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Poetry 



Paul Ramsey 

Song for the Newness of Time 

Rocks' contours 
In their causes stand, 
Time instantaneously 
Afar. 

Things are 
As they change 
And are. 
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Paul Ramsey 

The Cave: Of Time 

We look at the rock formed by centuries of water's 
Slight and reiterative insistence. We see such times 
Brought to this issue at this distancing from 
The exact laws of randomness throughout that while 
Until now the guide smilingly says. "Alligator." 
And we. smilingly. agree. The jaggednesses serve 
For amusement, and for mystery for a long time. 
Toward futures farther than the cave is old 
And nearer than the flashlight on the stone. 
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Hugh C. Abernethy 

TV Sam 
1955 

Long after everyone else 
has gone to bed, 

he's still sitting in the circle 
of blue light smiling, 

sound turned down 
as he stares at the picture 

of the Indian transfixed 
on the test pattern. 
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Robert Parham 

At the National Invitational Conference 
on Film and Literature 

Ten a.m. again, but at the movies, strangely, films all day 
to learn about, what, films? 

His eyes are in deep focus, 
his mind in Panavision seeing something bigger than 

I can see. 
Was this the way that Hughes saw Kate or she 

refusing him 
saw the world, and more? 

We watch without the huge screen 
or the dozen speakers, though. The Roman surge 

seems no more 
than Macy's at Thanksgiving, a day after. We 

come, we see, 
we purchase the dull glowing dreams with a 

mob smile intact. 
I see a book in my sleep: Einstein on the Steppes. 
It's a fraud; that's how I know it's a dream, a 

joke, the old brain 
punning about the sea of its eye dreams where 

awash in the glimmers 
of times, framed for someone's viewing pleasure. 

is something I know 
and lots that mock me, smiling in the dark 

of my waking, safe 
in an alley, moving slowly among the bums, 

ready to wait. 
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Jim Elledge 

October 

In one of his October moods--
sky, moon, 
moon-lit branch, 
branch pecking at the window pane--
the cartoonist sat down: 

a stick man walks home 
under a hub-and-spoke sun, 
past a conifer. past a picket fence 
to his stick brownstone. 

He never whimpers or jokes. 
never shakes a fist 
at the sky, crying 
Damn You, You Sonovabitch. 
He does not want. 
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Jim Elledge 

i 

£.Con que andamos? 

What do we do with a pencil? 
We write with a pencil. 

What do we do with a pen? 
We write with a pen. 

Wit}) a knife? With a knife 
we cut. 

With our hands? With our hands 

With our ears? With our ears 
we hear. With our eyes 
we see. With our feet 
we run. I close 

my eyes, I 
do not see. 

we take. 
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A Valentine 

Day, a residue: 

a palomino rears 
at barbed wire, 
his sweat. flakes 
of last light 
slung, his 
breath, pale 
snorts 

a heron lifts then 
skims oaks, their 
leaves' rustling--
wind, twilight, 
blue wings 

between, the moon 

Jim Elledge 
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Jim Hubert 

La Selva 

for my son. Ian James 

Morning's 
fog-draped cypress blanket 
a caravan of montaneros 
nodding all the way to Alajuela on horseback, 
their mules hefting palmito 
and a week's worth of damp white cheese. 

I listen in their direction: 
the nickle-hoof clack 
on rock. a missed footing. 
a sleepy cough from the oldest son, 
the weary snort of the lead horse. 

Then they emerge, before-dawn travelers, 
the animals shitting piles as they descend 
the mountain past my home. the saddle-slap of machetes 
drifting through shadowed branches. 
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They see me kneeling in black grass, 
calming, Chula, who growls, teeth bared 
to bloody ankles of those knife-eared horses, 
so the men shout out, "Pura Vida!", jerking the reins 

a little, 
then continue round the orchard into nothing, 
the low words men mumble to each other 
moving through a dawn of fog-draped cypress. 
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Kyokuho Ishigawa 

In the dead autumn field 
only the whisper 

of the passing wind 
lives. 

Oto dake ga 
ikite kareno o 
nukeru kaze. 
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Kyokuho Ishigawa 

In the river no water flows. 
the clouds flow through 
a voiceless sky. 

Kawa karete 
koe naki sora no 
kuma ugoku. 
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Gerald Cohen 

British Museum Library 

In the domed reading room 
twenty windows above, dimming: 
winter's darkness drops low 
under these gold gray-blue 
rows of arching grooves 
framing in walls of books, 
closing out London 
and its street level winds 
whipping, in stinging gusts, 
a record Christmas snow. 

Under the domed vaulting, 
unlike Chartre's Magdalene window, 
colors do not stream in, 
but the great golden overeye 
spreads across dark still surfaces 
where lines of verse grown dim 
with sad jagged brooding 
are closed in, chilled spaces, 
fracture images broken, yet luminous 
with colorless light like unsoiled snow. 
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Gerald Cohen 

Naming a Piece 

--for Martha Graham & Co. 

Why do I take title? 
to your stance? 

The pure shape and focus 
of your thrust 

is hold enough for image-makers 
of your dance: 

the real fame of you 
lifted high 

is in each extension of a lean 
each pressed thigh, 

nerve cells zipping through trunkline 
skin-stretched ribs, 

Your chest pulls wide the lover in you 
bulging out 

touching off leaping acrobats 
who cry joy 

for birds fish arms and hands 
of gods free. 
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Gerald Cohen 

Scrap the Scribe 

Old man, 
why trap you in my idea 

of your intention? 
In your clinging to that building 

you cover what is missing 
from its chalked 0-V-E 

the graphic answer: 
leaning pressed to its symmetry 

of cold squares and bricks 
and panes smeared blotched smashed. 

Your hold is so real 
no other letter can replace 

the L near your El. 
no other love or life or poem 

can fill in this silence, 
even in stillness your body is fluid 

and you need a place to go. 
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Is this one yours 
to pee by an open grating 

or to pull in 
to your own shadow splashing 

the image of a clenched hand 
or of a trapped animal head 

grovelling rock bottom low 
and loveless? 
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Rabiul Hasan 

A View from the Hawkeye State 

The farm boys haul harvests 
back into the dusky barn 

where the quivering nostrils of the dobbins 
scatter grain in deep sleep. 

The road I travelled this morning 
is covered with fallen leaves. 

Whatever seems to be left out there 
is the man's love for his woman, 

so in the wan darkness 
you and I will go out now. 

hand in hand. rambling silently 
through this hallowed land 

of grass. 
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Rabiul Hasan 

Reunion 

My shabby mouth, with its cavernous thirst, ate the 
seeds of longing that should have been planted. 

-- Robert Bly 

Having gone. I return to you where I left you. 
You say. "You cannot see me." 
I had to be blind. My rotten flesh. 
with its one eye nabbed to the other. 
nipped the filament of the moon 
that should have been lighted. Mauled and despaired, 
on the move, I slipped. And I wailed. 
And I let my shadow after you. 
Your eyes in tears well a river. 
I say. "I have come back now." 
You say, "There I died years ago." 
And you walk away slowly 
into the house, 
and the overcast sky, 
just before the rain, 
then the rain ... 
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Donnell Hunter 

Rainbows 

In the Great Depression Father took whatever 
work he could, once tended rainbow trout 
for my uncle who sold cars and owned a hatchery 
on the side. Aprils were worst. He'd stand 
thigh deep braving rheumatoid waters for the spawn. 
I'd watch the golden streams of roe, two hundred 
eggs per ounce. Then He'd take a hook-nosed 
jack, give a few light strokes on spangled flanks. 
Milt flowed like rain. Nights he thawed his feet 
in the oven of our one-room clapboard home. 

Mornings we cleaned the slatted screens 
that let water move from dam to dam. 
but kept each generation in its proper pond: 
moss and sticks and whitefish that swam 
too close, sometimes bullheads you could 
use for bait. Once I caught a sucker 
that must have weighed five pounds. "Trash 
fish," Father said, "too bony even for dogs. 
Take it to the Mexicans." 

-22-



A Mexican family lived down the road 
in two log rooms under a dirt roof that sprouted 
weeds after each rain. A large round lady 
met me at the door, took my gift, laughed 
what must have been thank you words: "Bueno. 
Muy buena." She pushed her brown thumb 
against the grain, flaked scales of silver 
to the ground, motioned me come in. 
But I declined. Too many stories of knives 
of gypsies left me scared. She offered fruit. 
I could feel my barefoot toes backing me 
through dust. When I reached the road, I fled. 
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Douglas Driame 

Colors and Other Things 

the blues were blue 
and the reds were not 
quite as red as I 
had remembered but you 
looked the same as you 
always looked I suppose 
and you still were pretentious 
as hell when saying love 
love love like it was a 
leaching sickness and you 
called me a pet name 
you used to use when we 
were pretending a life 
together a love together 
and your fingers were ice 
cold when you touched my 
back and I tensed and you noticed 
and perhaps (somewhat) 
you became aware of the present 
and your lousy color contrast 
and that love is not need 
need is not love love love 
and time passes things 
end others begin new love 
new heart your heart 
is the same old heart bleeds 
like an ulcer and I 
can't stop the bleeding 
and I never could. 
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Narratives 



Wendy Bishop 

The Loudest Noise 

The loudest noise created in a laboratory 
is 210 decibels. Holes can be bored in 
solid material by this means. 

The icy tones of the upper register were not 
enough for her, or complaints and agitation. When 
she shook out their baby, its cries felt like 
spearheads rattling against his ribs. 

Her voice writhed along his skin probing 
narrowly like an insect. With one fingernail 
scraping his arm, she could create his sigh--the 
sound of her was inside and out. She could 
conquer him with a single squeal. She knew her 
power. 

Sometimes without voice she opened and closed 
her depthless mouth until he felt even her 
silences thrust down his throat. take over the 
inner chambers, bust the furniture and punch 
holes through the walls. His breath rushed out 
and he fell. 

When he left, he took nothing, but walked 
toward dawn, where the sound of the sun drills 
a hole through the morning. 
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Wendy Bishop 

The Sounds of Your Night 

for B. F. 

The sound first of your dreams, taut as this 
mosquito netting: you watch green birds from a 
pyramid platform, confusing the colors you see 
for your own reveries. Reverse the binoculars, 
they can see you, name your parts, identify your 
species and note. amused, your expressions. Hurl 
the glasses in a high arc and they disappear like 
explorers in dense trees, crashing to the 
leaf-covered ground 

It is the hot time of year. Red and orange 
blossoms brush the platform. Your humming breath 
echoes insects. Out of you birds rattle and hoot 
and monkeys shake their branches like castanets. 
In the warm bitterness of early morning, this 
jungle road leaves your bed to go into the east. 

If I woke you it would still be the same. 
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Wendy Bishop 

The Other One 

You are the one for whom life hasn't stacked 
up colliding tragedies. As when someone named 
Richard dies in an Andean train accident--1968, 
1978. or 1988--it never matters. You are the one 
just walking into or stepping out of the action. 
You are never Richard, haunted eyes, arm in arm 
with a group of laughing friends, as seen in the 
last photo still extant taken in Belizian island 
sunlight on that day about which everyone there 
said "they already knew" later. 

You are the anonymous one. neither 
stern-jawed suicide nor collapsing victim, 
neither cloroquin resistant malaria dupe nor 
plane crash survivor disappearing in the wild 
Antipodes. You have the peculiar sensation of 
walking firmly down the center aisle of an empty 
church: dog-furred red carpet and stained light 
from the high glass. You expect traffic noise and 
a head-turning congregation but hear or see 
neither from your particular angle. You walk this 
way often. puzzled, no clearer than anyone else 
as to why fate trounces here and blesses there. 
but sure, if fate's schema exists. your part is 
the simple bewildered norm by which the 
fantastically outrageous and the merely tragic 
passes. 
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Wendy Bishop 

Driving into Wind 

In the empty light of a windy morning, I 
start out to visit your house, driving, while 
trees flatten and pave the sky with their 
branches. Magpies fly from cover then fold wings 
down and dive. They are blown back to settle into 
furrows like dark ashes. My mind goes flat. The 
car engine drones and I cannot turn at the 
intersection onto the street that will end at 
your doorway. 

I loop back to the freeway and head home. The 
wind is here too, buffeting traffic, chiding it, 
battering even the trucks. My hands on the wheel 
tremble at such power. In the driveway the car 
shudders, then dies. Inside, I wait for a later 
hour to call you, to describe my hesitation. 
driving into the wind, while blocks away you were 
still sleeping. 
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Wendy Bishop 

Dawn Near Teec Nos Pos 

Along this Arizona road, mountains flood from 
top to bottom with light and salmon-colored dunes 
spread out below the nearer buttes. The pinons 
are still gray with winter. Dormant cottonwoods 
wait for transfusions of leaves, and sage, 
greening and greening, seems irradiated by a dawn 
that continues to spread. 

Sheep, moving down the wash toward lacings of 
water, bunch, hesitate, then bolt. As serene as 
the promise of a new grazing undergrowth, horses 
wander among the bruised winter grasses 

One passes through, not into, such a world, 
and words, the ones used for humans--wait, 
asleep, wander, hesitate--will not really 
describe what we see. We spend some time not 
talking, and then try to name the colors: peach, 
deep peach, rust, burnt rust, brick, blush, 
rouge-colored earth and a new green that flushes 
through each leaf, and stem, and boll until it 
bursts on our retinas as olive, emerald, juniper 
green, sage green, pinon green, and exuberant, 
blinding grass green. 

We remember the night we rose out to 
appear at dawn on this road. The memory of our 
interweaving, sleep shared through the length of 
darkness, makes us ease into the new day as light 
eases into this landscape: evenly diffused, 
lighting equally each bush, rock, dune and peak. 
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When we stop, in the slight promise of the 
morning's chill, the view seems not human but 
elemental. It is what we need to travel through 
in order to discover that which is clearest and 
most true in ourselves. 
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Peggy Shumaker 

Dockside, Bahia, Carnaval 

The tall-necked bottles stood watch while they touch-
ed her, while they got up from their places at other tables 
or along the curb and crowded in till her air was too small--
they pressed in hips first, these dark men who had always 
before half-hidden their faces behind hunched shoulders, 
or kept their eyes deep under lashes. But now those eyes 
lashed out over the open-mouthed bottles where they'd 
drunk this courage, and their fingers tested her belly, 
tenderly at first as they would a rising loaf of sweetbread, 
then poking harder because she closed her eyes to the 
panic. 

If he had cared for her, Vadinho could have pulled her 
back through the dockworkers, past the waiters and off-
duty cabdrivers, through the small clutch of whores smok-
ing black cigarettes and balancing on tall boots, he could 
have lifted her backwards bodily to a place where she could 
breathe, some gutter full of confetti and broken glass. 
Vadinho's thick palm, the one that fit perfectly around the 
handle of the machete that hacked open coconuts with a 
single clout, that hand that crushed walnut shells without 
cracking the dusty meats inside, the fingers that held the 
robber Clemente fast by gouging out one eye, that hand, 
that black hand singed her midriff. Its heat stole the rest of 
her breath and she cried, " Leave me!", both arms begging 
God for some way past, but Vadinho hissed over her 
shoulder, "Puta branco, branco, branco." 
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Peggy Shumaker 

Red Walls 

--0 Secrecy without a secret! --Martin Buber 

Lorenzo decides to paint the walls of his office bright red. 
He tells his friends. They are bored. They are embarrass-
ed. They are not convinced this is a good idea. Lorenzo 
knows the red walls will speak to him, will bring him magic 
and secrets. His friends grow weary of the red talk. He 
sends them outside to play badminton while he paints. He 
takes pleasure in prying the grooved metal lid from the 
gallon can. He feels up his arm the blending tremors of the 
flat wooden stir-stick. The paint pours thick and neat into 
the roller pan, and spreads itself out. He dips in fresh 
lamb's wool and tries it back and forth over the ribbed pan. 
He lifts the roller and contemplates the four white walls. 
The shuttlecock arcs into view, rising end over end, then 
falling bulb-side down. Slender racquet-necks clatter after, 
trying to catch red in the sweet spot. Lorenzo streaks one 
wall after another. White shows through in stubborn long 
trails. His friends are breathing hard outside. It's a close 
game. Lorenzo knows this will be a good idea, if only he 
can get it right. 
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Marilyn Stablein 

Excepted from The Census Taker by 
Marilyn Stablein, copyright c 1985 
by Marilyn Stablein. Available from 
Madrona Publishers for $9.95 
($8.95 $1 postage/handling). 
P. 0. Box 22667, Seattle, WA 98122 

Conversation with a Lama 

From the monastery roof I can see the rice-terrraced 
mountain spreading out below me like a woman's 
gathered skirt. The lama's servant calls me. I follow him. 
At the door to the lama's room I pause briefly. then part the 
thick drape. He motions to a carpet and I sit down. The 
servant brings me a pillow. 

"So. you are the foreigner-- the one with an abacus," 
the lama asks. 

"No. I don't have an abacus, but counting is my job. 
I'm a Census Taker on assignment here." 

"And you don't use an abacus?" 

"What do you use?" 
"I don't use anything. I just take notes. When I finish 

collecting data, then I'll add up the numbers." 
"You could use a rosary." 
"What for?" 
"For counting." 
"It won't work. The numbers I collect will be greater 
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than the number of beads on a rosary." 
"Greater than hundreds of thousands?" 
"I don't know . I haven't finished counting yet." 
"With a rosary like mine you can count hundreds of 

thousands. You just pull down a brass bead on this leather 
thong attached: to the rosary. See, there are two thongs: 
one measures hundreds, the other thousands.'' 

"I like your system ... but I'm not counting prayers. 
count people. It might work but I doubt it." 

"People don't need counting." 
"They do. It's important to keep records: births, 

deaths ... " 
"How do you count people?" 
"It's easy. One person, one count." 
"But people never stay put. Nor do they congregate in 

one place. They move back and forth. How do you count 
them? All of them?" 

''I'll travel to them. I have a servant with me. We have 
four yaks loaded with supplies. We'll travel for six months 
throughout the country. At each house I'll record Census 
data. I'll even count nomads." 

"Where will you find them?" 
''I'll ask along the trail. My servant's brother is a 

caravan guide. He knows every trail." 
"I see... that means you count mothers, sisters, 

husbands, and children, too?" 
''I'll count everyone." 
"But what if a woman, for example, is a mother to a 

child, a wife to a husband and a sister to a brother? How 
many is that?" 

"Just one. One body, one count." 
''I'm glad you said that. Bodies are important. I make 

that distinction, too. Non-bodies are also important-- but 
not as much." 

"Non-bodies? What do you mean by non-bodies? 
Nobodies! You mean nobodies?" 

"Non-bodies are beings without bodies. Maybe they'll 
get bodies in their next birth; or, maybe they had bodies in 
their last incarnation. But for this lifespan, they are 
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without bodies. Being they have ... Take rocks, for in-
stance. They have being and even feelings. Some have 
spirits, voices, and pulse." 

"Rocks with being? I've seen some colorful rocks but 
I've never seen one with a pulse." 

"It's unfortunate." 
"What's unfortunate?" 
"Rock births. To be reborn a rock without a body-- it's 

one of the least desirable rebirths you can have. It depends 
on karma, of course. Where did you say you are from?" 

"America." 
"Is that south of the Lung Po?" 
"That's a river, isn't it? No. America is another coun-

try. Over to the west and across an ocean. You must have 
heard of it." 

"I've heard of it: A Me RiKa, A Me RiKa ... AAhhh is an 
expiration of breath with a sound to it; Me is fire; Ri is 
mountain and Ka is mouth. Ah, Fire Mountain Mouth-- it 
sounds like a volcano." 

"Do you have a map?" 
"No." 
''I'll sketch one here on the floor for you. We're here. If 

you travel overland for, say, three months, cross the 
Ganges, over the Khyber, the Bosphorus, the Atlantic 
Ocean ... " 

"I know oceans: ocean of regret, ocean of rebirth, of 
tears ... " 

"This one is water. Like salty tears, but larger than 
any lake. Waves like thunder--" 

"So, what do you want?" 
"What do I want? There are many things I'd like to 

ask you. But I'll limit myself to Census questions." 
"Why?" 
"That's my job-- asking questions and counting." 
"Ask me some questions. What kind of questions do 

you ask?" 
"How many monks live here? How old are you? How 

old is the monastery? How far is the next village? Do you 
grow food? Are you in good health? Are there any nuns?" 
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"I like your questions. They are very nice." 
"Can you answer?" 
"What?" 
"The questions. Of course, I'd like you to answer 

them." 
"Do you have any more?" 
"I always have more questions. How can I learn if I 

don't ask questions?" 
"You're right. I like you. I like your questions. Don't 

be afraid to ask questions of me." 
"Thank you. So, how many monks live in your 

monastery?'' 
"You want me to answer?" 
"Of course, that's why I ask." 
"You didn't tell me you wanted answers." 
"What did you think I wanted?" 
"To ask questions." 
"You mean you thought I only wanted to ask and not 

get answers?" 
"I only thought what you said-- that you wanted to ask 

questions. About the number of monks: there are monks 
with being and monks with non-being; there are beings 
that are non-monks and likewise for nuns. Do you see the 
problem?" 

"Just a simple head count. You can give me a rough 
idea. To put it bluntly, how many bodies reside here? 
Forget about being for now. How many living, breathing, 
human bodies?" 

"I can't answer that." 
"Why?" 
"You assume bodies are finite. I do not." 
"I only assume you can count the monks. How many 

meals do you serve? How many rooms, how many cots are 
there? How many--" 

"Keep going. I like your questions." 
"How many shoes outside the temple door? How 

many offerings on the shrine? How many butter lamps are 
lit each night?" 

"Yes, go on. Ask more questions ... " 
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"Why do you sit all alone? Why do you count prayers? 
Where did my servant go? Why do you smile at my ques-
tions? Why don't you answer me? Why are there rocks on 
your altar?" 
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J ae Carlsson 

Zl4 

150, 5-91/2, male. Intellectual, writer, culturally aware. 
Like peculiar. 1-491-1220. J. 

Hello. 
Is this J.? 
Yes, it is. 
I am answering the ad in the Weekly. 
Oh, are you now? 
Uh ... 
.. . Well, since you have my first name-- Jae, that is--

perhaps you'ld proffer yours ... ? 
Saret. 
Saret ... ?-- did I get that right? Peculiar name. 
Uh-huh. 
This is a good start. 
Ya. You like peculiar. 

Tuesday becomes Wednesday. One person knocks on 
another's door. Light turns to dark before they return. 
Two hover at the open door a moment. 

A hand is extended. A hesitancy passes. The hand is 
taken and gently leads within. Two strangers ... 

Now a couple. 
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You know what Freud would say? 
I don't read Freud, I read my heart . 

.. .1 don't presume to know what makes us fit-- as you 
call it. Time doesn't matter, I'm ready to see you 
again. I believe I love you. 

Yours, 
Sa ret 

This makes no difference in the light of things. We each 
make mistakes that to regret entirely would belittle 
ourselves. 

I feel for things that make us .. . us. To fondle them 
even in their pain. 
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J ae Carlsson 

Z4 

It's sometimes like we are each searching in the 
interior caverns of our mind, desperately 
to find a cylindrical rock passage where we 
meet each other face to face. 

We keep talking, keep 
feeling our way, hoping to find a place in 
each other's nether worlds where 
we don' t have to talk anymore. Where 
our eyes can meet and 
not be skewed away by their 
fretfully recognized disjunction. 
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William Virgil Davis 

At Twilight 

The water burned like pure gold and the small 
boat cut through the slow current so quickly 
you were gone before I'd thought to turn, 
to climb the small steep hill to the house 
where we'd watched, evenings like this, specks 
of light disappear, one by one, on the distant 
shore, beyond the rich dark, the wide water. 
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Cindy Hardy 

Peace and Quiet 

The first time they ate dinner together, Emma tried her 
best to be polite. But afterwards, when they were clearing 
up, she took her son aside. 

"Jimmy," she said, trying to keep her voice low, "How 
can you eat that stuff?" 

At the sink, over dishes, the new wife stiffened. Jim 
took his mother's arm and headed her towards the liv-
ingroom where the kids he'd married into lay sprawled in 
front of TV. But Emma had to know. 

"No offense," she said to the new wife's back. "I know 
it's your religion and all. But if you're going to eat 
vegetables, why not eat them plain instead of dressing 
them up like cheap cuts of meat?" 

Later, alone in the mare's stall at feeding time, she 
pressed her forehead against the mare's belly. Damn, I 
always do that, she thought. The foal shifted inside: a knee 
or a hoof rippled under the warm hide. The mare remind-
ed her of Rasco; it had been his horse. 

"You got too much mouth, Emma," he had said to her 
once. "People don't know how to take it." They had been 
driving home from the saddle horse auction and the kids 
were asleep in the back. 

"Well. you don't seem to mind it," she said. He laugh-
ed and reached over his free hand and laid it against her 
neck. It felt hard as the iron shoes he pounded out every 
day. 

"That's why you need somebody like me around." He 
roughed up her hair. She could feel the stump of his little 
finger brush her temple. Then he went back to his driving 
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and they didn't speak for a long time. 
The mare shifted her head out of the feed box to look at 

Emma then rattled her nostrils and nosed back into the 
grain. Emma straightened and ran her hand down the 
mare's neck under the mane. 

"It's easy enough for you," she said. "All you got to do 
is eat and wait around for that baby to come. Your kids 
don't come back to live with you." The mare's ears swivel-
ed back and forth as she ate, listening to Emma's voice. 
Well, they'll probably pack up that trailer and leave now, 
she thought. 

So it didn't surprise her the next morning when she 
stood in the chicken house in her mucking-out boots squin-
ting at Jim. The light coming through the ventilation fan 
in the wall behind him shadowed his face. 

"It'll be better this way, Ma," he said. She swiped at 
something white dangling at the corner of her eye. It came 
loose in her hand and floated away. 

"Darn hair's getting so I can't tell it from chicken 
feathers," she said, "Well, go if you have to." 

Jim stood there for a moment, arms folded, looking at 
her. This one had been grown up so long, first in the Navy, 
then out in the back lot on his own in that trailer, that she 
had forgotten he had ever been a boy. In the dim light she 
saw on him the look of the child she had known back when 
his first Daddy was alive. It occurred to her to step towards 
him, to give him a hug for luck as she used to give the 
child, but the proportions were all wrong now. Her head 
came up to his shoulder, barely; he could pick her up with 
one arm. She stabbed a pile of matted straw with her pit-
chfork, leaned her weight against the handle and flopped 
the stuff into the wheelbarrow. When she looked up again, 
he was gone. 

That afternoon, a semi tractor came bouncing down 
the lane. In the far pasture, three ponies jerked their heads 
up to watch it approach, then spun and galloped ahead of it 
up to the barn gate. From the house Emma watched the 
truck stop in the barnyard and Jim and her youngest, 
Ruth, get out. She pulled on her boots and headed out the 
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door, slamming the screen behind her. She made herself 
walk slowly across the yard-- hurrying wouldn't do any 
good anyway. It was always like this when one of them 
left, even Jim, even now that he was married. Well, she 
thought, there's only Ruthie now. 

By the time Emma reached them, Ruthie had set her 
schoolbooks on the fence post and was standing around 
talking to the driver. The ponies milled by the fence at her 
back, kicking at each other and squealing. Emma could 
see Ruthie headed for trouble like AvaLee, gone who 
knows where. It all started like this: standing around. 

"Ruthie, you catch those ponies before they hurt 
themselves, "Emma said. 

The girl gave her a quick look, then ducked under the 
fence. 

She's moving fast, Emma thought, and no sass. 
What's she want? Jim came out of the barn with his tool-
box. 

"Well, Ma, I got a space in the trailer park near town. 
All we have to do is hook it up and drive it there." 

"Makes for easy moving, I guess," she said, "It's like 
your house is one big packing box on wheels." 

Jim put one foot up on the semi and shifted the toolbox 
to balance across his knee. 

"It's easy and it's close to town and work and Sue's 
church and Ruth--" Emma could see that the toolbox was 
getting heavy. 

"What about Ruth?'' 
"Well," he said, "She can come live with us and go to 

that city high school." 
The ponies' hooves clattered on the packed dirt of the 

barnyard. Ruth had one by the halter in each hand, and 
one trailed behind on a lead. Emma could hear her cursing 
under her breath. The sound seemed to steady them. As 
she passed, Ruth glanced once at her mother and Jim, 
then looked away. 

"All she knows is ponies and chickens," Jim said, 
"Where do you think that'll get her?" 

Emma drew her foot across the dust. So that was it. 
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There would have been trouble with them anyway, she 
thought, what with their mother so nervous about the 
ponies. Emma broke off a piece of rye grass and began to 
suck at the stem. 

"Never even called me Grandma," she muttered. 
She didn't turn in at the track, but kept on down the 

lane to the mailboxes. The sun gleamed through the tops 
of the trees and something moved in the shadow below 
them. Emma shaded her eyes. It was the mare, grazing 
her way down the strip of pasture away from the barn and 
the smaller ponies. Her white legs flashed through the 
grass. 

As Emma came up even with her, she noticed what she 
hadn't seen before-- a skein of afterbirth trailing down 
below the mare's uplifted tail. On the ground a brown colt 
lay curled. As Emma watched, it lifted its head and flicked 
its ears. 

"Wonder how long that's been there," Emma said. 
She tossed the chewed rye grass into the weeds. There was 
always a moment with a new one, one like this that hadn't 
got to its feet yet, when anything seemed possible. If it was 
marked right and its legs were straight and it could be 
gaited well and someone with good sense found to ride it, 
then, five years down the road, if it won enough blues and 
if it were a stud colt and if people began bringing their 
mares to breed-- that way the future opened up with a new 
foal. The mare had her head down to the foal now and was 
nudging it to stand. Emma turned and kept on walking 
down to the mailbox. 

That was Rasco's dream, a stud colt. She could wait to 
find out. She remembered he had walked with her down 
this way the day he told her about the will. 

"I want to leave it all to you," he said, "Only we got to 
get married first." 

"Me and the kids," she said. 
"Yep," he said, "The whole lot of you. Do it legal." 
"OK," she said, "That'll make three times each for 

both of us, I guess." 
Only he didn't last long enough to even get tired of it, 
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she thought. Now all I got is this farm, a little money out of 
that blacksmith shop, and a lot ofwhat-ifs in that colt. She 
scuffed her bootsole against a rock that lumped up out of 
the dust in the lane. Something in her wanted to stop, to 
sit in the tall weeds waving beside the fence and listen to 
the wind in the pasture trees, to go back and watch that 
colt take its first steps and find out if it were stud or filly. 
But she held her back straight, shoulders hard, jaw pointed 
square ahead of her towards the gray swath of blacktop 
road and the mailbox, a dull aluminum arc sitting crooked 
on top of a post. 

As she crossed the road, she could hear the semi pull-
ing out into the lane. She didn't look back until she opened 
the mailbox door and reached out the mail. Then she turn-
ed and faced down the lane. The semi bobbed heavily go-
ing over the ruts and the pink house trailer swayed behind 
it. Emma looked down at the envelopes she held. Besides 
the bills, there was a letter in AvaLee's hand. She waited 
by the side of the road until the truck pulled up in front of 
her. 

Jim leaned across the driver. 
''I'll call you tomorrow, Ma," he said. She nodded and 

waved at him. His wife's car rattled up through the dust, 
the bikes strapped to the roof. Emma waved at the wife, 
too, and at the boys' faces pressed against the back win-
dow. When it quieted, she crossed the road, opening the 
letter from AvaLee. A couple pictures fell into her hand, of 
her daughter and a dark-haired baby. 

She began to walk back up the lane, through the settl-
ing dust. The colt was up now, braced against the ground, 
butting at the mare's side. Colt, not filly, she noticed, and 
who's going to train it up? Emma measured the distance 
back to the house with her eyes, then looked back down at 
the picture in her hand. 

"That's all I get of peace and quiet," she said. Ruthie 
would be already getting her things packed. She didn't 
have to read the letter from AvaLee. They could have 
Ruthie's room whenever they wanted. 
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Fiction 



Darrell Spencer 

Rooster Loves 

No one who sees them together doubts that our rooster 
loves my wife. You would agree. Sally claims it is because 
she works at being cute. ··cute is important," she says. 
"Especially when approaching forty." Women who don't 
know her guess she is in her late twenties. She's thirty-
nine. 

Sally is wearing black nail polish and has had her hair 
clipped into a butch. I admire the planes it makes. 

I am thirty-eight. 
We married our first year out of school and have no 

children, something we were old enough to agree on. 
Years ago a woman other than my wife cursed me. She 
held my penis and said, "Someday, cancer. Of the dick, of 
all things." We write, so I let her know my news. I 
telegramed. Such news should be telegramed. I said: Your 
voodoo worked. I got it. Cancer. 

Not of the dick, of course. 
Sally's finger nails are so short they look like Nibs. 
Tomorrow I am admitted to the hospital. My doctor is 

my friend. Someone else will do the cutting. You and I, 
Chuck says, we are too close. You don't operate on family 
He's a sap. We are not family. At the U of U, he was pre-
Med, and I was business. Sally was a graduate in English. 
His first doctoring was my broken pinkie. His fault to begin 
with. During a pickup football game, I broke one over the 
middle, came wide open, and he wobbled the ball at me. 
Put me off stride. I let it pop off my hand. I went to my 
knees. He wiggled my finger and said he could fix it, but 
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Chuck screwed up, taped popsicle sticks side to side, not 
over and under. So I'm left with a mess for a pinkie. 

As my doctor, Chuck let me see the lab report. His 
name was at the top: Dr. C. Frentheway. And mine: 
Nicholas Smith. There was a check by one paragraph. It 
said something about adenocarcinoma of the rectum and 
talked about bowel wall invasion. 

I said, "Invasion?" 
He gave me TV talk: It's only a guess until we get in. 

You've heard that. Marcus Welby when I was a kid. Trap-
per John now. 

I said, "You're my friend. Explain." 
He said, "Let's get in and rule out what we can." 
I went nuts. I hugged the walls. Chuck gave me a 

week at home. Surgery could be postponed, but he set a 
date. 

I grew up with cancer. You know the commercials. Do 
you have a persistent cough? A cut that won't heal? A fun-
ny mole? Cancer on the bulletin board; cancer on the set. 

I had known it before I saw Chuck. I was bloated. My 
stomach tender and like a balloon. I shot Fleet up my ass 
and lay on throw rugs, trying to keep shins and toes off the 
chilly tiles. Habits became rites. I fasted once for three 
days. No water. My urine burned. Fucking hurt. I took 
enema after enema, and ignorant as a goat, begged God his 
forgiveness. 

Sally made me see Chuck. She was tired of my anger. 
He sent me to a proctologist. I sat across the man's 

desk after the exam. There was a desert between us. 
He said, "Homosexual?" 
I made no connection and was going to say Married 

when he looked at me like the world's a sorry place. I said, 
··No." 

"Rectal intercourse? Ever? As a boy?" 
Been buttjucked? I thought. I said, "Never." 
I returned to Chuck, and he took my arm the way he 

would if I had come for dinner. He hustled me into the 
hospital with the words more tests on his tongue. 

One nurse, big as a linebacker, Zoot-suit shoulders, 
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said, "Stress." She'd seen a lot ofit. She had found me sit-
ting on my bed, my knees up around my ears. I looked like 
a pouting kid in his pj's. She had advice: "Visit Mother 
Nature. She will make you well. Spend a week in Goblin-
Valley. A month at Bryce. Spend a year. What have you 
got to lose?" 

I listened. 
She said, "You're a case. Classic." 
She worked at keeping my door open, slightly ajar, but 

I held a remote control unit and could click it shut. The 
tests brought the news. 

Sally has begun collecting numbers. It's not that she 
wants to. She comes upon our digital clock as it flips to 
duplicate figures. To her, this is odd and even spooky. 
From the kitchen, I hear, 5 5 5: and I know that it's five 
fifty-five. Or, as I sit over lunch, she says, 1 1 1. She leans 
against the doorjam and says, "It must mean something." 
In the middle of the night, she wakes me; she has unplugg-
ed the clock. It says 3 3 3. 

I've told her about my grandmother who can turn any 
seven numbers into the name of the person you will love 
forever. She warns you: Not necessarily who you'll 
marry. 

Sally also collects lucky pennies, and she attracts old 
men. She picks up the money on her runs. Dates don't 
matter. The old men have come to her for years, since I've 
known her. I arrive late to her sister's wedding. There sits 
Sally and an old man. He is trying to sit in her lap. "She is 
irresistible," he says. Now she sends him Almond Roca at 
Christmas, and he returns dimestore perfume. They send 
birthday cards. 

She runs every day, varies her routes. There are old 
men who sit and wait, hoping this is their day, hoping to 
wave. She stops and shouts: I love your yard. God, your 
lawn. She shakes her head like Mr. Gutness should see 
this. Or she smells flowers. The old men love it, smile like 
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fish as she jogs off. 
Sally runs with Annie, our Doberman-mix. We used to 

run together. One day we turned a corner, and an old man 
rose from his porch swing looking like he was about to step 
into outer space. Sally said, "Such roses. Enough to drive 
me mad." He smacked his lips. He could have done hand-
stands down the steps. 

Earlier I walked along the lane that runs past our 
house. We are rural. The lane is unpaved. In the yard Sal-
ly was planting bulbs. She rocked back, then sort of fell 
forward. Her hair made her look like something out of a 
science fiction film. 

There are Black-eyed Susans along the lane, so tall and 
top heavy they seem to bow. If you look closely you see 
that the centers are not black, but brown, and they are 
pocked with gold. I see nothing eyelike about them. The 
petals are what they call goldenrod. 

Our rooster crowed when I got back. Annie wagged 
her tail. She was under a shrub, out of the sun, afraid of 
the rooster. He has flown at her like Bruce Lee. She has 
scars. Sally stood and knocked dirt off. She was in shorts. 
She said, "We should have them for years." Then she spit, 
something she picked up from running. 

I sat on a retaining wall. I had brought Sally some 
mint from a stream bed, and she was sniffing it. She loves 
to cut mint leaf on cereal. 

The rooster kicked up bugs and debris. He ate a worm 
like a carnival act. 

I said, "He likes it when you're braless." 
She was chewing mint. 
He lowered a wing and took some quick steps up a rock 

walkway. foot over foot. He was making the sound of pop-
corn popping. He came to Sally and spread the feathers on 
one side. There was the sound of silk. 

She picked him up while he nipped her arm. Sally held 
him to her cheek. and his wattles brushed her lips. He 
tootled. Roosters tootle. 
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She set him down, and he careened away. 
"Groucho," I said. It was the first time I had noticed it. 

The way he exits. Eybrows punctuating some crude 
remark. All he needs is a cigar. 

She said, "He's a pretty bird." She holds the black 
nails of one hand against her face. 

In our neighbor's field, a man walked in clumsy 
circles. He was looking at a tractor. It was our neighbor, 
an old man who thinks he's James Cagney. 

Sally said, "He came over." 
"He's always in trees. Cutting. Sometimes just sitting 

like he can know things from there." 
"We talked about tulips. I told him you want a fig tree, 

and he knows where they're cheap." Sally was holding the 
mint like a bride. 

I took it. I said, "Coke?" 
She said, ''I'll finish. Wash that." She tapped one 

black nail at the mint. 
Inside I got a Coke and some dried fruit. I washed the 

mint leaves. I stood at the window and watched Sally. Her 
black nails flashing in the dirt. Behind her, our neighbor 
plowed. Seagulls walked in the furrows he cut. The birds 
rose and dropped, strangely out of sync, skipping on the air 
rather than riding the thermos. 

Our Doberman died when she was six. Her heart. One 
day she ran so hard I thought she would tear fences down. 
She chased Annie. They wrestled, Greco-Roman style. 
Then she lay down. I said, "Tired?" She was on her side, 
as heavy. it seemed, as a foundering ship. I took her sweet 
face in my hands. She coughed out her tongue and died. I 
said, "Bell." I said her name until I thought there were 
wasps in the air. I pumped her chest, and I blew in her 
nostril. Her breath exploded. 

My father is dead, too. He died under his house in 
Vegas, changing pipe, replacing galvanized with copper. 
My mother had phoned and asked me to talk to him. "It's 
too hot," she said. He was on the extension. I said, "Dad, 
is she right?" He wouldn't listen to me. She knew this. I 
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couldn't stop him. 
My uncle Albert got him out. It was so hot he had to go 

under four times. He finally tied a rope around my father's 
chest, and he and a policeman pulled. I can see my father's 
dying. He cries out, but no one hears. My mother is out 
shopping. I know the way he would yell her name, as if he 
wants something. A wrench, a flashlight, a jar of pipe 
dope. She comes home. I can see her in the kitchen. I hear 
cupboards bang. She starts dinner, and I can smell it. 
Then she stops. There has been no noise from under the 
house. 

She goes out and calls him. No answer. But that is his 
way, if he is busy. When you finally get his attention, he 
looks at you like life is different where he has 
been. He would be wide-eyed. It always made me think of 
bi-planes and goggles. Of pilots. Dad flew a plane when he 
was twenty, when he first married my mother. 

I read that some heart attacks leave people knowing 
that their heart has beat its last beat, that there was one 
beat no beat will follow. that no beat will ever follow. I 
wonder if that is true. It seems to be a lie, one you might 
tell a kid to keep him good. 

They say that what makes a dog a dog is that they 
don't know they're going to die. 

Sally feeds our rooster a worm. She calls him Brewster. 
He would have been dead if she hadn't seen that the others 
wouldn't let him eat. They chased him from the feed. He 
wasn't ours, but was born in a coop out back. He had a 
piece of straw stuck in his head, that's why they were kill-
ing him. Our neighbor to the north told us that. This is 
Mrs. Kallbacka. Faye and her husband, Art. Brewster 
belonged to them. 

Sally raised him on our enclosed porch. in a four-foot 
coop. I took a photo of her inside; she was tacking down 
chicken wire. In the winter, we hung a bulb there. 
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Faye says roosters do a cock-a-doodle-doo, but 
Brewster goes, Et-cet-er-a, Et-cet-er-a. She has a pretty hen 
she wants him to hook up with. 

Sally plants her last tulip and looks at the plot like it's a 
job well done. Brewster squeals, high-pitched as a 
screeching microphone. I hear him through the screen 
door. I step out and say, "That rooster likes the way you 
move." 

Sally looks at me. She looks at me like she is Mrs. 
Anger. 

I don't know why. 
We fought hard my first night out of the hospital. We 

broke things. I cracked a rocker. I picked it up like I was in 
a western and banged it against the floor. She crossed her 
arms. I tore a pocket, shredded a shirt. 

Then we lay in bed. I had given. She had tried to hurt 
herself. I said, "Do you understand?" It was a stupid ques-
tion, and her answer was her encircling me, as if she could 
surround my heart. I could see her face. Her hair looked as 
sharp as razors. On better nights, I rub her back and count 
her ribs. She is tiny. Thin. People say, Are you a dancer? 

I don't like the person who quarrels. He is the doctor 
who removes warts with a heavy metal tool that is scooped 
at the end, the doctor who cuts at skin like it is walnut. I 
tell Sally I am sorry this person exists. 

Brewster flies to the ledge. I open the screen for Sally, 
and Annie hurries in. The rooster begins the dance he does 
before he settles in for the night. I say to Sally, who is 
washing her hands, "He needs hens." 

" You'll gather the eggs?" 
We'll get him fixed, I think. I know how. You cut off 

his spurs, sear the ends, and plaster them with potters 
clay. I'm thinking of his happiness. 

Sally says 5 5 5 as she heads for the shower. 
I put on Doug Kershaw, the wild-haired Cajun on the 

fiddle, sawing out "Mama Rita in Hollywood." Mama 
herself on rhythm guitar and triangle. Ding. Ding. 
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I sit to read and find my place marked by one of Sally's 
cards. It lists her numbers: 4 4 4; 10 10; 1 1 1 1. She dates 
them. I like eleven eleven, her one one one one. 

My grandmother would not say the number three. She 
saw it as God's. I don't talk to her often now, but when I do 
she always brings up the arithmology of the unkown. 

That is the grandmother on my father's side. She did 
not plan to outlive him, and I did not plan to live in this 
valley where he grew up, where he always wanted to 
return to. I have one solid memory of him. He came to see 
me and Sally, and he and I drove down to see the house his 
father built, the house my father lived in. It is pressed up 
against the foothills. We stood above it, on a canal road. 
Below us there were apple blossoms for miles. My dad 
walked to the canal, unzipped and peed. I turned away. 
He came up behind me and said, "Cleanest liquid on earth. 
Piss is. Plumber told me that when I. went in to have the 
prostate massaged." And for some reason we shook hands 
there. 

I had to see the Black-eyed Susans, and I am afraid I 
am going to miss the sun. I woke this morning to sperm 
and urine dried like maple syrup on the inside of my thigh. 
I lay there and I thought. 

I wash. I cleanse the skin. I am clean. 
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Panther Kahuka 

Cellophane 

"I like this prep school baseball nonsense . It wren-
ches my gut." 

--P. K. 

"I like the surf nonsense." 
--Shelley O'Neil 

After freshman composition (though I am a 
sophomore). Before I take infield ... 

I wait for Shelley. I feel rather diffuse. I am isolated, 
mysteriously inspired. 

• • • 
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It is a March day like any other, except for the web of in-
finitely varied, tiny dots and commas that dissolve solid 
objects into a dense, colored atmosphere. I assume this 
sensation under the influence of a specific transitory ex-
perience, such as Percodan. 

• • • 

I am wrapped in cellophane. (I am not really wrapped in 
cellophane-- I feel like I am). 

Why must I take Percodan? (Besides my wrenched gut?) 
because my old man looks like John Wayne and my old 
lady looks like Doris Day-- I don't look like anyone. I suffer 
emotionally for this. Sometimes physically. I take wicked 
hops off my face during infield for pink scars that will 
darken in the sun. 

• • • 

Suddenly I am wildly happy. I am in the middle of a por-
trayal that distills a surprising amount of absolute detach-
ment. My appearance speaks of it. I wear loafers without 
socks, my faded Hawaiian shirt flaps in the breeze. 
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There are palms-- dates splatter on the sidewalk. 

I dig my hand deep into the pocket of my big Bermuda 
shorts and practice the dexterity of transference-- Per-
codan from pocket to mouth . 

• • • 

I disrupt visual patterns. Tiled roofs, blue sky, and 
swallows that circle become white as piano keys . 

• • • 

One day the whole thing, little by little, will dissolve. The 
whole thing being my detachment. I will be with Shelley 
when this happens. Preferably at the beach. Shelley will 
say, "God, you're adorable, isn't the sky as faded as your 
Hawaiian shirt." 
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Shelley and I are undergraduates at a private polytechnic 
university. 

• • • 

I lean against the ivy covered wall of the engineering 
building. Freshman composition is in the engineering 
building. A graduate writer does my freshman composi-
tion class. The graduate writer walks by. She says I'm 
detached. I say everyone in class looks like Elliot Janeway. 
The graduate writer says the class complains about things 
that matter, such as women in fiction. The graduate writer 
does not look like Elliot Janeway. She says, "I have quit 
smoking cigarettes-- I now use nicotine gum." She sucks 
on the nicotine gum and is huge and grim like Victor 
McLaglen in The Informer. She looks like someone and I 
am jealous. I make faces. Through the cellophane her 
phonetic rendering of my detachment bongs like reptilian 
babbling from the substratum. "It is sad you have not 
been able to develop your skills of articulation or the emo-
tional aspect of your perspective." She blurs and is thrown 
out of focus. 

She dissolves. 

• • • 
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Shelley is from the Island of Briton (but prepped in 
southern California). We prepped together. Shelley likes 
to say. "I will be a graduate historian at Colgate." 

I like to do my freshman composition assignments from 
Shelley's point of view-- I like to unnerve the graduate 
writer. 

Shelley's point of view--

P. K. at prep school-- he is a remarkable success as an All-
County shortstop. 

P. K. at Balboa Bay Yacht Club-- he sits on the quay in 
dock-side deep-think. He fingers his hand-sewn 
Timberlines. His lips are chapped. I can see pink scars on 
his windburned face. 

• • • 

P. K. at prep school-- he takes infield-- he wears a sombrero. 
He uses one of those silly-six-fingered gloves. There is a 
pause. P. K. poses on the lip of the outfield grass. He takes 
his hand out of the six-fingered glove. A piece of foam rub-
ber falls to the red clay. 
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P. K. at the university-- he is a remarkable success as an 
All-Coast shortstop among livestock and pasturage. 

P. K. spends the summer at his old lady's beach house-- he 
sits on the trestle-- basking. His rubber slippers reflect his 
windburned face. Moments before he had completed a 
pleasing synthesis of front side tube ducks on the beach 
break below. The offshore breeze curlicues his hair. 

• • • 

P. K. at the university-- second game of a double header--he 
goes to the hole with the six-fingered glove, and from the 
outfield grass, handcuffs the first baseman with the blur of 
a dense white object. P. K. is wrapped in cellophane. 

Shelley appears. appallingly well visualized. I am familiar 
with her sturdy neck-- her hair-- the dark curls bright in the 
sun-- the oversized style of the bleached cotton and linen-
look. She wears both without wrinkles. 

Shelley looks like a promotional package for Yoplait . 

• • • 
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The visible corrugation of this scene-- the bright dots and 
commas-- makes her face shimmer. She crinkles her nose 
like Zelda Gilroy, then runs a nail file through my hair. It 
sounds like she snags the cellophane. "Sorry." 

I smile. 

The cellophane snaps in the breeze . 

• • • 

"The cellophane has twisted and distorted your young fun-
ny face." Shelley says this, then runs the nail file through 
her dark curls. The nail file flashes. 

How like Shelley to say the obvious. Sometimes as I sit and 
listen to her talk about the ingrown ugliness of the native 
polytechnic population, I can follow the dots and commas 
of quadrupeds as they plod. I become detached-- a deta-
chment so complete and serene that it lifts me entirely 
away-- all physical landmarks and even the sense of gravi-
ty dissolve-- feaving me submerged in an endless world of 
colored light. I speak of Percodan again-- and I look for the 
whole thing to dissolve. 
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It does not. 

• • • 

I say. "Let's race off to the beach in my black, porcelain, 
Alfa Romeo. " 

Shelley says. "What about infield? What about batting 
practice? I have philosophy." 

I smile. I say. " I have an attitude problem." 

Shelley smiles. 

Her smile dissolves when a quadruped of some sort plods 
by. It bleats bright quadruped language as it pauses to 
defecate in front of the ivy covered engineering building . 

• • • 

Shelley smiles as we walk to the Alfa Romeo. Her dark 
curls spin white in the sun. Her calf muscle bobs like an 
Adam's apple. The sidewalk is wet. I see her reflection in 
the wet cement. Her reflection dissolves. 
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We are in my Alfa Romeo-- top down of course. 
Quadrupeds flash by-- pink, red, brown, black, white, 
neutral. Their bright quadruped language blends with the 
downshift whine as the Alfa Romeo jerks to a stop. Surf 
music bongs from the stereo. 

Shelley uses the rearview mirror-- she sees herself. then 
runs the nail file through her hair. She crinkles her nose 
like Zelda Gilroy. Her dark curls are bright in the sun . 

• • • 

I say, "You're a pretty girl." 

Shelley says, "Your attitude problem does not unnerve me. 
I tell my father the things you say-- I describe you. I say I 
like your chapped lips and windburned face." She puts on 
my baseball hat and pulls it down over her eyes. Her face is 
in a shadow. A dark curl spins white, then circles behind 
her ear. "Once when I first met you, I spent the afternoon 
thinking about you. Little by little, I understood and ac-
cepted you. 

• • • 

-70-



We race off again. The smell of quadruped blends with the 
smell of the onshore breeze as we hit Pacific Coast 
Highway at Dominguez Ranch. The ocean is out of focus. 
It looks like a blister. The cellophane snaps in the wind. 
Shelley's dark curls spin and twirl behind her ear. We race 
past Palos Verdes Estates and the prep school we attended. 
Overhead the high clouds are as white as the Percodan I 
take. The faded asphalt of Pacific Coast Highway slips 
under the Alfa Romeo. We are nearing Silly Beach and my 
old lady's beach house. 

I watch the white streaks of the sails, the red of the roofs. 
the green of the trees-- blur-- then dissolve . 

• • • 

I down shift and the cellophane snaps only a little. 
Shelley's dark curls spin and twirl only a little. 

We bop along beneath the jacaranda tress that grow out 
over Dolphin Street. The blue flowers fall. They bounce off 
the hood, the windshield, the cellophane. The high clouds 
are gone, and the houses are bright against the pale blue 
sky. 
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The Alfa Romeo jerks to a stop in front of my old lady's 
beach house-- south side of the pier . 

• • • 

African tulip trees surround the house. The orange flowers 
shimmer. The white stucco flashes in speckled light. 

We end up on the bed in my old lady's room. She is not 
home. Surf music bongs from the stereo. The speckled 
light comes through the window. Shelley's face is away 
from me. She takes off the baseball hat. The speckled light 
is on her sturdy neck. She turns. "Everything we do 
seems so simple and innocent-- a Walt Disney version of a 
John Waters film." She bounces her legs on the bed. Her 
black Capezios fall to the hardwood floor. She twirls a 
finger in my hair, then touches my knee with her foot. 
"God, you're adorable, isn't the sky as faded as your 
Hawaiian shirt?" She crinkles her nose like Zelda Gilroy . 

• • • 
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Shelley is here. 

Nothing dissolves. 
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