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The Desert Show 

 
I saw the buzzing lights 
and the acrobatics shows. I drank that liquor slushie 

from the plastic hourglass and flowed 
through the crowded pavement streets. 
 
Vegas sat me down in a dark casino bar, 
told me to put a few bucks into video poker 

then a rum and coke appeared, served  
by a pale, mustached gentleman named Ronald. 
 
My drink sat alone on the waterproof-coated bar. 
The desert hum was feeding the slots 

and I had floor seats to Vegas’ greatest puppet show. 
Rows and rows of buzzing slot machines filed the floor 
into neat runs, turns, and dead ends. 
I’d call it a maze, but with everyone shuffling through 

it was more of a semi-organic Rubik’s cube. 
The strings danced from the sky 
as the puppet’s hands pulled levers, 
emptied wallets and sold dreams 
in the hopes of that big money, 

momma’s jackpot. 
 
The sunny TV screen above the bar was a Vegas filter 
that makes you wear sunglasses at night, 
watching anonymous Baseball game reruns, 

working in tandem with the few wall clocks. 
 
I looked back out over the maze of strings and stiff joints 
then Vegas opened up to me. 
 

 We know you’re leaving soon. Consider visiting again, 
 take advantage of our rewards program. Two free nights a year 
 as long as you wear the strings.  
 
The casino floor grew industrious. 
I noticed the shiny bolts on the seats, 
the worn red velvet bar stools, 
the wrist straps hanging from the rewards cards. 
 

Ronald winked, machines clinked, the noise grew 



visually and physically, until it pushed me. 
I stumbled down the shifting path to the exit. 
The hot desert air hung in the dark night, 

the people less sturdy than before.  
I followed the feet ahead of me 
unsure when or how to sleep 
and wound up in the same place I’d left. 

 
 


