lay

her arms and legs prone on the glass bottom and feel the coolness of the glass on her



She was under the impression that she was Anne Frank and that this was

wartime Europe. He was under no such impression of false identity, but

was there merely because he was terrified of the outdoors and had not

been able to leave the enclosure of the hospital for the last three years. It

was a blistering hot June day and the hospital's air conditioner had broke,



that his former employers had secretly taken photos of him masturbating and

posted them on their corporate website just because they were mean and

enjoyed seeing him humiliated. He didn't consider this a good sign that he'd

gotten over his phobia of jobs and that he was ready to go get a new one. When

he woke up that morning and actually did masturbate he spit on his penis for

the first time in his life. It seemed like the thing to do. It was 100 degrees in



When did my life get so complicated? The party was in June and the place was packed, must've

been 100 degrees inside, easy, and since when do people throw parties in this kind of heat? the boy

thought. The boy was at the party and five girls the boy had slept with and one boy the boy had

slept with were also at the party. When did my life get so complicated? the boy thought, watching

a guy who was rumored to be in a band in London pump the keg and pump the keg even though

nothing but foam was coming out. None of the girls he wanted to be hitting on him were hitting

on him. All of the girls he didn't want hitting on him were hitting on him. The five girls he had



reading the cover of the yellow book which said Windows 98 for Idiots and she

thought Is this what my life has come to? It was a blistering hot June day, must've

been 100 degrees in her car, easy, and the sudden overwhelming air-conditioning of

the store was making her slightly nauseous. It was one of those computer super-

stores and they had devoted an entire aisle to books about Windows 98, an aisle as

long as the eye could see. There was Windows 98 for Beginners, Windows 98 for



she said that night. It had been a blistering hot June day and the local drive-in theatre, the only

one left in the whole state, had decided to have a special triple feature that night of Dracula,

Frankenstein and The Mummy. He and his wife had packed up themselves and their daughter and

headed out to the drive-in. It was a warm night, 100 degrees in the car, easy, and he had lowered

the cloth top of their convertible to let some of the heat out. The daughter was now afraid of the

vampires and he was sitting on the edge of her bed, trying to explain patiently that it was only a

movie, that there is no such thing as a real vampire. He ran his fingers through her hair, noticed



he thought. It was an unusually hot June day, must be100 degrees in his apartment, easy, and he

would go to the library but he'd already been at the library for six hours and couldn't stand anoth-

er minute of it. His usual coffeehouse was closed for some reason or another, one of those reasons

coffeehouses close for the day, so he had gone to one by his house he usually doesn't go to because

it was a non-smoking coffeehouse and he had quit quitting smoking because it was too expensive

to quit smoking right now. They call them baristas here, he noted, not employees, and what exact-

ly is a barista? One of those weird European words that sneak into coffeehouse vernacular, he sup-



It was a hot June day and she was at yet another shitty un-air-conditioned coffeehouse,

drinking too much shitty black coffee because refills of coffee are free and refills on cold

drinks aren't, playing yet another song at another shitty open mic. She felt the weight of

the oversize black Fender on her breasts, a purchase that had seemed cool at the time and

had made her feel tough but was now just a pain in the ass. It was 100 degrees in the cof-

feehouse, easy, and every sip of the black coffee was just making her hotter and hotter. She

had just chopped all her hair off and dyed it blonde in a political protest against her ex-



It was a hot June evening, must've been 100 degrees outside, easy, and the two of

them were taking refuge in a neighborhood bar, sipping on domestic beers and talk-

ing shit. For example, she said, Sometimes I'll fantasize that there's a scorpion in my

bed at night, when I'm lying there trying to go to sleep. And I'll fantasize that I've

suddenly lost the ability to move my limbs and I'll lie there and fantasize about that

scorpion slowly crawling up my body and when it'll finally strike me and I'll die. The



she thought, that means you own a little piece of them forever. It was a blistering

June day, must've been 100 degrees outside, easy, and her ex-boyfriend had said Let's

go to the Chuck Close exhibit at the museum today when it's free and she had said

Sure. She sat on the concrete steps outside the museum and let him talk on and on

and thought about how many times his cock had been in her mouth. Let's see, she

thought. Probably twice a week average for three years, which adds up to 306, give



It was one of those blistering June days, 100 degrees in the shade, easy, and he had

been in the library for six hours now and was still slightly sweating. It occurred to

him that his name hadn't always been Mr. Smith although he didn't know why he was

having this thought. He sat at a large wooden table and leafed through six months

worth of Readers Digests and watched the women walk, back and forth, back and

forth. It seemed to him that he had a whole other life before the life he was currently



It had been a blistering June day, must've been 100 degrees, easy, and it

was still hot and humid and sticky that night so she decided to go to one

of those movie theatres that has ripped out the seats and replaced them

with tables and chairs and you pay three bucks to get in and then you can

smoke and drink liquor inside and shout back at the movie screen. It was



It was a blistering June day, must've been 100 degrees, easy, and they were returning from

a roadtrip in another state. They were running a few hours late and as they stopped in a

nowhere truck stop at a nowhere town on the nowhere highway and refilled the tank the

friend said he was going to make a quick call to his girlfriend and tell her they were run-

ning a few hours late. The men looked at each other and shook their heads because they

knew that he and his girlfriend would get in a fight and stay on the phone for an hour argu-

ing about why he was running a few hours late. Sure enough, they had been sitting on the



It had been a blistering June day, must've been 100 degrees, easy, and the heat had

been trapped in her apartment but she was lazy and tired so decided to lay in her

apartment that night and sweat and watch The World's Greatest Magicians Part IV

on television. When she was a girl she had checked out every magic book her city's

library owned, had spent hours practicing sleight-of-hand in front of the mirror until

she could fool even herself, had delighted her little brother by plucking quarters out



It was a blistering hot June day, must've been 100 degrees in the shade, easy, and he

would go to the library except he had already been at the library for six hours and

was sick of it, so he decided to go downtown and hang out on the benches and watch

people. She was about the same age as him, obviously dressed to not look like a

tourist except she had a giant pack strapped around her waist which gave it away. She

was standing in front of the Picasso sculpture, her hand holding her camera back-



It was a blistering hot June day, 100 degrees in the apartment, easy, so they sat on

the front porch overlooking all the other front porches and they got stoned over the

course of the afternoon and drank lukewarm Zima that somebody had left behind

from the party the night before. They got a little drunk and then they got baked and

then they got baked again and one of them said What should we do tonight? and the

other said I got free tickets to the symphony through work, we could go do that and



It was a blistering June day, almost the hottest on record, must be 100 degrees in the

shade, easy, and he had been at home but was sweating his ass off so went down to

this coffeehouse he always hung out at. There was this company in town that

charged advertisers to make postcards for them and then they distributed the post-

cards for free in all the coffeehouses and restaurants and bars and whathaveyou all

over town. He had seen these display racks for about a year and he thought it would



It was a blistering June day, the hottest anyone could remember, 100 degrees in the shade,

easy, and the woman was looking out the bay windows of her new brownstone, her new

brownstone, she couldn't believe it. There was an oak tree right in the middle of her six-

foot-wide front lawn and it snaked up the side of the building, now maybe 20 or 30 feet

taller than the house, and the limbs had grown right up to the windows so that if you were

young and adventurous you could open your bedroom window and hop right onto the tree.

She still couldn't believe she owned the building, that she wasn't just housesitting for some



It had been a blistering June day, 100 degrees at its peak, easy, and one of the men went over to the

other man's apartment to get real drunk and try to forget about the heat. The two of them drank

some beer and then they drank some more beer and then they ran out of beer and had to go buy

more beer and then they drank that beer and before they knew it it was two in the morning and

they were trashed and chain smoking and exchanging humorous stories about who was not getting

laid more that summer. The man who owned the apartment said I bought some new porn which

was normal for him to say because the two of them regularly watched pornography together and



It had been the hottest June anyone could remember, 100 degrees in

the shade, and she had gotten into the habit of hanging out with her

friend almost everyday at this coffeehouse halfway between their

apartments. She liked her friend and she liked their conversations but

he had gotten obsessed this summer with seeing how long he could



It was a sweltering June day, 100 degrees in the apartment, easy, and she

was talking about how she had been dreaming of blimps lately and of

course you can't just rent out a blimp but you can rent out a hot-air bal-

loon and she had looked into it and it wasn't nearly as expensive as you

would think and Please would he do it? Please please please please Please?



It was a blistering June day, the hottest anyone could remember in a long time, and

his brother had gone to the institution a few months ago now. The boy didn't quite

understand what was going on, something abouthis brother not being able to handle

other people anymore, something about getting really scared in big places, but his

mom said that his brother was sick like with a disease and was at a fancy-like hospi-

tal where he could get better and it would be a good idea to write to him. The boy



It was a blistering June day, must've been 100 degrees in the shade, easy,

and the man was working his usual shift at the adult bookstore, bored out

of his mind and flipping through the latest issue of Details. A fat middle-

aged man had just come in and darted his eyes around the store before

whispering that he needed twenty bucks in tokens. I mean, that's like two,



It had been a blistering June day and the heat had continued to stick around that night,

must've been 100 degrees in the apartment, easy, and she was glad she was at the party but

she was mad she was at the party. There were all these people she didn't want to see--her

ex-boyfriend in the corner, looking all mean at everyone, this pushy dyke who always got

drunk and tried to take her home, some band from London who kept hogging the keg and

complaining about the apartment. But she was on ecstasy so it was pretty easy to ignore all

the people and just concentrate on her latest conquest, this girl who had recently started




