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Jean Anderson 

Parting Out 

"He found us," Dave says. Which is true, though I'm inclined 
to dispute it anyway. "'73. '7 4 was the year your Uncle Andrew 
died." 

My husband and I sit at the breakfast table. We're watching 
a sliver of moon drift between slate-colored clouds, eating in 
semi-darkness as we always do on Saturday mornings in winter, 
but with light from the Christmas tree filtering in from the living 
room and the snowy stand of aspens beyond the dining room 
window beginning to glow in the firSt rays of morning sun. People 
are swapping and selling on the radio behind Dave's shoulder-
which I hate, "Tradeo"-and Dave has his scrap of paper and 
pencil ready, hoping for a spare wheel for the truck, while for 
some reason or other we've begun talking about birthdays. Our 
daughter, our youngest child, turned eighteen less than a month 
ago, yet the birth date we've focused on is the eat's. 

"It had to be '74 that we found him-" I've just said, which 
brought on Dave's comment about my uncle's death. 

That thought has silenced both of us-though not the 
swappers and sellers, someone With a playpen just now-the way 
suicide tends to do. My Uncle Andrew was a lawyer, a bachelor 
in his late sixties in 1974; my mother's older brother, a homosex-
ual, and the only male in my family who entered a profession 
rather than business or a trade. My mother says it's true that he 
died with the revolver he'd kept beside his bed for years jammed 
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between his lips. 

"I guess you're right." I say. It must have been '73 that 
Nubbin, the cat, a scrawny kitten then, crawled up under the 
frame of the truck when we were spending a few days down the 
Kenai Peninsula in Seward, and adopted us. We brought him 
back to Fairbanks planning to turn him over to Pet Pride. But we 
thought he was a she at the time: and I'm trying to imagine the 
feel of gunrnetal on my tongue, though I can't even begin to think 
of the rest of it. 

"Nearly fifteen years-" I say, sighing out loud while I lift the 
coffee pot and pour, and Dave grabs his pencil to jot a phone 
number-somebody parting out a '78 Ford van. 

Dave is in love. That's what I'm really thinking about. I've 
watched him every morning this week, and last week too, doing 
push-ups and knee bends on the floor next to the bed for half an 
hour in the darkness while he thinks I'm still asleep. I've watched 
him combing the thin strands of hair forward, then to the side, 
spreading them carefully with his fingers, patting at them, his 
eyes in the mirror bright with all this. I've watched him unfolding 
sweaters from the drawer-V -neck sweaters I bought for him that 
he never would wear before-then holding them up against his 
shirtfront to check for colors in the mirror. I know all the 
symptoms. Dave is in love. 

A new student. I'm thinking. Or maybe a new faculty 
member. It's happened before, in a way, though this time it 
seems serious. 

The sliver of moon, in a color that makes me think of a satin 
nighty, has disappeared into the dark center of the clouds, and 
I'm thinking of the girl's body-long and thin and pale maybe, the 
skin delicate and young, almost translucent, like our daughter's 
skin. Not a wrinkle anyplace or a wobbly bulge of flesh. Not a 
poclanark anywhere on her. Her hair might be blonde, an ash-
colored sleekness to it-straight and long. Or maybe it's dark, 
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nearly black, her eyes like coals that glow in that dusky face and 
her skin a color dark as the coffee I'm thickening up with 
Carnation, stf.rring to get exactly the right shade. 

Maybe she has small breasts like his mother had. something 
Dave's always admired, not the full pendulous ones that run in 
my family. And her teeth are very small and neat. not wide like 
mine or long like Dave's. She must be a beauty-

Dave's stood up and gone to the phone, turned on the 11ght 
to dial some number. Hers-? "A '78, you say?" He's holding his 
hand over the receiver while he clears his throat. "What I'm 
looking for is a fifteen-inch Ford wheel for a half-ton truck." 

I'm too busy imagining her to listen to the rest of it, details of 
the other man's parting out. Her breath is probably very sweet, 
and she keeps her eyelids low over her eyes whenever she talks 
to Dave. She doesn't bat her eyes: she's too beautiful for that. 
After a lecture-the Civil War, maybe-she waits for him at the 
back of the classroom, fumbling with her stack of books, grab-
bing the stack up hastily when she sees that he's strapped up his 
books and the rest of it, those dog-eared photocopies he carries 
and his yellow legal pad-he writes his lectures on those yellow 
pads, with black Pentel pens that I buy for him at Pay 'n Save, 
circling important points with green Pentel- Red is for grading 
papers-

Well, when she sees that he's stuffed all this into the black 
leather briefcase I got him for Christmas last year, on sale at Hops 
Stationery-what does she say to him? Something about Sher-
man's March to the Sea? There's summer in her voice, of 
course-

Dave's hung up the phone and moved down the hall to the 
bathroom. I can hear him brushing his teeth, that gargling noise 
he's been making the last couple of weeks, since he's been in love. 
Maybe she wears bunny boots. Some of them still do that. 
beautiful big girls like Vikings, who smell of woodsmoke and pot 

9 



$---------------------------------------
and dogs. Girls who build their own cabins, haul their own water, 
and drive tiny Toyota trucks from which they emerge like dis-
guised goddesses, like beautiful Keystone Cops climbing out of 
those tiny cars so gracefully despite everything, swathed in thick 
layers ofThinsulate and handspun wool-dogs' hair maybe. A 
girl like Venus emerging from her shell, leading with those huge 
dirty-white boots. 

"I'm going over to take a look at the wheels this guy has," Dave 
is saying, while he pulls his parka out of the hall closet, gives it 
a shake. I'm nodding, sipping the dusky girl's skin, holding 
Nubbin on my lap. He'll stop by her place later, of course-a tiny 
apartment on campus with those glass bottles with cork lids that 
young women use to store things-noodles, flour, coffee-all 
glittering in the morning light on the kitchen counter. She's still 
in her bathrobe too, of course, as I am, but it's a plaid bathrobe. 
which she can get away with because she's so young, so 
beautiful-

"-noon or so," Dave is saying, and I'm nodding, lifting one 
hand to wave back. Does she call him Dr. Sanfield? Dave? 
Darling-? 

"What-?" Dave's asking. He's eager to get out the door. 
"-that party for Warren," I'm saying, God knows why. "Don't 

you remember it? At the Pump House? '79 or so?" 
"No," Dave says, "'fraid not. I've got to get this car started, 

Virginia." When he calls me Virginia, he's run out of patience. 
The woman I'm thinking of was at Warren Foster's party-a 

birthday party. She was a bit younger than I am now probably. 
eight or ten years ago. She was dressed for success, in this silky 
cream-colored blouse and a dark tie-like thing, with a muted 
paisley skirt and a velveteen jacket. Permed hair. Though I'd 
never seen her before. or at least never spoken to her before-
because in Fairbanks it does seem as if you've seen everybody 
someplace, at least once, before-she was telling me about how 
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WlCOnventional she was. She stressed the word that way, all the 
weight on the first syllable. How she'd come to Alaska on her own, 
after "a messy divorce," and how her children wished she'd be 
"more conventional." She was shaking her head to say all this, 
holding her head with a certain set to it. and I was thinking that 
she was old already (which I don't feel now myself-old, I mean, 
despite this new girl of Dave's-and despite the fact I'm already 
at an age probably a year or two past whatever her age was then, 
this un--). I was thinking that surely nobody cared anymore 
anyway, once a person reached a certain age, whether or not she 
was "conventional." And surely she was conventional enough-
look how she's dressed, for God's sakel-and did children ever 
think such things about parents? Surely not-Uncle Andrew 
was a homosexual, for instance, and yet he was one of the most 
conventional persons-in all other ways except his death-I've 
ever known; he'd never leave his apartment without a suit jacket, 
and he drove only late-model American sedans, black Buicks or 
Oldsmobiles-

And as this woman talked, on and on it seemed, about what 
a disappointment-or a shock, perhaps-she was proving to be 
to her children. I was trying to keep my face straight, free of my 
thoughts, at least; trying to smile but not laugh; thinking how 
odd it was that I'd lived for fifteen years in Alaska and was still 
not truly an un either, though some of the others here were, in 
a way-like Warren himself maybe, whose birthday cake, finally, 
just read "Happy Birthday to Warren," though we'd joked about 
things it might say while chipping in for it. Like "Happy Birthday 
Old Foster," since he was sensitive about the fact that he was 
turning fifty. or-from the social worker in the group-"Happy 
Birthday Self-Actualized Foster," which I'd loved and wanted to 
have put on the cake, though no one else agreed. 

"''bey'd be far happier ifl'djust settle down and be like other 
parents." the woman said, giving her head that conventional 
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shake again. 

lbey'll get over u: I answered, which was apparently the 
wrong thing to say. because she was frowning a little, trying not 
to. In a way I'm not conventional either. That's what I was 
thtnking. I was born this way. I usually say the wrong thing, for 
instance, and my mind never will stay on the track. And look at 
me now, sitting here on the couch as if I had not a care in the 
world, while my husband of twenty-four years heads off for some 
secret tryst-

And I'm thinking ofWarren Foster, how heavy he was at fifty, 
how much a failure in a way-though he had a Ph.D. How he 
never could keep his mind on track either; how he'd gtven up the 
chairmanship of his department at the school he'd taught at 
before in Michigan to come to Alaska, "God knows why; as he 
always put it: and how his kinky yellowish -gray hair would fly up 
whenever he turned his head-as he was always prone to do 
during any conversation; mid-sentence during one of his own 
sentences even-glancing or staring at something that set him off 
on a whole new topic. Yet, how charming that had been, in its 
way. 

How he'd blushed over the cake, clapping his plump hands, 
looking as If he might cry, and how surprised he'd been-all of us, 
middle-aged and laughing, clapping and shouting when he came 
in the door; all yelling "Happy Birthday, Warren!" like nlne-year-
olds in a private living room instead of gray-haired persons 
elbowing one another to fit around the table in one of the town's 
best restaurants. 

But Fairbanks, after all, "where anybody can do almost 
anything with impunity; that's the charm of the place." Warren 
Foster said that to me once, a few months before he headed South 
again. And I agreed that It was true, though the thought crossed 
my mind when he said it that we only rarely did do anything out 
of the ordinary, any of us. 
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At his birthday party, I kissed Warren Foster on the lips while 

his live-in talked to a man with a beard, a man I'd truly never seen 
before, though he looked like a twin to dozens of others I had 
seen. 

·Happy Birthday, Warren!" 
I'm sure the girl must be tall. Maybe I'll get to see her. Maybe 

I'll follow Dave in the station wagon and peer in a window at 
them-sitting cross-legged-partly undressed maybe-on the 
floor on a woven rug in front of her woodstove, holding hands, 
nibbling one another's ears, there in a tiny cabin perched high on 
a snowy h1lltop. 

I carry Nubbin to the picture window, which looks straight 
south, toward the Alaska Range. The sun hasn't risen yet, but 
purple daylight is flooding the world, and Fairbanks lies stretched 
like a beautiful thick necklace, its colors like Christmas lights 
spread out before the peaks of the Range, which stretches above 
and beyond town in dark silhouette. Nearer to home, I can see 
large white snowy patches among the spruce trees, which are 
frozen fields, then birch woods, our easement, the highway. the 
lights of an occasional nearby house. 

It's incredibly beautiful, a twilit winter beauty that I'm 
blessed to see nearly every winter morning and evening. And, of 
course, winters in Fairbanks last for seven months. I'm not sure 
what I feel about the girl-or Dave, his face tender again as it used 
to be for me. Years ago. Seeing a glimmer through the trees, I 
pick out the four new lights the highway department installed a 
week or so ago at the base of the road, a mile downh111. When 
you're going downhill on the road, it seems to head east through 
the woods, then straight south, exactly south, like the point of a 
compass. But, staring at the lights, I can see that the road at that 
point, at its very end or beginning-there where it meets the 
highway-really runs west. due west. or south-by-southwest 
maybe. Not simply south at all. 
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Mary Lou Sanelli 

On the Sun Porch of the 
Bartlett House 
Port Townsend 

he sits in the afternoon 
watching the ferry glide by and the seagulls 
he feeds by saving chicken skin and beef fat from dinner 
to leave on the cliff wall until they come 
with their squawking and private airshow. 

He'll be ninety-two in December 
and doesn't get out much so I look after him in a sense, 
bring him white sacks spotted with dabs of butter grease 
from the cookies inside he likes that come big as dessert 

plates 
from the bakery downtown. We eat them together 
looking over Marrowstone, Whidbey and Indian Island. 
He tells me the Navy should continue developing Indian 
so we argue until his cheeks redden 
to nearly the color of geraniums like the ones spread out 
evenly in stx pots on the floor next to us. 
His housekeeper waters them before sweeping the crumbs 
from around our feet. Last week she had knee surgery. 
She's Korean and doesn't speak English. She tries 
telling me of her pain as she fingers her healing scar 
that's long and crude like one as a child 
I'd draw on the faces of pirates. As always 
I nod, smile and pretend to understand 
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as I watch her iron his favortte shirt, each seam 
more worn than the rest of the wool. 
With her weight shifted to one leg 
she holds the shirt up to the light 
and I see clear through to the sea 
he's worn it so long. 
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Scott Davidson 

Haircut 
Saturday nights on the bathroom counter 
we huddled speechless 1n tum, 
the towels at our necks 
tight as the dress shirts 
we would curse the next morning. 
Each of us stripped to his 
comical underwear, we were dandelions 
gone to seed. My father shaved 
each head to the skin. 

Hugging myself 1n fluorescent light. 
I believed I could alter time, 
leave my body standing 1n line. 
watch 1V 1n the other room 
and forget we expected his hand to slip 
and the razor that droned like trtmm1ng shears 
to snag my youngest brother's scalp 
1n its chattering blades and hang on. 

Soon enough the clippers breathed 
hot and electtic on my neck. 
I held my breath when they screamed 
1n my ears. I dreamed of standing 
bathed and dripping on the bath mat. 



----------------------------------------$ 
dreamed my father pulled me 
to his chest in a huge towel. 
drted my head like he 
wanted it to shine, and I was dizzy 
from the rough clatter of his hands. 
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Scott Davidson 

Giving Up The Dodge 
for Bruce 

Ignore the scavengers circling overhead. 
Their clatter of wings is part 
of my plan, to pack everything wrong 
and rotten in the trunk of my Dodge 
and dump it at the edge of town. 
My new life starts then. 
Once it's yours, the crowd of wings 
dispersed, the Dodge runs 
certain and hopeful into the distance. 

Who am I kidding? My only bird 
is a box kite trapped in power lines, 
tail snapping in the breeze. This 
is my failure with the modem world. 
the clatter of tappets. 
the oil light's constant alarm, 
the shriek in third gear. 
You rest your palm on the hood, 

worry 
the spreading rust with your finger. 
You know the feel of second-hand goods, 
know their fate is a comer 
evexyone ignores. You were right. 
I insisted this car be driven 
to its knees, knew you couldn't refuse 
such a gift. I betrayed the pride 
we shared in the good sense of engines. 



-------------------------------------------$ 
The shriek tn third gear disappears 
at sixty, the steering suddenly sure. 
Drive north, away from town and streets filled 
with sleek imports. This is a car 
for the middle of nowhere. When you leave 
the cluster of Ughts behind, the Dodge 
and the road are yours. 
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Dale Alan Bales 

What Were You Doing 
The Day Elvis Died 

I had finished wiping down the long wooden bar and cutting 
up the limes and lemons, and I was thinking about a Raymond 
Chandler stacy I read that morning, when Longo came in for his 
first beer of the day. I pulled the longneck from the cooler and 
plunked it on the bar before he took his seat. He had this pained 
look as he peeled the bill off his small roll. Word had gotten out 
that I was being a hard-ass again, and there were no more tabs 
at The Bear's Den; but he always had that look about him 
anyway, like he was ttying to decide whether or not to have a 
hemorroid operation. 

I went ahead and put his change close to him as he drained 
half the beer at a swallow. My employees had taught me to put 
change on the bartender edge of the bar and get more tips that 
way. I knew it would be futile to practice my new knowledge on 
this guy. 

He put the beer down and tried to tie me up in conversation. 
!bat's somethin' about Elvis, isn't it?" 
"Yeah. You being a carpenter again?" 
"Shrimping a little." 
"Let me finish opening up and we'll talk some more." 
I scooted away before he could ask me about the availability 

of drugs on the island, or a bar tab just for him, just for one day. 
I opened the ocean-side windows and stood, enjoying the breeze 
that swept the salt air into the bar and the day-old cigarette 
smoke out. 
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This was one of the best parts of my day, opening these 

windows. This, and sweeping up the 4000 square feet of floor 
that used to be a bowling alley. Sweeping like that had been a 
pleasure for me since I used to get out ofPE classes in high school 
by volunteering to sweep the gymnatorium. It was one of the few 
pleasures of owning this bar. 

Which is why I had been thinking of the Chandler stoxy. the 
one where the private dick walks into a bar and the effete 
bartender bursts out: "I don't like drunks in the first place and 
in the second place I don't like them getting drunk in here, and 
in the third place I don't like them in the first place." The dick 
suggests that somebody ought to make that a line in a movie, and 
the bartender admits that they already did. 

I hadn't done much reading or seen many movies since I 
opened the bar. I had come to this little South Carolina island 
to viSit Penn and Francie for a few days: I had ended up staying 
for over two years now. I remember thinking about how quaint 
the place was: that it was a lot like Cannexy Row or something 
with all the local characters like Wolfman drinking all the time. 
and all the shrimpers coming in with their pockets full of money 
after a week at sea. But most of the shrimpers quit coming in 
when I asked them to check their foot-long sheath knives at the 
bar while they got rowdy. And Wolfman had to be 86ed because 
he scared away my downtown customers. 

Not that I got many downtown customers anyway. Folly 
Island is a little too rustic for city people. Charlestonians have 
this sense of histoxy, and they remember that Folly is where 
plague victims used to be dumped off sailing ships, to die. 
Sharpshooters were posted on the other side of Shem Creek, to 
take care of any victims who might try to swim against the 
current and make it to the next island and then the mainland. 
Proper folk think Folly has gone downh111 since then. 

So mostly I got people in the bar like Speedo, who was coming 
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in the door from the parking lot, and Rat, who was trying for the 
umpteenth time to get his fourteen-year-old girlfriend past the 
front door. 

no. 

"Hello, Teddy Bear: from Speedo as I opened his beer. 
"Just a coupla games of pool," from Rat as I shake my head 

""'be chief put the quietus on her, Rat. Her parents came out 
to talk to him." 

""'bose assholes." Rat was twenty-one, and if skinny as a 
bean pole weren't already a cliche it would have been invented for 
him. He wore biker rags, a spike bracelet, and enough chains 
dangling everywhere to double his weight. If he had ever been on 
a motorcycle it had tratntng wheels on it. His girl friend wore next 
to nothing, and even sixty-year-old Speedo was wishing she 
could come in as the couple turned sullenly away. 

"I bet you'd like to have some of that, Teddy Bear." 
"Ten and twenty. Speedo. Ten minutes to enjoy it, and twenty 

years to think about it ... but I might take my chances." 
Longo signaled for another beer and moved over by Speedo as 

he spoke. 
""'bat's eatin' stuff, Speedo." We both knew what was coming 

next as Speedo shifted nervously on his seat and squared his thin 
shoulders. 

"I ain't no termite. You boys are nasty!" 
I realized I had forgotten to tum on the beer signs again. I 

went .around to all the windows, plugging signs in, watching as 
the white glow came first, and then the red neon flickered into life 
with a steady hum from the transformer. 

Then I headed for the back room to put on a record, and 
stepped out to the bar as "Don't Be Cruel" echoed through the big 
empty room. Speedo took the song as a cue. 

"Man, that's a hot one. This beach was really jumping when 
that was a hit. That's really something about Elvis. The King is 
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gone!" 

Gail flounced 1n the front door. "How ya11 dotn'?" She had 
come in early for her gtg as afternoon barkeep, and sat down with 
the two men at the bar. I saw Speedo leering at her with his one 
good eye. 

"Give her a drink on me." 
lbanks, dar lin'." Gail was only in her mid-twenties, but her 

genuinely friendly manner and her buxom build had made her a 
mother-figure for half the population of the island. ''I'd like to 
have one of those things that you invented, Bear." 

lbe last time we drank those we ended up dancing on the 
bar," I chided her as I moved to mix the Summer-Come-On. 

"It did you some good. You wony about thiS place too much. 
You need to have more jun. Have one with me." 

I was pouring the pineapple juice for one drink as I looked at 
her. 

"I'm not drinking today." 
"Just one. With me?" 
I doubled the pineapple juice, and added the lime juice and 

grenadine. 
"Rum or gin?" 
"Whatever you want .. .let's by it with tequila!" 

While we were on our second drink I realized that the bar was 
fllling up with the usual assortment of afternoon drunks we 
catered to. Two carpenters were at their favorite pool table gam-
bling on nine-ball, and I was feeling too good to remind them of 
my no-gambling poUcy. I watched Gail sashay over to them with 
two beers and spend a minute talking with them. 

I realized then that she was a gold mine to this bar and to 
these people. She got a puzzled look on her face as she came back 
across the room and caught me staring at her. 

"Did I do something wrong?" 
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MNo, lady. You did just fine." I grabbed her in a big hug. 

MYou're a hell of a woman. I hope you know that." 
She hugged me back, and for a second I thought we wouldn't 

let go. I wanted the energy and the warmth to stay that way, but 
she saw some body at the bar waving a glass and scurried over to 
him. 

• • • • • • • 

I was sitting on the bar and digging on a jazz record as I 
finished my fifth or sixth drink. One of the carpenters was 
standing by me at the bar, waiting for a round. 

"Hey Bear, could you put on some Led Zepplin?" 
Gail was putting the beers on the bar and caught my intent 

to tell him where he could stick his Led Zepplin. "I'll do it for you, 
Bear." 

Actually, I had learned not to express my negative feelings 
about people's musical taste, while they were in my bar. As a 
matter of fact, when I was sober I realized that it wasn't my bar, 
even if I swept it and paid the bills and sold my car to keep it open. 
A bar belongs to the people who come into it. If it is going to last. 

"I talked to Dennis today, Teddy Bear. He's thinking about 
upping your rent when the lease runs out." Speedo said this as 
he settled in beside me. He had that little gleam in his good eye 
that he gets when he is up to no good, and I knew that whatever 
I said would get back to Dennis by tomorrow. 

He closed his bad eye a little and continued. lhat tight 
sonofabitchl Taking advantage of a hardworking guy like you. 
I've known him forty years, and I'm the only person he hasn't 
been able to screw out of any money." 

"I know, Speedo. That's why you've got more money than 
Elvis had, stuck in a god dam mattress somewhere. It's a wonder 
you can sleep nights with all those lumps." 
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He was disappointed that I didn't run with the bait about my 

landlord, but intrigued thinking about Elvis' fortune. 
"Damn right! I've got more money than Dennis, anyway. And 

I made a bunch of it right out there in his parking lot. by tricking 
him into a 50-50 split when I was tending it. This place was 
jumping then. The whole beach was. Til the goddam niggers 
came." 

He always got to this point in the conversation at this point 
in his drinking, and I always tried to steer him away. I wondered 
about what he would say if he knew I had done sit-ins with those 
goddam niggers. twenty years ... only ten years ago? 

"I showed 'em though. They might have had the law behind 
'em, but I still made the fuggers park in the back of the lot!" 

I left him there with his small Victory and headed toward the 
door. Gailcalledafterme. "You want me toworkyournightshift. 
Bear? I got nothing else to do." 

"I'll be back soon, lady." I promised as I waved hello and good-
bye to Terry the oyster man and Buzz the disk jockey on my way 
out. 

• • • • • • • 

I woke up when the sun had gone down, and tumbled out of 
the hammock. I was late, but Gail expected that. I didn't really 
want to go back to the place, but there was a band auditioning 
that night and I had promised to give them a listen. 

The happy hour crowd had thinned out, but the pool tables 
were busy. and a dozen people were sitting at the bar listening to 
the Allman Brothers and hitting on Gail. I stopped at the pinball 
machines to admire the dexterity of Terry the oyster man. He and 
Buzz the disk jockey were wired on something and bobbing their 
heads hypnotically with each bong of the machine. 

"Whatever you're on ... I hope your mama told you to always 
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brtng enough for everybody." As I walked away I couldn't tell if 
they had even felt my presence. But I was too happy to see Penn 
and Francie at a pool table to worry about it. 

I had met them when Penn and I were in law school together 
one semester. He ftnished. The three of us had gone to Europe 
one summer and we had been friends since. Francie greeted me 
with a hug, and Penn embraced us both to make a grunting 
threesome. 

"I haven't seen much of you folks lately." I only realized that 
as I said it. Francie shrugged her shoulders and looked a little 
guilty. She gave my beard a playful tug. 

"We've missed you. We run a lot now. How are you doing?" 
Penn was more straight-forward. "We've been a little worried 

about you." He racked for a game of rotation and broke the balls 
as I took a stick. "Can Francie and I buy you a beer?" 

"I'm not drinktng tonight. Raincheck?" 
"Sure." Penn smiled, but it was awkward. He had found this 

building available, and remembered that I had spoken of wanting 
to open a bar someday. When he called he thought he was doing 
me a favor. 

I tried to assuage his guilt. "It is looking a little better. I've 
got the Brandon Band coming back. The one we all danced to 
that night?" 

Francie was happy to remember something special about 
this place, and grinned. 

"'That was the last time I saw you laugh, Bear." She took her 
shot. 

"Can we do anything to help?" Penn asked as he smoothly 
tapped the cue ball and sent the orange ball rolling across the 
green felt and into a pocket. I brushed a brown liquor stain on 
the felt idly and avoided looking at them. 

"I'll have to get this changed." Then I looked at them both as 
I put my stick into the rack. "Just keep being my friends." 
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Seeing Rat and hts girl friend standing at the bar laughing 

gave me the chance for an abrupt departure. 
"0-U-T, Rat. Out." 
"Gail said it was all right. Missy ain't gonna drink nuthin'." 
"Out." 
The men at the bar hated me for a second, but forgot it as they 

watched the fourteen-year-old exit with half her can hanging out 
of her shorts. Rat muttered something under his breath. I didn't 
hear it, but I knew what it was: "Assholel" 

Gail plunked a green one on the bar in front of me, and I 
looked at it as if I had never seen a Heineken before. 

-rhis one's on me, darlin'," she said, and I obeyed. 
I was on my third one and sitting on a bench by the pool tables 

looking around the room. The band had called to say they weren't 
coming to audition, and I was looking around the room at 
everybody and everything and knowing how Br'er Rabbit felt 
when he tangled with the Tar Baby. 

I leaned my head against the ledge of the open window behind 
me, hoping a breeze might be sttrrtng on this humid August 
rught. Instead of a breeze, I caught the smell of a thousand 
bottles of Silver Satin wine as I heard Wolfman's raspy voice at 
my ear. "Heyyyy, Bigggg Bear!" 

I turned to study him through the screen. The vapor street 
lfght above him gave him a strange white glow. "What's hap-
penin' Big Bear?" 

"Nada." 
"Big Bear, can I come in? There ain't nobody here. Please? 

I'll be good." 
"You know what I told you." 
"But it's a special day and all. Elvis died today, Big Bear." 
As he said this, I remembered the one time in two years that 

I had spoken with this man and he wasn't behind his wino 
persona. He had been picking up trash in the parking lot for 
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Dennis, and I had seen him, and commented that he was awfully 
quiet that day. He had looked at me eye-to-eye for a second, and 
then his face broke like a picture window with a rock thrown 
through it, and he told me that his sister had died of cancer the 
day before. 

And in an instant his face was once more the same face I was 
studying through the window screen. 

"Okay, Wolfman. You can come in just for one." He was 
already hobbling toward the door as he sang out joyfully over his 
shoulder. 

'l1lanks, Big Bear." 
As I turned back to survey my kingdom, I encountered the 

bleary blue eyes of Terry the oyster man. He was holding a pint-
sized masonjar of something toward me. The jar had a rubber 
band around the rim that held a cheese cloth in place over the 
mouth. I was puzzled, but Buzz the disk jockey shook his head 
so affirmatively that he sent ripples coursing through his two-
hundred pound frame. Terry held the Jar to his own face and 
huffed over it. Buzz took the jar and held it to my face. 

I felt an immediate warmth, and huffed the pleasant vapors 
again. 

"What is .. . whooo .. . what is .. . ?" 
They placed the jar on the bench and selected pool cues for 

a game. Terry sm1led. "Ether .... " 
There were a few disastrous games of pool, and Gail came 

over with lots ofbeer just as an EMs record lifted me to the own e. 
"You were playing that earlier. I thought you might enjoy it 

now." 
She huffed over the jar and winked at me. She had no idea 

what her face looked like as the wink melted it into a rubbery 
mask. I huffed the ether again myself. After that. I turned into 
the whole goddam bar-people and pool tables and wooden 
bowling alley floors, everything-for some unknown length of 
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time. 

When I came back to almost normal, I was leaning with my 
head on the window ledge again. Longo was turning off the beer 
signs and closing the windows. He stopped by the one I was 
resting on. 

"Leave this one. I'll close it." 
"Say, Bear. Can I have a tab just for tonight?" 
"Just for tonight?" 
"Just for tonight!" 
"Sure." 
Sometime later I reeled towards the bar. We were ofikially 

closed, but I noticed there were still several people huddled 
around. I thought about another beer, but I noticed Gail was at 
the pinball machine with Terry and Buzz: I didn't want to disturb 
her. I knew if I went behind the bar I'd have to mix drinks or 
something for that little knot of people at the corner of the bar. 

That little knot consisted of Longo and one ofthe carpenters, 
who were trying to flirt with Rat's jailbait girl friend: jailbait, who 
was staring excitedly at Rat: Rat. who had trapped a three-inch 
long Palmetto bug under a clear plastic drinking cup, and was 
proceeding to spray Raid under the cup. As the bug tick-ticked 
its wings against the plastic in its death throes. the sounds of Led 
Zepplin poured out into the room. 

I reeled away from the group as the second carpenter came 
out from putting on the record. I waved him an okay, as he joined 
the group to stare at the bug in the cup. I was having trouble 
unlocking the side door when a hand did it for me. 

"I'll turn out the lights, dar lin'." 
I hugged her. "Make sure everybody pays for everything." 
"For sure. Goodnight." 
"Goodnight." 

• • • • • • • 
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When I came to, I realized I was in the parking lot. propped 
against the building. I made it about ten feet, back to the steps 
of the bar, and sat down. I heard Elvis singing !eddy Bear~ 
through the walls and I thought of Speedo. I tried to look out over 
his parking lot domain, but my eyes were blocked by the propane 
gas tank. As I squinted my eyes and raised my head a little, I saw 
a marvelous sight. 

A big spider had a web between the light pole and the propane 
tank. The web was dancing in a slight breeze, and the drops of 
moisture on it looked like tiny glistening teardrops. 

The spider was very busy and I watched for a long tlme. Only 
the web didn't get any larger: in fact, 1t seemed to be getting 
smaller. I had never heard of a spider taking in its web, and I 
thought I might be hallucinating. But as I watched the web 
disappear, I realized that I was chuckling quietly to myself. I 
squinted at the web again and still didn't know 1f I was halluci-
nating or not. But as I numbly closed my eyes, I knew there was 
something I had to do tomorrow. 
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Biibi Wein 

Anima 
In the dream. we are in a dark place. The feeling is acknowl-

edged. We kiss. 

I was an addict. Without the dreams, I could not get through 
the day. When I admitted this, I knew I could not have the child. 
Instead, I left. 

"Don't go back," says Kolodny. "Neither of you is going to 
change as long as you have each other." 

His little boy was buried in the glare of a fresh, hot, April sun. 
There were daffodils everywhere. After the funeral, I drew the 
drapes in my bedroom and, though I hardly knew Kolodny and 
his wife, and hadn't known the child, locked myself in with the 
phonograph and B1llie Holiday's laments and cried and cried. 
That night, the dreams began. 

In the dream. he sits all night beside the bed where I lie with 
my husband. He is wearing a gray crew-neck sweater of a by-
gone time. He is waiting for me to help htmflnd something. 

My husband is relieved. We have reduced our marriage to a 
week-end ltatson into which we condense all the passion, hate, 
resentment, jealousy, dependency, despair, that used to be our 
daily lives. Though he preferred that we abort our child over 
aborting his vague, gnawing lusts, he sleeps alone. For the most 
part, so do I. From time to time I see a Wall Street broker who 
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talks of almost nothing but the female sexual appetite and the 
insatiability that pleases him in me. He seems completely aware 
that neither of us come. 

And as for Kolodny. well, he started it when he left his wife. 
As they each revelled in their immense relief, it seemed to him 
and to her, too. that therefore I should leave my husband-given 
our longstanding misery and the presumption that for reasons 
unknown even to himself, he would not leave me. When I told 
Kolodny and his wife that I was pregnant, they each perceived it 
as a trivial detail. I can never forgive her for this. But I have 
forgiven him. 

Kolodny is handsome, so handsome it begs to be acknowl-
edged and demands to be ignored. like a deformity. 

I see him walking, heading downtown on Lex. We are both 
wearing trenchcoats and sunglasses, even though it is raining, 
and elegant suede boots. I follow him, tap on his shoulder, say. 
"Hey, mister, have you got a match?" He turns, flashing me a 
smile as flashy as the diamond rtng he wears, seeing me for the 
first time. 

There is no release in my dreaming. only a capitulation to 
desire. 

• 

We sit face to face at the sheltered edge of an expansive lawn, 
Kolodny and I, oblMous to the crowds of friends and strangers. 
Dusk falls. The trumpet vines fold their scarlet blossoms. He 
relates long dreams. full of mythic imagery and primal women. 
reporting on the progress of his quest for anima. Later, when the 
band is playing "My Old Flame," we marvel at the dark risks of 
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improvisation. He 1s gesturing with wild excitement. My 
husband, who knows the subject too well to converse with us, 
and Kolodny's wife, who is tone deaf, pay no attention. Neither 
of them notice that his hand falls to my thigh . 

• 

On Lexington Avenue, my daughter, Laura, chases birds. 
She's just turned six and does not understand why we are here. 
I have wrenched her from her father and her cat and from a school 
where chicks and ducks greet people in the drive, and thrust her 
into public education. She has learned to read. She has learned 
that boys will catch you unawares and lift your skirt. She rarely 
ventures into the little concrete yard that can be reached through 
the back door of our two basement rooms. I have told her that 
we moved here from the country so that I could get a job. I haven't 
found one. In the narrow hall that separates the living room from 
where we sleep, the plaster falls and covers the brown carpet with 
its powdery chips. 

Kolodny comes to New York on Wednesday to study dreams. 
He comes in from Westhampton on the Trtboro and parks his 
blue Volkswagon somewhere in the nineties between Park and 
Third. Wednesday is also the day Laura has ballet at theY, so 
I happen to be in the neighborhood. I have been here four 
months. Tonight, finally, he comes to visit me. 

I do not have a trenchcoat or even an umbrella. My 
sunglasses are lost, my vinyl boots cracked and leaking. I drag 
my complaining daughter twelve blocks in the driving rain to save 
a dollar. I buy wine and spend the bus fare on a rose. 

The record is on the turntable, the joint in the pocket of my 
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overalls. I have just finished reading a gross, abbreviated Alice, 
which Laura demands, eschewing the real thing. The doorbell 
rings, early. He spins me into an embrace that is surprisingly 
protective and intense. My head rests for a moment on the 
shoulder of his cashmere jacket. Laura dances around us. I 
excuse myself, point him to the phonograph, gather Laura back 
into the bedroom, insist that I must close the door. He estab-
lishes himself on the couch as I tear past him, bringing her water, 
milk, a cookie. By this time, Carmen McRae is wailing, 

Imagination/is crazy. Your whole perspective gets hazy. 
It starts you asking a daisy/ What to do. Won't you 
teU me/ What to do, what to do, what to do, what to do .... 

The words are still true, but her pitch is not. She's gone 
suddenly off-key, overdramatizing the low notes with a cynical 
edge. Will Blossom Dearie hold up? Taking no chances, I take 
Carmen off in the middle of the cut and put on Miles, as if his 
music, having charmed my youth, will reinvent it. 

Kolodny takes offhis shoes and then his jacket and then his 
sweater. I begin to cook, while he proudly tells me of his own new 
culinary skills, and how his new woman isn't into domesticity at 
all, which is fine with him. 

In the dream. he is hunting for something fn a dim basement. 
I help himftnd it, bearing light. The feeling is acknowledged We 
hesitate. The feeling overwhelms us. We sink together to the floor . 

• 

It is pouring rain. I have discovered there are millions ofblue 
Volkswagons in New York. I rush past all the mothers waiting in 
hard chairs for little ballerinas, hurry down the stairs and to the 
door. A blonde woman is standing in the foyer. It's her. 
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Christine. We first met here in the building only weeks ago, 
though I have known of her, and she of me. But she knows 
nothing. She doesn't know that she wrecked ten years of my life 
because at seventeen she couldn't love the man I later married. 
We smlle, nod, speak. I am astonished by her plainness. There 
was a time when I was sure it would have worked if only I had met 
him first, before she ruined him for love. Now I wonder if she is 
more than a figment of some body's imagination. We comment on 
the weather. I decide to brave it. I wander north, west, east; 
Kolodny's vehicle eludes me. I would leave a note, say "call me." 
It is important, crucial, urgent. Having nothing to say, I will not 
call him. I go back inside to drip and wait. Christine waits too. 
She wears a star now, obsetves all the traditions. She is as tired 
as I am distressed. 

• 

Eating dinner, we do therapy, aided by the grass and 
quantities of wine. Kolodny discourses upon the role of active 
fantasy enroute to the unconscious. I am ftlled with questions. 
What if one can't differentiate between a product ofthe mind and 
an objective truth? When one is grappling with an urgent choice, 
can dreams provide valid clues? How does one know they are 
valid and not merely indulgence in impossible or unwise desires? 
Must you act on your dreams, live out your fantasies? 

"Act them out?" Kolodny laughs. "Acting them out in your 
mind or in therapy is not the same thing as acting on them." 

"Then you shouldn't try to recreate your dreams in life." 
"That depends." We both laugh. "But no. Usually you don't 

live them out. That's crucial." 
I hear my voice from a distant place, far back of my head, 

flowing quietly, evenly, with hazy resonance. If it were singing, 
it would be an ecstacy too great to bear. 
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"What does it mean," this voice asks, "when you have a 

recurring dream-say for a year or mor~and then it stops?" 
"Usually it means something has been resolved." 

Resolved? What? What was resolved on that last Sunday 
afternoon of my pregnancy? Alone in the spacious bed, the house 
quiet, a breeze diffusing the late July sun, a moment's peace from 
indecision-and then, in the blackness, his kiss. Only that, long 
and tantalizing. Then the ringing of the phone. I stir. It is 
answered. Slowly, I awake. Slowly, yet suddenly, the decision is 
made. I wash the sleep from my eyes, and still savoring the kiss 
in my mouth, wander out into the kitchen. 

"Kolodny called," my husband says. "He's stopping by later." 

Kolodny has thick, silky, curling hair that atftrst looks black 
but is actually a rich, barbaric brown. He has found someone to 
cut itfor him. his ex-wife, he says. He wanted me to do it that July 
night in my lwuse, but, afraid to touch him. I refused. 

In the windshield from one tedious end of the expressway to 
the other, all the way to the clinic, I see Kolodny's face reflected 
in the glass. I feel good, hopeful. His face sustains me through 
the trip. All my friends wait, anxious. Will I do what they think 
is best for me? Will I actually go through with it, destroy this 
child? 

The clock says four. I am alone, suddenly,in a long corridor. 
The tears come rushing. Terror. A figure, an apparition, beckons 
me into the room. I will be awake. 

I have had no dream since, about him or anyone . 

• 
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He turns off the lamp and sits next to me, his arm on the back 

ofthe couch behind me. He eyes are an opalescence ofhaze,light. 
and moist adumbration, shifting from moment to moment along 
a spectrum of violet through green, or tmprismed all at once, a 
miracle of color. 

• 

I see his wife at the bottom of the stairs, elegant in a long skirt 
on a rainy morning, her arms wrapped around her slim waist. 
She is reeling slightly, pale, but smiling, chatting about plants. 
The distant voices of the children, two hers, one mine, ripple 
above us. I ask if she's all right. She assures me she's been fine 
until just now, and it will be all over Monday anyway. "TTley just 
take this vacuum thing and-whoosh-it's all gone." 

Kolodny and my husband enter through the sliding glass 
doors. shaking off the rain that glistens in their dark, crinkled 
beards. Kolodnyembraceshiswife. Theywalktogether, smiling, 
to the windows, framed by geraniums and floWing ferns against 
the watery glass. 

Two months later, drenched in sunlight, they stand facing 
their son's grave. There are daffodils everywhere. 

We never speak of the children we have lost, and rarely about 
the children we have. He considers my loss inconsequential. I 
consider his too monumental for words. 

We have never spoken of what. if anything, connects us. Only 
his eyes have reached to me. their uninvited secrets deliberate, 
sly. glancing into the pith of my erogenous zones. 

He looks at me that way only in public. 

When there is no buffer zone of other people, when we sit face 
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to face with only music or uneasy silence, it is as if I hold the 
Tarot, or the yarrow sUcks of divination. I absorb the confidence, 
speak to the decisions, one by one: to sell the business, go into 
therapy, put the house on the market, change professions, leave 
his wife, and now-go back to Kansas City? 

"Don't do it," I say. 

We discuss it for an hour, through an entire Beethoven 
quartet. 

"You're right," he says, finally. And then there are the 
relationships, he admits, from which he may be fleeing as he has 
always fled before. There are only five, he says, all women. His 
therapist, his wife. his daughter, his lover. I am the last. 

He stretches out on the couch near me. We do not speak. We 
move only to pour wine or change the record. Our closeness at 
this moment is immutable. 

• 

We embrace, my husband and I. with precision and solem-
nity that dissolves into sweet, liquid sustenance. It is Friday 
night. Having endured another portion of our time apart, we 
collapse into each other's arms with incipient joy and relief. We 
are always fulfUled. 

In the dream. we are in a lavish tenntnal, somewhere in outer 
space. Even there, he is looking for her, whae I stand in a phone 
booth, tryillg unsu.ccessfuUy to make a calL 

We are never fulftlled. We sit back to back on Sunday 
afternoon, with the living room/bedroom wall between us. He 
sits smoking on the couch, befogged, oblMous to the table piled 
with sorceror's manuals and records. I am propped against the 
bed pUlows, numb with tears. We have talked for hours in 
strange tongues. Each of us wonders if there is someone in the 
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next room. 

• 

Kolodny Js leaving, or so it seems. It has taken him half an 
hour to put on his shoes. but he is putting on his coat now. It is 
hours since he turned off the light. since I felt him move closer. 
hesitate, move closer still, hours since I became breathless in 
anticipation of the moment when he would reach out. 

Laura stumbles in from the bedroom. Kolodny has moved to 
the chair. We are facing each other in the darkness. She looks 
from one to the other. then. satisfied, scurries away. 

In the dream, we are in a bed. 11lere is no mistaking what we 
are doing. 

The door is open. "TTle dreams," I whisper. knowing I 
relinquish with my secret all its power. "those dreams I was 
telling you about. They were about you." 

The door Js closed. I give to him those cherished dreams. 
swallowing terror and longing for whatever must replace them. 
Kolodny vanishes. I am in the arms of an agreeable. bewildered 
boy. His tongue plays tentatively in my mouth. Surely you have 
thought of this before, I am thinking. Surely this is not the first 
time you have imagined us. . .surely. . . . 

(We are seated on a couch at the end of a large party. His 
thigh moves firmly against mine. He speaks in a hazy whisper. 
his lips almost brushing my cheek. Two acquaintances observe. 
There is no mistaking what they are thinking. A tawny cat climbs 
into my lap. We stroke it together, our fingers meeting. Desire 
pulses. berserk in my veins. It is not a dream.) 

There Js no mistaking the desire oft he youth who stands here 
clinging to me by the door. But he does not remove his coat. I 
cannot bring myself to further challenge separation between 
fantasy and life. I wander. lost, on the periphery of both. 
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There are a million blue Volkswagens in New York. 
I do not hear from him for three weeks. 
I make no attempt to mop up the wine he spilled on the brown 

carpet. The dim stain grows, as a pattern in the rug itself. 
On Lexington Avenue, my daughter chases birds. 

"What is it that you want?" I ask my husband. "What does 
this freedom mean?" 

"Nothing." He is apologetic. "It's all walking in the clouds. In 
never-never land. I only know I want it. But you are wrong about 
Christine, he says. "'That wasn't love either." 

• 

My husband and I have been fighting for two weeks. Under 
Kolodny's guidance, we throw the I Ching to determine justice. 
The yarrow sticks guide us to Kuei Met. The Marrying Maiden. 
Kolodny reads: 

" ... The woman holds the basket, but there are no fruits in 
it. The man stabs the sheep, but no blood flows. Nothing that 
acts to further . . .. " 

We express our gratitude to Kolodny, humbled before the 
wisdom of the ages. 

• 

I see them lying on the beach off Dune Road, Kolodny and my 
husband, taking a break from peddling their media wares. 
Kolodny is talking animatedly about all the women he is fucking. 
A seventeen-year-old red head with kinky hair down to her ass. 
A model all amuck on pills. A homely genius New Left editor. And 
of course his regular, the shiksa, the blonde. And more, and 
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more, and more. A vert table smorgasbord of femininity. They dig 
all the broads on the beach. 'Try it, you'll like it,· he tells my 
husband. 

To me, when he finally shows up again at my apartment, 
"Your trouble is, you're not fucking enough men, • says Kolodny, 
shaking a finger, the diamond winking. 

me. 

I suggest we remedy that situation now. 
He declines without hesitation. 
He refuses to believe that I don't love him or expect him to love 

I tell him things are going better with my husband. "It will 
never work," he says. "He's too much like me.· 

In the next room, Laura sings herself to sleep, scatting along 
with Ella on How H~h The Moon. 

Giving him the benefit of the doubt, I don't suppose he 
actually wanted to break us up. What he wanted was to hold on 
to one companion for the road the four of us had traveled so much 
of the way together, sipping wine at our round oak tables. And 
it's fonntdable, isn't it, what he's done since, all the goodbye's 
he's said, to wake up in the morning alone to contemplate his 
dreams. 

"If we'd just fallen on the couch that night, it would have been 
different. Or if you'd had a bedroom wherer we could just go .. 

But now, "The astrologer," he says, "has told me to stop 
dissipating my energies among so many women." 

And furthermore, "As a general rule, you don't fuck with the 
figure of your anima." 

He has taken an apartment on Columbus Avenue. His 
unemployment check does not further the interpretation of his 
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dreams. 

He looks small and thin among the few possessions salvaged: 
a silver cJgarette box, books, a vase, a couple of rugs. 

We lie side by side in the cold, dark room. We are thrilled and 
stunned by our escape. The white rug embraces us like a thick, 
soothing snow. 

The applicator flies from my hand to the brittle pink tile 
several feet away, its contents popping out all over in an obscene, 
yellowish smear. How will I ever clean this up? How will I get out 
of this bathroom in less than an hom? I start all over, throwing 
what seem like dozens of pieces of apparatus into the sink as I 
finish with them, thinking, if I don't do it at all, then I can't 
possibly get pregnant. 

On his mattress, we both gripped with unacknowledged fear. 
Our closeness dissipates with every moment. We can only hold 
each other's hands. 

There is a blue Volkswagen with racing stripes and a sunroof, 
rusty and battered, the color fading toward gray always parked 
somewhere around the corner. It does not belong to Kolodny. 

By a parking meter near the Y, Christine watts for her 
daughter. I do not stop to speak because I see her eyes are filled 
with tears. 

''I've been thinking a lot about my son," Kolodny says. 
"Wondering if I was as bad a father as I imagine. And how 
fantastic it was when he was born! You know, the feeling of 
holding an infant," he makes a cradle of his arms, "the way it 
makes you hold yourself straighter, feel strong. I miss that, you 
know? I'd like to have that feeling again some time." 
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. I assure him that I know. 

• 
They smash up their cars on the same day, Kolodny and my 

husband. Kolodny, stoned at 11 A.M., is in Westhampton to sign 
papers on the sale of his house. He is pulling out from the shade 
of an enormous elm tree on Main Street, in front of Magic's Pub, 
when, distracted by the windshield traced with shadow figures of 
pubescent leaves, he careens into a Lilco truck. 

When they release him from the hospital after patching up 
his nose and wiring his jaw, he phones my husband to beg a ride 
to the shiksa's place up the Island so he can get away from his 
ex-wife. My husband says no, he has to practice his conjuring 
tonight. A couple of hours later. coming out of a bar where he 
stopped to phone the teenaged nurse he was hoping to ball again 
after the legerdemain, another Lilco truck, a smaller one, smashes 
into him. He suffers one broken rib, which will pain him for the 
rest of his life. 

• 
The centaur, Chiron, brought up Achilles, Jason, andAscle-

pius, and taught them morals, music, and medicine. 
Apollo had loved Coronis, and she was with child by him, but 

even before its birth, she'd yielded to a mortal. Apollo was so 
informed, and had her killed. Overcome with remorse, as her 
body was about to be consumed by flames, he drew the living 
child Asclepius from her corpse. Such was the medical skill of 
Asclepius that he brought even dead men to life, until Zeus, 
afraid that this art would upset world order, and no doubt 
jealous, killed Asclepius with his thunderbolt. 

But he was afterwards universally worshipped as the god of 
healing, in groves, beside medicinal springs, and on mountains. 
The temples of his worship sexved also as places of cure, which 
was often effected by the dreams of the patients. They were 
required to sleep in the sacred building for as many nights as it 
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took for them to dream the dream that would indicate a cure. 

He is among the favorite subjects of ancient art. At several 
places where he was worshipped, there were statues of gold and 
ivory. His usual attribute is a staff with a serpent coiled around 
it. The cock was sacrificed to him. 
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Mercedes Lawry 
Rescue of the Last 
Beautiful Woman 
after a print by Bal Owen 

The Boatman: 

I like the course of the river. 
black silk ribboning ahead, every tum 
familiar as my secrets. I trust 
the water as a tightrope walker 
trusts the wire. Mutes and mtmes. 
my passengers shield their soft 
bellies. I am the fog goblin, 
haunting their night cocoons. 
Silence pays well. 

The Woman: 

The moon scolds my escape, 
spits a white knife to pierce 
my skill at dreams. Buttons 
feed my fingers like prayer beads. 
Inside my bones, the years 
collide, a box of flapping wings. 
On this last ride, 
I strain to hear a hawk's cry, 
any sound of possibility 
round the next curve. 
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Gary Short 

Unionville Spring 
To change the water's flow, we went out at night 
in her father's fields, moved tin aqueducts 
from trench to trench. Cattle lowed in the pasture, 
each of their solid shapes a darkness. 
In rubber boots we slogged through muck knee-deep. 
Trying to siphon a hose. I sucked too hard, 
swallowed thick water & felt the silt 
settle in my lungs. She heard me choke 
& shined the light. 
A large frog singled out in the beam, 
leaped into dark. She laughed when she knew 
I was all rtght. We play-wrestled & fell 
in the trrtgation ditch, rolling, we welcomed each other 
to good black mud. 

What I hold to is night air 
on my skin. stars 
showing on the surface of the warm spring. 
Our boots stand next to our clothes on the white rock 
by the cutbank. When she dives into the pond 
the splash of her body is an ovation. 
I jump, scattering stars, to pull toward her. 
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Silver: Virginia City 
--1858 

Goldminers curse the bluish mud 
that clogs sluice boxes and rockers 
used to collect placer gold. They muck 
the blue stuff and toss it 
beneath pinon pine in Six Mile Canyon, 
until they find the mud is silver rich . 

• 
At ntght in the Crystal Bar 
they pay 15~. a long bit, 
for double-bock beer 
or lemonade With claret punch, 
and dance quadrilles to 6/8 Ume . 

• 
They speak a language: 

drifts and spurs 
blackdamp, upraise, crosscut . 

• 
An envelope of sun 
pales the old photograph of miners, 
shoulder to shoulder, stripped to the waist. 
Their eyes the speckles 
Within white and blue-streaked quartz, 
light inside rock 

• 
A snapped cable. The elevator car fell 
three hundred feet, collapsed like cardboard. 
Fourteen men lost deep in the Yello\\jacket Mine. 
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Firemen flipped coins, fateful moons, 
to see who would go down. 
The wives stood in front of houses 
on the hillside and realized 
their worst, literal fears. 
They knew before they were told 
about fortune. 
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Rich Murphy 

The Getting 
Everybody to Work 
In the sad state of business affairs 
politicians carry in their tool boxes 
patches, paste, and wire. 
The inner workings of everybody and thing 
hang from orifices after entrepreneurs 
have rummaged for hidden pieces of silver. 
Shells are offered to old gods 
just in case they are senile and not buried. 
When a prime minister or congressman 
arrives outside the window of your home, 
he kicks you, bangs on your head, 
and sticks your nerves together with bubble gum, 
leaving you doing things that mean 
nothing, to your death-plead for it. 
You waddle to a bus stop 
with one of a million keys of the city 
plunged into the middle of your back, 
the contemplation of a sigh winding up 
extra tubing given to the children 
for fear of bordering on an adventure. 

49 



$--------------------------------------

Carol Klein 

Like Talk With No Words 

Ida Mae's husband bought us this farm, and for that we took 
her off his hands. It was an even trade. There was nothing wrong 
with it. We needed a living somehow, Angus and I, and what we 
could do for Ida Mae was a lot better than sending her off to Mt. 
Moriah. We could provide her with some kind of home. For sure. 
she couldn't be Like Heruy's wife any more, so it was a good deal 
all around -for us, for Luke, and for Ida Mae. But sometimes 
I wonder, after all these years, did we do the right thing? How 
clear did we figure, I wonder, and what good is it. anyway, to hope 
for just a little? 

I just don't know. All I know is I really do love Ida Mae because 
she's just the sweetest person, always smiling no matter what, 
and she means no harm. Besides, first cousins most always have 
a particular bond. And whenever I see tears rolling down Ida 
Mae's cheeks, rolling down even when she is smiling, my own 
eyes water up too, and I tell myself she can never know what she 
is feeling. And I want her to stop. I want to ask her why she does 
cry, and the terrible thing is, I know she can never tell me. She 
doesn't know much, and trying to teach her is like trying to start 
a fire with damp wood. She just doesn't catch on. 

A part of her wonders, though, I believe it does. A part that's 
buried somewhere inside wants to find out who she really is. 
Once I saw her standing in front of the mirror and singing in her 
big, sinusy voice, singing some song that had no words. that was 
more like talk with no words, and all the while staring into the 
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mirror, and finally she leaned far foiWard over the bathroom sink 
and stuck her tongue out as far as it would go. 

I could tell she was trying to see down her throat, into the 
deepest part of her, where her soul was keeping her human. Her 
breathing was heavy and the mirror steamed up as it does from 
a hot shower. Then she lost her balance and banged her head on 
the glass. She squealed like a baby. 

I dragged her away and she stayed quiet for a couple of hours. 
What was she thinking? Did she know her own feelings? I wasn't 
sure. 

That was something, but most times I just get so bored 
around Ida, because she's always the same, no matter what. She 
likes to sit on the living room floor with her legs spread out in front 
of her. And lots of times our old collie Maud goes over and licks 
her face ttllit shines like a lake from all that spit. And Ida just 
lets Maud go right on Ucking. It's times like that that I begin to 
regret taking her in, but of course if it wasn't for Ida, Angus and 
I would never have had a decent place to live. 

It's not a bad place. It's got some acres for grazing, a barn, 
and a four room house to live in, plus a vegetable garden, a pen 
and a coop. Of course it's not much to look at. What you see most 
is hard ground. I don't bother with grass. One time I put in some 
hollyhocks. They require no tending and come up year after year, 
and when they blossom they look as of they are blushing, Uke 
they don't belong. All the buildings appear worn out. And 
everything else is how nature made it. It's all flat country out here 
off Granger Road. There's no place that Ida can wander off to 
without being found, sooner or later. That is, if she has a mind 
to, which is doubtful, considering. The land's so flat that if you 
look hard enough you can see into town where Luke has his 
business, Luke Henry and Sons, plumbing and heating. 

Nowadays we don't see much of Luke. For all we see him, he 
might as well be Uving on the other side ofthe globe. But it's no 
use to complain. The idea from the beginning was to stay out of 
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each other's way. He'd find a new wife he could be proud of, and 
we'd keep Ida. He'd live his life, and we ours. We'd get Ida to pray 
somehow- Luke made sure we'd see to that, as if she was the 
one to ask forgiveness- and when she felt up to it she'd do some 
chores. Milk the cow. maybe gather eggs or spread feed in the hen 
house, nothing too strenuous. 

That's all I ever wanted of her. I never wanted to tax her. But 
Angus sees things differently. "Just look at those arms and legs," 
he says. "Ida's as strong as a horse." Well, I once was in love with 
Angus, but that was back a ways. and now when he talks I don't 
much listen. He's not near as smart as he used to be. Sure Ida 
is big, what's she got to live for but eating, but big doesn't mean 
strong. Seems that all of her effort goes into just existing, and 
sometimes she gets so tired she sleeps standing up. But try 
telling that to Angus. Half the time he bums around, and when 
the barn needs a good hosing out, or he sees the woodpile's too 
low, he says, "Ida's living off us, so let her do it." 

Angus makes up his own truth, and it's no use for me to 
remind him that Luke still sends us so much a month to keep Ida. 
I won't make Ida work hard, something in me says no to that. It'd 
be like making her scrub shit, or hitching her to a plow. My 
memories are just too strong of how pretty she was when she first 
met Luke, with pure white skin and coal black hair. Along with 
her blue eyes. now that was what you had to call pretty! Now her 
face is flabby and her eyes are so small you can hardly see them. 
But back then she had real elegant features. Folks fussed over 
her as if she was the Queen of Sheba. Not that there wasn't a 
streak in her even then, but she kept it hidden, like the curse or 
going to the bathroom, something to be shameful of in front of 
other people. Luke didn't notice at first because all he was 
mindful of was getting ahead. He was a btg man with a deep gruff 
voice. You always knew what he was about. He came towards 
you like a head of wind, Luke did. You'd better have been ready. 
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too, because If you didn't, he wouldn't take it so good. He couldn't 
stand it when folks were against him. I imagine that hasn't 
changed. When I first saw him, he and Ida were already engaged 
to be married. 

They first met in her house. Uncle Willard had a dry goods 
store downtown that did pretty well before the stock market 
crash and the bfg depression, so he and Aunt Margaret lived in 
the biggest house on Liberty Street. It had a glassed-in sunroom 
and a parlor that held a grand piano and still had plenty of space 
left over for all kinds of fancy furnishings. Our house looked 
puny compared with theirs. We worked all the time to keep it 
looking halfway decent. But they had a gardener that came every 
week, and two day ladies, one for laundry and one for cleaning. 
Ida Mae never had to do a lick of work, and she had a bfg room 
with a window seat and a closet chockful of outfits for every 
occasion. You'd think with such a comfortable upbringing she 
would have been snotty, but that wasn't so, she was just as nice 
as she could be, regardless. I don't think she even knew how 
pretty she was. 

She wasn't spoiled at all, and that was a good thing, too, 
because when Uncle Willard's business went under she kept 
right on smiling as if nothing had happened. She was that happy 
natured. But it seemed her folks couldn't stand to live on without 
their means. First Willard got sick and died, and Margaret 
followed suit soon after. For a while Ida Mae went around cheery 
as ever. Then she didn't speak to a soul. Then the happy nature 
took over again. But all that was some time before Luke came in 
to check out the drains. 

Ida bragged to me later she knew right away he had a future 
ahead of him. She also said he had a generous heart, and who 
is to say she was so far mistaken? There's no way of knowing for 
sure. Some people try all they can, and when they stop trying, 
who is to say that they made a wrong or a bad decision? Depends 
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on believing, depends on a lot of things. That day Luke was 
snaking a clogged pipe. Ida Mae looked on all the while, and that 
must have made it easy for hfm to eye her up without seeming 
improper. I'm sure she must have flirted some, too. Nice as she 
was, she always knew what she was after. It's hard to think that 
now. It hurts a lot. It's hard to know that a person can change 
that much. 

Luke decided right than he had to have her. But Uncle 
Willard was dead set against him. ·aive her away to a punk with 
a pipe wrench?" he said. ·My own little girl? No way is that ever 
going to be." 

He couldn't stand it that Luke was a plumber. But Ida Mae 
worked on hfm until he had to give in. ·vou wait and see, some 
day he's going to be big and successful just like you," she said. 

And sure enough, Luke figured out a new method of measur-
ing sludge levels in septic tanks. But that was some tfme after 
he and Ida Mae were married, and by then she no longer cared, 
one way or the other. And today Luke sits in a clean white shirt, 
in his clean white office, and in front of his buildings there's a sign 
that says, "When drains don't work, we do." 

Now I wonder, when he sits at his desk, or talks to his sons, 
or talks to his wife, does he ever think about how it was those first 
few months with Ida Mae? How she blossomed and blushed? 
How she fixed her eyes on him? How they laughed when they 
were together? 

Sometimes she went with hfm on a job, wearing old sneakers 
and faded denfms rolled up to her knees, and her long black hair 
tucked up under a big blue cap, making her look just like a boy. 
They both laughed at how she looked, and acted like little kids 
themselves. I remember how they laughed like crazy when they 
told me they'd fixed a ball-cock valve. I was shocked. because 
women never let on they knew about people's private parts, 
especially men's. But the funniest thing to them was when Ida 
Mae loosened the wrong connection under my kitchen sink. She 
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sat on her heels and held tight to the shutoff valve with a wrench 
while Luke unscrewed the locknut. but just as he twisted it on the 
outlet side she fell backwards and let go, and a huge spray of 
water splashed against her face. You could hear them howling 
all over Harrow County. 

And I wonder, also, what does he think when he looks at his 
grandchildren? Is he so taken up with them that he has no 
regrets? 

Looking back I think I always knew that behind Ida's happy 
nature something was brewing. After a while she stopped 
tinkering with rods and valves and drainpipes. She stopped 
putting on work clothes. She left off crawling around bathtubs 
and sinks, and got down to just being a wife. She stopped 
laughing with Luke. It seemed as if she had found there was 
nothing to laugh at any more. 

I don't know. Maybe there was and maybe there wasn't. I 
lived near Ida then and I saw a lot of her. She was my friend as 
well as my cousin. But seeing isn't the same as knowing, 
especially when things are going against you. Angus's boozing 
was really getting on my nerves, and that's what I was brooding 
on. Ida listened to me, but I wasn't privy to her feelings at all. My 
mind was totally elsewhere. Finally I had to notice she was down 
in the dumps. She dragged herself around like an old lady, and 
stared into space, and the next thing I knew she hardly said boo 
to anyone. 

I didn't know what to do. I wanted to get Ida some help, but 
folks wouldn't pay me no mind. My own relations never liked 
what I did for Ida. They always said you're just as good as her. 
I guess they thought I was groveling. And Luke gave in to however 
she acted. He didn't start coaxing, didn't ask questions. he 
wasn't the wondering kind. 

He wasn't one for conversing either. So even when Ida 
stopped talking entirely, he didn't see the matter straight on. 
"Why's she so mad at me?" he asked. 
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"She's not mad, she's sick," I said. 
"''ll en call a doctor." 
I replied, "She's not that kind of sick." 
Then Luke said it would pass, and he was right. Ida dragged 

around for a couple of weeks. Then one day she called me up and 
wanted to know what had happened to her. 

"You went away," I said, "but then you came back." 
When I saw her she gave me a big hug. I let her, then pulled 

back. Then she hugged me again. And again. Her fingers dug 
into the skin of my arm and she squeezed hard. I tried to act calm. 
"You're all right now," I said over and over. "You've come back. 
You're going to be all right." But she looked terribly scared. I 
went near wild myself, with fright. I could feel her shaking all 
over. I didn't know what was happening. I didn't know how to 
make things better. I cut her loose and called Luke on the phone. 
Ida started running around the house as if someone was chasing 
her. 

When Luke got there she was raving. We both grabbed ahold 
of her. First she folded into our arms, then she crumbled into a 
heap on the floor with her head bent under her body. I couldn't 
feel her breathing. Soon she started raving again. She went on 
like that for seven days. resting and raving, raving and resting. 
Each spell lasted for a long time, maybe two or three hours. Then 
she went under for many days. Into the deep unknown. Then she 
got better. Then she got worse. 

I was afraid she'd hurt herself, so I left Angus alone to be with 
her. I begged Luke to find her a head doctor but he said Ida Mae 
wasn't crazy. He said she'd pull out of it. His eyes went flat when 
he talked about her. His face showed nothing but tiredness. 

Her highs and lows went on for another two months. One day 
I went to her house and she was gone. Luke met me in the 
hallway. He was wearing an old bathrobe and slippers, and he 
needed a shave. He said he'd been up all night. But there was 
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a new look on his face, a look of relief. All the worry had gone out 
of it. 

Something told me not to believe what I saw in his face, so I 
said nothing and waited for him to tell me what happened. He 
took me by the elbow and led me into the kitchen. He made us 
some coffee. I wondered what was holding him so quiet. At last 
he sat down in front of me and smtled. Ida, he said, was going 
to be fine. He'd found a place up in Michigan that knew how to 
make her well. A special kind of hospital. Dan Womack, one of 
his hired men, had heard it was a wonderful place. 

Luke laughed a little. Ida Mae was like a filly, he said, like a 
young female horse. She needed a speck of training. He said 
when he left her, she was sound asleep. He said he drove all night 
to get home in time to get to work. Ida was recovering, he said, 
and he was going to bring her back in a couple of weeks, a new 
person. 

The two weeks turned into four, and then five. I was so 
lonesome for her I went around all the time wanting to cry. In the 
sixth week Luke brought her home. I looked at her and a hot 
place rose up in my chest. A thin white layer, like cataracts, came 
over my eyes. My whole body squeezed into a hard little ball. 

Ida stood stlll. her arms out in front of her as if she was blind 
and trying to feel her way across the room. But it wasn't her eyes 
that couldn't see. They were wide open. It was her. She couldn't 
see. Not me, not anyone. Hanging loose from her elbow was a big 
black pocketbook. That made me shiver. It seemed as though 
she was trying to fool us, trying to make us think she was going 
out shopping. She looked old. Her two legs looked like sticks. 

Luke said she needed to rest. Then she would be all right. I 
said no. She was never going to be all right. 

Ida Mae had everything emptied out of her. I felt close to that 
way myself. I couldn't think why I had to go on. I looked around 
and didn't know what I was looking at. I felt two separate ways. 
I was there and the world was not, or the world was there without 
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me. My mind would fix on nothing exact. And Luke never 
stopped moving. His body wouldn't let him be still. He made a 
great distance between himself and Ida. He moved farther and 
farther away from her. Way deep inside, she understood this. 
Forgot the word, but understood. Out of her dark, she made 
things easy. And when he came near her 1t was only to get her 
to spell out her name. 
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Jim Sloan 

Buddy's Will 
We were sitting out at the mouth ofthe Swampscott, drinking 

beer and raking oysters when Buddy turns to me and says, "TTlls 
boat ain't no good. I hate this damn boat." He starts looking 
around the deck, tapping it with his shoe like he's looking for a 
weak spot. Then he's standing next to the inboard and he's 
crashing his heel down on the deck like he's trying to punch a 
hole in the goddam thing and sink it. I mean I seen Buddy drunk 
and mad before but this time he's not drunk and it seems like he's 
thinking, like he's got a problem and by whacking the deck he'll 
figure it out. I'm just kind oflooking at him screwy because he 
loves that boat. I'm thinking I1ljust get up and join him, do a 
goofy little jig and make a joke out of the strangeness. But Chick, 
who's pulling in a load of oysters, drops the rake on Buddy's feet 
and spills out all the weeds and shells and muck. ·shuck those 
fuckers," he says, hauling the big rake over the side again, ·and 
cut the shit." Chick's like that. Gives orders a lot. But Buddy 
just shoves all the oysters together in a pile with his foot and sits 
down with that same look and just starts cleaning out the shells. 
which look like blasted rocks. Then he turns to me. "TTle boat's 
no good," he says, waving around his knife. ·u makes so damn 
much noise that the pelicans don't come around no more and it 
spills out so much damn oil and gas and crap that the grass don't 
grow next to the dock no more." I thought I knew what he meant. 

I look around the Great Bay, thinking how beautiful it is. It's 
different from the ocean because it's half fresh water and half 
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salt. That's why we get huge lobsters here and fish like herring, 
mackerel, alewives and like those. You get tricky currents 
because of rivers running in and salt water going up and down 
with the tide. Chick. Buddy and me, we lived here for all our life, 
and our old men lived here before that. 

Chick comes over then, opens a beer, and drinks the whole 
thing down without stopping. He's doing that bcause of what he 
said to Buddy. He wants to say he's sorry and show he's still boss 
all at once. So he drinks the beer, crushes the can, and burps. 
Buddy's got most of a peck of oysters in the basket and he's 
shoveling the crap over the side of the boat. He sits down and llfts 
the stub of cigar he always kept in his mouth and says to me, MRe-
member that pelican used to stay at the hut? We used to feed it 
oyster meat? That bird don't come around no more." He starts 
to say something else, but Chick starts up the motor. The boat 
jumps, heaving us back into our seats, and we roar back to 
Newmarket. 

Buddy was really the only one who'd be nice to the women at 
the Amertcan Legion, but that night he wasn't combing over his 
bald spot. humming Bing Crosby songs, and sitting with his legs 
crossed- the things he usually did to try and get one of the girls 
to dance with him. ThiS night he was just drtnking hiS beer with 
the look of a cow and telling Maggie that he was going to sink his 
boat. ~at the hell," he says. "if I sell it, somebodyelsewilljust 
use it to shit on the crabs. The damn crabs got a right to peace. M 

He also tells her he is going to burn down his hut. tear down his 
dock and live off the land. Maggie thinks he's drunk, but I think 
I know trouble when I see it, and I go over to where Chick is 
playing pool and tell him about it. MHe sinks that fucking boat. 
and we're going to give that man a decent burtal." He lines up a 
shot and pegs a ball into a corner pocket. M A burial at sea." He 
misses his next shot, yells , ·suck whore," and moves away from 
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me. 

I seen Buddy sad before, so I take Chick's advice and ignore 
it. I start thinking about the days when Chick and Buddy asked 
me to help them train roosters for fighting. Those were the days. 
That's when Chick still had his barn and he and Buddy and I were 
running about 200 birds a year through that place, living pretty 
high with all the money we made betting and holding the 
cockfights. Buddy was the guy who used to talk to the birds, trim 
their feathers so they looked mean, and Chick used to train them 
by letting his winners kill off old or wounded birds. This gave the 
fighters courage. Chick, as a matter of fact, was the guy who 
showed me how to blow on their balls during the fights. This 
made the birds real mad, and they would fight til their chests spit 
blood or their beaks hung off and they couldn't go no more. It was 
over the birds that Buddy and Chick had that big fight. 

Buddy and Chick almost never owned their own birds, and 
when they did-if they took a liking to one or they wanted to keep 
one around their room at night or something-they never fought 
against each other with their birds. It was never said out loud 
that that was one of the rules, but we all knew we were a team 
and had to stick together. We'd have fights over which bird would 
go against Bennie Johnson's Rhode Islanders, but we never 
fought pet bird against no pet bird. 

But then there was this last big tournament over in Green-
field. Everybody knew it'd be the last big fight because ofthe way 
things were. The sheriff said he couldn't come to no more fights 
because there had been petitions and shit and the Humane 
Society or whatever was trying to get some new laws making it 
even more 1llegal to fight the birds. Things were changing in 
general. The game wardens were checking us from time to time 
to make sure we weren't taking more than our share of oysters 
and the state was trying to get Chick to take his weir nets down 
from over the Lamprey. But it didn't matter because everybody 
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was happy even though the cockfighting was going to end. There 
must have been about 80 of us in the bam that night and we had 
20 fights. We didn't care about the cops and we were getting good 
and drunk. There was some talk that there'd be whores brought 
up from Nashua, but that was just some assholes talking 
because nobody ever got laid by whores around there no how. 
Chick liked to talk about it, but I don't think he ever did. 

The fights were all good, like the birds knew this was it for 
them. A lot of the guys brought their pet birds, but not for 
fighting-just for show. Buddy had brought along his favorite 
bird, a Glencoe he called "Earthquake Spike," and he kept him 
on a little leash. The bird wore fighting spikes, even though 
Buddy hadn't let him in a pit in about two years, and his feathers 
had been trimmed and combed nice. Not many knew this, but 
Spike's beak was glued on. He'd lost half of it in his last fight, and 
Buddy'd picked it up from the dirt and now he had to glue it onto 
the bird just about once a week. Buddy was like that. I think he 
loved that bird. 

It was beautiful that night. Chick had brought his bird, too. 
His name was "Bad Breath," and Chick was stomping around 
claiming if he ever let Bad Breath fight again that the bird would 
probably go crazy and kill a man. Chick was saying there wasn't 
a bird on earth bad enough to kill his, even though we knew he 
wouldn't let the old bird fight. Chick didn't want anyone to know 
his bird had run in its last fight. No one cared anyway. We were 
all the drunkest we could get, and we watched fight after fight. 
Money, booze, blood and spit was flying everywhere, and we were 
all sweating like pigs near a blade. 

It was too hard to see it all end, and when the last match was 
over, everybody started shouting for a match between Chick and 
Buddy-their birds, I mean. Chick gulped some whiskey. "This 
bird don't kill no more," he said. "He's retired. Just fucks hens 
and likes thatverymuch, thank you." But you could see his hand 
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reach down to tickle Bad Breath's nuts. Buddy was a different 
story. Hejustgrabbed Earthquake's leash and said above all the 
yelling and noise, -rhis ain't no fightin' bird. He can't fight no 
more." But the crowd got to be too much for Chick, and he 
grabbed his bird and threw it into the pit. Somebody stole 
Earthquake from Buddy, and before anyone really 1mew what 
was happening, the birds were squared off, bobbing and flicking 
their heads the way born fighters do. 

I watched just like everybody else. Earthquake hit first-a 
spike into Breath's chest that didn't go deep but pissed him off 
a little. He flew at Earthquake and kicked him in the eye. 
Earthquake opened his beak wide because he couldn't feel 
anything and he was wondering if he'd lost the beak. He hadn't. 
He spiked Breath again and tried to peck his eye, and Breath flew 
above him and spiked his back. Hung there a couple of seconds, 
Breath flapped his wings like he was going to carry the other off 
into the horizon with him. Earthquake plunged his spike into 
Breath's chest again, and we could see the blood. We could hear 
the two birds breathing, too. It was that quiet. the way it will 
sometimes get at a cockfight. Earthquake got the spike out 
again, and when Bad Breath tried to run, he pulled Earthquake 
with him, the spike still stuck in his chest. You could see the 
blood spurting out now, and I heard somebody yell, "What kind 
of bird you got there, Chicken Little?" talking to Chick. Earth-
quake pecked Breath in the eye again, and backed him into the 
comer. But then Bad Breath got at Earthquake's back again, 
and there, in the comer, the two birds fell, exhausted. Bleeding 
bad and breathing heavy. 

Buddy climbed slowly over the wall and walked over to his 
bird. Maybe he was thinking about how he used to take 
Earthquake out in his Boston Whaler to row around the tidal 
marsh near Oyster River. He picked his bird up. Earthquake was 
looking at him, with dumb, shiny fighter's eyes. And then, before 
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anyone could do anything about it, the bird twisted out of 
Buddy's arms, landed on Bad Breath, and drove a spike right 
through the bird's head. Bad Breath was dead in a second. 
Earthquake croaked through a bloody beak. 

Next thing I knew, Chick jumped over the wall into the pit and 
sprinted for Buddy. He threw a punch into Buddy's back that we 
could all feel. Buddy fell into the wall and then into the dirt. 

"''llis son of a bitch is a cheater. You saw him!" Chick 
screamed, drunk and desperate. "This man's a goddam cheat! 
He threw his bird on mine! You saw him!" 

Now you got to know that when I saw Buddy get up from 
where he'd landed, I didn't recognize him. His face was twisted 
something bad,like a tendon had busted in his neck and his look 
said he didn't know what death really was. Everybody saw him 
walking up on Chick from behind but Chick himself, and no one 
said a damn thing. Chick's head snapped forward with the 
punch and I thought it was going to pop like a ripe melon. Chick 
just fell to earth like poured sand-dead, some thought-and 
Buddy was crying and cradling his chicken like it was a newborn 
son. Watching all this, I had that feeling you get when you wake 
up and realize you've just had a dream about taking your mother 
to bed for sex. You're sick with yourself. 

Everybody forgot about it-the fights, the foolishness in all of 
us that night-but there always seemed to be something unfin-
ished for Buddy, Chick and me, like some kind of chore that still 
needed to be done. Buddy changed: he talked less, drank less. 
danced less. Chick wouldn't say anything about how he felt, 
either, but he got different, too. Once I found him in the cabin 
of the boat with Buddy, just sitting there playing with Buddy's 
hair with his fingers while Buddy slept. God it was sad. Peaceful, 
but sad because of the look in Chick's eye. It was something 
neither of them could talk about, but watching them there, I 
could tell they knew something the rest of us didn't. I just moved 
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away and didn't say anything because I knew Chick would get 
pissed if he knew I saw him that way. 

I look for Buddy now, but he's left the bar. I wait for Chick 
to miss a shot before I walk over to him. "You seen Buddy?" I say. 

·sum bitch," he replies, tearing his eyes from the table for a 
moment to look around the bar. ·He ain't really here even when 
he's standing next to you. You check the shitte:r?" 

I leave the bar and start walking down toward the river. I'm 
hungry, so I think to check the basket we kept off the landing to 
see if there're any crawdads in it. I find two, so I figure I'll go down 
there to Buddy's and boil'em up and then just sleep in the shack 
down by the water. You know those round flip tops that come 
with most beer these days? I just stuck them on the claws of them 
little lobsters, twisted them tight. and stuck those dads in my 
coat pocket. 

It's one of those still nights when the air feels like a wet, heavy 
curtain thrown over everything. The light from street lamps just 
hangs in the air like a glowing fog, making the shadows seem 
darker than they are, and the boats sit in the water like sleeping 
ducks. The tide's high, and the water's so black it scares me a 
little to think about falling in. I'm like that. Even though I swim 
decent, I usually get scared to jump in water because of what's 
down below. Weeds, animals and leeches. Funny way for a 
seaman to act, huh? If most people knew what kind of shit 
lobsters and crabs eat, they wouldn't want to eat them at all. 
Crabs'll eat dead bodies and anything else that dies and falls to 
the bottom. 

I leave the docks and head back up through town. I think if 
I can find Buddy we can share the two boys I got with some beer. 
I walk past the Legionaire Hall, and Chick you could hear 
bellowing and laughing real loud, which meant that he was either 
winning big or losing his shirt. I get up past Lamaroux's market, 
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just on the crest of the hill. 

I guess it was there I saw the flames down at Buddy's shack. 
I start to run. The m111 blocks my view of the fire for a minute, and 
I run faster. I think I might have yelled "Fire!·, but I'm not sure. 
I step off the curb and fall, but I'm back up again in a second and 
running again. The closer I get, the stranger I feel. The fear felt 
right-a dead, cold hollow feeling because of the danger-but 
there was something else, too. I was feeling good. I felt Buddy 
was okay, and I was thtnk1ng, lbis will really shake everybody 
up.• 

Buddy wasn't inside the burning shack. I find him laying in 
the grass about 10 yards from the fire, his legs crossed, head 
resting on his hands, and a big grin-getting bigger with the fire-
on his face. I just stand there in front of him, my back to the 
crackling fire, sweating and breathing heavy. "We've got to fly out 
of here now, son; he says to me. "Cops11 be here soon and we 
want to be out at sea.· He stands, turns to me, puts a hand on 
my shoulder, and pulls me close to say this in my ear, "We'll swim 
with the whales. It will clear our heads. • 

I try to pull hJm to the ground so I can hold onto him until 
Chick or the cops come, but that man is suddenly strong as a 
bull. He rolls me over, lifts me on his back, and with blood 
rushing to my head and my ears ringing, I feel myself flying 
through the air. I thought I was going to land in water, but I hit 
the boat deck instead, and the knock must have been what put 
me out. 

I've had lots oftime to look back on that night since it ended, 
and I can see that I knew a lot more than I was letting on. We all 
thought we were meant to live there by the river. That's why we 
got scared when we were told we were wrong-wrong to use weir 
nets, wrong to rake our oysters and sell them, wrong to kill the 
grass on the bank with oil from our boat. Same with the birds. 
We all thought they were meant to ftght-goddam, born to fight-
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and that we were right to teach them. Hell, we loved those things, 
the birds, the bay, the damn fish we ate, but we still let the birds 
die and we'd piss right off the boat like it was nothing. Buddy 
knew these things before us, I guess. There was something else 
I knew that nJght that I wasn't ready to tell myself and that was 
that Buddy wasn't the bad kind of crazy. He was crazy, but it 
wasn't a bad crazy that would get him to kill somebody or himself. 
I'm a little stupid, but I seen crazy on both sides. Crazy birds that 
will love the fight so much that they11 do wild, crazy shitjust to 
kill something. And crazy men who drink and beat their women 
and boys who jack off in public. That's the bad crazy. But Buddy 
was on the good side, I feel. 

I wake up thinking there's fire near my face, but when I open 
my eyes, it's just the sun. I'm dizzy, I got fireworks in my eyes. 
When it clears, I tum over to see Buddy in front of the wheel of 
his boat. My head hurts, but the roll ofthe boatfeels good to me. 
I can tell from the swells that we are out of the bay and into the 
open water. When I look up, I know I'm going to see all that water, 
all around us. It's swelling, and angry. So I stay crapped out on 
the deck. 

I roll over on my side and look at Buddy. He's standing behind 
the steering wheel, stripped to the waist, drinking a beer. A 
spray's kicking up rfght in front of him where the bow of the boat 
is dipping and crashing into the waves. It seems like the ocean 
is talking to him, shouting with those waves. He ain't getting wet 
from the spray and he should be. The pitch of the boat is making 
his head and shoulders bob and move, so he looks like he's 
talking back. I groan so he notices me. 

·ae hittin' the Isles of Shoal in about 20 minutes," he says, 
tilting his head just slightly so I could see his nose and one eye. 
·aeer?" 

I had decided before-probably when I was flying through the 
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air on my way to drMng my head into the deck-not to ask any 
questions, so I get up and grab the beer from his hand and tilt it 
without drinking nothing. The Shoals, sharp and really scary 
looking islands poking out of the water. are about a mile off 
starboard. 

Buddy says, "I'm sony you can't go back. Chapman, so listen 
to the plan." The he just starts talking about whales. He must 
have been to the library because he went on and on about how 
whales were smarter than us, how they fucked for hours. taking 
breaks to breathe and eat, how their brains are so large that they 
could listen to one orchestra and have the whole thing memo-
rized so they could play it over and over again for themselves if 
they wanted to, how nobody knew why they beached themselves 
because they either did it out of sympathy for another beached 
whale or because they couldn't pick up the slope of a beach with 
their radar or whatever, and how some of them are homosexuals 
and none of the other whales care. 

"And I just got to say that's not hurting them either, the fact 
that some of the males and females just show no interest in 
fucking," he says. "They fuck once or twice for the babies and 
then they just go nudge and fondle their boyfriends or what have 
you. Girlfriends." 

It goes on like that for some time. I can see the Isle of Shoals 
off the port side. He is making for them. 

Some are homosexual. It's been proven. They mate for the 
babies and then find other mates they want to love and be with. 
They have no natural enemies except man. Man and time. 

We're close enough now to the islands to smell them, the 
musty rot of the seaweed draped over the shoals. I can see the 
rocks start to show up under the water in a way that makes my 
gut cool and hollow. 

They come through here this time of year, something about 
it being a good place to feed. He drops an anchor, but I feel like 
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we're too close to the rocks, that the swells are rising, that we 
could be in trouble if the anchor doesn't settle well. I tell him, but 
he just shrugs. Why am I so groggy? I just want to sleep ltstentng 
to Buddy talk about whales. 

"Let's close our eyes for about five minutes and when we open 
them up, we'll start looking for whales," he says. 

It occurs to me that he's crazy, that this is crazy, and the 
thought stirs me in a happy way. I sit on the deck and rest me 
head on the crook of my arm, so my sleeve covers my eyes. The 
boat sways so much that I wonder if we're just going to Up over 
sideways. Then I think ofthe rocks, the surf crashing behind us. 
But I keep my eyes closed, and I start to feel myself floating. I feel 
like we're sitting on the back of a btg fish that's dipping and 
cllmbing through the waves. There's a rhythm to it, and my fears 
melt away. Then I'm jolted. 

"Open!" 
I stand and open my eyes, and there Buddy and I are, 

surrounded by an ocean just fucking thick with whales. Every-
where we look there is a whale. There are thousands. They're 
swimming all around and their backs are shiny. 

Then I realize there ain't no whales, that we're just looking at 
the waves. Like when you expect to see one, any wave can have 
a whale. I keep looking though because Buddy is, but the shoals 
are getting closer, I think, and Buddy is looking strange. 

"Look at all these fucking whales," he says. lhey're saying, 
'Let's have a swim out here.'" 

Was it me? Orwerethewavesreallygettingbigger? The rocks 
were coming up out of the water closer and closer to us and I'm 
thinking I want Buddy to get us the hell away from the shoals. 
"Buddy, let's go. We11 find whales farther out." 

I was too late. Buddy had his eye on the horizon somewhere 
and I looked down to see he was kicking off his sneakers. He had 
one foot up on the side of the boat and when I grabbed his 
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shoulder to keep him in the boat, he slapped it aside. I grabbed 
his legs then and we just tumbled to the deck. I don't knowhow 
long we fought, but I knocked his head finally and he was out 
cold. 

I can't say for sure what happened next. All I know is that I 
couldn't get the boat started, and I couldn't keep us clear of the 
rocks. The swells were a lot bigger out there next to the rocks, 
and the boat seemed to be just drifting in and then away from the 
land. It scared me to look over the side and see those huge rocks 
down there lunging up at us and then disappearing over the 
wash. Off in the distance I could see a boat coming toward us, 
and I hoped it would be Chick. 

The swell that caught us seemed to come out of nowhere. All 
of a sudden I feel us climbing higher and higher like we're being 
pulled right out of the water. Before I know what's happening, 
we're coming down on those rocks and I hear the boat cracking 
and splintering. Water's crashing over us now, and I'm tossed 
into the ocean. I'm sucked in by a rock, and when my fingers grip 
it, I feel the thick slime of the ocean. I think I puked, I was so 
scared. It was like the ocean wanted to pound me. I couldn't hold 
on well, but finally I was chucked up higher on the shoal and I 
could see the boat was all busted up. All around me there were 
pieces of Buddy's boat, but I couldn't see Buddy at all. I mean, 
I thought I saw him everywhere, but it was just the waves. 

• • • • • • • • • • 

Chick was driving the fishing boat. He got up on me in about 
an hour. The tide was moving out and I was laying there hugging 
the ugly slimy shit on that rock. How he got that boat moored out 
there in that mess I don't know. He saw what happened and 
pulled me in the boat. MHe go in?" he asked, not even looking at 
me. He dove in, and I watched him dive and thrash in the water 
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for three hours before I pulled hJm out, half dead hJmself. 

Chick just cried and cried there on the deck, and after a while, 
we both quit looking over the side for Buddy's body. Chick was 
barely breathing, and he just looked at me when I told him about 
the whales and how I fought Buddy and how he'd be alive if I 
hadn't knocked hJm on the head. He stopped crying when I told 
hJm that, like it made hJm think or something. •people back at 
town," he said, ·they think you all died in that fire. The damn 
thing was gray dust by the time we all left the legion. They'll 
always think he burned up With that shack." 

Chick drove us back to the Great Bay. The marker buoys 
banged out a quiet song as we chugged through the channel. The 
tide was almost all out now, and as he turned the boat up into the 
Lamprey, the river water was churning downstream, mixing in 
With the bay's muddy water. We pulled into Buddy's dock, near 
the charred rubble of Buddy's old shack. That's all he left us, I 
thought. 
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