
<•---------------------------------------------------•) 
PERMAFROST 

L i terary Journal 

University of Alaska Fairbanks 
Vol. 12 , No.2 Spring-Summer, 1990 

<·---------------------------------------------------<· 



----------------------------------------· 

PERMAFROST 
Literary Journal 

Spring - Summer, 1990 
Vol.l2 , No . 2 

Editor 
Ellen E. Moore 

Production Editors 
lan C. Esslemont 

Dennis Slpe 

Finance Editor 
Helen Harrel 

Staff 
Andrea Dixon 
Michael Hines 

Suzette Holman 
Patrice Melnick 

Jill Robinson 
Walley Tetlow 

University of Alaska Fairbanks 



$---------------------------------------
Copyright 1990: Permafrost, A Literary Journal, Engltsh Department, 
University of Alaska Fairbanks. All rights revert to authors upon pub-
lication. 

This issue of Permafrost was funded by grants from the National 
Endowment for the Arts, the Alaska State Counctl on the Arts, and the 
Associated Students of the +of Alaska. It was produced on a 
Macintosh computer at UAFs College of liberal Arts desktop publish-
ing center using the PageMaker program. 

Pemv:ifrostis published twice a year by the English Department at the University 
of Alaska, Fairbanks. Pemv:ifrost strtves to give voice to accomplished Alaskan 
writers as ~11 as to provide Alaskan readers with 11rork by writers from 
elsewhere; therefore, quality is the stafl's major concem during consideration of 
manuscripts. Poetry, short fiction, essays, creative non-fiction, and black-and-
white photography and artworksubmissions are welcome.Please submit neat 
copy. Poetry should be typed, and author's name, address and telephone 
number should appear at the top rlght of each poem. Prose should not exceed 
7,500 wordsin length and should be typed and double-spaced. Author's name, 
address and telephone number should appear on the title page; author's last 
name and part of the title should appear with the page number at the top right 
of each subsequent page. Deadline for the Fall-Winter 1990 issue is December 
1, 1990. Deadline forthe Spring-Summer 1991 issue is April1, 1991. Submis-
sions are not accepted between AApril1 and August 1 of each year. Response time 
is one to three months depending on mail delays and how long a submission is 
held for consideration. Payment foraccepted submissions is in two free copies 
and reduced contributor rates on additional ones. Cost per copy is $4. 
Subscription rates are $7 for a year, $13 for t'NO years, and $19 for three years. 
Guidelines are available on request with stamped, pre-addressed envelope. 
Send submissions and correspondence to: 

Permafrost, A Literary Journal 
Dept. of Engltsh 
University of Alaska, Fairbanks 
Fairbanks, Alaska 99775-0640 
(907) 474-5237 

Member of the Coordinating Council of Utenuy Magazines. 



* 



Table of Contents 

Ellen Augusta Devos 
McCoy 7 

William Pitt Root Song Of No Song 21 

George Looney Dark on its Own 22 

Jack Coulehan Blind Fish 25 

Joanna H. Wos Knowing 26 

Deanne Bayer Agoraphobic 30 
Love in the Place of Ice 32 

Philip White Road 33 

Robert J. Ward Quanta 34 

Kenneth Pobo 6:04 on Sunday Evening 38 
Frost 39 

Jack Zucker Avrarn the Grocer 40 
Adams Hardware 42 

Dana Curtis The Drought 43 

Judith Skillman The Longitude of a Seedy Tavern 44 

Eugene R. Gryniewicz 
Fancy 46 



* 
Steven Bailey Negombo Beach 47 

Hillel Schwartz At Tea 54 

Margot Farrington Still in Use 55 

John E. Smelcer Gambell 57 
This Strange World 58 

Maureen Devine The A-B.C's of Pancakes 59 

Judith Nichols-Orians 
What Once was Yours 62 

Kirk Nesset Awaken the Dragon 64 

Scott Owens Clearing the Field 80 
Tidewrack 82 

Heidi A. Zinsmeister 
Rescue the Perishing 84 

Marcia Gale Kester 
Canyon De Chelly 93 
Mustered Out 94 
Ernie's Pyramid Room Diner 95 
Woman at the Fruit Stand 96 
Heidi 97 
Thirteen 98 

E. G. Burrows Trail's End 99 

Contributor's Notes 100 



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



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

Ellen Augusta Devos 

McCoy 

The dog has been growling at me when I get home from 
work for several months now. He comes bounding up to 
the gate on big feet, a rumble starting low in his throat, then 
giving way to quick puppy-like yips. His eyes, which focus 
on me intently,look puzzled beneath their bluish haze. The 
sounds he makes seem to come of their own volition, 
shaking his body as if blows are being delivered some-
where inside. 

I don't talk to Kate about this, though I'd like to know if 
he growls at her, too. It seems like a bad idea to bring it up. 
If he has growled at her, knowing that he growls at me, too, 
will only scare her. I don't want her fear to show. The say 
dogs can smell it on you. 

If he hasn't growled at her, I'll feel like I'm somehow to 
blame for the fact that my own dog has taken to growling at 
me. My dog. That's how I think of him, though Kate was 
there when I picked him up at the pound. She pointed at 
him and said, "That one. The one with the serious look on 
his face." She decided to call him McCoy, after I'd been 
calling him Sam for a couple of weeks. She feeds him; I take 
him for walks and roughhouse with him on the floor. I've 
seen her fall asleep with her arm draped over the side of the 
bed, fingers buried in the fur of his neck. And watched him 
wait, awake and patient, until Kate shifted in her sleep and 
moved her hand away. 

Sometimes I think McCoy is trying to protect Kate from 
me. I picture him circling the house, huffing softly-a 
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sound that's not quite a bark. Kate's inside, doing whatever 
she does when she's not at school and I'm not at home. 
Studying, I guess. There's something about Kate that seems 
to need protecting these days. The bones in her face show 
more clearly than they used to-not only her cheekbones, 
but her skull at the forehead, the bridge of her nose. She's 
letting her hair grow and her eyes behind the bangs seem 
secretive. Something's going on. Like McCoy, I want to 
protect her. I do this by not asking. 

Instead, I decide to spy on McCoy. I want to see what he 
does in the yard when he's not growling at me and pranc-
ing. When I get home from work on Friday, I park my car 
on the next block and walk up the alley that cuts behind our 
house. Trying to make my footsteps both quiet and casual, 
I inch up to the wooden fence and peer through the slats. 
McCoy is lying beneath the kitchen window, panting. His 
mouth closes and he turns toward me, his ears perfect 
triangles above his eyes. The fur on his neck rises and he is 
on his feet. It takes only a couple of bounds to get to the 
fence. His front paws hit at chest level. He's barking 
furiously. 

The back door swings open and Kate steps out on the 
stoop. 11McCoy," she calls. I wonder if she can see me. Her 
eyes seem huge in her face; for the first time I notice how 
thin she has gotten. She hugs herself like she's cold. 
''McCoy!" she repeats. Then, more hesitantly, she says, ''Is 
someone out there?" 

I stand perfectly still. I know I should say, ''It's me. 
Ned." But that would mean admitting to spying. The 
moment when it would have been right to speak passes. 
Kate squats down and snaps her fingers. McCoy turns and 
trots over to her, carrying his head and tail lower than his 
back. She lets him in, patting his rump as he goes by. Before 
going inside herself, she flashes a quick look in my direc-
tion. Maybe I imagine it, but I could swear she meets my 
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eyes. 

I get my car and go to the Circle K for cigarettes, smoking 
two in the parking lot to let a little time pass. Then I drive 
back home. I park by the front walk and slam the car door 
loudly. McCoy meets me at the gate; she has let him out 
again. I don't know what, if anything, that means. We go 
through our usual dance. His breath is hot on my palm as 
he follows me into the house. 

Kate is sitting on the couch. The blinds are drawn against 
the Arizona sun. The small amount of light that sneaks in 
through the slats seems filled with dust. I say hi and Kate 
asks ifl have any cigarettes. I hand her a pack, searching her 
face for suspicion, accusation. She just looks right back at 
me. She lights a cigarette, drawing hard, and her eyes 
wrinkle at the corners. I've always loved the way she looks 
when she smokes. It brings a harshness to her face that 
makes her seem tougher and more knowing than she really 
is. I sit down across from her and light a cigarette myself. 
McCoy puts his head on my knee. His tail drifts from side 
to side, stirring the air. 

At dinner, a strange thing happens. I'm reading the 
paper, like I usually do, and Kate has a textbook balanced in 
front of her plate. Halfway through the comics, I glance 
down at McCoy. He's lying beside Kate's chair, paws 
stretched out in front of him. His brown eyes meet mine 
fully. He's a handsome dog-half German shepherd and 
half Labrador retriever. He looks like a black shepherd, but 
the top of his head is a little rounder than it would be if he 
were pure-bred, and his ears fold over when he's bored. At 
the moment, they're at half-mast. A piece of steak drops 
right in front of his nose. He snaps it up without breaking 
the stare we've got going. His ears unfold. 

I glance at Kate. Her eyes scan the textbook in front of 
her, but a tightness around her mouth makes me suspect 
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that the words aren't registering. Why would she pretend 
to read while slipping McCoy pieces of meat? I rattle my 
newspaper around, arranging it so I can see McCoy clearly 
but Kate can't see me, then spend the rest of the meal 
watching McCoy. He gets four more big pieces of steak and 
half a baked potato, snatching each offering from the air 
with the deftness of a pickpocket. He barely bothers to 
chew. 

When the food stops flying, I fold my newspaper and 
offer to clear the table. The food that's left on Kate's plate is 
cut into tiny pieces and stacked in piles. I scrape them into 
McCoy's bowl. Only her salad bowl is empty. 

I decide to smoke a joint before doing the dishes. I know 
better than to ask Kate-if she wants some, she'll say so. I 
roll the joint on a little tray I keep on the coffee table in the 
living room. Kate goes into the bedroom. She doesn't come 
out, so I only smoke half, leaving the rest on the tray so Kate 
can smoke it later if she wants to. 

When Kate and I first met, we spent most of our time 
getting high and making love. We were sophomores at the 
U of A. She lived with a woman named Noreen. They 
played varsity volleyball. I met them when I answered a 
roommate ad in the paper. I thought both of them were 
gorgeous, and was disappointed when they decided to 
move in a woman instead of me. But I had their phone 
number, and knew where they lived. They'd seemed genu-
inely sorry about not moving me in, so one night I decided 
to give them a call. I hadn't really decided which of them I 
was interested in. I figured I'd play it by ear. 

Kate answered the phone, and I asked her what she was 
up to. She said that she and Noreen were drinking marga-
ritas and watching T.V. She giggled and I figured that the 
margaritas were doing their job. She hadn't struck me as the 
giggly type. Then she asked if I wanted to come over. I said 
sure. I couldn't believe my luck. 
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When I got there, Kate was sitting on the couch, and 

Noreen was perched on an ugly flowered chair across from 
her. I sat on the couch, and I guess Noreen took that as a 
sign, because she started looking from me to Kate and back 
again. Then she smiled. I was a little disappointed, because 
I'd wanted tobetheonewho got to choose. But I told myself 
it was O.K. 

Both of them had longish hair that they wore in pony-
tails. Noreen's was blonde and wavy, Kate's darker and 
straight. They were taller than I was, and had the kind of leg 
muscles that show through jeans. I could tell by the way 
that they looked at each other that they knew what they 
were doing to me. 

Noreen went into the kitchen to make me a margarita. 
Kate and I didn't say much while she was gone, but she 
smiled when I glanced over at her. The margarita Noreen 
brought me had about three times as much tequila in it as it 
was supposed to. We ended up playing Frisbee in the 
house. Kate and Noreen were used to jumping for volley-
balls, and got a kick out of throwing the Frisbee as close to 
the ceiling as possible, then leaping for it. It added a new 
dimension to the game. Luckily, there wasn't much in the 
house to worry about breaking. 

At some point, Noreen left "to go to the bathroom" and 
never came returned. After that, things got real quiet. Kate 
and I settled on the couch, and I made a big deal of 
examining her muscles. Her stomach was hard as a board. 
She let me make most of the moves, though she was the one 
who finally stood up and led me into the bedroom. She kept 
the lights off, and it wasn't until morning that I saw what a 
little girl's room it was. Her bed was covered with a 
patchwork quilt, and stuffed animals stared at me from the 
desk. She caught me looking at them and said, "My mother 
sends them to me/' wrinkling her nose. I didn't know her 
well enough to know if I should believe her. 
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Noreen made us a gigantic pancake breakfast. When the 

two of them were together, Kate was lively and flirtatious 
in a way that she wasn't when she was alone with me. The 
were always slapping each other's behinds or bumping 
hips. Kate would roll her eyes, then smile at me. Noreen 
was friendly, but she let me know that she considered me 
Kate's territory. It wasn't until later that I learned that 
Noreen had a boyfriend of her own-a fanner, who lived in 
Marana. By then, I was practically living at their house, and 
was involved enough with Kate not to be jealous. 

I put a Steely Dan record on the stereo, then go in the 
kitchen to wash the dishes, still thinking about how things 
were back when me and Kate and Noreen all lived in the 
same house. Luckily, Tara, the woman they'd moved in 
instead of me, stayed with her boyfriend most of time. 
Otherwise, it would have been a crowded house. 

Things were never better for me and Kate than when 
Noreen was around. Noreen was an instigator. She was 
always clapping her hands and saying, "Come on guys!" 
She acted like we were halfway asleep most of the time, and 
needed waking up. Maybe we did. I don't think Kate and 
I would have gotten to know anything about each other if 
it wasn't for Noreen. Noreen liked to ask very direct ques-
tions while both of us were present. It was through this 
questioning that I learned about Kate's crush on the men's 
volleyball coach. That's also how I learned that I was only 
the second guy Kate had ever slept with. Left to our own 
devices, Kate and I would usually smoke a fat one and go to 
bed. Looking back on it, I realize we did this because we 
couldn't find anything to say to each other when we were 
alone. Making love was easier than talking. 

TheyearispentwithKateandNoreenwasNoreen'slast 
at the University. She was a senior, and although she was 
pretty far behind in her work, managed to graduate by 
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taking nineteen units spring semester. She surprised every-
one by announcing that she was going to marry Thatcher 
and move out to his farm. 

After Noreen was gone, Kate and I started looking for a 
place of our own. There was no point in paying rent on 
separate place like we'd been doing. I had a job laying 
cementfoundations, and was making O.K. money. She had 
money from her volleyball scholarship. We got a one 
bedroom house close to the University. When my tuition 
bill came in August, I realized I didn't really want to go 
back to school. I'd never declared a major, and had just been 
accumulating a lot of credits, mostly in photography and 
English. I told Kate I was taking a semester off. 

Kate was pretty depressed after Noreen moved out. She 
spent most of her time in the house, reading book after 
book. I figured things would get better when school started 
and she got back to playing volleyball. 

The first couple of weeks of practice didn't go well. Kate 
had gotten out of shape over the summer, and the coach had 
them practicing outside, even though it was over a hundred 
degrees some days. If Marcia didn't think practice had gone 
well, she'd take the team out to the foothills and drop them 
off. They had to run back to campus. The last one in had to 
do push-ups until she collapsed. Kate came home ex-
hausted and in a bad mood most days. I didn't know what 
to do to cheer her up. In the past, she'd usually gone out for 
a few beers with Noreen after practice. When I asked her to 
do the same, she said she couldn't. Marcia was keeping a 
dose eye on their weight, and was planning to test the 
team's body fat in a couple of weeks. More than nineteen 
percent fat got you the bench. 

Practice continued, and Kate's body got lean and hard. 
She passed the fat test with flying colors. Only one person 
came in better than she did. I'm not going to tell you that I 
didn't like it, because I did. She looked great, and felt even 
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better. Kate's the only woman I've ever slept with who had 
muscles. Other woman look like marshmallows to me. 

About halfway through the season, Kate started com-
plaining about her back. I didn't think much of it; she'd had 
lots of injuries in the past. But this one just got worse and 
worse. She started having trouble sleeping. Her face was 
white after practice. 

One day she didn't come home. I found out a couple of 
hours later that she was in the hospital. She'd leapt for the 
ball during practice, and passed out when her feet touched 
the ground. It was her back again. This time, the pain was 
so bad it had made her lose consciousness. She came to on 
the floor where she'd fallen. Marcia had moved practice to 
the other side of the gym. An ambulance arrived and took 
Kate to the hospital. Marcia never said a word. Later, in 
tears, Kate would tell me that Marcia hadn't even glanced 
over her shoulder as they carried Kate away. 

Against her doctor's orders, Kate tried to finish the 
season. She was afraid she'd lose her scholarship if she 
didn't. Plus, Marcia had given her the old rap about how 
much the team needed her. Kate liked to imitate the way 
Marcia had said it. 'We need you, Kate," she'd say. She 
made the word need sound like the whining of a mosquito. 

Kate made two more trips to the hospital before she 
finally gave up. There was a problem with a couple of disks; 
the doctor told her that she'd probably need an operation if 
she hurt herself again. It was possible that she'd never walk 
again if she pushed it. When Kate told Marcia that she was 
quitting, Marcia threw a pencil at her. The pencil bounced 
off Kate's arm and fell to the floor. Kate picked the pencil 
up and broke it in half. She placed the pieces on the edge of 
Marcia's desk. Neither of them said a word. "A pencil," 
Kate said when she told me, "can you believe it?" When I 
pictured the pencil breaking, all I could think about was 
Kate's back. 
14 
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That was last winter. I stayed out of school again in the 

spring so I could help Kate pay her tuition. They'd taken 
away her scholarship-Marcia made sure of that. Kate 
threw herself into her school work. All the energy that had 
gone into volleyball before went into homework instead. 
We were around the house together a lot more than we'd 
been when she was playing. The more time we spent 
together, the more obvious it became that we didn't know 
how to talk. We'd eat whole meals without saying a word. 
Reading was our prop. She always had a textbook or some-
thing she should be reading; I subscribed to the newspaper 
and The Atlantic . 

Noreen stopped by from time to time, but things weren't 
the same. She'd gotten tangled up in the problems Thatcher 
had with his farm and that's what she wanted to talk about 
when she came around. She thought it was too bad about 
Kate's back, but told her that she should be glad to be away 
from the team and "that bitch, Marcia. That's not the real 
world, Kate," Noreen told her. ''It's Marcia's world, sure, 
but for the rest of us it's just a game. Keep that in mind." 

I don't know if Noreen saw the changes I saw in Kate or 
not. She wasn't around much, and the changes were small 
enough to go unnoticed if you weren't specifically looking 
for them. Most of them were things that someone who 
didn't live with Kate couldn't have known. For one thing, 
it started taking her a long time to pick out her clothes in the 
morning. She'd try on outfit after outfit, making a heap of 
rejected clothing on the floor beside our bed. On laundry 
day we'd wash all the clothes that Kate had tried on but 
decided not to wear. She'd gained a few pounds since she'd 
stopped playing, and said she didn't like the way she 
looked in her clothes. 

She started riding her bike to school and back. One night, 
I noticed that the tires were kind of flat and decided to pump 
them up for her. A couple of days later, I noticed that they 
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were flat again. When I offered to replace the tubes, she 
took a long hard look at the ground. Then she looked me 
right in the eye and said, ''I let the air out. I like them that 
way." 

I said, ''Whatever," and left the room. I figured it was 
some hang-up leftover from her volleyball days. She'd 
gotten used to punishing herself. 

We adopted McCoy in the spring. I wanted a dog to play 
Frisbeewith. Katewouldn'tplaywithmeanymorebecause 
she wasn't as sure as she had been that she was better than 
me. At least, that's how I interpreted it. It really pissed her 
off when I did something that proved that I was stronger 
than she was, or faster or smarter. McCoy was five months 
old when we got him. He was already big, and grew fast. 
He was quiet and dignified for a puppy. I tried to loosen 
him up by teaching him how to roughhouse. I'd get down 
on the floor with him and push his head from side to side, 
making growling noises. At first, he just looked confused. 
Then he started to catch on. Before long, the two of us were 
making so much noise that Kate said we were interrupting 
her studying. She didn't the way I played with McCoy. She 
said that I was getting him "wound up." When I asked her 
what was wrong with that she just shook her head. 

I finished drying the last plate and put it away. Then I 
wipe down the counter and the stovetop, scour the sink 
and take out the garbage. I like to keep the kitchen clean. 
When I'm done with all that I go out to the living room, flip 
the Steely Dan record and smoke the rest of the joint. 

I wake up on the couch a couple of hours later, and 
decide it's time to go to bed. Kate is asleep on the futon, an 
open book beneath her cheek. McCoy lies on the floor 
beside her. Hisheadrestonhispaws, tilted toone side. The 
eye I can see opens when I enter the room. 

I ease the book out from under Kate's cheek. She sighs 
16 
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and shifts in her sleep. She's lying on her side, her knees 
drawn up, but not tightly. She has on an old T -shirt of mine 
and panties. I undress quietly and slide into bed behind her. 
I slip her T-shirt up over her hipbone, past her belly button 
to the place where her small breasts begin to curve away 
from her ribs. Then I stick my nose in the valley between her 
hip and stomach and breathe deeply. I love her skin-the 
way it feels, smells and tastes. I like to fall asleep with my 
nose just barely touching her, her smell the last thing I'm 
aware of before I drift off. 

Tonight I have other things on my mind. I move away 
from her and look at her back in the shadowy light cast by 
the lamp on the bedside table. Through the thin cloth of the 
T-shirt I can count every rib, even the ones between her 
shoulder blades. I run my hand along the ridge her hipbone 
makes, feeling the hardness of skin stretched tight over 
bone. 

I'm awakened in the morning by a familiar sound, one 
that's been waking me up every morning for as long as I can 
remember but that I've never been able to place before. It's 
the sound of something metal being dragged across the 
floor. The sound a scale might make when it's pulled from 
its place between the toilet and the tub. I stare at the ceiling 
until Kate comes back into the room. She's running her 
hands over her hips, searching for the reassuring feel of her 
own bones. 

I make a quick run to the store and prepare a huge 
breakfast: pancakes, eggs, bacon, orange juice and coffee. 
Kate stands watching me with her arms crossed while I rush 
around the kitchen. I get flour everywhere. She makes no 
move to help me. 

I give Kate four pancakes, three pieces of bacon, a liberal 
helping of eggs, and a large glass of orange juice. I let her 
get the coffee herself. She takes it black. 

We sit down at the table. Kate's hands rest in her lap. I 
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pour syrup over my stack of pancakes and ask her if she 
wants some. She shakes her head no. 

McCoy takes his place beside her, giving her a quick, 
expectantlook. "McCoy, old buddy," I say. ''Maybe you'd 
like to go outside." I take him my the collar and lead him 
gently to the back door. When I get back to the table, Kate's 
face is white. She looks like she might cry. 

I cut my pancakes into alarmingly large pieces and begin 
stuffing them into my mouth. ''These are good, Kate," I say. 
"You ought to try them." I am amazed by my own mali-
ciousness. A rush of feeling sweeps over me-it might be 
anger, it might be glee-leaving in its wake a trail of 
gooseflesh. I am beyond my own control. 

I finish the pancakes (I'd given myself five) and go to 
work on the eggs and bacon. I take slurping sips of coffee. 
I let my fork clatter loudly against my plate. Kate takes a 
bite or two of her eggs. She stirs her coffee, though she's put 
nothing in it, and sips it delicately. 

When I have finished everything on my plate I reach 
across the table and cut a large triangular slice out of Kate's 
stackofpancakes. Iholditinfrontofhermouth. "Onelittle 
piece can't hurt you," I say. 

She doesn't say anything, and her mouth remains closed. 
"Come on," I say coaxingly. I move the pancakes closer, 

just brushing her lips with them. 
She slides her chair away from the table, her eyes filling 

with tears. ''I can't," she whispers. Then she leaves the 
room. 

I stay at the table. I eat some of her pancakes, and all of 
her bacon. By this point, I'm feeling pretty disgusting, and 
pretty disgusted with myself, too. I go into the bathroom 
and brush my teeth, trying to get the taste of all that food out 
of my mouth. Then I go find Kate. 

She's lying on her stomach on the futon, arms hiding her 
face. I place my hand between her shoulder blades. ''Kate," 
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I say, stroking the back of her neck. I brush her hair from her 
face, and my hand comes back wet with tears. I say her 
name again, but she doesn't respond. She's asleep, or 
pretending to be. 

I clear the table and clean up the mess I made in the 
kitchen. While I'm doing this, McCoy whines ceaselessly at 
the back door. The urgency of his whining annoys me, so I 
let him stay out. By the time I'm done with the dishes, I feel 
bad about that, too. I feel like a real shithead, all around. 

I take another look at Kate (she's still sleeping), then go 
out back to play with McCoy. The sun blinds me as I step 
out onto the stoop. McCoy stands stiffly, his tail straight as 
a pole. The sandy dirt of our backyard gleams whitely 
behind him. I can't make out his eyes. 

I sit down on the stoop and start playing a game he and 
I sometimes play. In this game, I push against his chest with 
my hands or feet, thrusting him as far away as I can. Then 
he comes bounding back. We make lots of growling noises. 
Sometimes he nicks me with his teeth, but it's all in fun. It's 
gotten harder and harder to push him away as he's grown. 
He's gotten faster on the rebound, too. 

Today, I'm surprised at my weakness. It seems I've 
hardly pushed him away when he's back again. He growls 
ferociously, his nose a series of wrinkled V' s. 

At first, I blame my lack of strength on the fact that I've 
just eaten too much breakfast. Then it becomes apparent 
thatit'snotmyweaknessatall. McCoyisdeadserious. This 
isn't a game anymore. 

I feel his teeth on my legs, my hands. He knocks me off 
the stoop and I am underneath him. I wrap my arms 
around his body, trying to pull him down. His ribs ripple 
his coat beneath my fingers; his familiar softness replaced 
by the tightness of muscles in action. I hear myself calling 
his name over and over. I say NO! as loudly as I can. 

Finally, Kate comes out on the stoop. She says "McCoy!" 
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just once, and he stops. He goes over to her, carrying his 
head and tail lower than his back. 

I struggle to my feet. The two of them stand together on 
the stoop. Kate strokes the top of McCoy's head in a fidgety 
way. It's as if she is unaware of what her hand's doing. 

McCoy leans against Kate's thigh, panting softly. His 
eyes meet mine, and his tail starts drifting from side to side. 
We stand there like that without saying anything for longer 
than seems right, and I wonder what it is I've allowed into 
my house, this thing that circles huffing softly. Then I think 
aboutplayingFrisbeewithKateandNoreen that first night, 
two tall women scraping the ceiling with a flying disk, and 
me, the one who could never seem to catch it, standing 
between them reaching over my head. 
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William Pitt Root 

Song Of No Song 

The branch that breaks 
into blossom softens 
toward a universe 
opening like a sky 

- a woman's eye 
like that blue expanse 
can deepen wondrous 
with the luster of 

trustful hope. Give 
wings to the song 
and let the song go 
wildly to be sung. 
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George Looney 

Dark On Its Own 

Coffee's not responsible for shadows 
in landscapes. Coffee can't affect 
the world, except by making us 
talk about the dark instead of 

the distant lights which mark 
homes where people stub toes 
after lights are extinguished. 
Coffee's not an answer or desire, 

but something dark on its own, 
sad as the ballads a man listens to 
up late with cloudy whiskey 
while everyone he loves sleeps 

unaware of his desire to say 
words that would make things right. 
Nothing we say can change things, 
or I'd curse coffee for keeping me 

awake after a woman woke me 
whispering secrets risen from her 
sleep and regret to bubble dark 
in my waking and stain my heart 
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the way coffee stained the shirts 
I wore aching mornings I kissed 
her awake, the taste of coffee 
not enough. Coffee kept me 

Going. I would listen to trains 
pass through the emptiness of 
safe, established routes all night, 
the sounds of simple transport more 

human than the words that rose 
cold and black from her sleep. 
I have to ask, What's been left 
in the rusted-out cars of trains 

doomed to wear down steel and cut 
through the dark with lights that 
mark people's lives going out 
all around them? And what can be 

brought to us or carted off 
along tracks we drive over, 
slowing just enough to avoid 
spilling the coffee in our laps? 

I want a train to cut through this 
town, and carry a woman's dark 
words to some man who will know 
how to put them to music and sing 

23 



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

24 

them with just enough pain to 
laugh. I want a whiskey bottle 
empty on the table, the last 
of it in my glass raised to toast 

the passing of trains, coffee 
almost ready in the kitchen where 
a woman who sleeps light waits to 
pour cups to bring in and share. 
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Jack Coulehan 

Blind Fish 

Beyond a crack in the mountain 
a subterranean desert 
waits like a wise grandfather 
with cold, rocky knuckles. 
Vaults, canyons, galleries, 
and there, in the lowest cave, 
behind a rock called "Old Man Sleeps," 
beings without bodies, 
points without position, 
alien and ancient thoughts, 
blind fish, 
live in a pool of knifey water." 

When I kneel on the silk-dust floor 
and put my hand in the pool, 
blind fish blink the surface 
like a dozen closing eyes. 
They disappear. Though I wait 
until its yellow filaments 
sputter, 
once, twice, and I'm almost blind, 
that cold quick blink 
I seek in the mountain's mind 
is gone, utterly gone. 
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Joanna H. Wos 

Knowing 

The kids next door taught me to speak English and to 
make a Frankenstein trap. We went next door into the field 
that had been an orchard and squatted down between the 
overgrown trees. Using our hands, we took turns scooping 
out the soft, cool dirt to make a hole about a foot deep and 
six inches across. One of the boys brought an old tin can full 
of water that he poured into the hole. Some of the mud 
splashed up on the hem of my dress where it hung too close 
to the edge. We covered the top with sticks and fallen leaves 
pulled from low branches. Lastly, we sprinkled some dirt 
over the leaves and gently patted the trap. Squatting there, 
waiting, the kids took turns explaining to me about Frank-
enstein. 

"He's made up of parts of dead people," said the older 
boy. 

"This doctor used machines to make him alive," said his 
sister. 

"He's ugly," said the small boy. 
When the man they called Frankenstein finally came, he 

did not get his foot caught in the trap. He just walked past 
on the sidewalk, never looking at the children squealing 
"Frankenstein," and running to their backdoors before he 
could catch them. What worried me was the way he faced 
straight ahead and walked on. I did not think he was so bad. 
I stood looking after him. 

My father had known about my mother. The doctor had 
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told him. The doctor had said that it was just a matter of 
time. My father did not tell anyone. He did not tell me. He 
did not tell my older sister who could speak English, who 
could have talked to the doctors in the hospital, who could 
have said, "Is there anything else you can do?" 

''There is nothing else we can do," the neighborhood 
doctor who spoke a little Polish had told my father. 

My father climbed down the grey ladder that leaned 
against the tree he was nursing. He showed me the place 
where the old branch had cracked off the tree. Using his 
finger he applied some of the ointment he had made to the 
broken wood. He explained this would prevent the water 
from collecting in the wound and rotting the tree. Then he 
took out his pocket knife. 

He let me hold the pocketknife once, and the medals. 
The only things that were left from the war. He had taken 
the medals out of the tin tobacco box that time to clean them. 
As he unwrapped the brown tissue paper, he handed me 
the medals one by one. The medals felt heavy in my hand. 
There had been two round medals, one with a king wearing 
a crown and one with no crown. On the medal shaped like 
a cross were little letters spelling M-o-n-t-e Ca-s-s-i-n-o. 
Another medal was shaped like a tank. My father held up 
the two red and white pennants to the collar of his green 
work shirt to show how they had been worn, one on either 
side. At the bottom of the tin were the ribbons, striped with 
bright colors, from which the medals were supposed to 
hang, but never did. 

My father used the pocketknife now to carefully trim the 
thin bark off the ends of some slender, newly-cut branches. 
He grafted the delicate branches into slits he had made in 
the bark of the remaining old stumps of the tree. 

'We will give this tree something to live for," he said. 
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''In the fall, there will be a different kind of apple. One that 
is better for eating." 

I heard the siren while I was playing with the neighbor-
hood kids. I started to cry. The kids looked surprised. We 
had all heard sirens before. But this one was for my mother. 
I knew that as I ran down the street. Two men were carrying 
my mother down the porch stairs on a stretcher. People 
were standing all around watching. My mother had her 
nightgown on. She was covered with a sheet and strapped 
onto the stretcher. My mother's eyes were closed. I did not 
wantthosepeopletobelookingatmymother. Mypregnant 
sister stood at the top of the porch stairs. I could not get to 
her because of the people. My father came walking quickly 
down the sidewalk still carrying his lunch wrapped in 
brown paper tucked high under his arm. His work cap 
shaded his eyes. I had never seen him come home during 
the day before. He did not see me. He got into the 
ambulance. 

My sister said, later, that if she had known that nothing 
could be done, she would not have called the ambulance. 
Our mother could have died in her own house. She died in 
the ambulance. Only our father was with her and the two 
men from the ambulance who had carried her down the 
stairs. I wondered what the men had said to my father and 
if he had understood and what he had done all by himself 
when they got to the hospital. 

After my mother died, I went to live with my sister and 
my brother-in-law. Later, in my new school, in the seventh 
grade we were studying the systems of the body. The boys 
all sneaked peeks at the drawings labeled "reproductive 
systems" in the science book, but I stared at the full-page 
picture of the thing that looked like a coffee can. The picture 
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was in the section called "excretory systems". This was not 
a new book. The comers were worn and squashed and the 
pages had lost their slick smell. Maybe the book was here 
three years ago when my mother died. The text said this 
simple machine could clean blood. People whose kidneys 
did not work would not have to die. 

My father lived in the old house by himself. He came to 
visit us on weekends. He told us that a computer company 
bought the old apple orchard down the street and built their 
headquarters on the hill. Hew as happy that they did not cut 
down the old trees. In the spring, he said the building 
looked beautiful among the flowering trees but, in the 
autumn, the apples fell and were left to rot on the lawns. 
One day he said that the neighborhood was changing and 
that he was going to sell the house. He saw a machine 
spraying the trees in the old apple orchard. The operator 
told him the chem ical would allow the trees to bloom but 
that they would not be able to grow any more apples to spoil 
the lawn. 

I took my son to an apple orchard to see apples growing 
on trees. After seeing the ciderpress and the apple donut 
frying machine and buying an apple pie to take home, we 
finally hiked past the pumpkin patch to the apple trees. We 
were looking at the apples. As I bent down to pick up a 
spoiled fruit, a farmer stood up on his tractor and yelled at 
us, waving his arms. I hid the apple in thepocketofmycoat. 

Later, in the car, I took out my father's pocketknife and 
peeled the apple in one long green spiral. I cut away the 
rotten parts carefully and sliced the apple. My son and I ate 
the fruit, piece by piece, as my father had taught me. 
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Deanne Bayer 

Agoraphobic 

The life I could have led 
stalks me from outside 
the house. I see her 
through the kitchen window O'm the one 
scuffing along in houseslippers, 
she's the one sashaying 
on high heels) and I wonder 
what bureaucrat 
assigned her as my Doppelganger. 

Winter nights, no matter 
what the weather, she stops on her way 
to the theater or a party 
flashing furs and sequins at the snow 
while I dear a place 
on heat fogged windows to watch her 
watching me. I wave, 
but she never waves back. 
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Summer evenings sitting 
on the porch (as far from the house 
as I care to go), she comes to the foot 
of the steps and stares, obviously 
envying me my sanctuary-my roof, my walls, 
my door that doses. Out there 
in the wandering where she is 
are no such comparable 
consolations. I feel sorry for her, 
so I smile compassionately. She 
doesn't smile back. Instead, she frowns, 
apparently perplexed. I do believe 
I confuse her. 

My face is plainer than the face 
of the life I could have led, devoid 
as mine is of make-up or vanity, 
yet when I see my mirrored image 
(does she think it's hers?) 
reflected under my roof, inside 
my walls, behind my dosed door, I am 
the one who smiles and she 
is the one who frowns, and every visitor 
tells me I look younger 
than I really am. 
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Love in the Place of Ice 

Winter nights 
were too abbreviated 
for the lavish 
of our loving, compelling us 
North to the pole 
to luxuriate in the indulgence 
of the incessant Polar night, 
and we sated on amour, to sleep 
like the white bear 
in the white warmth of our den, 
aloof, contained 
in our timelessness 
relieved of minutes or months, disdaining 
those less blessed 
islands of the sphere 
where Eros demurs in Circadian cycles. 
In our nocturnal lethe 
we grew fat with loving, moving 
in slow motion 
unscathed by elapses, certain 
that passion embalms youth, embalms 
eternal night, forgetting life 
proceeds in diurnal patterns, forgetting 
how to love during the day. 

And then came the Polar summer. 
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Philip White 

Road 

He wants to tell something 
to the dark. He wants to say 

something dark is hurtling 
toward him. The bird he had 

imagined was not there. There 
was no moon over the field. 

Too loud, too loud, he thinks 
suddenly of the cinder at his feet. 

A light flicks on in the window 
of the last house before him. 

The door opens. Someone peers out. 
Who is it? Who is it? Frank? 

He knows she can see him but 
he does not answer. Whatever 

it is, he is thinking, whatever it 
is, it will be different now. 
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Robert J. Ward 

Quanta 

I. 

... the ground state, or S orbital, electron comprises the 
lawest energy level and is nearest the nucleus. Most of the 
electrons in the universe are in this tightly bound state-
51 being the orbital in which the Hydrogen atom holds its 
single electron. An electron moves out of the Sand into a 
D-or higher state-orbital only by capturing one or 
more quanta of energy. Each quantum absorbed moves an 
electron further and further out from the nucleus until ... 

II. 

Taking her seat, supple as a cat, 
the brown-eyed girl moved, and close 
to the surface, her bones moved too. 
He, looking, felt as he might feel if he held 
a young cat whose muscles and bones moved, 
as did hers, under skin. Her's supple, taut, 
summer brown and he, caught by that shape, 
those fine bones, map to the dark oracle 
of her eyes, longed to immerse himself 
there. This at ten, and he, helpless 
as a young gander swept south in his first 
fall, drawn, urgent. That boy, those eyes, 
two poles in an undefined, definite 
magnet. And, his eyes caught helplessly 
in hers, he could only stare until she 
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blushed and turned away. Separated 
by the width of an aisle, an island 
of years, he watched until, and as, 
she walked down that aisle, those steps, 
left the schoolbus, the boy who remembers. 

m. 

Brassy as noon, the big Kansas 
moon spilled light all over the porch; 
in the hot night a big swing stirred 
a small breeze, made the lazy air move. 
Round cats sat in a row, lining the rail, 
tails swinging time, loop and curl. 
Bright in the white moonlight, a boy 
swung and swinging with him, a girl. 
In the heated night their hands were 
cool, her left clasped in his right; 
their fingers touched, gentle as a kitten's 
nose and their cool hands held and held. 
Behind the big window swinging beside them, 
behind white curtains, stiff and heavy, 
in the hot air, parents talked and talked, 
telling stories, but the boy and girl, 
listened to softer sounds: beating 
of hearts, hushed rush of breath through 
half-parted lips and the swing swinging 
in the evening air. Hands unclasped 
then and fingers touched, tip to tip, 
and responded; the boy, bold as he should 
be, lifted his hand, touched her cheek, oh! 
so soft, trembling. And something near 
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his heart stirred. Then. The girl 
his older cousin, turned to him, placed 
her cool hands on his cheeks and her cool 
lips on his lips, so cool and soft, while 
the moon filled the night with light clear 
and white and his soaring heart filled too, 
with a light burning and bright. 

IV. 

Straight cigarette and white T -shirt tough 
three boys filled the room with high tension. 
All charge seeking a channel, they bristled 
with energy, stirring the air and a long summer's 
settled dust, suddenly raised, roiled around them. 
Three seeking a fourth they came; and she met 
them, dark-haired, eyes so dark that light lost 
its way in them, and danger rested in the shadows 
above her cheek bones, lions stretched on shaded 
stone. Long afternoon reached into the room 
and as she moved, laughing, turning away 
with a great cat' s heavy grace, long, solid 
muscles moving, he saw the weight of her hips, 
the power gathered there for him, waiting 
even as she turned to call her brother. Pausing 
somehow she balanced, and shock shook him 
as he imagined that weight under his, knew 
her weight, and in the knowing, in that deep 
place where truth is measured, he sensed 
a sound as of oars unshipping in serried 
thousands, biting deep dark water and saw 
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towers toppled into flame. 

IV . 

. . . in certain cases, an electron becomes sufficiently 
energetic to move beyond the outermost valence orbital of its 
parent nucleus and becomes a free electron, moving through 
the crystalline lattice, constrained only by the quantum 
electrodynamics of the larger system. 
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Kenneth Pobo 

6:04 On Sunday Evening 

I took the train into Philly this morning, went 
to 3rd Street Jazz 
and Soul, bought The Best of the 
Partridge Family -what joy 
to find "Could It Be Forever?" 
from 1972. I was in high school 
then, but 

now I'm a butter-colored tie: 
I chose it, 
and I'm my own best imitator. 

At 6:04 on Sunday evening 
David Cassidy explains 
why my love life is such a mess. 

I remember Cape Cod dunes 
where I ran with my lover, 
the sun rhyming trees, 
the moon, a monarch butterfly, 
stained glass over 
whitecaps. 
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Frost 

Clinging to windowpanes, 
burnt into doorknobs, 
frost settles. 

The japonica tree, 
a tarnishing pot. 
I saw it flaking 

with butterflies once. 
Frost cut in, 
photosynthesis leaning 

toward crystal, ice 
pods cracking open. 
At last spring scalds 

the japonica-buds 
yield. Gear and heavy, 
warm branches part. 
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Jack Zucker 

Avram The Grocer 

A vram the grocer had fourteen stores 
and a nervous wife. Each store 
failed miserably. It withered up 
like a dead beetle: shelves 
went bare, boards warped, 
the counter lost all sparkle. 

''Listen," A vram said to God 
(no one else listened), 
"it's my fault. I can't get 
my face into a smile without 
a big effort, but hear me, God, 
should people buy my smile 
or my cream cheese?" 

God did not answer 
though A vram asked his question 
each time a store closed. 
Soon Avram's nerves grew short. 
Pounding the fourteenth counter 
he cursed God who did not provide 
for the honest, shaky man. 
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At the end of a smoky day 
in a corner where A vram kept 
bent Coke cans, God spoke: 

"A vram did I tell 
you to become a grocer?" 

"No God, it was me." 
"Avram, you are a bent penny, 

a good man who makes nothing 
of my sticks and stones." 

"Avram, "God said, '1 can't help you 
in this world, but I will give you 
my blessing and a miracle." 

A vram slept near beer bottles 
and tomato cans till morning came: 
the store was new, the shelves 
stocked, the counter clear and 
shining. A new smiling A vram stood 

near the cheese box greeting customers. 
The old A vram wept, he noticed 
his arms were thin, his feet 
disappeared in shoes. He looked 
above his pot-bellied stove, 

saw a large hand waiting. 

A vram danced and caught the hand, 
sat between thumb and forefinger. 
They flew till mountains 
grew dark, valleys fell asleep 
in shadows, and sunlight 
turned moonlight around them. 
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Adams Hardware 

Driving through Ohio 
past grazing cows, 
hay standing in trussed-up bunches, 
I find a store so 
steeped in brightness, 
so white and pure 
it breathes 
good tools and kindness, 
much like my grandfather's 
apple-melon stagger of boxes, 
his peach-rolling store. 

An old man says, 11Come in.11 

Inside tools stutter, nails 
rattle, rakes touch and rustle. 

''I've come from Manhattan," I say, 
caressing a shovel. 

The old man steps forward, gives me 
a hand brown and strong 
as my grandfather's. 

.. .. .. 
Before he can say anything, 
I fall at his stained work shoes 
and kiss them without surrender. 
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Dana Curtis 

The Drought 

The paint on a farmhouse is blistering 
and smoking. 
Inside, 
a naked girl is listening to music. 
She sits in front of a fan, 
a bowl of ice in her lap. 
The fan tears through her hair. 
She's sweating to her bones and 
twitching in time. 

She's blind 
but gazes out the window, 
and sees an orchard 
where each fruit is a human eye 
withering in the heat. 
She turns from the window, 
sweat running from her skin, 
pooling at her feet. 
An ocean. 
Rain. 
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The Longitude of a Seedy Tavern 

Degrees of apples, cherries; and vineyards 
where dozens of purpling plants lie geometrically 
inclined towards the rough hands of farmers, 
pliant trees like everlastings 

mark this place in the center of a state, 
near an extant nuclear power site. 
The latitudes embrace their prey-
cities, and towns a man can drive in and out of 

without noticing. But these are a woman's breasts 
beneath a raised skirt, this is her ID. 
The bartender throws her out. What is worse 
transacts itself, a dull business 

at scarred tables, between men who have relinquished 
their rights to brass instruments. Formica 
can be wiped down, sponged like the skin 
of a bounced women. The cash register 
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has a two-toned heart, as fortified as wine 
now that it's closing time, now that 
men who stagger over stones have downed 
one more for the road. H two bodies 

hunch against the heat, their crutches 
might be just crossbars on a power line 
passing overhead to mark a sullen strip of firebreak 
Between them, the bottle has its own life, 

a wiped lip, a front that beckons like the hand 
of a bandaged woman with one tooth. Almaden, 
the label says, though not by way of an inquiry-
there will be none here or in the hereafter, and no one 

to miss a body without survivors. Placement 
is everything, as pinched pods of a snapdragon 
lead it into flower, as wax statues melt down 
to yellow maps on the low sill of a porch. 
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Eugene R. Gryniewicz 

Fancy 

Your hair burns me as it splashes 
from your shoulders over mine, as you lean 
across the darkness to mirror my lips. 
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Steven Bailey 

Negombo Beach 

I met Luxman Franando on Negombo beach, near my 
resort hotel, the Goldi Sands. We sized each other up as we 
shuffled over the hot orange sand. A battered collection of 
small boats sat sideways on their keels, grounded above the 
high tide mark. Fishermen sorted greasy piles of silver fish. 
Luxman quickly got all the preliminary questions out of the 
way: "You are from which country? How long in Sri 
Lanka? First time? What you do for job? You have wife? 
Babies?" 

When I responded agreeably enough, Luxman invited 
me to meet his family and share a drink of arrack in his 
home. His family lived in a small, cement-floored palm-
shack. Dark, foot-pocked sand surrounded the hut. 
Browned palm fronds, coconut husks, bottlecaps, scraps of 
plastic, and other debris speckled the area. A few palm trees 
cast a thin, tattered blanket of shade. The road to 
Kochchikade ran past the front of the shack. Behind the 
shack's pit latrine, the Indian Ocean plunged heavily against 
the beach. 

The small front room of the shack-really just an open 
porch- contained a good portion of Luxman's extended 
family. Luxman and I sat on packing crates, the others sat 
on the floor. My eyes adjusted from sunlight to shadow. 
The thin, ragged occupants of the hut stared with languid 
curiosity-! presented a welcome break from the tedium of 
the long, hot mid-day hours. One young women crouched 
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in a corner with a look of half-concealed horror on her face. 
She held a fat, squirming child, and I realized with a start 
that the child was white. 

Luxman produced an unlabeled bottle of arrack. He 
poured a generous measure of the slightly milky alcohol 
into two small glasses. Arrack, tasting much like rum, is 
refined from coconut buds. Luxman mixed the arrack with 
a bottle of deep red Partello, a cheap Sri Lankan soft drink. 

''Partello." I read the label doubtfully. Artificial colors, 
dyes, and flavorings figured prominently in the ingredi-
ents. 

''Partello is good, no?" Luxman asked me as he lifted his 
arrack glass. 

''Very good." I said in an attempt to be diplomatic. 
"Drink." 
I drank. The Partello obliterated the taste of the cheap 

arrack with a medicinal, cough-syrupy coating of sugar. All 
that remained of the arrack was warm, gently searing flame. 

Luxman grinned and revealed his yellowed, broken and 
blackened teeth. He was 23 and a fisherman. He wore a 
faded white and maroon lunghi, an old white T-shirt, and a 
baby-blue baseball hat. Luxman's flesh had a dark, nearly 
black Sinhalese tint. Despite his Portuguese name, he did 
not appear to have any Burgher blood in him. 

The white child suddenly screamed angrily at Luxman 
and demanded a drink with his grimy fist. I had been trying 
hard not to stare at the boy, for he looked like a little Swede 
or German. Naked but for a leather string around his waist 
and a gold birth pendant, he had white skin, a robust, 
Germanic build, and blue eyes. What tourist had done this? 

''He is Sunil." Luxman offered his glass to the child. 
Sunil clutched the glass and drank greedily. A gob of 

sticky Partello striped slowly down his chin. 
''How many years?" I asked his mother. She eyed me 
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defensively. The stigma of raising a bastard half-white 
child had lent her a certain tired dignity and beauty. How 
had this come about? Had she been a prostitute? Or merely 
given herself to a passing foreigner in the hopes he would 
take her from this palm-shaded degradation? 

"E~." She said. One year old. 
"Your hair is blond." I said to Sunil. I reached out and 

coiled one strand of Sunil's curly hair around my finger. I 
had seen plenty of freak albinos in Africa-halfwits with 
pinkish-white skin, bleached hair, and not a drop of Cauca-
sian blood-but Sunil was no albino. He was as white as I 
was. Sunil's mother looked at me with a pleading, wide-
eyed stare what said, ''Please, no questions." 

The woman pulled Sunil to her lap. She opened her 
pink shirt to reveal her small, withered breasts. Sunil 
popped one nipple into his mouth and sucked contentedly. 
His mother stroked his golden hair and stared at the floor. 

"Sunil, tata, tata." One of the small girls flitting about 
the hut grinned mischievously and pointed her finger at 
me, repeating the Sinhalese word for father-tata-over 
and over again. Finally, Luxman' s sister, W arasanar, cuffed 
her gently on the cheek and ordered her to leave the hut. 

''You are all Christians?" I asked. 
''Yes, we are Christmas." Said Warasanar, who ap-

peared to command the household. Other than Luxman, 
only she spoke English. Small and thin like her daughters, 
she had the same big, round cheeks, oval mouth, and 
outward-tumbling teeth. A "Space Flight" T -shirt stretched 
tightly across her flat chest. 

"Christmas?" 
"Yes, we are Christmas." Warasanar and her husband, 

Rohan, who had curls of dark green Sinhalese script tat-
tooed across his bristly chest, pointed to a small shrine 
mounted on the wall behind me. Luxman held out the 
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silver medallion of the Virgin Mary that he wore around his 
neck. 

"What does this mean?" I pointed to Rohan's tattooed 
chest. 

''Is the name of our youngest daughter." Warasanar 
said and gestured at the trio of young girls playing in the 
sand outside. "Apaksa." Warasanar called, and one girl 
crawled into the hut like some nimble beach crab, her 
brown limbs thin and fragile as glass. She wiggled on to 
Warasanar's lap. 

"You have diseases in Alaska?" Warasanar asked me. 
"We have cancer." I said, trying to show that even in 

rich, far-away Alaska, there was no guarantee of a long life. 
"And heart disease, and AIDS. You know AIDS?" 

Everyone wiggled their heads affirmatively, even the 
ones who did not speak English. Perhaps it was no surprize 
to hear me speak of Al~most Asians blame the recent 
influx of the disease on white tourists and expatriates. 

"My daughter has polio." Warasanar said, pointing to 
the jumbled head of limbs that was Apaksa. 

Apaksa looked up at me in open-mouthed astonish-
ment. Then she laughed a wheezing, strained laugh. An 
open sore winked pink and raw from her knee. The flies fed 
freely: Apaksa no longer bothered to brush them away. A 
dozen other scars from similar wounds dotted her knees-
theresultof crawling over shards of coral and stone. Apaksa 
had no crutches, and could only walk if she had a wall to 
lean against. 

''Medicine is free in your country?" Warasanar asked. 
'1 must pay four hundred dollars each year." I knew that 

health insurance premiums would be a tough one to ex-
plain. "After that, all medicine is free." 

''Each month we go with our daughters to Columbo." 
Warasanar told me. ''The doctor is free, but we must pay 
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800 rupees for medicine. Not one time, but each month." 

I nodded. What could I say to this? 800 rupees-about 
twenty dollars--equalled more than the average monthly 
wage of many Sri Lankans. I made eleven dollars and hour 
teaching in Alaska 

Apaksa tried to pull herself erect by grasping the door-
post, but her hands slipped and her legs folded neatly 
beneath her. She slapped hard against the concrete. For a 
second, she remained silent, then she began to cry in an 
open-mouthed, weak howl that dropped a spatter of tears 
to the concrete. 

It disturbed me that I could not simply tune Apaksa out, 
like a conversation on a bus that I did not care to listen to. I 
drained my arrack. Usually I could ignore the vast suffer-
ing of the Third World. 

I had seen too much of the Third World in the last four 
years. The shock of my first Third World immersion-
Bombay, India-had long since given way to a protective 
apathy. Africa had simply left me numb. Now, when 
people like Apaksa broke through my apathy, I reacted 
with anger. I did not like to be reminded that I did nothing 
to help alleviate this suffering, and that my people-the 
countries of the West-are partially responsible for this 
suffering. 

''My other daughter, she has malaria." Warasanar said. 
The daughter with malaria, much older than Apaksa, lay 

on a plank bench under a blue batik blanket, with her eyes 
wide but unfocused. One red-ribboned braid tumbled 
down to the cement floor. 

'1 had malaria." I groped for some common bond of 
suffering. '1n Africa." 

But no common bond existed between us here, I realized. 
I had contracted malaria while playing, spending half a 
year and thousands of dollars on a jaunt across Africa. The 
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malaria had been self-inflicted. I deserved no more sympa-
thy than the skydiver who breaks a leg in a bad jump, or the 
race driver who dies in a fiery crash. I had access to the 
proper drugs, and in the end, the malaria became nothing 
more than a good story to tell when I returned home to the 
States. 

'We have no medicine for her." Warasanar raised her 
eyebrows hopefully. She knew that tourists often carried 
plentiful supplies of anti-malarial tablets. 

"I have no medicine." I shrugged apologetically and 
wished, for the first time, that I had bothered to purchase 
some Chloroquine pills. 

'1s okay." Warasanar smiled quietly. 
"This is a church house." Luxman said as he poured the 

remnants of our second bottle into my glass. 'We pay 
church 320 rupees for one month. H we no pay, after three 
months, we are ... " Luxman groped for the word, searching 
the air with one calloused hand. 

"Out." I said. "Kicked out." 
"Yes." Luxman smiled. "Out." 
Luxman and I finished the arrack. "I must go." I said 

when Luxman moved to acquire a third bottle. I had the 
dull, fatiguing intoxication that a hot day brings. I rose to 
my feet. The arrack and the impoverished, diseased state of 
the Franando' s, one hundred meters from my resort hotel, 
had left me with nothing but an empty sense of black de-
pression. 

"You can give us small help?" Warasanar asked quietly. 
She was not begging-she was simply asking for help. 

I nodded tiredly and handed her a 100 rupee note with-
out ceremony. I was rarely this generous--100 rupees 
made for a large gift in Sri Lanka, even after deducting the 
cost of the arrack. The family needed the money, and I did 
not mind giving them three dollars. But I did not act out of 
purely altruistic intentions, for I was using my money to 
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buy my way out of a situation that I'd simply had enough 
of. A bill as large as 100 rupees allowed me to escape with 
a minimum of fuss. 

''Thank you, sir." Warasanar folded the bill into her 
skirt. 

Luxman walked me back to the Goldi Sands hotel. ''I 
will see you tomorrow?" He asked. 

"Perhaps," I said, ''I will see you on the beach." I spared 
Luxman the indignity of being turned away by the hotel 
security guard and said goodbye outside, on the hot asphalt 
of Lewis Place. 

I knew that the Franando' s would try their best to find 
me tomorrow, lead me to their hut, and try to receive 
another 100 rupees. They were not evil people, not thieves, 
nor conmen, just hungry and sick. They did not want my 
money, but they needed it, and would do their utmost to get 
it. And I knew, walking past the American Express Card 
signs and into the lobby of the Goldi Sands Hotel, that I 
would never return to the Franando' s ever again. 
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Hillel Schwartz 

At Tea 

Another hundred windless breaths 
I'd been aboard that barge with him, 
needles in my chest and lungs of paper 
like pagoda kites flung and puffed 
above the lake. 

More fortunate 
I watch from shore this night. 
He lies large and grey and straight and naked 
on the flat white beam of the bow, lights 
at his head, silver rings above his heart 
and at his right a squat glass jug of air. 

He is at tea. 
Someone has the bamboo sieve, 
someone else the bowls. 

Coma, they tell me, 
is still a kind of motion, a working 
out. 

A ceremony between bodies. The wild 
herb, the infusion. 

He is a stranger. I never learn 
his name. He is still there 

as I leave. I say nothing, 
pull my robe around me 
through the rushes. 

The hard word is respirator, 
that or at the end, 
and the t. 
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Margot Farrington 

Still In Use 

The cats, without memory of vertical, 
lie on the newly horizontal, 
dipping their paws in deep, to the shoulder, 
questing for mice below, 

for a door made into a tabletop 
offers three holes: 
one for the lock and its complications, 
one for the blessed union of doorknobs, 
one for the people's suspicious eye 
to blaze on who lurks in the hallway. 

I look through them to see wooden floor 
grained in a river's pattern, 
move my head swiftly to make 
a millrace rushing past. 

At meals these holes are covered by placemats, 
their weave stretched in a way which 
reminds one of snow: how it fully covers 
a slight hollow, then sucks in its breath. 
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HI were a child I would slyly slip back 
the fringed edge of the mat, push 
a fork through to its death and 
joyfully utter its piercing scream. 

Table, table of eyes, 
what do you see, staring up? 
Attentive cats, it says. Wistful woman. 
The ceiling where a bulb burns like the sun. 
When I was a door, it says 
there was waiting on both sides. 
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John E. Smelcer 

Gambell 

We're on the point watching birds 
and they come out and we 
ask them to watch for men. 
Seven gone, eight days 
too long on a walrus hunt. 
Two small boats lost in the fog 
out of gas, radio dead, 
maybe caught in the pack ice. 
For days east wind blowing hard at 
Siberia. 
Father Slwooko comes to sell ivory. 
He says they got a walrus 
for food, water off the ice, 
it's not too cold. 
We ask will the search succeed. 
He says, ''They will have to find themselves." 
We ask how long they can last 
out there. He says, 
''How long can a man live?" 
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This Strange World 

Two existential dogs trotted beyond 
yard confines out to paradisial hydrants. 

An atheistical worm, wholly biological, 
squirm-slithered its way to no particular 
goal in a chaos of place. 
While three pragmatic children, hell-bent 
on radical empiricism, screamed out 
sadism when a cat shrieked with bleeding wounds, 
from a tiny-handed thrown stone. 
A Christian woman, whose feet tread bare 
on wet sidewalks, crushed down a worm with pain 
that did not exist, while hurrying about 
to pray for peace. And three children tom 
from gutter-pond rain sailing, three children 
slapped because of muddy memories, cried into 
yawning porches, while a cat licked away pain. 

So two dogs, legs lifted, cleansed away the world 
with a natural Aristotelian catharsis. 
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Maureen Devine 

The A-B-C's of Pancakes 
Pancakes are easy to make; I know because I tried them 

once; one cup milk, two eggs, one cup flour, butter, sugar, 
salt and baking powder. They are fun and satisfying if you 
like pancakes; if you don't they are awkward, cumbersome 
and almost embarrassing. Most people I know know 
something about pancakes; they've eaten them once or 
tried to eat them, they like them or hate them, they swear by 
them or know them to be God's curse on the world. But 
most people know that pancakes exist and have existed for 
generations and probably always will, in one way or an-
other, if and when necessary. 

Throughout my life I have been confronted by pancakes 
in a variety of ways. My earliest experience occurred when 
I was eight or nine years old and was having a friend over 
for Sunday breakfast. For some reason my father decided 
to have a pancake race, the winner being, of course, the 
person whoatethemostpancakes. I remained uninterested 
in the project resulting from the fact that I was neither 
hungry nor had I developed any discernible love of pan-
cakes. My friend, however, was delighted by the idea and 
won the race by eating a grand total of nineteen pancakes. 
After this my father stopped making pancakes for some 
reason and no one ever really asked why. At least, he 
stopped having contests. 

My second experience with pancakes occurred seven or 
eight years later as a counselor at a summer ballet camp. 
This experience involved myself and the camp director, 
Madame, and occurred on a Sunday morning also. Shortly 
after breakfast, when everyone had finished eating, I pro-
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ceeded into the kitchen area from the dining room in order 
to ask Madame a question. Just as I entered the room I 
realized that Madame was eating breakfast herself. There 
she sat at a long, aluminum table in the kitchen with a plate 
of six or seven tiny pancakes lightly covered with syrup and 
topped with butter or margarine. Madame had obviously 
just had a shower; her long, damp hair fell down upon her 
shoulders like straw. She wore a white terry cloth robe and 
looked surprized when I entered the room. I asked my 
question quickly and Madame was polite as usual. For 
some reason, however, I've never forgotten this experience; 
Madame alone, at a long table, in a tiny kitchen, about to eat 
pancakes for breakfast in the terrible heat of a New England 
summer. 

My final story involves myself and occured on a Sunday 
morning in Indiana. Very simply, I decided to go out alone 
for breakfast to a restaurant and order pancakes. I walked 
into the dining area, nearly empty due to the lateness of the 
hour, and sat down by a window. When the waitress 
arrived I ordered. The pancakes arrived in minutes, piled 
high on a plate and topped with butter or margarine. I 
poured a bit of syrup on the top and spread it evenly with 
my knife. They looked tempting, delectable. Thoughts of 
Aunt Jamima raced through my mind. "Does she eat 
pancakes?" I wondered to myself. Probably not. I let my 
fork fall freely into their side and cut off the first bite. I 
wondered if I would ever return again, on some other 
Sunday perhaps, to repeat my crime. The waitress ap-
peared and asked if I was through. I said ''Yes" and my 
plate disappeared almost immediately. She returned again 
to fill my coffee cup. The hot liquid inched over the top and 
into the saucer. ''Had I really finished all those pancakes?" 
I wondered to myself. No, only half. I left the restaurant 
and walked home. The air was cool, refreshing. Dark trees 
etched their silhouettes against a cloudless sky. 
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I wish I had more to say about pancakes, but unfortu-

nately I don't. No one knows their future; their lifespan 
seems endless. They have arrived, in a sense, as trusted, 
valued counterparts of society, Their reputation is obvious. 

I do have one more thing to say about pancakes and that 
is that by now they should be taken for granted, like the 
American flag or Grandma Moses. This is reality, not 
fiction; fact not fantasy. There is nothing wrong with 
pancakes. They are genuine and unassailable. This is truth, 
not hearsay. They have proven their worth on countless 
occasions. There is nothing wrong with pancakes. We all 
know that. Why bother to ask? 
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Judith Nichols-Orians 

What Once Was Yours 
(for Anjana Appachana Sinha) 

What once was yours becomes public. 
Strangers pat your middle, give advice and warnings 
for the pea-sized infant growing onion to eggplant to 
melon. 
The curve of your belly pushes out towards the world. 
What once was yours becomes public 
as carp in a city pond. 

As your breasts and belly globe, 
your husband will gaze, rub olive oil, 
on skin which stretches like skin 
of a fruit round with sun on a branch. 
You'll crave a look through your layers of flesh 
at the baby whose fists unfold, 
tap and tug inside you. 
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Woman may forget to mention 
how the hours of labor can drag 
up and down your spine, a rake, 
all in one room, in one night. 
A cup of pain might sustain a goddess, 
but not you. In the morning 
you'll know why you live 

as you hunch in the tub, water up to your waist, 
the baby at your breast sucking. 
The world will push at the window 
and the baby will drink your milk, 
his mouth as soft as an apricot 
cupped on the curve of your tongue. 
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Kirk Nesset 

Awaken The Dragon 

WHEN YOUNG MONSIEUR CAME IN Celeste was lean-
ing over the oven, checking to see if the rolls were done. 
"Good day, Monsieur," she said, not looking up until she'd 
laid the pan on the cutting board beside the sink. He moved 
past her to the breakfast nook, noiseless in his stockinged 
feet, and slid onto the waxed mahogany boards, moving his 
bookpack along the table before him. Like the good boy he 
was, he'd left his muddy boots on the porch. 

''I finished my play, Celeste," he said at last. 
He looked out through the gap in the curtains at the rain, 

which had let up a while ago. Now it was falling in a fine 
mist; the redwoods beyond the porch rail were wrapped in 
a veil of cloud. "Did I tell you?" 

''No, Monsieur." 
''It's all done. Finished." 
"Oh, Monsieur," Celeste said," C' est bien! You've been 

working on it for weeks. Fort bien!" 
She slid one of the hot rolls onto a dish, then set it before 

him with a glass of milk. He had opened his pack, and his 
eyes were already coursing over the pages of a book he'd 
brought from school. 'Will you let me read it soon?" she 
asked. 

''No, I want you to see it-we're going to put it on. You 
can go with Mama when she comes out." 

Celeste turned, stepping into the pantry for the broom. 
Peter's mother hadn't been around for several weeks. After 
she'd moved away Madame had visited at least one day of 
every weekend, arriving before noon, usually, to take Peter 
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out to lunch and to a matinee, or to that fabulous new 
aquarium over in Monterey with its walls and walls of 
glass. Celeste knew Madame had been very busy lately, but 
still she wondered if that was all. She checked the oven, 
making sure she had turned it off. Then she started in with 
the broom. 

The kitchen was her favorite room in the house-it was 
the sunniest room of them all; she came here when she had 
moments during the day to relax. Looking down, sweep-
ing, she saw that the ants were coming again, a narrow dark 
line following the edge of the baseboard. She'd have to get 
the poison out soon, stop them before they got into the 
food. 

She glanced over at him, knowing he'd forgotten she was 
here; it was something she'd grown accustomed to long 
ago. As he read his lips moved, shaping silent words, trying 
to keep up with his eyes as they ran down the page. Often 
when he looked away his eyes were closed, even though his 
lips kept going, automatically. 

Like little wheels in his head, she thought. Turning all 
the time. 

When he finally glanced up again she was facing him, 
squatting, bending over a tiny pile of crumbs, the broom 
and dustpan in her hands. By now the light in the kitchen 
had begun to wane-even in the nook, where, behind the 
curtains, the windows formed three dim walls around him. 
As their eyes met she saw the features of his face soften, 
relax. She got up to turn on the lights. 

"I'm going to be the director," he said, turning back to his 
book. ''Four actors in all." 

BY THE TIME MONSIEUR ARRIVED home it had gotten 
dark. The rain picked up again, ushering in a thick fog 
which moved along the strip of unpaved driveway from the 
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road. He wore his long black overcoat, water-soaked in the 
journey from the car to the porch, and had his umbrella in 
hand. 

''Monsieur," Celeste exclaimed, scolding. She pointed 
to the puddle of water swelling on the floor below the tip of 
his umbrella. "Mais non, qu'est ce que vous faites-la? Vous 
savez au il faut mettre Ia parapluie!" 

He let out a long breath, pretending to to be irritated, 
then turned to open the door again and put his umbrella 
outside. Celeste hurried over behind him, towel in hand. 
As Monsieur stepped through the kitchen she saw Peter's 
face harden in concentration, his pale brow creasing vio-
lently, numbers and formulas colliding inside his head. 

"Hello, Peter," Monsieur said, looking down to survey 
the litter of pencil-scrawl strewn across the table. A map of 
the galaxy was spread out across his books, showing the 
nearest stars, Sirius, Cygni, Alpha Centauri, and the dis-
tances between them, their trajectories-a vast wheel shaped 
pattern of light about which Celeste knew very little. 

"Hi, Dad," young Monsieur answered, dropping his 
pencil into the margin of the book, closing it, standing up. 
"You're home late tonight." 

"Not so bad." He draped his raincoat over the back of the 
chair in the pantry. ''Everything all right here?" he asked, 
frowning. "Making progress?" 

"Yes, I think." 
''fwo exams next week. It's under control?" 
''Yes, Dad." He sat down again. 
Monsieur pulled up a few of the sheets, scanning the 

ones nearest him, calculations in pencil. "'These finished?" 
Monsieur had never been a teacher but he could have 

been, having gotten his doctorate at a university on the east 
coast some twenty, twenty-five years ago. Over the years 
he had spent his time reading, mainly, and writing articles, 
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living on Madame's money and on the money his father left 
him when he died. There were a few paper-bound articles 
he wrote in the bookcase upstairs, Structure of the Metagalac-
tic System and New Directions in String Theory, and in his 
study were the notes, mountains and mountains of notes, 
for the book he'd been writing these last four years. 

Celeste often thought that Monsieur would make more 
progress with his work if he spent less time worrying about 
his son. 

Satisfied that her own work was finished for the day, she 
slipped back into the kitchen and took off her apron, hang-
ing it on the hook behind the pantry door. As she put on her 
mittens Monsieur rose, facing her, helping her adjust her 
scarf. 

"A quelle heure est-qu' il a commence ses devoirs?" 
"Quand il east rentre," she answered, seeing Peter look up 

furtively from his work. 
Monsieur often spoke to her in French, had told her often 

that Peter didn't understand-that he spoke Spanish and 
read German but didn't know a word of French. She wasn't 
so sure, though; it was hard to underestimate a boy like him. 
He had this knowing look about him, no matter what he did 
or didn't know. 

"Ca va," Monsieur said. He ran his finger through his 
hair, which was black, and thick; it fit his face very nicely, 
she'd always thought: a terribly handsome man. 

She asked him if he'd gotten the message from the 
university in Florida; if young Monsieur's test scores didn't 
arrive this week, they said, they wouldn't be able to con-
sider him for their program. Monsieur had seen the mes-
sage, at the reminder of which his face darkened and, very 
slightly, his jaw twitched. And then he began to complain-
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a complaint she'd heard more than once before-about the 
conspiracy under way, a conspiracy, based on suspicion 
and envy, leveled at him by the institutions of education 
and marriage. All directed against his wishes, the high 
hopes he had for his son. 

"They're trying to send me over the edge,' he told 
Celeste. 'IJ'o drive me mad." 

She was standing in the entryway leading out. He made 
her nervous when he was this way, when he was angry, 
knocking himself on the head with his knuckles. Lately 
he'd been reciting poems aloud in his study, his voice 
melodius-beautiful-but overstrained with passions, and 
alarmingly loud. Since Madame had left he'd been sharing 
with her a lot more of what was on his mind. 

"Oh, Monsieur." She stepped out onto the porch and 
reached for her umbrella, which leaned against the side of 
the house, beside his. The rain had slackened altogether. 

"Madame a telephone?" 
"Non, Monsieur." 

She did not like lying to him. She had never been a 
convincing liar, and she could tell by his face, now and then 
lately, that he feared she was keeping something from him, 
that she, Celeste, his housekeeper and confidante, had 
finally joined the conspirators on the other side. 

BUT MADAME HAD INDEED CALLED this morning, as 
she did on many mornings. When the phone rang Celeste 
was just finishing the kitchen, returning jars and bottles to 
the refrigerator, scalding the pots from last night's dinner. 

Madame, of course, always wanted to know about her 
son. She was as worried about him as his father was, but in 
a different way. For different reasons. 

After talking on the phone this morning Celeste had 
gone into the living room to take care of the books. There 
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were always stacks and stacks of them, often the same 
books moving around the room for two or three weeks, 
from the couches to the coffeetables to the floor, with a few 
new titles trickling in all the time: fane Eyre, Astrophysics and 
Interstellar Time, Who's Afraid of Virginia Woolf?, The Plays of 
August Strindberg. She'd been doing this for-how long 
had it been?---eight years now, nine? and she loved them 
all, Monsieur and his wife and son. She loved them as 
though they were her own family, unhappy as she was that 
Madame had decided to try things on her own. But now 
she'd begun to wonder of it wasn't all the questions Ma-
dame was asking that made her feel this way-like some 
awful tragedy was in the making. Things had seemed so 
much simpler two or three years ago, before the separation. 

She knew very little about families, or about raising 
children, not being a mother, or married, herself. After her 
own mother had died-she never knew her father-she 
was adopted by her aunt in Scotts Valley, a graying woman 
who'd emigrated from Paris twenty years earlier and, never 
marrying, had insisted they preserve the customs of the 
homeland, be it in baking or dressing or speaking the native 
tongue a Ia maison. So the only real families Celeste had 
known were those of her friends, who were few, and those 
she'd seen on television-few also, since her aunt had never 
had a TV. 

Still, Celeste prided herself on her sense of what was 
right and wrong. And as far as families go, surely Madame 
was right; it was wrong, it seemed, to take things as far as 
Monsieur was taking them. He pushed Peter awfully hard. 

Once the books were arranged she pulled the rag from 
her apron and busied herself with the turtle pond, a round 
plastic wading-pool standing in the center of the room. It 
was full of dirt and rocks and plants which Peter had carried 
in from outdoors, and which he kept half-covered with 
water from the tap. At first she didn't like it; just looking at 
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the poor things had made her sad. Wouldn't the turtles-
there were three of them in there, big ones, with tiny dragon 
heads-be happier where they belonged, outside in the 
creek? But she didn't worry about that so much now; she 
had become, in fact, a little attached to them. She liked the 
way they looked up at her, expectant, each with a personal-
ity of its own, whenever she moved around the edges of the 
pond. Sometimes she brought them lettuce or celery tops 
from the kitchen to eat. And she liked the smell of damp 
earth, the odor of ferns filling her nostrils as she bent down 
to wipe the tub with her rag. 

Still, she hated the idea of what she was wiping up: turtle 
tracks-the muddy prints on the sides of the tub where the 
things climbed up and fell, time and time again, back down 
into the mud. 

On the walls in the living room were several paintings, 
all representations of medieval castles, painted by Madame 
herself, in tones of black and violet and gray. 

Also on the walls were a number of framed photographs, 
some of Albert Einstein with his wrinkles and frizzy hair, 
but mostly of Peter. Pictures of Peter at various ages, with 
his multitude of expressions, all of them making him seem 
terribly serious, prematurely old, for his age. Standing on 
a shelf below one wall of photographs were Monsieur's 
trophies, tall gold and silver figures commemorating his 
triumphs in a variety of activities: motorcycle racing, judo, 
trap shooting. They needed attention, too; Celeste polished 
them every few weeks to keep their shiny surfaces from 
tarnishing. 

After getting off the phone with Madame, after the rain 
had begun to beat down hard on the roof, Celeste had spent 
most of the morning cleaning the glass photo frames on the 
walls. She stood before them one by one, squirting each 
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with her ammonia bottle, wiping. Young Monsieur had the 
face of a prince, she thought-he looked like somebody 
she'd seen in a history book. Long, mahogany brown and 
thick, his hair fell all the way to his shoulders, though it was 
neatly trimmed, clipped across the front in bangs. He was 
five when she fiirst came to work here, a small, delicate 
child who had already acquired an unbelievable vocabu-
lary, or so it seemed to her. He was at that age already 
writing out intelligible, intelligent sentences, sitting for 
hours at his little desk upstairs. Now, at fourteen, ready to 
graduate from the University, he would be one of the 
youngest boys in the country with a four-year degree. 

She rubbed the streaks from the portrait on the mantle, 
a large picture of Peter wearing a loose white shirt with a 
wide collar, his arms folded over a book in his lap. She was 
proud of him-and very, very fond of them all. 

But things didn't feel right lately. Madame had stopped 
coming out to visit, and Monsieur hadn't been himself at all, 
talking to himself when he was upset and spending hours 
in the den cleaning his guns, one of the few cleaning jobs 
with which she had nothing to do. And Peter, whose 
moods were always dictated by Monsieur's, had been even 
quieter, gloomier, than usual. 

She heard one of the turtles slide, with a splash, down the 
side of the tub. Then the phone rang again. 

Most of the time she didn't know what to think. She 
didn't know when she should take him seriously. Or when 
she shouldn't. 

After she put the phone down-Madame worrying 
again-she decided to get started on the rolls, pulling out 
the flour and the butter and eggs. She mustn't let Madame's 
worries, she decided, become hers as well. She bent down 
and pulled the flour sifter out of the cabinet. The house was 
like a fortress, sprawling and damp, and dark, even during 
the daytime. It was nice to get back into the kitchen where 
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it was cozy, where the chill seemed to bother her the least. 

.. .. .. 
FOLLOWINGTHENARROW ASPHALTPATHunderthe 
redwoods, Celeste and Madame wound their way from the 
parking lot up the hill to the performance hall. Celeste liked 
the university a lot-she'd been here with Madame before 
to hear a concert, classical music, and once by herself to hear 
a speaker lecturing in one of the auditoriums. It was lovely, 
the way all of the buildings clustered together under the 
trees, respecting in their shapes, somehow or another, the 
contours of the land. 

Now that she saw it, however, coming around the last 
bend in the path and mounting the concrete steps, the 
performance hall was the only exception to the rule. It was 
oddly-shaped, solid white, windowless-it looked like it 
had just landed thereon the crest of the hill and was waiting 
to take off again. 

Inside, Celeste helped Madame remove her coat, then sat 
down with her near the center of the hall. 

Madame was beautiful, Celeste thought, and often 
couldn't help but remind the lady of the fact. Even though 
she'd grown a bittoo thin lately, .and the steaks of gray in her 
hair were more abundant, Madame still had all of her 
youthful grace-a kind of girlish poise-with her ballet-
dancer posture and precise gestures, the skin on her face 
and arms still as smooth as glass. And she dressed so 
tastefully-like tonight, in her flowing dark cotton dress, 
pale red shawl around her shoulders. 

Sometimes, on the occasions they'd gone out together in 
the past, Celeste had felt awkward by comparison, stum-
bling alongside her, large-hipped and busty, straightening 
her old wool skirt and tucking in her blouse. But tonight, for 
a change, Celeste felt confidentin her appearance. Since her 
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aunt had died she'd had more money to spend on herself; 
she'd picked up this blue silk dress a few days ago, on sale. 
She even got some new leather pumps to go with it. 

"Celeste," Madame had said to her in the car, "you look 
splendid in that dress! Is it blue or purple? I can't tell in this 
light." 

"The tag said it was indigo," Celeste said. '1t's a little of 
both, I guess." 

Since they had spent so much time this last month on the 
phone, Celeste felt they'd grown closer-she'd been taken 
into Madame"s confidence, in a way-even though they 
rarely saw each other now. Here, in the theater, Celeste felt 
a special kinship with the woman for whose child she 
cooked and cared; and, as people passed down the aisles in 
the muted light to take their seats, she could tell by Ma-
dame's lowered eyes, the set of her jaw, that she was 
expecting Monsieur to appear beside them, and that she 
was dreading it. 

But Monsieur did not appear. Instead, the hall went dark 
and the play began. 

Peter's play did not come up until the end; it was the last 
of five one-act plays, all projects of student writers. In the 
middle of the third play, Celeste recognized Monsieur's 
shape lumbering down the aisle to drop into a seat in the 
front row. Madame gave no sign of having noticed him: she 
kept her eyes fixed on the stage. 

Monsieur, like the son who followed in his wake, was not 
only a scientist. After he took his first degree he'd moved 
west to San Francisco, where he worked very hard at 
writing poetry and, slightly later, at playing the piano. For 
a while he'd read his poems aloud at a cafe in the basement 
of a building downtown, reading over soft jazz music that 
followed the rhythms of his voice. Clubs like these, Mon-
sieur once told Celeste, died with the sixties. 
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But, lucky for him, he had made some tapes-plastic 

wheels now resting safe in boxes in a drawer in his study-
documents in sound thattestify, as he once put it, to the twin 
powers of creativity and chance. On those tapes, voices of 
now-forgotten poets swell over the notes of the string bass 
and horns, the stray piano riffs, unifying all. Swelling 
voices, tuned to the vibration of the stars, unifying even the 
sounds of scuffling feet and coughs and the ring of the cash 
register by the door, the sound of coins falling in the till. 

It was his fascination with poetry that had inspired him 
to go back to take his second degree-or was it his third, by 
thistime?-and,thereatSanFranciscoStateCollege,hemet 
Madame, who had been studying art, practicing to become 
a painter. But marriage didn't slow him down too much. 
His obsessions, in the years following, ranged from music 
to the marital arts, from guns and competitive shooting to 
political activism-he was arrested repeatedly at demon-
strations-in all of which he excelled. 

His most recent obsession, his son, had been to him, 
along with astrophysics, an enduring one, and had obliged 
him to settle down a bit. Or so Madame had said. 

Still, Celeste thought-an odd way to raise a child. Last 
week Monsieur had told a reporter, who'd come to the 
house to write a story on this terribly bright boy, that Peter 
was his greatest creation. A miracle, he said, of rare device. 

Celeste had been listening so intently to their conversa-
tion that day, sitting in the nook in the kitchen, that she 
forgot about the bread she'd been baking. She ended up 
having to scrape part of it away, the black part where it'd 
burnt along the bottom of the pan. 

CELESTE WAS NOT PARTICULARLY fond of the plays 
she saw that night, but, knowing as little about contempo-
rary drama as she did, she assumed it was her fault. Three 
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of the four plays preceeding young Monsieur's were, as far 
as she could tell, pure screaming nonsense, the dialogue 
and action illogical, everybody on stage talking at once but 
not communicating at all. 

Peter's play seemed better, though strange, too, in its 
own way. On a mostly dim stage the characters paced 
around and spoke in muffled voices, sometimes walking 
out onto the wings to address the audience directly. The 
characters spoke just loud enough to be heard over elec-
tronic music drifting down from above, and over the noise, 
clanging and rattling, coming from offstage. 

The story, as much as she could understand, was not 
unfamiliar to her. 

A Young chemist student, having recently developed a 
brilliant new theory, finds that his projects are being sabo-
taged by jealous. To make things worse, the boy's mother, 
jealous of the attention her husband showers on his son, 
takes a lover and moves out of the house--eventually 
bringing her husband to court, where he is deemed unfit as 
a father. In the final scene, father and son converse in the 
back yard, the former speaking in bitter tones of a "patheti-
cally ordinary world," full of swarming insects, the de-
praved creatures which inhabit it. 

"Now we see," the father said, staring offstage with his 
head in his hands, ''how we have awakened the dragon, 
how it stirs in them all, fanning the blaze of resentment and 
scorn." 

The son is silent, in these final moments, as he is through-
out much of the play. Then, weakened by a heart condition, 
the father topples into the swimming pool and dies. 

Celeste, no drama critic and not terribly well-read, was 
impressed, happy for Peter. Still, she thought it was all a bit 
overdone, trop cuit. 

When the curtain fell Monsieur stood up to applaud, 
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clapping vigorously in the front row, not letting go until 
after everyone else had stopped. 

Madame told Celeste to wait for her while she went 
backstage. Then she glided down the aisle and disappeared 
behind the dark curtained door, under the dim red exit sign, 
where Monsieur had disappeared a few moments before . 

.. .. .. 
FORTUNATELY FOR CELESTE, she did not have to wit-
ness Monsieur's removal. She had been already at work for 
an hour-at her new job, mopping the floor of the cafete-
ria-when the sheriff's deputies arrived at the house, as-
sisted by a psychiatric team and by police marksmen, 
whose rifles poked out like so many smooth black branches 
from behind the trunks of redwoods, aimed at doors and 
windows. Fortunately she did not have to hear the shouting 
as they strapped him to a guerney and carried him through 
the front room, spilling over the turtle pond, carried him out 
onto the porch and down the steps to the van. Nor did she 
have to see young Monsieur, his face placid, undaunted, as 
they led him-still dressed in pajamas, his white silk paja-
mas-out to the car, the trees and raingutters dripping 
brilliant drops as early morning sun streaked into the 
canyon for the first time in five or six days. 

No, that would have been too much. 
It was her second day working at the convent-she had 

told Monsieur that she was ill, and could not come to 
clean-working in the little cafeteria where the sisters take 
their meals. That was when she heard about it, a few odd 
details coming over the crackling greasy radio which sat on 
the shelf above the aluminum sinks. But before she could 
hear much she was crying. She asked her supervisor for the 
rest of the day off and went home. 

Uke Madame had told her, Celeste thought as she drove 
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out Highway 17 that morning to her house-that clean but 
crumbling cottage her aunt had left her when she died-
they had been following Monsieur's directions for too long. 
The mad script he'd been devising for Peter, Madame had 
said-and for them all-had gotten out of hand: they'd 
simply roused themselves, put a stop to the madness before 
the fmal act. 

Peter's work, certainly, would continue as before. He'd 
be better off in the foster home in which he'd be placed, and 
then, later, with Madame, once the court had determined 
she was responsible enough to care for him-which of 
course she was, bien sur. 

Still, Celeste could not wipe from her mind the image of 
that great house, which, now closed up tight, dark and 
uninhabited, must look more forbidding than any of the 
castles painted in oil on the walls inside. 

Four days earlier, on Monday-the first Monday in eight 
years she'd spent at home-a detective had come to her 
house to find out what she had heard. He'd jotted down 
everything she said on a form, an affidavit, filling up three 
pages on both sides. He was not a nice man, he seemed in 
a hurry: he had no time for the regret she felt in having to 
play the part in this she did. 

He wrote it down, all of it: her account of going upstairs 
to bathroom, how she'd sprayed insecticide along the edge 
of the toilet to stop the ants from coming in, turning on the 
fan to let the fumes clear, and closing the door to walk down 
the dark carpeted hallway to young Monsieur's room-
wanting to tell him to stay out of the bathroom for a while-
but then getting up to the door, reaching for the door handle 
and instead of opening it just standing there, listening, her 
hand outstreched, immobile, the light streaking out at the 
doorjamb in a single shaft. 

It was Monsieur's voice she'd heard. The voice of her 
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employer, rising and falling with the tenor of his mood, 
punctuated, occasionally, by his son's muted replies. As 
she listened she imagined the inside of the room, saw Peter 
propped up in the bed, a book on his knees. She saw his 
dark and still very handsome father sitting at the edge of the 
bed, and, suspended above them both, the boy's plastic 
model of the solar system, the planets and their moons float-
ing gently on wires. She imagined, as she heard Monsieur 
speaking of conspiracy and ingratitude and the ordinari-
ness that kills, the great oak desk with its clutter of books, 
and the hamster cage in the midst of it with the animal 
scurrying about inside, its white coat and glinting eyes. The 
wooden chair would be pulled up close to the desk, with 
two or three pillows on the seat where young Monsieur 
usually sat. 

And still she'd listened, words and sentences piling up in 
her head, hardly hearing those words or sentences as she 
imagined Peter's then pale face gazing up, acquiescent and 
trustful, past his father, past the celestial bodies moving 
faintly on their wires overhead. Yet she heard it all, ab-
sorbed its meaning just the same. 

Monsieur spoke of retaliation, of the banality of the 
system and its dull throngs, how stupid people can be. 
How they always have been and always will. 

He had one of his shotguns in there, Celeste heard him 
snap open the chamber, snap it back--heard the shotgun 
shells rolling around in their box. 

When she went downstairs to the telephone he was still 
talking. Talking about a contract, a pact between them, a 
means for recourse--for seeking some place beyond the 
planets and the stars where recognition and worth must 
surely, naturally, coexist. 
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SO SHE TOLD THEM what she knew. That morning she 
described for the detective, a brash and insensitive man, 
what she'd seen and heard. The more she talked the more 
shaken she felt-shaken, perhaps, as much by feelings of 
betrayal as by the seriousness of her fears. 

After he'd gone she made herself a cup of coffee, which 
she did not drink, unfolding the newspaper on the kitchen 
table to read. She read a little but then her vision blurred, 
her mind giving in to sound. She heard the rooster down 
the road, crowing once, twice, and the sound of traffic half 
a mile off on the highway, commuters speeding over the 
mountain to their jobs in San Jose. She felt strangely alert: 
it was as though something inexplicable was rising in her, 
quickening, seeking an exit. It felt very good to cry. 

And then, against, her will, she heard Monsieur's foot-
falls on that dim staircase she would never see again, heard 
his voice declaiming, the voice of a confused and drowning 
man, and the words of a poem reverberating upward 
through the house 

Weave a circle round him thrice 
And close your eyes with holy dread 

.. . but the sound, echoing and dull, faded out. Then she 
heard the sound she couldn't identify before, standing that 
night in the hallway, in the dark, at the threshold of Peter's 
room. That odd quiet sound, a whirring and gentle clicking, 
of the hamster running on his wheel, running and running 
with the turning of the wheel, a circle forever infinite and 
closed. 
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Scott Owens 

Clearing the Field 

We stand encircled by light, 
beating roots against bootsoles 
to shake loose the clotted earth, 
squinting into the fire 
faces and hands painted red 
by the flood of heat. 
At our backs darkness gathers 
like flies. Honeysuckle sings 
as shoots of flame surge 
along stems snapping 
when sucked dry. 
Red cinders sent up 
like fireflies crack 
the air with light. 
Blackberries drip 
on excited ash changing 
from red to black to white. 
Clouds of smoke and dust 
climb the night sky, 
darkness disappearing 
into darkness. 
The fire roars and spits 
flaming branches, the fruit 
of bushhog and axe, 
a switch never to be 
lain across bare legs, 
a bat that could have slapped 
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rocks clear across farrow fields, 
a walking stick that never 
climbed the wooded hills 
between farm and quarry. 
We dance on the smaller frres, 
our blackened boots 
stomping them out 
before dry grass ignites. 

The fire fades, colors 
draining like fallen 
leaves. When doused 
with sand and water, 
steam rises from ashes 
turning white 
as they cool, lightness 
rising from darkness. 
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Tidewrack 

Great boughs and small branches 
descend this tongue of land, 
become packed in sand, 
upright, 
like altars set 
with stones in runic 
signs of sacrifice. 
Wooden effigies 
uprooted 
by the rise 

and fall 
of daily tides 
house silver insects 
mazing through rotted 
wood canals stripped bare 
by salt water and sea air 
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polished smooth and splinter free 
by the attack and retreat 
of white waves, building 
with each advance 
anew shore, 
tearing it down 
with each slow return, 
clambering crablike across 
bleached bark embedded in tide 
packed sand, reshaping 
the world of sand 
crabs and two 
white egrets 
on black 
legs, croaking 

and spearing 
white fish in a tideway 
bleeding red from a field 

of black grass. 
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Heidi A. Zinsmeister 

Rescue the Perishing 

My mother kidnapped Franz right before the rats came. 
I was at school, learning two plus two equals four and two 
plus three equals five, when she did it. I walked home, 
swinging my lunch box into my leg, thinking of chocolate 
kisses and whether I would be a skeleton or a pirate for 
Halloween. When I walked up the porch steps, my mother 
opened the front door. She stood behind the screen and 
stared at me. Her arms were crossed; she was wearing her 
flowered robe; she hadn't combed her hair. She stared 
down at me and I looked up at her. 

"Hello," she said, finally. "I have taken your Franz. 
You're a big boy now. Too big for that. I locked him up in 
the desk." She unfolded her arms and smiled at me. She 
turned and walked into the kitchen. 

I dropped my lunch box in the hall and ran into the study 
where my father's desk was. The bottom drawer was the 
only one that had a lock. I pulled on the handle, but the 
drawer wouldn't move. I pressed my mouth to the keyhole 
and whispered, "Oh, Franz. Franz. Franz. Uttle Franzie." 
I drew pictures on scraps of paper of trees and birds and the 
sun, to comfort Franz. I rolled the pieces of paper up tight 
and pushed them through the keyhole. I stayed by the desk 
until my mother called me to dinner. 

For dinner we had ham fried in a pan. It was black on the 
bottom and very salty. We ate it without speaking, our 
forks making angry scraping noises as they slid across our 
plates. 
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My father wasn't at dinner, he was on a trip. A few days 

before, my parents had walked back and forth across the 
hall all night long. Sometimes something would break and 
one of them would let out a long, "Ohhh." They spoke in 
tight whispers that grew into screams. My father would 
scream, ''Bitch, bitch, you," and pound his fist into the wall 
again and again. 'No, no, no, no, you, you are," my mother 
would yell pacing up and down the hall. When it got light 
the front door slammed. I heard the car starting outside as 
Franz and I fell asleep. 

The rats came just after Halloween. The sky turned gray; 
the ground hardened and froze. The rats were cold. They 
crept down off the embankment by the highway and into 
the cellar. We heard the dancing in the cellar, knocking over 
jars of preserves and boxes of nails. They slid through the 
air vents, and we heard the metallic dick of their little claws 
as they climbed through the walls past our heads. 

At night the sound of the rats became a hollow murmur-
ing that possessed the entire house. I asked my mother to 
let me sleep with Franz. I said it would be okay if he stayed 
inthedrawerduringtheday. 'No,"mymotherwouldsay. 
''You are six years old, a big boy." 

In bed I would listen to the sound of the rats running 
through the house. 'Things would crash to the floor some-
where downstairs. Sometimes I would hear a tiny squeal 
deep in the wall by my ear. 

One night I pulled on the knob of my mother's bedroom 
door, but she had locked it from within. I leaned my head 
against the door and listened to the gentle sound of her 
snoring. I walked to the head of the stairs and held on to the 
bannister. I lowered myself down one stair at a time. I 
walked carefully into my father's study, staying only on the 
very tips of my toes or the sides of my feet. I sat down in 
front of the desk. My mouth to the keyhole of the locked 
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drawer, I spoke to Franz while the rats whispered in the 
walls around us. When I awoke, I was in my bed. The sun 
was bright and yellow and came in streams through my 
open window. Downstairs my mother was frying eggs. 

We set traps for the rats, my mother and I. We baited 
them with bits of bacon rind and hid them about the cellar. 
''That will get the little bastards," my mother said, brushing 
the tips of her fingers together. But though the traps were 
sprung and the bacon was gone, there was never a rat in 
any trap. 

Soon rats became so numerous that we saw them in the 
daytime too. They climbed up the leafless winter trees in 
our yard. We watched their heavy gray bodies in the trees 
shaking the smallest branches and snapping all the little 
twigs. 

One Saturday my uncle visited us. He looked so much 
like my father that I remembered it had been a long time 
since my father had been home. He sat with my mother on 
the porch. He slung his arm around her shoulder and she 
leaned against him crying, losing her breath,finding it and 
crying again. He patted her shoulder. 

"Sorry," he said. "Sorry. So sorry." My uncle stroked 
my mother's hair. ''Has he been sending it," he asked. 

My mother nodded. "Every week," she said. 
He handed her some money. ''Extra," he said. '1n case." 

She folded the bills in her palms and cried some more. He 
kissed her hair while she cried. I stood behind the screen 
doorwatchingthem. Thatnightthephonerang. Ilayinbed 
listening to my mother's voice, sometimes high and angry, 
sometimes low and pleading. I listened for what seemed 
hours before I decided to go into the study. I stroked the 
desk drawer while my mother's voice rose and fell upstairs. 
The sound of the rats had gone on so long now that I only 
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heard them when I concentrated. 

My uncle came over the next Saturday and brought his 
pistol. We all sat on the porch and stared at the frozen yard. 
My mother and my uncle were drinking something out of 
a tall bottle. My mother laughed at everything my uncle 
said. My uncle slapped me hard on the back and offered me 
some of his drink. My mother laughed and pushed his hand 
away. ''Watch the yard," saidmymymother. We all turned 
to watch, and a rat creptoutof the cellar towards the garden. 
It walked over the dead tomato stalks, breaking them as it 
went. My uncle and mother stopped talking. My uncle 
picked up his pistol and took aim. The rat wandered about 
the yard unaware of what was happening. I jammed my 
fingers in my ears and my uncle shot the pistol. We all 
jumped at the noise. "Got him," said my uncle. The rat flew 
up into the air sending out a splash of red. Then it fell back 
to earth and lay there still and silent. My uncle slapped the 
back of my head and he and my mother started laughing 
again. 

I ran out into the yard to get the rat. It was long and its 
fur was a dead gray color. It had a curled pink tail. Its red 
and pink insides leaked out of a hole in its side. Its yellow 
teeth were gnashed together. Its feet were curled into tight 
little balls. I picked the rat up by the tail and held it over my 
head. Ibegan to turn and theheavyratbodyswungoutlike 
a red and gray banner above my head. Finally I let the rat 
go and it swung into the side of the embankment. I lay back 
on the ground and watched the sky and the trees making 
looping circles above me. 

When I got back to the porch my mother was sitting on 
the arm of my uncle's chair. My uncle had his hand on her 
leg. "Did you see?'' I asked. "Go wash your hands," said 
my mother. 

One day I came home from school and my mother 
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wasn't there. The front door was unlocked, so I opened it. 
I walked from room to room all through the house, calling 
my mother's name softly. I climbed the stairs and stood by 
the door of my mother's bedroom. I thought I would look 
for the key to the desk drawer, the key that would free my 
Franz. I pushed the door open. The green brocade bed-
spread was pushed off the bed onto the floor. The white 
sheets were wrinkled and the pillows were tossed about. 
Pairs of my mother's shoes lay about the room on their 
sides. Silky pink slips made a heap on her chair. The closet 
was open and I saw my mother's clothes hanging in soft 
rows. There were empty hangers where my father's clothes 
had hung. His old brown shoes lay in the comer of the 
closet. 

I walked over to my mother's vanity table. A soft white 
ruffle ran around the edge of it. I touched it, running my 
hand up and down. The cloth was so smooth and shiny that 
it felt wet. I climbed onto the white and gold chair. One of 
my uncle's ties was draped over the back of it. It was gray 
with wide red stripes. I looked at myself in the oval mirror 
that tilted out from the top of the dressing table. I crossed 
my eyes and stuck my tongue out. I pulled down the 
comers of my eyes and mouth. 

I looked down at the table, hoping to see the key. Little 
pots of pink and red blush were scattered across it. I picked 
upatinybrushwithabrownfurtipandranitacrossmyface 
and lips. A soft pink ball sat on a bowl of white powder. I 
picked up gold and black tubes of lipstick, opened them and 
twisted their bases, watching columns of red lipstick rise 
and fall. I opened the stoppers of the glass perfume bottles 
and smelled them. One bottle had a gold spray top and 
when I pressed it a puff of perfume came out, misting the 
mirror and scenting the air. My mother's brush was there. 
I pulled some strands of her brown hair off the bristles and 
twisted them around my fingers. 
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I found bright orange sticks on the table that looked like 

tongue depressors and felt like sandpaper. I found a tiny 
pair of gold scissors, pointed and sharp. I picked up a pair 
of tweezers and pinched my nose with them. My mother's 
jewelry box was open, spilling out green beads and gold 
chains. I was reaching my hand towards it when I heard the 
front door open. I stared at myself in the mirror, my mouth 
open in surprise, my hand still out, poised and guilty. 

''Hello," said my mother's voice downstairs. I slid off the 
chair, knocking my uncle's tie to the floor. I walked softly 
out of the room and stood at the top of the stairs. ''Hello," 
I called down. '1 brought you a present," said my mother. 
"Come and see." 

I walked downstairs and followed my mother into the 
kitchen. She carried a big cardboard box in her arms that 
said, '24 ens. Tomatoes', on the side. She placed the box on 
the floor and turned to me. Her navy blue coat hung open. 
Her hands and nose were red from the cold. She was wear-
ing her blue beret. She squatted down on the floor by the 
box and smiled at me. '1 have a present for you. This will 
be for Christmas, even though it's early. You'll like this 
even better than Franz." She opened the box and stepped 
back like a conjurer preparing for a trick. Two cats climbed 
out of the open box. One was black and one was grey. The 
stood by the box, looking around uncertainly. ''They're 
from Jane's cat, Biscuit, " said my mother. ''They were the 
last two left; they're practically grown. She was going to 
send them to the pound." She poured herself a brown drink 
from a tall bottle. ''That ought to really get those bastards, 
huh?" said my mother, dropping ice cubes in her drink. She 
got out two flowered bowls and set them on the counter. 
She filled one with milk and placed it on the floor by the 
cardboard box. She took a swallow of her drink and 
shivered, closing her eyes. When she opened them she was 
smiling, 
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I watched the cats as they drank. One sat while it drank 

and its tail made a graceful curve on the floor behind it. My 
mother opened a can of tuna. When the fishy smell came 
out of the can the cats left the milk and crossed the floor to 
where my mother stood. The walked around her, rubbing 
themselves against her legs and ankles. The black cat lifted 
two paws up towards the counter and pressed its body flat 
against the cabinet. ''Yes, baby," said my mother, looking 
down at it. "That's the male cat. His name's Vinegar Tom." 
She pointed her foot at the gray cat. "That's the female; 
she's called Tysey." 

The cat named Tysey had a white belly and long white 
whiskers that drooped down like a mustache. She had 
yellow eyes. Her ears were two furred triangles, like a bat's 
ears. 

My mother set the bowl of tuna down. I watched the cats 
eat it. They swallowed chunks of meat and made little 
snarling noises in the back of their throats. My mother and 
I watched them. She crunched an ice cube between her teeth 
and refilled her glass from the tall bottle. When the cats 
finished eating, both bowls looked as clean as if they had 
never been filled. 

'1sn'tthatbetterthanoldFranz?" asked my mother. The 
cats were lifting their paws to their mouths and licking 
them with long strokes. I reached my hand out towards the 
cat Tysey, to touch her head, but she took her claws and 
scraped them across the back of my hand. She looked at me 
and then went back to licking herself, curling her paw to 
reach her mouth. 

·"Damn," said my mother. I looked at my hand. Two 
lines ran across the back of it. First they were pink, and then 
they turned red. I was too surprised to cry. I stared at the 
beads of blood collecting on my skin. "Damn," said my 
mother again, clicking the ice cubes in her glass. I hit her 
hard with my hand and she dropped her glass on the floor. 
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The brown liquid made a little puddle. Bits of glass sprayed 
across the floor. My mother pressed her hand to her throat 
and looked at me. ''You witch," I screamed. ''You awful 
witch. Give me back my Franz." 

I ran upstairs into my bedroom, but she never followed 
me. I left the door open, but she never came in. I heard her 
downstairs sweeping up glass, humming to herself. I heard 
the freezer door open and the sound of ice cubes against 
glass. I fell asleep listening to my mother humming. 

I woke up in the night and heard a cat walking through 
the room. It jumped up onto my bed, walked across it, and 
jumped off again. The walls were full of the sound of 
running claws. Downstairs there was a loud series of 
screams as a rat met its death. 

When I walked into the study that morning the desk 
drawer was open, the key in the lock. It was empty except 
for the little pieces of paper I had shoved through the 
keyhole. My mother was not in the kitchen. Vinegar Tom 
satbythestove. Hestaredupatme. Thecardboardboxwas 
still on the floor. Tysey was asleep inside of it. She was 
curled into a tight ball. Her eyes were closed. Her paws 
twitched as she slept. 

I walked out onto the porch. A row of dead rats lay in 
front of the railing. Some were partially eaten and spilled 
their pink insides onto the porch boards. 

My mother in flowered robe sat in a chair next to them. 
She had Franz held tightly in one hand and a glass in the 
other. Her eyes had purple smudges beneath them. She 
looked out at the road. ''I am waiting for the garbage man," 
she said without turning around. 

I walked back inside. In the kitchen Tysey was still 
asleep in the cardboard box. I carried the box carefully into 
the study. I tipped Tysey into the open desk drawer and 
closed it quickly before she could jump out. Then I locked 
the drawer and dropped the key into my pocket. Tysey 
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began to meow. 

I walked back out onto the porch and stood behind my 
mother's chair. I reached up and touched the back of my 
mother's neck. "Mother," I said. "Let me have Franz back." 

"You are too old for this nonsense. You have to grow 
up," said my mother. She held Franz out by one leg and 
gave him a little shake. She took a sip of her drink and 
smiled tightly. 

''Mother," I said. "If you do not give me Franz, I will 
never let Tysey out of the desk drawer. I will swallow the 
key and you will never see it again. She will rot in there, 
mother." My mother turned to me with her mouth open. 
She grabbed at me, but I ran inside, slamming the screen 
door. I ran upstairs and into the bathroom. I locked the 
bathroom door. Then I sat on the edge of the tub and waited 
while my mother decided the matter for herself. 
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Marcia Gale Kester 

Canyon De Chelly 

My throat, dry strip of pavement 
mirage of small ponds 
rearview mirror spitting light 
from a sky cut by mountains 
the fort of suitcases piled in back 
Indian paint brush stroking crust 
of road looped like a bicycle tire 
June is brittle candy sticking to cracks 
in my hungry hand. 
I drive through Anasazi cliff dwellings 
that poke clay fingers out of dust 
kicked back from the station wagon 
beaten can bouncing past highway 
markers like an insult 
the wind echoes a Navajo song. 
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Mustered Out 

The photograph lies about his age 
World War 11 army fatigues baggy 
around the legs, a B-25 poking 
its nose from a hangar behind him. 
The German shepherd licks his hand 
for salt and company 
my father, squinting at the camera 
ashen light waxing his shoes 
shoulder bones like an iron fence 
the sky is a gray overcoat 
with clouds bulging at the seams. 

The bedroom clock rusty with boredom 
its dull heartbeat in my ear 
the tie hangs like a noodle above 
the briefcase with rusted locks 
for teeth. Spare change stacked 
in columns on the desk, its drawers 
filled with my fifth grade sketches-
magic butterflies and talking dogs. 
Outside he pulls weeds with spotted 
hands from patio cracks, his thoughts 
are dry wood splintering in the wind. 
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Ernie's Pyramid Room Diner 

All the regulars are there 
assembled like hungry pigeons 
at wobbly tables with chipped 
formica tops, walls papered 
in Dick Tracey cartoon strips 
plastic chair cushions torn 
like gaping mouths full of cotton 
stuffing held by peeling yellow tape 
the ching-ching from an old cash 
register with faded numbers 
steam from the grill rising 
in tendrils of gray hair. 
Conversations are disturbed by coffee 
cups clinking to fit their saucers 
when morning scrubs the window white 
orioles drift from telephone wires 
pieces of dark confetti 
bird songs unfold from spring's flute. 
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Woman At The Fruit Stand 

Mattie, on the corner of Eighth and Ash 
brown dough stomach bulging in damp 
polyester print. A bucket of mangos 
at fifty cents apiece 
her fingers are sticky sweet with juice. 
She smiles wide, teeth like piano keys 
laughter thick in molasses and ginger. 

At Holy Cross her chocolate 
skin melts warm on vanilla 
hospital sheets. The heart 
they say, won't hold her weight 
heavy with summer and saxophone blues. 
Outside, birds tear the hard 
white sky to shards of bone. 
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Heidi 

Midnight falls the same on every bar 
communion wafer moon 
dotting the i over a neon sign-
Stein Club, two drinks for the price of one. 
Happy Hour ends when the last quarter 
vibrates against jukebox slots 
static songs from an era of psychedelic posters 
"Remember that one?" her throaty laugh 
snagged on hooks of a cigarette cough 
girl from the Bronx 
her good time medicine a Long Island Tea. 

My elbows sticky from beer-glazed counter tops 
two more teas and I'm leaning against steamed windows 
of a Dodge Dart, snow falling soundlessly 
the man beside me snores, chest rattling deep 
his face an unfamiliar, pocked landscape 
I run with winter's dull roar in my ears 
Heidi, perched on a torn vinyl barstool 
mascara forming tired crescents under her eyes 
she clatters out on the tatooed arm 
of a truck driver, says the medicine worked. 
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Thirteen 

Daughter of a Missouri farmer 
the Midwest is too small 
for eager hearts at thirteen 
an indecisive age wedged 
between Barbie dolls and training bras 
she measures time in the bathroom mirror 
her face a white canvas 
painted with dimestore cosmetics 
faux pearls for Sunday school 
breasts flat as her father's cornfield 
she longs for a B cup and seniors 
who play varsity ball 
imagines a soft-petaled kiss 
something worth hiding in a diary 
fantasies induced by paperbacks and double 
features at the Main Street Theater 
her small world balanced on the axis 
of a Saturday night 
when the charcoal sky 
nets the dimming stars. 
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E. G. Burrows 

Trail's End 

Singly, never for long 
without animal cries, one coal 
guttering in the eye's firebox, freights 
stumble among 
drift and coastal rocks as if 
others overdue could be found 
stranded in a remote cove, 
breathing heavily on their sides. 

Few but still, 
like any of the endangered, dangerous, 
they are ghettoed 
to the earliest hours and fenced in, 
a lure for boys who ignore 
wardens and semaphores 
to stretch out a shy hand to feed them. 

The passes have been left behind 
with their wolves 
and the graves of Chinese, the plains 
in a bristle of stars, the stockyards 
of Kansas or Chicago. 
West, there is nothing more 
than a salty encumbrance and whales 
rocking in the riptide of uncertainty, 
blowing rust. 
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