
Fruit 
 
 

 The pear-shaped doorman murmured a squishy good morning. Big purple face like a giant 

pomegranate. The man reminded Frank of Buster Higgs. Buster and his mob of… 

  Frank nodded curtly at the doorman, entered the marbled lobby, and rode the elevator up to 

the tenth floor. The drive to work had brought on another blinding headache. He walked to the 

window and closed the shades, then fumbled in his desk drawer for a bottle of aspirin. 

  Around 10:30 there came a knock on the door and Jessie walked in.  

  “I scheduled Foster for 12:00 noon. The conference room on eight.” 

  Jessie was an Executive Assistant with the firm of Turner & Associates. A pleasant young 

woman, smart and professional. At least, she had always used to be that way. Fact is, recently 

Jessie had been messing up on the job. Not only that, but playing silly pranks. Mislaying 

documents, canceling meetings without his say so, changing things up in his office when he was 

gone and pretending no knowledge of it. In fact, her behavior of late had become so bizarre, so 

darned inappropriate, that Frank had begun to suspect, absurd as it seemed, that Jessie was 

getting fresh with him. He a married man and this girl young enough to be his… well not quite, 

but almost… 

  “Can’t this wait until tomorrow? A little tied up with this other nonsense right now. On 

second thoughts, have them make an appointment like everyone else. We’re not Burger King.” 

  Jessie shot him one of her looks. “They already did. You approved it last week.” 

  Frank had been having a little trouble keeping track of things lately, but of this he was sure, 

he hadn’t approved anything of the sort. 

  "They only need thirty minutes." Jessie took notice of Frank's complexion and hesitated a 

beat before going on. "Do you want me to—" 

      Somehow, he didn’t see her come around the desk but suddenly she was all over him, yelling 

in his ear. 

  “— for you?” 

  “What the… WHAT IN GOD’S NAME ARE YOU DOING, WOMAN?” 

  “It looked like you needed some… something… ” 

  Needed some something!  

 “That's what you thought, is it?” 

 The woman looked frightened. Had be overreacted? He had a tendency to do that at times. 

 “Didn’t mean to snap, sweetie, but… really!” 

  Frank stood up and offered a smile and a reassuring arm. Jessie flinched at the touch and 

skipped over to the other side of the desk. Stood there gawking at him.  

  Frank had recently started to see people as produce. The boy in the mailroom was a plum. 

His housekeeper Mrs. Womack had become a Granny Smith, and now Jessie stood before him as 

a Golden Delicious. 

  Jessie handed over a thin stack of papers. 



  “The agenda for the Board meeting and your schedule of afternoon appointments. I’m out of 

here. Buzz me if you need anything.” 

  Bite me, is what Frank heard. 

 

*** 

 

 Jessie didn’t linger there a second longer than necessary. She didn’t know what the heck was 

going on with Frank, but it was freaking the living daylights out of her. One minute he’s carrying 

on a perfectly normal conversation—or what passed for normal in the Frank universe these 

days—and the next gone AWOL. Just as she’s on the point of calling in the medics, he’s back on 

planet earth and yelling at her, and the next instant all sweetness and light. She had nearly 

jumped out of her skin when he touched her. You’d think she’d be getting used to it by now, this 

was the third episode in as many weeks.  

 Mood swings, lapses of memory, temper tantrums. Her mom had acted a bit like this when 

she went through the 'pause, but such female angst hardly jived with the testosterone soaked 

world of corporate finance. Some type of mid-life crisis, perhaps? After five years in this place, 

she thought she knew all about that too, and again it didn’t seem to fit. She thought that maybe 

Frank was undergoing some kind of breakdown. 

 

*** 

 

 It had been a while since Frank had taken the aspirins and the headache was starting to make 

a comeback. His thought patterns were starting to fragment and merge together in weird new 

ways, following a recently established trend. One instant he's thinking about filing his taxes and 

the next about Jessie and her antics… that kid in the mailroom… plums and peaches… One 

glorious melding of beauty and food.  

 Solid dependable Frank smiled slyly to himself. Perhaps they'll hire me on for the new 

Cronenberg movie.  

      Right now, there was something more pressing to worry about. The boys from downtown 

would be descending on his doorstep not two hours from now.  

      Nothing to be alarmed about, sport, just need to check up on these reports that we’ve been 

receiving… 

 There were files to be retrieved before then, memos to be found. Items that would establish 

beyond doubt that… It was all so tiresome. At a time like this, when everything around him was 

going to... 

 He wished that his dad was here.  

 Strange, he hadn’t thought about the man in so long. It’s just that these days he felt so lame. 

Unmanly, almost… 

  “FRUITY FRUITY FRUITY FR— ” 



   This infernal headache. On and off now for three straight days. If he could only lose it, then 

perhaps he could start to pull it all back together. Last night Rosie had left him. Taken his little 

cherry and strawberry with her. Something about the way he was acting. And not even the 

decency to tell him where she was going. But Frank had her number there. They had to be at her 

mother's, where else would she... He’d drive across town the minute he got through here and 

reclaim them.  

 The way he felt right now, he doubted he would make it across the room. And the goons 

from head office where going to be here any time. A sour old grapefruit and a prickly pear. 

Nothing to be alarmed about, sport… 

  Frank looked at the schedule that Jessie had left. The conference call with Foster-Sloan at 

noon. Then at 3:00, his report to the Bowl of Prunes. It needed more work. He was going to have 

to rewrite that whole section on… 

 Frank realized with a start that he had no idea what the report was about! Was he losing his 

mind? He’d been working on the goddam thing for three days!  

 He rifled through his notes looking for some sort of a clue and found to his horror that none 

of it was making sense. The words seemed to have lost their meaning. 

 

*** 

 

  Frank felt as though his head were about to explode. He must have been asleep, the clock on 

his desk had advanced by leaps and bounds and the laptop was sitting on the floor beside his 

chair. There were some numbers on the screen. What were they? 

 A thought was floating around in his head that he couldn’t seem to grasp hold of. About 

some kind of meeting that was due to take place that afternoon. It felt both important and 

unpleasant. 

      There was ringing in his ears and a nasty smell in the air, like a mixture of burning rubber 

and manure. And it was unseasonably hot in here, you could have fried an egg on his forehead.  

 It occurred to Frank that perhaps there was a fire in the building. Scenes from the 

movie Towering Inferno came spilling into his head. His father had taken him to see it once 

when he was a kid. The two of them did so much together back then, camping, catching practice 

in the backyard, all the things that normal boys did with their...  

      Who was he kidding, they never did anything like that, though sometimes he pretended to 

himself that they did.  

      But this was real. It was a Sunday afternoon. He remembered that day like it was yesterday, 

because it was the day before his father had up and left them. The man had played football in 

school, had wanted Frank to play. If he hadn’t been such a little wimp then perhaps… 

 There’s no smoke without fire and smoke is what Frank smelled now. He could hear shouting 

in the distance, faint but becoming louder by the second… 



  Chaos and mayhem were erupting everywhere on the upper floors of the building. People 

acting like animals— yelling and shoving, trampling each other in a vain effort to get to safety. 

A bunch of rotten bananas, the whole bunch of them, soft and yellow.  

 Close by, an elevator (perhaps the very one that Frank had ridden up in this morning) 

packed full of screaming people crashed to the ground. There was a warning sign to USE 

STAIRS IN THE EVENT OF FIRE, but the stairwell was blocked and in any case people rarely 

paid attention to warning signs these days. Especially the people in this particular elevator who, 

as it now turned out, were all either anonymous or despicable. One jerk had actually pulled a 

woman out of the cab just before the doors closed and jammed himself in there in her place! 

This jerk also had the face of Buster Higgs.  

      Well, he got his! Frank thought gleefully. 

      Frank was fourteen years old and sitting in the Warner Cineplex on Third Street, staring 

transfixed at the screen and munching on popcorn. Buster and his gang of dorks called him 

Fruity Francis. There had been a thing with a boy in the tenth grade but they wouldn’t dare call 

him that now. Not if they could see him with Rose and Mark and Anne. The way that Jessie... 

His position with the firm. Anyway, how could he be a fruit when he was watching a real scary 

grown-up movie with his dad and he was not in the least bit scared? Best of all, his dad was 

being unusually nice to him today. He took him to this movie and bought him popcorn and a hot 

dog. It was going to be all right, after all! 

  Frank took a first bite of the hot dog. It was delicious, hot and juicy, oozing with mustard and 

ketchup. Frank sighed contentedly. He was safe here. Home at last after a long strange journey, 

or perhaps a bad dream?  

 Only, it was all wrong. They closed the Warner down years ago and converted it into an 

apartment building. Rose… Mark… Anne... Jessie? Who were these people? And what was “the 

firm”? Somewhere off in the distance a bell was ringing and his head hurt. 

 Suddenly, the pain escalated to the level of scalding agony and Frank’s vision exploded. He 

tried to scream and found that he couldn’t. His eyes rolled back in his head and he jerked back in 

the chair as the blackness washed over him and he was 

 

*** 

 

 Jessie glanced at the clock on her desk. 11:59 and Frank had still not emerged from his 

office. He was going to be late for his conference call on the eighth floor. 

  She knocked sharply on the door and entered anyway when there was no response. 

  The poor man must have been exhausted, he was sound asleep in his chair. He looked so 

helpless sitting there, just like a little boy, with his head thrown back and his mouth wide open. 

She hated to wake him, but he was late for his call... 

 

 

 


