“Five to Seven M nutes on High”

When we found the freezer broken we had just gotten back from
spendi ng all of our noney on TV dinners. Max and | had found the
massi ve appliance a few nont hs beforehand, sifting through the guts
of a burned-down Arby's. It took four nmen to lift, barely fit into
the back of Ricky's van, and the weight of it pushed the tires to
their limts. We were surprised it even lasted as long as it did.
Still, the timng couldn't have been worse. W' d bought enough
dinners to fill the thing.

Lacki ng both Styrofoam coolers and the neans to obtain ice we
resi gned ourselves to eating as many of themas we could before they
thawed. W sat |ike chess masters on either side of the table,
comuni cating through stony gl ances our mutual respect for the task
at hand. Neither of us knew how |l ong they woul d take to thaw, or how
| ong they'd keep once they had. lIdeally we'd be done quickly enough
that we'd never find out. | put the first round in the m crowave and
hit the button.

“You know if we do this right,” Max said, “we probably won't
even need to eat for a while. We can live on stored body fat, |like a
canel or a bear or sonething.”

“I'f we do this right,” | said, “it'll be a while before we even
want to eat.”

“Yeah, | guess you're right.”
dul | .

H s gaze fell and his eyes grew

The tinmer on the m crowave dwi ndled, and |ike a starter pistol

it finally beeped.

“Let's do this.”

W started with the fried chicken. It felt |like rubber fried in
| ard, and tasted like the sanme but with a dash of snuff. The corn was



corn only insofar as it was small and yellow. The potatoes were
chal ky at best. The brownie tasted |ike chicken. W ate slowy,
paci ng oursel ves despite the urge to take it all down |ike nedicine.
W ate dinner after dinner this way. Salisbury steaks with gravy like
t obacco water, chicken nuggets unburdened by the necessity of flavor,
peas like little green bunny turds and stuffing in which I could
swear | saw Chi nese bylines. Meatl oaves.

After we'd each eaten eight we hobbled out to the stoop for a
cigarette break, bloated and delirious. After a couple of m nutes
Ri cky wal ked by.

“Hey guys,” he said.

“Hey Ricky.”

“Christ, you guys look like shit. Did you get nore of that
scotch with the rocking chair on the | abel ?”

“No,” Max said, “we spent all our noney on TV dinners and when
we got back the freezer was broken.”

“The big one?”
“Yeah,” | said.

“Wait,” Ricky stepped back and held up a single open palm *“You
guys aren't trying to — ©

“Yeah,” | said.

“Shit!” He said.

“Yeah,” Max said.

“Do you two want sone hel p?”

Max and | | ooked at each other and shrugged.



“Yeah.”

So we let himin, and he ate with us. Mre dinners, nore ham
with the texture of gymmats, nore chopped sirloin and |inm beans
which left the sane dull tang on either side of the tongue, nore fish
fillet that tasted the way a wi dow feels and nore pork with neither
chops nor loins. It wasn't | ong before R cky's cheeks puffed out with
a restrained belch and he pushed his tray forward.

“@iys,” he said, “we're gonna need sone help.”

We cal l ed everyone we knew. G ven the scope and urgency of our
request it wasn't difficult to solicit help. Friends, acquai ntances,
and strangers all filed into our apartnent in a near endless
procession. It becane an event of sorts, a party with a purpose. Mx
and Ricky and | assuned the role of overseers, handling neal requests
and busing the trays back and forth. The noises in the place were a
gentl e cacophony; the the dull thuds of fork against plastic sounded
like a field of nuted crickets, and the sound of chewing was |like a
mllion boxers pounding a colossal wet sponge. A reporter froma
| ocal paper arrived, eager to latch onto a story about the rallying
t oget her of young people. The pile of uneaten dinners slowy dw ndl ed
until finally there were none. Enpty plastic trays |lined the floor
like fliers after a political rally. After saying its goodbyes the
cromd poured itself out the front door, a collective mass of stomach
cranps and regret, and left us with the ness. Max and | agreed it
best just to leave it till nmorning and go to bed. Before |eaving the
kitchen I went over to the freezer and kicked it, stupid thing.
Sonmething inside of it sputtered, and the quiet whir of its notor
resuned.



