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Tim Kahl

Waiting for Taco
after Beckett

When Angel Pagan stole second and stirred the crowd,
the rest of the nation understood. There would be
free tacos for everyone on a forgettable afternoon, say,
a Tuesday when a nation of designated eaters would rise
and stand in line among the wave of freeloaders
who shuffled along to order like it all had been choreographed
as part of this publicity charade. I watched it happen
and slid through the nylon labyrinth of guides that kept us
snaking outside. A dreadlocked man waxed nostalgic
about his first Taco Bell meal, his bold initiative taken
on a Schwinn. Another man made a waterfall of change 
in his pocket. The cashier bore a tattoo of a scorpion
on his collar. I ordered quickly, just the freebie,
and he said indignantly, That’s all. You don’t want anything
else? I took my number and sat in the corner and soon
a man whose knee was a lump of scar tissue sat next
to me. I asked him, Shark get ya or just your wife
who bit ya? He explained how he dropped his bike
at sixteen, the coma, the therapy, the reconstruction.
He said, I’m not supposed to be here right now.
I couldn’t have agreed more. The server had moved 
past my number. People who came in after me were
getting theirs and laughing out the door while I joked
with the scarred man and said, Well, when you tell
that story at least you have an excuse to drink
another tequila. And then that man got up to go.
Alone, I scattered my thoughts to the quesadilla’s 
dilemma—to be thrown away or fed to an animal?
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Waiting for Taco

I pondered the brightly lit sign where I didn’t recognize
any pictures of the food. More stragglers who came in
after me were served. I waited next to the ice machine
automatically dumping another load. I waited with 
well-wishers, and when I asked if maybe . . . I was told 
to wait some more. I waited. Painstakingly, I waited 
and thought even at Taco Bell I’m a chump believing in 
people’s goodwill. I’m reduced to yearning and waiting 
and learning why I need to feel fulfilled. I’m waiting for
the whole taco to arrive when I feel the fluorescents
interrogating my skin, and I move into the night
and the heat and the lot where I see two young men
who got theirs. I ask, How is it? But I don’t understand 
because they’re talking with their mouths full.


