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Eggplant 

First Poem About Eggplant 

She would plant the egg, 
and it would tree; 
it would shoot, breaking 
the cold reflections. 

She would plant the egg, 
and it would tumble, 
turning into the soil, 
turning into soil, turning. 

Such terrible plowing and the ache 
whispering in her blood 
these words: "No face it 
a mirror; no mirror, a face." 

Second Poem About Eggplant 

The eggplant lies, 
cold and forlorn 
on formica, its underside 
softening. 



Third Poem About Eggplant 

Under the green pitcher 
full of sand, the sliced eggplant lay 
crushed and draining. Tomorrow, 
rolled in batter, 
fried, such lovely platters 
of the bitter 
sweet. 

Fourth Poem About Eggplant 

Hugh would coax the plant, 
stabbing it in the roots 
to give it little shocks 
and shudders. He would 
plow in the fertilizer, 
burn off weeds; he 
would pluck the leaves 
and shine them, place them 
back onto the stem. Hugh 
would coerce the plant to tell 
what it could, and the stories! 
of a purple sunrise, of a 
tricycle with one flat wheel, 
of a patch of burned ground 
where no juice nor sap 
now sings, of a tall glass 
of cream in a windy room, 
and high above it, the eye 
of a sparrow 
closing. 
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Fifth Poem About Eggplant 

Beyond the field of spaghetti 
the tall eggplant vines 
climb the metal poles 
we staked out for them. 

The eggplants, full 
of helium, swell like 
morning glories, blooms 
of the night. Some say 

this could be a small 
warehouse for magnets; 
some say a studio 
for torpedoes; and some, 

a wind-tunnel for narcissus. 

Sixth Poem About Eggplant 

No one can describe the weight 
of the eggplant. No one 
can tell the color 

of the eggplant its name. 

Seventh Poem About Eggplant 

At the side of the swimming 
pool six men stand, 
their blue robes trailing 
in the puddles of water. 

They sing, they sing 
of eggplants in the seed. 
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The Ninth Poem About Eggplant 

She stepped into the closet. 
Sliding her arms 
into the sleeves of the wool 
coat, she lifted 
her feet from the floor 
and swayed gently on the hanger, 
remembering how the man 
from the oceanless 
moon covered her, his tatoos 
staining her blood. 
Without speaking, he had 
told her what she knew 
already: her heaviness. 

Malcolm Glass 
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Planting Seeds 

No one can sleep 
especially me 
plowing fields after midnight 
planting seeds when the moon 

is directly overhead, and full, ready 
to fall into that distant field 
seen only by boys wandering hilltops. 
A barn glows on another hill, 

and I wonder if horses 
still flare their nostrils there, 
if my horse has grown careful as I have. 
Now I am riding the rough field 

where I eased into beauty 
as I slid through the dark years. 

Roger Moody 
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A Child Is Born In Metlakatla (Annette 
Island, Alaska) 

A son. 
Mucous-moist 
and miniature. 
Holding firmly, 
he's pulling his father's 
finger, hard-calloused 
from work. 

I see through it. 
Round eyes 
only one shade 
lighter than coal; staring. 
Body half cut off 
by the size 
of a fisherman's hand. 

Halibut eyes 
reminding me, the hunter, 
again and again. 
Round, crow-black stare 
emerging from the ocean floor. 
Holding firmly, 
I'm pulling at the scaly beast. 
Body half cut off 
by the size 
of sea. 

Mary Lou Sanelll 
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Pieces of Grass, Pieces of Sky 

The baby is eating 
pieces of sky. We will never 
get it all together now. 
Pieces of grass are scattered 
(green almost-hearts, almost-clubs) 
at angles, on edge 
in the thick pile of the rug. How do 
things fit together, hands, trees, 
words. The green hills slope 
into the blue valleys of sky. For every 
convex, a concave, 
and they are so alike 
with only the subtlest 
distinctions. And if we get it 
together and it is all anyhow, 
a perfect rectangle of random patches 
of green brown and blue, no road 
leading into the forest, nothing leading 
anywhere? The bare 
boards of the table will show through 
like tiny dark clouds, but will the gist 
cohere? The baby is eating 
pieces of sky, he thinks 
it tastes blue. 

Janet Me Cann 
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My Daughter Speaks in Her Sleep 

One leg has left the covers, 
and on her pillow her hand 
lies outflung, palm up 
like the belly of a soft animal. 
Her fingers brush the air. 

My daughter speaks in her sleep, 
one wet word, its tracks covered 
before and after by sighs and stretching. 
The stretch of a dancer 
in too small a space. 

Then it is over, 
this forced entry to her dreams. 
I stand outside in the hallway. 
A yellow light burns. 

Judith Slclllnum 
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Room 302, Mrs. Grigsby 

The desks go on like extinct 
encyclopedias, in the room 
my daughter enters tomorrow. 

There is a card with her name on it, 
a box of jumbo crayons 
and pencils large enough 

to wrap the twin halves 
of her mind around, 
while writing very small 

See how simply she falls asleep, 
her hair primary yellow under the blue metal 
of a full moon 

on this evening 
before the first day of first grade. 
I won't disturb her with windows of trees 

I stared out upon, watching 
rows of veined leaves 
flex their green paper. 

Judith Skillman 
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Skimming 

light drains the darkness 
from the comers, pulls shadows 
from behind the maple 
headboard, and I'm up 
earliest on the first 
Saturday of summer, and out, 
headed for the top 
of Monroe Street. 

Skimming down the sidewalk, 
wind tight in my sails, 
my skates rolling slick 
on their grainy whisper, 
I count the porches as I go: 
one two Bonnie Blue 
break a twig and I love 
you. 

Long summer turns 
in the leaves nodding 
behind me. Above, 
a balsa glider banks 
into the sun, its wings 
rocking back and forth 
on the chancey breeze. 
I lean around the curve 
and start down the slope 
to the river, pull 
my sail in and crouch 
into gathering speed. 
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Below me, the warehouse 
is an elephant rolling over 
and straining to rise 
to its feet, sunlight 
on the river applauding. 
My fmgers trail lightly 
down the quickening 
sidewalk, tingling 
to the buzz of concrete. 
The wind begins its tune 
in my ears. Seconds tick 
by in the thump thump 
of my wheels over 
the cracks. 

Along the river 

a score of small tents 
in pale blues, yellows, 
and greens is gathered 
on the shore like a fleet 
of small sailboats, 
a flock of butterflies. 
I crouch, ready to spring 
off the curb into 
a summersault slow as melting 
ice, down the bank and 
into the shuddering water 
waiting for me to break 
and scatter the grain 
and pattern of dazzling 
light. 

Malcolm Glass 
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Visiting My Brother 

How the summers ended 

I can no longer tell you of the blue-tailed serpent 
That swept out of the sea as if the Beast of the Apocalypse 
Were surfboarding on himself up tidal reaches to an inland city, 

How his tongue licked the bronze icon of the sun 
And blackened it, how fascinated afternoons that had passed in 
passing 
From the gravelled lot above the swimming pool ended with a 
broken nose, 

With the little nickel candies bought no more, chocolate 
Soft babies sold by an old woman from a glass case in her 
house--

The truly great 

The mongoloid boy sitting in a puddle of his urine 
In a New York State psychiatric hospital 
That was being investigated, seemed to me 
A good symbol of life. My brother thought it pessimistic, 
And a strange thing to think of "often." 
Not all the time, but sometimes. 
"I think continually of those who were truly great." 
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Chronology 

When I was thirteen, I'd jerk off to the Opera News. 
A cover had cleavage. At fourteen I noticed a live girl. 

Ray Tumbleson 
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Behold the Lawnboy 

Down the corridor of Royal Oak House the senior citizens 
Make their way with walkers through the medicinal air. 
The sound of a power mower outside accompanies them, 
Sometimes suddenly distant as a corner is turned, 
Sometimes near and menacing as it runs along 
The tulips and the poppies and toward the main entrance 
And approaches the picture window of the sitting room, 
So that the shirtless lawnboy is revealed in the summer sun, 
His grip, like theirs, on plastic, 
But his tubular metal roaring and slashing at the grass 
And perfuming the June air. 

The engine stops, and therte is a moment for him to gather his courage 
To enter, half-naked and sweaty, this house of ancients, 
To drink the refrigerated water from their stainless-steel fountain. 
Thirst triumphs over modesty and fear, 
And he moves quickly but shyly to taste their spring. 
Three of the elders approach a respectful distance 
And then stop to wonder at this apparition. 
Uke subordinate jungle creatures they exchange looks of awe 
As the golden lawnboy takes in great mouthfuls of cold water. 

He is as a god to them, and as he drinks 
They are filled with memories of youth and beauty, 
And the sweat and thirst of summer afternoons. 

Richard Raleigh 
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In the Bathtub 

1. 
I am the perfect woman. 
My skin is smooth, scarless, 
my stomach flat 
under the water. 
My thighs are Renaissance, 
alabaster, enviable. 

2. 
Full length in liquid, 
my hair is wind-machine sexy. 

3. 
My breasts are two saucers 
of milk. 
The tub laps at me, 
the exhaust fan craves my perfume, 
the heater draws its current 
from me. 

Diane P. Freedman 
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Three Fourths of the Globe 

At first all I can imagine 
are the goosebumps like coral 
on our tongues. Remembering my sister 

and I at five and six trying 
to make a "movie kiss" thinking 
the problem was we needed 

a man. But then watching the waves 
of your hair swirling ocean 
floors, I begin 

shifting. Our nipples 
push up pearls 
while your hands lift 

my waist and I relax 
in the dunes of your hips. 
You're telling me 

there's no such thing as having too much 
in common. And you're right--
women like men do come 

tasting of the sea. 

Denise Duhamel 
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An Evening at the Ballfngall 

There's this steakblood 
sky in the cracks 
of the desk-clerk's teeth. 
After looking too closely 
in his face, I feel compelled 
to force him to confess 
to things he could know 
nothing of but say instead, 
"Well, Monk, it seems 
we're here and would you just 
take an instant to oogle her 
intaglioed so in the twisted 
light of the barber's pole! 
Ah, yes ... Our clothes? 
I guess we drank them off 
across the street 
where women dressed 
for holidays who celebrates 
step onto the stage." 
The key is tarnished with 
the admission of 
ones like us to rooms like these. 

17 



The Lines ln my Palm 

Oh, how much I wish I could lead the life of a 
Simple flower, which smiles brilliantly even in her sleep. 
Oh, how much I wish I could live like a little bird, 
Whose cries turn into a song, 
Alas! 
The star of my ill-tempered destiny hopelessly 
Entangled the lines in my palm. 

Ahn-jlnn Yoo Translated by Hyun-jae Yee SaHee 
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The Abscess 

In place of narrative, this casual 
a-uelty: your lover takes a new 
lover, refusing to explain. 
Her need for change is reason enough. 

That evening at a party: his long, 
well-tailored form, his smile and hands 
alert, as your attention drifts. 
A lifted brow, a nod. That's it, 

they are leaving. You follow in haste 
but when you get to the hall 
they're gone. Lost 
in a familiar city without tokens: 

the glass revolving doors of 
restaurants, the slick white tablecloths--
your state of shock. 
Desperate, you call. No answer. 

Knock at the pane. Not home. 
The cat in the window, the sloop 
of your longing. Picasso, 
whose eyes are a puddle on the sidewalk! 

Abandonment becomes an inquest 
into your beliefs: that you were 
young and foolish, trusting the personal 
touch. Now you must live on grief. 
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Your friends lose interest, or secretly 
side with her. You see a double truth. 
As the paranoid bubbles 
burst, the night unsheathes its claws. 

Later, she'll come to your room, explain--
Love, it was nothing ... light as air ... 
an abscess they drained in your youth. 
Already you have forgotten her name. 

John Morgan 
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The Last Word 

Winning arguments 
is the rending of stone 
from stone. Cut 

to perfect measure 
or chiseled to some artful 
imperfection 

such stone is 
nevertheless 
never again that sheer 

monolith against which sea 
waves break melodies, persuading 
stone to be sand. 

Arguments set up rooms 
of their own with doors of lapis 
lazuli, jade, lime 

stone cut to fit each portal 
leading to pharoah's 
tomb, to pharoah's treasure 

room. After harsh, eloquent 
arguments, silence is a child's 
mason jar of bees, protesting 

in vain against transparent 
stone. In such a silence 
and all alone, a winner hears 
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that last word echo as a pharoah's 
eyelid opens to a lavish, 
hard-won room. 

Bonn/~ St. Andr~ws 
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Sukkwan 

Last time 
you reached for me, 
you were a woman; 
high-rounded cheeks, 
breasts and ass. 

This morning 
under stone 
etched with your grandmother's 

. Indian name, I stare down 
at waterlogged chunks of field 
shoveled in and around 
to cover you. A likeness 
to your struggle. Disheveled ground 
fallen to the drunkeness 
of too much rain. 

Each blade of grass 
washed clean, 
fitfully inches its way 
closer to sky, searching for space 
among this pushing patch 
of clearing. 

From where I stand, the plots 
on either side of you 
appear leveled, 
one with the encircling land. 
And you--
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Two clay chalices 
placed on your mound of grave, 
symmetry and beauty 
recycled from death. 
Or, I think, "Don't drink anymore, Sukkwan, 
not even a sip." 

Mary Lou SaneUl 
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Lumberman, 1955 

He has the skin of an Indian from the Michigan wind, 
from unloading boxcars of lumber, board by board 
by hand. His denims blacken from sawdust and resin. 
A cap collects his sweat. 

His hands are rough, bristled with slivers, 
and never come clean, not even on Sundays. 

He can haul lumber all day, 
flex impeccable biceps, load and deliver 
the bones of two garages in one afternoon, 
but says "Sir" to the man who points. 

Then goes home to a woman with big eyes and belly, 
her housedress held closed by safety pins. 

Too dirty for the living room, he settles 
on his kitchen chair of metal legs and vinyl seat. 
Pipesmoke marks his territory. 
He tongues the foam from brown bottles of beer 
and reads the newspaper with moving lips. 

Unda Andrews 
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Dust Stain 

Dust spread thick light on her hair. 
The currents of seaweed pulled the boat from its slip. 

Brown ink marbled the pine door. 
She caressed her stocking, leather on white silk. 

A cluster of palmettos shuddered in the bright rain. 
He shuffled down the hallway toward the stairs. 

That afternoon she slept on the deck of the ship. 
A dagger of light split the floor. 

He wrote her name on the asphalt with cream and milk. 
She scrubbed the oven with her hair. 

Malcolm Glass 
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Once Again Those Cold Tears 

So each of us, reading desires 
as though the switchman had pulled the lever 
to derail our lives 
arranged variations: the quiet snap 
of crackers on clean sheets. The chant 
of your betrayed breath 
off route 88. Casting spells so 
as not to bend over 
as flowers in a pot 
suffering from too little excess 
in a time 
when only broken charcoal over shards 
could protect against root maggots 
which waited beneath 
the dank humus of our lives 
despite all the charcoal we had layered up 
with its consumed heat. . . Yes, weknew 
passion was a dangerous game, 
but what game wasn't. .. 

And yes, it was the tongue 
purveyor of salty truths, that discerned 
the shadow behind your ear. A small 
protrusion on flesh so once benign. 
Here and there an ugly cast. Obviously 
only the finest physician 
would suffice. Was it 
(we asked in hushed voice) 
malignant? 
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And the answer, aslant in billboard voice 
whispered its name and pattered into 
darkness. So that each of us, 
having come in separate cars, 
took different routes. Having once again 
ecperienced that mysterious gland 
that secretes gold leaf 
as a spider dispenses silk. 

David Stark 
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Fog at the Crossing 

--on three epigraphs from lngeborg Bachmann--

lch kann in keinem Weg mehr einen Weg sehen. 

Our continent is sewn together with barbed wire. 
The roads across the fault 
are overgrown. 

Our elderly recall their younger pulse 
while children bury 
the defeated heart. 
Nine countries border Germany 

and Germany borders itself. 
The fence cuts a house 
and runs through the body 
of a man who would not move. 
He salutes with both hands. 

In other countries 
we do not see the lines 
dividing us. 

reiss ich mir von der Erde meinen Teil,· 

The patriot tears a piece of earth 
the size of his feet 
to carry with him 
and to stand on when he hears a language 
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other than his own. 
He breaks into countries 
demanding change 
for the good of his enemy. 
I am the enemy 

who gives him a piece of my soil 
to show 

how easily it crumbles in our hands. 

Nebelland hab ich gesehen. 
Nebelherz hab ich gegessen. 

Grandmother held her final lover 
in a secret embrace. 
He slid into the fog 

and took out papers 
for obscurity. 
His stateless blood 
flows through me. When he rises 

grey from the Danube 
I see a river without banks 
and my lips move for his 

disclaiming an identity 
in a world that is 
too small to live with its own borders. 

David Chorlton 
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Bald Men at the Beach 

Your toes are bald men 
with hair on their chests, 
what you're afraid to look 
like when you're old. 

You lie on the blanket, 
your eyes closed 
to the sun and your toes 
straight ahead, a reminder. 

Waves crash years behind 
those staring blank faced 
nails. You bury your feet 
in the sand. 

Denise Duhamel 
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The Years We Walk Away From 

This is where we grow our beards and finger 
our chins, where the rabbi taps 
his way through an age 
that horses pull behind them 
in a cart. His teeth 

are worn from talk. He traces 
words with one hand 
through the air, holding 
attention and a sleeve 
with the other. His books lean left and right. 
Their spines and his 
grow weak together. 

This is where Frau Salzer prays 
that she will sell bagels 
enough to buy fruit 
for her table. She pins paper hearts 
to a shelf where dishes balance 
between full and empty. 

These streets follow us, crooked 
in the core of Warsaw, twisting 
through Prague and narrow 
in Vienna where the sun 
scarcely reaches the ground 
but slants 
across the open pages 
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at a high window 
where a scholar turns 
from light written 
to that of sky. On the stones below 

a sleeping man 
has made a pillow of shoes 
while his feet dream in the air. 
We pace between the tailor 
and cobbler, weighing 
a choice of dress and soles. 

As we walk 
the ground is disappearing beneath our feet. 

David Chorlton 
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Overwhelmed 

It had been a satisfying place to visit. 
And when you decided to entrust 
the scene to canvas, it was with 
brisk, impressionistic brush strokes blended 
with the smell of cool, spring grasses and 
warm, pine-filled woods. 
Just a trace of early morning fog 
loitered on the brassy lake waters. 

When you left that place you felt 
as if you had slipped a piece of time 
into your pocket to carry 
with you to the future. 
This painting hung innocently in your gallery. 

It occurred to you one day that 
you should give this old painting away, that it was 
time to fill this space with a fresh image. 
But, even with the decision made, 
your memories were caught off-guard and 
aied for one more consideration. 
No. There was no room for consideration. 

Before you took it down you 
took a photograph of the painting; 
letting go, but not letting go completely. 
You hung the photograph in the hallway 
instead of putting it in a closet 
with your dullest belongings. 
You could pass it without 
a sidewards glance. It 
became part of the wall. 
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You think you have forgotten about 
that photograph, but one day 
you will be walking down the hall, 
looking for a rag to polish your furniture, 
and you will look up at the picture and 
see the frame and the glass, and 
you will see deeply into the photograph of that time; 
and then, too, your questioning face 
reflected back in the glass. 

As you look on, the nail holding the picture 
to the crumbling plaster (which has weakened 
by the warming and cooling of the walls 
through the winter) finally slips 
out of its hole, and the photograph 
spills all over the floor, flooding 
the house with brassy lake water. 

You are forced to swim to the sofa, 
which is somehow floating, as 
the water level rises closer to the ceiling. 
You have to avoid the tall trees 
which have thrust themselves out of the water 
and pushed through the roof. 
You feel a thick, warm wetness on your face 
and you realize that you are bleeding--
the cushion that your head rests on 
is soaked with your deepest emotions. 

You close your eyes and 
wait for the water to subside. 

Trlsh Palos 
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The Performance 

You go over the parts of your costume: 
black tights, black slippers, tunic, 
black cross on black string. 

You was the tights, your cap, 
and your feet. You're not sure 
about this part. 

You play a nun, a barmaid, a songstress. 
The curtain is black. The stage is dark. 
They're filming you with eely black film. 

In the dressing room, before the show, 
the cast has forgotten roses. 
The director has penned notes; 
black squiggles say: Hold onto your 
cross! 

You can do nothing right. 
You've left your husband. 
You forgot about gift-giving. 
When you get whacked in the ass by the 
bartender on stage, you don't react. 
You never had any faith. 
You never knew your lines. 

You try to pray. 

Diane P. Freedman 
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Ways of Naming Death 

I. 
Wind shook the sky 
rattling the blue trees 
and sheeting the brick 
walk with ice. 

Her knees whimpered, 
gravel grinding a dull static. 

II. 
I found that a mouse 
had taken up residence 
in one of my gardening 
gloves I had left in the old shed. 
Fortunately, I caught sight of him 
(or her, perhaps?) darting in, 
dse I might have 
thrust my hand in, 
aushing the poor dear. 

--from the letters 
of Aileen Brevard 

III. 
On the marble-top table 
the pelt of a small 
fox, a brass abacus, 
the stub of a candle, 
receipts for new year's 
magic, a small jar of fingernail 
clippings, a list of summer 
squalls, days uncounted. 
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IV. 
Early in the morning 
we went to a bluff overlooking 
the sluggish, brown river. 
We strapped the wings 
to his arms as he 
directed. He ran 
into the slight wind 
rising from the cliff. 
The sun rose immense 
and liquid into the trees 
along the horizon, blinding us 
so that we could not see 
where he struck. 

--from the journal 
of Hubert McClain 

v. 
Her hand slid against the edge 
of the page, slicing her skin, 
like the strictness of even 
language, words eating the enamel 

from her teeth. And years later 
snow marked her flesh with its long 
twisting, its brighter burning, 
and her joints knotted like 

frozen lightning. The fire pressed 
from flowers sang in the plangent 
voices of crickets. The thick pages 
still breathed her, those books 

with spines peeled away to the wishing 
bone. The meaning of tongues was lost, 
memory dulled by longing 
as her last words fell. 
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VI. 
He moved through the gate 
of April, elegant as cumulus, 
dust in our veins, stem dust. 

The oxen hauled in 
the loads of mud; and the men labored 
into the sunrise, filling 

the fissures. The fires 
were readied along the river, and we 
all watched the wall of rain 

sliding towards us across the valley floor. 

Malcolm Glass 
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Faith 

Because the hillbilly preacher 
Who dared the rattler 
Believed in the Holy Ghost, 
The congregation was a bit 
Startled when he stiffened 
With something less than joy 
And in his last clear voice 
Cried damn it. 

In California an evangelist 
Mocked into his Maserati 
Sped with the lord's light 
At the parting crowd 
And knocked an unattended toddler 
To kingdom come. I could go on: 
A Hutterite woman, hopelessly pregnant, 
Whose husband refused medical help--

Already you know the ending. 
Or you hate my guts 
Because you believe in Jesus. 
Give me a break. All I did was pray 
To a statue called Mary, and presto: 
Rebirth. Coincidence, you say, 
Christ. It doesn't matter. 
The preacher, the toddler, and Hutterite know, 

And they're not talking. 

Michael J. Bugeja 
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Rembrandt on the Hudson 

Bright tulips glimpsed through a 
window. A clipper tacks in the dusk. 
Paint like revolutions can 
disfigure: the subject is darkness 
surrounding the figure who holds 
the brush, the darkness of 
money or the lack thereof, 
a waste of power in accumulation. 

Looking past the figure, eyes 
soft from lack of sleep, 
shadows drift like small talk 
from a fire burning somewhere else, 
perhaps in a winter garden 
amid questions of marble shapes. 
For Rembrandt is old now 
even in his fat biography's 

terminal pages. Awkwardly 
behind its frame the landscape 
of his youth slides by: farms, 
a fort by the sea, green gatherings 
of spring. Partially mad, he 
inhabits a cellar with a tame 
lion and goes on with his work, 
depicting without grief a windmill 
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beating time on a final plain, 
and inside the windmill 
a stranger grinding corn, 
a man who plans no more. Once 
it was so easy to be personal, 
now he wants nothing from life 
not readily available to all; done, 
he sits on his ox and sways 

toward home, an ignorant, happy man. 

John Morgan 
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Catechism 

"Simple ... " He told us to look it up. 
It meant uncomplicated, not frilly--
retarded. • 'They are the only ones 
who'll ever get into heaven," he boomed." 

Mr. Connie smelled of the rnissle 
of vodka loaded in his desk drawer. 
"Like children ... " The rest of his preach 
lost with his fingers making ten parts 

in his hair, his knuckles an elongated ellipsis. 
He left the classroom, holding his head 
like an aching tootlt for another bottle 
left in the janitor's closet. 

For our conformation project 
we volunteered at Zan Barano, the hospital 
for children who never get out. 
The kids we fed were frightening 

and beautiful. They spit most of the steamed mush 
from our spoons and their mouths never closed 
all the wave when they chewed. In the cafeteria, no one 
amid ever eat the same food, not even 

the icecream in prepacked cups. Boys our age 
grew soft dark hair and were never shaved. • 
And the girls wore pointy bras way too big. 
Our favorite was Melissa, the baby 
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we couldn't hold because she had no spine 
We swung shells and paper dolls over her crib 
and cooed at her through the bars. 
On the third floor, where volunteers 

couldn't go, there was another child 
who never sat up. A child with a head three times 
a big as his body. Water, we heard them say, 
on the brain. Mr. Connie told us 

they were simple, but he didn't see 
the drool that teared from the sides 
of their mouths, the drool 
that dried like awful white scars. 

Denise Duhamel 
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Patina 

Beneath Pressburg Castle, gypsies 
beat the Danube with their clothes. 
Nothing cleans them 
in the city's eyes. They 
are wandering music 

whose home is bright scarves and fast notes. 
In his workshop, Anthonius Thir 
strokes varnish 
on his newest violin, shaping 
sound while his foot taps. 
The wood bellies 

as Thir checks every side and names 
a price. From here 
the story wanders 
to an orchestra at court 

with music dressed 
for each occasion. A century of empires 
begins. A mass 
sanctifies the new campaigns 
and dance tunes drown 
defeats. Napoleon 

stables horses in a church, 
Franz Schubert sucks lemons 
against a crippling thirst 
and the decades roll 
toward revolution 
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while in the provinces a violin 
is quietly rebuilt 
as the capital braces itself 
for change, but in Vienna 
change returns the people 
to their original ways . 

• 
By a Sarajevo bridge, a gunman 
plans his shot. In Znaim 
a gypsy violinist 
eases a restaurant's concern 
playing a czardas that spices 
evening meals. He rests the scroll 
of his violin against the table 
to retune, gradually wearing 

the form away. 
Countries are quickly changed. 
New borders crave 
the songs their old lands played. 
Another restoration 

brings the instrument to life 
in the nineteen twenties, but for whom 
we do not know, only 
that fifty years will wear 
the varnish off 

until the pieces of it lie 
for sale in Prague. In a borrowed case 
music is smuggled 
to its next performance . 

• 
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July in Idaho. A Bach partita 
in the forest 
binds the living wood. 

David Chorlton 
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Aerobatics 

Buckling and unbuckling 
Angels (ahl bright gyral) 
Sweep a mazarine waltz 
To corymbulous schmaltz. 
Reverent and craning 
Meridian people, 
Chattering sparrowly 
To loud, mock vanishings, 
Fling far their finishings. 
Thunder's sons, aerially 
Arcing in phantom trace, 
Share their nunc dimittis--
Empyreal ... 
With amanitine grace. 

Joseph A. Dupras 
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A referee is born 
Again, forsakes the snake-
Olarming cheerleaders, 
The violence and gambling, 
But mostly this championship 
Game, titled like stations 
Of the cross with Roman 
Numerals. All season 
He has dreamed 
What in this moment to say 
To the world. The microphone 
Like a slingshot on his hip 
Will carry The Word 
Through a Telstar farther than God 
On the Mount. On the gridiron 
The Goliaths shun 
Him, damn him, heed him 
Until time 
Nearly ends, the game, 
Tied, fans riveted, 
Money riding 
In the shape of a pig-
Skin: Now the flag, 
The forum to last a good minute 
Before the mike is jammed, 
The whole stadium up 
In arms, his colleagues 
Befuddled, broadcasters 
Guessing the call--
Then static like lightning 
Oacking the signal 
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Of a distant station, 
The Word 
Garbled, his lips 
Too far to be read, 
And the sign--the sign 
Of the cro~--mistaken 
By most for a penalty. 

Mlcha~l J. Bug~ja 
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Mrs. Chun Sees God fn the Trees 

sees there his face 
her finger pointing 
at the greasy 
black and white print 
and his nose that leaf 
his hand out to you 
how the hell did she 
drive that carfull of 
white kids and discern 
god simultaneously 
everywhere even in us 
but yes mrs chun 
we'd agree 
yes i see him smiling 
in those branches 
and in the back seat 
where her tortured son 
could not see us 
if we were careful 
we grinned and made 
circular motions at heads 
with our forefingers 
yes mrs chun 
yes 

R.E. Stratton 

Sl 



Mathew Brady's Civil War 

Set on two barrels 
thin wooden door 
bearing your boyish, pale form 
naked but for blanket, 
modestly draped to 
girlish, high-arched feet, 
cramped, bunched toes 
pointed primly. Oh, the light's 
almost stagey, catching even 
valved tube infusing embalmer's 
art at neck--
belying your sleepy look--
and embalmer himself standing 
near enough to steady 
your right arm 
as if search for pulse, 
standing veste~, frock-coated, 
full-bearded and professional 
in black derby, concerned 
profile staring at your mild face 
or is it the tube? 

Brady hated the road, 
you know, 
its rain and mud, and stench of death, 
preferred doeskin trousers, 
soft scarf, 
merino vest, 
lavender water, 
cologne and brandy 
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and let others 
wait out the long exposures, 
later marked them "Photo by Brady." 
But always like this--
direct and simple 
but puissant chiaroscuro, 
you posing well. 

R.E. Stratton 
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A Crucljfxlon 

Below in the dark, Veronica waits to wipe the face. 
Thick-feathered eagles dust out their wings 
and peck at tiny specks of bloodied meat. 
Into the hot black holes of distant hills, forgotten 
soldiers suck the last breaths out of the daylight 
Villagers pound thick wooden stakes into the ground 
as the black sky casts its shadow over heaven. 

Hanging from crooked poles, the soft body tenderly 
pulls at two thin wrists and 
sags above the nail holes 
in two bony feet. 
Dark circles surround the closed lids: there are no stars 
to draw the last light out of his eyes. 

A sleeping nighthawk stirs, opens his 
giant, frog's mouth and croaks to God about 
the spirit ascending into the darkened fields of coal. 
Veronica unwinds the linen shroud from about 
her waist, and--naked now--
attends to the corrupted flesh. 

William M. Allen 
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The Idiot at Midnight 

There are no rabbits that nibble 
on a barn roof, 
or a silo's bald head, 
or a windmill's silly arms. 

But the moon is an egg. 
The moon can roll uphill 
to sit wherever it wants. 

When the moon rolls off the barn roof 
it cracks on the ground. 

Many rabbits eat moon-yolk for breakfast. 

Rabbits and barns and silos and windmills 
can't fly, 
although the windmill tries. 

Sometimes the windmill is dead. 

Sometimes rabbits eat too much moon and die. 

When a rabbit dies it becomes the moon. 
When the moon crashes 
one rabbit feeds all other rabbits. 

They all have to do it. 

Bill Hoaglllnd 
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Demodocus 

I can dream 
the wrath of Achilles 

--have dreamed 
Nestor's noble son 

--will dream 
the hard white walls 
of Troy 
and high-prowed ships 
scudding up the beaches 
of Aegean isles, 
bringing booty home. 

But when the feast is finished, 
then, 
I, too, will go home 
at the end of a white stick, 
tapping out midnight's 
sunlight along invisible edges 
of daylight darkened streets. 

Philip Parotd 
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In Darkness 

Trees are gray-green ghosts 
in fog: arms like whips 
and toes like mystery unchecked. 
They would grow forever. Soon, 
a spade wouldn't break through the soil. 

When I watch rocks erupt 
from the hardening ground like teeth 
from some great gaping jaw, 
my own teeth calcify--upper 
set to lower--so I can't say a word. 

Water, thick with bracken, steals 
through the crevice of rock. Ponderous, 
it rises over the rock's black lip, 
stains on either side, like huge 
and chafed and swollen thighs. 

The moon lights only itself. 
Our palms are sweaty, we huddle 
in the dark. What is it we share? 
What is this common feeling 
the heaving stars emblazon? 

Kim Roberts 
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Winter ln Tucson, Arizona 

There is an emptiness made by the coming 
of cold: it lifts, like dust, on the wind 
but does not disperse; it gets in 
my mouth; my hair, between intentions. 
We drove all day to get here. 
I saw a small plane that was weft 
to the mountain's warp, dust devils, 

. a sea that turned to road as we drove into it. 
I saw clouds that held rain tight in their fists, 
clouds that held nothing. 

When you place your two hands on me 
in sleep, trees grow out of the water 
and bend their winged leaves 
like fingers in a bowl. 
I feel a resonance to my bones. 
The body works and sleeps, light fails. 
Shadows grow upon the door 
and pin the shape of our flesh to the walls. 
Outside, the brittle tips of winter grasses 
mark a boundary. 

Kim Roberts 
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It Is April Fools' Eve 

past time to bring in the sled, 
lean it behind the bedroom door, 
hang summer rafts from it. 

Backlash of leaves I wipe from blue runners, 
cold as a sky the sled rushed under 
in fine wake of snow grit. 

My dive timed just after yours, 
on the roar of your back 
I heard the fast winter. 

Our beast with one back 
made me want every ride, 
every ride faster every ride better. 

The next day melted the night forever, 
false spring soothed the sled tracks, 
lured the narcissus. 

False winter then showed 
a trick of spring snow, 
white easing white to death. 

Tonight in an absence of weather 
my hands arrange seasons 
as March becomes over. 

The sled scales the wall, a Champion Fastback. 
On its crosspiece hang 
the red raft, blue raft. 

Copple Green 
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Snow Field 

for R.K. 

The air above the street 
is a field: a snow-field, a field of white flowers 

' sinking with the velocity 
desire takes when it finishes with fear. 
The frozen water makes rapid decisions, 
it descends, it circles 
like the paper boats we lost. 
These flakes are white lambs, white inclinations 
falling past a thin net of branches, 
past the captive audience of drops 
lining the telephone wires. 

• •• 
After I have watched the snow fall 
I will sleep, a sleep 
made of white and double things, 
an infinity of dreams 
drifting down to the soft bed of the lawn. 
Some dreams are different: 
they surrender. They are perennial, glacial, 
they nod to the consciousness 
of the dreamer. 
Not minding how they come into the world 
or how they will melt out of it. 

• • • 
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I want to wear 
the shoe that glides, 
to snowshoe, to walk without sinking 
inside the oval frame of the dream. 
When I pass the crystal details 
in the lower margin I will move on, 
forgiving a certain information 
I will pass, white and fictitious, 
a character dressed in light wood and crosspieces. 

I remember the way 
snow blinds the silence 

• • • 

and turns the trees into eathedrals. 
I have walked without sound, 
while the snow packed down 
and the indiscretions piled higher, 
white scarves, white lies. 
I kept walking, 
articulating with my feet, past playgrounds 
heaped with missing children. 

• • • 
There is something called a snow train. 
It waits for passengers, 
empty except for the flight of birds 
passing between its open doors. 
There are snow birds, snow drops, 
snow devils, columns of fine snow 
blown upward like marble, 
the entrances to buildings 
we can't see. 

• • • 

62 



We have walked through so many fields, 
we have become snow blind. 
We wait for hours to regain our sight, 
in meetings with nodding white flowers 
we wait while the surface packs down 
under the heavy sky. 
We think we can walk away 
if we are dressed properly. 
We think the mountains will melt, 
that there is shelter against the avalanche, 
that it is warm to lie down 
in excess, to accumulate, 
to be snowed under in press and roll 
of the world. 

Judith Skillman 
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Reed Flowers 

The strength of my youth sustained the 
River's new course last summer. 
Along the riverbank, where you and I bid 
Our goodbye, 
The reed flowers are in their full bloom, 
Reminding me of your frantically waving hand, 
Your pale hand, 
My dearest one. 

Ahn-jlnn Yoo Translllted by Hyun-jae Yee Sallee 
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California Suicide 

"She got into the dishwasher, qfter having removed both trays,· 
the machinery started up when she pulled the door shut from 
within." 

To say goodbye so 
exotically like that. It was effective 
as statement: more so than a fistful 
of Nembutal and the hot tub, or 
(less dangerously) the .38 
hidden in the aspidistra. For long now 
she's been a clean plate, dry 
and on the shelf. Looking at her reflection 
in the tabletop. Not finding any escape there 
from the absolute beauty of the bay. 
Her husband and children not so intensely 
but quietly, like a codeine-treated 
toothache. Anyway she hadn't any 
more, and, knowing this she got in 
and shut the door. 

Janet Me Cann 
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A Man Condemned for Eating Children 
Foresees his Death 

My body was bathed and oiled 
and I had eaten my daily portion 
of glass. It is true, I am aware 
that consciousness at its most expansive 
gnaws at the edge of a birth, 

but I always wish to contend 
that the past is not the present ... 

Each footstep the clank of melodrama 
in an art that has come a long way 
from the Middle Ages merely 
by doffing its hood, 

and as we stood 
in what should have been a dream 
coffee and doughnuts were served 
on regulation metal, as if I were only 
there to observe 
one small decrepit man burst into flame. 

John Morgan 
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At Ninety, She Lost a Son by Suicide 

Daddy's mother was amassive tree 
struck by lightning in a summer storm. 
Shocked at the roots, 
she lost her sap and mass of green leaves, 
curled her long branches in defensive frenzy. 
In a wooden coffin, they laid her today, 
a rotting trunk, 
skinny, balding, arthritic. 

Bonnie Roberts 
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Zlnalda 

1920 

In the darkness between home 
and Poland, Zinaida pulls her coat 
free of the fence. She stops in a field 

to look for God and rouge her cheeks. 
She mends torn fur 
while a piece of Russian animal 
hangs in the space 
between countries. 

1941 

Dmitry has extinguished candles by his bed 
to listen for hope. 
His clothes wait 

for the maid to brush them. In the morning 
she opens the curtains 
but France is still outside. 
Dmitry sweats cologne 

as the blood turns cold inside him. 
Zinaida faces icons 
speaking quietly 

to whoever is behind them. 
What are you doing, she asks, 
there in the dark. 
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194S 

Zinaida's hair is dying, 
She wants it rinsed 

the devil's colour. 
Flre goes through her scalp. 
She lights a cigarette 
and leads her cat to the simple room 

where she follows her arm 
to sleep and her face 
floats across the pillows 
to Father Vasily. 

David Chorlton 
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Death Request 

The hoe descends 
with practiced ease. 
The farmer surveys his crop 
as he thins each row 
so strong can grow stronger, 
and new shoots can push aside old roots. 

The hoe descends row after row. 
Granpa gasps under the wilting sun: 
"Don't bury me near a tree," he says. 
"I fear roots between my ears." 
The hoe descends again and again. 

Diane Webster 
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Out 

When a day passes without crying 
When you finally find a window 
When in the dusk your feet ache 
And eyes sleep below your brain 
You're gone 
You're out 
And the last flight to L.A. 
Is not even a memory. 

Sllvano Zamaro 
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Epitaph Contest 

we are sorry, your 
epitaph was disqualified from 
the list of stone beauties. 
we can't pretend we're displeased 
but libations were ineligible 
as well as three-piece smiles. 
however, the metaphor 
of clover and wasps was drawn 
with incredible skill 
and a team of some sort found it clever. 
the winning epitaphs were: 
"some wings against the dark" 
"the hedge throws convexity 
predominant green.'' 

Copple Green 
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Green 

Water condenses on the undersides 
of the leaves where they are lighter 

green, hanging down in the shape of heavy 
breasts. These leaves feel like papier mache 

and try to glue me to one place. 
I am not at the ocean. 

Plants grow faster than I can keep up, 
I listen, and have my suspicions. 

It is a conspiracy of green: 
olive, emerald, Kelly, 

pea, sea, bottle. 
Thick drops of condensation 

grab at my neck like leeches. 
I imagine the miles 

between us: every landmark is lost. 

Kim Roberts 
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Las Casas Colgadas 

In Cuenca they are mad, 
and hang their houses on the sides of cliffs. 

With their Iberian fondness for fate 
they dare their houses to fall into the gorge below 
and they load them down with beds and tables 
and casks of sherry and panting bookcases 
and little cellophane packets of saffron 
and, who knows, concert grand pianos 
with ivory keys and mahogany metronomes. 

And not a house falls, 
never the shudder, 
the sickening sound of timbers rending in the night, 
the roar as their world separates from the rocks 
and rains upon the gorge 
and begins to make its way, piece by piece, 
along the river and through the ricefields 
surrounding Valencia to the sparkling Mediterranean--
ancient graveyard of mahogany metronomes. 

But the people of Cuenca do die, nevertheless. 
The boy on the sunlit balcony 
who bangs his tricycle into the wooden railing 
that stops his fall (a dreamlike vision 
of red frame and wheels slowly turning in mid air 
and little body hunched over as if to sheild 
something from the prying hands of playmates) 
will die less picturesquely: an aneurysm 
while eating a paella with friends 
the week before graduation 
being peculiar enough. 
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The girl who keeps the shutters of her window closed 
because she fears the gorge below, and predicts 
her nightmares every night, will indeed die of falling 
(for lives, like poems, should have their dose 
of irony): down a slate stairs onto a marble foyer 
in her hurry to answer the door 
the year she became a grandmother. 

So the people of Cuenca continue 
to hang their houses on cliffs, 
perhaps not so mad after all, just characters really, 
like the people lined up at windows 
at racetracks on Saturday afternoons--
not wise necessarily, but living by the odds. 

Richard Raleigh 
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Desire 

Robert BosweU 

The plankboard porch groans under the weight of his sons as 
they walk out into the early morning Nebraska sunlight. Virgil 
watches through his bedroom window as his sons file out. He is 
propped up on one elbow in the bed and holds the curtain to the 
side with his free hand. He watches Darrel step off the porch, 
turn, and see him in the window. The boy waves to his father. 
Virgil doesn't wave back. He lets the curtain fall. Work, he 
thinks, and the heat of sunlight, the smell of sweat, the feeling of 
dirty jeans, sweep quickly over him. They do my work, he 
thinks. They do well enough. 

His wife is in the doorway with breakfast on a TV tray. He 
wants to tell her that for a moment the feel of work, of exertion, 
was with him. It's difficult to talk, to make his thoughts come 
out in words. "I almost felt like working," he says. 

His wife sets the tray next to the bed and shakes her head. 
"You know you can't work. Besides, the boys are doing fine." 
She sits on a corner of the bed. 

He wants to tell her she misunderstood, that he felt like he did 
when he used to work, not that he felt like working now. She 
helps him sit up in order to feed him breakfast. The words, even 
the memory of the feeling, slip away from him. 

"I tried something new today. I chipped the bacon into the 
scrambled eggs so it would be easier to chew." She points a 
spoonful of eggs and bacon bits at him. 

The sight of it makes him angry. He doesn't want it easier to 
chew. It won't taste the same. He wants to eat like everyone else. 
The spoon is right at his lips. Instead of talking, he eats. She 
means well, he thinks. He wants to tell her that he knows she 
means well, but he would rather have regular bacon and eggs 
like always. The spoon is at his lips again. He eats. How did he 
let himself get this way, he wonders. What day was it he left the 
fields for the last time? Who was he talking to when he failed to 

78 



put sentences together? What morning was it he didn't get up? 
"Laura," he says, after the last spoonful of eggs is gone. 

"When was it I went to bed?" 
"Well," she stares at the ceiling. "about nine, I think. You 

were tired from watching television." She wipes egg from his 
mouth. 

Virgil closes his eyes, nods his head as if his question has been 
answered. Laura puts the spoon on the dish, dish on the tray. 
With the tray in hand, she walks to the door. "I'll turn the 
television on for you." She pulls the knob on the Motorola as 
she walks out the door. "Call if you need anything." 

She treats me like a child, he decides. She thinks of me as a 
child. "I am not a child," he says aloud. On television, the 
hands of a game show host flap about his head like a startled 
dove. The audience laughs. Virgil wants to turn them off. He 
would like the television off. Too tiring, too difficult. He 
wonders if Laura would like to see him just go ahead and die. 

A woman on television wins a new red Pontiac. Virgil thinks 
of his 1965 Chevy pick-up. Laura wanted it red, so that's what 
he bought. Good pick-up in spite of that. Good solid feel for the 
road. Long bed. Radio, good radio. Radio and televison. Televi-
sion and radio. The woman on the game show climbs into her 
new red Pontiac, and Viril remembers that he was thinking 
about the truck. The red one they used to own. Good truck, and 
the pavement stretches out in front of him for a thousand miles, 
a straight line so long it covers the horizon. He's driving at night 
by himself. In the distance, he sees lights and other things, things 
that can't really be there--jewels of some sort, his boys in 
overalls too big for them, a long wrought iron table with broken 
chairs. He would like to stop, but there is no brake pedal. The 
night is thick around the truck. He keeps driving. He doesn't 
know how to stop. 

"I'm sorry," Laura says. "I thought I should get this in case 
the eggs didn't agree with your stomach." She rocks him to one 
side and slips the bedpan underneath him. 

"I never shit in my sleep," he says. 
"You forget," she says as she leaves the room. 

The television is still on. Already it's ten. Most of the morning 
is slept away. At noon his sons will be coming in for lunch. They 
used to eat at the Jet Diner. Years ago, Molly Parker worked 
there. She had their lunches ready at noon every work day, then 
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sat and talked with him and the boys between customers. Brown 
collie eyes. He tries to remember the year. 1967? 1968? They 
met under the neon JET DINER, red and blue with no one else 
around. She looked almost beautiful that night. "Lock the 
door," he'd whispered. "Turn off the lights." He remembers 
aawling into the corner booth, the one that sat seven, and mak-
ing love. Laura never knew. Maybe he should tell her. There's a 
lot he could tell her, but he loses himself in the telling. 

The television set is rolling. The wind must be blowing the 
lights out. He can't see enough to tell whether he's at sea or it's 
rows of wheat that ripple about him. He is damp and cold. He 
wakes, afraid he has wet his pants, but remembers he doesn't 
have any on. It makes him angry not to be wearing pants. Darrel 
is in the room and says something. "I was sleeping," Virgil says, 
unsure what his son asked. 

"Want some lunch?" 
"No." He watches Darrel leave. He doesn't know how to tell 

him what he wants to say, or what it is he wants to say. There 
must be something, he thinks, that he can say, that is worth say-
ing. He tries to pictures Molly, but all he can see is the woman 
who won the Pontiac hours ago and the woman on television 
now who holds a pink box with a black bow. "Goddamn it," he 
says. "Goddamn it," he says again. "Goddamn it." Blood 
rushes to his head. He likes the feeling. "Goddamamn it." 

Darrel is quickly back down the hall. "Something wrong, 
Dad?" 

"Turn the goddamn it off." He points at the television. Darrel 
turns off the set. 

Laura enters the room. "What's wrong, dear? Stomach giving 
you problems?" 

Stomach? he thinks. Stomach? Finally, he knows what he 
wants to do. He decides he must do it before he forgets . He rolls 
onto his side, pushes the bedpan to the floor. "Piss on the 
sheets," he says and pushes himself into a sitting position. 
"Darrel, get me some goddamn to put on it." 

"What, Dad?" 
"Clothes, goddamn it," he says. Laura looks upset, but Dar-

rel is holding back a smile. 
"What has gotten into you?" Laura says. 
He looks at Laura's face, then the doorway where his oldest 

son Clay now stands. "I want to eat," he says, thinking of Mol-
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ly, for a moment able to see her in a red and white checkered 
apron. 

"You lie back down," Laura begins. 
"The diner." He looks at his sons. "Me and the boys going to 

eat." 
"You'll do no such thing," Laura says. 
"The hell ... " he says, then stops himself. He wants her to 

understand. He tries to make the right words come out. "I could 
die. Nothing worse." He looks quickly at Darrel and motions 
for the overalls he is holding. Darrel doesn't move, looking to 
his mother for permission. Virgil motions again for the overalls. 
What was it he used to say at times like these? 

"You'll have to help him dress," Laura says to Darrel. 
At the same instand, it comes to Virgil, the thing he used to 

say. Darrel is pulling at him, working the pants up his legs, but 
Virgil is determined to say it. His son puts a hand under Virgil's 
arm and he stands. He's dizzy but he remembers. "We got 
things, woman," he says, but he can't finish the thought. With 
his arm around Darrel, he walks to the door where Clay takes his 
other arm and puts it around his shoulder. "To do," he spits out 
as they leave the room. 

He walks slowly with the boys through the hall and living 
room, across the plankboard porch, increasingly dependent on 
their shoulders for support. He walks barefoot and shirtless with 
a son on either side of him to the new Chevy truck. He points to 
Darrel. "You drive." 

He sits in the truck nearly exhausted. It begins to move. The 
wheels of the truck turn in his belly. The dirt road lies in front of 
him in a haze he knows isn't really there. The boys are talking to 
him, but he's too tired to listen. The fields look a different shade 
of green than he remembers, and the fear of death sinks into his 
stomach. "I can't work," he says, and the boys get quiet. 
"And can't tell, and I don't know." Clay pats him on the leg 
and looks away, but Virgil thinks he sees in Darrel's eyes an 
understanding. 

The young waitress walks from the counter to the door when 
they enter. Her shoulders slump unevenly and her hair is knotted 
on one side of her head. She seems hopelessly unbalanced and 
looks nothing like Molly. "You have to have shoes to be 
served," she says, looking at Virgil's feet. "I'm sorry." 
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"Shit," Virgil says and points to the booth in the corner that 
seats seven. Clay talks to the waitress while Darrel walks Virgil 
to the table. 

Virgil pushes the menu away. "I want a sandwich," he says, 
trying to remember the last time he had a sandwich. He rubs his 
hand over the vinyl seat and thinks of Molly. He can see the 
checkered apron falling from her waist, his fingers on the but-
tons of her white blouse. The memory doesn't vanish. He can 
smell roast beef from the greasy stain over her heart as he opens 
her blouse. Her neck is salty. Her ribs and hips are white as lime 
in the moonlight. Virgil lifts his hand from the seat, remember-
ing the sensation of their bodies sticking to the vinyl, remember-
ing suddely a diesel blowing its horn as it rushed past, as if aware 
of them inside, and approving. He even remembers, for a mo-
ment, the passion. He looks up at his son sitting next to him in 
the booth. Clay and the lopsided waitress approach the table. 
"Roast beef," Virgil tells the woman, suddenly very hungry, 
"Roast Beef." He slaps Darrel on the back. 
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Do You Hear the Piper? 

Phillip Parotti 

Do you hear the piper, piping, from the other side of time? 
Smith claims that he doesn't hear a thing, that the piping is a 
perception of my imagination only, but then, Smith is tone deaf, 
and I'm not. Furthermore, if what Smith tells me is correct, he 
was born and grew up within a stone's throw of the Youngstown 
steelworks, and while I might be wrong, I rather fancy that 
would destroy anyone's tonal perceptions. Physical im-
pediments aside, Smith simply doesn't have my training, my 
background, and consequently, I suspect that his limitations 
may be as much attributed to intellectual imperceptibility as 
faulty ears. I can't say that I've actually raised this point with 
him, but I am reasonably observant, and much given to the em-
pirical method. Let me explain. 

Both of my parents are, by choice, professional musicians. My 
mother, the celebrated coloratura, remains moderately well 
known on the basis of her recordings and, particularly, for her 
1934 performance in La Traviata when she was given a special 
standing ovation by the King of Savoy at La Scala. My father, a 
prodigy on the cello, gave up performance shortly after he mar-
ried my mother in order to compose a series of concertos for 
violin and piano; these were so successful that he returned to the 
stage only sparingly throughout the remainder of his sixty year 
career, and while I have often heard his music in performance, I 
cannot honestly say that I have heard him perform his own 
works more than three or four times in my life, and even then, I 
always heard only what he had rearranged for cello, my mother 
often singing the piano runs, so that the final effect was usually 
quite different from the one intended in the original composi-
tion. 

The consequence of this family passion for music was that I 
was born and grew up surrounded by it. I remember distinctly, 
for example, a device attached to my crib which allowed me, 
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when I squeezed a golden butterfly, to hear several bars from a 
short Gregorian chant. Later, to promote favorable results dur-
ing potty training, my father constructed another mechanism 
which answered each deposit with two full minutes of Wagner, 
following a preparatory drum roll. Throughout the day, I heard 
continuous music at home arranged and selected according to a 
strict pattern which both parents had determined several months 
prior to my birth: I awoke to baroque trumpets, spent the morn-
ing with Bach, Vivaldi, and Handel, napped to Debussy, played 
afternoon games, accompanied through closed doors, by my 
mother's practice sessions, supped to Monteverdi and Purcell, 
and retired in the evening to the Brothers Grimm backed by 
Brahms, Mozart, and Beethoven. I did not discover Rimsky-
Korsakov until, after parent's day at my school, my father sug-
gested to Miss Endicott, that he might be able to provide suitable 
recordings to accompany our lunch period. Smith--and I have 
questioned him--doesn't even know the names of these giants 
and keeps trying to interest me, instead, in some Persley or 
Pesley person who is supposed to be very contemporary. But he 
is wrong, I think, because if the record he played for me is any 
indication, this Persley or Pesley person has incorporated the 
ideas of Enrico Malatesta into a musical credo, and that clearly 
associates his work, in my mind, with Prince Kropotkin and the 
Paris Commune: modern, perhaps, but hardly contemporary. 
And besides, as I said earlier, I've heard the piper, and the piper 
is contemporary. 

When compared with my own, it should be apparent, then, 
that Smith's appreciation for music is rather limited. I make no 
demands that this fact be accepted, but in so far as I can tell, the 
point ought to be obvious. And then, too, Smith admits that he 
has never heard the piper while I have been aware of him almost 
continuously since I was five years old. 

In 1943, my parents gave their last joint, public recital in the 
open air on the lawn before Wards Five and Six of the Fort 
Bayard Veterans Hospital just outside Silver City, New Mexico. 
We had moved to New Mexico in 1939 for my father's health; 
during the preceding year, as he accompanied my mother on 
tour from Milan to Vienna and then to Warsaw, he had 
developed what the doctors called a "serious" inflamation of 
the lungs and upon their suggestion had sought the healing pro-
perties of high, dry mountain air; thus, we returned home and 
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settled in Silver City astride the continental divide, or so I'm told 
because I was hardly old enough to remember clearly the mo-
ment of settlement. There, amidst the mountains, the juniper, 
and the pinon pine, I grew up surrounded by the music of the 
great composers, and prepared, on Christmas morning in 1943, 
to hear my parents play their last joint, public recital. Mother 
and father, as I recall, had motored the ten miles to Fort Bayard 
earlier in the morning, after presents, of course, with the direc-
tor of the establishment while I was to be brought out later by 
my nurse and friend Roswintha Clef. I had, it seems, declared 
my desire to experience public transportation, and accordingly, 
as the final gift for my Christmas, I had been given a blue ticket 
which would take me as far as Fort Bayard on the El Paso bus 
line, 
a conveyance which departed once each day from in front of the 
fire station, shortly before noon. The bus was late that day, and 
around noon, I heard the piper. 

As we stood there before the fire station in that cool December 
air, I remember two things distinctly. First, Roswintha was 
holding my hand rather tightly, too tightly as it turned out, and 
second, I was having difficultly standing still. In one of my 
fidgets, I happened to glance over my shoulder, and that's when 
I heard the piper. Behind us on the lawn before the fire station 
stood three large wooden signs covered with names printed in 
black, block letters; about two thirds of the names were flanked 
with black, five-pointed stars, and I am absolutely certain that 
somewhere behind the board, a piper was piping. When I 
pointed this out to Roswintha, she turned, looked at the board, 
and then clasped my fingers so painfully in her grip that she in-
advertantly dislocated the index finger of my left hand. That this 
was entirely accidental, I am sure, but accident or no accident, 
the result was the same: I screamed, and the piper played louder. 

"Oh, ohl I'm sorry, dear," said Roswintha, crying and hastily 
relocating my index finger. "Oh, dear, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, but 
those are our boys on Bataan." Then, she showed me Mr. Clef's 
name and his black star, and all the while, I heard the piper play 
quite the same tune again, but what he was playing, I think, was 
The Black Watch. That was the first time I heard the piper. 

Although the dislocation of my left index finger was not per-
manently painful, the damage that resulted was, and the next 
morning, my father, after carefully examining the digit, pro-
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nounced it unsound and concluded that all stringed instruments, 
woodwinds, pianos, and the French horn were forever beyond 
my ability. My mother, whose chief desire in life had been to see 
me playing viola with the New York Philharmonic, wept for 
days, but eventually, my father brought her around, and they 
began testing my voice. In September of 1945, we moved to 
Chicago where, before nightfall on the day of our arrival, I 
began taking voice lessons with the long retired but still famous 
tenor, Francesco Piacenza. Smith, of course, likes to refer to 
him as Franky Peesinza and claims he sings boogie. 

Mr. Piacenza's studio overlooked Grant Park, and I par-
ticularly liked to go there because our apartment, which was 
located in Harwood Heights, afforded no clear view of Lake 
Michigan. High up in Mr. Piacenza's studio, I could look direct-
ly over the top of his grand piano and watch autumn sailboats 
with their brilliant blue and white spinnakers sail smartly into 
the wind. And then, too, after my vocalizing, Mr. Piacenza 
would lead me from the studio into his apartment to spend 
another hour giving me tea and showing me his collection of 
model steamships. These, he built himself from hard woods and 
whatever blueprints he was able to obtain through a variety of 
shipping magnates who had once been and remained his 
patrons. He had put together, I believe, one scale model of 
Fulton's Clermont, the plans for which he obtained through a 
contact at the Smithsonian, one Norwegian tanker, a five foot 
replica of the Normandie, a walnut model of the Conte di 
Savoia, a teak representation of the Europa, and a beautiful 
model of the S. S. United States in finished cherry. He had, as he 
told me, crossed the Atlantic at least twice on each ship, with the 
exception, of course, of the Clermont and enjoyed showing me 
the entrance to this or that saloon where he had been induced to 
give an extemporaneous recital or sing duets with a passing 
soprano. All in all, I think he was unhappy to be retired because 
I remember how much pleasure it gave him to say to me 
something like "And when I opened in Paris, I always took the 
Normandie" or "The only way to La Scala is aboard the Conte 
di Savoia. Invariably, he came home aboard the United States. 

I studied with Mr. Piacenza for five years and even prepared 
with him to make my debut. In the spring of 1950, the Violante 
Boys Choir from Lyon toured the United States and sang 
angelically before packed houses in Los Angeles, Atlanta, San 
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Francisco, Philadelphia, Newark, and St. Paul. The choir-
master, a close friend of Mr. Piacenza, had also arranged to br-
ing his voices to Chicago, and upon hearing the news, my father 
and mother went immediately into consultations with Mr. 
Piacenza, the upshot being that I was to make my first public 
performance by singing tenor solo parts with the choir while 
they were in Chicago. I cannot say that the idea did not appeal to 
me; on the contrary, I looked forward to the opportunity with so 
much enthusiasm, in fact, that on the morning before my first 
performance, Mr. Piacenza arranged an impromptu birthday 
party for me in his studio, and there, for the second timd, I 
heard the piper. 

For the entertainment of my parents and a few close friends 
who gathered that morning, June 2Sth, to be exact, I sang one of 
two of Felix Hutchinson's compositions--the precise numbers I 
have forgotten--and then, in a brief moment of joy, launched 
myself into Parry's Jerusalem. In the midst of the climactic bars, 
at the precise moment when my voice expanded to proclaim 
Blake's highest thought, Mr. Piacenza, smiling from ear to ear, 
walked through the door with a newly completed, solid oak 
model of a Forrest Sherman class destroyer and presented it to 
me as his birthday gift. My excitement was boundless, and on 
the strength of the moment, I held the high note, expanding and 
expanding it until the resonance in my vocal cords cracked two 
windows slightly and my voice irreparably. I have ranged, ever 
since, somewhere in the fuzzy region between bass and baritone; 
Smith says that I am a clear bass, but then Smith does not have 
perfect pitch. 

My mother, naturally, blamed Mr. Piacenza; she claimed he 
had shocked me, but that is patently untrue. In fact, as I look 
back, I tend to absolve Mr. Piacenza of any contribution to the 
matter. He had only thought to give me a boy's present, 
something he himself had created with his own hands, and how 
could he or anyone else for that matter know in advance that I 
would hear the piper at the precise moment he handed me the 
destroyer. That is the sort of thing no one can really foresee. 
Smith, himself, tells me that he gave his nephew a scale model of 
an M-60 tank as recently as last week with no negative results, so 
therein lies a lesson. On the twenty-fifth of June, on my twelfth 
birthday, however, mother was not in the mood for lessons of 
any kind, and the news that North Korea had put ten divisions 
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into South Korea that morning didn't even cause her a momen-
tary pause as s he hustled me and father into a cab outside Mr. 
Piacenza's apartment building. 

My vocal career, then, never got off the ground, and in the 
end, father began teaching me composition at home and set in 
motion a plan for getting me a scholarship to Julliard. This, I 
freely own, would have pleased me greatly, but in 19S8, the year 
father had selected for my entrance examination, he and I unex-
pectedly discovered a -here-to-fore unknown method for com-
posing double concertos based upon the twelve tone technique, 
and we began working night and day to bring our discovery to 
perfection. By this time, mother had retired, so she and Roswin-
tha, who had remained with us through the years as mother's 
traveling companion and secretary, began to travel more widely 
in order to promote local operatic companies and stimulate 
musical enclaves in various of the nation's cities. We spent, of 
course, all holidays together and summers either on Cape Cod 
where father retained a beach house or in Santa Fe where mother 
sometimes went as a consultant to the opera and to be a musical 
personality, but wherever we were, father and I worked on our 
discovery and explored our variation of the twelve tone techni-
que. 

In 196S, I believe--possibly it was the beginning of 1966--we 
wintered in Aspen. Father's inflammation had returned in a 
mild form, but this time, for reasons which have never been 
dear, the doctors advised us to go to Colorado, and we rented 
for three months, a splendid apartment overlooking the ski 
slopes. There, on a briskly crisp morning, just after I had taken 
father out for a walk, I heard the piper for the third time. Not 
much of a story goes with this, I'm afraid; in fact, the whole 
episode was rather mundane. Father and I were standing in the 
foyer removing our coats, the doorbell rang, I answered it, and 
the postman said "Greetings." That's all there was to it, except 
for the fact that in the back ground I could hear the piper more 
clearly and cacophonously than I had ever heard him before. We 
were, I think, no more than six weeks away from the perfection 
of our technique when the dissonance of those pipes burst over 
me, but there was nothing for it; our years of work and research 
had to stop on the spot. Had I gone to Julliard in l9S9 as plann-
ed, things might have been different; I might have obtained a 
deferment of some sort, but then father and I might never have 
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progressed beyond the intuitive moment of our discovery, and 
like some watcher of the skies, we would have been bathed only 
in our own wonder; the half dozen double concertos we nearly 
completed would never have been started. 

In consequence, I flew to Fort Sill, Oklahoma and enrolled in 
a course which I can only refer to as symphonic utterances. 
Later, in June I believe, just as the rains began, I was flown half 
way around the world at no expense to myself and made the 
assistant director for an entire organ section which performed 
daily in the villages and hamlets south of Pleiku. My function 
for five months was to make the entire battery sing in harmony. 
But to my regret, innovation on the twelve tone scale was im-
possible because our impressario never allowed us any more 
than the eight simultaneous tones of a major diatonic scale. On 
more than one occasion, I explained to the man how useful a 
twelve tone chromatic approach might be, but the idea proved to 
be too complex for him until finally, one night in an attempt to 
capture the essence fo Handel's Royal Fireworks Music, we over-
taxed our instruments and all harmony stopped together. "rhat, 
at any rate, is my explanation of the event. 

Smith, of course, claims that the other band simply played 
louder than we did. I really can't say; in my experience, I have 
usually found that one is seldom able to hear a competing instru-
ment or ensemble if one is too intent on one's own performance. 
Whatever the case, I wound up in Walter Reed where Dr. Mit-
chel did what he could to mend my legs and where I did what I 
could to describe to him the sound the piper made just before the 
harmony had stopped. Dr. Mitchel was, without doubt, the 
most accomplished orthopedic surgeon who ever worked on me, 
and I am equally sure that I am forever in his debt for the facility 
with which I can now move about, but even I must admit that his 
knowledged of music was rather limited because when I told him 
clearly, on several occasions, that the piper had been mixing 
strains of The Black Watch with America the Brave, he profess-
ed not to know what I was talking about and merely said "The 
piper has to be paid." Why I did not think of that myself, I will 
never know. The reasons are probably not, now, material, but 
the significance of his observation has not been lost upon me, 
and I have taken every step to make the piper whatever payment 
he requires, only Smith keeps getting in the way. Well, actually, 
nr. Mitchel became a little of an impediment himself. 

89 



I was so struck by the clarity of Dr. Mitchel's remark that at 
the time he made it, I was unable to respond. But on the follow-
ing morning, when he made his first rounds, I was ready and 
waiting and asked him point blank where and how much. 

"What?" said Dr. Mitchel. 
"Where do I pay him, and how much does he want?" I asked. 
"What are you talking about?" he said. 
"The piper," I said. "I want to pay him." 
"You have," said Dr. Mitchel, "in spades," and before I 

oould ask another question, he and a nurse walked off toward 
the end of the ward. 

The truth is that my memory is quite good. I can remember the 
exact pitch of Roswintha's scream on the morning when she 
dislocated my index finger; I can remember the precise shade of 
lavender that Mr. Piacenza preferred in his lapel orchids, and I 
can remember the specific odor of chewing tobacco in the 
postman's mouth on the morning he delivered his greetings to 
me in Aspen. What I cannot remember is ever having paid the 
piper, and I am absolutely sure that if I had I most certainly 
would not have done it in spades. In fact, I don't think I've ever 
held a spade in my hand. I mentioned all this to Dr. Mitchel dur-
ing his afternoon rounds, and rather than explain the point, he 
sent me up to see a friend of his named Dr. Sterne who talked to 
me about imaginative perceptions and then brought in Smith to 
be my companion. That's when they moved me into Ward 7. 

Ward 7, I don't mind saying, was very unpleasant. Nurses 
showed up at the most ungodly hours and gave injections that 
tended to make me very drowsy, and all day long, hidden 
speakers poured out the kind of sonoric swill that is best left in 
airports and supermarkets where the courage to try something 
really sustaining like Anton Bruckner or Mahler is conspicuous-
ly absent. Still, I might have made it, might have survived it but 
for the piper, or rather, the thought of him, lurking somewhere 
out there in the wings, just off stage, waiting silently until I 
became ready once again to make my debut. That, frankly, is 
what kept me in a cold sweat the whole time I was in Ward 7 and 
what finally sent me over the hill, or through the rear window if 
metaphor is not to be allowed. It was the knowing, the knowing 
he was out there waiting to inflate the bag, waiting to be paid 
that made me move, and when I moved, I moved fast, too fast 
for Doctors Mitchel and Sterne, and even, in the beginning, too 
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fast for Smith. 
The moment I was able to get away, I headed straight for 

Olicago, straight for Mr. Piacenza's studio, but to my dismay, 
his landlady informed me, not without many tears, that Mr. 
Piacenza had passed away in 19S7. For a while I was tempted to 
hang around the building on the off chance that the piper might 
show up, but a few hours of careful thought on the matter show-
ed me that I was more likely to find him in Aspen than in 
Olicago, so I hitchhiked west. Had I been thinking more clearly 
at the time, I would have realized that Aspen was hopeless. It 
was summer, of course, and no one goes to Aspen in the sum-
mer, certainly not the piper, I'm sure, but the clarity ofthe point 
did not dawn on me until I reached Denver. Still, I suppose I 
didn't lose much time because my overall westerly direction was 
oorrect, and once in Denver, all I had to do was swing left, catch 
a Greyhound, and I was on my way down to the continental 
divide in southwestern New Mexico. We passed through 
Alamosa at three o'clock in the morning: and as I tried to work 
out a method for financing my payment or payments to the 
piper, I fell soundly to sleep. That was the one real mistake I 
made, because when I woke up a little south of Taos, my 
moments of inattentive slumber had landed me right in the midst 
of a police roadblock, and "friend" Smith, followed by two 
thugs dressed as military policemen, was coming toward me 
down the center aisle. 

Ward 7 was painted during my absence; they painted it again 
in 1972 and again in 1979, but those are the only improvements 
that I can see. At my own request I have been supplied with cot-
ton balls, daily, but I am still not able to stop out what Smith has 
started calling • 'mood music'' and something equally repugant 
which Major Fist calls "cocktail piano" and which I refer to 
lightly as rooster performances. I am also allowed manuscript 
sheets upon which I might easily compose a few bars, but so far, 
I am not allowed pens, pencils, or instruments, and frankly 
without one or the other, I don't think I'll ever be able to write 
music because the crayola I'm allowed will not fit between the 
pre-printed scale lines on my manuscript sheets, and then, too, 
each night, they take the sheets away and bring me fresh ones in 
the morning. I have not, however, allowed my time to be com-
pletely wasted. For one thing I have devised an elaborate finan-
cial arrangement by which I will be able to pay the piper when I 
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finally do locate him, and at the same time, I have about finish-
ed my plan for making the location. I'm going back to Silver Ci-
ty; that's where I'll find him, if he's anywhere, right there in 
front of the fire station behind the Bataan board, polishing the 
changer and the drones to his pipes while he waits for me to 
reappear and try to restore the harmony. This time, for sure, I'm 
either going to pay him or kill him. It is my sincere hope that he 
will listen to reason. 
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Journal, April1975 

Frank Busk1 

There was one small table in the corner and I made my way to 
it and sat down. It was crowded in the cafeteria: there were a 
few drops of rain this morning and the tables and chairs outside 
still hadn't dried out under the clouded skies. I was going to read 
some papers when I heard his voice. 

Wyn was sitting with his back to me, kind of hunched over and 
she was in profile. I knew him because he was in my creative 
writing class; he wrote about long-distance running all the time, 
weird experiences about running up against the wall and things 
like that. On occasion he mentioned a girl friend, Lee, who 
sometimes ran with him and I guessed that the young woman sit-
ting with him was probably Lee. 

I always tell my students that they can get a lot of good 
material from eavesdropping, particularly about the way people 
talk. For starters, I always tell them about the time I was walk-
ing to Sproul Hall in the rain, umbrella over my face, when I 
heard a woman's voice saying, "That's the last time I pay for 
somebody's vasectomy." They always see that there's a story 
there, somewhere; I'd just be satisfied if I had seen the woman's 
face. 

Wyn was tall and stringy; he always looked to be mostly legs 
when he walked into the classroom. She was tall, too; she had a 
rather square face and long blondish hair and wide shoulders; in 
fact, she was solidly built; she might even outweigh Wyn. And 
as I took a quick glance at her, she was plainly troubled, her fork 
stirring in some kind of mess that the cafeteria was always using 
the campus newspaper to assure us was really quite nutritious. 

Wyn straightened up in his chair. "There's something I have to 
tell you." 

She stopped pushing the fork around the plate and just looked 
at him. 

"Lee, we ... " He stopped, cleared his throat, and then started 
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again, "We have to stop, I mean, we can't go on, it's not 
right ... " 

Her face crinkled up and the tears started to roll down her 
cheeks. "I knew it." She wiped at the tears with the back of her 
hands. "Who is she? I knew when you didn't come last 
night ... " 

He reached over to take her hand but she drew back quickly. 
"Oh, it isn't that way at all." He sounded like a department 
store Santa Claus trying to ho-ho-ho his way around some kid's 
embarrassing question. "I gave my heart and soul away; I ac-
cepted Lord Jesus Christ as my personal savior." 

"Oh, no," she said, putting her hand over her eyes. "But why 
couldn't you come and tell me. What does that have to do with 
me--with us?" 

"Well, everybody was hugging me and saying how happy they 
were and then Rev. Mollek ... " 

"I'll bet he was hugging you, too," Lee said. "He never can 
keep his hands off you." 

"Stop it, Lee, this is serious." Wyn turned his chair so that he 
faced her. ''Then we all got down on our knees and prayed and 
praised the Lord. And the Rev. Mollek said that I should go 
straight home, that I shouldn't come to you because it would en-
danger my immortal soul. .. '' 

"That creep." 
" ... and that I should come to see him first thing this morning. 

So that's ~hat I did. He said that if we--well, if we were together 
it would endanger your immortal soul, too." 

"Good grief!" Lee's hand began making a fist and then 
straightening the fingers into five stiff spokes. "Let him worry 
about his own damned soul!" 

"You don't understand, Lee." Wyn sucked at a soft-drink 
container and I could hear the air around the crushed ice. "This 
morning I went over to his office and we prayed and then he told 
me that he wanted me to teach a Sunday School class of junior 
high school boys. Well, as he said, how could I get up out of a 
bed of fornication and stand up in front of a group of young 
boys who had a right to expect me to be leading a pure life." 

"You bastard! You dirty bastard!" She bit the words off so 
short I expected to see blood on her lips. "What the hell are you 
talking about?" 

"Well, Lee, you don't need to get so mad. After all, we aren't 
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married and it says in the Bible ... " 
"I don't give a shit what it says in the Bible. You mean to tell 

me that I'm nothing but some dirty slut that you've been pump-
ing up every time you get the urge?" Her face was white and she 
stared at him with a hard look. "Is that what you think we've 
been doing all these years? Fornicating?" 

"Like I told you, Lee, it's right there in the Old Testament. 
Rev. Mollek can tell you ... " 

"It's too bad we didn't have Rev. Mollek around back in the 
seventh grade when we started, isn't it? Back when I had to steal 
the pills from my mother. Think of all the sinning you would 
have saved." Then she broke. She tried to talk but she couldn't 
for the tears and the sobs and she put her head down on the 
table. 

"Gosh, Lee, I'm sorry." Wyn put his hand out as though to 
touch her, then drew it back. "Rev. Mollek says the devil temp-
ted us and then led us astray and that now I have to be strong in 
the Lord. For both our sakes." This time his hand touched her 
and he started stroking her hair. 

Lee's head jerked up and she pushed Wyn's hand away, then 
grabbed it and squeezed hard. "Look, if this is going to give 
you such fits why don't we just get married?" 

"I've told you over and over again." Lee's shoulders 
slumped and his voice suddenly sounded tired. "If we get mar-
ried my parents won't pay for my schooling and I've got two 
more years here and then there's med school." His voice trailed 
off. 

"What are you going to do? Take cold showers for the next 
five years? You know you like it as well as I do." 

"Stop it, Lee. I didn't think you'd take this ... " 
''You practically call me a whore and expect me to like it? 

Look, dope, I love you. And you said you loved me. And now 
you want to make all that dirty ... " 

"I do love you. That's the trouble of it. But we have to think 
about how we will spend eternity." 

Lee had stopped crying and now she had both Wyn's hands in 
hers. "I'd rather just think about how we're going to spend the 
afternoon. Come on over to my place; I'll cut class." 

"Get serious," Wyn said, but his voice didn't sound serious. 
"Tell you what we'll do," Lee said. "We'll have one more, 

just for the road." 
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"I've got a better idea." Wyn got up without letting go of 
Lee's hands. "My roommate has lab until five; let's go to my 
room." 

They walked down to the side door and outside where the sun 
was now drying up all traces of the rain. When they got to the 
sidewalk, Lee started to pull back; Wyn tugged at her and then 
they started jogging, laughing as they went, until they disap-
peared behind the oleander border. 

I doubt that Huck Finn, then, had ever chosen more happliy to 
go to hell. 
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This Ain't No Love Story 

D11vld Shalhr 

It seems that there was this big dude named Dudley who was 
havin all sorts of trouble with everyone and everything, and 
because of this some judge told him he'd better get his ass into 
therapy and get himself together before the new year came or 
else he'd send him to the big house for a long, long stretch. Now 
this guy Dudley came from one of them families where people 
did most of their talkin with their hands--if you know what I 
mean. Anytime some little problem came up there was bound to 
be lots of screamin and yellin and more'n just a little poundin of 
other people's heads. So you can imagine that when the dude 
finds out he's gonna have to spend· two hours of his time each 
week flat on his back talkin to some college educated bird who 
smokes a pipe and has a beard and has lots of diplomas and 
other sorts of stuff like that on his fine mahogany walls--well, 
you can imagine! It was gonna be rough, and sheet, you'd have 
thought that judge would've at least had the good sense to stick 
old Dudley with one of them newfangled shrinks who straps you 
into a chair and shows you lots of dirty pictures while all the 
while he's shockin the hell out of you with some special kind of 
electricity set. 

Well, since this guy Dudley really wasn't given much to say 
about things he went to see some man called Greenbaum, and 
from the moment he walks into his office Dudley don't like the 
way things smell, and he tells the man that just because some 
half-ass judge saw fit to make him come to these here sessions it 
don't give no man a right to sit and fart for a whole hour and ex-
pect that someone is gonna ignore it or just be so dumb as to 
figure it's the aroma of some newfangled tobacco they is sellin 
for pipes these days. Yeah, that's the way it was and because of 
it the man Greenbaum saw fit to take a whole bunch of notes 
usin all sorts of fancy words like tresistence and transparance, 
and after he was finished he polished off a letter to ole Dudley's 
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social worker who figured it was only proper that the judge be 
informed what that man Dudley had been up to since he'd had 
his ass chewed out in court a month back. 

So this judge sends Dudley a letter tellin him he wants to see 
him before the week's out. Well, since ole Dudley don't read so 
good he pretty well ignores this letter, and just as you'd expect 
that judge is madder'n hell and calls the sheriff and tells him to 
get that man Dudley into his chambers by eight o'clock the next 
morning. 

Well, when Dudley sees this big fat sheriff pull up in front of 
his house he has a pretty good idea of what's about to happen, 
so he figures he'll sneak out the back way and make tracks for 
the big city where he jest knows people got better things to do 
than harass a workin man who's had the bad luck to knock up 
the fourteen year old daughter of the local deacon. But the 
sheriff ain't no dummy, and he has a notion that a dude like 
Dudley'll do most anything to make himself scarce. So he sta-
tions his number one deputy outside the back window, and 
wouldn't you know it, that jest as Dudley's feet hit the ground 
all hell breaks loose. Well, the fact is, this number one deputy 
fights dirtier'n hell, and figurin a man gotta defend himself right 
and proper ole Dudley finally decides to stick a six inch blade up 
the pig's gut. Now, while this deputy's insides are pourin out all 
over the backyard the sheriff himself comes round to investigate 
all that noise and comotion, and Dudley, who by this time 
knows he's in a heap of trouble, figures more'n likely that 
sheriff fights dirty too, and in view of this he picks up a big two 
by four and splits the man's skull open right down the middle 
jest as he turns the corner of the house. 

Soon everybody in the whole county knows what Dudley's 
been up to, and the governor himself sets up a posse to hunt him 
down and bring him in to answer for what he's done. Things 
really looked bad for a while--why hell, they even had snappin 
dogs and a whole bunch of special deputies helpin to flush that 
man outta the bayous. Well, jest as you'd figure ole Dudley 
never even got close to gettin to the big city, cause by sundown 
the next day he had a whole load of buckshot in both his legs and 
them rednecks had his ass in chains. 

Well, everybody is real down on ole Dudley--even his kinfolk 
are pissed cause he'd once and for all convinced everyone in the 
whole parish that the Dawkins clan weren't nothin more'n poor 

98 



white trash. That first night he spent in jail more'n a few of 
them deputies called him all sorts of foul names and a couple of 
em told him they'd heard that a bunch of good Christian folks 
were plannin on comin up to the jail later on that night and had 
their minds set on pullin him outta his cell and bringin him up to 
Possum Hill where they was gonna stretch his neck on one of the 
big oak trees. Well, after they give him this news them deputies 
took turns workin him over with those big black billy clubs of 
theirs--yeah, sure they was drinkin beer and carousin, but that 
still ain't no excuse to treat a man the way they did. Well, finally 
they said they'd leave him be, cause he had to be in court the 
next day and they didn't want him all black and blue so as 
everybody could see. But before they went a coupld of em told 
Dudley they figured hangin was too good for the likes of him 
and if they could have their druthers, they'd cut his balls off and 
stuff em down his weasel throat. 

Well, wouldn't you know it, it jest so happened that one of 
them fancy liberal lawyers had jest come tD settle in the parish 
cause somehow all that moist air was good for something or 
other in his supposedly sickly body. He sure could have fooled 
Dudley though--the man looked healthier than a spring chicken 
and he sure played a mean game of basketball (least that's what 
his cousin Benny told him). But the fact of the matter is that ole 
Dudley didn't care much what the dude looked like cause when a 
man's ribs is busted and his leg is half off and half on--well, 
anybody who comes down the pike willin to help out is more'n 
welcome. So when this liberal, who just so happens to look a 
hell of a lot like that man Greenbaum probably looked when he 
was years younger, catches wind of the fact that they'd thrown 
some down and out country boy in the can, and that some of 
them redneck deputies were workin him over pretty good he 
figures he's obliged to do somethin about it. This was because 
the man had been brought up to see things different than most 
folks in the parish. So the very next day he makes it his business 
to see some judge, and usin lots of big words he tells the man 
that this here is the land of the free and the home of the brave 
and lots of other horseshit like that. Yeah, he lets that judge 
know jest because a body kills a cop or two don't mean he's not 
a human bein no more, and the law says every person got to get 
somethin or other called rude process. And damn if that 
hayseed don't snow em with all his fancy language so that the 
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next day a bunch of state troopers come in one of them shiny 
new Chryslers with a specially built engine and carry ole Dudley 
outta that smelly jail and drive the man up to the next parish 
where he's put in a Christian hospital which has a whole bunch 
of nuns to attend to all his bodily needs (exceptio, of course, for 
one). 

After about a month or so everyone figures Dudley's ready to 
stand trial. Yeah, you guessed it--that liberal lawyer, who's still 
mindin everybody's business, shows up at the hospital and tells 
ole Dudley he's gonna help him out and that things ain't as bad 
as they look since the law's changed and it's hardly likely they'd 
electrocute a person in this day and age. The man also says that 
although they may send a body to jail for what Dudley's done 
that ain't so bad since prisons are a whole lot nicer than they us-
ed to be. Well, Dudley weren't exactly what you call bright, but 
he damn well knew that this was Louisiana, and down here they 
don't cotton too kindly to a man who kills a cop, let alone two. 
It's common knowledge that for such a thing they send you 
down to the big house outside of Baton Rouge and have you sit 
there till some higher up in the capital says it's ok to burn you. 
And hell, if they don't do that they march you out to some god-
forsaken work farm in the swamps and have you heavin mud'n 
stones fourteen hours a day, not to mention the fact that you 
gotta bed down in the same buildin with a bunch of horny 
bastards, half of whom wanna stick their thing up your ass. 

Things sure looked bad, but sheet, ole Dudley kinda 
underestimated that liberal lawyer. Yeah, that ole peckerhead 
pulled all sorts of laws and precedents and fancy terms outta his 
asshole, and when he was all finished he convinced everyone and 
his mama that ole Dudley weren't that bad a person and that in-
stead of sendin him away and forgettin all about him it'd be a 
far better thing to rehabilitate him so as one day he could con-
tribute somethin to his country and his community. Sure 
enough that judge was a god fearin man and he decides to send 
Dudley to some fancy new prison outside of Monroe where they 
had a bunch of college educated people experimentin with all 
sorts of techniques intended to change a man's personal habits. 
Yeah, ole Dudley sure hit the jackpot when they send him to talk 
with some dude therapist who was barely outta school, and this 
man decides that Dudley's problems'll all go away if he has sex-
ual intercurse with the proper lady often enough. But accordin 
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to this therapist in order for a body to really get better there be a 
proper way to screw, and if one didn't do it that particular way 
no matter how many times a person did it it couldn't contribute 
none toward clearin up one's state of mind. Well, it jest so hap-
pened the proper way to screw had been put in writin by some 
half-baked German psychiatrist by the name of Vilhelm Reek, 
and this dude therapist happened to have read all that man's 
books from cover to cover. 

So this therapist has some hired lady come into prison three 
times a week to show Dudley the right way to screw. The 
therapist called that little bitch somethin like a surrobate, but 
Dudley knew she weren't nothin but a common whore. Sheet, 
she was screwin jest about every dude in the cellblock (exceptin, 
of course, them that didn't like women), and ole Dudley figured 
it was for certain that therapist and all his buddies were gettin 
more'n their share of her hot little nooky. Well, the fact of the 
matter is that if Dudley really set himself down and gave some 
hard thought to that lady and what she did, he'd of had to con-
cede she was a might bit different from all of the other loose 
women he'd known previously--and he'd sure known his share 
of loose ladies in his time. Yeah, this bitch liked to use fancy 
language, and she sure as hell took her good 
time before lettin a man screw her right and proper. Sheet, she 
spent more'n half the time tellin a dude to lie back and relax 
every damn muscle in his everlovin body before she let him get 
down to business. She was especially big on massagin a man's 
legs and chest--diggin them long pretty fingers of hers all the way 
into his skin while supposedly he's thinkin real hard about sheep 
jumpin over fences and other sorts of sleepy things like that 
when all the man really wants is to stick his dick into her warm 
little snatch. 

Now, before I go any further it'd be best if I did what's 
known as a little character development. You see, up to now 
you probably figure this dude Dudley's a good for nothin who 
should've been locked away in the proper sort of prison a long 
time ago. Well, I'm jest gonna spend a minute or two in order to 
show you that this here is a human bein we is talkin about and 
no matter what the man's done he deserves more consideration 
than you is probably givin him. The truth is, he seems to be one 
of them poor souls who gets screwed up and around every which 
way by each and every person who happens to cross his path. 
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Sure, you're gonna tell me the dude killed a couple of cops and 
molested a little girl. Well, you can think whatever you like, but 
around here we is brought up to believe a man's entitled to both 
pro-tection and a-fection, and the way I see it that's all ole 
Dudley was trying to do when he got mixed up in them sup-
posedly bad things. 

See, Dudley was born poor and both his mommy and daddy 
weren't exactly what you'd call bright. It so happens that ole 
Dudley was their third youngun and that by the time he ap-
peared the other two were already sorry sights. The fact of the 
matter is, his mommy and daddy hardly knew how to take care 
of a child in a proper sort of way. So jest as you'd expect even-
tually more'n a few folks around here started talkin about what 
was goin on inside that trashy ole house that set at the foot of 
King's mountain. So it ain't no surprise that one day every de-
cent body in the whole parish decides that them people ain't fit 
to have a family and they send some educated lady social worker 
up to investigate what's goin on. Well, since she don't like none 
of what she sees she informs some judge about them people, and 
that judge decides it wouldn't be right and proper for the two of 
em to keep on havin babies, so he figures it'd be in everybody's 
best interests if the whole damn family was brought into town 
and the whole lot of em had them tubes cut that is necessary for 
makin babies. 

Well, no one ever got around to cuttin anybody's tubes cause 
Dudley's ole man didn't cotton to a bunch of strangers comin in-
to his house tellin him to gather his brood so as some fancy doc-
tor could fix em as if they were a pack of wild dogs. I guess that 
man kinda went a little bit crazy--he shot up three or four good 
citizens, not to mention the fact that he filled a bunch of them 
state agents with some of his best Kentucky buckshot. Well, 
after it was all over and that man'd been subdued they got into 
his house and saw his ole lady and all the kids ceptin Dudley 
were riddled full of bulletholes. After they'd cleaned up the 
mess and got rid of all them bodies they shipped Dudley's daddy 
off to some crazy house outside of New Orleans, and then saw 
fit to farm ole Dudley out to some distant relatives who lived in a 
neighboring parish. Now, because of what happened the boy 
lived with them Dawkins people, jest about all of his childhood. 
His new stepdaddy was a hard kind of man who was into God 
and all sorts of shit like that, and it jest so happened he was one 
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of them types who'd beat on a person at the slightest sign of 
trouble. Well, I wouldn't be exageratin none to say that dude 
wore out more'n a few straps tryin to get ole Dudley to work ex-
tra hard at school--but damn, if that boy didn't do a hell of a lot 
better than anyone would've ever figured had one known his 
natural parents. 

When Dudley reached an age of about thirteen that ole boy 
began to sprout as if he were a beans talk, and by the time he was 
sixteen he was better'n six feet nine inches high. Well, sometime 
during his days in high school some coach gets hold of him and 
makes him into a pretty fair basketball player, and even though 
his grades are barely passable a goodly number of folks start 
talkin about sendin the boy to college. And wouldn't you know 
it, as things tum out ole Dudley winds up at one of them little 
schools where everybody goes crazy when it comes to anything 
to do with sports. Well, you know the crooked coaches they got 
at some of them places--hell, they'd do most anything, includin 
killin their own mother, so that a boy can keep playin ball for 
em. So for about a year even though Dudley can't do shit when 
it comes to schoolwork this coach pads his grades and does lots 
of other dishonest things in order than this big boy can keep on 
playin ball. But then ole Dudley goes and knocks up the wife of 
some local businessman, and when the truth supposedly comes 
out the lady says Dudley forced his affections on her and that 
she never wanted no part of that sorta thing. Well, even though 
everybody in the whole damn town knows this lady is the worst 
sorta slut it don't mean beans 
cause the woman's husband got lots of money and this man 
wants to see ole Dudley get his comeuppance. Well sheet, at first 
the court has some symapthy for Dudley cause he is playin good 
basketball and his social worker says he's sorta what you call an 
orphan, but then the judge finds out that a few years back he'd 
knocked up some little cheerleader from St. Pierre's parish, and 
that the boy's real daddy is in the crazy house outside of New 
Orleans, and that a while back it'd been recommended that all 
his people have their tubes cut. So the judge figures it'd be best 
for everyone if he sends Dudley to some reform school so as the 
boy can learn a few social amenities. 

Before goin any further I'd better explain that by the time he 
was eighteen ole Dudley had screwed a goodly number of girls, 
and though some of em may have been amight young the fact is 
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that most of em weren't no younger than he was. And hell, so 
far as I know every one of em was agreeable to spreadin her legs 
for that boy. Now, one gotta understand that his Dudley was 
sorta different than most fellas his age--you see, he was kind of 
an ugly person and most of the time he walked around in a daze 
like some sorta geek who is lackin in social breedin. But when a 
boy's as tall and lanky as Dudley is, even though he be ugly, 
more'n a few girls are gonna get an awful curiosity regardin the 
size of his peeker. And sheet, when some female finally gets to 
see that big thing of his she can't hardly help but wonder what 
it'd feel like once it was inside her. So I guess you can see it was 
only natural to expect that sooner or later that damned boy'd get 
one or two of them bitches pregnant. 

Well, there ain't no sense in me draggin things out any more 
than is necessary. Hell, this ain't no Sunday school and I ain't 
no preacher. But I gotta figure that boy Dudley never really got 
a fair shake from anybody. Sheet, ever since the first time he en-
countered judges and courts and all them sorts of things he's had 
more'n his share of troubles. Now, I is willin to concede he 
weren't exactly what you'd call a good boy--hell, everybody 
knows that most of the time the words that come out of his 
mouth were jest plain foul and that the boy was prone to usin his 
fists more often than any decent person should. But then you 
take into account all them woinen he got in trouble with and 
how he walked around as if he was in a daze most of the time--
sheet, one don't gotta have the smarts to figure out that the boy 
weren't playing the game with a full deck, and I for one gotta 
believe that whatever it be that was troublin him it be somethin 
one fixed some other way than by sendin a body to prison. 

Well, gettin back to what I was talkin about before I got 
started on this here character development--you see, when this 
judge who is decidin what to do with Dudley after he went and 
killed a couple of hard workin lawmen says he's gonna send the 
boy to some brand new jail in Monroe where they is tryin out all 
sorts of revolutionary ways of treatin a man--well, if I be honest, 
I for one am mightly glad that ole judge didn't see fit to send 
Dudley to one of them high security prisons which ain't much in-
terested in helpin a man get back on his feet. This is because 
over the years I'd met that boy Dudley more'n a few times and 
always I came away with the feelin that down deep he really 
wasn't a bad sort of person. 
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Well, anyways, this Dudley's seein this so called lady sur-
robate and at first she comes and sees him once or twice a week. 
But soon she's tellin the chief honcho that this man Dudley re-
quires extra special attention and before you know it she's hum-
pin him jest about every day of the week (exceptio of course 
Sunday which is a day of rest even in a prison). Well, the truth 
of the matter is this lady took an extra likin to ole Dudley's 
peeker. In fact she claimed to have noticed some strange sorts of 
muscles poppin outta the sides of his organ that made screwin 
him an extra special sort of thing for a lady. And she ought've 
known--god knows that little bitch had been tailed by enough 
able bodied men. Well, wouldn't you know it, but this dude 
therapist whose in charge of this crazy lady buys her bill of 
goods and decides that maybe it'd be best if ole Dudley was 
studied scientifically, cause maybe if somehow other men could 
develop some of them special muscles ole Dudley had--well, it 
could turn out to be a real blessin for a goodly number of people 
who were havin their troubles gettin enjoyment from sexual in-
tercurse. So this crazy dude decides he'll hook ole Dudley's 
peeker up to some complicated lookin machine with all sorts of 
pens attached to it that start writin everytime a man's organ so 
much as twitches. Yeah, and if that ain't enough the man goes 
and takes lots of pictures of Dudley's organ, and then he invites 
jest about every doctor in the whole state of Louisiana to come 
in and examine the man's peeker from root to tip. Well, that 
sure was a mistake so far as that therapist was concerned, cause 
them bunch of doctors that come to see Dudley concluded that 
this so called therapist is either queer or jest plumb crazy. Oh 
yeah, they was all willin to concede ole Dudley's peeker was big-
ger than most, and that sometimes a big thing like that is 
capable of drivin a certain kind of woman jest a little bit crazy. 
But sheet, them dudes couldn't find no special muscles on the 
man's organ like the lady said there was--and hell, by now the 
lady's long gone anyway. It jest so happens she was one of them 
smarty pants broads who though likin her men hung was also 
partial to em bein smart and conversational. So, since Dudley 
be too dumb for her she went off to shack up with some poetry 
writer who Uvet'l in Mobile, Alabama, and poor ole Dudley's left 
in th~t rehabilitation center with that crazy therapist, who by 
now 1s barely holdin onto his job. Well, since this therapist got-
ta save face he says all them other doctors are wrong and he 
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knows for a fact that this Dudley is somethin special. Because of 
this the man keeps on fiddlin with the poor boy's peeker until 
finally one day the damn thing gives out and no longer is of any 
use to him or anybody else. Yeah, ole Dudley'S' now what them 
doctors call partially disabled. Hell, it was bad enough the boy 
couldn't get no more pleasure playin basketball cause of all that 
buckshot in his legs, but now with his peeker not workin there 
sure didn't seem to be much fun left for him in life. 

Well, by now some smart new bunch of doctors have been 
given charge of Dudley. So these dudes run lots of complicated 
tests on the boy and finally they decide he's what's known as 
mildly retreaded, and it's all because he got this thing they call 
an extra Y chromosomy. Yeah, it seems this extra 
chromosomy's somethin that appears every once in a while in 
real tall boys like Dudley, and because of it all them doctors 
recommend that Dudley be locked away for the good of 
everybody, cause sometimes these boys with that extra 
chromosomy are prone to losin control of their emotions and go 
out and beat up on decent hard workin citizens. But of course 
that liberal lawyer's still watchin after Dudley's interests, and 
that man decides to give another one of his pretty speeches tellin 
everybody how this boy Dudley's been screwed around with so 
much he don't know whether he's comin or goin, and the way he 
figures it the time had come to call all accounts even and set that 
man free. Well, by the time that lawyer finished talkin 
everybody in the room who's listenin is jest about cryin, and the 
blustery ole judge who's in charge of things suddenly jumps to 
his feet screamin hallelujah and amen and then sees fit to set ole 
Dudley free. 

Well, for a while Dudley hangs out back home and spends a 
considerable amount of time with that fancy lawyer, who seems 
dead set on rehabilitatin the boy. The man gets Dudley some job 
in a factory where they make tires and other sorts of things outta 
rubber. Hell, he even tries to get him to play some basketball, 
but it really don't work out since the boy's legs is all shot up and 
he ain't no longer got any motivation to play the game. Seems 
all ole Dudley can think of is women and how not a one of em'll 
have anything to do with him since his peeker gave out. Well, 
this Dudley mopes around for a while and then one day his 
landlady informs the lawyer that during the evenin the boy'd 
packed all his belongins and made his way outta town. Well, 
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since Dudley's on parole the sheriff's office finds out about this 
latest thing he's done and considers him to be a fugitive from 
justice. So they post his picture all over the countryside in order 
that someone might turn him in, but I guess that ole boy weren't 
as dumb as everybody figured cause no one saw hide nor hair of 
him for the better part of a month. 

Well, one day Dudley shows up in the state capital where he 
climbs to the top of some big building and sees fit to shoot the 
governor and a couple of other political types as the whole 
bunch of em are drivin to some clambake. Seein as I'd had a 
long standin interest in the boy, when I hear about this latest 
trouble he's in I hustle my ass down to Baton Rouge and on get-
ting there I find a whole slew of lawmen shootin at the poor son-
of-a-bitch, who by now is pretty well hidden behind some thick 
wall of concrete way up high. Well, everybody knows it's jest a 
matter of time before they shoot that man down like he was 
some kind of wild dog. And hell, they don't even consider gettin 
some priest or next of kin to try talkin him down. 

Well, even though a part of me still feels pity for the boy and I 
got half a notion to speak up for him, my smarter side says it's 
all but over and it'd be best if I leave well enough alone. It turn-
ed out I was wise to keep my thoughts to myself, cause not 
more'n a half hour after I arrived that liberal lawyer shows up 
too figurin he can save ole Dudley's ass one last time. Well, that 
crazy dude goes up to some two hundred and forty-five pound 
sheriff who's all belly and neck and tells the man no one can 
shoot that boy on the roof cause he's got what they call an extra 
Y chromosomy and such a person is mentally retreaded and such 
types of people are protected by the law. Well, I ain't !yin none 
when I tell you that redneck sheriff, without so much as blinkin 
an eyelash, takes out of thirty-eight caliber pistol and right 
before everybody's eyes blows that lawyer's brains out all over 
the sidewalk. It must've been about an hour after 
that that one of them sharpshooters picked off Dudley as the ole 
boy was crouched behind somethin that looked like a 
smokestack takin what turned out to be his last leak. 

Well, things have really quieted down around here con-
siderably since we're rid of ole Dudley. The only other thing 
worth mentionin is that when the authorities asked the boy's 
kinfolk if they wanted to give him a proper funeral his people 
said from the very beginnin the boy'd been nothin but trouble 
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and so far as they were concerned they wanted nothin more to 
do with him. So, a bunch of deputies brung his remains over to 
some field where they bury mostly paupers and other kinds of 
people whose family no longer wants any part of em, and stuck 
ole Dudley in a place that was specially marked for real bad-ass 
dudes. 
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Cherry Time 

Anaela C. Ionescu 

translated by SiUtl H.tlcoff Wo.hrlm 

"They won't know you, son," his mother had said, "because 
you were a child when we left there." 

"It was in the afternoon," he had thought, "and I had been 
up in the tree all day, eating cherries." But he said nothing. 

"They won't know you," his mother had continued, "but if 
you just tell them your name and show them the letter, they will 
give you back the house. The house is yours, son; your father 
and I built it, the two of us built it." 

"It had a long hall which ended in front of a large window 
and on either side there were many doors, and some were closed, 
and through the keyhole all you could see was darkness. And 
the day we left, through the window you could see the cherry 
tree loaded with fruit." But he didn't say anything then either. 

''We left it with them until one of us came back, but the house 
is ours. It's yours, son, they know it and they will give it to 
you.'' 

"It had a dusty attic, full of trunks and things that had been 
abandoned. There was a marble lamp, a bottle of liquor of an 
intense blue glass, thick brass rods for the curtains, two enor-
mous easy chairs upholstered in velvet, one red and the other 
green, a small bed, white, with little burros painted on it in dark 
blue, a doll's head ... And lots of books; books with yellow 
pages, of thick and porous paper, which smelled acrid when you 
opened them." And still he was silent. 

''And you will have your house, son, you will go back and live 
in it. Perhaps they thought none of us would return, but you 
will go back.'' 

"In front there were purple iris and yellow dahlias, planted on 
either side of the stairs. On summer nights I used to sit on the 
steps, warm still, to look at the stars. And in back was a large 
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cherry tree, tall and straight, with its smooth reddish bark. The 
day we left I was eating cherries, sitting on the usual branch and 
looking at the horizon at the end of the street, waiting all day for 
someone who would come tell us that we didn't have to leave. It 
was about this time; as now, it was beginning to be hot, the days 
began to lengthen, the nights to be warm and the cherries were 
ripening." 

"They won't know you because it's been a long time since we 
left and you were only a child. But when you tell them who you 
are, they will you the house because they will see that one of us 
has returned." 

The man got off the train in the late afternoon, at the small 
placid and quiet station. When the smoke and the powerful 
snorting of the locomotive were lost in the distance, on rails 
which stretched away amidst the grass, all was peaceful again. 

The air was filled with the sharp chirping of the swifts and 
with the clamoring of the swallows, and the man knew that all so 
well, the sounds and the peace, that before the sweet smell of the 
acacias in flower reached him, he was expecting it. In the 
distance, far in the distance, was the murmur of the sea, so far 
away that only knowing it was there could you hear it; but he 
knew it. 

When the train used to leave, an old woman with an unsteady 
step always came out from the small station house, her white 
hair caught in a very tight, small and round bun, and went 
toward the door of her own little house, but the woman who 
came out was young and her step was firm. 

The man began to walk slowly, and he left the station behind. 
There was a dusty road downhill, bordered by lindens and 
acacias, which led to the village. He went down it slowly, coun-
ting the bends, watching how his shoes again picked up the fine 
whitish dust. He waited until he had passed the third bend to sit 
on a bench, the big stone bench beneath the dark linden from 
which a strong wind had ripped a branch. Around the wound 
the bark had become swollen and had exposed a crooked stump; 
the man was certain there wasn't even a splinter left. 

From the bench you couldn't see the village, which was 
behind another bend, but you could hear it: in various places 

110 



some dogs were barking, the shouts of the children grew louder, 
the blows from the blacksmith's shop blended with the grating 
of the saw in the carpenter's shop. 

"When you go by there is the smell of newly cut wood," 
thought the man. ''Near the door, at about this time, there is a 
great mountain of sawdust which has been growing throughout 
day. The sawdust has another smell, different from the cut 
wood. Sitting at the door of the blacksmith's shop, in his low 
wooden chair made shiny, so very shiny, by time, is the old 
blacksmith, listening to the blows of the hammer on the iron, 
because it pleases him, smoking his thick crudely fashioned 
pipe." 

He was listening to all those noises from the bench, under the 
linden. There were sudden pauses, moments of silence in which 
you could hear only a soft and distant murmur. Then it all 
began again. And in one of the silence, the bells of a church 
began to ring. 

"With the first ring, a flock of pigeons will take flight." 
He rose then and began to walk slowly. He wasn't tired; he 

wanted to return slowly. Beyond the next bend the village would 
appear, down below, forming an arch to be closer to the sea. 

''And the sea is so intensely blue that it is always a surprise, 
even if you see it every day." 

He rounded the last bend resolutely and saw his village and 
the sea. He went down the dusty road and lost sight of it. 
Closer and closer, he heard the sound of the saw in the 
carpenter's shop, and, first faintly, then a stronger, the smell of 
the cut wood. He walked in front of it and saw on one side of 
the door the great mountain of sawdust which smelled different 
from the wood. On the corner was the blacksmith's shop and 
you could hear, very clearly, the blows on the iron. 

"The sound the old man likes." 
He looked for him with his pipe, in front of the door, but he 

wasn't there. Neither was the low chair, of shiny wood. 
The man continued walking and entered the village. A warm 

breeze was blowing, so light it hardly moved the leaves on the 
trees which grew on some of the street. 

"A fresh wind will come later." 
The church bells began to ring again and they chimed with the 

ones from the clock in the square. People strolled form one 
place to another. No one was in a hurry. In front of him a cat 
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jumped down from a wall and crossed the street lazily. A boy 
with a hoop went by, and behind him came another. 

Before turning a certain corner, the man breathed deeply; he 
took a few steps and arrived in front of his house. He stopped 
on the sidewalk and looked at it. On either side of the stairs 
grew yellow dahlias; the iris had finished blooming. The ivy had 
grown so high it completely covered one of the walls and was 
creeping quite close to the little window in the attic. 

"A marble lamp, a blue bottle, two enormous easy chairs .... " 
In the garden, a man slowly cut the rebellious shoots of a 

honeysuckle which covered the fence. He parted the leaves, 
looked carefully at the stems, removed the dried flowers and 
twigs, unwound the most badly twisted branches and lovingly 
put them back where they belonged. A woman came out of the 
house with a watering can and placed it at the top of the stairs, 
next to a rocking horse whose paint had worn away. She looked 
at the man who was pruning the honeysuckle, smiled and went 
back inside. From the open kitchen window came the smell of 
fried tomatoes and the sound of a fork striking a plate rapidly 
and continually. There was another open window and through 
it, every once in a while, billowing like the sail of boat, came the 
soft and gauzy fabric of a curtain stirred by the breeze. 

''The room used to be closed and through the keyhole all you 
could see was darkness." 

The curtain was white with big pale blue flowers printed on it 
and when the wind lifted it, making it swell, you could see a 
blond girl, with braids, sitting at a table, with many books and 
notebooks in front of her, earnestly sucking on a pencil. Then 
the curtain fell and it continued billowing, now outside now in-
side. 

The man crossed the street and walked a little way to look at 
the house from another angle. He saw that the eaves no longer 
had the broken tiles through which the rain used to fall too close 
to the house, splashing the walls. In their place were other ones, 
so well positioned and aligned that you couldn't see the repair. 
And he saw the big cherry tree, with its straight trunk and its 
smooth reddish bark. It was loaded with fruit; its wide crown 
completely shading the shed where wood for the winter was 
kept. They had tarred the roof and the door had new wood 
boards, nailed patiently with small nails. 

Next to the shed was a new structure: a low hut, of intertwin-
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ed trunks and branches, with a roof of dark straw sturdily tied in 
long thin bundles, arranged in several interlocking layers. The 
roof was more voluminous than the hut. In front was a small 
garden with various plants. The man recognized the thin leaves 
of the garlic, those of the tomato and the potato, but there was 
one he didn't know. The furrows were indistinct, misshapen, as 
if made by very young hands, without experience. On one side 
of the bed was a big tin can, its entire top riddled with holes, 
and a crude bow with even cruder arrows. 

The man took another step because he wanted to see the in-
side of the hut and then he heard a soft whistle and a timid call. 
He looked around; but he didn't see anyone. The call was 
repeated; the man didn't know where to look. 

"Here," said a small voice, "up here, in the cherry tree." 
The man looked at the branch where he knew you could sit 

comfortably and he saw a boy who was smiling. 
"Do you like my Robinson Cruso hut?" he asked. 
"Yes," said the man; "it's most interesting." 
The boy smiled even more. 

"I made it myself," he said, "and no one helped me. And the 
garden, too. Do you want some cherries?" 

"Yes," said the man; "they must be awfully good cherries." 
"They're the best," said the boy and he threw down a hand-

ful. "The cherry tree is mine too, it's mine now." 
"Why now?" 
"Now, during cherry time. The rest of the year it's their's," 

and he signaled with his head towards the side of the house 
where the man was lovingly pruning the honeysuckle and the 
woman was filling the watering can with water. 

The two of them ate for a while in silence and the man spit out 
the pits of the fruit by pressing them between his lips and then 
looking towards the target, as he had always done when he had 
eaten cherries from that tree. 

"Well," he said then. "I'm going now. Thank you for the 
cherries." 

"Good-bye," said the boy. 
"Again the man walked, slowly, in front of the house. He 

heard the sound of the pruning shears, slow and deliberate. As 
he passed, he brushed the white and yellow flowers and the 
honeysuckle lightly with his shoulder and he smelled their in-
tense perfume. The white and blue curtains behind which the lit-
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tle girl was sucking her pencil continued to billow. The woman 
who had brought out the watering can was going towards the hut 
hard by the shed with the rocking horse, with its worn paint, in 
her arms. Some swallows fluttered among the leaves of the ivy 
which covered the wall. 

Then, suddenly, the man quickened his pace because he 
remembered that a train would soon be leaving from the small 
station. 
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The Streets All Had Names 

George Fullen 

Russell K. Smith. He stared at the name repeated on each 
card from the billfold he had taken from his pocket. There was 
no reason to question his possession of either the billfold or the 
name. And if Russell Smith was not his name, then who was he? 
Yet it was a stranger's name, meaningless, lacking the feeling of 
familiarity or the ring of authenticity. He slipped the cards back 
into place and pocketed the wallet. He knew that he must have 
appeared odd with it in hand on a busy corner in the heart of the 
city. 

He lifted his eyes to study the sign for the corner where he was 
standing: in front of him was BANK STREET and to his left 
WEBSTER STREET. Of course he recognized this corner and 
the certainty of his memory added to his confusion and 
uneasiness. Twelve. That was how old he had been. 
Downtown. Alone. For the first time. He had emerged from 
the back entrance to David's Department Store onto Webster. 
To confirm that the store's back entrance was, indeed, there, he 
turned and looked at that familiar view. 

At twelve he hadn't been aware that the door was an exit to a 
street that would be unfamiliar to him. Finding himself in a 
strange scene, he had walked slowly to this very corner, read 
these same signs, looked in all four directions, and he was no 
longer lost, no longer afraid. That boy's name was Russ Smith, 
so of course it was his name when he could remember being that 
boy. But knowing this made him feel more lost and frightened 
now, and no matter how many times he repeated his survey as in 
the past, re-orientation did not recur. 

It was ridiculous! As he stood there, he rediscovered that he 
had no penchant for hysteria. He was more upset than he 
remembered being, long ago, but he was still rational. Then he 
had been lost, not knowing where he was; now he knew perfectly 
well where he was but not who he was. The feeling of personal-
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ity was gone, misplaced like something carefully laid away where 
errant memory might never locate it. Utterly ridiculous to have 
nationality and lack personality. 

Ridiculous, too, to become rooted to this spot but perhaps it 
would be more foolish to move with no idea where to go. He 
saw that he could retreat a few steps and stand with people 
awaiting buses in front of Putnam's Drug Store. He went to 
hide himself in this crowd while he considered his plight. As he 
faced the street again, he was aware that the man to his left had 
given him an odd look and edged away from him. Glancing 
downward, he saw that there were smudges of dirt on both 
knees. His left hip and arm were sore as from a fall and in-
vestigation revealed dirt stains in those places too, mute 
testimony of a fall. Brushing himself, they became less obvious, 
but he knew that he didn't really look neat. 

Where in hell had he been and what had happened to him? 
A bus came and most of the people rushed to board it. He 

was glad to see the man who had shunned him among them. No 
one would see him as quite so unpresentable now unless he was 
soiled in places he couldn't see. He turned to see if he was 
reflected by the plate glass window, but it was brightly lighted 
and he was in the building's shadow. 

The large clock on the bank in the next block informed him 
that it was mid-afternoon and yet the building's shadow barely 
reached the curb, so despite the autumnally cool air, he deduced 
that it was summertime. He wondered how he could know so 
much--and so pitifully little. 

What if someone happened to pass who knew him? 
This thought raised real panic in him for the first time. He 

couldn't stand idly on a busy corner until someone came along 
to recognize him and take him away to an asylum--or back to 
one. His mind recoiled from this thought. 

It drove him away from the building and he strode southward 
on Bank Street as if he knew where he was going. He had to get 
off the street, find a place to rest, to think, to revive memory, a 
place where he wouldn't be found until he did remember. 
Someone might be searching for him at this very moment. Every 
instinct demanded that he solve the riddle of his identity lest he 
be caught with it still unsolved and the consequences unforeseen. 

Ahead he spotted the Capitol Hotel. Relief welled. Here was 
a refuge. If he had ever been inside the hotel, he had no specific 
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memory of it, still its facade was an old acquaintance and he 
could classify it: cheap but clean. He had counted ninety 
dollars in his wallet. He could escape public places and search 
for his lost soul in solitude. He pushed through the entrance and 
walked resolutely to the desk. Only then did he consider his ap-
pearance and lack of luggage. 

"Yes, sir." 
"I'd like a room," he told the clerk who was regarding him 

without apparent interest. "I've had a little accident. I want to 
wash up, rest awhile, and--" 

"Single or double?" the clerk interrupted to inquire. 
"Single." 
"With bath. That'll be twenty dollars in advance." 

As he handed the clerk a twenty, he made a mental note to ex-
amine the billfold carefully for money secreted in it. Perhaps his 
resources were greater than he knew. Following the bellboy into 
the elevator, he reflected that the money he had in his pocket 
was one fact to be considered: it didn't prove he was an escaped 
lunatic but it was evidence against such a supposition. He sighed 
as he saw it could also mean he had murdered and robbed some 
man named Russell Smith and was trying to escape feelings of 
guilt by putting that man's name to the child of his memories. 

His fingers played four quarters in his pocket while the young 
man showed him the bath, how to operate the television set, and 
finally paused to accept his tip. 

Relief was sweetest when the door was closed, leaving him 
alone. Immediately he began to undress, inspecting his clothing 
carefully. With more brushing, the smudges would disappear 
and the wrinkles, in the usual places, would become less 
noticeable with hanging. The strangest thing on such a chilly 
day was how damp his shirt was. He wouldn't want to wear it 
again after a bath. He'd have to call for the bellhop later and 
ask him to go out and buy him a new one. 

He was exhausted, physically and emotionally. He stretched 
out on the bed to think and drifted off to sleep before he could 
make a beginning. 

• • • 
Awakening to gray light that was distinctly dawn, he was 

chilled despite having pulled the bedspread around himself while 
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he slept. He went to the bathroom and then slipped under the 
covers still warm from his body. He had no time for a question 
to form before he was asleep again. 

When consciousness returned, sunlight made bright squares 
on the floor under his window. He sat up and studied the room. 

It contained little to be noted: the bed, a chest of drawers be-
tween the bathroom and closet, a dingy chair beside the window, 
and the television set on a table too small for it. The wallpaper 
was old and the carpet was full of ancient grime as the fabric 
that covered the chair. 

Glancing at his watch, he saw that the second hand still swept 
around it face so it hadn't stopped for lack of winding. It show-
ed seven minutes past eight. An effort at recollection brought 
back the time at which he had entered the room, and he realized 
that he had slept for seventeen hours. 

He crawled out of bed and went to search his dirty shirt for 
cigarettes. Then he went to the closet to grope the pockets of his 
suit. Nothing had been left in them. Among their contents, 
which he had scattered on the bureau, there was neither lighter 
nor partially used pack of matches. 

Another enigma! Only a confirmed smoker would want a 
cigarette but a smoker would have at least the crumbs of his 
habit in his pockets. He'd felt none. 

He wondered at what hour the rooms were cleaned. He had 
checked into the hotel with a feeling of having borrowed a lot of 
time, but he had slept it away. He didn't have to lock horns with 
his dilemma to know that it was still very much with him. He 
was fully awake, well rested, not even groggy from so many 
hours in bed. He recalled that he was Russell Smith and had 
stood on the corner of Bank and Webster yesterday. . . and 
when he was twelve--and nothing else. Taking his billfold, he 
extracted the driver's license and reviewed its scanty informa-
tion. Birth date: 4/6/60. And he had been 22 when it was last 
renewed. 

But there was no time to pick up memory there. Time was 
essential. He had to become presentable, risk leaving his room 
to eat and to allow it to be cleaned; he had seen a pen among his 
things, but there was no desk and so no paper. 

He went to the chest and opened the top drawer and found 
cheap hotel stationary and postcards. His cleverness pleased 
him inordinately. 
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Taking the soiled shirt from the chair, he consulted the collar 
and wrote on a sheet of stationary: White shirt, size 16, 35. 
Then he asked himself what he had to do. Bathe and dress. He 
wanted clean shorts. He had to remove them to read the size and 
note: Boxer shorts, size 34. How would he get dirty clothes out 
of the hotel with no suitcase? The new things would come in a 
bag and he told himself to be sure to save it. Clean socks? He 
added them to his list and ended: Tooth brush, Tooth paste, 
Comb, Razor, Blades. 

Going over the same ground convinced him that he needed 
nothing more. He went over to the phone and told the operator: 
"Please send the bellboy up." 

He put on his pants to cover his nakedness and sat down to 
wait. Then he remembered the cigarettes and matches and was 
listing these when the youth knocked. 

Admitting the young man, he told him, "I need a few things. 
Can you leave the hotel long enough to buy them for me?" 

"For a guest --sure! " 
"Here's what I want. Cheap things will do. I think thirty'll 

cover it." 
Reading the list, the bellboy said, "Give me fifteen minutes." 

Russell closed the door behind him, and, feeling his mind 
starting toward the rack, advised himself, "Not now." He knew 
he couldn't expect to accomplish anything until he could sit 
down, under no compulsion of time, to work calmly from what 
he could remember to what he had to remember. Somewhere 
there was a key to all this. Perhaps it would turn upon some fact 
he did remember, like the brand name of the cigarettes he smok-
ed; perhaps it was lurking behind the ability to recall such trivia 
while things of real importance eluded him. He headed for the 
bath to make the best use of fifteen minutes. 

Again he was pleased with himself: with his ability to push his 
fears away. That kind of self-control was counter to his predica-
ment and was an agreeable clue to his unknown self--an ad-
mirable trait--and his pleasure grew with the assurance that, in 
any life, he'd have thought it admirable. In this mood, he saw 
himself in the mirror. 

Staring at the face he knew so well, he realized that he might 
have jumped out the window if he hadn't recognized himself. 
All of the apprehensions he'd just managed to beguile away 
would have revived as terror. But the face was his: young, not 
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Russell hurried to hide himself in the bathroom. 
"I'll bet you've got her plenty worried," the youth remarked 

and winked. 
Pausing in his flight, Russell voiced his puzzlement, "Who?" 
"Your wife." 

Russell was forced to take cover with this disconcerting 
possibility. 

• • • 
Returning to his room and finding that the promise that it 

would be straightened while he ate had been kept, he felt better. 
He opened the pack of cigarettes he had laid out to take with 
him and then had forgotten. Facing people again had proved to 
be no ordeal. He had eaten in the coffee shop in the hotel which 
would win no prizes but sufficed; he had paid for another 
twenty-four hours of privacy; he had mopey in his pocket for 
another day of this life and he was beginning to believe that he'd 
have all the time it might take, for the notion had come to com-
fort him that, if anyone had already missed him and had sound-
ed an alarm, places like the hotel would have been checked fairly 
early. 

Lighting a cigarette, he inhaled and the smoke scaled his lungs 
and left him giddy. Inhaling more cautiously brought him near 
drunkenness, and a third shallow gasp made him very 
squeamish. Even his heart protested the stimulous with palpita-
tions. He wondered if he could have such a strong reaction from 
being without cigarettes no more than twenty-four hours. When 
his fingers and toes began to tingle, he was convinced that he 
had been off them for some time. 

He went through his billfold then, emptying it and arranging 
all of his cards on the chest of drawers so he could consider them 
as a group. The sales slips for his purchases were dated July 6, 
1984. As he studied the other identifying cards and papers, he 
decided that the entire collection was of little value in placing an 
individual. The brief description on the driver's license fit him, 
but it could fit many other men. He no longer doubted that 
these things were his; of course they were his. Nor did he now 
doubt that Russell Smith was his name. Like his face, he knew it 
when he saw it now--just as he'd know his car when he saw it: 
1983 Ford, Sedan, blue, 6 cylinders, weight 3270 lbs. There was 
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handsome--with good strong lines, not ugly either; light brown 
hair with gentle waves now mussed by sleep; blue eyes; and the 
nose, mouth, and chin that gave his face strength without the 
curse of beauty. This face was good and he felt certain he'd 
never thought otherwise. 

His feeling of satisfaction skewed. Staring at himself, he 
made his mine associate the good face with the still strange 
name: Russell Smith. It remained the name of a boy, pre-
pubescent and estranged by memory's lapse. 

Another thought further spoiled satisfaction: he wondered if 
forgetting was caused by not wanting to remember. His intui-
tion of self-respect was based on the belief that it was natural to 
him but he'd just flipped that coin and the good side was defac-
ed by his inability to recapture the self respected. Perhaps he 
had done something too horrible for his mind to hold, 
something that had to be forgotten. Since these thoughts also 
came, they were as likely as his first thoughts. 

He had dried himself, slipped his bare feet into his shoes, and 
was going to get his pants when the bellhop knocked. Deciding 
that he wasn't so modest he had to make the man wait, he mov-
ed behind the door to open it. 

Of course he presented an unusual sight: naked but not 
barefoot. The youth, who had probably seen everything there 
was to see in a fleabag hotel, was unembarrassed. What Russell 
saw cross his thin face was envy. 

"Man! What I wouldn't give to be built like you!" the youth 
confirmed it. 

Russell doubted that the bellboy would want to be in his 
shoes, fully clothed or naked, if he knew all that that would en-
tail. 

"Were you able to get everything?" 
"It's all here," the man replied, setting two bags on the chair. 
From the bigger bag, Russell pulled out several small bags. 

Seeing a carton of cigarettes, he realized that he hadn't specified 
quantity and had expected only a package to be bought. 

"Here's your change," the man said, offering a five and some 
coins. 

"Give me the small change," Russell said and explained, "I 
may need it for some machines. Keep the five for your trouble." 

Thanking Russell he went to the door. "If you need anyting 
else, call me." 
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a ticket from the Apex Garage where he could go to see it. But 
he couldn't go there unless he had solved his riddle or had had to 
give up and risk being found through his car. Of all the objects 
on the bureau, nothing was as useless as his Social Security card. 
There was grim humor in the thought that the government had 
his number. Remembering that he had intended to search his 
billfold for hidden money, he discovered that the divider in the 
money compartment was removable. Turning it over, he slid a 
tough thumbnail between its two thin pieces of leather and they 
parted to reveal the green of hidden treasure. Extracting it, he 
fanned three crisp fifty dollar bills. Their very newness had 
made them easy to secrete. He was elated. Not only did he have 
greater assets, he was sure that his impulse had been prompted 
by vague memories from a past not as remote as those moments 
dredged from consciousness so far. 

He dared the bills to unlock the door to the past, but the key 
didn't turn. With a sigh he gave it up. Falling into the chair, he 
eyed the wall of windows across the airshaft. 

He remembered being twelve. 1972--the year Humphrey 
should've been president and instead Trickie-Dickie was re-
elected. His father's comment on Watergate came to mind: "If 
you elect a crook president, you shouldn't be surprised to find a 
crook in the White House." He tried to visualize his father and 
failed. 

He decided to try starting with his earliest memory--a logical 
review temporally ordered might become a tide to carry him over 
this barrier reef to forgotten years. But accounting for time was 
brutal. Some memories were quick to come to mind and dif-
ficult to date and he feared breaking time's thread and losing 
himself in anachronisms. And yet, there were great gaps in 
memory for which nothing could be scoured from his mind; he 
had trouble pulling himself away from them although he 
recognized that the were the lacuae of living--seasons too normal 
to be marked. 

His happy childhood now seemed a problem too: the despair 
and misery necessary for strong and contiguous memory were 
brief episodes, crags above the befogged plains of daily life. So 
he wasn't long returning to the corner of Bank and Webster, 
stuck at twelve again. He labored that scene mightily because it 
held such promise. But no matter how he worked it, he distilled 
nothing from it except the fact that this had been a rare moment 
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when his self-assurance had been shaken--he had been trusted to 
go downtown by himself too soon since he had nearly become 
lost. 

The next time his mind arrived at that same damned corner, 
he decided that, if this wasn't madness, it was a clearly marked 
way to madness. But he showed himself no mercy; he knew too 
much to know everything. 

Finally he hurdled the obstacle of this episode with its false or 
unfulfilled promise, lifted over it by the realization that, as he 
had stood in confusion on that corner so long ago, he had also 
stood in confusion on the far side of adolescence. That was a 
time he could remember vividly and continuously and memory 
triggered memory until his initiation and the experimentation 
that led to knowledge had all been recovered, for he had the 
distinct impression that he hadn't remembered those days for a 
very long time. With amusement he now recalled his disgust, his 
self-loathing but his acceptance of the hedonistic mores of the 
gang--it was inevitable. Before maturing modesty dispersed 
them, he had had the gang's respect as he developed into the one 
with the greatest physical endowment. Touched by the humor in 
it, he knew that that, too, had been a happy time. 

There memory ended again, but he was a man and knew what 
it was to be a man. This he hadn't learned in the interval beyond 
twelve that had just been frisking through his mind. He'd been 
aware of this basic experience the previous day as the bellhop 
had led him to his room and had told him that, if he had any 
physical needs, he had only to speak to the elevator operator and 
satisfaction was guaranteed. And neither then nor now could he 
recall a woman's name or face to be his witness. 

So he went back to the dark garage where he had watched an 
older boy's demonstration, repelled and fascinated, fear giving 
way to wonder and .. . He failed to recapture his feeling-state 
sufficiently for full analysis. Incredulity hadn't survived his 
discovery that he, too, was capable to explosive sensation, and 
although the visible results hadn't been so spectacular, he knew 
that he had been more shaken than his teacher had been. There 
could never be another orgasm like the first: it was an apple 
from the tree of knowledge which could be dislodged only by 
shaking the tree of life. Again no key turned and he suspected 
that sex was going to be no snare for his vagrant mind. 

Baseball. Actually baseball had been their passion over a 
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longer period of time. Of course one game was like another ... 
or were they? One game--he had to be fourteen because he was 
taking his chances with an arm just out of a cast--stood out in 
memory: his playing had been impeded by lack of practice and 
caution until excitement overcame caution and he had belted a 
homerun. But how did it end? He felt he ought to remember 
winning after taking such chances ... or blaming himself for a 
loss. Another false promise, another dead end. 

The sun brightened the opposite side of the airshaft when he 
realized that he couldn't take another turn of the screw. How 
many times had he asked himself: Who am I? The same 
number of times his tortured brain had supplied the same inad-
equate answer: a boy, fourteen, like the other boys of unim-
paired memory. He had left Bank and Webster to go down a 
blind alley. 

He stood to stare from his window, seeing beyond it for the 
first time, but there was nothing to capture interest: only the 
roof where, above the second floor, the hotel became a hollow 
square to provide light and air to all its rooms. Lifting his eyes 
to sweep the rows of windows on the three sides of this shaft that 
he could see, there was no activity to catch his eye. With a sight, 
he turned back to his room and removed his clothes to surrender 
himself to sleep again. 

• • • 
From his nap he didn't suddenly awaken. Reality and 

dreams, spun from everything so recently evoked, were so tangl-
ed that he wasn't aware of a moment in which he was buoyed 
from sleep to consciousness. The vivid visual memories slipped 
back into the deeper pool and he was awake. But the nap hadn't 
been restful. Rather it had robbed him of the very feeling of 
well-being he'd sought to regain in it, for now his head ached. 
Looking at his watch, he saw that it was five o'clock. He shook 
his head groggily, but the fog wouldn't lift nad the knife stuck in 
his left eye. Only with effort could he grasp reality: it was five 
in the afternoon, the sixth of July, 1984. 

Leaving the bed, he began to prowl the room, massaging his 
forehead with cool hands. He reminded himself not to languish 
in this rat hole until he lost contact with time and the present 
eluded him along with the past. 
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"Oh, God! If I'm not crazy, I soon will bel" 
Hearing the words spoken when he had intended only the 

thought, he was halted in front of the array of cards on the 
chest. Their futility infuriated him and he suddenly swept them 
onto the floor. 

That's not like you, he told himself and was careful not to 
voice it. 

He had to leave the room. Get something to eat. It was that 
time. He'd had breakfast late but lunch had been skipped. A 
cloth of cold water blunted the blade cleaving his head. He 
dressed, retrieved the cards, and went to eat. 

Coffee was efficacious. Inhaling the steam from a second cup, 
he saw that he had shown himself the way to insanity and that 
now he must begin to find the way to sure sanity. A limit had to 
be set even for this. Somewhere someone might be sick with 
anxiety over his disappearance but reluctant to report it. He had 
a mother and father--whether he could picture them or not. A 
wife was a definite possibility: he was old enough to be married, 
to have started a family. Having to confront such people 
without the assurance of recognizing them ought not to distress 
him more than the distress his absence might be causing. He 
couldn't make a world wait for him to find himself more than 
one more day. Perhaps that world was the only point of return. 
One more day. And he made no mistake about it: his generosity 
was all for himself. 

Back in the room, he turned on the television set and watched 
it with a hopeful concentration its reruns wouldn't have war-
ranted when first shown. He put this goad to his mind for nearly 
two hours while he let thoughts go straying on the chance that he 
had misused every prior stimulous by too much conscious effort 
and that by wandering in the back alleys of consciousness he'd 
finally reach some turnpike of the psyche teeming with the peo-
ple of his own life and leading him back to a totality of being: in 
contact with reality, in possession of all his faculties. 

Trying to be funny, he put this question to himself: Where 
were you on the Fourth of July, nineteen eighty-four? He had 
no answer; he felt like weeping. 

Sex had gotten him past age twelve. He decided to try a 
woman to hurdle being fourteen. In his present condition, he 
wondered if such an experiement might prove to be futile. From 
some past not so remote, he seemed to remember the fear that 
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inexperience would maek him fail as a man. When he tried to 
reach out and grab this feeling, it remained dispersed, refusing 
conjunction. It sent him into the hall where he pressed the but-
ton for the elevator. Finding it occupied only by its operator, a 
different man from the one recommended as a pimp, he pro-
ceeded cautiously, "How does a man cure loneliness around 
here?" 

"In the bar," the man said with eyes narrowed for a shrewd 
appraisal of his man before adding, "or with good company in 
his room." 

"Good company sounds like a good idea but I'm a stranger 
here." 

Convinced of Russell's worldliness by his ability to play this 
game of hidden meanings, the man said, "I know just the dame 
for you: she never met a stranger." 

"I suppose, like all men, she has her price." 
"Twenty bucks but that's between you and her." 

Russell thought the arrangement worked very conveniently to 
leave the procurer in the clear in case of trouble. 

"What's your room number?" the man asked impatiently. 
"Four-twelve." 

The door closed smoothly on the deal. Wrestling with 
another ill-defined intuition of a time when he'd have given far 
more than twenty dollars to know where experience could be 
bought so easily, Russell returned to his room. A scant five 
minutes passed before a discreet knock sounded at his door. 
Russell surmised that the man had had only to seek the occupant 
of some other room in the hotel. 

The woman was tall, falsely red-haired, full-bodied in a dress 
which emphasized her figure. Her face, as round as her body, 
had carefully drawn features. 

Seeing him, she said, "I must have the wrong room." 
"It's the right room," he assured her. 
She entered and closed the door with professional detach-

ment. 
Minutes later, exhausted by an act of love in which there was 

no emotion, all he had learned about himself was that, for him, 
it usually didn't take so long nor leave him so dissatisifed. 
Anguish completed his defeat when he also knew that love-
making unsupported by emotional involvement was a novelty 
and yet this knowledge opened no doors. In fact, he no longer 
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believed in the chance of a revelation. Without hope, as soon as 
she was gone he slept. 

• • • 
In morning's cruel light, he threw his dirty clothes into the 

small paper sacks and stuffed them and his cigarettes and mat-
ches into the big bag. There was no future in the room and no 
past, so he was ready to abandon it. 

The man who took him down to the lobby was the one who 
had missed his business last night. Russell dropped his key on 
the desk. As he crossed the lobby, the youth who had shopped 
for him whispered slyly, "Time to kiss and make up?" 

With an abstracted nod, he allowed this construction put 
upon his plight to stand and braved the street. Feeling his 
stomach responding to tension, he paused to light a cigarette. 
This calmed him. Stepping out briskly was also a sedative for 
his frayed nerves. 

Shortly he was staring once more at the sign for Bank Street 
and Webster Avenue. He turned left and walked along Webster. 
He felt an aversion of David's and didn't force himself to look 

at the meager displays in the back street's show windows. Once 
past the store, he raised his eyes to the huge verticle sign for the 
Apex Garage. He hurried toward it. 

Situated in the heart of town, the garage's day rates were 
high. He'd have quailed before the bill for two days' storage if 
money had still had any importance to him. Since stores and 
shops wouldn't be opening for a full hour, the garage hadn't 
begun to vibrate with activity and his car came down the ramp at 
once. Sliding under the wheel and releasing the brake, he crept 
out to Webster A venue and turned toward Bank Street. On 
Bank, he turned left to drive away from the business district on 
the main thoroughfare. 

But he felt no freer. Rather he felt like his resolution had 
enslaved him. A few blocks from the central city, he parked and 
searched the car for further clues to his past, but his s earch was 
disspirited, for he had already taken the pessimistic view that he 
wouldn't succeed in finding himself this time without revealing 
that he had lost. 

The glove compartment contained maps, the owner's manual 
for the car, sunglasses which he put to use against the bright 
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morning light--nothing more. The ash tray was clean--more 
evidence that he'd been off cigarettes. The trunk was ex-
emplary, containing only the tools for changing wheels. The 
whole car was as clean as if it had just left the factory. 

He slipped back into the driver's seat. Lighting a cigarette, he 
stared into the distance unseeing. Suddenly he felt as if he had 
ridden to the top of the roller coaster, for he perceived that, 
from Bank to Webster, he had taken a walk toward the past, 
reversing the steps that had twice brought him to that corner 
with fear as his companion. Why then had he shunned seeing 
David's from which he had emerged into a frightening world on 
both occasions? Here was a new approach which he should have 
seen immediately when tackling the past from the past had fail-
ed. 

But as his mind's eye again peered into the entrance to 
David's Bargain Basement, he plunged over the crest of the hill 
and the roller coaster plunged down the hill, disembowling him. 

When he had recovered from the suddeq let-down, memory 
began to revive, indistinctly at first, but taking form slowly 
against a new wish to avoid a past in which emotions were so 
violent. 

Remembering those counters of cheap merchandise laid out 
as bargains, he met himself rushing from the escalator and heard 
voices beyond this distraught and unkempt figure: 

"I don't think he ought to be allowed to get up and rush off 
like that." 

"He must be sick." 
"Oh, he's just embarrassed about falling!" 
"You didn't see him. He looked very strange, I tell you." 
"I say he's sick. I saw it all. He was below me on the 

escalator and turned and started to climb toward me. He was 
glassy-eyed. He nearly knocked me down. Like he didn't see me 
at all. Then he just stopped and rode to the bottom and fell over 
backward. He wasn't even looking behind him to see when he 
got to the bottom. Just fell like a tree. I say he's sick." 

He had stopped behind the first broad column to catch his 
breath. As another voice began, "I think we ought to--," he left 
his hiding place and hurried away from more of such comments. 

This memory afflicted him with uncontrollable trembling. 
Although the vision was like one seen through the wrong end of 
a telescope, he could now see himself relentlessly climbing the 
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downward moving stairs, maintaining his position halfway bet-
ween floors, his determination to stay in such a position unac-
countable. But he wasn't truly remembering, of course--the im-
age was based on what he'd overheard and what he'd seen mir-
rored in the incredulous faces around him, looking down on him 
as he now remembered too well. Suddenly he was afraid to be 
alone. 

Near hysteria, with no clear purpose, he started the car and 
moved cautiously into traffic. In his extremity, he knew that he 
should leave the main street. A right turn being easiest, he made 
it at the next corner. As if on cue, a police car turned into the 
street and came toward him. The coincidence wrung a sound 
like a sob from him. Acting on impulse, he pulled into the op-
postie lane and stopped, blocking the patrol car which skidded 
to a stop far short of him. 

When the men left it, they approached him cautiously. 
He told them, "I need help." His voice sounded like a 

stranger's. 

• •• 
"I wish you hadn't started smoking again," his mother 

repeated herself. 
He dido 't bother to restate his explanation that he had had the 

desire to smoke and no memory of breaking the habit to deter 
him. 

She had been with him during most of his waking hours since 
his admission to the hospital. There was little they might say 
that hadn't already been said and repeated once. At first she'd 
tried to remind him of events he couldn't have forgotten. When 
he'd convinced her that her anecdotes were tales about some 
stranger, her distress had made her abandon this tack. He could 
not tell her how reassuringly familiar she was without telling her 
how quickly she had reminded him of every one of her faults. He 
wondered if it might not have been easier for both of them if 
she'd come as a stranger who precipitated new waves of hysteria. 

"But I'm sure they'll rule out epilepsy," she told him. "I'm 
positive no one in either family ... " She left unfinished what 
she didn't want to say, another remembered habit. "And I'm 
absolutely certain you never had any kind of fit in the past." 

"The word is seizure," he corrected her patiently. Her 
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argumentative tone was for a doctor not there to hear it. No 
doubt the man had already heard it all. 

She remained silent, refusing to accept it even as medical ter-
minology. 

"The resident says I couldn't have had a severe attack this 
time or there'd be more contusions from it. Probably some 
abrasions, too. He says I may have had a whole series of light 
attacks: a contortion that was little more than a shudder, staring 
into space, not hearing or responding to something said to me." 

"How could anyone distinguish things like that from normal 
things--not paying attention or an involuntary shudder? 
Everyone acts like that." 

"That's what he's saying: they could've gone unnoticed." 
She didn't believe it and again she let silence express it. 
Wanting to be patient with her, he applied the lesson he'd 

learned in three hellish days: adults are easily frightened by 
things they can't understand as children, and not being nearly so 
trustful, are harder to comfort. He had begun to use this 
knowledge when he put his trust in the people qualified to solve 
his problems. Without his mother echoing his fears, he could've 
vegetated in bed. 

"What's that?" she asked, alarmed. 
"What's what?" 

Then he heard it, too. In the next room, the first of an adja-
cent wing, was a patient whose every breath was either a protest 
or a plaintive cry for help. 

"It's an old man, a surgical case. He does that every now and 
then. Sometimes for hours on end. Usually much louder. They 
say he's comatose and feels nothing." 

"I couldn't stand to listen to that for very long." 
"As I said, it's apt to go on for a long time once he begins. 

Why don't you go home now and come back later?" He was 
careful to sound concerned only for her. 

"And leave you with nothing to do but listen to that." 
"It doesn't bother me," he could say honestly. During the 

night, he'd felt like crawling out of his skin. Even after learning 
that the cries weren't expressive, they had continued to work on 
recently developed nerves until he had finally realized that the 
sounds weren't what bothered him; it was his reaction to them. 
Then he'd called the nurse and taken the sleeping pill he'd refus-
ed earlier. 

130 



"I still say this would never have happened if you hadn't 
moved into an apartment. If you'd stayed at home, you 
couldn't have been missing more than one night--I felt like ajoo/ 
having to admit I didn't even know you were missing." 

Youfelt like a fool! he thought bitterly. But then, if she had 
been spared three anxious days, it was independent quarters that 
were responsible for that, too. 

She picked up the magazine she'd bought for him and began 
flipping its pages, but her eyes soon strayed to the window. She 
arose to pace the small room and he wondered if her frequent 
trips to the window came from pure restlessness or betrayed a 
wish to escape the room, him, his undiagnosed condition. He 
had been placed in the psychiatric section of the hospital which 
was in a new wing. A private room had been all that was 
available and Russell counted it a blessing; he was in no mood to 
try to be sociable with some stranger who might be strange, in-
deed! Except for the bareness of the pale green walls, the room 
didn't seem like a hospital room. It was as impersonal as the 
hotel room but cleaner. 

"You're so restless," he pointed out. "Why don't you go 
home and do whatever you have to do there and come back 
later?" 

When she had sorted out her jumbled impulses, she decided, 
"Yes, perhaps you'd take a nap without me here. Of course, 
you know you don't have to entertain me." 

The decision was made but she was not yet comfortable with 
it. She questioned him closely about what she might do for him. 

Finally she gathered up her things, kissed him, hesitated once 
more, and departed. 

Relaxing taut muscles, he changed his position in bed. The 
day had been difficult with tests and questions and hearing 
himself discussed by doctors, young and old, who gathered 
around his bed as if viewing him was necessary to their discus-
sion of the facts gathered so far. They couldn't hide their in-
terest in his "case" and they had dropped medical terms like ac-
tors playing doctors, words used liberally for verisimilitude, but 
any similarity to drama ended there, for despite their response to 
him as a challenge, the discussion was factual and objective, as 
far from the supercharged emotions of drama as a televison 
commercial is from life. 

After "male, Caucasian, twenty-four years of age," he'd 
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Wlderstood little of their talk. From the young resident who had 
returned to ask him another battery of questions about family, 
childhood diseases, injuries, he had gleaned some of the possible 
diagnoses. Now some new words lay indigestible in his mind: 
psychogenic--forgetting, as he'd suspected, because he wanted 
to forget; epilepsy--one word he did know that could make 
psychogenic amnesia seem highly desirable; and others naming 
possibilities already eliminated by tests. No matter how he had 
steeled himself to accept whatever name was put to this afflic-
tion, hope bested his realism and one part of his mind insisted: 
Nothing can be seriously wrong with a man whose physique wr-
ings words of envy from a total stranger. 

Although he'd been told to rest, to stay in bed except for ex-
cursions to the toilet, he got up. Putting on his robe, he went to 
the window and stared into Rankin Road below. Early shifts 
from factories had just ended and the street was crowded with 
cars moving slowly toward the suburbs. He watched them dart 
forward to close any gap and nose from lane to lane for better 
positions. Then he raised his eyes to the panoramic view provid-
ed by his elevation: colorful roofs of houses nestled among 
green trees and lawns browned by an early summer drought. It 
was a scene to inspire cubistic painters--his room had a view by 
Cezanne. 

With a sigh he stretched himself on the bed and lit another 
cigarette. The harm this vice might now do him seemed negligi-
ble. Injurious to health? He'd never thought they weren't. But 
any injury which could be important to him now had happened 
long ago and even then had been of no great concern. The resi-
dent had been persistent with questions about the fall that had 
broken his arm but the details of that mishap had obviously not 
satisfied him. 

Russell exhaled a cloud of smoke and watched it drift until the 
breeze from his open window caught it and blew it away. Sud-
denly the baseball game returned to mind with a vividness that 
made him gasp: he was coming up to bat; as he approached the 
flattened cardboard box that was home plate, he was swinging 
three bats, aping professionals; dropping two of them, he stood 
there, swinging his bat from side to side, back and forth, 
endlessly. He was acting nutty but he was unable to stop. 
Carney, playing catcher, started toward him, his face worried. 

"Russ! Hey Russ! Whatsa matter?" 
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"Yer holdin' up the game!" 
"He looks ... weird!" 
"Russi Quit it, dammitl" 
"Carney, watch out! He acts like he don't even see you." 
They were standing around him but keeping their distance, 

staring at him with shocked expressions he should never have 
forgotten. 

"He's wettin' his pants!" Carney's voice rose to the treble of 
disbelief. 

Sobs choked Russell. His body convulsed with grief. Tears 
flooded his eyes and coursed down his cheeks. But it seemed like 
the boy of fourteen was weeping while the twenty-four year old 
man looked on, dispassionate and helpless, rocked but unem-
barrassed by the emotional storm. As he was swept onward by 
the cresting tide, he wished someone would walk in and find him 
and strike him to end this outburst in which he was both unwill-
ing actor and captive audience, but if he could have summoned 
the will to ring for help, he wouldn't have done so. Ebbing slow-
ly, he was released finally with emotions spent as if no rational 
part of his mind had continued to operate with detachment and 
essential sanity. 

He asked himself, Do I see what I remember or what they all 
told me? 

He was sure more memories would come. He had 
remembered two seizures--the exact word didn't make them 
easier for him either--which obviously he hadn't truly wanted to 
remember. He wondered if they were the first and the last. 
Others might also be recalled if they had occured when the mind 
was near enough to consciousness to record them. 

"It isn't fair," he muttered. With so much to consider, he 
couldn't worry about having said it aloud. In that moment, he 
would have traded places with the envious bellboy. But that 
youth wouldn't take his tip and leave quietly now. He remained 
fixed in memory and his expression echoed: it isn't fair. 

Russell shuddered involuntarily and all of the memories, the 
ghosts, the devils, ran for cover. His sense of perfect health was 
shattered and ego was cracked in this youthful and vigorous 
body which had fit him so well. But he still had to be Russell 
Smith; he had faced the choice of being someone else and had 
chosen wisely. After chasing specters for two days, he had prov-
ed that there was no use inventing a new identity that was likely 
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to have the same problems as the old one and might lack its ex-
perience in dealing with them. 

Going into the lavatory, he washed away the stains of his 
tears. His action was fortunate because his dinner was arriving 
as he returned to bed. 

"Feeling better?" asked the cheerful practical nurse who had 
brought all of his meals so far. 

He knew that she was just making an effort to appear sym-
pathetic, that she was as uninvolved as the doctors and nurses. 
And what a blessing that was! 

Still he responded, "Yes." 
"That's good." 

The truth of his response lifted his heart, and even though she 
was already on her way to serve the next patient, he added, "I'm 
feeling much better." 
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Home Free 

Phillip Parotti 

I was born on the western rim of the Pinos Altos Mountains in 
southwestern New Mexico, close to the hour of sundown. My 
father's neighbor, an Anglo named Orson Squire Fowler IV, 
joked about my birth, saying I was already headed west when I 
first came into the world, but the joke was not well received at 
home, and for months, Dad and Mother cut Mr. Fowler 
whenever they met him, which was difficult to do because Mr. 
Fowler supervised my father, making daily consultations 
necessary for mutual success. 

Mr. Fowler and several of his colleagues became upset with 
Dad--and with Mother, I suppose--owing to my parents an-
nounced intentions about my birth. Mr. Fowler thought I 
should have been born in Albuquerque, at Presbyterian on Cen-
tral or at Bernalillo County Medical Center; he claimed he could 
get Mother a private room, if she would just cooperate. Ernesto 
Baca, Dad's program manager, advised Mother to have me at 
St. Joseph's where the nuns could nurture my nativity and where 
a reasonable gift shop would be more accessible to visitors. The 
Pipe Smoker, placid and calm beneath his beetle brows, took a 
slightly more realistic view of my situation and offered my 
father two suggestions: Mimbres Memorial in Deming or 
Hillcrest General in Silver City. "Mimbres Memorial has the 
advantage of retaining the name," he told Dad, "but Hillcrest 
General is, after all, much closer to home, isn't it?" My father 
compromised and went his own way: on the road to my birth, 
Dad drove Mother (and i) both through Deming and Silver City 
before turning north up Highway 15 toward the pinon covered 
slopes of the Pinos Altos Ridge. 

I don't know where in Pinos Altos Dad parked the car. Jeremy 
Hudson and Domingo Sanchez both asked me about it once, a 
long time ago in the fifth grade, but the question seemed irrele-
vant: cars stop where they stop, and so do Dads, Mothers (and 
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is); who can say where a smooth road ends and a rough trail 
begins? Dad parked the car somewhere, and he and Mother 
(and i) made the remainder of the trip on foot--down Bear 
Creek, across around through the diggings of the old gold camps 
(that seemed to tower above us like walls, preventing any rapid, 
easy progress toward my birth), and up up up the steep western 
face of the Pinos Altos Rim. Dad didn't take us all the way to 
the top; in his time, he had learned a thing of two about survival 
and dido 't want us silhouetted against the sky. After I came 
home from my first war movie (The Sands of Iwo lima), I asked 
him if he'd learned that in the army, on Okinawa, but he said, 
"No, I learned that from your great-grandmother. She said my 
grandfather became silhouetted against the sky once, over in the 
San Mateos where he had gone to hunt deer, and she never saw 
him again." 

Dad built Mother a little rancheria up there on the west rim--
nothing fancy, but enough: a pinon wickiup; a small sweat bath, 
a ring of cooking stones--and when the time came, Mom went 
out into a dense grove of scrub oak, released me from confine-
ment, and carried me back to my father, laced to a cradleboard. 

Dad was ecstatic. When he saw me and Mother returning, the 
first thing I remember him doing was leaping about four feet in-
to the air. Then, outside the wickiup, just over the smoke of the 
fire, he lifted me high into the air above his head and began to 
say my name, but he really must have been choked up with emo-
tion because he didn't do any more than whisper it four times. 
Mother wasn't even present; she was a little tired from all the ex-
citement, I think and had gone into the wickiup to lay down, so 
only Dad and I, and the winds, know for certain that he named 
me Mangus Four-Eyes. Dad was perceptive; right from the 
beginning, he knew that I would tend to have myopic vision, 
that I would need strong glasses if I intended to see the world 
clearly, so he gave me my name to remind me never to take off 
my corrective lenses. But Mother didn't know that, and Dad 
didn't bother to tell her, so today, she's still trying to call me by 
the name she put on my birth certificate down at the Grant 
County Courthouse in Silver City: Achilles Winthrop--Achilles 
Winthrop Redsleeves. 

I know, I know, but you have to make allowances for Mother. 
She's pretty well educated--not as well educated as Dad, 

136 



perhaps, but still, she's got a good diploma from the Mission 
School, and she reads. "Listen here," she said to Dad, "I don't 
care what your grandmother said! This boy has a future, and I 
don't care who knows it! I just don't want any of that 'Running 
Bear' or 'Flying Coyote' stuff getting into his name and confus-
ing people. My boy isgoing to have a future, and when people 
hear his name, I want them to know about his heroic heritage 
and hear the sound of success!" It was a nice gesture, I'll admit, 
but Dad and I, and the winds, knew the truth, and things didn't 
quite work out the way my Mother expected them to. In her 
single-minded determination for me to succeed, Mom im-
mediately took to calling me Winthrop, then shortened it to 
Win, then (after watching a television docudrama on Churchill) 
Winny, and the fact is that I wasn't even out of the first grade 
before my word-loving classmates dubbed me 'Horse-Whinney,' 
so there you are. Mothers just can't fool around with the winds. 

We didn't remain at the rancheria too long. Dad had only 
taken a temporary leave from the agency, so when my navel cord 
finally dried and fell off, Dad wanted to bury it immediately, 
right there on the mountain--under a deer track to guarantee my 
status as a hunter or under a horse track to give me power as a 
raider--and return to Albuquerque so as not to miss too much of 
his work. This haste precipitated a mild argument with Mother: 
"A deer track!" she screamed, "a horse track! My boy's going 

to hunt elk on Central? He's going to raid a ·public school?" 
Little did she know. ''These are not the times of our grand-
parents," she announced. "For god's sake, let's try to adapt!" 
Dad reminded her that the ritual was merely a custom, a purely 
symbolic gesture. "Gesture?" said my mother. "Gesture" 
What gesture? Do gestures go to the bank? Do gestures pay for 
houses in the Heights? Does this gesture of yours win Nobel 
Prizes? Don't try to gesture me with your gestures: leave 
gestures to the winds!" Thus besieged, Dad's arguments scat-
tered like so many dry leaves, and when we finally came down 
from the mountain, we drove all the way back to Albuquerque 
with my navel cord carefully preserved in a jar of sweet gherkin 
pickles. 

Mother, you see, had plans. "I haven't decided yet, for sure," 
she told my father. "There's a new national bank going up on 
Menaul: I might bury it there, under the president's office, or 
under the Governor's Palace in Santa Fe, or even under the 
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medical school at UNM." 
"Why don't you bury it under that new airstrip at Sandia," 

said my father, giving her a flint-eyed glance, "he might become 
a fighter pilot." 

"You are certainly wrong about that," thundered my mother; 
"I think he'll be far more successful as a C.P.A. Ah! I know," 
she beamed, "I'll bury it beneath the College of Business over at 
UNM: that way, he can go into banking management accoun-
ting and make it in all of them!" 

"Sure," said my father, eying my pickle jar where it rested on 
the kitchen table, "just don't make a mistake and bury it under 
a sorority house or a filling station." 

"Very funny," said my mother, picking up my pickle jar and 
my cradleboard, and starting toward the door. ''Anything you 
need from the store?" 

I never made it as a doctor, a banker, or an ind ... a certified 
public accountant, but I almost made it as a grocery clerk. 
Whatever possessed my mother to carry my pickle jar into The 
Agency Foodmarket with her, I'll never know, but she had one 
hell of a time getting it out again. 

"It's damaged," said the clerk; "we'll replace it at no extra 
charge." 

'No thanks," said my mother, "this is mine. I brought it in 
here with me, and now, I'm taking it out again. It's not part of 
the groceries." 

The clerk heaved a sigh, drew himself up to his full height, and 
prepared to argue. "Pickles are pickles," he countered; "they 
have to be paid for, but I'm afraid I can't allow you to remove 
this jar from the store anyway because the seal has already been 
broken. Like I said, Lady, we'll replace it." 

Mother became adamant. "Take that!" she said, throwing 
two dollars and twenty-seven cents on the counter, the full price 
for an unopened jar of sweet gherkins on special. 

"And you can take that at your own risk," charged the clerk. 
"It really ought to go in the garbage. Just look at the discolora-
tion in there!" 

"Nonsense," said my mother, "that is merely the color of suc-
cess which you would not know how to recognize.'' 

Mother probably shouldn't have said that, and I admit it. She 
ticked off the clerk so thoroughly that when he finally sacked 
our groceries and carried them out to the car, he intentionally 
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segregated my pickle jar, stuffed it into a dirty sack of its own, 
and left it sitting on the ground. Then, when he thought Mother 
wasn't looking, he kicked it under the right rear tire where I'm 
sure he believed she would crush it as soon as she drove away. 
-No, Mother did not run over it; in fact, not even the clerk 
could have foreseen the actual turn of events. I let out one hell 
of a wail the minute my pickle jar was mishandled, so Mother 
noticed the deception almost immediately, but before she could 
do a thing about it, before she could even get out of the car and 
go looking around for it, a mixed gang of Anglo and Chicano 
youths--ungovernable urchins, actually--ran through the park-
ing lot, snatched up the sack, and made off with my pickle jar, 
my preservative, and my navel cord, so there went my birthright. 

Now the truth of the matter is, all of this had taken place near 
enough of Santa Fe so that. .. so that. .. well, one has to make 
allowances for Santa Fe, I suppose. They tended to see things in 
terms of the Pueblos, and only in terms of the Pueblos, and this 
was strictly a southern problem. I don't think you could really 
say that the Pueblos ever had much to do with the Mimbrenos 
(meaning Mother and Dad, and me by association) one way or 
another, but for the theft of my pickle jar to have taken place 
right there in the Agency parking lot, right there in broad 
daylight, right there under the very noses of Mother and me, and 
countless Santa Fe authorities ... well, it was simply an outrage! 

To this day, we still don't know what happened to my pickle 
jar preservative navel cord birthright, but considering who took 
it, I think it likely that either it has been flushed down some 
ticky-tacky suburban garbage disposal or devoured at a 
barbecue picnic political rally. Dad, Mother, and I continue to 
look for it, of course, but after this length of tick-tockery, I 
doubt that we are ever going to find it again, so now, we'll really 
have to adapt. --I know I've already started, but oh my, the pro-
cess is slow. Still, if it hadn't been for Dad's foresight in naming 
me, I might never have started . 

• • • 
In 1950, Dad's agency promoted him and sent us south. 

"We're going south," Dad announced, "we're going home!" 
''Ojo Caliente?'' said my mother, ''The Black Range, The San 

Mateo Mountains?" 
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"The rancheria," said Dad. 
"Baloney!" said my mother. "I'm not climbing that moun-

tain again for love nor money." 
Mother was wrong, of course,; she climbed it again, twice, for 

the births of Victorio Big-Ears (Odysseus Vanderbilt Redsleeves) 
and Nanita Twenty-Fingers (Penelope Eleanor Redsleeves) both 
of whose navel cords were carefully preserved in jars of pure 
brine and safely cached away in a safe deposit box at the 
American National Bank in Silver City. But theirs is another, 
happier story altogether, or nearly so, and at this particular tick 
of the tock, I shouldn't digress. 

We moved, then, not to the rancheria as Dad had first in-
dicated (he later told us that he had been speaking metaphorical-
ly) but into a new three bedroom stuccoed adobe house on the 
broad southern slope of my birthridge, on a rise overlooking 
Delgadito Avenue in the fashionable Silver City suburb known 
as Indian Hills. I was six; we moved near the end of August, and 
five days after our relocation, Dad came home from the agency 
and handed me a small package. 

"Tomorrow's the day," he said. "Here, try these on." 
"Long pants?" I said, already wriggling out of my shorts. 
"Your third and fourth eyes," Dad whispered. "They're for 

long distance adaption. Go ahead, put them on." 
"Well, tomorrow's the day," said my mother, coming into the 

room from the kitchen. Then she screamed, "Agaah! Four-
Eyes! 

"How do you know?" said my father, looking perplexedly at 
Mom. 

"Boy!" I shouted enthusiastically. "The world sure looks dif-
ferent through glasses." 

"Lenses," corrected my father. "Corrective lenses." 
"Well ... whatever,"I said. "Say, Mom, what's on that chain 

around your neck, a safe· deposit box key? Before, I always 
thought it was a cross." 

"Don't be precocious," said my father. "Try to act your age, 
they'll expect it of you at school.'' 

"Where?" I said quickly. 
"Just so they're American lenses," said my mother, exhibiting 

a new strain of Chauvinism. "I don't want him trying to see 
things through any of that cheap Chihuahua glass, even if the 
lens grinder is German. Half the time, your cousins down there 
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don't know what they're buying on the cheap and sending up 
here." 

"Where?" I said jumping up and down. 
"Nonsense," said my father. "Why with these lenses, he'll be 

able to see all the way to Tres Castillos. And besides, what has a 
Mimbreno's vision to do with artificial boundries?" 

"That's what he's going to start finding out tomorrow," 
countered my mother, looking away from my father to me. 
"Now, you listen to me, Achilles Winthrop. You just adapt 
your vision to the way things are, and I'm quite sure you'll pro-
sper. Got i(?" 

"Got it, Mom." 
"Good," said my father, winking at me behind my mother's 

back. "Remember who you are; remember to keep your lenses 
on." I winked back, four times. 

Through grades one, two three, four (tick, tick, tick-tock), I 
remembered my name, and I remembered to keep my glasses on, 
thereby avoiding the ravages to my inate myopic affliction. In 
those days, I attended North Silver P.S., a spacious new school 
that had been built within walking distance of my home, on the 
southern tip of my birthridge, and in the main, I was extraor-
dinarily happy. I was not precisely a star student, but other 
compensations brightened my days: classrooms painted in 
warm sepia tones, open windows that constantly freshened the 
air, and broad playgrounds where I was allowed to roam at will, 
where the sun was invariably warm and friendly. And my 
teachers were perfect for their setting: Misses Steck, Drew, Hen-
nisee, and Piper were as warm as their rooms and sympathetic, 
nurturing my mind through a variety of gentle persuasions and a 
harmony of perfumes. Had I been allowed to continue my 
education at North Silver, I think things might have been much 
different. But during the summer of 'SS, the school trustees, the 
superintendent, the principals, and a certain teacher--
unbeknownst to me--made some obscurely motivated decisions 
that changed the whole course of my life. 

On the opening day of the fifth grade, I suffered an irreversi-
ble shock when I learned that all fifth graders were being con-
centrated at Silver City Public, a massive windowless 
blockhouse on the corner of San Carlos and Arizona streets, far 
south and west of my birthridge. No warm sunshine there, no 
wide spacious playground, no freedom to roam at will over the 
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space of my youth. I'd heard about that place; I knew what was 
coming: hard sidewalks, hard playground, hard teachers, and 
hard gangs of little brown and white Pachucos who carried 
church keys and bicycle chains. I didn't want to go, and rebell-
ecl. 

"Don't be ridiculous!" thundered my mother. "School is 
school." 

"That's what you think," I said. "Those guys down there 
carry spears I " 

"That sounds a little myopic," said my father. "I'll make an 
appointment for you with the optometrist; I think you're about 
ready for a new pair of glasses." 

I was, but I didn't get them in time, and no amount of 
bargaining, or pleading, or crying on my part could change the 
course of events: I started the fifth grade at Silver City Public. 

ENTER Miss Walker, Miss Eris Walker, Miss Eris. Close up 
(without lenses): thin as a Winchester, hard as a skeleton, tense 
tense tense, hooked nose, gunpowder eyes, sharp tongue, sharp 
like the blade of a bowie knife or a thin long cavalry sabre--too 
sharp to look at, close up without glasses. Long distance (with 
lenses): Miss Eris, spinster daughter of Flint Walker, a retired 
executioner; Flint, second son of ex-Grant County hangman, 
Orca 1891; Circa 1891, only son of Joseph Walker, veteran 
mountain man prospector seizer of Mangus Colorado (son-in-
law of Joseph West, veteran soldier autocrat assassin of Mangus 
Colorado). Medium range (with or without lenses, allowing for 
distortions in my prescription): Miss Eris, free, Anglo, sour and 
dangerous. 

"Quiet children," shouted Miss Eris, "or I'll crack your tiny 
little heads together." Silence. "Alright," said Miss Eris, "now 
today, we're going to learn everything about Grant County, 
New Mexico--where we all live. Who can tell me who lived here 
first?" 

"I can, I can," yelled little mistress Bradford. "It was the 
Pilgrims!" 

"Squanto," said little Jenny Smith. 
"Bull!" said Jeremy Hudson. "It was John Bullard! I ought 

to know; he was my great-grandfather, wasnt' he! The main 
street's named after him, isn't itt" 

"Who?" said Domingo Sanchez. 
"What?" said Alicia Martinez. 
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"Where?" said Rodolfo Benevidez. 
"That's the dumbest thing I ever heard," scoffed Porfirio 

Gomez. "The first guy around here was Francisco Manuel El-
que! Everybody knows that: he founded the copper mines at 
Santa Rita del Cobre in 1804!" 

"Who?" siad Sammy Wiseman. 
"When?" said little Jenny Smith. 
"You must be kidding," said Leroy Wong. 
"Knock it off," barked Miss Eris. "You're all wrong." 
I looked at Miss Eris, then, with love and affection; she was 

about to salvage my birthright. I was even sure that she would 
reveal the exact disposition of my navel cord. I took off my 
glasses and raised my hand. 

''Achilles Winthrop,'' Miss Eris grunted, "what do you know 
about it?" 

"It was the Mimbreno Apaches," I said proudly. "They 
owned all the land from Chihuahua to the Plains of Saint 
Augustine." 

"Who!" screamed little mistress Bradford, Jenny, Jeremy, 
Sammy, Leroy. 

"Where!" yelled Domingo, Alicia, Rodolfo, Porfirio. 
"What!" roared Miss Eris. 
"The Mimbrenos," I said proudly, "Mangus Colorado's 

band: my people." 
"Agaah! You ... you ... Horse-Whinney!" screamed Miss Eris. 

"You git, git over there, and stand in that corner right now!" 
It was my fault: I'd taken off my glasses and looked at her 

dose up. If I'd only kept my glasses on and my eyes focused on 
her long distance, I would have, could have made my adaption 
in silence, and she wouldn't have, couldn't have slashed me with 
her verbs. But I forgot. 

"Never, NEVER, NEVER!" Miss Eris screamed at my father 
over the telephone. "I absolutely refuse to have him in my class! 
He's the worst disruption I've ever encountered! Speaks pure 

gibberish, fills the other children's heads with lies, raids their 
lunches, tries to steal their space! And he blinks--four times, 
every time! What is it with you people, anyway? Who the hell 
are you? Illegal aliens? Wetbacks? Mongul spies? If he ever 
shows his face around here again, I'll .. .I'll report him to the 
F.B.I.!" EXIT Miss Eris. 

"Hmm," said my father, "sounds hysterical. Have a rough 
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day at school?" 
"Kinda," I said, "Jeremy Hudson and Domingo Sanchez 

kept trying to push me outa my chair." 
"Oh?" said my father. "And what did you do?" 
"Tried to make peace," I said, "and then, threatened them 

with my pencil, but I forgot to wear my glasses during New Mex-
ico history. Miss Eris sent me to the principal's office." 

"I warned you about that," said my father. "When you go 
back tomorrow, try to remember your name; that will remind 
you to keep your glasses on. Here, your new prescription arriv-
ed today; try these on, and remember, we're counting on you to 
go the distance." 

I remembered, and I even tried on my new glasses, but I can't 
say that they helped me very much: Miss Eris wouldn't let me 
back in the building, and I knew, then, that I was never going to 
go the distance in her class. Instead, I wc;nt off each morning 
with my lunch in my hand, backtracked over the hill behind Hill 
Crest General, and dropped down to the North Silver 
playground where I could eat my sandwiches in peace, in the 
broad sunny schoolyard of my youth. I usually stuck around 
until recess ended and all the younger kids had gone back inside, 
and then I broke cover and headed for the hills, staying out until 
just around sundown. It took the truant officer six full months 
to catch up with. me. 

''This is what comes of wanting to bury his navel cord in a 
horse track I " said my mother. 

"If you will recall," said my father, "you are the one 
who .... '' 

"Who wanted to bury it beneath the Albuquerque City 
Hall," thundered my mother. "I wanted him to make 
something of himself. What name did you tell those winds, 
anyway? And it had sure better have been Achilles Winthrop!'' 

"Er ... not exactly," mumbled my father. 
"What!" screamed my mother. "I told you! Didn't I tell 

you, none of that 'Crawling Turtle' or 'Laughing Beaver' stuff! 
Oh my god! What name? What name?" 

"Er ... never mind," said my father. "I think we can work it 
out, if we just send him up to see the Pipe Smoker." 

"Oh for god's sake," said my mother. 
"Can you think of a better solution?" asked my father. 
"If you'd made the authorities work a little harder trying to 
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recover his navel cord, none of this would ever have happened," 
nagged my mother; "he'd be right on track for a Ph.D in 
nuclear physics. Then, he could have shown them a thing or 
two. If you had only .... " 

"Er ... don't you think it's a little late for that?" said Dad. 
From their cradleboards, Victorio Big-Ears and Nanita 

Twenty-Fingers let out two piercing yelps: they'd heard enough 
of the argument. 

"Look," said Dad, "this isn't getting us anywhere. I think 
the wisest thing to do is send him up to see the Pipe Smoker." 

"Send him. Send him! What do I know, I'm only his 
mother!'' 

"I'll send him," said Dad, "on the next available horse ... er, 
plane." Tick-Tock. 

• • • 
"So," said the Pipe Smoker, lighting a lamp, "you've 

returned to neutral territory, huh?" 
"Well ... I suppose so," I said, "if you can call the Pueblos 

neutral." 
The Pipe Smoker chuckled. ''We've learned to live with 

them," he said mildly, "and so can you if you want to, but that 
business down south is another matter.'' The Pipe Smoker took 
off his hat and sat down, crossed-legged, beside his coffee table. 
"Tired?" he asked. 

"It's been a long, hard journey," I said; "I rode all the way 
over The Black Range, then caught a bus at T. or C." 

"Well, I'd offer you mescal," he said, "but I don't suppose 
you've taken that up yet. What would you like to drink?" 

"Warm spring water?" I said. "Everyone thinks I'm crazy, 
but I'm partial to it; so are Dad and Mother, really. Dad says 
it's in our genes." 

The Pipe Smoker laughed. "I get a delivery from Ojo 
Caliente about once a month," he said. "It's not as good out of 
a bottle, of course, but still, it's a nice reminder." He got up, 
disappeared into his kitchen, and returned a few minutes later 
with a tumbler of warm, bubbling mineral water. "Here," he 
said, "take a drink of this and see if it doesn't hit the spot." 

It did. Tick-tock, it brought the whole journey rushing right 
back to me: Bear Creek, the rancheria on the Pinos Altos Rim, 
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my exodus to points north, my return to the South, North Silver, 
and my final removal to and escape from the corner of Arizona 
and San Carlos streets. 

"How am I going to get it back?" I asked. "How am I going 
to find it?" 

"Your navel cord?" said the Pipe Smoker. 
"Yes," I said, "my navel cord." 
"I'm afraid you're never going to get that back." he said 

seriously. "Either it's been flushed down some suburban gar-
bage disposal by now, or it has already been devoured at some 
barbecue picnic political rally, and that's that. Your birthright 
is gone: I'm afraid that's the nature of things." 

"You're kidding," I said. 
"No, I'm afraid I'm not," said the Pipe Smoker. "It's gone, 

and there's an end to it. You're never going to get it back." 
I started to cry. 
"Well," said the Pipe Smoker, "of course, if you hanker 

after that sort of thing, I suppose you could move in with the 
Jicarillas, the Mescaleros, or the Chiricahuas, but .. .. " 

I stopped crying. "No thanks," I said emphatically. 
"Jicarillas may be Jicarillas, Mescaleros may be Mescal eros, 
and Chiracahuas may even be Apaches, but Mimbrenos are 
Mimbrenos, and home is where the heart is." 

"Fine," said the Pipe Smoker, handing me a tissue with 
which to blow my nose. "That's what I thought you'd say, so 
recognize right now that the Mimbreno birthright is gone 
forever, as sure as leaves fall from the trees. Now, in your 
brother and sister's cases, things arent' so bad: your mother has 
safely cached their navel cords in the American National Bank, 
and that's going to guarantee them a whole different kind of 
future than yours, but then, that's in the nature of things, too, 
isn't it? After all, they've had 346,896,000 fewer ticks of the 
tock than you, and that's going to make all the difference in the 
world.'' 

"So what's left for me?" I asked. "I mean, that's just great 
for Victorio Big-Ears and Nanita Twenty-Fingers--and I'm hap-
py for them, don't get me wrong--but what's left for me?" 

"How about dignity," said the Pipe Smoker. 
"Who?" I said. 
"Your dignity," said the Pipe Smoker. 
"What are you talking about?" I said. "If you ask me, that 
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doesn't sound like much of an exchange for my birthright." 
"Well, that's all you're going to get," said the Pipe Smoker. 

"That's everything you can get; you can have it if you want it." 
"Oh, really"?" I said. "I guess you haven't ever heard me 

called Horse-Whinney, have you?" 
"Bullets and arrows may break your bones," said the Pipe 

Smoker, "but you are long past the day when rude names can 
hurt you." 

"I wish you'd tell that one to Miss Eris," I said, "I don't 
think she's heard it." 

"Nonsense," said the Pipe Smoker. "You go back and tell 
her. Look, boy, you've already told her once, in so many 
words, and now you've got to go back and tell her again, and tell 
her and tell her, and go on telling her until she backs off and 
leaves your dignity alone." He paused and filled his pipe, and 
then lighted it, blowing a blue-grey cloud of smoke into the air 
above our heads. "When I was a boy," he said quietly, "the old 
men made us learn the names of birds and snakes, how to track, 
how to hunt, how to find water, the same. Go back, Mangus 
Four-Eyes, go back to hte South and raid the enemy, not for 
your birthright--those three hundred thousand square miles are 
gone forever--but for your dignity. You'll never recover your 
navel cord, or your land, but you will recover yourself." 

I squirmed. "Wouldn't it be a lot easier just to go back to 
Bear Creek and set up a little rancheria, somewhere out of the 
way?" I asked. "Nothing pretentious, just something quiet. I 
mean, the miners are all gone now; the gold's played out." 

"Don't you believe it for a second," said the Pipe Smoker. 
"I guarantee you, they'll be back, and then, how long do you 
think you could last before you, too, become silhouetted against 
the horizon 1" 

"I suppose you're right," I said, "but it's damned unfair!" 
"It's the only way," said the Pipe Smoker, "but I'm going to 

give you a charm to help you do it, if you think you want to 
try." 

"So where's the charm?" I said. 
"There's a catch,"' said the Pipe Smoker. 
"That's what I was afraid of," I said. 

"You see," said the Pipe Smoker, "I can't actually give you 
the charm because it's locked up in Orson Squire Fowler IV's 
safe with all of his records." 
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"Dad's boss?" I said. 
"That's the one," said the Pipe Smoker. 
"And he'll just turn it over to me, will he?" I said. 
"Not a chance," said the Pipe Smoker. "You're going to 

have to make a raid on the records office, on the safe." 
''That sounds a little tough, like trouble,'' I said, ''and isn't it 

going to make things difficult for Dad?" 
"Yes," said the Pipe Smoker, furrowing his brows, "but he'll 

know it's worth it. Seize the charm, and your journey home will 
be like a ride downhill. And the charm will absolutely flatten 
your opposition, particularly that Eris woman." 

"Say," I said, "what is this charm, anyway? A totem? A 
medicine bag? A secret stick?'' 

"Don't talk superstitious nonsense," said the Pipe Smoker, 
"it's very unbecoming in a Mimbreno. This charm is morally 
superior to any of the things you mention." 

I waited on bone pins and porcupine needles. 
"It's the boiled out skull of Mangus Colorado," said the Pipe 

Smoker. "It's the evidence of his murder. And it's enormous. 
When West and Walker killed him, they severed it from his body 
and sold it to the boss's great-grandfather, a phrenologist-
lecturer. He claimed it was stolen on tour. Now, the old people 
might have believed that, but not me--not anymore. Fowler 
handed down to Fowler, and right now--today, this minute--it's 
sitting in the agency records safe on a pile of documents. Get 
Mangus' skull back, and you've got them cold: evidence is ir-
refutable." 

I saw what he meant. "I see what you mean," I said. "That 
ought to knock them over like ninepins." 

"Exactly," said the Pipe Smoker. "After that, they won't be 
able to deny you anything, except your birthright." 
"But I'll have my dignity, won't 1," I said. 
"You certainly will," said the Pipe Smoker. "That Eris 

woman will fall like a dead limb." 
"I'll get right on it," I said. 
"Do," said the Pipe Smoker. "You've got the stuff, so 

remember, we expect you to go the distance for us." 
And I am. I see my lawyers next week, and then we're going 

to pop that safe open in my first raid. Once I have the evidence, 
I'm home free. 

148 



contributors 

WILLIAM ALLEN holds an MA in English from New York 
University and has had work appear in Blind Alley, Ap-
pearances, Central Park and others. 

UNDA ANDREWS lives and writes in Kirkland, Washington. 

ROBERT BOSWELL holds an MFA from the University of 
Arizona and has published stories in The Antioch Review and 
others. 

HARRY BRODY lives and writes in Durham, North Carolina. 

MICHAEL BUGEJA, poetry editor of the Cimarron Review, 
has published in such journals as Manhattan Poetry Review, 
Quarterly West, Texas Review, Mid-American Review, Kansas 
Quarterly and others. 

FRANK BUSKE is the head of the English Department at UAF. 
His work has appeared in several journals, including per-
mafrost. 

DA VID CHORLTON was born in Austria and presently lives in 
Arizona. His work has appeared in permafrost, Poet Lore, The 
Devil's Mil/hopper, The Bloomsbury Review and others. He has 
published two chapbooks, Old Water andAIIegiance To The 
Fire. 

DENISE DUHAMEL grew up in Woonsocket, Rhode Island 
and received a BFA from Emerson College, Boston. Her work 
has appeared in The Emerson Review, Gangsters In Concrete, 
The Wooster Review andSoundings East. 

149 



JOSEPH DUPRAS is an associate professor of English at UAF, 
specializing in literary criticism and 19th-century British 
literature. His essays have appeared in The Journal of Narrative 
Technique, Studies in Browning and His Circle, and 
Renascence. 

DIANE FREEDMAN is presently in the process of moving 
from Ithaca, New York, to Seattle, Washington. 

GEORGE FULLEN lives and writes in Scotia, New York. 

MALCOLM GLASS has had work appear in The Sewanee 
Review, Reader's Choice, Poetry Northwest, The Arizona 
Quarterly and others. His first book of poems, Bone Love, has 
sold out its first printing. A chapbook, Wiggin Poems, was 
published by Bucksnort Press early in 1984 and his play, 
Greetings, is scheduled for production this spring by Poverty 
Playhouse in Nashville. A native of Florida, Mr. Glass now lives 
in Clarksville, Tennessee, where he teaches courses in poetry and 
writing at Austin Peay State University. 

COPPlE GREEN received her MFA degree from the University 
of North Carolina, Greensboro and presently lives and writes in 
Fairbanks, Alaska. A former poetry editor for The Greensboro 
Review, she has published in a variety of magazines around the 
country. 

BILL HOAGLAND received his MFA from the University of 
Massachusetts-Amherst and has had work appear in The Min-
nesota Review, Crazy Horse, The Greenfield Review, Wriers 
Forum, The Carolina Quarterly and others. 

JANET McCANN teaches English at Texas A&M, has had work 
appear in Southern Poetry Review, Images, Kansas Quarterly 
and others, and has a chapbook coming out from Pudding 
Press. She is starting her own journal, Piddiddle, and is looking 
for submissions for issue 1--Animals as Subject and Metaphor 
and issue 2--Numbers, Letters and Words. Anyone interested 
can send her submissions c/o the English Department, Texas 
A&M. 

150 



RODGER MOODY lives in Eugene, Oregon where he edits 
Si/verfzsh Review. He is a frequent contributor to permafrost, 
among other journals. 

JOHN MORGAN teaches creative writing at UAF. His work 
has appeared in The New Yorker, Poetry Now, permafrost, The 
North American Review and others. He has released two 
volumes of poetry, The Bone Duster and The Arctic Herd. The 
poems, The Abscess and Rembrandt on the Hudson published 
in this issue have previously appeared in The Inside Passage, a 
chapbook from Owl Creek Press. 

TRJSH PALOS takes writing classes "on the sly .. at Eastern 
Washington University where she is majoring in Health Services 
Administration and Management Information Systems. Her 
poetry has been displayed in conjunction with other artists' 
works at the Spokane City Hall Art Gallery. 

PHILIP PAROTTI grew up in Silver City; New Mexico, spent 
four years at sea in the Navy. and has taught English at Sam 
Houston State University for the past thirteen years. He has 
published work in Spoon River Quarterly, Encore, The Dekalb 
Literary Arts Journal, The Georgia Review, Southern 
Humanities Review and others. He has given up playing Rugby 
and devotes his spare time to writing and stoking his Franklin 
stove. 

RICHARD RALEIGH lives in Dania, Florida and has had work 
published by Palmetto Review, Visions and Cincinnati Poetry 
Review. 

BONNIE ROBERTS is a permafrost contributor from Hunt-
sville, Alabama. 

KIM ROBERTS is a permafrost contributor who lives and 
writes in Tucson, Arizona. 

HYUN-JAE YEE SALLEE has been translating Korean fiction 
and poetry for several years. Her translations have appeared in 
The Korean Times, Heritage, Daily Meditations and others. 

151 



MARY LOU SANELLI is a free-lance writer for sailing 
magazines such as Alaska Magazine, Nor'westing, and Cruising 
World. Her poetry has appeared in Poetry Seattle, permqfrost, 
Northwest Magazine, Mendocino Review, Jeopardy and others. 
Her first collection, A Wandering Portrait, was published in 
1982 by Peninsula Press. Lineage, her latest collection, was 
published by Empty Bowl Press in January of this year. 

DA VID SHESKIN lives in Bethel, Connecticut where he writes 
fiction. 

JUDITH SKILLMAN has had poetry in The Seneca Review, 
Poetry Northwest, Science '82, Science '84, Light Year '85, per-
mafrost and others. She has an MA in English Literature from 
the University of Maryland, and teaches writing at Bellevue 
Community College. A frequent insomniac, Ms. Skillman 
writes in the wee hours of sleepless nights. She lives in Bellevue, 
Washington with her husband and two children. 

B.A. ST. ANDREWS writes poems and articles appearing in 
The Humanist, North Dakota Quarterly, Asian Thought and 
Society, Cedar Rock, Dekalb Literary Arts Journal, The 
Bloomsbury Review and teaches in a medical college in 
Syracuse, New York. 

DAVID STARK, director of the Midnight Sun Writers' Con-
ference, has had work appear in such magazines as Northwest 
Review, Southern Poetry Review, Poetry NOW, Quarterly 
West, Cimarron Review, and others. He is co-editor of an an-
thology of Alaskan writing, In The Dreamlight: Twenty-One 
Alaskan Writers. 

R.E. STRATTON is an Associate Professor of English at UAF. 
He was founding editor of Plainsongs, a little magazine of 
poetry, and his own poetry has been published in South Dakota 
Review, Riverfront, Scrivener and Nebraska English Counselor. 

RAY TUMBLESON is a permafrost contributor from Somer-
ville, Massachusetts. 

152 



DIANE WEBSTER was born and raised in Ontario, Oregon and 
has worked as a fruit picker, irrigation pipe mover, janitor and a 
general circulation helper for her local newspaper. A graduate 
of the Writer's Digest Schools (fiction), her work has appeared 
in Home Planet News, Davidson Miscellany, Parnassus, Wind 
Chimes and others. 

SARA HEIKOFF WOEHRLEN teaches translation at 
Marygrove College in Detroit, Michigan and has had translated 
work for the Webster Review among others. 

SIL Y ANO ZAMARO lives in Edmonton, Alberta in Canada, 
and has had several works included in a variety of poetry an-
thologies. 

153 









$6.00 

in this issue: 

William M. Allen 

Linda Andrew 

Robert Boswell 

Harry Brody 

Michael J. Bugeja 

~ Frank Buske 

David Chorlton 

Denise Duhamel 

Joseph Dupras 

Diane Freedman 

George Fullen 

Malcolm Glass 

Bill Hoagland 

Coppie Green 

R.E. Stratton 

Ray Tumbleson 

Diane Webster 

Janet McCann 

Rodger Moody 

John Morgan 

Trish Palos 

Phillip Parotti 

Richard Raleigh 

Bonnie Roberts 

Kim Roberts 

Hyun-jae Yee Sallee 

Mary Lou Sanelli 

David Sheskin 

Judith Skillman 

Bonnie St. Andrews 

David Stark 

Sara Heikoff Woehrlen 

Silvano Zamaro 




