
88   |   arroyo

After Downing Sixteen 
Domestic Beers in Two Hours, 
America Sits Down Next to Me 
at the Bar 

MattheW ZaMBito

“I know,” slurs America, “you probably think
you know me. But I bet you’ve got me 
pegged all wrong, son—you don’t know me 
from France. Just forget my three colors— 
there’s no Trinity inherent in me, see, I’m deist 
because of  those guys inking me into being, 
but you gotta believe whatever you want. Freeeee-
dom, son, that’s what I’m about. You wanna mold 
the clay of  your days into a watercolor painter, 
a Baptist pastor, a Nevada prostitute, a communist, 
a banker with a soul as empty as a poor man’s pockets? 
Go ahead and you’ll be me. But friend, I’ll never be 
a surrender flag. Say there’s a Ruth from Wheatland, 
Wyoming, who’s working three jobs to save her son 
from the same liver disease that did her husband in. 
In five years, he’ll have survived, she’ll buy 
a home, and I’ll be both of  them. But I’m also 1857, 
and Preston Brooks beating Charles Sumner
senseless and shitless on the Senate floor. 
I’m the stick Brooks swung. I’m the gasps from the crowd.
I’m Sumner’s three-year recovery. Next round’s on me 
if  you’re believing, but I bet you think I’m nothing 
but money and the military and eighty-nine years of  slavery. 
You see, I’m complicated as consciousness. 
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Zambito

I’m the parent proud when the kid
learns to go in the toilet and not on himself;
and I’m an armed robber and the help on the way;
and I’m Peltier’s prison cell; and I’m always 
jazzing; and I’m Chicago burning; and I’m Sunday 
congregations speaking in tongues and nature 
lovers fixing smog with saplings; and I’m the brewer, 
the teacher, the candlestick maker; and son, 
when the weather wrecks your corn farm, when
the Mexican government charges you with murder
for killing the drunk señorita who jumped off  
the ledge of  her mind and in front of  your rented car,
when you’ve got something to say or sell, to print 
or pray, when the rest of  the world wants you 
alive or dead, I’m all you’ve got, 
and without you, I’m nothing at all.”
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