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Kristin A. Bair 

Grace 

It begins like many things begin. Simply. It is early evening. 
Twilight. Just after the dinner hour. A man knocks on the 
door of a woman's house. She answers it. Invites him in. He 
accepts. Steps into her home. He is a salesman, offering vacu-
ums or encyclopedias or a monthly shipment of oranges direct 
from Florida. His specific business is unimportant. She settles 
on the sofa and watches politely as he unpacks his wares. Nods 
at appropriate pauses during the ensuing demonstration. He 
is proud of his product, showcasing each piece with a wave of 
his hand and a glowing endorsement, in much the same way a 
game show announcer highlights the prizes offered to the big 
winner. After he has finished, she declines to purchase any 
goods, but suggests a glass of cold tea. With lemon, she says, 
smiling. It is summertime. Muggy in this part of the country. 
The man's shirt is pasted to his back with sweat. His throat is 
parched from the fifteen-minute presentation. He accepts. The 
woman excuses herself. Rises. Disappears into what he imag-
ines, but cannot know for sure at this particular moment, is 
the kitchen. He hears sounds ... the slight suction as a refrig-
erator door is pulled open, the clinking of ice against glass, the 
tap of shoes on a tile floor. Kitchen sounds. Ones with which 
we are all familiar. While the woman is absent, he repacks his 
wares into their boxes or cases, somewhat disappointed in his 
failure to sway her decision. He sees all women as potential 
customers. It is his job to convince each one that she needs 
what he has to offer. He is not very good at it. If he 
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spent more time studying the habits of the women to 
whom he tried to sell things, he might have been more 
successful, and, he might have realized before it was too 
late that this woman, this potential customer, was not 
right in the head. He might have known as soon as she 
opened the door--perhaps by the cautious way she sur-
veyed the road behind him, assuring herself of its emp-
tiness, or the swiftness in her decision to invite him into 
her home, a decision most women ponder and debate, 
measuring and tabulating the salesman's trustworthiness, for a 
good ten minutes while he plies her with compliments on the 
stoop-- that he should tum, claiming a wrong address, and 
hurry back the way he'd come. But this man is more inter-
ested in selling than observing-- does not see the connection 
between the two-- so by the time he realizes he is in jeopardy, 
it is too late. 

* * * 

The fact that something begins simply does not ensure con-
tinued simplicity. 

When the woman returns, she hands the man the prom-
ised glass of cold tea. A mint sprig floats on top. The man 
smiles. His lips are thin and pale; they disappear into his face. 

This is the way his mother prepared cold tea for him as a 
child. A bit of ice, a sliver of lemon, a sprig of mint. He says 
thank you in a choked voice, thinking briefly of his mother's 
funeral two years before, then gulps the tea and swallows his 
sorrow with it. When the glass is empty, the woman takes it 
from him and sets it on a shelf behind her. She leans back into 
the sofa. Again, if the man possessed a keener eye, he might 
have taken note of the five identical glasses sitting on 
the same shelf with mint sprigs dried against their bot-
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toms. He might have noted an obvious lack of children-
- no toys scattered under the tables and chairs--or hus-
band-- no ties or mugs or crew socks lying about-which 
might have made him grow suspicious of the many glasses 
from which someone had had to drink. Not surpris-
ingly, he doesn't notice anything but the fact that al-
though tea is now out of the way and the woman is 
markedly less talkative, it still seems as if she doesn't want 
him to go. Something about the way she looks at him. Eyes 
long and endless, like a tunnel he once passed through during 
a sales conference in Pittsburgh, a tiny speck of light far away 
promising something delicious on the other side. So he stays. 
This habit of staying too long is the second characteristic which 
contributes to his professional failure. The man has never 
learned when or how to make an exit, even when a potential 
customer has already rejected his goods, albeit due to fman-
cial constraints or a lack of need for a particular item. The 
last thing the man wishes is for a woman to consider him rude-
- his mother taught him many things, most especially good 
manners, which includes never leaving directly after refresh-
ment and never standing first to depart when a woman is 
present. Sometimes the man sits with a woman for three hours 
talking about this or that, until it is much too late to attempt 
another sale in another home down the street. He would re-
turn to his apartment with the same number of blank pur-
chase orders he'd left with that very morning and always a 
more profound sense of doom. The bills he receives in the 
mail are piled on a small table next to his door, unpaid, and his 
checkbook he keeps locked in a rather ornate chest on his 
dresser. It has been this way for some time. A long time. 

As the man talks, he begins to feel somewhat numb, also a 
bit woozy. He might have described the sensation, had 
his lips not turned to rubber, as the feeling he imagined 
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and bit of panic at the moment just before blackout. He 
often thinks about drowning and almost daily considers 
careening his car off the bridge near his apartment into 
the river below. But the man is also a coward. He will 
never drown himself. Or for that matter, save himself. 

Just as he begins to notice a vibrating hum in his ears 
and a fuzziness at the edges of things that just minutes 
before had been sharp and quite clear, the man slumps 
to his right. His head strikes the arm of the chair. Not so 
hard as to draw blood, but hard enough to cause a con-
tusion. He is unconscious. 

The woman smiles. Stands. She runs a hand over the bald 
spot on the crown of his head, then drifts from the room like 
smoke. She is satisfied. 

* * * 

When the man awakens, he realizes that nothing will ever 
be the same again, that the stack of bills on the small table 
next to the door in his apartment will be discovered in a few 
days or a few weeks by his cousin, with whom he is somewhat 
close, or the authorities, who may be called in when he has 
missed a few consecutive check-ins at the office. Despite his 
continued failure to make sales, he visits the office regularly 
and his absence, though probably celebrated, would most defi-
nitely be noted. The man, naked now, is lying on his back in a 
roasting pot, tied up like a whole chicken, with butcher's string 
knotting his ankles and wrists to his thighs. It is not a com-
fortable position, but the blood has gone from his extremities 
so he doesn't feel much pain, merely a slight tingling 
from time to time. His head is propped on what he 
believes to be a pile of potatoes and carrots-- he recog-
nizes their scent--, and perhaps a few onions which have 
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already begun to soften. He is soaking in a savory broth 
that gives off the scent of fresh oregano and thyme, which 
he heard the woman chop just minutes before. He sur-
mises that she must be a decent cook. For two reasons: 
One, he considers fresh herbs a rarity, and Two, her 
knifework sounded swift and competent. He admires 
competency. He hears her moving about what he is 
now quite sure is the kitchen. She hums what sounds 
like a lullaby, something close to the melody sung to 
him as a child by his own mother. But most lullabies 
share a similar strain so he will never be sure. Every few 
minutes the woman stands over him with a deep-bellied 
ladle and bastes him with the broth as you would an 
eye-of-round or pork roast. The broth is not yet hot so 
the sensation is somewhat soothing, like an herbal bath, 
but she has checked the oven's temperature numerous 
times-- its door squeaks each time it is opened-- and he 
knows that once placed inside, it will not be long before 
the broth reaches the boiling point. He is not looking 
forward to this. He looks up at her each time she bastes 
him and finally notices that her features are slightly askew 
and her focus somewhat frayed. Her left arm is folded 
across her chest and the index finger of that hand taps 
the upper arm of the right over and over again without 
rhythm. If he had only noticed earlier, he might have 
avoided such calamity; he might have continued on down 
the street to Mrs. Tyler's home on the corner where he is 
absolutely positive he could have made a sale. Earlier 
that same week, he had stopped by for a quick introduc-
tion, promising a longer call in just a few days. Mrs. 
Tyler had been quite receptive, seemingly intrigued by 
what he had to offer. 

As he waits to be placed into the oven, which he can see if 
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he lifts his head over the lip of the roasting pot, he re-
members certain people and places he had long forgot-
ten, simple things like Mrs. Wicher, his second-grade 
teacher, who toted him across the playground over her 
shoulder in a mesh ball bag as punishment for biting a 
kindergartner on the cheek; and Scott Tewksbury, a be-
spectacled boy on his block who burned moths' wings 
by manipulating the sun's rays with a magnifying glass; 
and Missus Chin, the grocer who always added an extra treat 
to his sack, a cradle of pea pods or a bundle of green onions. 
He rounds these memories out in his mind as the woman car-
ries him to, then places him in the oven. She is gentle, careful 
not to splash any broth over the sides. He remembers his 
mother, who made him believe that if he were always kind, 
success in life would follow. He realizes she had lied. 

The man does not notice much about what happens next. 
The broth boils and the small glass window in the oven door 
becomes coated with beads of moisture so that the world be-
yond is blurred. He is hot and drowsy, as he often is after a 
long day on the road, making call after call, and he imagines a 
second glass of cold tea would hit the spot. His head sinks 
deeper into the softening pile of vegetables. It is actually quite 
comfortable. The man hears the woman check his progress 
one last time, the small creak of the oven door, but cannot 
open his eyes to look back at her. She smiles, pokes him in 
various soft spots with a long-tined fork. Feeling the begin-
ning of pain the way one might in a bad dream, the man in-
hales. Broth bubbles on his lips at the exhale. "Say grace," his 
mother says. 

"Grace." 

Editorial note: Our apologies to Kristin Bair for incorrectly laying out Grace 
when it was originally published in Permafrost, Vol . 22. 
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Mark H. Wiley 

Great Sand Dunes Nat'l Mon. #1 
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Jesse Lee Kercheval 

All The New Eyes We Wanted 

Tcx:lay in the garden 
with green chairs, 
humidity returned, 
a little cloudiness, 
after days so clear and blue, 
it hurt your eyes to see. 

I felt the day, 
soft as a sheet, the horizon 
a blur, the air dead still, 
and returned 
to thinking of myself 
and not the things around me. 

Even the birds were silent, 
as if resting 
from great flight. 
We are not always meant to see 
the whole world 
or all the stars at night. 
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Virgil Suarez 

Thank You Very Much 
for Leroy V Quinta11£l 

My father's friend, Reynaldo 
said that when he arrived 
in the United States from Cuba 
English sounded like barking, 
dog-mouthed words to his ears, 
so when he went to night school 
to learn a bit, he walked around 
saying: "Gracias, perro mocho." 
Thank you, tail-less dog, 
which he claimed sounded 
exactly like "Thank you very much." 
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Bob Vance 

Bridge 

I stand here like another man 
in front of his camera 
out on the dog-leg pier 
that barely escapes the ice. 
Late winter lights a span 

without words: too varied, 
too cold for language. Jumbled ice 
eases to aqua, crumbles to indigo and slips 
into a range of hues too lucid 
to pronounce with syllable or sound. 

We never ask names, don't even nod. 
We make our adjustments, shiver 
and wait 
for the light to be right, and recognize 
it may never make this world warm. 

We breathe into our hands, 
patient for the reach of those colors to bridge 
this ice plain from land to far 
and unseen land. 
It is all I have hoped for, 
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not that it can keep me warm 
but that, over this flat ice field of a world, 
my eyes can be filled 
by what there is to fill them: 
a range of hues that runs so far 
no camera can catch them, 
a place where the ice thins and ends, 
where there are strands, brilliant floes 
strewn across the cobalt blue 
before the last blood of a suspended sun. 
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Maria Grande-Conley 

IF I SAW DEATH SHE'D BE 

some skinny kid around 12 or 13, 
a girl with attitude sitting on the edge of the bed, 

biting her nails in between smoking a cigarette. 
Her mother's high-heeled shoes would dangle 

from her feet while she called up her lovers, 
yelled at them to get their ass on over. They'd do 

what she said- guys too old for her, loosening 
their ties, really sweating it-- women, soft-bellied, 

sore-breasted, sorry for everything. They'd all have 
that faint sweet liquor smell, and she'd dance 

with them out of pity. She'd be light enough to 
stand on their shoes, and they'd be lightheaded 

enough not to give a shit. Having a headache from 
her own voice, she'd rest her forehead on their chests, 

her bad lipstick leaving a stain. Tbe stupid bastards, 
she'd say under her breath, they don 't suspect a thing. 
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Elizabeth Hughes Wiley 

Hole 

My father lay on his side like a child 
and propped a palsied gun under his chin, 
the coy finger of a silent movie sweetheart. 
We walked in, two days later, afraid of what we'd see, 
and were surprised by the cool air and odd sweetness. 
The police had left the air conditioning on, 
and across his bed stretched a baking soda pool 
half an inch thick and tainted pink. 

We talked of rights, and money, and how it 
could happen, my brothers stags in spring, 
their pain making them jealous and resentful. 
As for me, I didn't cry - not over photographs, 
or mugs, and only barely over memory. 
He was not a good father, and his hollowness left 
a hollowness in his children they have tried so hard to fill. 
My brothers really only knew him later, don't remember 

Sunday drives , or dancing to Glenn Miller, or even, 
spankings with the belt. They don't remember 
how they came by their pain, it having grown, 
weed-like, in the barren soil of his absence. 
Stop: I have lied here. I did cry. "Look at this ," 
calls one brother, "His old piano tuner." 
He strides in, lifting it high like a torch, 
the grey marble handle, thick pewter head 
bent over at the top, its mouth open and dark. 
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John Hodges 

1\vins After Eating Chocolate 
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Lee Varon 

HARD CANDY IN THE DISASTER 
ZONE 

Mom gets pissed when she sees the picture of a woman being 
fucked by a dog on the computer. 
"That's so gross!" she yells. "I can't believe you're into that 
kind of shit." 

"No swearing, remember," I say. 
With this, Mom runs out of the room screaming, "He's 

drowning. My son is going to the dogs." 
I don't think she means to be funny. 
The next day, she calls this shrink dude we see at the health 

clinic. Ever since I was four and my Dad left, she's been drag-
ging me to one shrink after the next. A long time ago I told her 
it was a waste of her hard-earned money. 

Mom - her real name is Lani - is a nurse. She works with 
kids who have cancer. Why work all day, I ask her, and then 
throw your money down the drain on shrinks that tell you your 
son has a potential problem with drugs, alcohol and cybersex? 

"Remember when you were kids?" Mom chirps away. We're 
fmally beneath those long felt strips that whirl around and dry 
the car off. "You called this the Octi-Octipus." 

There we are. All heated up in the car, sweat dripping off 
the tip of my nose. Molly, who's only twelve, trying to get my 
attention in that annoying way she has - talking too much, 
snapping her gum, acting like she doesn't have enough room 
when I've given her the whole back seat. I'm squeezed in over 
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by the window with my headphones on. Trying to chill 
to Puff Daddy, and then she starts in that she has to go to 
the bathroom. You'd think she was three, for Christ sake. 

I just turn up my music and dose my eyes. I know I have to 
be cool and go along on these little adventures of Mom's for a 
few days so I can get my computer privileges back 

Molly and I are just about to suffocate and in the middle 
of all this Mom announces that Simon is coming to dinner 
tonight. Molly and I groan at the same time. About some things 
we agree perfectly. I should have known something was up 
when Mom decided to get the car washed. She never gets it 
washed unless there is an occasion. It explains why Mom's 
been on pins and needles all week. Anyone would be on edge 
waiting for Simon to arrive. 

Our home is a disaster zone and Simon's like the contain-
ment committee that comes in after to try to clean things up. 

"Why are you both groaning?" Mom wants to know. I can 
see her hands grip the steering wheel, and then splay out as if 
trying to release the tension in them. We both shrug and look 
out opposite windows. It's just that I thought Simon was his-
tory. And Mom could comfortably settle into her own pool of 
pain for a while with no interruption. After all, the whole time 
they've been together, Mom has had a permanent case ofPMS. 
I told her that, and she went ballistic; screamed that I was 
being inappropriate. When I reminded her to use her inside 
voice, she ran out of the house in tears. 

Mom's so upset about our reaction to Simon that she 
crashes on the brake as we leave the car wash and the guy 
behind her honks. Mom's a distracted driver- she creeps around 
at 25 on a 35-40 zone and 40-45 on the highway, but then at 
unpredictable moments she'll gun the engine and burn rubber. 
One of her old boyfriends used to say: Your Mom's never had 
an accident. Accidents just happen around her. 
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I get home from the car wash and crash. Seeing that 
shrink dude is exhausting. I mean you have to come up 
with all kinds of bullshit just to get out of the bullshit 
you're in. I oversleep for dinner and Mom screams at me 
and tells me I need an alarm clock for Alzheimer pa-
tients. 

Simon never shows up that night. I'm relieved. 
11 Don't be sad, 11 Molly says. 11Let's watch Wallace and 

Grornit. 11 She gets out the video and pops it in before I get a 
chance to vote for 11First Contact. 11 We eat Mom's attempt at 
gourmet cooking - mashed potatoes, peas, and steak - in front 
of the TV. Before the video is over, Mom goes upstairs and 
I'm left with Molly's inane attempts at conversation. Mom's 
average retreat after these fiascos is three days. She'll go to 
work but come straight home and go to her room. I know things 
have taken a turn back to normal when she comes down wear-
ing her green dress. It's this old thing she bought at a second-
hand store. I think it's her security blanket. 

Mom doesn't waste time after mourning Simon's no-show. She 
gets on the phone and calls a guy from a personal ad. SCM. 
Seeking my counterpart. Intelligent, meditative, accomplished, 
wise-beyond-his-years vegetarian, into voluntary simplicity 
movement. C stands for Christian. Mom's not religious but 
she ignores the parts that don't interest her in these ads. She's 
almost 6 feet tall and once she ended up with a midget. That 
wasn't as bad though as the guy who was a newly divorced 
postal worker and wrote that he was riding a wave of exuber-
ance. 

I tried to explain that anyone who advertised he was a 
postal worker was suspect, but that riding a wave of exuber-
ance with him would be suicidal. I'm only 16, so what do I 
know? She went out with Roy Perry for 6 months. He had 
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enough time to total her car. She would have forgiven 
him except that she didn't want Molly and me to end up 
without a college fund. 

The way I figure it, there are basically two kinds of 
people in life - the ones who take a piece of hard candy 
and let it dissolve slowly till there's only a sliver left, and 
the ones who put it in their mouth and bite into it, smash-
ing it to smithereens. Well, my Mom's a definite smasher. 

She goes out with this SCM, wise-beyond-his-years dude three 
times before she asks him to dinner. That's a record for Mom. 
One guy she had over on the first date. That was the night 
Molly got chicken pox and this guy had never had them be-
fore. "It's very dangerous for an adult, you can become ster-
ile," he kept saying and crossing his legs and moving further 
away from Mom on the couch. 

"Well, I don't have chicken pox," Mom said. "I'm not con-
tagious." Then they got in a big argument about whether Mom 
was contagious or not. Mom held her own on that one. I mean, 
she's a nurse, and she knows her stuff. But the guy was right 
too, since the way my sister simps around and leaves her half-
eaten food all over, the whole apartment had been exposed. 
She was picking her scabs too. Gross. 

Mom heard once - probably in that stupid Tough Love 
meeting she goes to where they all get up and chant at the end: 
Parents are people too! - that you shouldn't introduce your 
dates to your kids until you're serious. That never worked for 
Mom. I used to think she was just oblivious and didn't think 
about the consequences of bringing some poor, unsuspecting 
jerk into our disaster zone. But then one day I figured out the 
true reason Mom dragged these guys home is that she really 
likes being home and she really likes being with Molly and me. 
God knows why. But she'd much rather curl up on the couch 
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with a video or eat one of her burnt creations with us 
than go to the top of the Hub or out dancing. 

Well, she goes out with the wise-beyond-his-years guy three 
times and then announces Newt for dinner. (And I thought the 
only Newt was a politician.) Leave it to Mom to come up with 
Newton Hamley III. I mean let's face it, Newton Hamley is 
bad enough and then to be arrogant enough to add the III, like 
some tail up in the air. But this isn't even the worst part. Mom 
suddenly gets it into her head, after going out with Newt for 
two weeks, that the way we ate when she had Simon over that 
last time is what wrecked things. It wasn't cool. In fact it was 
crude, Mom says. "You were a bunch of slobs," she adds. 

Now, ever since I can remember, me and my sister and my 
Mom- we'd kind of wander into the kitchen and grab what-
ever was lying around. Mom's idea of cooking was to boil a 
couple of eggs and keep them in the fridge in this blue cracked 
bowl. Molly and me would go get one of these super omega-3 
eggs and mix up a strawberry milkshake and that was dinner. 
Sometimes Mom would cook, but it always burned; so eggs 
and milkshakes were the main course. 

Tonight, we get our grub, and we're in the 1V room off 
the kitchen, and I tum on "Unhappily Ever After," and we're 
all set to chow down when she starts in on this manners riff. 

"Later, Mom," I say. 
She's quiet for a while, and then she starts in about the 

program. "I wish they had good shows for kids," she says wist-
fully. "Like they did in my day," she adds. 

"You mean like 'The Howdy Doody Show'?" 
"Well, what's wrong with that?" she snaps. 
"I hear it was the first show for kids on 1V," I say. 
"So?" she says, all huffy. "It beats the garbage they 

have nowadays. 

25 



------------------Permafrost 

"Howdy Doody died," Mom says out of the blue, as if 
she's watching her whole life flash by. 

"You mean his boss died," I say. Howdy's a puppet. 
"I wonder if they buried them together," Mom goes on, 

getting tearier. I can see she's thinking of Buffalo Bob Smith 
lying there like a mummy in the pyramids with all his prized 
possessions around him- Summerfall, Dilly Dally, Chief 
Thunderbird, Trapper John, Flubadub and Howdy nestling in 
the crook of his arm. Nostalgically, Mom begins to sing It's 
time to say goodbye, goodbye/ till our next Show Time when 
we'll be with you again. 

"Okay, I know the song," I say. She watches as I crack my 
hard-boiled egg on the windowsill and Molly slurps her 
milkshake like Godzilla. Sometimes, Mom gets a little frantic 
over the fact that we're not getting any vegetables. And since 
this guy Newt is a vegetarian she's really on this trip. 

"What about the pickle in McDonald's hamburger?" I ask 
after she begins her new tirade. When she says nothing I belch. 

Mom hates that. 
"What about whipped cream?" Molly asks seriously. 
Mom balances a piece of egg on her tortilla chip. "You 

guys just want to get fat," she says. 
Well, the next week it gets worse. First of all, her driving 

changes. I mean I told you a little about Mom's driving, but 
you have to get the full picture. Mom drives like she's sitting 
in bed at night. On the one hand, she has her cell phone and 
nobody's better than Mom is at punching in those numbers 
while holding the steering wheel. Then she balances the phone 
as she chats with her friend Buffie. [Mom and Buffie, you see, 
they have this thing going on. One of us gets an earache and 
Mom's on the phone to Buffie or Mom meets a new guy 
and she and Buffie are good for at least an hour. I told 
Mom once, she should become a lesbian and go out 
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with Buffie, but she said it didn't work that way and to 
shut up. You're speaking out of turn, she'd said. As far as 
I can see she and my sister are the only ones who get 
turns around here.] 

I can tell how upset Mom is by the length of her and Buffie's 
calls. Before my little sister learned to play dress-up or dolls or 
house, she learned to play on her pretend phone. That's prob-
ably why I don't talk much. Well, like I'm telling you, in one 
hand Mom has her cell phone, and you're probably wondering 
what's in the other. Right? Mom eats. She eats popcorn, torti-
lla chips, a fish sandwich, whatever. Our car is a battle zone. 

Well, with wise guy coming, not only do we have to get the 
car cleaned again, but I can see Mom is into this decisive thing. 
Taking charge of the road. Instead of sitting there and eating a 
few more chips or calling another number before she takes off 
at a green light, she's into gunning the engine. The only thing 
is, she doesn't know when to let up. Let me tell you, it's really 
scary when she begins to lay rubber. Once she almost runs a 
bus off the road. But instead the bus ends up barreling along 
and Mom is forced across the yellow line and onto some grass 
on the opposite side of the street. We live in a city; you don't 
do things like that here. At least none of my friends were 
around to witness our car trying out for a suicide explosion 
mission. 

Mom starts cleaning up the kitchen and the TV room about 
a week before Newt is supposed to come. This is a bad sign. 
But it doesn't end here. I don't bother to remind her that cleaning 
up anything in our house a week before something is lunacy. It 
only takes 12 hours -half a day- to totally trash things again. 
One time we went away on vacation to New York City 
and some burglars broke into our apartment. Took the 
door right off its hinges. The cops came and wrote down 
that the place had been ransacked. Completely trashed, 
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one said. But actually, it was exactly like we left it except 
the TV was gone. 

It would be one thing if Mom just cleaned, but it doesn't 
end there. She calls this guy named Barry Bigelow. He has a 
business called Last Chance Delivery Service. I don't know 
about the delivery thing, but for Mom he does all the little 
odds and ends that need to be done around the house - the 
things Mom's always yelling I should be old enough to do. I tell 
her nobody ever taught me to do this crap and that gets her to 
shut up. She starts feeling sorry for me that my Dad left when 
I was four, and I never had a male role model, etc. Hee, hee. 
That's a good one. 

I like Barry Bigelow. He looks like John Lennon; he's al-
ways squinting behind his wire-rimmed glasses. He's kind of 
laid-back but inquisitive. Whenever Mom calls he's there, his 
long flyaway hair shot with gray, in his torn T-shirt and Con-
verse sneakers. An aging hippie. Mom calls him a guy who 
went nowhere in life. 

"Well," I say, "maybe that's good. You're into that Zen 
stuff, Mom. Wherever you go, there you are," I remind her. 

"That's not what it means," she says and sprinkles Ajax 
over the greasy toaster oven. "This is disgusting," she says, 
putting all her muscle power into the effort. "If you didn't 
cook so much meat, it wouldn't be like this. I don't want this 
place smelling like a slaughterhouse." 

Mom has Barry rearrange everything in the whole house. 
All the crap is piled into boxes so none of us knows where 
anything is. She almost puts Muffm, our dog, into a box. Then 
she hangs curtains with little wagon trains going nowhere 
on them. 

Morn and Molly plan what to have for dinner on the 
big night. Gee, I can't wait. We only have this one cook-
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book in the house. It's called Once Upon A Recipe, and 
it's actually something Mom bought for Molly. Molly is 
always cooking things from it, and likes to think of her-
self as a budding chef. Anyhow, Mom announces that 
it's perfect for Newt because it's mostly vegetarian. Mom 
and Molly agree on the first course - Family Robinson 
Salad, but they can't agree on the main course. It's a 
toss-up between Curiouser and Curiouser Casserole and 
Lost Boys Tofu Kabobs. Finally, they decide to have both. 
They do agree on Runaway Bunny Custard for dessert. 

Newt bounces in and yanks off his tie. He looks like someone 
who's swallowed too many potency pills. I notice right away 
that his eyes have that deer-caught-in-the-headlights look. 

Mom has rearranged the whole house for this guy and the 
only thing he says is: "A couch in the kitchen? That's a strange 
place for a couch." 

"Well, it's not really the kitchen," Mom laughs. "It's the 
TV room." 

"You could have fooled me," he says. 
Well, Newt figures I'm into sports, since isn't that what all 

guys my age are into, so he turns on the basketball game real 
loud and tries to talk over it and ask me what I think of the 
new draft picks. Like I said, I don't talk much. Finally, he gives 
up and watches the game, jumping up whenever the Celtics 
score, which is, annoyingly, about every two seconds. 

I can tell Mom is tense and things aren't going too well. 
She is frazzled in the kitchen. Molly tries to help and 
flutters around her. My sister always thinks she's being 
helpful and fucks things up. Mom isn't much of a cook, 
like I pointed out. 
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At last, things are ready and she asks us to turn off 
the TV and sit down. I decide not to give her a hard time 
and whine about turning off the TV or why we have to 
sit at the table when every other night we sit in front of 
the TV. l 1ve done things like that in the past, but Pm 
supposed to be mature now. 

Things are moving right along when Newt crunches into 
his Family Robinson Salad and finds one of Molly1s hairs. Molly 
has this bright red frizzy stuff for hair. I guess she takes after 
her dad, who I remember more than my own dad. He had frizzy 
hair like Albert Einstein, and I used to fmd it like electric ftla-
ments all over the bathroom. His name was Rusty. I guess it all 
fit together. 

11! think I found something, 11 Newt says, rolling his tongue 
around in his mouth, trying to get the hair out. 110h, a hair,11 he 
quips. As if he didn1t know it was a hair, the dumb cluck. Duh, 
what did he think it was, rosary beads or something? 

He slowly pulls the hair from his mouth. 
110h, my God, 11 Mom exclaims. 11How terrible. Pm so 

sorry. 11 She jumps up and whips the hair out of his hand and 
drops it down the sink. For some reason - probably nerves -
she turns on the garbage disposal. For a hair? I almost feel 
sorry for Molly as she turns about the color of a red pepper in 
our salad. Newt moves slightly back from the table. 

The next is the kabobs, Mom armounces to our upturned 
faces. Mom has marinated them but now she has to run out on 
the deck to cook them on the grill. She1s furious at me for not 
helping but what can I do, sit there and watch them cook? 
What good would that do anyhow? Molly is trying to 
make an inane attempt at her stupid conversation as Mom 
runs back and forth to the deck to baste the kabobs. 
Newt doesn1t budge an inch. 

11Do you have any children?11 Molly asks him. 
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"No," he says cheerfully- a little too cheerfully, I think. 
"I've never been married." Molly looks at him as if this is a 
great tragedy and I think she must be nuts. "Do you want chil-
dren someday?" Molly asks, kicking the rung of the chair irri-
tatingly. 

Just at that moment Mom runs in. "Molly, that's not ap-
propriate," she says. Mom pours some over-the-rainbow lem-
onade into Newt's glass and goes outside again. 

"Well," Molly persists as soon as Mom leaves, "do you?" 
"Well," he says and pauses. There is a long silence. He 

looks over at me, and I pretend to focus on the salt shaker 
shaped like a manatee. "I never really thought about it," he 
says fmally. 

"But don't you think you should by now? I mean, my Mom 
says you're nearly ftfty and that's pretty old." 

I laugh. 
"I guess you could say, kids never entered into the picture 

I had of my life. That's not to say someday .... 11 his voice trails 
off just as Mom stands at the door and announces, "They're 
ready. Can you kids come and help me bring them off the 
grill?" Everyone, including Newt, seems relieved to jump up 
and run out on the deck. We all cluster around the grill and 
gingerly Mom lays the sizzling kabobs on a plate that my sister 
insists on carrying in. She's so pushy. "Be careful," Mom says. 
We all head back to the table just like the Robinson Family or 
something and as she's about to clear the threshold of the 
sliding glass door, Molly trips and the kabobs splatter across 
into the kitchen floor, leaving a greasy trail. "Molly!" my 
Mom screams. "How could you do this to me?" 

Molly throws the plate - fortunately plastic - down 
and runs out of the house in tears. Muffin runs over and 
starts to eat furiously. "Get out. Get out of there," Mom 
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yells and turns to me. "Do something," she says through 
clenched teeth. 

"Like what?" I say. 
"Oh," she throws her hands up and I see she is about to 

cry. I kick the dog across the room, and try to pick up the rest 
of our dinner. "How can you kick Muffm?" Mom yells. If we 
still had our parrot it would be squawking by now and swear-
ing up a storm, what the fuck what the fuck motherfucker. 
Mom got rid of Charlie because he did things like that at em-
barrassing moments. 

"You wanted me to do something," I tell her, handing her 
the plate of mangled kabobs. 

"Not kick Muffin." 
Mom tries to wash off the kabobs and I can see her whole 

fantasy of us as the Swiss Family Robinson is dissolving as 
pieces of tofu slip down the drain. 

She goes to try to find Molly and leaves me at the table 
with Newt. Talk about boring. All the usual bullshit questions. 
"So what do you study in school?" he asks me as we listen to 
Molly's sobs coming from the front steps. 

"I don't go to school," I lie. 
I think what they call a pregnant pause begins and fmally 

ends when he asks, "What do you do? Everyone has to do 
something." 

"I'm in a drug and alcohol education program for minor 
offenders," I continue with my little charade. He takes a bite 
of tortilla chip and chews slowly. Must be that Zen thing about 
savoring every moment. 

I wish Molly would get over this hysteria. She gets all 
Mom's attention that way and I'm left watching this guy chew. 

Finally, he swallows with difficulty and says faintly, "That 
must be interesting." As if I just told him about a photography 
course or a science project or something. 
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"It's pretty boring most days. I have to go to teen AA 
meeting and everyone sits around and spills their guts 
out. Then at the end of the whole thing you're supposed 
to counsel other addicted teens.'' 

"Well," he says, "at least you can feel that you're help-
ing someone." 

Fortunately, Mom and Molly, her whole face puffy and red, 
appear at the door. "We're back," Mom chimes, stating the 
obvious. Another annoying habit of hers. 

Fortunately, we have our back-up main course, the 
Curiouser and Curiouser Casserole, which Mom takes out of 
the oven. We somehow get through dinner, but it sort of feels 
like we're on a sinking ship and all of us pretending it's only 
sprinkling. Molly counterbalances me by telling Newt about 
the violin lessons she's taking and the soccer team she's on. 
My sister is always bragging. 

"Tell me more about the voluntary simplicity movement 
you're involved in," Mom asks Newt, trying to cut Molly off. 

"Well," he wipes his chin but a few crumbs still remain 
and as he speaks they fall off one by one. "It's the idea that we 
don't need to live so lavishly with so many things." I look around 
our house at all the junk still cramming every comer. 

"I took ten bags to the Salvation Army after I went on a 
Christian retreat and came back with a new consciousness, 11 

Newt continues. Mom nods. "That's so important," she says. 
"The idea that we consume ninety percent of the world's re-
sources and yet we are such a small group of self-cen-
tered people." 

Mom's not making sense and I wonder if she knows 
it. Finally, the Runaway Custard wobbles before us. Newt 
hurriedly gulps it down, throwing Zen chewing to the 
wind. 
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"Do you want to watch a video we got at the store?" 
Mom asks as we get up from the table. 

"No, thanks. I need to get home and prepare for 
tomorrow1s big presentation at work." 

"Don1t you want some custard to take home?" Molly asks. 
"We can wrap it up for you." 

"Shhh, Molly," Mom has the sense to open the door and 
push Molly into the background. 

"Well, thanks for ... an experience." Newt raises his hand 
--half a wave, half a defensive block. 

It shouldn1t be much of a surprise when Newt doesn1t call. 
But as with each event, Mom takes it to heart and dives into a 
depression, which lasts three days. When she gets home from 
work, she heads right for her room. Then one day she comes 
downstairs. "Get off the computer! Do something for a 
change," she snaps at me. This is a good sign; she1s returning 
to normal. She calls Buffie and they talk for 2 hours. 

Sometimes, Mom gets these incredible strokes of genius. 
The next day she1s in the kitchen like nothing1s happened. Barry's 
there and she1s directing him to move everything back the way 
it was. I mean the old chaos. Our disaster zone. After it1s all 
over, she goes and gets a pan and starts to boil some water. 
She boils two dozen eggs. "Why so many?" I ask her. "Have 
you lost your mind?" Mom smiles and goes to put on her green 
dress. That old thing she bought at a second-hand store. I think 
it1s her security blanket. She puts it on whenever she1s 
trying to bolster her spirits. "Can you make your special 
strawberry shake?" she asks Molly, mussing up her hair. 

Well, I go out to get some Jolt and McDonald1s burgers 
and she doesn1t ask Barry to stay for dinner, he just kind of 
does. We1re all sitting there in the TV room laughing at this 
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stupid episode of "Unhappily Ever After." Barry with his 
flyaway hippie hair, Molly with her mustache of straw-
berry milkshake, me with my headphones down around 
my neck so I can hear the TV and I look over at Mom. 
The bunny that is Jack's alter-ego or imaginary friend or 
whatever you call those things - anyhow, Fluffy, the 
bunny, is telling Jack things aren't as bad as they seem 
and Jack makes some really sexist and stupid remark 
about how he wishes he was in bed with some young 
girl and Mom says, "That's terrible," but I'm watching her 
and I can see that she's happy. 
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Gary D. Jackson 

EVERY NOW AND THEN 
On receiving editorial advice on 3 prison poems 

Yes. I need to develop my writing skills. 
I could make the excuse that I live and write 
under atrocious conditions. But that 
doesnotchangeanydting.Igue~ 

I am just afraid. Mraid to hope, or dream, or 
believe. Mraid to want. In your letter 
you spoke of 11going deeper11 to 11where it 
hurts. 11 Of taking more risks. I don't know 
if I could survive it. My hold on life is 
tenuous, at best. My pain is buried out of 
necessity. I am a prisoner. Not allowed 
to express emotion other than anger. I am 
a man who tries not to 11feel 11 anything. 
Then you (a stranger), write, and tell me to avoid 
cliches, work harder, 11feel 11 more. That hurt me. 
It made me angry. Maybe it touched the truth I 
hide from; it was so easy to think, 11Who is this person 
with the European name, obviously educated, 
who thinks prisoners have computer access? 
I've been homeless and parendess since 14; 
I have an 8th grade education and aGED; 
I've been in jail or in prison for most of the decade; 
I have 58 months to go. I am watching my 30's 
(my 30's!) slip away. Who is this person of wealth, privilege, 
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parents, education, travel, to tell me that I need to work 
on my craft, go deeper, take risks, touch my pain?" 
I received a small grant from a foundation this past summer. 
I used it to submit my work to several hundred places. 
The response was underwhelming. Yes, maybe I need to develop 
my writing skills. Work a little harder. Dig a little deeper. Dare 
to hope, dare to believe 
every now and then. 
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Daniel Butterworth 

Bird-Eating Spider: First Love 

A man in Perthshire, Scotland 
keeps the largest one alive 
in a cricket-filled greenhouse 
with thousands of its leggy mates. 

But the biggest ever dropped in 
my fourth grade class: eleven inches 
toe-to-toe, bigger than a dinner plate, 
and soaking in formaldehyde. 

The man who brought it said 
he bartered for it in Bolivia 
with a man who planned 
to singe the hairs off and eat it-

a creamy center I'd rather forget. 
I don't know what he exchanged, 
but he left it for Mr. McDowell, 
who bribed us with a chance to rest 

the largest spider in the world 
on our desk's edge. Or not, 
depending, when it passed us, 
on how far back we would lean. 
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Shelley tipped back; her cinnamon 
hair lay before me. I prayed 
for Mr. McDowell to leave 
that spider on her desk forever. 
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SusanElbe 

Garden 

-after seeing a wall sculpture entitled Garden by Roland Martin 
Tweed Museum of Art, Duluth, Minnesota, 1998 

In a certain slant of light the tree 
is slender ropes of beads 
and the leaves around it on the floor 
a tiered skirt fallen from a young girl1s waist 

their picnic forgotten 

on her hips a boy1s hands crazy 
with such luck her white cotton bra 
and underpants done with 

like the peonies of late spring 

walking toward them in a new light 
I see the tree is shaped from chainsaw 
chains the skirt only leaves 
of jigsawed pine and cedar 

it is useless now 

even as I lean in they are leaving 
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he smells of sun and Old Spice 
she like Juicyfruit and green lake 
I hear their kisses 
the soft sucking sounds small fJSh in water 
for a moment they believe 
everything endures and for a moment 
in the brassy apple autumn light 

so dol 
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Jim Daniels 

apropos of nothing 

You'll missmeui:Jenflmgone, 
my son says. Fear's black stone 

clrop5. WhereareJVUgoing? 
He's only three. I don't know. 

Outside, a black line crosses 
the horizon--Dm'tgo anywhere 

without me, I say-a flimsy wire 
connecting houses. 

His thick brown hair sprouts 
unruly beneath my fmgers. 

I struggle to lift him, 
to wrap myself around his squirming. 

I'm goingfirst, I say. 
Youregoingto g;tbigger. 

Trees wave in the wind, 
firmly rooted here. 

Wave back, I tell him. 
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Brad Paris 

Water 
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Christopher Cokinos 

Capability 

My wife does not move in her pale sleep, so I slip carefully 
from beneath the comforter and walk to the living room, awake 
with history I read last night. Here, in light that falls across 
the table, is the book and an empty glass. Outside, a junco 
hops through the chain-link fence to peck at seed the conten-
tious fmches dropped. I tighten my robe. It is barely March. It 
is years ago. 

* 

A few people laughed, a few people cried. Most people 
were silent. I remembered the line from the Hindu scripture, 
the Bhagavad Gita: Vishnu is trying to persuade the Prince 
that he should do his duty and to impress him he takes on his 
multi-armed form and says, "Now I am become Death, the 
destroyer of worlds." I suppose we all thought that, one way 
or another. 

* 

This is the story I remember: 
As Oppenheimer heard the countdown crackle, as next he 

stood in light that they had conjured, as then he remembered 
what the gods said, Georgia Green listened to Bach, the 
Preludium in E Major, the notes full, clean and high in her 
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mind, her hands barely tapping her legs, fingers twitch-
ing to music her brother-in-law could not know she heard. 
Each week he took her from Socorro to music class in 
Albuquerque in the dark before dawn. Blind, she would 
ask if the sun was up yet. 

Fifty miles north of Trinity, the windshield warmed in an 
instant flash-white--she grabbed Joe's arm, the car skidded off 
Route 86, she screamed at the sound of the gravel, the car 
careening, she screamed at this first light she had ever seen. 

Then came thunder, the low roaring felt in the body. 
Later she held her hands before her eyes, but found only 

the familiar dark. 

* 

Technically, an historian once explained, what exploded in 
the New Mexico desert was not a bomb. No one was killed. 
There was no target. It was a "device." 

* 

I look again at the book, its pictures of men in khakis, of 
quonset huts in the desert. I stop at the photo of one fueball's 
opaque bubble as it hung detached, for a second, from any 
column of smoke or fire, suspended there in air like a giant 

·eyeball. I stare at photos of skin frothed in the subsequent 
heat of strategic flame. 

What is plainly here, beyond question, cannot change that, 
nor ensure tomorrow. But what is plainly here, this present, is 
also what the senses know: the motion of trees in wind, the 
smell of wind in trees, these twigs, mud below, seed husks, 
fences, a cardinal at the feeder, and the source-light: the sun, 
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which glitters the shingles of houses, the shimmers a 
kind of semaphore: There is always everything to be 
done. 

Because the sun glitters the shingles of houses, because 
the present recedes and looms endlessly before us, because 
the planes take off and land, take off and land and the keys 
still wait to be turned--and that end has become dangerously 
forgotten, even, imagine this, banal--and because the cardi-
nals will not quit their songs until they are all finally gone-and 
the things of this world bring us to love, or can--and because 
sunlight now wakes my wife and the strangers in other houses, 
I begin here, in this place, on this morning, the quiet tasks of 
the day and of resolve. Uneasy, I still can hope to relish a 
lifetime of such mornings. For this is always privilege and, 
sometimes, grace. 

But who can say? Who can say how the forms of persis-
tence abide and what, in silence, falls away? 

* 

In a flirn clip I saw once, Oppenheimer's face gleamed a 
white not like skin, not like sunlight. I wonder about this now 
and decide: It was a white, I believe, like seafoam, seafoam 
that subsides into dark waves beneath which a conning tower 
disappears as now, just now, someone brushes fmgers across 
your neck. 

So, in my mind, I begin the Preludium, the record my par-
ents had for years. 

I hear again its scratchy aspiration. 
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Mark H. Wiley 

Great Sand Dunes Nat'l Mon. #3 
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MarkTaksa 
Runner-up, Permafrost 2001 Chapbook Contest 

And The Deck Never Falls 

I consider possible roots of tardy rent. 
The tenant quit work because his mother 
crammed counterfeit cash into his hand 
when he was a boy. He returned from paying 
the landlord and the bald guy followed 
and the mother took him to her bed, 
refusing to sleep in the fumes of the taxis. 

They left the boy to be Captain Kidd 
sailing the toy on the carpet. There was no wind. 
The boy copied his mother and rolled the phony rent 
over the magic grass she kept in a candy can. 
Blowing on the sail, he was the storm that woke him 
when rain beat the spider in the window ... 

Now he rises from flowers my wife 
has asked me to bring to our gazebo 
in grass billowing like waves swallowing worry. 
I grip the scissors, fear the wolf in his eye, 
cannot smile into his growl. 

I see petunias in my wife's hands, 
recall her lifting champagne while she leaned 
on the deck rail. Carrying the Caribbean in her hair, 
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she sipped as if the deck would never fall. 
I want her here, sharing the debtor's cigarette 
and exhaling the desire to pay. 
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Orval Lund 

Swede Atop Everest 

When Swede achieved the summit, he knelt 
into icy gale, shivered, looked out 
over a cloud-world pricked by peaks. 
He had expected the sunshine, albeit thin, 
and wonderment akin to a sky of stars 
above desert, perhaps even some sense of God. 
But what he had seen and what he now saw strewn 
about him that he couldn't shake 
from his imagination was cotpses, utterly dead 
the way only coxpses can be, especially 
that one cotpse, in rags, fmgers clutching 
scree, eyes open, flat on its stomach, 
a tibia akimbo and a bent head, still flesh, 
which glowed like alabaster in its high death, 
but felt like a dessicated giant puffball. 
Yet Swede wanted to stay there, even though, 
when, like Adam reaching toward God 
on Michaelangelo's ceiling, he touched it, 
it chilled his fingertip. 
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Roger Pfingston 

SOMETHING TO DO 

On summer nights in the late Forties 
we caught June bugs for something 
to do. I always held the hard 
green shell while Mike or Charley 
tied string to one leg and drew it 
tight before the beetle crawled off 
the edge of my palm and flew up 
circling our heads under porch light 
or street lamp, its one note a tiny 
motor straining at a six-foot tether. 

If it freed itself it did so at the cost 
of a leg as it merged with the night 
in a nearby bush or clung to a back-
lit screen. Sometimes, usually by design, 
it found itself trailing string with us 
running after, placing ourselves 
where its ticklish tail would drag 
over our upturned faces and pull us 
grinning out of orbit while our 
mothers tried to save us, calling ... calling. 
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Lisa Rye 

KNOTS 

My eighth grade algebra teacher 
held the boys' attention between her legs 
beneath miniskirts wrapped in macrame belts. 
The comers of her black-lined eyes pointed upward, 
away from her bull's-eyes below. 

They rumored she had been a Playboy centerfold. 
From her candy pink lips 
she taught us to say, "the opposite of x," 
while our inner thighs sweated for the opposite sex. 
Our boiling pot of hormones was tempered 
by intense chicken scratches 
as we worked our way through algebraic equations. 

She was brainy and beautiful, yet caring, 
sharing her macrame skills with us girls when time allowed. 
Our nimble fmgers twisted and turned, 
wove colors over and under, 
into fashionable combinations of square knots 
to circle our bony hips. 

The next year she moved to California. 
Her husband was in the Air Force and the Vietnam War 
was still taking people away. 
Somehow, those knots made order out of chaos, 
helped us focus, keep our cool 
during such heated times. 
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Brad Paris 

Mom Holding Fish Head 
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George Staehle 

PUSHED OUT 

When I was five years old 
my mother sent me out 
to play in the snow. 

"I'm cold. 
Can I come in now?" 

"Not yet," she said. 
"You have to stay out a little longer. " 

She is one-hundred years old. 
I had to put her 
into a convalescent hospital. 

"What day is it? 
Can I go home now?" 

"Not yet," I say. 
"You have to stay here a little longer." 
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Ed Lynskey 

Towhead 

One August, already ages ago, his cling-stones annealing 
to their derelict rot, Old Man Williams split us into pairs: 
a runtish towhead, radio to her ear, played in my shadow. 

I ran a walk-behind sicklebar mower chewing joe-pye weed, 
the hot noon sun inextinguishable. Doing dog labor for two, 
my sidelong glance tripped down the front of her dizzy top. 

Her name was Shiloh as on the battlefield; her lucky number, 
seven; her power sport, baton twirling. Feigning a kiss, she 
snatched those aviator goggles from my crown, her red Keds 

skittering up sly bamboo ladders, rappelling with a tarantula's 
zen, lowering pails to a jeep, our harvest skunking the lesser 
pickers to fill the refrigerated sea-tainers daubed Marinegreen. 

Shiloh was mine, I resolved, unless her boyfriend could deck 
Frank Zane -- in which case, I'd clam up. "Ok, how's a guy 
to win your heart?" "Only through wooing me," she blinked. 

Inside the Old Man's garaged Mercury, tuned to jazz, nudging 
me down to her, tightly clasping, splayed flat out nose-to-nose. 
Then-- don't ask me why-- nothing until her mother drove up. 
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Mark Vinz 

Postcards from Fairbanks 
For Oro and Yukon john 

1. Ratlander 

Thanks to overbooking and delays 
I flew a masquerader--first class seat 
with never-empty glass, surrounded by 
lawyers and lobbyists, and next to me 
a reader of legal briefs on snow machines, 
heading off to battle Natives in some 
wide spot on the Bering Sea. The talk 
today is dinner with the governor, 
exploration, prices and new pipelines--
the true Wild West, one of them says, 
only this time we can't let it get away. 
Face to the window, I watch for lights, 
the mountains I know must be out there, 
rising up to meet us in the dark. 

2. A Litany for the End of the Road 

It's hard to imagine a place this immense--
just beyond the next ridge and the next, 
beyond the isolated cabins listing 
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on their stilts above the permafrost, 
beyond the yelps of sled dogs 
dancing against their leashes, 
beyond all trails and tracks and traces ... 
Just above zero today, warmer than usual 
at Chena Hot Springs, where the road ends, 
where we sit outside, heads bobbing above 
the steaming water, listening to hunter stories, 
musher stories, homesteader stories, and 
always the hint of a solitude too vast to bear, 
in this mist that frosts the trees and cars 
and cabins, covering everything in its path. 

3. Bagging a Moose 

We've been looking for one all day-
eyes at the car windows searching 
every frozen creek bed, every clear spot 
in the line of trees--listening to stories 
about surprising one in the backyard 
or out along some narrow hiking path, 
and then, suddenly, he stands beside 
the road, stripping branches, not even 
moving his head as we shoot past. 

Perhaps we should have stopped and 
doubled back to see how big he really was-
but no matter. Like the fish that lurk in 
languid circles just beneath the ice of dreams, 
he'll keep on growing. And how about 
those tire-destroying roads, like the one 
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up to the Arctic Circle, not all that far 
from here, where we just might have to go 
someday-when we return, loaded for bear. 
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J. W.M. Morgan 

LEAPER 

THE MORNING AFTER: 
At the grinding sound of the recycling truck, Whitford 

threw his legs over the side of his bed and got out. The house 
was cool. The sun was barely up. Whitford was feeling all 
right, dear-headed and steadier than usual. He pulled on at-
shirt and his sweatpants and tiptoed to the kitchen. He was 
hoping for a perfectly normal day. 

The milk carton was still out on the table from the 
night before. He poured himself a glass. He had to 
maneuver his chair to get a clear space for his legs. A 
bar of sunlight struck his pants below the knee. He took 
a cool swallow of milk before he acknowledged to him-
self that his wish had not come true. Everything was as 
it had been the night before. His mother still lay sprawled 
on the kitchen floor under the table. She was in her 
short nighty, her perfect, pink face pressed against the 
precious Mexican tile she had chosen with such care. A 
pool of red surrounded her thigh. 

She lay on her side, her arms drawn up before her face, her 
hands open and useless. A wide dribble of eyeliner marked 
her cheek. For decency's sake, he tugged the frilled hem of 
her nightgown down. Her skin felt like paper against his fm-
gers. 

He went out onto the patio into direct sunlight. He 
traced the shape of his face with his fingers. He was 
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0. K. He was home. Dozens of orange California Pop-
pies bobbed over the scraggly grass in the yard, just like 
before. This was a regular Friday morning, recycling 
day, same as any week. He would keep his mind on 
outside things, the sunlight and the beauty of the world. 
That way he could postpone asking himself how and 
why he had allowed his mother bleed to death on the 
kitchen floor. 

* * * * * 

THREE WEEKS EARLIER: 
Whitford checked again the oil smear in the driveway. His 

mother, Marian, had just gone off on another date with Patrick, 
the fake cowboy. Whitford took a dog treat from the bag in 
his pocket and ate it. He finally had the little house com-
pletely to himself again. What a relief! He closed all the 
shades, turned off the ringer on the phone and ate an-
other dog treat. He raised the living room thermostat to 
seventy-eight degrees. If he was lucky, his mother would 
spend the night at Patrick's place. She'd done it before. 

Now, he could drop the phoney, teenage-boy act No more 
of that exhausting books and study bull. No more pretending 
he cared about current events for Social Studies or the War-
riors or the A's to try to impress the other guys at school. He 
noticed his foot tapping hard. He snapped the end off an-
other dog treat and ate it, then began peeling off his socks. 

There was one human being he would like to have with 
him, olive-skinned Sarah from sixth-period study hall. Sarah's 
dusky beauty crowded his mind for a moment but with her 
came so much sadness that he recoiled. Dreams like that were 
worse than useless, just ways to torment himself even more. 

60 



______________________________________ Permafrost 

No, Whitford was better off by himself, with no one 
around to interfere. 

He sat on the floor and ran his index finger between 
his toes, one after another. His bare skin felt good against 
his finger. He unbuttoned his shirt and brushed his fin-
gers over the smooth skin on his breastbone. He was 
sorry there wasn't more hair there but that still might 
come. On his hands and knees, he went to the window 
again and looked out at the oil stains on the driveway. 
The main oil stain was in the shape of Alaska, the state 
where his father was said to be. Whitford pressed his 
nose to the cool glass. Darkness was falling. Whitford's 
limbs tingled. He felt large. 

"Woof," he said. He said it again, louder. "Woof. Woof." 

* * * * * 

Whitford used his boy's abilities to pull a stew bone 
from the pot in the refrigerator and drop it on the kitchen 
floor. He got back down on his knees and nosed the greasy 
stew bone around the linoleum. He made exaggerated 
slurping and smacking noises as he nosed the big beef 
bone. He wasn't completely natural as a dog yet. He was 
still awkward and sometimes crude. But he was getting 
better at dogginess all the time. 

Whitford sneezed, dog-style. Snot flew where it flew 
and why worry about it? Dog-sneeze was eight times lustier 
than a boy's and much more satisfying. A dog did not 
pretend he wasn't sneezing. He just went ahead and 
sneezed! Whitford sneezed again, this time even more freely. 

He circled his bedroom rug three times before lying 
down. He slept curled up on one side. Dogginess was 
doing him a lot of good. The doggier he acted the warmer 
and safer he felt. 
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* * • * * 

Marian tipped her head left, right, brought one eye-
brow close to the mirror. She had many good angles. 
She was a full-lipped, full-cheeked Mediterranean I Ameri-
can beauty with a "naturally tanned" tone. Ordinary-
looking women envied her native prettiness and some-
times squirmed noticeably in her presence. Too bad for 
them! Men were always stealing glances at Marian. This 
brought her great pleasure. Some days, she kept a run-
ning count of the heads she managed to turn and wrote 
the number in her diary. The count was still on the 
upswing. 

Marian opened her robe and exposed her pale, pleas-
ing breasts. Her breasts were slightly small and com-
pletely free of freckle or mole. They were well-shaped 
with just a modest bulge around the bottom, a comfort-
able abundance of soft and lovely flesh . Her nipples, in 
particular, were pleasing to look at, nearly round and a 
moderate peach color. Many young women were anx-
ious or concerned about their breasts but not Marian. 
She was happy with the appearance of her body. Her 
confidence in the beauty of her figure showed in her 
proud "on-display" walk and her crisp manner of deal-
ing with strangers, especially males. 

She lifted her right breast and admired it. When Whitford 
was tiny, she had avoided suckling him for fear of stretch marks 
and sagging. Now, she had her reward, she was twenty-nine 
and unblemished. She had never been more attractive. 

Marian redid her eye makeup with more emphasis on the 
lower lids, more purple shadow than blue above. Her eye liner 
was onyx, her mascara, very black. Her artistry would be re-
warded all day long by turning heads and the secret, tiny 
smiles of male strangers. 
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A thud came from the kitchen. Whitford. What could 
he be up to now? 

Marian pulled on a soft beauty blindfold and tied the 
bow behind her head. The blindfold was filled with 
barley husks and was gently perfumed, like a sachet. 
She put her feet up on the hassock to rest her shins. 

* * * * * 

Whitford came to Marian's side and sat on the carpet be-
side her chair. He thumped his hand on the floor like a tail. 
Marian was watching a figure-skating couple on TV. She 
glanced his way and a slight hint of a smile passed over 
her features. She stroked Whitford's neck and murmured, 
"There, there, there. " 

Her smell and her touch reminded him of something pre-
cious that had happened long ago. She had held him when he 
was tiny. She had touched every part of his body. She'd 
hugged him and kissed his face and cooed at him. They 
had pressed foreheads. The memory was dim and glori-
ous. As it had receded in time, it had grown more color-
ful and fragrant, like a hothouse orchid that had bloomed, 
then shriveled and died long ago. 

The skating man raised his partner high overhead, then 
brought her down until one of her skates hit the ice. He held 
one of the woman's arms and one of her feet for a long, de-
scending spiral. 

"Isn't that beautiful?" Marian said. 
Whitford grunted. He was seeing the television im-

age as flashing, colored light accompanied by unpleas-
ant jabber. Why did his mother stare at that hour after 
hour? 
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He pressed his chin into her leg. She was warm. 
Forgetting himself for a second, he pressed harder against 
his mother's leg with his chin. Marian stiffened and 
shoved his shoulder. He backed off but it was too late. 
She spun her legs away from him and out of reach. 

The news came on. The screen showed Robert Bladner, a 
man who was going to be gassed in the gas chamber at San 
Quentin early the next morning. Marian made a slight gasp 
and covered the "0" of her mouth with her small hand. She 
thought Robert Bladner had cute hair. 

The phone rang. Patrick. 
"Tonight?" she said into the phone. "Sure. Listen, sorry I 

was such a bitch earlier. " 
Whitford snorted. 

* * * * * 

Whitford bought himself a black, leather collar with 
shiny studs and wore it openly at school. Nobody both-
ered him about this. Orange hair-streaks and studded 
leather were in fashion and everybody figured Whitford 
was turning into a bit of a punk. He wasn't though. He 
was on a different trip completely. He was slipping right 
out of the human species and into the dog. What spe-
cies of dog was he becoming? No species. A new one: 
boy-dog. He gave himself a dog-name, Leaper. He used 
the name as a mantra, chanting softly to comfort himself 
when he got the chilly creeps which happened all the 
time: "Leaper. Leaper. Leaper. Leaper!" 

* * * * * 
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The morning of the last day of school, Marian wore a 
sleek, black tank top with large, silver, Mercury-wing 
earrings and mustard yellow shorts. She had hennaed 
her hair the night before and she was stunning and she 
knew it. After she dropped Whitford off, she double-
parked and ran after him with his lunch sack which he'd 
forgotten on the front seat. 

While she walked back to the car, even Whitford himself 
couldn't help watching the snap of her beautiful legs and hips. 
Pete Wielder made sucking and gagging noises. 

111 saw her snatch hair," Pete said. "Just now. Like a 
hairball hanging down under her shorts." Pete waggled his hand 
in front of his fly. "She does that on purpose. She loves mak-
ing us crazy. You can see it in her eyes, how she gets off 
on it. 11 

"Scumbucket, 11 Whitford said. He shoved Pete's arm. He 
wasn't really that mad though. Fighting Pete over this would 
be a total waste. All summer long, all over Lafayette, Califor-
nia, the guys would be imagining Whitford's mother while 
they tugged it. There was nothing Whitford could do to 
stop this. He might even do it himself. 

* * * * * 

Marian and Patrick entered a progressive dance competi-
tion and went out together night after night after night. Usu-
ally, they went to Patrick's place afterwards and Whitford 
wouldn't see his mother until mid-morning the follow-
ing day or, on her work days, not until dinner time. 

Woof. Woof. 

* * * * * 
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Leaper got drunk on the smell of Marian's purple 
mules. He tossed the beat-up slippers about her bed-
room with his teeth. He chewed the thick heels until the 
purple parted and his teeth went in deep. What he was 
after remained far out of reach. All he got was a mouth-
ful of loose threads. The mules would not release his 
heart's desire. He threw the slippers against her closet 
wall. 

Leaper thumped across the kitchen linoleum and rose up 
and pawed the back door. This was just another doggy thing 
to do and his dog brain hadn't really expected the door to open. 
When the cool air hit his face, he hesitated only a moment, 
then charged across the patio to the wet, green grass. This was 
his first time outside the house ever and it felt great! The 
air was so fresh! His hands and shins felt good in the 
soft lawn. This was easy. And fun! 

Leaper ran right into the abandoned bam at the back of 
the yard and rolled on the floor, something he had always meant 
to do. A rich aroma rose from the disturbed leaves and soil. 
He turned upright and burrowed, snout first , into the 
leaves, stirring up the precious odor of fungus and an-
cient cow flops. 

Leaper took off up the drainage ditch at the back of the 
lot. Keeping his hands down as paws still took concentration, 
especially in mud or when he hit a sharp rock. But Leaper 
loved the feel of the breeze against his face and neck and his 
naked loins. He yipped joyfully. 

A quarter mile on, he heard voices and hid. There 
was a famous lean-to here, lined with the gray stuffing 
of an old sleeping bag. Kids told stories of things that 
had happened in the lean-to but who knew what to be-
lieve? 

Leaper definitely heard voices from the lean-to. He 
saw a girl's leg, a very ample, unclothed leg. He spotted 
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a boy's head of greasy black hair. Then, he heard the 
girl laughing. The girl was Sarah and the boy with her 
was Pete Wielder. 

* * * * 

Leaper crouched bare-belly on all fours underneath his bed. 
His heart thwacked hard against his ribs. Marian and Patrick 
were laughing out in the driveway, home unexpectedly. They 
were coming in the front door. 

Patrick's pointy-toed, alligator-skin cowboy boots passed 
by Leaper's bedroom door. The refrigerator sighed open. 

"Honey," Patrick called a moment later from the kitchen. 
"Your dog has shit all over the kitchen floor." 

"My what?" 
She followed Patrick to the kitchen. 
"Your dog," Patrick said. "Look at this mess." 
Marian looked at the soiled kitchen floor for quite a while 

before she had any inkling of what had happened. Even then, 
she didn't want to accept it. There was no choice, really. 
The evidence was undeniable. 

"You'd better leave," she said to Patrick 
"Why?" 
'1ust go," she said. "I've got a problem to deal with." 
"But Mary, it's just a little poop. I was all set for a ... a 

pleasant evening together." 
"Out!" she said. She kissed his cheek and patted his 

shoulder. "I'll call you." 
"OK," Patrick said, his voice laden with doubts. "OK, 

whatever you say." 
In a minute, he was gone. 

• * * • * 
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"You idiot!" Marian shrieked. She slapped him with 
the bristles of the broom. Leaper lay on his side on the 
floor, underneath his bed. He raised one leg to expose 
his pink belly. "What the hell is wrong with you?" She 
poked him with the bristles. "Get your damn clothes 
on." 

Leaper mewled. 
Now!" Marian said. "Freak!" 
Whitford rolled upright. He stepped into his underwear 

and jeans. 
They had their discussion at the kitchen table. She had 

noticed he was acting weird for some time, Marian said. She'd 
figured he was going through a stage and would have the sense 
to straighten himself out but, obviously, she'd been sadly 
mistaken. She had given him too much credit. He was 
a big disappointment. He'd always been a smart boy so 
how come he was acting so dumb? Didn't he realize 
how she had trusted him and he had let her down? What 
did he think he was accomplishing? 

When the lecture ended, Marian crossed her arms 
beneath her breasts. 

"Do you have anything to say for yourself?" she asked. 
Whitford didn't. 
"Hi," she said, huskily. She dragged her fmgers through 

the dark curls at her ear and gave him a soft-lipped, slightly 
cockeyed, come-hither smile, like a lonely drunk who's given 
up being choosey and who'll flirt with anyone who wan-
ders into range. Whitford wished he could feel sorry for 
her and love her with his whole heart but he was too far 
gone. His stomach gurgled. He had a sudden, intense 
desire to eat raw meat. 

She smiled at him again. His heart jumped. This was 
beyond crazy. 
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"Want some milk?" she asked. She was offering him 
whiskey in warm milk. 

He shook his head no to the offer of whiskey. She 
nodded and poured more into her own glass. She leaned 
far forward and held her hair aside from the back of her 
lovely neck. 

"Would you?" Marian asked. She offered him a bottle 
of massage oil. She was asking for a service he had 
provided many times in the past. He dripped oil onto 
each of his thumbs. He stood behind her chair and 
settled his fingers into the hollows beside her neck. He 
began to rub his thumbs in small ovals against her taut 
muscles. 

"Aahhhn, thank you," she said. She dropped her head 
forward. "You're a good boy," she murmured. "That feels so 
good." She lay forward and spread her arms on the table. Her 
body softened under his touch. This could go a long way. 
When he was eight or nine, they might have spent hours to-
gether like this, Whitford providing gentle, attentive ser-
vice tailored to her evolving wishes. 

Sudden pain made him lift his hands away from Marian's 
neck. 

"Something wrong?" she asked. She swivelled her head 
about and looked up at him. "Why'd you stop? I was just 
getting into it." She sat up. "Whitford?" 

He gazed at his palms. He steadied himself with one 
hand against the refrigerator. 

"What is with you?" she asked. "You were doing fme." 
He smelled cold, wet, leaves and damp fur. He yelped, 

faintly. 
Marian jumped to her feet. She was angry and ready 

to heap scorn upon him. As she came toward him, her 
hand swept her whiskey glass from the table. The glass 
smashed on the linoleum, spattering milk and whiskey 
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and shards all over their ankles and feet. 
"Dammit," she said, looking down at the mess. Her 

bare shins were dotted with milk. "Ouch." 
A halo of red was forming on the white tiles around her 

bare foot. She lifted the foot to inspect the cut. When she put 
her other foot down she cut it, too. 

She hopped, cutting up the soles of her feet more. She 
reached toward Leaper with both arms, as though she expected 
him to lift her over the broken glass. 

Leaper did not take his eyes from the red spread.irig across 
the white at his mother's feet. 

She took another step toward him. Her heel skidded 
in the milk and blood and she fell backward. Her head 
struck the corner of the table. She sprawled on her back 
and side on the wet floor. She landed on the broken 
base of the glass which dug deep into her thigh and 
severed a vein. 

* * * * * 

Leaper lay on his belly in the tall, crackly grass behind 
Sarah's house. His nose twitched. His dream tail flicked slowly 
side-to-side. Sarah was pinching beetles from the folds of the 
red and pink roses in her front yard and tossing their iridescent 
shells to the ground with a practiced wrist -flick. Her 
brother was away at overnight camp in the Sierras for 
the whole month of July. Her mother was at the YWCA 
swimming pool this morning. Whitford could see Sarah's 
father in the house, eating breakfast in the kitchen. 

Sarah picked up her silver trowel and bent forward 
to augur out a weed. She was gardening in jeans and a 
deep-blue bikini top. She was a plump girl with skin just 
darker than a paper grocery bag. Whitford was crazy 
with desire for Sarah. He would die to have her sweep 
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him up in her arms and smooch his cool nose. He'd 
love to rub hips with Sarah, to crash into her and tumble 
on the dirt while they growled and nipped each other. 
She'd let him breathe on her hair and lick her cheeks. 
She'd be very strong, heavier than he was and solid and 
certain in everything she wanted and did. 

He lay nearly motionless as his mind crackled and 
glowed with ecstatic dreams of surrender and bliss. Sa-
rah would coo to him and hold him. She would make 
his world safe and certain. For a little while, even 
dogginess was too grounded and confining and he be-
came an airier and freer creature, a winged love-angel, a 
hummingbird of sweet devotion flying to Sarah's side. 

The front door swung open and Sarah's father came out of 
the house. He was pear-shaped and double-chinned, a low-
ranking executive at Clorox Corporation who looked worried 
even when he smiled which he did a lot, especially when 
he was around Sarah. She stood and wiped her sweaty 
brow with the back of her gloved hand, raising her trowel 
high and spreading a brown smear across her forehead. 
Her father spoke to her. She laughed, showing her glo-
rious teeth. 

Sarah's father went into the garage. A minute later, 
he hurtled out atop his silver and green motorcycle and 
disappeared down the road, wrapped in the bike's reas-
suring roar. 

Sarah rinsed her tools and her hands at the backyard 
spigot and went into the house. Soon, Leaper heard the 
sound of water beating against tiles. Silver mist rose 
from the window of the upstairs bathroom. 

Leaper climbed in a kitchen window. He dropped · 
into the large, old-fashioned, enamel kitchen sink and 
sat there for some time. As a baby, he'd often had his 
baths in a big sink similar to this one. The memory was 
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pleasant and he was briefly lost in it. He touched the 
taps and considered recreating that baby scene but 
thought better of it. He began exploring around the 
sink. The counters were covered with pale green lino-
leum with numerous, brown knife cuts. 

The shower stopped. Upstairs, a music box plunked 
a simple tune. 

How gently could he move? How quietly? He was a 
feather. He was a breeze. He floated up the main stair-
case. Sarah's bedroom door stood open. From within, 
came a golden glow and faint music. He halted in the 
door frame, dizzied by the smell of lavender. 

Sarah sat on the bed, fresh from the shower, attend-
ing to herself. A cranberry-colored robe lay open around 
her body. Her beauty swept all thought from his mind. 

"Whitford!" she whispered. Sarah pulled the robe 
closed around herself. "My God, what happened to your 
clothes?" 

He stood up on his legs like a boy and realized his 
nakedness. 

"You've got a wicked mosquito bite there," she said. 
She touched her own back side. 

He looked at the large, swelling welt on his rear. He 
was entranced and did not feel the itch. 

Sarah opened a bureau drawer and pulled out a t-
shirt and some gray sweatpants which she tossed toward 
Leaper. 

"Try these," she said. 
He stepped into the pants. 
"OK," she said, crossing her arms over her ribs. "What 

happened?" 
Her question was more than fair. She deserved a full 

response and he wanted to satisfy her. He looked back 
at the previous hours and days, gathering the threads 
which he would use to weave his explanation. What 
had happened? He made a righteous effort to formulate 
an answer. Yet, the only sound he could raise in his 
throat was a bark. 
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John Hodges 

71 Woman In A 66 Valiant 
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Scott GaUaway 

Poison and Prayer 

Yesterday I had to explain why one chewable vitamin 
is good but three or four can make you sick 
My son looked at me with that sad eyed nod 
of not understanding, like a Buddhist 

exchange student, so ready to make you feel 
like a good teacher. How could he understand 
such degrees and variables-the mysterious gap 
between appearance and reality, that truth 

beyond us? Pastel vitamins taste good! Thank God 
for childproof caps. I praised His name and said it 
abundantly, beseechingly, asking that our children 
understand soon enough that they shouldn't play 

with rusty nails in the basement, or unmarked bottles 
under the counter; that they know not to stand 
in front of screen doors during storms or chase 
lost balls into the street. Are streets bad? I prayed 

that we be able to give them the necessary balance 
between knowing and understanding, that polar 
weight that pulls so evenly, it turns us toward 
a purer form of faith--like the gravity we never question 
because it keeps us grounded in the here. 
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We'll explain to them the principles 
behind science--why apples fall--but when they ask us 
about religion and sex and all the other good things 

bad people do to feel good, what can we say? 
We know the danger in the asking. 
But we will pray to God, despite what we know, 
to grant us strength in vigilance. A long haired man 

walks down our sidewalk every day, a snake 
tattooed to his forearm, a scar below his chest. 
We've been around long enough to know 
there's a hint of candy in almost every poison. 
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April Selley 
Winner, Permafrost 2001 Chapbook Contest 

Night Shift 
for jill 

Once again, driving down the Mass. Pike 
towards home, I miss it: the moment 
when the night turns as dark as it will get, 
when I can distinguish mountains and trees 
only by their solidity against the diffuse 
space of the sky. 

When a postal truck merges into my lane, 
its rear urging me to "Celebrate the Centuty" 
that has just passed, I am cut off from this day's 
passage into definitive darkness. 
On other evenings, there has been 
a rush of headlights in an oncoming lane. 
Or an orange effluvium of denial has 
arisen from distant city streetlights. 
Sometimes, I think it's a conspiracy. 

And I always feel cheated, 
as I did in childhood when holding 
an electric clock and staring, 
but never seeing the hands move. I didn't 
know exactly whether I wanted to see time 
progress or to see something open. 
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Perhaps the edge between seconds was a crack 
that led into another dimension, 
or the place where dreams went when forgotten. 

Now I have digital clocks. 
Arriving home from my journeys, 
I plug them in to see the four B's 
and realize that all of the numbers derive 
from those eight contiguous blocks. Sometimes I 
immediately set the time on my 1/ 24th 
of the planet, then watch as the digits 
add or subtract a tine, 
and reflect on how smoothly 
time moves in and of itself. 

But sometimes I watch the B's pulse on and off 
and try to enter 
where the digits and the background meet, 
where the light and the dark join, 
where the mountains and trees are the sky, 
where the car is the road, 
and I arrive at my destination 
before I even knew where I was going. 
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Linda K. Sienkiewicz 

The Next Stop 

Our view of orange construction barrels 
is blocked by Crank's Catering truck: 
"Let Us Crank Out Your Next Occasion" 

and we merge behind a dented Ford LID 
with EL TITANIC lettered on the hood. 
My foot hits an imaginary brake, you sail us 

toward our destination past factory outlet malls, 
FIREWORKS HERE barns, famous landmarks 
and birthplaces, each having homemade fudge. 

When I was a girl, my parents would pass 
The Blue Hole and I'd beg them to stop. 
I'll never know if it was truly bottomless 

like the billboard said. "Tourist Trap" 
my father would snort. Now, a Discover card 
will take me anywhere, but the Rainforest Cafe 

in Waukegan is the same as in Boyton Beach 
right down to the tree frog boxer shorts. 
Sightseeing is a box of yellow photographs; 
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it's a blur after 70 MPH. 
We won't ever stroll down Champs d'Elyses 
or get a tan on the Serengeti, 

so why don't we stop here, wrap the meadows 
around us as a cheap motel, 
the moon, our mirror on the ceiling. 

We'll float in a bottomless blue hole 
and come morning, adorn 
the local cows in our travel wardrobe. 
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Sean M. Conrey 

Zen Laundr-O-Mat 

There are these guys 
taking turns riding in the dryer 
next to me. I thought this 
only happened in the movies. 
They are killing time, 
waiting on their mixed bag 
of whites and coloreds 
to be done. And then 

they speak: It seems Bagel 
got laid last night 
by that chick who's friends 
with Cindy-with-the-big-tits. 
And Rod is getting serious 
with Debbie. There is a silent 
third guy who's already taken 
three turns in the dryer 
and can't seem to get enough. 
Is it possible to hold on 

to The Wheel as it turns? 
If it's true that there is not love, 
there is only proof of love, 
then why is Bagel telling 
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a whispered story with his hands 
curved in front of his fly? 
Is it possible that Rod 
is aware that he is already 
enlightened? 1hree washers 
hum in unison. Now, 

the story amplifies; 
Bagel is slapping the air 
in front of himself 
as if riding the invisible ox, 
dancing with his left hand 
curved before him, his fmgers 
twitch, gently giving love up 
to nothing. Then he makes 
a tight face and the silent one 
cheers and Rod cheers 
and I look long into my dryer 
and wonder just what is 
the sound of one sock falling? 
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Mark H. Wiley 

John Hammond 
Mesilla Valley Blues Festival-- 1991 

82 



__________________ Permafrost 

Rickey Lee CampbeU 
Winner, 2001 Midnight Sun Fiction Contest 

Untitled 

Dear Friends, 

In 1990, Rickey Lee Campbell ran for Governor of the 
State of Arizona as an independent candidate against Fife 
Symington and Terry Goddard. Proper security arrangements 
were necessary in accordance with the policies of the F.B.I. 

Upon meeting with the F.B.I., Mr. Campbell discussed in 
casual conversation an unusually significant object which mys-
teriously came to his attention. Upon a mountaintop in the 
southern Superstitions, where Mr. Campbell and his father had 
a claim ftled with the Bureau of Land Management, the object 
appeared. Mr. Campbell described it as a petrified apple with 
a single bite out of it. An extremely strong intuition came 
upon Mr. Campbell as he picked it up and sensed a strong 
mystical and historical reverence. The F.B.I. agents at this 
point seemed no more than curious. 

As usual w ith a candidate running for a high political of-
fice, Mr. Campbell's house was bugged and placed under sur-
veillance. All of this he was well aware of. The apple re-
mained for the most part untouched, as no more than a paper 
weight placed atop a decorative desk in Mr. Campbell's bed-
room. The incident of its find long remained etched in this 
gemologist's memory. 

Two men identifying themselves as secret agents of the 
service came to Mr. Campbell's home. They insisted the apple 
be turned over to them, saying that Mr. Campbell could not be 
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trusted because he had a felony record. He refused to 
turn over the apple. The agents left reluctantly, and the 
object of dubious nature was taken by its finder and 
buried in a precise spot in the desert. 

In the months to come the unusual nature of this 
unique apple began to unfold certain concepts to Mr. 
Campbell which seem to be crucial elements to man's 
existence. As proof to the validity of theories to be pre-
sented, a clock was revealed and along with it a means 
of achieving an end which to this day can't be explained 
with any mathematical formula. As follows -

If person A picks a number (1-12), another person B 
is able to derive that number in the following manner. 
Person B points to the number seven on the clock. He 
instructs Person A to start counting and adding one num-
ber to his chosen number, beginning at seven, and to 
continue counterclockwise adding until Person A arrives 
at the number twenty. At this point the chosen number 
is revealed as the number on the clock. It works with 
any number Cl-12), but no formula exists to explain it. 
Pick the number, and follow instructions - per example 
below. Left. Use #10. 

18 

12 
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Insights as never before experienced by Mr. Campbell 
continued to enter his thoughts. The number one on the 
clock signifies him as the first one to be shown the knowl-
edge of the apple. Number seven relates to the seventh 
day, which is his day of birth. Number eleven on the 
clock relates to fifty five minutes; the last two digits of 
his year of birth. Now look at the clock above to the 
right, and see the letter Y. "Why?" being the oldest ques-
tion in the history of man, "Why are we here?" The one 
being chosen to answer this is the lamb - Revelation 5 in 
the Bible. Now look at the name 

LAMB 

CAMPBELL 
The apple has divulged knowledge through Mr. Campbell, 
some relating to the past and some relating to the future; 
the future to be revealed after his midlife, which is upon 
us at the present time. 

The two secret service agents that ordered Mr. 
Campbell to turn over the apple were present at his felony 
trial. After he was convicted on loose evidence, the agents 
bluntly told him his conviction was largely based on much 
more than the allegations before the court. The apple, 
Mr. Campbell's encounter with it, and its teachings, were 
never mentioned even once at his trial. 

If this narrative is of interest to you, or those in the 
quest to acquire knowledge, please be in touch. Mr. 
Campbell is not able to share his visions or discernments 
with the world, nor re-encounter the apple, in his present 
state of incarceration. 
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John Hodges 

The Flamingo Escapes 
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Ryan G. Van Cleave 

1\vo Angels Fighting Over Dante's 
Soul 

Like two mongrels tug-of-warring a haunch of wormy beef, 
neither wants to snap their jaws open and surrender, each as 
devoted to the dynamo rules that keep them wingless and 
blind, the type of antithetical beings who'd shatter conscious-
ness like some turbulent hit of acid. There is such confusion 
on the slow, caustic air as the voices of slaves, vultures, ascet-
ics, and thieves howl for the fiery priest who hauls around 
luggage from one point on the steaming intaglio ground to 
another in this lilac-stained ever-and-ever, everlasting neoclas-
sic painting. When he lumbers up at last, he rips the meat 
from their lips, smacks one across the jaw, the other square in 
the kisser, and in the moonlit rehearsal of the litany of ablu-
tion, he scrubs clean Alighieri's oil little face, hosing him down 
on the stones and working him over with a brush, a push broom. 
The two angels hunker in the shadows, licking their lips, eye-
ing squeaky clean Dante like a hook does a fish. A fishhook 
A large-mouth bass. 
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Michael G. Hickey 

Tiger Tamer 

Sara whispers into the soft ear hairs 
of seven Bengal tigers 
purring like kittens in a ton-and-a-half heap of fur. 
They love the way she uses her whip 
& especially the way she does not. 

In another life they might be wandering dry stream beds 
chasing down an antelope, crumpling a water buffalo 
or hiding from poachers intent on grinding their balls 
into the dust of an ancient aphrodisiac. 
But in this life they live for Sara, 

five-foot, ten-inch blonde & beautiful Sara, 
who leaves their balls intact 
& they don't mind standing on a chair for her 
or dancing a little jig 
or even playing dead. 
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Walt McDonald 

The Summer Before Pearl Harbor 

Men with trucks turned our road to asphalt 
and hot tar. "Keep off!" they shouted, as if kids 
could keep from poking our toes into tar. 

That black, mushy asphalt was there, right there . 
It had to be walked on, and we had sneakers on, 
and someone had to do it. My uncle Bubba swore 

the chicken crossed the road to prove 
to skunks and armadillos it could be done. 
All that, decades ago. The street is concrete, now, 

the house long gone, my uncle lost at sea 
off Okinawa. But one hot afternoon when I was ten, 
with girls and Bubba daring me from the curb, 

I crossed, almost, caught in a wide Tar Baby 
without my shoes, gooey-footed and oozing. 
Girls pointed and called me Crazy Eddy, 

but better to be thought wild than chicken 
in Texas. Hauled to a washtub by the house, 
I soaked in kerosene scalding my ankles raw. 
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Steamrollers and burly men mashed my footprints 
flat and paddled their own behinds, taunting 
what my daddy would do when he got home. 
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J. T. Cavender 

The Entertainer 

The audience mills with accusations, 
Amazed to see god on a leash. 

Even then familiar w ith the 
Economics of concession, 

The authorities smile like Broadway 
Producers with a hit show on their hands. 

And you just stand there in mottled light, 
Gaunt silhouette of the fool. Should we, 

Like you, don piety's belled cap and 
Perform to the laughter of nails? 
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DavidS. Cho 

The Black Bear 

1. 2. 3. 
I see through the bars When I Older I 
He does not know was a child forgot 
what to do my father about the bear 
with his cubs would comb My father 
whose paws my hair becoming 
tug and play to the side bald 
his hair He would back stooped 
into knots talk about to the ground 

He would bite boot heavy Not wanting 
his pups army days to bother 
at the wrist running hills his long stare 
Rub his short Too much coffee I asked how 
whiskers too many cigarettes his health 
cross their faces aching for food his hair 
until raw hair crew cut his strength was 

He is a young bear like a bear All Gone 
that loves He smiled he replied 
to slumber reminding me Asking me to 
Hair like of the Korean myth part his hair 
black smoke We are the mountains tell him stories 
Sleep gristle bear's children listening quiet now 
in his eyes restless to go home as if he were the son 

92 



____________________ Permafrost 

Jeremy D. Raychel 
Winner, 2001 Fairbanks Poetry Slam 

Ten Things To Do When You're Not 
Smoking Crack 

1. Stare at the wall in hopes that, through intense concentration, 
you can grab hold of some newfangled Cosmic Consciousness 
and Jones a mental hit off of some distant Basehead -
ride that for another five to ten minutes. 

2. Stop shaking and let the color come back 
into your lips. 

3. Take a walk through your neighborhood, 
notice things that you never have before -
the subtle beauty of a white picket fence, the wind blowing 
through the trees and the spaces between the leaves. 

Maybe you'll see a neighbor that you've never met before 
(let's just say his name is AI, or Steve), 
and Good 0 1' AI (or Steve) is only halfway done with 
mowing his lawn because his Craftsman Lawn Daddy 
has broken down. 
Even if you don't know anything about lawn maintenance 
or small-engine repair, you should go up and introduce yourself, 
offer your assistance, 
because it feels good to help -
and he might just kick you back a rock. 

4. Gain weight. 
5. Think about your first love 

(let's just say her name was Suzy). 
Remember the first time you held her hand, 
or kissed her, 
and how it seemed your heart had skipped a beat. 
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6. Think about your second love 
(let's just say her name was Betty). 

Remember how she had to move away, and how the last time 
you embraced it seemed your heart had skipped two beats . 

Now think about your next hit and 
BOOM! 
that'll make your heart skip a beat. 

7. Read a book and dig into the subtleties of the author's words 
and how they reflect his mind. 

Use this new insight to imagine that you're having a conversation 
with that author- Oh, the things you could learn ... 

Then realize there is no book, 
and that all you're reading is the lines in the linoleum 
as you lie face-down on the piss-sticky 
men's room floor of a seedy downtown bar. 

8. Steal your own TV. 
9. Call your mother, because you haven't spoken with her recently, 

and you enjoy the way she shares all of the mundane details 
of her day - how the cat got on the counter and licked the 
butter dish, 

and it was sunny when she woke up, but now it's kind of 
cloudy, 
and Dad's been working late. 

Ask Mom how she's doing, with genuine concern, because, 
after all, without her you wouldn't exist-
then ask if she knows where to hook up. 

10. Write poetry. 
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AUison Whittenborn 

Sensation Unfinished 

Leo lived in a brownstone with ivy hugging each brick 
And I always thought that we would get together 
Me and his dreaded locks 
Me and his broad smile 
Me and his loose SOls sliding off his slim hips and those 
Awfully bony legs underneath and that pitiful left bicep That 
had tattooed with a simple 
Black geometric design. 

Once, 
Leo spoke to me after a slam and he left me 
Hanging with the words we should 

We should 
Get some coffee? 
We should 
Go out sometimes? 
We should 
Abandon our inhibitions? 
We should 
Write a ranga? 

*But we never 
Spoke again. 
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