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the goombees  (are moving in down the block)  
 

The Goombees are moving in down the block.  

I watch from my window.  

Tall, thin, long and stringy, they unpack their car, carrying in only a few boxes. 

Just several lonely old boxes. Not even very big boxes. That’s it - just a few - all they 

have, all they need, all they want, or all they’re allowed.  

They cast long, skinny shadows, shadows that grow up and over their new house, 

shadows that twist snake-like in the yard like shadows of branches. They are pale, 

washed out in the summer morning sun, lurching into a new, uncertain world - a strange 

new place they’ll try to make their own. They sway like plants in the water, flowing 

gently. They seem light and free, as if gravity has no hold on them, as if sprung from 

obsolete cages such as our own various heavy confinements. Their arms and bodies 

slurge in small waves like so many inchworms, as if a weight in them is sloshing back 

and forth, waiting to get out.  

I’d never seen one in person before, but sure enough, they look like stretched-out 

versions of regular folk. From all the way down the block, they look like strings – twelve 

feet tall, their many long arms wiggling from the sides of their thin, long, bony bodies. 

The last one stops and looks down, searching around in the grass. Several super long 

fingers wiggle out from its back like ten-foot long rubbery noodles. The tips of these long 

whips split to open, revealing three fingers. The rubbery tails reach to the grass and begin 

picking up smaller items and raising them, then turning to bring them inside as well.  

 

The Goombees are moving in down the block. I watch from my window.  

All is silent. The entire world stands still, as if waiting. I look around and find 

several others are looking out their windows too, watching and waiting, as if expecting 

something to happen. But nothing does happen. The Goombees go inside their new 

house. And that is that, all there is to it. They duck to undulate inside, folding themselves 

into the now ridiculously low and small door. The door closes. The world is silent.  

(Only a few boxes. All they need. That was it. That was all there was. Maybe only 

a box apiece. And small boxes at that. Yeah, maybe that’s all they’d let them have – 

decided by people who think they know what’s best for others, who believe people can’t 

think for themselves, who believe they know what’s best for you, who use their speech 



 

 

only to advance themselves while keeping those who threaten them down. Or maybe the 

Goombees just don’t need a lot. Maybe they’re more evolved than us, above all the 

pettiness, better than us, past all that, more content to just be, to just think, to just enjoy. . 

.) 

Several mysterious men step out of a house in the middle of the block. They hang 

out near the door, milling around on the path to the sidewalk. They seem to watch in 

disapproval. They stand still, but have a sense of movement about themselves. Even in 

their stillness it feels like they’re moving, even though they are not. They have a weight 

to themselves, an air of menace. You can tell that just by looking at them. A silent 

protest. Several tough guys. Judgmental, as if only they know what’s right for you and 

true, even though they just make it all up as they go along, making it up to suit their own 

purposes. They seem over-filled, as if needing to be emptied out. I wonder if they’ll try to 

convince me to join them. I wonder if they’ll compliment me, then lie about the 

Goombees (the ol’ one-two punch. A combination. A combo platter. A flurry of words – 

compliments, then put-downs, compliments and put-downs, compliments and put-downs, 

pushing others away). I wonder if I’ll go along with them. Or if I’ll be strong enough to 

not go along with the crowd. I wonder if I’ll be strong enough to think for myself.  

The Goombees are moving in down the block.  

I watch from my window, holding my breath as they disappear into the protective 

shell that is now their very own charming cape-cod style rambler.  

 

After a few moments one steps out, flowing to their car, a shiny baby blue number 

from the late forties – lots of room in back for themselves to fold into and uncoil, I 

suppose. The Goombee walks to the street and stops beside the car, partially hidden 

behind it from my view. One of those wiggly tail things reaches around from its long, 

thin back and wiggles itself into the car, through a thin crack in the back passenger side 

window. A moment later it pulls something out, a yo-yo or something. It looks up, as if 

sensing I’m watching from my window. It watches me for a moment – watching me 

watch it. Then it rises to step over the car, folding itself over, flipping over the car 

effortlessly, long arms and legs flopping to the other side as if a drawer of silverware 

spilling out then collecting itself in a graceful, spectacular, unexpected waterfall motion – 

wiggling up the block to me in a rolling, poetic manner which is impossible not to watch, 

impossible not to appreciate. It’s probably not polite to stare, but I just can’t help it. I 

suppose I’ll get used to it, but who knows. Maybe one day I won’t even notice it at all. I 

suppose I’ll eventually return to the couch to resume my bloat. But for now it has curled 

itself into a great ball and is rolling up the block – long arms curling at its sides to form a 



 

 

frame, like a giant basketball, its striped t-shirt and long shorts fluttering in the morning 

breeze, looking all the more out of place.  

The weighty men in the middle of the block stare as well, their bodies moving 

around to follow as the Goombee rolls up the block, looking like a great wicker ball or a 

big piece of playground equipment that children would want to climb all over.  

It comes up to my lawn and stops at the edge of the street, unfolding itself in one 

motion. It stands still, but its arms wiggle at its side as if long hair circling in clear water. 

I can’t move, can’t even feel anything. Nothing at all. All is numb and quiet, as if 

the world has folded flat, drained itself of all life and color, receded until only the 

Goombee and me are left – me clutching the curtain, the Goombee’s arms swirling in 

long noodley motions. It just stands there, then one long, thin, hose-like tail rolls out from 

its back, uncurls straight up in the air, the tip of which bends to wag about high above in 

the breeze as if to wave to me, as if to tease me with it.  

Another of those tail things unfurls from its back and wiggles to me, waving and 

undulating in the air as if a snake in water. It wiggles past me, above me, to the roof. Oh 

no, it’s going to mess with my t.v. antennae, my reception, my coveted television 

reception. No. No. Please no. Not that. Anything but that. It leans to stretch, careful not to 

touch my lawn. It really stretches, over my yard, reaching up to the roof, all two stories, 

an impressive height, a long lean. Then slowly wiggles back, coiling back over the yard, 

setting something gently in the grass - a frisbee and awesome balsa wood glider. Then the 

Goombee turns, curls in on itself, and rolls back up the block again - its impossibly long, 

thin arms forming that open-framed ball, rolling it along. The Goombee rolls onto its new 

yard, pops up, ducks and flows itself into the dark rectangle of door to disappear into its 

new house.  The now tiny seeming door closes, the dark rectangle turning to a light tone.  

That frisbee and glider had been stuck on my roof for over a month. I really 

missed playing with them.  

The Goombees are moving in down the block.  
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