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T. ]. Beitleman

Yoi, Hajime
The year is two-thousand-and-one. I am in Beppu City.Japan, with a tiny
yellow chick in my hands, but my thoughts are in Atlanta, Georgia.
America, the nineteen-sixties. A strange place for a Japanese to be. It was
wonderful. Glorious. In the evenings. after my work, I would go to the
baseball field to watch Henry Aaron and eat a hotdog. I have not eaten a
hotdog in some time, though I love them. A hotdog, to me, means
Atlanta. 755 homeruns.
Under the hot light, surrounded by a hundred other sexers, I stare at the
chick's underside, apply a hint of pressure. A drop of excrement bubbles
out. The cloaca is exposed and the genitalia are there to interpret. Uke
tea leaves. It is an intuition, almost; more than anything else, a divination.
Pullet. Cockerel. Pullet. Pullet. One hundred of them in this way in less
than four minutes. Slower has no chance of winning.
There was a time when the sexing of chicks was a marketable skill.
$500 a day. People still pay for a pullet's sweet, soft meat. That, in fact, is
why the sexer is a kind of samurai-an anachronism. Irrelevant and
beautiful. If there is a way to do something faster and cheaper, it will be
found. Americans will find it. Now it is by feathers-the females bred for
longer wings. A monkey can distinguish them now. Koreans and Mexicans do the work.
The hot summer of Georgia invigorated me-its steam. The people
themselves had this heat slow-baked into them. The blacks were fascinating in this way. I fell in love with their skin, their slow movements and
the eyes with such graceful anger. This is, actually, too broad. There is
one woman with whom I fell in love, one woman whose skin and slow
movements entranced me, whose eyes shot brown sparks through me.
I am an old man-growing old, anyway-and can be forgiven some
romance, the exotic and purple prose of a brief and unrequited American love. She was Lucy. She worked in the hatchery, sorting eggs. The
length of a dancer and short-cropped hair. I did not speak to her
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directly, of course. Not at first. I would not have spoken to her first had
she been Japanese-not even if a myriad of circumstances hadn't
dictated against it. But they did: language, culture, time. In this instance,
there was little I could do. If the truth is to be told, I would not have
known what to do with an American woman. A woman like Lucy. But a
part of my duties was to teach others to sex the chicks. I was young and
sly and my time in America was limited. I told my superior that Lucy was
one of the workers who looked right for the new work.
When she came to me, she was silent and impatient. I talked to her
very little in those frrst days. I pointed and gestured instead. My English
was passable, but she didn't expect me to speak and I was nervous, so I
fell back on ignorance. Lucy's fingers were long. She squeezed too hard
on the bellies of the chicks.
"Too much," I told her. It was one of her last chicks of that first

day.
"I'll say it's too much," she said. "They shit like it's going out of
style."
The lamp is so close to my forehead, it almost burns the skin. It turns
red in one spot. My wife and daughters are in attendance. My head leans
forward for a long moment until I touch the bulb and jolt back in my
chair. One person gasps. Everyone else ignores me. The sexers sex. It is
in these moments, when I am doing something by rote, that my mind
floats back to things like Atlanta, forms like Lucy's. And I am a sexer.
Everything I do is by rote.
There is a fantasy that has, over the years, taken the shape of a
recurrent dream. Material and sensual. I am lying in the thick, spongy
grass of a Georgia centerfield. It is a cool evening. Baseballs float over
my head, one by one, and crash into the empty outfield bleachers. Lucy
walks to me, kneels, touches my head and my hair. She smiles. Even in
her eyes. she smiles at me.
"Who cuts your hair, Ricky?"
She called me Ricky. My Japanese name was too difficult for her to
say. Junichi became Ricky. I didn't mind. It was nice to be something only
to her.
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I told her I didn't know who cut my hair. A man in a shop near
where I lived.
'Til cut your hair next time,~ she said. "It looks like he puts a bowl
on your head.~
I asked her if she ever cut hair for a living.
"First of all," she laughed, "I wouldn't be squeezing shit out of
chickens if I cut hair for a living. Second, you should be happy to get
anybody but that old man with the bowl.~
I enjoyed the attention. Of course.
All told, my time with Lucy was quite short. A matter of a few weeks,
perhaps less. I remember very few things about her now-only her vague
shape and the feeling in my throat when she walked into the room. I
remember, too, that she was inept at sexing. A chick seemed to sense it
was in the wrong hands as soon as she picked it up. A squirming ball of
yellow fuzz, excrement streaming out of a hole almost no one in the
world can see.
But in those few weeks, Lucy began to talk more and more. It was a
strange thing-the Americans often talked openly to me. I am sure it had
something to do with foreignness, a feeling that I could not hurt them. If
I could even understand them, the fact that I was Japanese cancelled out
any hold I could claim over them. I did, in fact, understand many of
them, even ifthe language was spotty. Lucy especially, probably because
I wanted to understand her more than the others.
She started talking to me in earnest by telling me about her mother,
who was a seamstress until she had a stroke and could no longer concentrate for long periods of time. Her grandmother was also a seamstress-a successful one, at that, who had even owned her own shop, but,
eventually it failed for no particular reason. "She hated sewing after that,~
Lucy told me. "Like it was a punishment.~
For that reason, Lucy told me, she didn't sew. She didn't do anything particularly well, by design. "Even if I could do something better
than anybody, I wouldn't want to. It lets you down. You'll see, Ricky.~
The box of chicks is silent. The room is silent. My wife stares at me, a
constant half-smile slapped across her face. Then the sound comes back
9

in a rush: chicks peeping madly, constantly, the room a cacophony of
sexers and chicks and judges walking the rows. A shuffle or cough from
the audience punctuates our odd symphony. This is one of the moments
when I remember that particular conversation with Lucy. You 'JJ see, she
had told me. At the time, I had known she would be right, but I was lost
other than that. I did not know what I would see, or when, or why.
For quite some time, I could not remember what had spurred us to
talk about such things. Most often, our conversations were Lucy's
soliloquies on American television or on the precise way to make a
peanut butter and jelly sandwich. I was a fascinated bystander, soaking in
her rich, soft voice and singing inside at her laugh which could only be
described as a cackle.
But here, Beppu City, in the All-japan championships, I recall our
only significant exchange, word for word. Lucy and I are thirty years
older, almost exactly a world away from one another, and now I relive
our only real intercourse. The chicks go silent again.
Lucy sat in a chair across the room from me as I sexed. It was late in her
time with me- in a matter of a few days, she would be gone. First from
my tutelage, then from the hatchery altogether. She had, for several days,
spent more of her time talking than working with the chicks. This, of
course, did not bother me. I did my best to increase my own output, so
they wouldn't take her away for not doing the work. (Eventually, they did
just that.)
She leaned her head back as far as she could, stretching her legs out
to their full, dramatic length. She spread her arms wide like wings and
yawned. The smooth brown skin of her neck held me stunned for a
moment. She stayed like that for while, watching the ceiling with eyes
that, for an instant, looked like a child's. Then she snapped to and
brought her limbs in to sit and stare at me.
"You tell me something."
I glanced at her, and went back to examining the chick in my
hands-a pullet, it turned out.
"I don't even know how you learned to do this crazy business you
do."
I couldn't help but smile as I reached for another chick. It started
10

slowly, my own soliloquy. At first, she asked questions here and there,
then she sat and listened, her expression unchanging. I told her that my
profession had been an accident-far from some ancient tradition
passed down through my family. My father had been an auto mechanic,
my mother a teacher. The day before my graduation ceremony from
secondary school, I saw an ad for sexing in a magazine. Something as
simple as that. My parents were crushed that I would not attend college.
But it was a profession, a skill. The sureness involved in that. I wanted,
more than anything then, for my life to begin.
That is when she told me, sitting in the same position, her face
plain, of her mother and grandmother. Of her own philosophy of work.
You 'JJsee, she told me.
As I have said, I knew that I would see, if not what. I knew it plainly
and it broke my heart. I wanted nothing more than to scoop her up in
my arms and run away from the hatchery. We could run through the hot
streets, hand-in-hand. We would laugh for no reason. Running and
running. we would wind through the city and then out of it. Before us,
like magic, would be Fulton County Stadium and there would be a
baseball game with Henry Aaron and hotdogs. I would buy two hotdogs
and we would walk up the concourse to our seats. Henry Aaron would
hit nothing but homeruns. We would walk to the field in the late innings,
lie in the grass.
Even as my mind settled back into the room, the hatchery, I
thought to ask her if she would go somewhere with me. Maybe even a
baseball game. But I didn't. I knew the answer would be no and I could
not bear to have to remember that. So now, instead, I remember almost
nothing. A fleeting glimpse of her neck. Snippets of conversation. The
taste of hotdogs. An almost tragic juxtaposition.
I have gone fast-too fast. I have beaten my own personal best by more
than twenty seconds. When I call the judge over to report my time, a
gasp goes up. They believe I have beaten the decades old record of three
minutes, six seconds. In this age of a declining profession, such news
would be a vindication-at least a brief visitation from our glorious past.
I know it is not so. Not only have I missed the time, I have made many
errors. I can feel it-can almost count them and, if I had the chance, I
11

could probably go back to my boxes of chicks and point to the ones
who had been sexed incorrectly. The verification returns-seven errors.
A particularly large number. The crowd groans. My wife-she has been a
good woman to me-smiles lightly in my direction.
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Shane Seely

Pound, Out ofTime
Old Ez, gassed and drifting,
mutters in Latin, then slips into French.
He dreams of a villa in an Apennine hamlet,
of cognac with Mussolini, and those Italian girls
who made love with abandon, and loved only him.
Then the scrape of the drill jolts him awake.
He's an old man with an abscessed tooth
in the dentist's chair at the mental hospital.
He loathes all the nurses, and the doctors are swine.
The drill gouges. He balls up his fists.
The pain in his mouth blurs his sight.
"More gas, you bastard," he whispers in Greek.
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Scott Maier
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William Snyder, Jr.

How We Carry the World

Parka zipped, breath steaming, a worker scrapes ice
from a campus walk. Warm, and not-soconcerned in the cafeteria, I imagine his dreams
of advance one day to Taros or Bobcats, today's ice
and numb fingers forgotten with the raises,
the riding about. He reminds me of '84, doing
industrial lawns to make ends meet- pushing mowers,
trimming leaves and sterns, raking scraps-memories
pungent as gasoline, hydrangea bloom, the utter
understanding of hedge. Even now I can't pass a hedge
without an urge to sight a line, drag
a Black and Decker through shoots and blossoming buds
to calm the weekly-frazzle. like the beauty worker
shopping at an A&P-her need to mist, comb,
snip. Or the pastor, in a breakfast line at McDonalds,
clinching her teeth to keep from saving. Or the delivery man
with no matter what in the trunk of his own little Ceo
on a Sunday, compelled to take that thing to someplace,
unload it, knock, get a signature in return. And that man
this morning-hammering, chipping. Won't he
forever need to crack, chip the ice
from a frozen world-sidewalks, streets, interstatesfrom the whole South Pole when he sees it penguined
and frosted on Discovery some humid, August night.
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Mark Brazaitis

The Ferry

I am here. Help me. This is what Graham's telegram to Kathy had said. He
could have called, but he didn't think he could handle---aguantaris how
the Guatemalans he knew would have put it-the long lines in Guatel,
the waiting, the bad connection.
"What?" Kathy, the Peace Corps nurse, would have said.
"The ferry I was on from Livingston. It capsized."
"You have to speak up. I can't hear you too well."
"The ferry! It capsized!"
"Who's hat size?"
No, he couldn't have handled it, couldn't have aguantar-ed it. The
telegram was easier. I am here. Help me. Then the name of the sea-front
hotel in Puerto Barrios where he'd rented a room. Then his name. He
would wait for Kathy to come get him.
By that time, his clothes would be chy (he was still wearing his
underwear, and shorts, but he'd taken off his shirt and had hung it on
the railing) and maybe he'd feel better. Maybe he would have begun to
forget the rush of water, the screams, the panic he felt as he swam hard
and fast away from the drowning people. Maybe Kathy and whoever
came with her-he imagined someone would come with her, it was a
five-hour drive from the capital to Puerto Barrios, and she'd need
company-maybe they'd scold him, say he should have gotten on a bus
and come straight to the capital. At least he could have called. How
would he explain not calling?
- I couldn't aguantar it. Kathy. Besides, my clothes were soaked.
-But it would have been faster.
-Right. I even had money. The bills were wet. But, yes, I could
have paid for a phone call. Or I could have called collect. But instead I
got this room in Hotel Del Norte because I could aguantarthat. I mean,
all I had to say to the woman at the desk was, "How much for a single?"
I handed her the money, and the room was mine. Simple. And later, after
I'd sat down, dried out a little, I could even ask her to send the telegram.
Sitting on the second-floor porch of Hotel Del Norte, his eyes on
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both the water and the road, Graham hears voices come in with the wind
off the sea. They say exactly what he'd said in his telegram.
Iam!He.Help~re.

Im on theferry to Puerto Barria5. Actually. Im on top ofthe ferry. The bottomis
pack£rlJTXN!ywithm:nH1arxlchildren £161 tretqJisalrrx:NfuD.f~!}Xanice
SjXX. rigtdinfimC witharailingfar&efrUJghtoprpmyjxunakn
I wasinLMngstonfiJrthrre~ arxJineg/ededIDwrilein thisjoumal. mH
didI do in livingston?Aterobalo-reallytastyfish-attheAfrican House and
drankl:ar.lairedatmJJ1H1. Drankm:rel:ar. 'IlFtripwasf}XXl Itclared~re
up, fM:l1ifididn 't&fflucky, onlydrunk.
Anyway,I~redvediiJI:ealittleretteral:xJutwritinginmyjJumal. Andf"W':

mnAfrJIIJcblxiJerm:xk/Jad(in Wfulco.
Graham had taken off mid-week from Cubulco, a small town fifty
kilometers north of Guatemala's capital. He hadn't been doing much.
The people at the agency he was working with were having problems
fmding the 250 seedlings he needed for a project. He'd planned a huge

dia de campo with the students and teachers of the local elementary
school, complete with a pifiata. They were going to spend the morning
transplanting the seedlings on a mountain outside of town, then eat
lunch, then play games. But he'd had to postpone the event twice, and he
doubted it would ever happen. Frustrated and bored, he decided to leave
Cubulco to travel around Guatemala. see places he'd always wanted to
see. He had heard good things about Livingston. About the food. The
culture. (The indigenasin Livingston, the Garifuna, were descendants not
of the Maya but of Africans and were said to practice witchcraft.) So he
left.

Thisisdifferent/romridinga !::us. It'sjr.Nasavm:Rt rutit!lHTlSrrrredangerous
9JJXh:Jw. TlxremustrethirtyofushremtqJ,ma.Jib!twiceasJIJai?Yrebw.ltmust
reJ.TJaikffdayinPuertoBarrios.
The waterisrough It's badweather. Itlookslikeitmightrain!lJOn. Ican feel

trelxKltrock
Pocpkin GualmJalacbn 't.krrJwlv.vcbset/eyareiiJci>aJh~ 'I1F
badb.N:s. 'I1Fricki:iyaiiplarx5. ThisrciJingfeny. udJblingm th2 Wc1l8:
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Graham isn't hungry, although he's been waiting for Kathy, the nurse, for
a long time. He calculates: The ferry left Livingston at five in the morning. It capsized probably an hour later, and it must have taken him fortyfive minutes to swim to land, some anonymous ground, dense with trees,
between Livingston and Puerto Barrios.
Sometime later, he saw a fisherman. trolling the waters about a
hundred meters from shore. He waved frantically, and the fisherman
rowed to where Graham was jumping and yelling and shaking a fistful of
wet bills.
When Graham and the fisherman pulled out of the cove onto the
rougher waters of the sea, Graham saw a single sleek body, black and lit
from sunlight, rise from the waves and be helped over the edge into the
safe dryness of a motor boat.
The rest of them? Graham wondered. The other people who were
with him on the ferry? Where had they gone?
"There was an accident," Graham told the fisherman.
The fisherman nodded.
"The ferry sank. n
The fisherman nodded again, his expression hidden beneath the
shadow of his baseball cap.

La Prensa Libre, January 16. Ferry Sinks Near Puerto Barri05
A ferry carrying more than a hundred passengers from Livingston
to Puerto Barrios in the departamentooflzabal capsized in the early hours
yesterday morning, our regional correspondent reports.
The ferry, owned by Rapido Del Mar, left Livingston at five a.m.
and capsized forty-five minutes into its journey. The only known survivor of the disaster was the ferry's captain, Ronalda Ramirez of
Bananera, lzabal. He was rescued by Sergio Morales. the owner of a
private motor boat in Puerto Barrios. Morales, on his way to visit relatives in Livingston, noticed Ramirez clinging to a life preserver two
kilometers from the coastline.
Admiral Jose Buenafe, head of the naval base in Puerto Barrios.
ordered a special rescue team, which already has discovered an undisclosed number of bodies.
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Disasters of this kind are not uncommon on the old, overcrowded
fenies which twice daily make round-trip journeys from Livingston to
Puerto Barrios. Last july, a ferry also capsized, although in shallow water,
causing only minor injuries. lliee years ago, however, thirty-eight people
died when a ferry turned over three kilometers from the dock in Puerto
Barrios.
Any minute Graham expects to see Kathy drive up in one of the Peace
Corps's white Jeep Cherokees. Washed daily in the Peace Corps parking
lot in the capital by a stooped and precise man named Manuel. they're
always clean. Graham decides there won't be any dirt on Kathy's Cherokee even after the five-hour drive from the capital, although it includes a
half kilometer stretch of road where the highway's new asphalt was
washed away in a flood. No, Graham thinks, Kathy and whoever comes
with her will come as pure and swift as angels from the sky.
But he doesn't keep his eyes only on the road beside the hotel. He
also looks at the sea, the rough Caribbean where the crests of waves
glitter in the noon sunlight. He keeps expecting someone to be there. He
keeps expecting to see them holding themselves above the waves.
I'll save them now, he thinks. I'll swim out and pull them to shore.
But even before he can envision the details of heroism, the particulars of salvation, he bows his head, knowing he wouldn't have the
energy. He'd probably swum a mile in his shirt and shorts, his wallet still
in his pocket. Yet when he reached shore, barefoot and exhausted, he
swore he could still hear their voices. Help me. I'm here.
The only life he'd saved had been his own.
He feels the hotel shake, and he jumps to his feet. An earthquake.
He runs to the top of the stairs. The stairs shake, and he's afraid he'll fall
down them on his way to the lobby.
But maybe it isn't an earthquake, he thinks. Maybe the sea is rushing
in- a tidal wave- and the hotel is adrift in water. He races to the porch,
sees at first only water and thinks he and everyone in the hotel are in the
middle of it. But can they swim? he wonders. If the hotel floods, can
anyone in the hotel swim?
Can he swim now in his exhaustion? Is it his turn to drown?
19

With the hotel swaying like a bus rounding a cUIVe, he turns from
the rollicking sea and races toward the stairs. He grips the rail and stops.
I'm in a hotel, he thinks. I'm on land. There is no earthquake, no
flood . I'm all right. All I need to do is wait.
Slowly, he turns from the stairs, walks back to the porch and sits in
his chair with its view of both the road and the sea.

La Prensa Libre, Januai)' 17. Mayor&Jys Citizeru SfxJuldLearn to Swim
Francisco Juarez, the mayor of Puerto Barrios, recommended
yesterday that people traveling to and from his city by boat learn to swim
in order to avoid the kind of tragedy that occurred two days ago when a
passenger ferry from Livingston capsized.
Thirty-six bodies have been recovered from the water, and a search
organized by Admiral Jose Buenafe, chief of the naval base in Puerto
Barrios, is continuing.
Only two people are known to have survived the tragedy, Ronalda
Ramirez ofBananera, Izabal, and GrahamJourgan ofthe United States
of America. Jourgan, working in Guatemala as a Peace Corps Volunteer,
was able to swim from the sinking ferry. He is being treated for exhaustion and 'stress' at Cruz Raja Hospital in the capital.
The mayor said there are many shallow areas of the Caribbean sea
in and around Puerto Barrios, and he suggested citizens use them for
swimming lessons. "We have so much water around us," he said, "and we
are afraid of it."
Mayor Juarez admitted he is not able to swim, but said he plans to
learn "as soon as possible."
"Do you want to talk about it, Graham?"
"Haven't I been truking about it?"
"Yes, of course. But you've only mentioned what happened before
and after the ferry capsized. You've never talked about the moment it
actually turned over. I think you might find it helpful."
"I don't remember. I remember writing in my journal. Or maybe I'd
just put my journal away. Yeah, I'd just put it in my backpack. The boat
was really rocking, and even though I was in front of the ferry and could
see everything and had a nice breeze in my face, I was feeling sick."
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"And then?"
"I don't remember."
At night, he tries to comfort himself by thinking of the boy he'd saved at
camp. Graham was eighteen, a lifeguard, and Patrick, who at eight years
old was the youngest boy in his cabin, was swimming in the deep end of
the pool below the lifeguard's chair. Patrick had always hovered around
Graham, and the other boys noticed this and called Patrick a baby.
Dog-paddling in the deep end, Patrick complained of a stomach
cramp. Graham asked him if he could swim to the side of the pool.
"No," Patrick said, but Graham didn't believe him. He thought Patrick
only wanted attention.
"Are you sure?" Graham asked.
"Yes, I'm sure. Help. Help me."
Briefly, Graham thought of descending from his stand and using
one of the poles on the side of the pool to rescue Patrick. But it was just
as easy to jump in.
In the water, Graham lifted Patrick from under his shoulders and
hauled him to the edge of the pool. "There," Graham said, and the
dozen campers and two counselors who'd seen the rescue responded
with mocking applause.
Graham had forgotten the incident until recently, but now he held
on to the memory. I saved him, he told himself. I saved him. I saved him.
I saved him.
This, like a mantra, until he could sleep.
November 11. Dear Uncle Eddie: Greetings from Cubulco, where I've
lived now for five months. It's unbelievable how quickly the time has
gone...
Living here makes me think of all the advantages I've had because
I'm an American, or North American, I should say. I play basketball on a
team in town, and as you know from those peewee games you had to
endure, I'm not a great player by any means, but here I'm a star. It's not
only because I'm taller than most of the other players, it's also because I
have more skills. Why? Because when I was growing up, I had the time to
learn how to play. When they're not in school, most boys here are
21

helping their parents in the fields.
There are so many little things I know how to do because I had the
time, things like juggling (I've impressed a lot of people by juggling three
balls-imagine what kind of reaction the Flying Karamatsov Brothers
would get), doing a cartwheel and swimming. It's amazing how many
people in town don't know how to swim. I know t:1Us because when I got
here, I practiced my Spanish by asking everyone "Puede usted nadar?"
Can you swim?
"You couldn't have saved any of them. You were lucky, very lucky, to
have saved yourself."
"I still feel guilty."
"Why?"
"Because I could swim. And they couldn't."
"You have a skill, a skill that isn't common in Guatemala. You used
it to save yourself. The captain of the ferry had a life preserver. He used
it to save himself. Everybody on that boat would have used whatever
they could have to save themselves."
"But don't you think it's unfair? I mean, in addition to being a rich
American, I know how to swim. It would have been fairer if who lived
and who died had come down to who could make the best tortilla. Then
those people would at least have had a chance."
"If it had come down to who could make the best tortilla, you
would have died."
"Maybe that would have been fairer."
"Traveling?"
The man is blond-haired with a slight sunburn. He carries in his
arms a blond baby, also with a slight sunburn.
Graham looks up at him from his chair on the second floor porch
of Hotel Del Norte. "No, I'm not traveling. Or, well, yes." Can he tell the
man what happened? The man isn't from the States. His accent sounds
German.
"Where have you been?" the man asks.
'To Livingston."
"Yes, Livingston. I am going to Livingston tomorrow with my son."
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The man looks down at the blond baby in his arms. "We are traveling by
thefeny."
"Do you know how to swim?"
"Yes."

"Does your son?"
The man chuckles. "No, he's only a baby. But perhaps he would
float. You know, the baby fat."
"I could have saved a baby. I mean, a baby isn't hard to carry."
"A mile?"
'Tm a good swimmer. I could have swum with a baby in one
hand."
"In rough waters for one mile?"
"I could have. Easily."
"Even to get to a baby, you would have ... well, you would have
exposed yourself to the others. They all would have tried to grab you.
Do you think you could have reached a baby before they grabbed you
and pulled you under? You were faced with an impossible situation. You
did the only thing you could have done."

La Prensa !Jbre, February 1. Mayor Takes a SwimmingLesson
Puerto Barrios Mayor Francisco juarez took a swimming lesson
yesterday at the Aguas Azules Recreation Plaza in an effort to promote
public safety. The mayor said he hopes others follow his example in
order to avoid the kind of tragedy that befell passengers of a feny
traveling from Livingston to Puerto Barrios last month. Sixty-eight
people died in the tragedy, and seven people believed to have been on
the feny have not been found.
"There is no shame in learning something new," said the 55-year old
mayor, who received his swimming lesson from Mario De La Cruz
Polanco, a local physical education instructor. "The shame is in not trying
to learn."
Graham had learned to swim in frrst grade when his teacher, Ms.
Robinson, took the class twice weekly to the swimming pool at Chester
Arthur Senior High School. He remembered an array of learning tools:
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red kickboards with pictures of dolphins, Styrofoam tubes shaped like
giant Tootsie Rolls, inflated yellow ducks with encouraging messages"Keep kicking!" -written on their necks. Most of all he remembered Ms.
Robinson, a large black woman who always wore aT-shirt over her
bathing suit. He remembered her holding him up by the stomach, and
how soft her hands were and how sometimes they fluttered under him
like wings. Even in the water, he was ticklish; when he laughed, he
swallowed water, and Ms. Robinson would help him to the edge and pat
him lightly on the back.
"How long were you in Guatemala?"
"A little over a year."
"You think you'll go back?"

'Tm on, you know, medical leave. I have another two weeks to
decide. Really, I don't know. I mean.. .I don't know."
"It must be tough, man."
"It is."
"Your shot."
"Oh. Right."
What he might have told Paul but couldn't in the thick smoke of
the bar, their beers on the edge of the pool table, was that even if he
never went back to Guatemala, he feared he'd always be there.
It was harder to sleep now. He'd lost Patrick. When he closed his
eyes, the scene from camp merged with the waters of the Caribbean.
Patrick's was the lone white face in a crowd of brown and black faces, all
of them holding steady above the rocking water.

I am here. Help me. He

couldn't save Patrick now. He could only save himself.
I saved myself. So what, damn it. I saved myself. I saved myself. I'm
alive. I'm alive. I'm alive.
I saved myself. I'm sorry. I'm alive, and I'm sorry.
"What'd you say?"
Graham looked up at Paul, whose lips held a cigarette. He had an
impulse to grab the cigarette and hurl it into the comer. He didn't
understand why people wanted to kill themselves.
"I said it's your shot."

***
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On the porch of Hotel Del Norte, Graham thinks of the other people
who have come here. He pictures sea captains, drinking nun and laughing over bad jokes. He imagines banana company executives smoking
cigars and dreaming of dark-haired women in the red-curtained bars a
few blocks away. He imagines a lonely ship's clerk, pacing the uneven
floor, worried about his sick mother back in New York.
The place already has ghosts, he thinks, trying to comfort himself.
The place is already haunted. Even if the ferry had never sunk, there still
would be voices here. Ghosts. He tries to hear their voices, the voices of
people who'd been guests of the hotel years before, but all he hears are
voices from the sea.

Helpme.Fmfxre.
Where are you, Kathy? He stands and begins to pace. Where are
you?
He'd asked the woman at the hotel desk to send his telegram urgente.
It should have arrived at the Peace Corps office hours ago.

La Extra,january 20. Captain Speaks About the DayHis Ferry Sank
My name is Ronalda Ramirez, and I was the captain of the ferry
that sank five days ago coming from Livingston.
The boat was very crowded, with many people on the lower deck
and the top. It was a market day in Puerto Barrios, so people from
Livingston were bringing their goods to sell. We'd had to leave many
people behind. Even so, we had too many on board. The owners of the
ferry demand a full cargo. I no longer work for these men.
The water was not particularly rough, but rough enough. I think
there must have been a big ship nearby, it was not easy to tell in the early
light, but the waves grew more violent, and then a big wave hit hard
enough to knock us over.
I remember very well falling into the water, and I remember thinking that I would die. Yes, I do know how to swim, but I felt many hands
grabbing me and pulling me under. I was ready to die. I had given myself
over to the will of God. I swallowed a lot of water.
But then I was able to breathe. I was all alone and holding a life
preserver. I do not know how this life preserver came to be in my hands.
I consider it a miracle, an act of God. People have said that I was cruel
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to use the life preserver when I could swim, but I say honestly that the
life preserver was put into my hands by God.
March 15. Dear Susan:
I hope this letter finds you despite all those books you're buried
under. Your first year is almost history. Congratulations!
Thanks for asking about Graham. He's doing much better than
when you saw him.
When he first carne home, he tried to talk about what happened.
That's what the psychologist suggested he do, but he didn't say much.
Then one night he came into my room. It was late, and he'd just woken
up from a nap. He'd been sleeping a lot, even though he'd been having
bad dreams. He asked if I had time to talk, and of course I said yes.
He said he remembered one couple. The woman was very heavy,
with thick thighs and a large, round face. She was wearing a short red
dress and earrings. The man wasn't skinny, but he wasn't nearly as heavy
as the woman and he was tall, about Graham's height. He was a goodlooking guy, very dark-skinned with a clean-cut afro. The man was
standing beside the woman at the railing and they were both laughing
like they were at the circus. Graham said he found it so heartening that
they were able to share this laughter. He said he thought of Mom and
Dad, and wondered if they'd ever been so happy together. Then the
ferry began to shake and the woman started to tremble and the man
spoke to her, to comfort her, but then Graham couldn't hear him
anymore because everyone began to scream.
Graham said to me, "Maybe it will be easier if I get to know them
all. Maybe I can mourn them if I remember each one."
He tried to tell me about some others on the boat, but he didn't
remember anyone else, not really. He said he thought he remembered
some faces, but he couldn't say whether he'd seen them on the ferry or
somewhere else.
Graham is back in Guatemala now, and Mom got a letter from him
two days ago. He seems to be doing all right. Of course, he still thinks
about what happened, but he feels an obligation to finish his service. He
has only a year left. And like he said, he can't possibly feel any worse
about the situation, no matter where he is.
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March 20. Sony. I forgot to put this in the mail. In the meantime I
got a letter from Graham, who seems to be doing much better. He told
me I should dump Peter if Peter keeps seeing Linda. It's nice having an
older brother looking out for me even if he's a thousand miles away.

LaPrensaLibre.]anuary 16. Cere[JX)nyMarksAnniversaiyofDrownings
More than 300 people came to the seashore at Puerto Barrios today
to remember the seventy-five passengers who drowned on this date last
year when a ferry from Livingston to Puerto Barrios capsized.
The mourners spent the early morning at a memorial service led by
Father Guillermo Santiago in the Santa Maria Catholic Church, then
walked to the sea, where they dropped flowers in the water.
Later. the group gathered in the central park for a speech by Puerto
Barrios Mayor Francisco Juarez. Mayor Juarez told the somber gathering
that he was sure such a tragedy would never occur again.
"I have encouraged the teaching of swimming in all of our
schools," the mayor said. "Before the tragedy, I myself couldn't swim.
Now I swim every weekend with my family."
Whenever he traveled-on a bus. a train, a plane-Graham thought of
the ferry. He wondered how long he would have this association. Forever, he thought, although not. as before. with panic. He would remember for the rest of his life, and this was all right. It was the least he could
do for the seventy-five people who'd died. His memory would be a small
memorial
Even when he wasn't traveling. he remembered. Something as
common as water dripping from the tap could set him thinking about the
people who had drowned. He knew without a doubt that he couldn't
have saved any of them, although sometimes he fantasized about what it
would have been like to have saved them all, pulling them in a long string
to shore. And sometimes still, at too late an hour, he believed he at least
could have rescued a baby.
But more often, his dreams were gentle, and sometimes even in
waking hours the dead comforted him, appearing before him on the top
of waves like angels, wings beating like the wings of humming birds, a
quick dance above the water before they flew up to be embraced by the
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blue sky. Sometimes he saw their faces, and he didn't think it mattered
that they were probably not their real faces, it only mattered that they
looked at him and that sometimes, most times, he didn't tum away but
waited for them to rise to the sky.
In his last week in Guatemala, Graham and the children from the
Cubulco Elementary School planted 250 seedlings, securing them to their
new soil by molding dirt around their pencil-thin trunks. Afterward, they
broke open a pinata and ate a lunch prepared by the school's teachers,
who, afterwards, urged Graham to make a speech. He thought of telling
them that the trees were for the seventy-five people who had drowned
on the ferry from Livingston, but he wasn't thinking this as he'd planted
the trees and he decided it would be false to say so now. The trees, he
figured, were for the trees themselves, each life lived in the presence of
other lives but ultimately alone.
Leaving the mountain, carrying the six-year-old son of one of the
teachers on his shoulders, Graham sensed it was about to rain. He knew
he could think that it was ironic, how in some situations water could be
deadly but in others its absence became equally fatal. Instead he was
comfortable knowing that things held their opposite, water being both
fierce and sustaining. Life had in it always the possibility of death.
A few minutes later, it did begin to rain, but no one screamed in
panic, no one flailed. This water was welcome, and Graham welcomed it
by opening his mouth.

ElPastor. March La Iglesia de Dias Welcomes-NewMinister
Ronalda Ramirez, who completed seminary training in Guatemala
City last month, will serve as pastor of our church in Dolores, Peten.
With his wife, Cruz, and three children, Senor Morales will move to the
remote pueblo this week and begin holding services in April.
Before going to the seminary, Senor Ramirez was a sea captain. He
said he decided to become a minister when a ferry he was piloting from
Livingston to Puerto Barrios capsized in rough waters three years ago
and he was one of only two people on board to survive the tragedy.
"I felt the hand of God," Senor Ramirez said. "I want others to
know His healing grace."

***
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Graham hears Kathy's Jeep Cherokee before he sees it, and he stands
and walks to the side of the second-story porch. Thank God. he thinks.
He wants. suddenly, to cry.
In seconds, the car appears at the end of the dusty road, then pulls
into the parking lot. Graham leaves the porch, races down the stairs and
steps out the front door.
"Hey there," Kathy says, closing the Cherokee's door.
Graham has imagined their conversation many times, but he's
nervous now, afraid he won't be able to speak.
She says something, but he doesn't hear her, only thinks he hears
her, and he responds quickly, defensively, "I couldn't face calling, Kathy. I
couldn't do it. I..." He feels something catch in his throat.
"I didn't say you should have called," Kathy says gently. "You did
fme to send the telegram. Now, tell me, what's wrong?"

"I..." He stops on his words and sees, behind Kathy, someone
coming from the Jeep. Kathy is dressed in blue jeans and a red blouse,
but her companion, the large black woman, wears a clean white nurse's
uniform.

"Who came with you?" he asks, pointing behind her.
Kathy turns, stares a few seconds, then turns around again. "I came
alone, Graham."
Graham looks at Kathy, who is frowning with concern. There are
craw's feet around her hazel eyes and streaks of gray in her short, brown
hair. She is older than he remembered. even though he has seen her only
a month or two before. Perhaps she's forty. perhaps she's as old as his
mother. Her age comforts him. as if it alone is capable of forgiving him.
He looks again behind her, but there is no one there.
"She's gone." Graham says.
"Who's gone?"
"They're all gone."
He feels foolish crying in Kathy's arms when she doesn't even know
yet what happened.
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Joan I. Siegel

Animals
Owls screech through the summer
night woods where some small
animal shivers in the shadow
and swoop of wings so near
to the house it seems we are
the prey to be lifted in talons
from our beds to a mossy
hollow in the trees, straddled
drilled, ripped open, sinews and
nerves popped out like tangled wires
and memory severed at the point
of connection, our dreams blacked out
forever.
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Mary Arete Moodey

Japanese Gardening

Moss scarred with cedar needles cushions
My feet on shaded ground above my parents
Who, barefoot and bent over like question marks,
Comb the beach for smooth white stones
They will place layer-by-layer on a strip
Of clear plastic cascading like a brook
Outside our kitchen window. A brook
Bedded between chips of glazed charcoal: stone cushions
For the dry pine needles that will fall and strip
The brook of its perfection. My parents
Will offer me allowance for clearing needles from stones
And I will accept, bending over like the question marks
I have practiced writing in penmanship. I mark
The time by designing my own brook:
Cedar needles zigzagging down to the stones
Below the shade. My feet crave the cushions
Of rich moss, but I slip closer to my parents
Who work like archaeologists intent to strip
Away the present to construct a clean past-strip
This beach of its bone white stones, marks
Of the sun's beatings and the waves wash, parents
Of time. This is their summer project: build a brook,
As man and wife, in their Japanese garden, using stonesSmooth, white, and round-like wedding cushions.
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My parents fill their buckets and sit on boat cushions
While eating lunch. I pick at my food, throw a strip
Of crust to a sandpiper, an incongruity among the stones,
And return to my own design: rust-colored needle marks
On this tapestry of moss and stone. My brook
Will be scattered by the footfalls of my parents
Or a mere breeze. Buckets in hand, my parents
Give no notice as they strain across the moss cushions.
They're eager to drive home, study sketches of their brook,
And begin, layer-by-layer, to place stones on the strip
Of cascading plastic which covers potential weeds and marks
The current. But I hold back and skip stones
Into a cushion of dear bay between strips
Of bluff my parents have turned their backs on. I mark
The ripples, brook their calls, and look for one more flat stone.
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Vidas Gvozdzius

Vilkas
Each morning the women of Gargzdai
take buses into birch forests to pick
mushrooms, firewood, and with luck,
amber charms. I watch them return
as the town exhumes dust and mist
below ochre clouds. Their heavy buckets
squeak and tack, squeak and tack while
the old ones ask if anyone saw a wolf.
The last one died decades ago stepping
on a land mine during the partisan war.
But they want to see the bronze wolf
who appeared to Gedirninas in a dream
on a cold Baltic night and showed him
where to build a city. They want the vilkas
to cry in a voice of silent silver, to run
with shimmering paws deep into a white
forest, to the only clearing where an act
of creation, or death, is the fmality
of all gathering and plump mushrooms.
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Darren DeFrain

The Owners

Some of the owner men were kind because they hated what they
had to do, and some of them were angry because they hated to be
cruel, and some of them were cold because they had long ago
found that one could not be an owner unless one were cold.
-John Steinbeck, The Grapes ofWmth
It was late summer, the end of August at the end of the millennium, and
the trees on the mountains between West Virginia and Pennsylvania were
starting to lose their green patina to the ongoing drought. Most were
poxed in brown stippled patches by a plague of seventeen year locusts.
In the evening their song came on like screaming trees.
Though I still had a year left to finish my PhD, I was about to take a
job at a tiny, evangelical college in the southwest comer of Pennsylvania
just two weeks before the start of classes. After ten years of life as a
graduate student it felt as if I was suddenly rushing into the real world,
like I was pushing my family into the new century where we'd meet the
older, more responsible versions of our selves- paying off students
loans instead of accruing them, shepherding our children to daycare and
school instead of trotting off to school ourselves.
I had been in graduate school for so long it had become a habit I
was scared to break. In less than a week's time I had gone from the
comfortable familiarity of teaching one writing class a semester to staring
that year (that millennium!) right in its slobbery chops and trying to
muster the energy to find a house. Melinda, our daughter Madchen, and
I had driven down from Michigan to look at the school and find a place
to live. Now, after two days, we were out of hotel money and knew we
had to get back to Kalamazoo and pack the entire contents of our house
so we needed to find this place in just over four hours.
Waynesburg, Pennsylvania is the county seat for the poorest county
in all of Pennsylvania. Economically speaking, it's coal country and not , ,
much else. When I inteiViewed for the job at the college. a slap-dash
affair the school tried to pull off as a thought-out and hardnosed process
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they were familiar with, the president and dean both leaned on me about
living in the Waynesburg. "We like our faculty to live near the campus, so
that the students feel they're available to them outside of classes."
What they really wanted was their faculty nearby so they could keep .
an eye on them. At least that's what some of the faculty were pulling me ·
aside and whispering "off-the-record" all during the interview process. It
felt like I was the star of a low-budget horror film where nervous, selfdestructive types keep pulling the hero aside and warn in their scratched
out, country voices: "Get out while you still can!"
I found that I was full of answers during the interview, and I fmally
told the dean I didn't think it would be possible to rent a place in
Waynesburg because we had three dogs who were very ill-behaved.
"They're Chinese Shar Pei," I said. "And I don't even think they understand English. That could be part of the problem." He looked at me
disapprovingly. a look I would get to know well, but my line about our
dogs had also clearly confused him enough that he quit offering me the
town rental guide.
Besides, while Melinda may have relented about my taking a job in
Waynesburg, the only way she was actually going to live there was if she
came down with a sudden case of catatonia. She'd been referring to
Waynesburg as a one horse town, but not long after we would move to
the area the stables at the fairgrounds would burn to the ground with all
of the horses tethered inside their stalls. So there wouldn't even be any
horses anymore. just a two week long stench of smoldering oats and
horse flesh suspended over the town.
Fortunately for us, Morgantown was just across the border in West
Virginia. I knew from my family lore that I was a cllrect descendant of
Morgan Morgan, one of the town founders, so in all of the ruckus I
convinced myself that this was probably a good sign. I always look for
omens in a ruckus-it flexes my faith and my imagination at the same
time. I'd never been to Morgantown before, but I told Melinda it was a
nice town. a town with history behind it, and that we should look there
for a place to live. Maybe, deep down, I expected to be greeted as the
prodigal ancestor.
·. ··
On the drive down into Morgantown I noticed that in addition to
the usual deer carcass and the occasional inert dog body, there
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number of wild turkeys that been run over on the highway. I had never
seen a wild turkey, and I wasn't sure if these remnants counted or not.
But when I called across the country, I found myself saying: "It's really
beautiful out here, there's mountains, and wild turkeys all over the place.
.• I've never seen so many wild turkeys. You should come see the wild
:· turkeys."
Like the college in Waynesburg, school was about to start at West
Virginia University, so when we picked up the local paper to look for
houses there were only three listed that didn't explicitly refuse dogs and
children. Our dogs, who barked when the breeze changed, often made us
· the bane of our neighborhood, so I knew we probably couldn't be too
choosy. But even I was crestfallen at the lack of potential homes for our
brood. I stood at a pay phone outside a Boston Beanery and left our
name on the answering machines of all three. We didn't have a cell
phone, and were no longer staying anywhere, so there was nothing to do
but drive around and keep trying back.
For years West Virginia University had wide renown as a party
school. And as we drove the snaking streets up and down the mountains
of Morgantown we passed house after house of shirtless frat boys nailing
bed sheets to the front of their rentals announcing how many kegs would
be available at their house that night. The frat girls seemed to walk up
and down the miles and miles of Appalachian Alps surveying their
prospects for the coming night. We drove past these displays of foamy
optimism, like the Joads passing the orchards and towns of California,
stuck in our mini-van with a screaming baby and an overwhelming sense
of dread.
At the next pay phone I got through to someone named Ray, who
said he would meet us at a house on Stewart Street. We knew we were
near Stewart, so I laid some scratch out of the parking lot while Melinda
rotated the map in her hands. She found that Stewart is a major thoroughfare over-looking the university, well within our navigational
abilities. But as we approached the number we were looking for, the
houses disappeared. On one side of the street was hillside, and on the
other was a laundromat that couldn't decide if it was in business or not.
After four trips up and down the street I pulled into the laundromat
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parking lot and parked under a sign threatening to have our van towed at
great expense. In the next slot was a BMW with a cracked windshield
and four flat tires. I rolled down the windows and was ready to concede
defeat when Melinda heard a voice floating down from the sky: "HALLOO DOWN THERE!"
"Someone's calling us," Melinda said.
"Who knows we're here?" I said stupidly.
"HA-LLOO!" again. I stuck my head out of the van window. There
was no one on the laundromat, and just a steep incline of weeds across
the street. "FEEL LOST?" I got the cold chills thinking it was someone
from the college come to spy on me. In the whir of the interview I'd still
found time to cultivate my paranoias. I jumped out of the car, trying to
look and feel as ifl wasn't lost at all. "I SAWY'ALL DRIVE PAST A
DOZEN TIMES." The voice was echoing off the hills and the
laundromat and even, I felt, off of me. "UP HERE," the voice said.
Of course. I stood on my toes and peered up the wall of weeds
across the street. There was a house up there with an enormous porch.
And on that porch stood a smiling man with short red hair and an Amish
beard. He was about fifty years old, and even from across the street I
could see he had forearms like Popeye. His grace and fit, muscular build
made him the kind of guy I thought I might want to be in another
twenty years. "C'MON UP, I'LL SHOW YOU THE PLACE."
We unloaded Madchen and found cement stairs buried under the
weeds. The yard was just as bountiful. But when I turned around at the
top those ramshackle college flops had been swallowed up by the blooms
of the trees and rhododendrons (which grow twenty feet tall in West
Virginia), the laundromat was just a brief expanse of tar-pitch roof
glinting against the afternoon sun, the douds and the hills tumbled on
after each other for miles. It was like we had climbed right out of our
desperation. "Ray," he said, sticking out a Popeye forearm and enormously calloused mitt in welcome.
Melinda, who was toting Madchen on her hip, shifted the baby to
the other side and took up his hand. "Boy are we glad to find you."
"I watched ya'll drive back and forth for a while, and when I saw
the Michigan tags I figured y'all were who I spoke with." Ray had a
gentle, southern manner, and was quick to smile. "Maybe after we look
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we can go on down to our place for some lemonade." He was the kind
of fellow you wanted to sit and talk to. I liked him immediately. and I
thought the hell with the yard, the hell with what's inside, let's take the
house. Maybe Ray will be our friend.
"This is my mother-in-law's place," Ray said, fumbling with the lock on
the beveled glass door of the porch. The overly-courteous way Ray had
tilted at the mention of his mother-in-law let me know this was as
confrontational as he ever got. The porch was wide and deep and
covered in sootish dust I imagined was part and parcel of living in coal
countty. It looked like no one had lived here in years. "I'm just showing it
for her, but I guess I've done enough work here over the years that I
should be able to handle ally' all's questions and concerns."
Melinda explained our situation with the kind of clarity I seldom
have, and the kind of optimistic honesty I never will. "Well, we're going
to have to go around to the back,· Ray said, yanking the key free from
the lock. "You know," he said, leading me down the stairs. "... Now
watch that last step, it's a bit soft... I'm a forestty professor over at WVU.
Maybe we can get you on there." Rent a house, get a career. I believed
this was getting better and better, and we hadn't even been inside yet. He
led us past a schoolbook white picket fence overflowing with the
neighbor's manicured and diverse flowers, and past sloppy but profuse
lilacs and Rose of Sharons on our side of the fence.
The kitchen was small, white, and cheaply constructed, but even the
tread-worn linoleum was spotlessly cleaned. There were lots of windows,
and cheny trim in each room. and two gas fireplaces, which Ray said
were nice to have in the mild winters.
I saw Melinda staring down at the wood floorboards, gapped
enough in places on the main floor that you could see down into the
basement. She was being more careful. Being smart. But all I could feel
was that her obvious pessimism was a threat to my dream job waiting for
me at WVU. Didn't she want me to succeed? Didn't she see how terrific
Ray was being?
The ceiling in the living room was sagging under the effects of
some former plumbing problems {"The pipes froze last winter," Ray said,
"but we got that all cleaned up!"). The bathroom was long and too
narrow to do anything but slide in sideways past the claw foot tub. And
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the walk up attic had been struck by lightning. "You won't have to wony
about that again,· Ray said, tapping at his handy work in the attic ceiling.

It didn't matter to me, none of it. I liked Ray, a lot, and I wanted to
stop driving around Morgantown and get on with it. In my mind the
house was yoked to Ray. and Ray was hitched now to my career optimism. I even blurted out that we might be interested in buying a house
like this, if my job turned more permanent. or. as Ray had implied, I
could "catch on· at WVU. The way he said things made them seem easy
to do.
"My mother-in-law will like that,· he said. "I've been trying to
convince her to let the place go for some time now. But her husband
grew up in this house, and she's awfully fond of it. It mearu something to
her, I reckon. •
I nodded, a lot. "There's just one thing.· I said. "We have dogs.·
"Oh, • Ray said, tugging at his Amish beard. "How many dogs?"
"Well,· I said. I didn't like the truth of our situation, but this was
Ray, so I told it to him straight: "Three. But they're little,· fifty pounders.
"About yea high,· I said, tapping under my knee with my fingers. "And
lazy as all get-out. They're Shar Pei. You know, those wrinkly dogs.·
Ray clearly liked that I was a fresh-faced professor. He told us that
we reminded him of he and his wife Darron (whose name was nearly
identical to my own, and which I took to be another omen!) when they
had their son and Ray got his first job down at Stephen F. Austin in the
early seventies. "Holy cow," I said. "Melinda's dad was head football
coach down there about then. What are the chances?" And that was the
clincher for Ray, I think. It was more like we'd romanced each other,
rather than transacted any real estate. He called his mother-in-law and
convinced her (and I don't say this lightly, given how ornery we found
her to be later) to rent us the house. Now all we had to do was pack all
our stuff, find a renter for our own house back in Kalamazoo, and move
to Morgantown in a couple of days.
Ray's mother-in-law was crisp with me on the phone, and very
concerned about our dogs. She wanted a deposit of first and last
month's rent, plus a full month's rent for a deposit against damages. It
was much more than we could afford, even with my student loans and
some loans from my parents, we had to skimp on the size of our moving
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van. When we pulled away from our house in Kalamazoo we left an
enormous pile of our stuff left by the curb that simply couldn't make the
trip. I tried to convince Melinda that it was all junk we needed to clean
out anyway, but in my heart I knew we were leaving a lot of things
behind so I could take this job.
Melinda drove our van with Madchen in her child seat and Bella
and Peeker locked up in kennels in the back. I led the way with the rental
truck with Ruge sitting quietly by my side. At each stop, Melinda looked
more and more pained and exhausted, as if she was pulling the van
herself. "Bella hasn't stopped barking since we left," she said. I could
hear Bella unleashing her shrill, panicked bark in the back of the van. It
was just strong enough to get past Madchen's bawling.
The next day we locked the dogs in the basement of "our" new
house and began unloading our stuff. It was humid and the dogs barked
straight through until supper time when we gave up for the day. Madchen
went to sleep at last, I set up a barricade at the top of the stairs on the
porch and unfolded our lawn furniture and Melinda got us a couple of
beers out of the icebox. It was the first peaceful moment we'd had in
almost two weeks.
The sun was setting and the green hills were darkening to purple on
the horizon. There was a breeze and we were holding hands watching the
students walk by the laundromat at the foot of our yard. It felt anonymous and safe, like we were perched above the town just like Ray had
been perched above us when we had showed up a few days earlier. And
then someone walked by with a Labrador, and Peeker jumped over the
side of the porch, followed closely by Bella.
Neither one of us made a move to retrieve them. We just looked at
each other for some confinnation that two of our dogs had just plunged
to their deaths over the side of the porch. It was at least ftfteen feet
straight down. When we looked down again I saw the terrifted owner of
the Labrador and then Peeker's little body, followed by Bella's fat body
come blasting out and down the steep slope of our yard. The poor
woman on the street must have thought we were hurling our wrinkled
dogs at her. She froze.
There was a scream of brakes, and a purple van slid into Peeker. I
couldn't look and I couldn't not look. Melinda couldn't look. I expected
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to see one of our dogs smeared across the pavement. But Peeker took
the hit and rolled like a bowling ball for nearly twenty feet. She was
dazed when she got up, and she took a step toward the Labrador before
trying to retreat back up the hill to where we sat.
I was so exhausted by this point that my first reaction was just to
shout down the hill, "I'm sorry.· I don't know whom I was speaking to.
Maybe Melinda.
We took Peeker to the vet-after hours, of course-and watched
her quick recovery. Our new vet tried to comfort me about the excessive
bill by saying. "Well, that's part of being a dog owner.· People always say
that when what they really mean is: "Blatant stupidity comes at a price.
Yours is higher than most.·
For the next several days, walking our dogs down the rotting
wooden stairs of the porch one by one, carrying Peeker down, I found
myself staring admiringly at the neighbor's picket white fence. I had told
Ray I thought I could build one just like it across the front yard at the
crest of the steep drop off that led down to the laundromat. If that was
okay with him and Darron and his mother-in-law. The dogs had to do
their business three times a day each, which meant at least six trips out
into the yard. More if they were sick, which they often were. Less if they
did their business down in the basement, which they often did. We
needed that fence.
About the time I was realizing how impossibly out of our price
range a picket fence would be, my parents carne rolling into town with an
additional U-haul. They had just retired to Phoenix, and had laid down
an ultimatum about all my old stuff: from comic books to bedroom
furniture, they'd kept it all. And now they wanted me to take it off their
hands.
To be honest, in spite of the ridiculousness of taking on more stuff
at such an inopportune time, I wanted it near me. It was something I
owned. Something within my control as my career spiraled before me
like a carnival game. Besides, if they threw it all out, there was no
changing my mind about it later. I needed my junk to keep up the spirit
of the house.
Most of it went into the attic and the basement while my dad
surveyed the property, thinking of ways to erect a fence that wouldn't
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break any of us. One day, when my father left for the lumberyard, I took
the long mountain drive to lecture my Presbyterians.
I was trying to lecture my way through Steinbeck's The Grapes of
Wrath, a book I was barely staying ahead on, when I realized the class
was refusing to read it. Even the class brown noser, a girl who always
looked like she was having a hard time surrendering her prom crown,
found it long and dull and irrelevant to her problems at an evangelical
school in coal country. Couldn't they see how timeless the novel was,
how the dreams of the characters were the same dreams they had, their
coal-mining daddies had?
They couldn't, and so I lectured about whatever I could think of to
make it pertinent. No straw was too thin to grasp, no trail was too cold.
It was my first real job and I was determined to bring The Grapes of
Wrath, and the other texts assigned by me and by those assigned by the
departing professor, into their lives. Somehow, eventually I came around
to my dogs.
Melinda had wanted her own dog since she was a young girl. She'd
told me stories about hamsters meeting tragic, messy ends, the cats she
kept until her mother, mafia-like, had disappeared them, and a wide
variety of ill-fated fauna she'd done in growing up in Wichita.
Wichita, for us, was about a two hour drive south via Flint Hills
highways, from Manhattan, Kansas, where I was going to graduate
school. Melinda's mother lived in Wichita, and she frequently invited us
down on the weekends to go out to eat and see films. Having exploited
all the bars and clubs in Manhattan seven times over, we drove down as
often as we could.
Highway 177 began at the shouldery expanse of the Konza Prairie
and ran down the neck of the Flint Hills before it opened up onto the
ranches and prairie near Wichita. There aren't a lot of towns on this
route, and we'd follow miles of flint and shale stone fences, and manicured farm houses shying away from the highway, before entering the
fallow ranch land that rambled into the sunset. The hills would be the
first green things to herald the spring, and before they did the ranchers
would bum the land to keep the trees and moss back and encourage the
grass. The smoke would blow across the road so thick we sometimes
couldn't see where we were headed for miles at a time. And then we
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would shoot out the other side to see a flirrnnering, bloodshot sky
holding back the purples of the coming night. We never got going too
early in the day, and we never made good time.
Melinda's mother was going to be out of town one weekend in early
spring, leaving us her immaculate apartment, a refrigerator full of eight
ounce beer bottles (her favorite moderation) and several pairs of movie
tickets. It had been extra slow going because of the smoke and because
Melinda made me stop the car and rescue the snapping turtles chased out
onto the highway by the smoke. I'd grab their tails and slide them along
the hot, smoky tarmac before they could take one of my fingers.
"Like the turtle in the novel," one of my students at Waynesburg
interrupted. "I guess sometimes you get a lucky and get a hand, and
sometimes you just burn up." For most of them, the early sections on the
turtle that insisted on moving forward, no matter the direction, were as
far as they read. I told them they were very much like the turtle in the
novel, and we spent some time trading stories about turtles before I
resumed.
A few miles from interstate that took us through El Dorado and
into Wichita, Melinda spotted a dahnation nosing around a gravel road
under a copse of trees. There was an old wagon wheel propped against
the fence, but other than that no signs of civilization. It had been at least
ten minutes since we'd seen a house in all the smoke, and Melinda made
me stop the car to check on the dog.
It was sweet, and smallish, and lowered its head and wagged its
head ferociously when I approached. I could see it was wearing a nice
red collar, and I was relieved. I knew Melinda was thinking she'd found
her dog the moment I stepped out of the car. But the collar didn't help
me out. It held a current rabies tag and that was all.
"We've got to save it," Melinda said.
"It's Saturday," I said. "The pounds are all closed." A few minutes
after the dog had ended up in the back seat of our Suburu, and we were
on our way toward Wichita, I realized how bad she smelled. There was
something gross behind the already gross smell of wet, smoky dog.
"C'mon Mel, Is she pooping in the carT I said. "I can smell it."
"Let's take her to my mom's house," Melinda said. "She just needs
a bath."
45

"Noway," I said. "Your mom will kill you when she finds out."
Melinda was way ahead of me, shooting down my next argument
before I even got to it. "I just want to call the number on the tag and see
if we can find the owner."
"And that's all?" I said.
"That's all," she said, rubbing the dog's eager face. "And if nobody

calls us back we can keep her."
"Keep her? How can we keep her?"
"I'm going to call her Lulu," Melinda said, and she began saying
"Lulu" over and over again, convincing the dog that was really its name.
I rolled through another wall of smoke. "Are you sure that dog isn't
crapping in the back seat. It really smells in here."
We turned Lulu loose, I had already started calling her by her
"name," in Melinda's mother's apartment and I went for the phone.
"Wait! You've got to get her some food," Melinda said. "She's starving.
Who knows how long she'd been out there in that smoke. Wandering
along that road. She may not have eaten for weeks."
When I went to the convenience store I tried to buy the smallest
bag of dog food I could find. But then I saw dog toys, and before I
knew it I was imagining Lulu lying on the floor in front of the fireplace
of our house in Manhattan. When I came back to the apartment Melinda
had already bathed Lulu and was feeding her scraps of meat from the
refrigerator. I dropped the dog toys I'd bought onto the floor and Lulu,
as if prepared by Melinda to be seductive, began to toss the toy into the
air in front of me.
I didn't want to make the phone call, but I did. I left a message,
thinking surely no one would get back to us over the weekend, and sat
down confidently next to Lulu on my mother-in-law's couch. Every time
Lulu shook she unleashed a cloud of white hair. "This wasn't an indoor
dog," I said to Melinda, but it didn't matter. The dog was sweet. She had
a name. And Melinda was happy.
Lulu was runtish, but she was enough of a dog, I thought, to keep
Melinda safe. We lived near Aggieville, the bar district in Manhattan, and
there were a lot of drunks stumbling around. Melinda had been harassed, and even had some jerk try to pee on her, when she'd been out
walking in the evening. That doesn't happen to people with dogs, I
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thought
We'd planned on seeing a movie that night, and so netvously we left
Lulu in the apartment and went to the show. I forget which one. When
we returned there was trouble. Lulu had eaten several of the dried
starfish my mother in law kept on a low shelf, and had then thrown them
all back up onto the carpet The bits that had stayed down apparently
caused her to have explosive diarrhea in the bedroom, to which she had
somehow opened the door, and onto the curtains. At least, I thought.
she hadn't scratched on the door.
I set about cleaning up the mess while Melinda took Lulu for a
walk. The phone rang, and I tensed up. I figured it was Melinda's mother
calling to check in, and somehow I knew I would betray what had
happened to her apartment. d gotten a lot of the dog barf and diarrhea
off the carpet and curtains, but nothing looks the same after that kind of
treatment. "Hello?"
"You called about the dog tag?" came the voice at the other end.
I had to break the news to Melinda when she came in from a long
walk with Lulu. The dog belonged to a family that lived on 177. The
directions said to stop a few miles off the interstate. We wouldn't be able
to see their house from the highway, as it was obscured by a copse of
trees, but that we should watch for an old wagon wheel leaning against
the fence at the foot of their gravel drive.
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My students listened to my stories about our dogs, about our problems
with our house. I told myself I was attempting to help them connect to
the works we were reading, though mostly I think they'd just rather hear
stories about anything other than these dassicworks that seemed to have
a snobbish, helicopter's view of the world. A view none of them was
familiar with, and a view, which frankly, reminded them less of how full
of adventures the world was, and more of how the world went right on
along without them.
A lot of the students smiled at me. They smiled a lot, these students. But one kid, who had bombed all the tests I'd given, and who did
nothing but smile, finally spoke up as I stumbled on and on, trying to
paste my life to the books we read so that I could paste that whole mess
to their own. "You're just like the Joads, professor."
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"How soT I asked. I thought I knew where he was going, but I also
wanted to continue to draw him out.
"Well, y'all drove west for work and a bunch of you got sick."
"We did," I said, letting slip his obvious misunderstanding of the
direction we'd moved from, content to let him rewrite my life if it let him
make some sense out of one of our texts.
"1bat name, professor, The ]oads. " He drew out the vowel sound in
Joads long and hard. "It sounds like what you call the piece of skin
between your back side and, well," he looked around at the girls in the
class now, his grin melting down to a sudden sheepishness, "You know."
When I got back home, the fence was almost done. In the back of
the house, where we entered and left from, he had pounded several
stakes into the yard, strung some wire fencing across it, and constructed
a gate out of wood he had found in the basement. It was an incredible
job of foresight and economy, and one the neighbors and Darron and
Ray were immediately displeased with. It, along with the rotting wood
and peeling paint, gave the house a hillbilly look even my father couldn't
deny. We were grateful for the fence, but I finally knew, in my heart, that
we had become those people everybody wishes would just move. Those
m1£Is

With the gate closed the dogs had a yard from which they could not
escape. And from which they could see every one of our neighbors walk
by. They barked at the neighbors when they were outside and they
barked at us when we left them inside. They knew their little yard was
just a place to crap while they tried not to get hit on the head by the
pears falling out of the tree next to the house, and they hated me for it. I
couldn't blame them. but the more stressed they got, the more they
crapped and pissed in the house. The more they crapped and pissed in
the house, the more I started laying into them. The more I laid into
them, the more stressed they got until began timing their loads to within
seconds of when I got home from work.
We were so broke from the move and the many deposits on the
house that we didn't get out much. We stayed in and spent our money on
409 and Tilex, and spent our time trying to keep up with the mess the
house was becoming. The dogs soon killed off all of the grass in the
yard, and every time we let them back inside they would track in dead
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grass. black mud, and dog crap.
So we would put Madchen in the van and we would drive. Sometimes we didn't know where we were going, but we would leave the dogs

back at the house, knowing that when we got home they would have
chewed something up and crapped and pissed on the floors. All we knew
was that it was better outside.
We eventually found a state park called Cooper's Rock, and nearly
every weekend we would take the short drive out there, park the van and
hike to the outcrop that looked out over a river and a valley of green
trees. We were high enough up there that buzzards would sail by the
outcrop so near you felt you could reach out and grab one. Though I'm
not sure why you would want to grab a buzzard. The rhododendrons
were tall at Cooper's Rock, and their blooms were thick and without
smell. We would stay as long as we could and, even after we found out
we were pregnant again, we came to Cooper's Rock nearly every weekend and stood and stared out at the valley and buzzards.
I'd never really believed those poems and stories I taught to my
students at Waynesburg about children signaling the death of the parents,
the signature of their mortality. And I didn't want to believe it then,
either. But there was a certain sense that I had gotten older in leaps and
bounds in the previous months. That bringing my family, my growing
family, to this place was bringing us down that road you don't ever come
back from. In graduate school you could always cut back, cut across, or
cut out. In my delusions we were like Ulysses busting loose from the
island of the lotus eaters and getting on with the journey into our old

age.
The dogs, I felt more and more often, took on the different roles of
the trials of Ulysses. I was now teaching the Iliad, another long book I
had never read before, and so I began calling our dogs, collectively, the
Cerberus- the three headed dog guardian of the gates of hell who
lavished affection on those in the underworld but who turned viciously
on anyone who tried to leave. They continued to piss and crap and
throw up all over our house, and it became more and more of a losing
battle as Melinda got more pregnant, Madchen got older and more
mobile and demanding, and my job gobbled up more and more of my
time. I was failing them all and they knew it.
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At the end of my first semester I gave a multiple choice test to my
literature students. 'This was a senior level theme-based class devoted to
the world of work and I proffered questions like: The Joads decide to
change their luck and head A) East B) West C) North D) to Vegas.
Nineteen out of twenty-one students failed the exam. Most failed
miserably. And while any impartial observer might say that the responsibility to read the texts and study for the exams was solely the students', I
knew in my heart that I was failing them as well. They enjoyed my class,
and wrote touching notes in my course evaluations about what a swell
guy I was and how I made something as boring and terrible as literature
fun. But if I couldn't do better than entertain them for a few hours each
week with chy witticisms about Steinbeck and some cutting up about the
lung fungus we'd fought off that weekend or the stupid things my dogs
had done I had better find another vocation.
And yet, after the semester break, a break from the school and from
the house and from the dogs, we all began to like our situation a little
better. Instead of leaving the dogs back at the house we would walk
them around the neighborhood. The neighbors recognized them, of
course, but were beginning to wave at us anyway. Melinda and I were
growing more and more excited about adding another Morgan Morgan
to the world. We were making some good friends with funky names like
Fergus and Cherith and Kevin. I'd begun to grow fond of my students,
the dogs grew resigned to their fate.like prisoners of war waiting out the
last battle. and stopped making escapes. I'd gotten to know the poet]im
Harms, and he took me under his wing to dole out some needed career
advice. There was light snowfall in the mountains.
Melinda and I would curl up in front of the gas fireplace and think
romantic thoughts about each other. At least until the pipes in the living
room broke again, despite Ray and Darron's assurances, and we were not
only without a toilet for nearly a week, but without running water.
During this week, while I was up at school. the gas man came
calling while Melinda was at home with Madchen. The house was so old
that the meter was in the basement and he had called us to say he was
too terrified of dogs to just use his key and come inside unaided.
I don't like strange men coming into my house while I'm not at
home, and it occupied my mind the entire day. Melinda's stunningly
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pretty {and obviously a bit of a geek magnet), and so I'm used to strange
guys coming on to her. I suppose I wasn't that surprised when Melinda
called that afternoon to tell me the gas man lured her down into the
basement to tell her that he sometimes channeled God into his body and
that, in Melinda's presence, he felt]esus in his thigh. Also, the fireplaces
we'd been using all winter would have to be capped immediatelyaccording to ]esusthighs-they, the fireplaces, were at immediate risk of

exploding.
I told Melinda if the gas company tried to send Godpants back to
cap the fireplaces that she should turn the dogs loose on him. Chances
are they'd probably piss and shit themselves into comas, but given his
admitted fear of dogs, it might be enough. Or ifwe had enough time to
plan, I suppose we could have simply dropped Bella or Peeker off the
front porch onto his head at no great injury to the dog.
By the time summer was on its way, along with the baby, we couldn't
stand the idea of leaving Morgantown. There was a dog festival and a
kids festival all within weeks of each other seeming to implore us to stay.
But my one year gig at Waynesburg was ending. They'd found a woman
who aspired to their flavor of Christianity better than I did and now we
were staring down a move to Wisconsin.
The dogs mostly lazed around the yard in the cool days of May.
Our neighbors had either gotten immune to their barking or come to
accept it as part of the communal sound. They would wave at the dogs
when they walked by, including the mayor whose Pekinese caused Peeker
to erupt in fits of insane bloodlust, throwing herself against that surprisingly sturdy fence my father had erected with all the force and fury of a
Viking berserker.
As we were preparing to think about loading up our dogs to move
back across the country, our next door neighbors, the ones with the
textbook white picket fence, decided the decline of their property value
was nigh. They wanted to sell and move to a more prosperous part of
town. And with the chipping paint, dilapidated porch, and missing
shingles on our house, we were destined to drive down their sale price
even without our cruddy little fence and our berserker dogs hurling their
doggy insults at prospective buyers. They called the city to complain, and
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the city called Darron and Ray.
Darron was in a foul mood when she finally got hold of me. "We
have neverhad anycomplaints aOOut: our house until you people moved in
therewith t:f1a;e clog<;. And now we have to have an inspection You need to get

t:/Ja;edogsoutoftherewhile theinspectorsare there and yoo need to dean that
place up and..." 1bis went on for several minutes, with Darron inflecting
all over her sentences and growing more and more certain, I think, that it
was actually Melinda and I who had placed the call to the city.
We couldn't afford the cost of boarding the dogs, so I put all three
in the van and drove around town for an hour and a half while the
inspector inspected. While they found a lot wrong with the house, West
Virginia is not exactly in the habit of siding with the health concerns of
tenants over the financial concerns of owners and their property taxes.
It's a sad thought to me that Darron's mother is probably dead
now-Ray told us, after one of her outbursts, that she'd been losing her
fight against cancer. Managing a property like that, in her condition, was
foolish. But I knew what she must have been thinking. Her life was
tenuous and she wanted to control the things she still could. The people
living in her house were an excuse to see how her past had been corrupted. I was finishing up The Ocfysseyand I remember Borges saying
something like: "If we take the Odyssey in the first sense [the homecoming of Ulysses], then we have the idea that we are in banishment, that
our true home is in the past or in heaven or somewhere else, that we are
never at home." Our landlord wanted to know that there was something
out there in the world that she owned, that there was a home in West
Virginia, even if it was home she never planned on living in, still existing.
When the inspector returned at a later date to see if Darron had
implemented the corrections (fire alarms for instance, windows that
open and shut without the assistance of a stick, our moldering boxes in
the basement were too close to the heater}, she dipped her state hat at
me conspiratorily and told me the house should probably be condemned.
Or rebuilt from the basement up. Darron came by this time as well. I
refused to drive the dogs around town, and so they were there to greet
her when she arrived. She had dolled herself up, lots of make-up and a
nice black outfit. The dogs jumped all over her, sniffing and slobbering
and nosing her crotch. They wanted to love her, like they wanted to love
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me all those times r d cursed them and kicked them in the rear, and
threatened to find my recipe book from Taiwan.
The gas company sent the gas man over to cap the fireplaces that
afternoon as well. Darron signed some papers and went home to dust
herself off. Melinda took Madchen down to the arboretum to enjoy one
of her last walks there. And I went up to the attic to work out while the
gas man finished his business.
It was hot in the attic and there was a sparrow stuck inside flitting
against the screen of one of the two large windows at either end. I took
the screen off the window nearest the pear tree and shooed the bird out
the window. It disappeared into the blue sky over the mountains of
Morgantown for a few seconds and then flew right back inside. Or
perhaps it was another bird come to take its place. I took off the other
screen and set to task wiping the bird shit off my Soloflex and working

out
When I finished up it was nearly ninety degrees in the room. I loved
the smell of the wood in the attic in the summer. It was a cleaner smell
than anywhere else in the house.
I looked out of the window and there was a pear dangling close to
the sill. I pulled it off and looked down at where all the dozens of other
pears had fallen that summer. We never thought to pick them, though we
knew they were good to eat.
I brushed the pear off on my shorts and took a bite. It wasn't quite
ripe and it was hard and held on tight to its juice. I held it in my hand
and stared at the fruit. It was the fruit of the tree of knowledge, I had
learned up at Waynesburg. The more popular apple had been chosen by
artists in the Middle Ages because of its ubiquity. The shape of the pear,
I thought further, evoked the shape of a human scrotum, and, thinking
of my new baby's impending birth, I wondered what kind of knowledge
of the world that might bring me as well.
Surely it would bring me some sense of what I was doing with my
life and with those who cared about me. Those two girls who had
followed me to Morgantown so that I could follow my dream to be a
professor and a writer. Who had buoyed me all year long when neither
seemed to be working out. Or maybe it would finally deal with our dogs.
who had endured more than their share of indignities and cruelties in the
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previous year. With a new baby on the way, and the changes that would
mean for us in our next home, I was going to have to do better by them
for sure.
Peeker and Ruge came clumsily up the stairs to the attic, their
ragged claws scuttling across the wood and leaving scratches for the next
tenants to wony about. They drug their rubbery noses across my legs
and arched their backs as if they were impersonating cats. They slobbered and they drooled and they smelled terrible in the heat of the attic,
but I grabbed them both in my sweaty hands and wrestled them to the
floor.
"Well, I'm all done. This dog isn't going to get me now, is it?" The
gas man called up the stairs to the attic, which meant he was standing in
our bedroom. I could hear Bella trying to decide if she should come up
to the attic to be with me, or linger back with the gas man and keep a
cautious eye on him. I eased her mind and went down the narrow stairs,
trying not trip over Ruge and Peeker as I did so.
"They're both capped, and they shouldn't be any danger to you and
your family now at all,· he said. He was a small, black man with thick eye
glasses and white hair at both of his temples. "That's a lovely wife you
have,· he said.
"I know.· He was standing in front of our unmade bed smiling a
big smile and holding a clipboard in his hand for me to sign. "Were you
the guy who came out last time?" I said. I was pumped up and felt as if I
had tapped into a new vigor, with my three dogs pacing nervously
around his feet.
"Yes sir,· he said. I signed the clipboard and handed it back to him.
"And if you don't mind me telling you, I sometimes get a feeling around
certain people. A spiritual feeling." he said. "Sometimes the Lord just
touches me somewhere in my body and it's his way of saying to me that

this person needs my help. That this person needs to enter into the
House of the Lord and take up residence in His holy light. That there's a
good soul there who needs to hear the good word.· He continued on.
"And if you don't mind my saying so, Sir: I just felt a little something
right there in my arm.·
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The Best Restaurant in Town
When Lynette Hartnett dropped out of English because her American lit
sUIVey prof was a jackass and the guy that taught the required
Shakespeare class was an impossible misogynist from South Carolina, she
changed her major to t-comm. She nurtured vague delusions of parlaying
her luxurious blonde tresses into a job as weather woman down at
KLEW or even at one of the Spokane stations. She even took a 300level meteorology class {pass-fail). She conveniently finessed the fact that
she was a good fifty pounds overweight by even the most liberal
standards, and she pointedly ignored the unsubtle reminders of various
svelte classmates that 1V adds five pounds.
The actual figure dted varied with the source. The guys, who
seemed sympathetic, always mentioned the standard five as they
recommended the more technical jobs available in the industry.
Presumably, Lynette was the kind of gal who'd look just great behind a
camera. Her fellow coeds, sorority girls lean from excessive exercise or
vomiting, suggested anything from ten to twenty pounds. Her advisor, an
aging feminist named Hilda Von Schalk, believed in the American
Dream: Lynette could be whatever she wanted to be. An academic all of
her 64 years, Hilda had never worked in television, either in front of or
behind a camera; a good thirty pounds on the hefty side herself, she
insisted that Lynette was a lovely young woman, simply full-figured, with
a sweet face, a wonderful complexion, and fantastic hair. Some station
would hire her like that, Hilda said, snapping her stubby fingers.
But of course Hilda was wrong, and most of us here in Latah,
Idaho, are darned glad of that because if the station managers were as
blindly progressive as Hilda Von Schalk assumed they were, the best
restaurant in town would still be either the Old Shanghai or Pepito's, if
not Pizza Hut. Instead, up to now it's been Two Plump Broads near the

mall where the Eagles Club and the Capricorn were located before they
burned down under suspidous drcurnstances a few years back. The Cap
was Latah's best dancing joint at the time. Everyone says it was arson,
some sort of Molotov Cocktail thing using liquor, put an end to the
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musical career of a local band called Hat Trick, and everyone knows who
did it, but no one has any proof, and so on. The name for the restaurant
was Lynette's idea, adapted from a place she'd heard of called Two Fat
Ladies.
The other plump broad is Rena Thompson. She and Lynette met in
the jackass's American lit survey class {Walt Whitman to the Present), and
somewhere between Stephen Crane and Flannery O'Connor they
decided to bag it. Rena dropped out of the State and took a job at
Mikey's Gyros. Except for their parallel disesteem for a certain English
professor and what they boast is a nearly identical "gross vehicular
weight," they are opposite in ahnost every way. Rena's black (but
occasionally henna-red-orange or green or blue) hair is cut terse and
straight. She prefers flashy, tent-like dresses. She is not afraid to wear
bright red. About which, enough said.
The best boyfriend Lynette ever had was a geology major named
Roy who played in the serum for the Rocky Marmot rugby club and
smelled like cinnamon rolls. After Roy it was all downhill: Mark, a grad
student in history who smelled like Old Spice, predictably she realized,
and dreamed of moving back to Tennessee where he could join a Civil
War re-enactors' unit called The Nashville Grays; Sami, who dropped out
of chem-e as a junior and worked at Safeway, had nightmares of being
deported to Iran, and smelled like oranges one day, bananas the next. A
quick fling with an English prof depressed over not getting tenure-by
definition it could not outlast the spring semester. The pathetic prof
smelled like nothing, like defeat.
Then Lynette's grandfather dies, dear, sweet Grampa Pete, and with
her share of the inheritance she goes into the restaurant business with
Rena. Just like that, more or less. Aside from being significantly
overweight, she and Rena then had in common only their mutual disdain
for a certain jackass professor of American lit and their devotion to
good food. "If we make it big," Rena said, "we'll endow a chair: The
Jackass Chair in American Literature."
But neither of them expected to make it big, or to make it at all.
They knew the hazards of running a restaurant. even in a town that
could presumably boast of a cultivated palate and of precious little
competition other than Schierman's Slurp & Burp.
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"Like your hair," Lynette said when she first met Rena in the hall
after a drab session on "The Man Who Corrupted Hadleyburg."
"Yeah?" Rena said. "Well I hate it. It's coarse, straight as a board,
and oily. Got some Eye-talian somewhere in my genetic closet, my
mother's father, to be exact. I only do it like this to keep myself from
shaving it off." Rena's hair that week was henna-orange-red, her
dominant hue. Her parents had divorced and moved back to opposite
comers of the continent, Buffalo and San Diego, where they now
claimed to be blissfully happy.
"You from around here?" Lynette pursued, dropping cosmetology
as a topic of conversation for the safer realm of popular cosmology.
"Lived here all my life. Where you from?"
"Hope." Lynette paused in order to field the usual response: Hope
for what? Or "Where there's life there's Hope." But Rena gave her a
break and they became friends right away.
"That's up by Sandpoint, isn't it?"
Lynette nodded. "Yeah, but I grew up in New Orleans." She paused
to let the impact of the exotic sink in. "Look, what do you do when you
aren't trying to catch a nap in American lit?"
"I cook, I read, I play rugby, or played rugby for the Rocky
Marmettes till my knees gave out last year. I've got lousy knees. Lousy
hair, lousy knees."
"I cook, I read, I play around. You don't need good knees to play
around."
So they decided to start up a restaurant. Of course it wasn't quite as
simple as that, but one thing led to another, and by the end of the
semester, shortly after dropping the American lit class right in the middle
of The Sun Al5o Rises, they pooled their resources and took up a lease on
what had been a thriving brew pub out at the mall. It had not thrived
enough, the owner of the building said. What the area needed, he said,
was a first-class restaurant. Lynette and Rena assured him that's what the
area was about to get.
Their friends warned them, of course, but what was the
competition? Three or four Asian restaurants, two identically so-so
Mexican food cafes, two Italian pasta cookeries, about a million fast-food
and pizza joints, Bonanza. The Broiler at the Best Western, and a chic
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little restaurant in town called The Red Door, which seiVed a five-entree
menu and was always teetering on the brink, even though it was pretty
good. There was no first-class restaurant around, and they were aiming
for the top.
Their scheme was simple: One week Lynette would do the cooking
while Rena acted as hostess; the next week they would reverse roles. That
way, they agreed, they would achieve two vital goals: first, a varied menu
of entrees; second, keeping out from under each other. From the outset
Lynette and Rena recognized that Two Plump Broads would exist only as
long as they could coexist, and they would coexist only as long as they
could maintain separate but equal status as humans. Accordingly, Rena
kept her basement apartment on Hayes, a daylight place that let in just
enough sun to sustain her collection of ferns and philodendrons, while
Lynette stuck with her duplex on Polk, where she was permitted to keep
her pair of all-black cats, Alfonse and Gaston.
On A weeks {Rena's) we customers could expect something with a
regional identity, like pink lentils under the halibut or a hucklebeny glaze
on the lamb. On B weeks (Lynette's) we patrons {the term she much
prefers) would dine on cuisine influenced by her Cajun mother, Charlotte
Blanche Dubois, whose fortuitous divorce meant that she could revert to
the maiden name that had fostered her middle name, of which she was
inordinately proud. Her mother, Lynette's batty grandmother recently
deceased, named her after the pathetic {or possibly tragic) heroine of A
Streetcar Named Desire. In fact, Lynette's mother is so enamored of the
name that she signs herself "C. Blanche Dubois" at the bottom of her
tragic {or possibly pathetic) oils, polymers, and watercolors of wrecked
vehicles. When C. Blanche moved to Idaho ten years earlier, she adapted
immediately as an artist, simply converting the backgrounds of her
works from swamps, bayous, and street comers of the Big Easy to wheat
fields, mountains, and small towns, which she differentiated from each
other as either one-bar or two-bar locales. She's a real looker, by the way,
a full-figured woman as the current euphemism puts it. At any rate, on B
weeks the patrons would be offered an array of filet gumbos, etouffes,
jambalayas, blackened catfish, and Southern fried chicken.
We were quick to commit ourselves to either A or B. although even
the most bland and routine-driven among us occasionally felt obliged to
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cross over. I was back and forth from the first, Rena one week and
Lynette the next. One virtue of their week-on, week-off routine was that
during their week as hostess, they agreed they were to feel free, provided
no special events were brewing, like Homecoming at the university or
Jazz Festival, to replace themselves with one of the waitresses and take
off on a lark. Rena's idea of a lark was whipping fraternity boys shooting
pool at Mingles. Lynette's idea of a lark was flirting with dry-wallers and
landscapers or playing ping-pong or shuffleboard at The Plantation,
which she regarded affectionately as the crappiest bar in town.
The restaurant opened in April, "the cruelest month." they
reminded each other. Folks around here are fond of saying that in the
wind-molded hills of the Palouse, March doesn't go in like a lion and out
like a lamb, but in like a lion and out like a lion, and that usually applies
to April as well-a damned muddy lion at that. Snow, rain and bright
shoots of winter wheat urging itself up from the muck. Maples and
crabapples break into bud and sometimes into premature blossom as
thick, wet flakes of snow clotted the branches. "A ridiculous place for an
adult to live in." Lynette's mother insisted. She had just moved down to
Latah having, as she was all too fond of saying. "abandoned Hope."
"But you can't beat the lack of humidity." She would then launch into an
impassioned discourse on the heat and humidity of n'awluns as she
daubed dents into the fenders of an unfortunate minivan. C. Blanche
Dubois was ending what she referred to as her Minivan Period, which
had lasted nearly three years. It was all Lynette could do to keep her away
from the restaurant when it was her week to preside over the kitchen.
It was early in their second year, during Lynette's Cajun cooking
weeks, that the Turk began to show up. His first name was Erol and his
last name was unpronounceable, and he taught in the English
department at the university. Rena had taken his course in British lit
survey, but his specialty was Hemingway. and both Lynette and Rena had
developed a deep animosity toward Papa when they took Women's
Literature. When Rena saw Erol enter Two Plump Broads, she liked to
make him wait a little before ushering him to a table, and she tried to seat
him near the kitchen, but he got wise to that right away and insisted on
another table. He always came alone. Little things Rena would do to get
back at Hemingway: forget to light the candle, forget to bring water.
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forget the wine list. After a brief and unfortunate relationship with a
soccer player from Kuwait, who smelled like three conflicting brands of
after-shave, she had also developed a special disesteem for Middle
Eastern males, so the Turk (she liked to refer to him as The Infidel)
occupied top billing on her shit-list of on-preferred customers.
Erol had lived in Idaho for nearly twenty years and in the U.S. for
nearly thirty, and he had no trace of an accent, but as Rena liked to say,
he smelledlike a Turk. "And that would
Lynette asked. "Dohnas,"
Renas said, "like pickled grape leaves." And he lookedTurkish, she
insisted, something about the nose and the fullness of the face. He had
come to America on his own on a soccer scholarship, and after three
good years at UCI.A and a ruined knee, he'd stayed for his doctorate,
married and divorced three times, obtained citizenship, and resigned
himself to a career in teaching, which he'd hated from the first day. Now,
at age 47 and filling out into his father's body, that of a retired Turkish
colonel who had spent his thirty years behind desks in Anatolia, Cyprus,
and lzmir, Erol was despondent. He drank too much and exercised too
little. He loved good food and both good and bad women. He smoked.
"I have never been at ease in this life," he likes to say. Even in his
boyhood, in a privileged class in Turkey, he could not recall having been
happy. "It's my destiny to be miserable," he told me one afternoon over a
series of gin-and-tonics.
The first time he came in, Rena treated Erol with routine politeness,
ushered him to a nice booth, lit the candle, brought him a glass of water
and the wine list. It was a Tuesday, about 5:30, rainy and cool, and it was
an off day. He waited until she brought the wine list and the water to
request a different table. He did not want a booth, he said.
"Do you have a Sancerre?" he asked after scanning the wine list.
"No. Sorry."
"How about a nice Sardinian reef?"
"No. We just have what's there on the list. I could recommend ... "
"I bought a very nice Umbrian red last week at the wine shop," Erol
said. "What was it called? Vitiano, I think. You should try it. I could
bring my own bottle next time and pay a corkage fee."
'Tm sorry, our license won't allow that." Rena thought of Ernest
Hemingway, his unreasonable demands, particularly of women. "I took

ber
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your British lit class a couple of years ago," she said for no reason she
could think of.
The Turk looked up at her, perhaps trying to remember her face,
perhaps trying to recall her grade in the course, which was a C that she
recalled very well and resented bitterly. It had all come down to one of
his infamous take-home exams, one of those tests on which you can put

in hours, but because it was the final, you would never see the results. Just

that nasty Con her grade report. She'd gone to his office, but he had
already vanished for the summer. She thought of approaching him the
next fall, but decided to give it up as a lost cause. "He likes to intimidate
his students,· she wrote on his evaluation.
Erol reconstructed a vague image of Rena in the back of the
classroom, memorable mostly because of her god-awful hair, her habit
of entering five or ten minutes after the bell rang, and her excessive
absences. He remembered a day when she did not have her book. They
were reading around the class, passages from Tennyson's "In
Memoriam."
Rena recalled the day she had not brought her book to class and the
three good reasons she did not bring it she had not read the assigrunent,
she hated Tennyson, the anthology was too heavy. The fourth and most
obvious reason she did not have the book that day was that she'd
forgotten it, and in fact she had considered just cutting, but she knew
she'd already gone over the limit. So of the three acceptable excuses, she
opted for bulk. "It's too heavy,· she said. ''I've got back problems." The
corollary was a half-truth at best, but it seemed a strategic move.
Two or three years ago, Erol remembered. And he recalled her exact
words: "My book's overweight.· The laughter that followed was the
closest thing he'd had to class discussion or interaction in weeks.

"I'm so sorry to hear about your back problem." His sarcasm elicited

another round of laughter, this time on his behalf. The classroom was a
battlefield, and he had won a small skirmish that day.
"He is so sarcastic!!!" she wrote on his evaluation. She had always
assumed he knew the source of the remark, and that gave her some
satisfaction. The tripled exclamation marks came from the heart. She
liked to think of the chairman coming across those exclamation marks as
he sifted through the heap at the end of the term. It was said that the
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chairman did actually read a lot of the connnents, and it was rumored
that The Infidel went over them painstakingly, but without learning a
thing about his teaching methods in the process.
"Nature, red in tooth and claw." That was the line.
The wine she brought that first visit was adequate, but
disappointing and much over-priced. The waitress was inept and the
food was slow to arrive, especially considering the empty chairs and
booths. But the food was quite good, he was surprised to discover,
almost worth waiting for. He was something of a gourmet cook himself
(I've eaten at his place a couple of times over the years), and he
appreciated fine food and enjoyed cooking immensely when he had
someone to cook for, which had not been the case for the past two years,
since Leslie had bolted with Ivan Morrison, a sculptor whose medium
was tractor and combine parts (large scale work), when he went on
sabbatical to Italy. Out of sight, out of mind. No children, no fault, no
alimony. He left what he hoped was a meaningful eight percent tip.
When he returned on a pleasant evening a couple of weeks later, on
a Thursday this time, the restaurant was somewhat busier, so he hardly
noticed that he was kept waiting at the "Please Wait for Hostess" sign.
Nor did Erol notice that his candle went unlit, but he did observe that he
had to order water, and when that came, he had to remind Rena to bring
the wine list. Twice. She apologized very courteously each time.

This time he ordered a nice Pinot Gris, and once again the food was
excellent, even better than before, the best etouffe he'd eaten since a
sabbatical at Tulane five or six years previous. The salad was fresh and
crisp. "Compliments to the chef," he told the waitress with a sincere
smile. "He's really quite good."
"It's a she," the waitress admonished gently. "Name's Lynette. She
grew up down in Louisiana, cooks creole stuff."

This time he left a standard fifteen percent tip and felt much better
about the experience. He's a generous man by nature, regardless of what
his students might have thought. He felt so good, in fact, that he decided
to make Two Plump Broads a biweekly affair, despite the fact that he
cringed at the name of the place. If one of us had asked him how he
was feeling, he would no longer have said he was miserable, although he
might have complained about his arthritic knee or his perpetual bad luck
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with women.
When he showed up two Tuesdays later, Rena announced his anival
in the kitchen: "The Infidel is back.·
"Who?" Lynette shouted through the steam rising from a pot of
boiling shrimp.
"The Infidel, you know, that Turkish guy we had for British lit that
time. Erol something.·
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Apparently he's got some sort of craving for creole cuisine."
Lynette wiped a clean dishtowel across her face and went to the
door, cracked it open and spotted the professor. "He by himselfl"
"I think he's between wives just now."
"He's kind of ... cute."
"I think he's kind of ... a jerk."
"Oh, I dunno."
"He's a Hemingway nut. He teaches Hemingway seminars all the
time."
"Hemingway's not so bad," Lynette confessed. "I like some of his
stuff, you know, some of the stories. 'Hills Like White Elephants,' 'Short,
Happy Life of what's-his-name, you know, the one where the wife off's
the husband at the end."
"The students hate him."
"Hemingway?"
"E-rol, for godsake."
"Yeah, that's his name. I remember that course. Tennyson and
Wordsworth and all those Romantic poets. Keats."
"I got a C in it."
"You did? I think I got a B."
They would not remember this conversation years later, only that
somewhere along the line Erol the Infidel became a steady customer
every other week, when Lynette was cooking. He always came alone,
always on aTuesday or a Thursday, which were usually their slower days.
He quickly became impervious to Rena's studied neglect; in fact, after
four or five visits, he came to expect it and began to tease her about it.
"No water for me today," he would call out as she slipped past his table,
"I'm on a diet." He would bring out his pocket lighter with something of
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a grand flourish and light the candle himself, then rub his hands over it
as if warming them over a campfire. "Don't bother with the wine list,"
he would remind her as Rena jostled past ''I've got it memorized."
Soon Two Plump Broads was not only the best restaurant in town,
but the best in at least an eighty-mile radius. It was good enough to be
getting reviews in papers around the region, and one day, which
happened to be on Rena's shift as cook, the SfXJkesman Rev.iewsent their
food editor down from Spokane, about 85 miles north. He wrote a
glowing column for the Sunday edition, and before they knew it, patrons
{or customers, depending on the source) were coming down from
Spokane and Coeur d'Alene. The food editor went so far as to drive
down during an alternate week to catch Lynette's "creole artistry," as he
described it: "Creole Artist on the Palouse." Lynette and Rena talked of
remodeling and enlarging the restaurant.
Not long after that, Rena began to light the Turk's candles and bring
him the wine list and water, but she still referred to him as The Infidel
when she talked about him with Lynette, which was becoming fairly
often, as he had started coming in twice a week during Lynette's stints in
the kitchen. Not every bi-week, but fairly often. Rena began to smile
when he came in, and one afternoon she actually ignored two customers,
a husband and wife, regulars in fact, and seated Erol first. It was not a
big deal, and the other customers did not complain, but it was
something. Rena did not know what. Unaccountably one Tuesday
afternoon before going to the restaurant for her shift as hostess, she
stripped her hair of its cerulean tint and returned it to its natural jet
black. The next thing she knew, she was letting it grow out.
"What're you doing with your hair?" Lynette asked about a week
later.
"Nothing."
"You're letting it grow out."
"Am I?"
In another month Rena's hair was as long as she could remember it
since she'd been in high school. It was late summer, the best time of the
year in the inland Northwest, and she found herself shampooing her hair
with alarming regularity and raking at it with a brush so rigorously that
she broke two of them before she even realized she'd fallen in love.
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"Like your hair," Lynette said one Saturday as they jogged along the
path near the university.
'"Thanks," Rena said, wondering what the hell she was doing on a
jogging path for the first time in her life and she hoped the last. They
wheezed their way through two painfully slow miles.
"No pain, no pain," Lynette quipped.
It was just two weeks later that Rena came down with some sort of
flu and Lynette took her place as hostess, letting one of the sous-chefs
take over the kitchen that night. Erol anived early, as usual, asked where
Rena was, asked Lynette who shewas, expressed his admiration for her
Cajun cooking, and fell in love.
The next week, predictably, the Turk began to eat when Lynette was
working as hostess and Rena was cooking. He flirted unmercifully with
his fair-haired hostess, as only an unregenerate Mediterranean male can
do. Somewhat to his surprise, he discovered that Rena's regional cuisine
was every bit as pleasing to his cultured palate as Lynette's more exotic
cookery, but he was careful not to overstate his satisfaction. The rack of
lamb with huckleberry garnish, however, brought tears of delight and an
overall sense of such well-being that he left a twenty percent tip. Only
when he got back to his car did it strike him that the lusciously blonde
Lynette might imagine he was attempting some sort of come-on. "And if
so, then what?" he asked himself. He felt himself easing into an
unaccustomed state of happiness.
Another month or so passed, it was late October, before Rena said,
"I haven't seen The Infidel lately."
"ErolT Lynette said unguardedly. She thought of an old movie
she'd watched on television not long ago. BelovedInfidel. sentimental and
melodramatic, a bad decision for both Deborah Kerr and Gregory Peck,
definitely a two-star flick. But the title was nice.
"You've been losing weight." Rena said in a quick non sequitur that
sounded more like an accusation than a compliment.
"So have you," Lynette said flatly. It began to snow.
We have no idea exactly what happened next, probably because life
always gets a little muddled when it snows, especially when it snows
almost constantly for several days. All we know for sure is that Two
Plump Broads closed down right after Thanksgiving, and we figured
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we'd lost the best restaurant in town. Mark Maguire, who runs the
Bonanza, went out and bought himself a new Mercedes to celebrate, it
looked that bad for us. What we decided was one of the plump ladies,
and in all likelihood both of them, had invited the Turk to come over for
Thanksgiving dinner. Then the shit must've hit the fan for sure.
But about a week after New Year's we get the announcement of a
Grand Re-Opening of a restaurant to be known as Two Plump Ladies &
One Fat Turk. It's better than ever. Turns out Erol resigned at the
university and invested his retirement fimds in the restaurant, so now we
have probably the best Mediterranean cooking between, say, Seattle and
Denver, as well as Cajun and regional entrees. Of course they've gone to
a tri-weekly rotation now, and the fact is they've just enlarged the menu
so you can get whatever entree you want any time you want it. The
rotation mostly just involves specials, but let me tell you, their specials are

really special
No one knows for sure about what might be called the "intimate
details," but there are plenty of rumors. Well, who are we kidding here?
My old man used to say, splice two rumors and you've got the truth. He
worked for Washington Water Power back before it became Avista
Utilities, started off climbing the poles. They all three live up in the
Turk's big place on Latah Mountain, or I should say four, because
Lynette's mom lives with them. My wife says she knows for a fact they all
have separate bedrooms. Certainly the house is big enough, and it must
have two or three bathrooms anyway. My cousin says she knows for a
fact the Turk alternates his menu, if you know what I mean. Me, I like to
think of Erol up there drinking coffee with chicory and breakfasting on
beignets with C. Blanche Dubois. She's into wracked up SUVs and
snowmobiles now, by the way. One thing everyone around here knows is
that although they can still be called "plump" fairly enough, they've all
four of them lost weight.
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Amy Harke-Moore

Women Is Precious

I wouldn't have said Arlen was dull, more like preoccupied. A man's
mind can only be filled with so much, the rest has to wait its tum. At the
moment, I was a part of "the rest," pushed to the back burner-actually,
set off to the side of the stove, I think-but still near the burner. What
carne before me were things like cheap hay to finish out the winter, wood
to keep the fire going, reports from the weather radio gathered three
times daily, and a Civil War chronicle, five inches thick and not anywhere
close to being finished, but "completely interesting," I was assured.
The winter itch had set in, that endless expanse of time between
Christmas and April, when the crop farmer waits for spring to arrive like
a bull, pacing in his pen, waiting to be turned out with the cows.
The old timers had their own take on it. The neighbor lady said that
spring would be here at the first sighting of a robin. Old man Cutter,
who'd seen ninety-two springs himself, said that the season takes its time
in coming, and any fool planting garden before the oak tree buds is just
asking for failure.
I had my own ideas. Spring would surely be here, I knew, when
Arlen emerged from the machine shed after three days of cussing and
tinkering with the old diesel tractor and asked me to help him pull start
it. Then I could count on being a crop farmer's widow for the next
month and a half while he was out doing what he was born to doplant com.

1bis particular winter was different, but not different enough to suit
me. We were six months into a new phase in our lives, the empty nest,
and I had big plans. After all I'd been dreaming since the days of diapers
and Kool-aid of the time we'd take back possession of our house. We
had Kelly and Jes early into the marriage, and Andrea, our last, just left
for college in the fall, leaving us alone in the house for the first time in
twenty-three years.
We didn't notice it so much at first, knee-deep into the harvest, then
holidays and family gatherings. but as Andi headed out the front door
that day in january. suitcase in her hand, a certain stillness crept in the
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back way. An awkward quiet, the kind you look to fill. Arlen felt it, too,
though he never said a word.
My friend, Denise, suggested a solution-the weight reducers class
at theY.
"Lose some weight, see the world,· she said. "It'll do you some
good to get out of that house.· Denise was in the same boat as I was,
married to the seasonally employed, only her farmer made shelves in the
basement to the sounds of the country music station instead of reading
the desk reference copy of the Civil War.
"I have to talk it over with Arlen,· I said.
She snickered. "Go ahead, ask pennission."
"It's not like that," I said. She knew it wasn't. Arlen and I discussed
things, she and Jerry didn't. Denise preferred the nonconfrontational
approach, as she called it.
"Let me get back with you,· I said.
The truth was, I didn't really want to go, but more than that, I was
hoping my husband would give me an out. I brought it up that night
over dinner.
"Think I should go to that weight reducers class at the Yl"
"What? Yeah, if that's what you want to do,· he said, stabbing at
the pork chop on his plate.
"Well,· I said, spooning sugar into my tea, stirring gently, "I'm not
sure if I will.·
He reached across the table towards me, his arm touching mine. I
smiled at him. He smiled at me.
"Could you hand me the potatoes?" he asked.
I sighed, handing over the bowl. I was fishing for a complimentsomething like, 'Gee, Hon, you don't need to lose weight' or T d sure
miss you not being here'-but he wasn't taking the bait.
I tried again. "I won't go, if you think it's too much. I mean, I do
have that women's meeting on Wednesdays.·
"Whatever you decide,· he said, making a mountain of mashed
potatoes on his plate. "Never hurts to take off a few pounds. Could you
hand me that gravy?"
I say that I had big plans, but thinking on it now, I'd have to say that
I had notions-the difference being that a plan is well thought out, and a
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notion is just out there, ready to make a fool out of you when you least
expect it. Take the Wal-Mart incident. for example-or as Denise
laughingly calls it, Black Tuesday.
In town early that day, I was stocking up for the approaching
blizzard f d heard about on the weather radio, when one of those
notions hit me. Making my rounds in the paper products aisle, I tried to
remember exactly how many rolls of toilet paper were in the bathroom
cabinet or whether I should just buy the family size package with the
nine rolls. Blizzard, I reminded myself and tossed the jumbo pack into
the cart. That's when I spotted it-that little black something or other
across the aisle in a part of the store marked WOMEN'S LINGERIEand before I could consider it, that notion sidled up next to me and
jumped right on into my head.
Me in that, I nearly said out loud. I laughed a little, my face turning
a nice, warm red. Something I could share over the dinner table, have a
good laugh about with Arlen. Then I remembered that article about
putting the sizzle back in your marriage, and again, not thinking, I picked
up the little black thing for closer inspection. It was soft and silky,
stretchy in places. Daring, but dependable, sown with enough underwire
to hold up a suspension bridge. The size worked. I could make it work or
die trying.
"Oh, what the heck." I stashed that little black number behind a
large box ofCheerios and hurried off to the checkout line.
Random lane selection can be a dangerous thing, I soon discovered.
After I heaped all my worldly goods onto the counter-my intimate
apparel sandwiched between the economy-size box of Tide and a 20
pound sack of Gold Medal flour-! noticed, with some apprehension,
the boy with the peachfuzz mustache behind the cash register. I wondered if the grade school knew he was missing.
No need to panic, I thought. How difficult can it be to scan the
merchandise?
The boy, in no particular huny. picked up each item curiously.
searching for that all important bar code. Anxiety set in, followed closely
by nail biting. I hoped and prayed that no one I knew would see me in
there, when I spotted Reverend Greyson coming into the store. I put my
head down to avoid him, holding my breath till he passed by.
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"Bonnie! I've been trying to get a hold of you!" he said, walking
towards me. He went on to explain that he'd seen the car in the parking
lot, thought he might catch me to let me know that the women's meeting
was called off.
I thanked him in as few words as possible, ever mindful that my
dark secret lay hidden at the end of the counter, coming closer by the
second.
But the reverend was chatty, invigorated, he said, by morning
devotions. Did I know the joys of starting my day in prayer, he asked?
Did I ever ponder the greatness of God? Was the Lord my help in times
of trouble?
"Not often.. . sometimes... hopefully," I answered, in quick
succession. Meanwhile, that little object of sin was inching its way
towards me, down the conveyor belt of doom and destruction. I shuddered to think of what might happen, when I saw, out of the comer of
my eye, the black material hoisted up off the counter. The kindergarten
clerk picked up the garment carefully, clinically, afraid I think, that his
mother might appear at any moment and yell at him. The reverend didn't
seem to notice, not until the boy interrupted the mini sermon.
"Ma'am, did you know this, uh, thing is missing the tag?" Peachfuzz

asked
I shook my head, afraid of what might come out of my mouth if I
spoke.
"Is the tag maybe still in the cart?"
I glanced in the empty cart, hoping for one of those divine miracles.
I shook my head for the second time.
"I need to get a price on it-uh, what do you call this thing?"
"Negligee," I said in a barely audible voice, the first time I remember ever saying the word.
"What?" he asked, cupping his hand behind his ear.
I cleared my throat. "Negligee."
The reverend, unable to look me in the eye, muttered something
about seeing me in church Sunday and left, just as Boy Wonder turned
on the intercom to say those five little words I've learned to fear most: "I
need a price check... "
I sat on the edge of the bed that night, tucked into my little black
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outfit, thinking I might still salvage the day. After all, the night was
full of possibilities, and the thought of being snowed in lent a certain
cozy, romantic feel to the evening. I dimmed the lights in the bedroomtip #27 from the sizzle article-and listened for Arlen's footsteps on the
stairs. My hair was flowing and curly. Sprayed. I was trying to look
demure-tip# 43. I sized myself up in the light that remained. Not half
bad, I thought, hearing Arlen on the stairs, making his way to the
bedroom. I watched the doorknob turning, Arlen standing in the doorway, the light from the hall making a silhouette out of him. He turned on
the light.
"Good news! They took the snow out of the forecast, said it might
even warm up. Have you seen my book? There it is-thought I left it in
here."
He picked up the ten-pound volume and stopped a minute, looking
me over. "Going to that weight meeting, huh? Be sure and wear something light..
I followed him out the door, watching him go down the stairs.
"Thought I'd go in this,· I said.
"What?"
"Nevermind!"
I changed into sweats and phoned Denise, telling her I suddenly
had an opening in my social calendar. Grabbing my coat on the way out
the door, I passed by Arlen.
"Hate to spoU the ending for you, but the blue team wins."
He glanced up from his book and smiled. "Have a good time."
I slammed the door and walked to the car.
Denise met me with an expectant look as I slid in the passenger
side. "Didn't notice a thing, did he-bless his heart!"
"He thought I was getting ready for the meeting," I said.
Denise laughed. "And you were. You just didn't know it at the time."
"So much for being demure."
She patted my arm. "Maybe you were just too good."
The weather turned warmer, just as they predicted, but I could feel
myself becoming cooler by the day. My words to Arlen were few and
sparse, and the annoying part was that he didn't seem to notice. He
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me one day, out of the blue, if I would ride along with him to pick up
hay. I agreed to go-not that I suspected he wanted to have quality drive
time conversation with me. All Arlen wanted was a strong back to help
cany the hay. I'd go all right, but he'd have to be the one to talk.
"You still mad at me?" he asked as we drove a lonely stretch of
highway 57. "I mean, you seem kind of mad." I didn't answer. "If it's
about me forgetting to tell you about the reverend calling on MondayI sighed. "The reverend called?"
"Uh-oh... Guess I got myself in deeper, huh."
"You could say that."
He glanced from me to the road, then back again. "Why don't you
save us both a lot of time and tell me what the problem is?"
It was tempting, letting him suffer, but in all fairness, it wasn't his
fault. Here I was, expecting the guy who had trouble finding a matching
pair of socks to suddenly become clairvoyant.

"This empty nest thing's not working out like I thought," I said

finally.
"I know, I miss 'em too." he said. "But the kids are getting to that
settling down age. Before you know it we11 have some little ones running
around the house again. Then it won't be so empty."
I shook my head. "You don't get it."
"Well I'm trying!" he said, getting flustered. "lfyou'djust tell me
what's bothering you!"
"Guess you'll have to figure it out for yourselfl"
Silence filled the cab of the truck as we headed for the hay farm.

An angry quiet. the kind you're supposed to resolve before the sun goes
down, and I was glad the days were getting longer again.
After a while we got off the highway and turned on to a gravel
road, heading for a little farm near the edge of the treeline. Arlen
stopped in front of the house and went to find the owner. I looked
things over, as was my habit, trying to get a feel for the place.
The house and barn were painted a matching dull gray and there
was a swingset in the backyard rusting by the minute. The pond lay next
to the woods and had a willow tree with a bench underneath its
branches.
Something sad about this farm, tucked away in the trees, though I
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asked couldn't put my finger on it.
Arlen reappeared, standing next to an old man. He pointed to the
barn, Arlen nodded. They parted, and I watched the man, bent over,
heading that way. Arlen got into the truck, slamming the door.
"He wants me to cany the hay from the back of the barn, says if
we pull around in back the cows might get out, Mhe said, irritated.
'Tm sure he knows his own cows."
"The damn cows are down in the woods, they're not going anywherer
We pulled around to the front and got out of the truck.
"You stack, MArlen said to me.
"Those bales might be too heavy for the lady," the old man said.
"Naw, she's strong as an ox. M
That was my husband, he could be such a flatterer at times.
I stepped onto the hay trailer as Arlen climbed the ladder to the loft
and proceeded to fire down 65 pound bales next to me.
"If them bales is too heavy for you, Mthe old man said softly, "you
just let me know. M
I smiled a polite smile at the man. I didn't feel like talking, but he
did. He mentioned the weather and asked me if I liked to garden, and
soon I found myself warming a little inside. Arlen was up in the loft,
upset with me for not stacking quick enough.
"Could you slow down a bit?" I yelled up to him.
"I don't have all day,M he answered.
It was true, he had that pressing date with the battle of Gettysburg.
Arlen threw down enough hay to finish out the load, dropping a
bale off the trailer in the process. I went after the stray one, but before I
could get to it, the old man was bent over, lifting with all he had in him.
"I'll get this one for you," he said.
Arlen climbed down the ladder in time to see the struggle and
headed over to take charge. I caught him by the sleeve.
"Let the old guy do it, MI whispered.
It was a grand sight to see! Chivalry, alive and kicking, in the form
of an old man who walked with stooped shoulders and had trouble
steadying his hands.
"There you go," the old man said, setting the bale on the trailer,
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smiling a little.
"Thank you," I said.
Arlen was still armoyed with me. He went around the load. straightening my awful stackingjob. while I leaned against the truck, making
conversation.
"Nice pond you got back there," I said. "Is it stocked?"
"There was some bluegill in it," he said, "last time I fished it."
"You don't go anymore?"
"My wife and I used to fish-/still do sometimes.. . She passed on
a few months back."
"I'm sorry to hear that."
The old man wiped his nose on his sleeve and sat down on the
tailgate of the truck.
"She used to plant trees in the spring-planted that willa tree next
to the pond. I put the bench there so's we could have a place to sit down.
I go sit there when I fish, but it ain't the same."
Arlen looked over at me, caught my eye for a moment. and I knew
what he was thinking. He tightened the rope that held down the load
and carne around to join us.
"So we have her to thank for the view." he said.
The old man cracked a smile. "She wouldn't let me cut no trees. said
the birds needed a home, too. She was always partial to the greenery."
Arlen took a seat on the tailgate and talked to the old man about
crops and baling machines and Nubian goats. And I looked on. remembering what it was I loved about my husband. that he was a kind man.
We passed the afternoon that way, swapping stories until the sun
headed too far west in the sky. and we had to take our leave. The old
man followed us around to the front of the truck, opening the door for

me.
"You take care of her now." he said to Arlen. "Women is precious."
"I'll try to remember that," Arlen said, and we waved good-bye.
We drove home that afternoon. neither of us speaking. though not
for the same reason as before. It was a reflective quiet, the kind that
makes you know a little more about life than you did. Arlen backed the
load in the shed. and we walked to the house together.
"Kinda sad-that old man by himself. Makes you think," he said.
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I nodded. "Yes it does."
"Guess you think I take you for granted."
"People take each other for granted, that's part of it," I said. "The
point is to appreciate what we have right now."
He took my hand. "Ah. Honey. you know I love you."
"I know," I said, "it's just nice to hear every once and a while."
He smiled at me. "Know what you need after all that hard work?"
"What, a back brace?"
"No, a good soak in the tub. Then maybe you could put on that
little black whatchamacallit."
I looked at him, puzzled. "I didn't think you noticed."
"Took me awhile. Thought about it when I was down in the woods
cutting firewood yesterday. Just that when I finally figured out what you
had in mind I was too tired to take you up on it." He grinned at me.
"But I'm feeling kind of sprightly today!"
They say that in the spring a young man's fancy turns to love. It's that
way with the middle-aged man, too. Just that sometimes he needs a little
gentle reminding.
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Corinne Flowers

insecticide
Only April, and already the thistles
hold fast at the foundation.
Even as the tulips anticipate blooming,
the anxious serrated arms of dandelions
reach out to menace themthis pride of weeds, caught up in the confidence
of their own roots.
In the radish bed
lies a broken beetle, copper-hued carabid,
once leviathan, now divided among the small,
hungry citizens of antdom.
How does it feel, I ask,
to have your soft abdomen devoured?
Alive but without pain. Acutely aware
you are being consumed.
It says I am cold
and the rain is coming again.
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Robert Wrigley

Leaving the House for an Armload of Firewood,
During a Blizzard
It must have been the slammed door that spooked the raven
and caused it to fly from the verge of the stone
chimney to the cross-beam under
the wood shed's ridgepole
and sit there,

head cocked,
as it watched me come its way,
regarding my struggle through the whip
and clamor of the snow, until I arrived and saw
its perfect eye, and from its rumpled feathers, curls of smoke.
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Renee E. D'Aoust
Winner. 2002 Midnight Sun Fiction Contest

The Snake, the Wolf, and the Arctic Fox

Amorok's touch on the base of Sheryl's spine caused the red and black
cobra, which had lived there since Sheryl's first breath, to move. The
snake's eyes, beady and black and small, stared up at the stacked bones
of her vertebrae. The length of the cobra's gaze reached up and out her
parietal bones to the sky. At the base of her spine, his tongue flicked at
cerebrospinal fluid, the protective juice of her intellect. He caught a drop
in his mouth, opened his fangs, and bit her coccyx. Her lower back
began to pulse where she felt fangs puncture bone-there was no painand her hips began to sway from side to side, slowly. The pulse of the
snake took over any proprietary control she had in her own body. As he
coiled around her tail of fused bones, they began to undulate together.
Amorok was standing near, but he stepped aside as Sheryl's lower
back began to move. She felt the gentle movement of her hips, and the
way the movement stopped in the middle part of her back. Beneath her
red down parka, she noted the fullness of her lower back and its ability
to withstand force.
Sheryl heard the crunch of Amorok's footsteps as he walked away.
The motion freed her. She breathed deeply. She smelled the fir
boughs on which she sat, which Amorok had placed on top of the
packed snow. Her legs were crossed in front of her and each hand
rested, palm up, on a knee. Sheryl's eyes remained dosed. She remembered Amorok's measured words: "Keep them closed until they open."
"It is time," he had said, "to remember those who are here to assist
you. I can teach you the ways of the Inupiat shaman, but there is much
you must find on your own. Tonight, look for the wolf."
The movement in Sheryl's lower back continued; she did not know
where she ended and the swaying began. She felt the cold air on her
teeth and closed her mouth. The muscles in her back remembered sitting
in similar circumstances before, swaying and waiting.

As the motion of her hips subsided, Sheryl's eyes opened. The stars
looked closer to the ground than she ever remembered. The whiteness
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of the snow brought everything into sharp relief. Sheryl felt open, full of
possibility, only mildly chilled.
Tall cedars surrounded the small meadow where she sat. The
shadowy outline of four gray legs and a thick muscular body settled on
top of a deadfall opposite her. Wolf eyes, unblinking, watched her. In the
black eyes, Sheryl saw the protective covering of night, the way the
darkness could gather up her heart even while the night air chilled it
She understood why Amorok continued to bring her to the
Chugach Mountains. Here she was still his student but also part of the
forest. Here the elders could look down on her, the wolf could smell her,
and Amorok could watch her reaction to herself. In Anchorage, she was
too spedal: The white woman Amorok the Shaman had chosen to teach
the lnupiat way.
Moist eyes looked past her. Sheryl turned at the same moment that
she heard the crunch of boots on snow. Amorok was walking up behind
her. The golden yellow color surrounding him moved with him, in stark
contrast to the darkness of the trees and the night. Sheryl turned back,
hoping to confirm that the wolf had visited her, but the animal was
gone. Her legs felt stiff. She began to unravel the blanket Amorok had
wrapped around her legs and feet. She shivered.
"Here," said Amorok, handing her his arctic fox hat with brown
corduroy lining and red wool ties. "You have done well."
Sheryl thought of the snake she had felt biting her lower back: An
odd animal to encounter in the freezing temperatures of Alaska in
January. But she had always dreamed of snakes-small green ones
laughing at her from the top of lily pads or huge black boas chasing her
through vast deserts. And yet the wolf, although part of this land,
seemed stranger. Had she really seen him?
"You must learn," Amorok said to Sheryl. "to take the energy from
your root, where your back was moving, and put it elsewhere. The wolf
can help you do this. When you know how to direct this energy that
causes you to move, then we will teach you to put it into someone else to
create healing."
He spoke with infinite patience and with distinct enunciation of
every part of each word. Sheryl had the feeling that his original language,
lnupiak, gave more credence to individual images created by single words
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rather than to thoughts created by phrases or complete sentences.
Amorok started back down the trail. Sheryl followed. She watched
as he placed each foot solidly on the icy ground, moving with speed but
without hurry. Amorok clucked to her, the way a chicken might duck to
an incubating egg. After only a month in Alaska, Sheryl was still not used
to snow or ice. She struggled to keep up with the short, squat figure.
Amorok stopped and faced her. Sheryl looked at his shining eyes.
Strands of black hair slipped forward onto his face and caught in his
bushy eyebrows. Under the shadows of the trees, his skin looked weathered, making him appear much older than his fifty years. Wind and snow
had formed his consciousness; he looked as if natural elements gave him
a knowing, a knowing which he could impart through a look or a gesture
or a thought.
"You must learn," he said, pointing at her and repeating himself, "to
take the energy from your root and let it travel up your spine."
Sheryl felt air catch in her throat. To secure the too large fox fur hat,
Amorok had tied the red yarn ties tightly around her chin. She could
barely hear because of the fur in her ear. Amorok moved closer and
pressed his hand through her parka and into the middle of her lower
back. Sheryl wanted to let herself fall back into the heat of Amorok's

palm
"It is odd to be so white and have your power," he said.

As Amorok took his hand away, the middle of Sheryl's back felt
numb. Amorok began to walk again. Sheryl, slipping on patches of ice,
followed him down the trail.
Four weeks ago, Sheryl had flown from Seattle to Juneau to take a
workshop with Amorok the Shaman, as he was fonnally called. It was
her mother's idea, and Sheryl agreed. She needed to find an outlet for the
heat in her hands, the colors around people, the shapes in the sky. She
needed to get away from her boyfriend Robert.
The first time Amorok spoke to her- after the first day of the
workshop-he said, "I am the one you have been looking for." Sheryl
saw the sun-yellow golden color surrounding him, emanating from the
crown of his head. She looked into his black eyes, which glittered with
specks of white light, relaxed her shoulders and hugged him. Amorok
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whispered in her ear, "You are correct. My color is of the sun.~
At the Juneau workshop, Amorok bid Sheryl lie on his medicine
blanket. He drummed her to the center of the earth, to the place of the
elders, to the meeting ground of the wolf. Sheryl's center, like the earth's
center, was moist, dark and full of cedars, yet interspersed with open,
grassy meadows. She met the wolf-her wolf. Amorok said-and she
circled around the vast animal, as he circled around her. Together, the
wolf and Amorok returned Sheryl to herself.
During the weekend workshop, Amorok had invited her to Anchorage, where he lived, to train with him, to meet the elders, to learn the
ways of the Inupiat shaman. "It is what you want,~ Amorok said simply.
He was not wrong.
Sheryl had called her mother to say she was staying in Alaska, in
Anchorage, and her mother said, "Of course. What better thing to do
when you're twenty.~
Driving out of Anchorage every day in Amorok's red Pinto, Sheryl found
that she could not remember life without him. Her sense of time had
changed such that the idea of four weeks merely encompassed an
articulation of space rather than days on a calendar. In the two-room
apartment where she was staying in downtown Anchorage, courtesy of
Princess, Amorok's friend from his village, the phone rang every evening
at midnight. Sheryl listened to Robert's voice on the answering machine.
She did not pick up the phone.
Nighttime, after her return from the daily meditation in the woods,
was her own. She wrote in her journal and then soaked in the bathtub,
rubbing each muscle that she could reach. Morning was simply a continuation of the solitude of the night before, a time to wait for Amorok
to come and get her.
He always carne for her. She no longer expected the buzzer to ring;
she would go down to the lobby and Amorok would be there in his
Pinto, waiting. The car was always parked directly in front of the building
even though parking should have been a problem because of the close
proximity of the business district and the drinking district.
Amorok and Sheryl often drove along Fourth Avenue on their way
to the White Center, where Amorok conducted healing circles and
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prtvate consultations, or on their way to the mountains, where Amorok
guided her meditation. "See, w he would tell her, as they drove along
Fourth Avenue past Sally's liquid Bar or Jimmy's Fine Spot, "many are
here looking for themselves. They have forgotten. You have not."
After the expertence with the wolf and the snake in the Chugach Mountains, Amorok drove Sheryl back into Anchorage. Although it was late,
Sheryl felt both drained and energized. When she finished wrtting in her
notebook, she took a long soak and was just getting out of the bathtub
when the phone rang. Sheryl meant to screen the call but picked it up,
feeling propelled by a fear that it was her mother calling at two o'clock in
the morning.
A voice asked her to come to the bar on the comer of East Fourth
Avenue and Barrow Street and collect a man who called himself Amorok
the Shaman.
Sheryl walked two blocks east from the apartment, the fox fur hat
pulled tightly against the ten below weather. She did not slip on the ice,
nor did she put her bare hands-she had forgotten her wool mittens-in
her pockets. She believed she felt each alveolus momentartly freeze as she
inhaled the cold. Each exhale required a push to warm the air before it
left her body.
The bar door closed slowly behind her. Sheryl pushed aside the
canvas windbreak and stepped inside. For a moment a mist of cold air
engulfed her, a mist that was quickly replaced by the heat of the barrel
stove and a gray fog of smoke. The smell of vomit, cigarette smoke,
alder smoke from the barrel stove, and sweat permeated the air. Stains
from Jack Daniels and other liquors covered the floor. A red snow shovel
leaned amongst heavy coats hanging on wooden pegs. The walls were
covered with drywall, unpainted and speckled with small round pistol
holes. Next to the holes, Sheryl made out names wrttten in black ink: "j.
Morgan," "Stinky Petey," "Capt'n Robinson." The name of the bar,
"Ralph's Ptarmigan Bath-Come All and Drtnk," had been wrttten in
black permanent marker across the entire wall. A neon Coor's Light beer
bottle flashed in the window.
Amorok sat on a stool at the end of the room with his head
drooped over the bar. Saliva trtckled out of the comers of his oval
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mouth. His lips, usually turned up at the sides with the hint of a smile,
were puckered as if Amorok held them ready for a kiss. The extra fleshy
pouches of his cheeks hung limp, hangdog fashion, over the sharp,
hidden bone of his jaw. His stomach hung limp, too, folding in waves
over his crotch and over the round edge of the metal stool.

"This yours?" asked the bartender, pointing his thumb with two
pokes toward Amorok. The huge thumb looked as if the muscles bulging
around the nail had thickened from salmon nets and salt water long
before settling down to a job of pouring whiskey, bourbon, and cheap

beer.
"Yes," answered Sheryl, still standing in the doorway.
Amorok flinched, his chest momentarily retracting and then relaxing. The wood in the barrel stove cracked and popped. Sheryl zipped
open her parka and yanked Amorok' s fox fur hat off her head. She
clutched the soft white fur over her solar plexus and walked the length
of the bar toward him.
Sheryl passed a couple sitting against the wall. The woman had two
long black braids and black eyelashes that looked as if they extended
into forever; the man had cropped dirty blonde hair and eyebrows that
looked as if they had been singed out of existence. Neither looked at
Sheryl as she passed; both straightened their backs. The man moved his
hand to his belt line.
"A rough one coming for you, dear," the bartender said, not
unkindly. "He said to call you. You sure he didn't mean somebody else?"
"He meant me," answered Sheryl. Her voice sounded more upbeat
than she felt, more savvy than she would ever be.
Standing beside Amorok and looking at his left hand gripped
around a shot glass, Amorok's phrase carne to Sheryl: "They have
forgotten."
"You have come for me," said Amorok, slurring his words. He
moved his hand and hugged her waist to his side. Sheryl smelled bour-

bon
Amorok's hand pushed up under her jacket, searching, thought
Sheryl, for one of her bones to grip and break. Momentarily, she thought
of her boyfrtend Robert. Sheryl placed her hand over Amorok's. Her
ability to hold his hand away from her body steadied her.
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"You called for me?" she asked.

"So long ago, and you just come now. You must learn to listen to

me without words." Amorok's speech was exact, with no slurring.
Amorok's lips had not moved; he had not spoken. Sheryl thought,
vaguely, I do not believe I am here in a bar to retrieve my teacher who is

drunk.
She remembered Amorok's steady steps on the icy trail and how she
had slipped along behind him earlier in the evening.
"It is time to go,· Sheryl said out loud, slowly, firmly. She felt the
pressure of her upper teeth against her lower teeth as she closed her
mouth. The tiny muscles of her jaw hurt. She felt nauseated. I have not
been drinking, she thought.
"Not a place for you, • said Amorok, moving both arms to the bar
as he stood. "Thank you," he said to the bartender.
The bartender glanced at Sheryl.
"We are not. .. ," Sheryl started to say and stopped herself.
Outside, Amorok leaned on Sheryl. "Do not be mean," he said. "It
is all a test. The elders tell me to do this. I don't want to. but what elders
say I must do. I'm sorry."
The word "sorry" made Sheryl feel dizzy; she had never heard him
use it before. Amorok had repeatedly told her to stop apologizing. He
said it gave other people too much power.
Amorok handed Sheryl the keys to his Pinto. The steering wheel
was cold on her bare hands. With her lack of skill driving on ice, she
pushed the brakes too fast and too hard. They slid through two stop
signs between the bar and Princess's apartment, coming to a crooked
stop in the middle of each intersection. Amorok settled his chin on his
chest. He did not speak.
Sheryl parked next to the snow-banked sidewalk. "Come inside."
she said firmly, helping Amorok out of the car. She braced herself
against his weight. Against the smell of bourbon.
Inside the yellow wallpapered apartment, Amorok sat on the floor
with his legs straight out in front of him. His feet pointed to the ceiling.
The shag green rug looked faded and dirty beneath him. Sheryl looked
for the sun-yellow color around him and saw only disheveled black hair
falling out of a ponytail held with red twine.
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"The elders test you," Amorok said again.
Sheryl knelt next to him. He let her take off his padded denim
jacket, lifting one arm at a time while looking at her with watery eyes.
"I don't care what the elders are doing, Amorok," said Sheryl.
"Yes. Yes, you do. The elders say they know you from before. You
have been part of us. Imagine, now you are white. They ask me to test
you. I don't want to."
"Amorok, there's no need to explain," said Sheryl, sitting next to
him. He moved his leg so that the length of their legs touched. Then he
placed his arm around her shoulders.
"Would you sleep with meT Amorok's voice, suddenly clear and
crisp, pleaded.
The smoky air of the bar had been trapped in Sheryl's throat.
Amorok's hand gently gripped her shoulder. His breath tickled her ear,
like the fur on his hat. It was not an unpleasant sensation.
"You are my teacher," she said quietly, wondering if he had spoken
or if she had imagined what she herself desired.
"Let me kiss you."
"You are my teacher," Sheryl repeated.
Amorok leaned closer, and Sheryl felt him pressing on her breast.
She let the smell of bourbon pass through. The thought that he could
control the slurring of his words came to her. As if she were meditating,
she watched the thought pass through her brain without making it stop.
Sheryl felt a pulsing sensation as Amorok moved his hand from her
shoulder and placed his palm on her lower back. She saw the red and
black cobra coiled around her coccyx.
Amorok leaned closer. He kissed her eye.
"No," Sheryl found herself saying. She thought of how quickly she
had wanted to explain to the bartender that she was not Amorok's lover.
She was his student; she was here to learn.
"Ue with me," Amorok whispered in her ear. Sheryl felt Amorok
turning her body to face him. She let him draw her onto his lap.
"I will not sleep with you," she said.
"Lie with me," Amorok pleaded, pushing his crotch up into her
bottom.
Sheryl expected herself to do something, to push Amorok away, to
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say "No" with the force of the cold wind blowing off of Cook Inlet.
Instead, she pushed at Amorok's chest and said, "Let me get the blankets."
With their clothes on and with two green wool blankets over them,
Amorok held Sheryl tightly. She feh his penis press against her lower
back, against the very spot where the snake had caused her to sway. She
neither pulled away nor pushed back.
Sheryl had yearned for the idea of Amorok for a long time, and her
muscles knew the memories through which she traveled to find him. She
saw a place inside herself, and inside the earth, where she had been
before. It was a place where the touch of fingers ignited sensation in the
giver and the receiver, where snakes licked instead of bit, a place where
heat flowed freely out of palms and where light-not flesh-defined the
real outline around people's bodies.
Sheryl clutched Amorok's arctic fox hat. She pressed the white fur
to her lips.
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Laverne Frith

First Boat
or at least I think it was,
launched in a stream flowing
from Emporia Street curb
next to our house. It bumped
iffiwaydoWTihillagainst
the concrete. sometimes
turning all around. filled
with the urge to travel.
to test the Seven Seas,
to know that whittled wood
could be an answer to the call,
to see that new dimension
in much the same vein

as the open sky. so full of
invitation, but still
drinking kites as though
destinations do not matter.
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Robert Wrigley

Elk Dreams

ferMark Spragg

1. Rut
For years he could not separate
the old ranch hand's redolence of handrolled smokes
from the whole thingbraised strap of the elk's back
and its shirmnering sent-up pennant, a balm for his lungs,
or the hot redness of rare meat cloven
and laid out before him as a meal-always
the mount and thrust of the bull in that high meadow
and the blunt, blue-nailed, nicotine-tinted index finger
of the old man pointing the way,
not saying a word before or after,
and still it was there
even years later on, when he held a woman
and a branched cloud of bodily dreams swirled from his head
and their risen scents curled upward into the air
and moonlight lay among the bedclothes like ashes.
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2. Birth
But later he was alone, walking
in spring, and the moistness of the duff
and the silence of dustlessness let him float
inside the wash of the melt-fat creek
and emerge from behind a stone wall
to see smack in the middle of the trail
the elk cow's backside like a meaty rose unfold
and the calf come leapingly squeezed
and sliding to the trail, the cow lurching
forward and the knuckled umbilicus towing forth
the afterbirth, which fell with a wet slap
just as the cow turned, tongue already lolling
for the lick and the quick unloosing of the caul
from the calf, when she saw him there, a boy
who could not move, who could not even breathe,
but who knew exactly what it was he had seen
and how it came to be.
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Francesca Abbate

On this still night
I hear not just
the slow, green disturbance
of the garden,
but how darkness
moves through itthe dull grace of worms,
the click of patentbacked beetles, the quiet
rustle of the cat
next door. The mountains
disappear in an instant
this dark

and that dark
falling into seamlessness.
Eden was always

the absence
of the hypothetical.
To explain that I come
from a long line
of produce brokers
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Desire and Arrest

is also to explain

the scent oflemon trees
onthewind
and the way the dead
arrive in dreams

covered
with a white dust
exactly like the mold
on oranges.
Tonight the song
in my head is not

that everything changes.
It is not the nothing
I do not want.
To the story of the garden
I would add a statue
of Daphne and Apollo
shimmering in rain.
I would add someone
btuying the evidence.
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Scott Maier
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James Simpson

One Small Step

Tangie Barlow was born at Woodstock. In that summer of '69 on Max
Yasgur's farm, in a medical tent mere yards from a muddy bog and a line
of Port-O-Lets, she came bleating into the world to the sound of Grace
Slick of the Jefferson Airplane shouting "Good morning, people!"
before the band launched into "Volunteers."
"She'll be Tangerine Darjeeling Basmati Barlow," Rusty had proclaimed in honor of their diet for the previous week, which mostly
consisted of citrus, tea, and rice.
uThe first two sound good, but Basmati?" Breeze gasped. "What
happened to Rayne like we talked about?"
"It just came to me, honey, isn't it great?" His long red hair fell in
limp ribbons across his face.

"No."

So she became Tangerine Rayne Barlow, raised as a nomad traveling
the New England arts festival circuit with Rusty and Breeze.
A talented artist, but a rather distracted and distant parent, Rusty
Barlow made batik clothing and tapestries inside the family's bright silver
Airstream trailer. Breeze sold Shiatsu massages outside on a table under a
canvas awning next to a black poster tacked to the trailer's outer hull
showing acupressure points on the white outline of a man's body. Tangie
often felt sony for the man in the poster; he looked eternally surprised
and anxious with so many lines and dots pointing at him, an unwilling
spaceman against a backdrop of constellations, shooting stars, tiny
planets and moons.
Rusty and Breeze made a modest living together, his creations
popular among tourists and suburban daytrippers, and her talents sought
out by weary travelers stiff after a day of bargain hunting. Batiking.
though, was an arduous process of applying paraffin wax to handpainted
designs on cloth, allowing it to cool, soaking the material in vegetable
dye, drying it, heating and removing the wax, applying more wax to
different areas of the. cloth and dyeing it another color. He would finish
by sponging the piece clean with kerosene, revealing stunning and
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intricate designs in deep blue, crimson, amber. emerald. But at the end of
the day the work left Rusty's hands perpetually stained dark brown or
black. "Don't forget to wash up, Daddy." Tangie would say.
"But I'm an artistic farmer," Rusty would smile slowly, "and the
liquid dyes are my soil." Tangie always laughed while holding her nose
away from his kerosene-scented overalls.
When Tangie was six, they drove to the Georgia coast to spend the
summer with Breeze's widowed mother, Doris, at her house on Tybee
Island. Business on the circuit had been dwindling for nearly a year, and
they were quickly running out of money.
Doris lived a block away from the beach in a rambling, weathered
grey. two-story clapboard with dormer windows, a large sitting porch,
and dark hardwood floors that creaked when Tangie walked on them,
reminding her of an old wooden ship.
The island seemed becalmed in an ocean unto itself, apart from the
rest of the world. There were no high-rise condos here, only post-war
mom-and-pop motels, greasy spoons, tiny antique shops and funky
clothing boutiques along the quiet three-mile beach of sand dunes and
sea oats. It was an underdeveloped barrier island with a lighthouse on its
northern tip, and further west on the inland side, among scrub pine and
palmetto bushes, a dvil war fort-Pulaski-with century-old craters in its
outer walls from Union cannon fire.
One windy day the Barlows walked to the island's lighthouse. Tangie
and Breeze climbed to the top, while Rusty, highly acrophobic, remained
on the ground content to poke around inside the base of the light
peering at old items in glass display cases. There was a scratchy woolen
keeper's uniform from the late nineteenth century, its dark blue,
roughhewn cloth stretched tight over a dressmaker's dummy, and a
matching cap on the shelf above. It resembled something from the civil
war and looked hot and uncomfortable. Several sepiatone photographs
showed the lighthouse from different angles and eras, some taken from
atop the lighthouse-Rusty quickly glanced away from these. In the
comer, he spotted a tabletop diorama of the entire lighthouse complex
encased in glass. There was a tiny Head Keeper's house at the entrance
overlooking the bright blue painted ocean at one end, and the black and
white striped lighthouse at the opposite end. Other buildings faced each
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other across a small lawn of green moss: a summer kitchen, an old
garage, the two Assistant Keepers' houses, and a supply building.
Rusty jumped as someone called out from high above. It was Breeze
screaming out I angie's name. Instinctively, he ran for the stairs that
spiraled up into blackness, but then he turned and sprinted out the door.
A fat, sunburned couple hovered over Tangie sitting on the ground, as
they patted and grabbed at her. More tourists rushed past him, crowding
around while Tangie stood up, strange arms and hands supporting her.
She smiled at Rusty and waved, her straight dark hair flapping beside her
like a flag.
"I'm okay, Daddy. It was neat, I floated!"
Breeze's frantic wails echoed from inside the lighthouse, her sandals

clanging down the metal stairs. The fat couple hugged his daughter.
stroking her arms and legs. amazed that she was unhurt She beamed at
them, breathing hard, her eyes wild and glowing. Rusty stood and stared,
and it seemed forever before Breeze burst from the lighthouse and ran to
hug Tangie. Only then did he go to them, glancing up at the towering
lighthouse, holding on.
Tangie discovered that on certain days. when the wind was just right. she
felt lighter than usual and could float down-never up-from places.
First she jumped from the front porch and glided softly to the ground,
her bare feet brushing the grass. She learned that by holding her body
stiff, and arching her back with arms outstretched behind her. she could
glide left or right on descent She could also stay afloat longer by moving
her anns and legs as if treading water. All this. of course. depended on
the atmosphere, which she felt instinctively attuned to, and would never
attempt a float when it didn't feel right. After six months she was able to
jump out of the attic window and land quietly on the lawn ten seconds
later.
It was usually a private game for her, something she knew her
parents weren't comfortable with, especially Rusty. Occasionally he would
round the corner of the house or drive up in the Bronco just as she
alighted on the ground, and he would stop short, startled, then turn away
shaking his head. Breeze, though, would simply take Tangie's hand and
whisper, "Don't do that so much, okay?"
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Just before he left for good, Rusty began making weekend trips in
the Bronco up the coast to the lowlands of South Carolina, ostensibly
investigating the art scene in Charleston, but with each trip staying away
from his family for lengthier stretches.
The day after he told Breeze he wasn't coming back, Tangie sat in
the trailer watching her mother set up the massage table.
"Will Daddy ever come back?" she said to the folded hands in her

lap.

"It's very complicated, honey." Is that the bestyou can do?The phrase

echoed in her head.
I feel so restless, like I need to move on, Rusty had told her.
Is that the best you can do? she had said into the phone. I know
you're an artist, and I was warned, but can't you be a man, too? What
about Tangie?
"Your father had a tough time dealing with things."
"You mean things like my floating?"
"No, it's not that at all." She felt Tangie searching her face.
"Grandma says he needs to grow up, but I don't think she's light,
because he's already grown up, isn't he?"
"He has to grow inside, is what she meant. But none of this is your
fault, so I don't ever want you to feel that it is." She knelt beside Tangie
and hugged her. She wondered if she should tell her they had never been
officially mariied. Would she even understand? "We'll be fine, don't
wony."
"Okay, Mommy," she said, tears tumbling onto her cheeks. "But
how will he live out there without us?"
Had he taken the trailer, Tangie could have imagined him quietly
batiking inside its silver hulk somewhere up north, then displaying his
creations and sitting in the lawn chair awaiting customers. But as it was,
she saw him disappearing, his hair blazing about his sad face as he drove
off into the distance, his features becoming slowly more grainy and
formless with each mile he put between them.
For Breeze, too, the memory of Rusty began to fade as the months
slowly passed. It was as if he'd never fully been there, only a biief spark
igniting Tangie's life to help set things in motion.
They moved the trailer to the far end of the back yard, and Breeze
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gave massages and did acupuncture for the locals, most of whom eyed
her striking face, long dark hair and exotic figure with interest. More than
one local man paid for a massage hoping for something more, but only
one got it.
He was an illustrator of children's storybooks staying for the winter
just over the bridge in Savannah.
One night Breeze carne home tipsy and flushed after a date with the
illustrator. Excited and unable to sleep, she woke Tangie (who only
pretended to be asleep) and they sat on the grass in the back yard and
looked up at the night sky,listening to the waves breaking on the beach
across the street.
"Do you remember what the man in the moon's left eye is called?"
asked Breeze.
"The Sea ofTrankillity. It's where the astronauts landed."
"TranquiAty, that's right."
"I remember that from when I was born."
"That happened a month before you came out, silly."
"Oh, yeah, I forgot."
Tangie smiled and looked up at her mother's lustrous cheek,
following her wild dark eyes to the moon.
"Everybody has one of their own." Breeze reached over and placed
two fingers on Tangie's chest at the center of her breastbone, pressing
gently. "Here's your Sea of Tranquility."
"I know, you showed me before."
"Oh, yeah, I forgot." She elbowed Tangie and they both laughed.
"Tell me the seas again, Mommy."
"Well, in massage there's the Sea of Tranquility, of course, which
relieves anxiety and depression like when you're scared or sad; the Sea of
Vitality," her fingers moved to the right ofTangie's spine at her lower
back, "for back aches and fatigue, when you're tired from playing too
hard; and, your favorite, the Sea of Energy," she placed her fingers just
below Tangie's belly button, "for constipation and gas, when you've
eaten too much candy!"
They rolled together on the grass. giggling into the cool night air.
"Dan's coming over for lunch tomorrow," said Breeze. "You should
see the awesome pictures he's been working on."
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MI think he looks like a bird."
"Really?" Breeze smiled, then nodded. "Well, yeah, I guess he looks
rather like a stork with those long legs of his. But he's such a nice guy,
and he likes you alot. •
"Is he grown up inside?" Tangie peered up at the moon, t.Iying to
see the face or the btumy ears.
'Td bet on it,· said Breeze.
After lunch the next day, Tangie, Breeze, her mother, and Dan sat on the
porch in white wicker chairs.
"Did you do all these?" asked Tangie, holding the sketchbook Dan
was working on for a collection of original faiiy tales.
"I sure did. What do you think? Don't hold back, now, give me your
honest opinion, I can take it.· Everyone laughed except Tangie.
She slowly turned the pages, her eyes moving from the drawings,
then to Dan, and back again. She liked the wispy, playful quality of the
sketches, each one full of sprites, elves, fairies and gnomes. They seemed
to blow across the page as if helped along by some invisible energy. One
looked like Tinkerbell, wings and all, fluttering from a tall striped tower.
"They're not bad," she muttered, closing the book.
"I'll just have to try harder." Dan flashed her a big smile and
winked. The chairs creaked under the shifting weight of their bodies.
"I'm real sorry I never got to meet your husband," Dan said to
Doris.
"Yes, he was a fine man. Loved being the Head Keeper." She shook
her head. "A shame, though, all those years working the light, then falls
off the roof-at home! Silly way to go, just for some loose shingles."
Tangie knew her grandmother couldri't have helped him even if she
wanted to; she had lost the ability years ago. Breeze never possessed it,
but Tangie did and it seemed a rather useless talent now, especially when
she thought of her grandfather falling helplessly, calling out for someone,
anyone, clawing at thin air. She wished she had been around to teach him
how to float, althought she wasn't even sure if it couldbe taught.
"I really should be shoving off if I'm going to make my flight,"
Dan said standing, shoulders high in the porch.
"Hope we see you before next year," said Doris, "and good luck
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with your book. I know you'll do just fine.~
"I'll be back from time to time, depending on how things go in
New York.~ He bent down before Tangie. "It was great seeing you again.
I'll work on my drawing skills; maybe next time you'lllike my stuff
better.~ Then, he moved closer and whispered in her ear. "Don't float
away while fm gone."
Tangie grinned. She wanted to tell him it was okay. that she couldn't
float up and away. She liked Dan. She liked his crazy. curly black hair,
and the way he smiled at her as if he knew and trusted her completely;
she sensed no underlying melancholy, nothing dark or sinister under the
surface. What she saw was what he was. And he smelled nice.
To Tangie's delight Dan returned year after year. Every winter for five
years he would occupy a small one-bedroom apartment off Pulaski
Square to paint and draw. It was set back from the street, had its own
shady courtyard and a terrace with a view of a large oak tree in the
square. Sketches and painted canvases nearly filled every space inside the
apartment and out onto the terrace where Dan did most of his work.
Tangie and Breeze would sit with him sometimes while he worked
before they all went out for lunch or a walk through the quiet squares.
Tangie watched his long. thin fingers darting about over his work with
charcoal or pencil, the images flowing from his hand, blooming into
fantastic scenes inside fairytale landscapes populated by paper-thin
creatures among thick, towering trees and castles. On some he would
return more slowly. deliberately. with oil or acrylic. his hand gliding back
over the images with emerald green, cobalt blue, aimson, warm ochre.
indigo, colors vaguely familiar to Tangie from the days on the road with
her father. but infused with a different energy. She could feel Dan's
paintings and drawings smiling at her, embracing her.
Tangie blossomed as five more winters passed, her floating episodes
mostly a thing of the past, relegated to happy memory-and no word
from Rusty, not even a postcard. Breeze continued to give massages, but
had moved from the trailer to a small storefront along the strand at the
south end of the beach. Dan continued his winter stays. and Breeze flew
to New York to see him once or twice each summer. Still, she had other
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boyfrtends on the island and never seemed to be without a date, but of
them all Tangie liked Dan the best, and often asked her mother why they
didn't just get married, or move in together, be it north or south.
I'm happy with things as they are, Breeze always responded.
Tangie felt dizzy and strange on the day of her first real date at fifteen.
At first she thought she might be starting her period, but then she was

overcome with a intense lightness that was the exact opposite of the way
she felt during her monthly flow. It was almost as if she could float at
any moment-up.
Her date picked her up in his mother's blue Plymouth Satellite, and
Tangie buckled herself in and held on, the buoyancy intensifying as they
crossed the bridge to Savannah.
"Neil, would you mind terribly if we skipped the restaurant?"
"Uh, no, I guess that's okay, if you want. Aren't you hungry?"
"Maybe we could drive around for a bit, get some air.~
Neil drummed his fingers on the wheel and glanced at her as she
stared out the window.
"I know!" Tangie grinned. "Let's go to the A&W out by the mall.~
"You'd rather go to an A&W than the seafood place on River
Street? I brought plenty of money, honest.~
"Come on, it'll be fun. It's a nice night, we'll sit in the car and they'll
bring us our food.~ She felt the shoulder belt tugging slightly across her
pink blouse, pressing against her breasts, the lap belt pushing on her
skirt. She tightened her grip on the door handle. "It's one of those old
drive-ins. We can talk.~
"Fun.~ Neil mumbled.
Tangie did most of the talking, mainly to keep her mind off of the
new floating sensation, and partly because Neil seemed nervous. While
they ate he bounced back and forth between the same topics: his parttime job at the grocery store, his wrestling meets, and the classic '68
Camara he and his father were restoring.
"How about we go to the Starlight drive-in?" Tangie said. "They're
showing old sci-fi movies.~

"The drive-in?" Neil perked up. "That sounds interesting.~
"We can talk some more.~
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He sank back down. "You're nice and all, but kinda weird, you
know that?"
"Yeah, I know."
At the drive-in, during "The Day The Earth Stood Still," the
floating sensation subsided enough for Tangie to unbuckle herself and
walk to the bathroom. Neil relaxed a bit too, and even gave her a rose he
bought from a woman walking car-to-car selling flowers from a big tin
bucket
"Do you really think I'm weird?" Tangie asked.
"No. Unusual, maybe."
Tangie frowned.
"I mean that in a good way. You're not like everybody else."
"Would you think I was crazy if I told you I feel lighter than air?"
Neil squinted at her. "Are you high right now or what?"
"No, stupid," she gave his shoulder a shove. "Earlier today I
thought I could float. Off the ground and into the air like a helium
balloon."
"Cool. I knew this girl in Michigan when I was growing up who
could do that."
"Noway!"
"Yeah, really. In the third grade this girl named Tracy-everyone
called her 'Spacey Tracy'-"
"Oh, great, now you think I'm nuts."
"No! You're fine. She was nuts. Anyway, Tracy and I would be
playing in her back yard-she had this really big treehouse her dad
built- and sometimes she would step off the top of the ladder and float
down to the ground like she was on a wire or something."
"Didn't you think it was odd?"
"Nah. She didn't do it very much, said her mom and dad got mad
at her. Then the next year she told me she couldn't do it at all, even if
she wanted to."
"Yeah," Tangie whispered. "That's right."
"So you float like Tracy?"
"When I was a kid I could, but not anymore. It's different, like I
said."
"That's wild."
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"Did you think she was nuts back then?"
"Who, Tracy? Not really. I kinda liked her, actually. It just made her,
you know, special."
"You're not freaked out by this?"
"I figure everyone has a hidden talent: juggling swords, tying cherry
stems into a knot with your tongue, reciting songs backwards, having a
photographic memory."
"That's one way to look at it. So, what's your hidden talent?"
"Well, it's kinda stupid." He paused, scratching the tip of his nose.
"Come on, spill it."
"Ahight. Umm, I write poems about people I bag groceries for at
work."
"My God, you're a closet poet?"
"Floater!" They both laughed.
When Tangie arrived home later that night her grandmother was waiting
for her in the living room drinking tea and reading a book.
"How was it?"
Tangie sat next to Doris on the couch. "It was ... difficult at first,
but we finally relaxed and had a good time. He's really sweet. and has the
cutest curly blonde hair."
"Well, I'm glad you had fun, that's what counts. Was he a gentleman?"

"Of course," said Tangie. "I wish Mom had been here too. Do you
think she'll call?"
"She did, right before you got home. Said they've been going to all
kinds of parties up at the conference. She'll call you tomorrow and wants
all the details about your date."
"It still would have been nice if she was here."
Doris put her arm around Tangie. "I know it's tough, but your
mother does the best she can. She's just trying to be happy."
"Do you remember when I was little? When we first carne here?"
"Like it was yesterday, dear."
Tangie hesitated a moment. "And that special thing I used to do?"
"Yes, that too," Doris smiled.
"I feel really strange lately, like I might start doing it again." She
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pointed up and paused to gauge her grandmother's reaction. "Did you
feel like that when you were my age?"
Doris sipped her tea and thought a moment.
"Well, I recall being simply giddy for a day or two before my time
of the month. I felt so light and excited that I thought I might drift away
with the slightest breeze."
"Did you ever do it? I mean. just to see what would happen. did
you ever ... let go?"
"No, I never did," she said. "I only experienced it for a few days
each month the summer I was sixteen, and when I finally got up enough
nerve to try. the feeling was gone."
"It just stopped?"
"Faded, really; replaced by different feelings." She patted Tangie's
hand. "You'll see, dear."
Tangie said goodnight, trudged upstairs and climbed into bed. her
room thick with moonlight. She pictured Dan and her mom dancing in
the mountains of upstate New York. stars twinkling and swirling about
them. Two heavenly bodies. She closed her eyes and tried to see her lost
father's face, tried to imagine where he was in the world. but the silver
light pierced her eyelids, washing out even the smallest image she could
coJ1jure up, infusing everything. pouring over and spilling into her body.
filling every part of her until she wanted to laugh out loud or scream.
She slipped out of bed and crept to the window, gazing at the
brilliant full moon reflected in the rippling ocean. She opened the
window and crawled onto the roof. The shingles seemed to undulate
beneath her feet like liquid sandpaper, and a soft wind fluttered about
her nightgown and brushed the hair across her face. She searched far out
over the water for the horizon, seeking the lightless void where the
ocean's silvery blackness met the deepest ink of the sky, and stared at it
until she no longer knew if her eyes were open or shut. Finally, cool air
caressed the soles of her feet as she ascended into the luminous night,
rising up through layer upon layer of glowing clouds toward the swelling,
pockmarked, ancient disc of the moon.
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Danny Romero

we found ourselves
in lowered chevys

at 15 spinning
mag rims steel
lengths and links
coiled at our feet
moving through
uncertain streets
malt liquor bull
in can in hand

we searched for enemies
we did not know
other than they lived
just: like us
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lowered chevys

Cecilia Pinto
Winner, 2002 Farthest North Haiku Contest

Fact (from "7 Summer Haiku")

A bee in my mouth
and its swallowed vibration
could cause my demise.
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Ryan McGinnis

Ethiopian Dark Roast

Forty seven cents:
The sour breath of earth upturned,
a bitter black sweat

Minh Lien Nguyen

32.

Toward the green yard
Wisteria sprinkles confetti
The Spring breeze tosses

Daniel Rose
once mounds of snow
now pools of stagnant water
welcome, mosquitoes!

Kathy Lippard Cobb
spring recitala little ballerina

does all the wrong steps
approaching twilightmy initials now further
up the cheny tree
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Louis J. Wentz

From "Angling Contours"
Slimy scales cover
entrails dumped upon damp grass,
sharp knife slits next fish.
Male sturgeon seeks mate
lurking under Caspian Sea,
host serves caviar.

Lynnarme Fager
smoke bellows upward
Cassiopeia coughs
unfriendly campfire
tormented with words
kissed by the red morning sun
novelist finds sleep

Robert Redding
Take an orange please
And give it plenty of squeeze
My glass is empty
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jeff Newberry

Impossible Season

Butthreisrocn3IDa:I7rlacXIDrow,

onlytmnigftiJswirxlarxlrain, tmchill
rnagnifkHrecfiJsl:x:nrMfxiligtJ:.
ttY=trxxhofthisirnj:msilie!Ra'JJll
-Dana Gioia, "The End of a Season~
Years later, our house burned to the ground,
ashes scattering in the wind like snow,
though the temperature never plummets
so far in F1orida. Imagine the beach, winter gray
waves lapping the shore, a bone white gull
floating on the wind, and the house, yellow flames
bristling, the whoosh of air as the fire sucks
in all oxygen.
The dunes like snow embankments
piled around the house, as though it sat
in a carved valley. But for the smell of salt,
the constant splash of the waves, you could see
this place deep in a desert or in the mountains,
snowed in. At first, two rooms
were enough, a fold-out bed, a white stove
and black burners, a forked antenna reaching
into the sky for our television, black and whiteenough for I Love Lucyor The Andy Griffith Show.
In those years, the wind blew the sails of our dreams
as we slept, wrapped in each other's arms,
secure in another tomorrow when we'd rise.
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I'd drink coffee before work, you'd bwn eggs
and sausage and spend the day painting, singing,
watching the blue green bay, a sprinkle of diamonds
when the sun rode high.
At first, the hunicanes
never carne. When the sky grew fat
and purple, we prayed for the sky to split.
Some nights, we walked out by the bay,
the water purple in the moonlight,
and r d tell you about the ancient sailors who called

dolphins mermaids or a1::>urt: the FlyingDutchman.
You'd point out to the horizon, where purple

met black, and claim to see a burning ship flickering.
Afternoons, I prayed for eternity, prayed for us,
picturing God as a gigantic version of my father,
large the way the sea is large, earth-encompassing,

always there.
Seasons became different seasons,
years became years, and my face grew lined,
long, the sea salt sculpted my face.
Your hair grew long, your blue eyes pale.
Winters became colder-at night when the wind
shook the house, you drew into a knot
on the bed and rocked as I stared out at the bay,
looking for the line of the horizon, searching
for IIl€m1aids and the FlyingDutchman. Vv'hen
the sickness grew worse, you never slept at all,
a haunted figure with gray eyes rocking in the bed.
When you died, I left the house by the bay,
thinking my leaving was like your leaving,
a pale imitation of your action, tracing your
shadow with mine, and wondering how the winter
got so cold, how the sand all twned to snow.
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Francesca Abbate

It is a kind of discipline, dreaming
in January the lives of birds:
gulls for a yellow sky, a starling
at four o'clock. Less place

than direction, the voice of the kitchen
is the voice of an uncertain
ghost that man in the alley singing
under the car alarm's drone,
the eggshells splayed on the white plate
like fragments of a secret map.
Something of me longs to be shut,
the way those tracks the dogs left
arc and cross in chains on the lawn's
white slope. After banishment,
after love in the city's last days,
the smallest tragedies come flocking
to my attention. If the thing exists
it must also be here now, in all this
plainness. In the night rain wearing
down the snow. In rat season.
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Meantime

Naton Leslie

Wunderkind
My nephew opened his eyes, rolled over,
raised his head, recognized colors, objects,
and smiled at her voice, my sister declared,
a few days after his birth. She gave him
Copeland's Fanfare. By two he could juggle
Kryptonite. He hated to lose, clever
child who rearranged the checkers when you
weren't looking. He would excel, play baseball,
could throw like a catapult. If he failed,
someone else was at fault. He would attend
the best college, though he could not think well,
only hit a ball. For his first Christmas
I bought him a razor, thinking a child
so wonderfully advanced would need one.
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Geary Danihy

Crumple promises this
is as far as he'll go
then goes a little farther.
He loves the lure
of limits,
barriers, borders,
sword-scribed lines
in foreign sand,
the tension of Verroten.
Little boy bad
with a gimlet grin.
imp oflimittesting.
he craves the "No,"
the "Watch your step,"
the "Crumple, please be careful,"
for that's how he measures
your measure oflove,
that's how he knows you care.
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Jennifer Sciafe

Just five minutes ago the finches fought
while bathing at the bottom of the cage.
And ten minutes prior to that I caught
them mating again. Bird bath soaks my beige
carpet now that things are quiet. They dry
off, ruffle on the middle branch. I gauge
from their behavior, from those high-pitched sighs,
they forgave each other. His orange beak
pecks mites from her snowy breast, buff head. Why
this neurosis-captivity? Each week
she lays three teaspoon eggs and he unpacks
the nest around them, leaves them cold. I peek
over, waiting for her to peck back,
chase him from his unguarded perch and squawk,
mistake his tender grooming for attack.
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Maniage

Joan Mazza

Mating Song

Morning coffee alone on my patio
my dogs chase lizards in the backyard
under bougainvillea grown wild
Shelf of clouds so low they brush
Ficus tops rising higher than
my privacy fence
A single cardinal, bright red
settles in my grapefruit tree, chirps incessantly
hoping to find a mate before season's end
Patient, sounding his call, vatying his score
and line, he waits for love to appear
dressed simply in her brown suit
I resist the temptation to whistle back
instead, put pen to paper
rewording my personal ad
again
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Scott Antworth

Fish in the Garden
I knew you were planning to stave in Carter English's skull. I knew it
even before I peeked in the broom closet on our way back from supper
and found you'd already broken off a length of mop handle for the job.
I wasn't checking up on you, worming my way into your business or
anything. You'd have never sat still for that. Stoneport's main prison was
good for teaching guys like us what we see and what we don't. Let's just
say I was confinning my suspicions, mapping the lay of the land.
I was wondering where you'd hidden your new sucks-being-you
stick when I got back to the room and found you at the window, shoulders back on the cinderblocks and hands jammed in your back pockets.
You'd vanished the mop handle before I got there, didn't leave even a
stray splinter behind for evidence. Our roomie, Spungen, was on his
upper bunk in the far corner, legs dangling. kicking, the rest of him airdrumming to Pantera or Toxic Turd or whatever was crashing through
his headphones, blasting his eardrums to jell-0. Spungen could have
been wall paper for all you cared. You were watching the lawn, the road,
and the long, green slopes beyond.
"It's something to look at," I said. You nodded. There wasn't a
single strand of barbed wire between you, that window, and the horizon.
"Takes some getting used to," I said. Below you and at the edge of the
lawn, butting our country road, was a long wooden sign spelling out
Stoneport Correctional Facility- Minimum Security Unit in black Gothic
letters. We call it MSU. We call it the Farm. The sign is gloss white and
gabled, serene, like it was advertising an inn or a private school. Spungen
says it's quaint, you told me. He would, I said. Spungen thinks his Rice
Krispies talk to him.
Quaint. Spungen's a Westie and you'd expect a Westie to say some
foolishness like that. But Spungen's different. Young as so many of them
are, most Westies wouldn't ever say"quaint" or"courtesy" or even
"transition." Westies come on blustery brave or street gang brash,
strutting around with their chests puffed out like all the prison lifers
they've seen on 1V.
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Only a mile from the main prison and the Farm's jammed full of
Westies bussed in halfway across the state from Weston Correctional
Center {Mediwn Security, Men's). It didn't seem right, you said when I
laid it all out to you that morning, so many Westies here and so few old
Stoneport hands. Most 'Porters have got piles of calendars to get
through before they ever see minimwn-security, I said. No one at the
Farm's got more than a couple years left, tops, and Westies start their
sentences as short-timers. Two years here, three there, nickel and dime
bids on their way to graduating to the big leagues. Down payments for
life on the installment plan. Ninety days or six months at Weston and
they're out to the Farm, space permitting. You bled away eight years
behind the walls before this morning. A few hours notice, a two-minute
bounce in the van and, bam, MSU. The Farm. Back when it was my tum,
after that little jump, my head swam for weeks. You were here seven
hours before you snapped off a length of mop handle to crack Carter
English's skull for him.
"Bitch needs some schooling," you said to me this noontime, right
back from lunch and your cheeks so purple I thought you'd hemorrhage.
I couldn't tell you anything, so I just let you fume. We'd all seen it go
down with you. Back at the main prison, a seat in the chowhall was
sovereign territory. You let someone take it away from you, you were a
punk and everyone knew it. Behind the walls it was four hundred men to
a meal-shift, eight hundred eyes on constant alert, and no weakness
forgiven. living in the 'Port was living to an audience and the predators
were always watching, always waiting. always circling like sharks. Three
hours into the Farm, your first lunch, and you snagged a chair at a halfempty table. Carter English's chair. You knew the deal. You expected it.
Somebody would tell you, yo, the seat's taken and you'd move on, no

drama. Sooner or later you'd find a vacancy, stake a claim, and settle in.
Eight years in Stoneport and you were a new face again, a long-timer
made to feel like a fish.
"My seat," English snapped at you, hovering over your shoulder
with his tray full of fried potatoes and mystery meat salami. "Cool," you
said, getting up, moving on, "no problem." "Be plenty of problem I
catch your ass back here again," English told you loud enough to get half
my table wincing and still he wouldn't let it go, yapping away behind you
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all the way to the aisle, thundering on about respect and barking all the
requisite catchphrases so everybody'd know what a stand-up con he was.
The 'Porters at my table were all glancing at each other, grimacing. The
only guy who'd ever run his mouth like that to you behind the walls
spent a week shitting out his teeth.
"Respect," Daytripper said, prodding his potatoes with a fork
"English wouldn't know respect if it was humping his leg." Gilmour
shook his head, frowning. "Westies," he said.
"Spider, man, he just isn't worth it," I told you. You wouldn't look at
me. You wouldn't take your eyes from the window or how the slope
across the way plunged up into that anarchy of forest and underbrush,
dense as the Stoneport wall, plush as a feather mattress. We still believed
in that wall. "The Farm's a whole different place."
"You think?"
"English is just a loud-mouth paper-hanger. No one takes him
seriously."
"Paper-hanger, you say? He tried passing the wrong bad check
today."
It's what I was getting at. You were at the Farm now. The walls were
yesterday, last year. Breathe.
"Uve and let live, that it?" You leaned in close, cocked your chin at
me, and I was right back in E-block again. I didn't budge. Backing down
could be an expensive habit in the 'Port. "Kinsella," you said, "Five, six
months out here and you're forgetting your schooling."
"I'm saying there's a whole different mindset out here is all," I said.
I was forgetting nothing.
"Let him punk me off, you're saying. Maybe I'll just be his girlfriend,
how'd that be? Buy some nylons and let him pimp me off." You cracked
your knuckles. Yoi.rr fingers worked back into fists. "Let it ride, you telling
me?" you said. "I about imagine. You even see him when we showed up
for supper tonight?"
I saw him. We all did. Sitting there all tough and street-punk proud.
Elbowing his neighbors, snickering, hungry for his buddies to see how
he'd shown you up. It's a Weston thing. Bark at whoever crosses your
path, come off like a badass and never have to pay the bill.
"He's just another thug-life wannabe," I said. "Doesn't even know
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you. Ten bucks he thinks you're a Vkstie." The word on you would get
around quick enough. a day maybe two, talked up by those who knew.
English would be climbing all over you to take it back then, gushing his
apologies like a fire hose. "I've seen it go down like that a dozen times at
least," I told you.
I'd seen it once.
"This isn't the 'Port," I said. "There's no getting away with it out
here. You stave up English with that mop handle and you'll do the rest
of your sentence and then some up at that Secure Housing Unit.
Twenty-three hours a day in those near-soundproof boxes they got up
there. Turn your brains into Silly Putty."
The look you gave me, hard-eyed and dead-lipped, I knew what
you'd say. Getting away clean or getting tossed in Secure Housing, the
SHU, were what a man put on the line. Shit happens. Handcuffs and
segregation units happen. Getting slapped down was a small price to pay
for standing up. You were Spider Turgeon. You walked the Yard and
nobody fucked with you. I heard it all coming before you opened your
mouth, but when you finally spoke, you said, "what mop handle?" Raised
eyebrows and convict deadpan, pure Stoneport. A man next to you
could be on fire and you'd swear you smelt nothing burning. None of
your business, you were saying. You turned. You walked out of the room.
"Kinsella, yo, what's up with your friend?" Spungen asked, headphones screech-throbbing in his lap.
I told him to mind his own, winced, and said, "don't worry about
it." We could do worse for roomies than Jay Spungen, even if he never
would know quite what to make of us. We were 'Porters, main prison
vets, and what did Westies know about that? Back at Weston Correctional, they told Stoneport fables like campfire ghost stories. We're hardtime boogiemen to them, survivors of a horror show for which they only
believe the worst. Let them buffalo you into reminiscence and they only
want to hear the gore. Tough guy shit. Too many Westies didn't believe
me back when I told them I never saw a rape behind the walls, so now I
tell them nothing, letting it keep them backed off and believing all they'd
already decided about us. Spungen thinks living with us is an all--day pass
to the zoo. Something to write home about, impress his girlfriend.
I'm sure Spungen thought we were the best of friends, you and I.
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from the way I paced the room when you anived, circling near your
bunk and waiting for you to get back from Medical Screening. Check
your eyes, feel your throat, turn your head and cough. "New fish in the
room," he'd said. "Another one of you Stoneport assholes." When I told
him you had near a decade in, he said, "old fish, then." I said, "New
here, I suppose". I've never told him how you and I only knew each
other sort-of. The whole time in there, we spoke once, three times tops,
feeding raw planks into the planer or rumbling woodcarts down the
sawdusted aisles in Wood Industries. You still hadE-block in your nose.
'That's all I needed to know.
Spungen wouldn't understand our irrunediate rapport any more than
most Westies would. How a 'Porter like you wasn't into chowhall confrontations when they could be avoided. You didn't do dinner theater.
Stoneport taught how to wait for your opportunities. Catch a fool alone
and get busy on him without an audience or a squad of hacks ready to
rush in to break it up. Carter English should have know that. In the
'Port, you knew to trash the first guy to disrespect you or play you for a
punk. Wreck him badly enough and no one's lining up to be the next in
line to try and take you off.
English wasn't paying attention. English thought it was over. One
look at you and I knew it hadn't even begun.
So I shadowed you that evening. New arrivals inevitably end up
outside their first night at the Farm, drawn from the dorms by smokeand-mirrors liberty to free-folk wander the compound, stretching out
through empty pockets and threading through dozens of guys milling,
lounging. chatting away. The grounds are no floodlit Yard at evening Rec,
convict hundreds jacked up tight as piano wire on deliberation, banging
out hate on the Weight Pile or the ball courts. There wasn't a comer in
the Yard that didn't seep into you like battery acid. Here a pair of ninetyman dorms bookend an Administration building. Greek revival. Grass
thick as alpaca wool sprawled away from these without a fence in sight. It
made a man dizzy. all that rolling green. I hung back from you the whole
time you were walking. your fingers threading, fretting together, your
stares straining to sponge it all in when you could pull yourself up from
studying the ground a foot from your toes. I didn't want to crowd you or
be just another in the parade of men who'd be pushing up on you for
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days. What do you think? Hell of a change, isn't it? Always asking with a
lilt in their voice, expecting bewilderment or awe.
I knew Carter English wasn't much for evening strolling but I kept
watching for him, convinced he'd bumble straight out of the dorms and
into your notice. Soaking up that champagne twilight and still you were
on the stalk. September was melting into autumn and the nights had
started to chill. You had that old Army field jacket of yours hanging off
you, OD green and so baggy you could have had an arsenal hidden away
in there. There wasn't an inch of me that wasn't convinced you didn't
have the mop handle anchored by your armpit or tucked into your belt in
the small of your back. Stiff as you were carrying yourself, it could easily
have been the latter.
I watched. I waited. You wandered away an hour before you so
much as paused, down back behind the Admin building at the far end of
the lawn. Farther out and deep in the shadows, the grass grew tangled
and tall before it surrendered to the bean fields. There were places at the
Farm where the gardens stretched for miles. You stood, your head
leaning, cocked to the side. A stretch of horizon as wide as your hand
glowed like Chemobyl out in the darkness beyond the river and the trees.
One point two miles off, I could have told you, but I didn't. I ambled up
beside you, just another guy out for a walk, not anyone keeping tabs on
you or anything. I hitched my thumbs in my hip pockets.
"The prison?" you asked. I told you yeah, the prison, lit up like
Christmas. You nodded, exhaled, and kept watching it, a hazy mushroom
cap of ocher glowing on the horizon.
"I got out here and my neck was stiff for a week," I said. "Couldn't
get enough of those stars."
You glanced up briefly and said, "see what you mean."
Evening Rec, the Stoneport Yard, and the floodlights washed the
nighttime sky a charcoal gray, blotting out all but the brightest of stars.
Looking up my first night here, I didn't think I'd ever seen so many in all
my life. Better than five months at the Farm and I'd still not tired of
them.
"I didn't know we were still so close to it," you said, still talking
about the prison. "Damn thing's right there."
"Bridger used to say that," I said. "Used to hang out down here a
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lot at night, get away from all the people."
"Bridger," you said, "sure. You two were tight, I remember."
"Two years I celled with him." Two straight years, I thought. Eblock. The Zoo. "I didn't even ask to come out here before they transferred him. He talked me into putting in for this place."

"Bridger alright. As much advice as he forces on folks, he's got to

be Ann Landers in convict drag."

I'd been easy to convince. Two years of E-block and I didn't know
how to do time without him. Dell Bridger. I finally get out here after him
and I wasn't here two weeks before the hacks had him cuffed and stuffed

and on his way back behind the walls with Failure to Acfjuststamped in
black across his file folder.

I had a laundry list of questions for you about Dell on our ambling
walk back to the dorm. I wanted to ask but I didn't. Did he get his Print
Shop job back or did they start him back off doing the sweep-and-mop
routine in the cellblocks? You said nothing the whole way back up the
lawn and past the Admin. Head up, eyes forward, shoulders straight. You
could have been on any corridor in Stoneport.
I kept quiet. Giving you your space, I told myself. Too much of
what I had to say could have been lifted from the pile of letters Dell
Bridger sent back into me after he got out here. Work crews, fresh air.
Cattle tending so far out in the pastures you didn't see a guard till you
humped back in for headcount. The Farm's as much a Garden of Eden
contrast to E-block as a man could hope to get; hills so green you had to
squint at them. Put in the transfer, he kept telling me. Do myself some
good. He never once hinted he needed me out here because he needed
some Stoneport around him. Seven months of potato fields and cowshit
and he couldn't get E-block sweat and stink from his head.
A pissing contest with an officer. A Westie he may or may not have
pitched down the stairs. I was here all of a dozen days before he was
bouncing back to Stoneport, handcuffed to a bellychain.
The whole way back up the lawn I waited for you to say anything
that had nothing to do with the prison. Something. You stopped, drew a
breath, looked around.
"Nice night," I said. Which is exactly when Carter English and a
pair of his swaggering cronies came strutting out of the dorm, all
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boisterous and brash. You fingered the zipper of your jacket open to the
waist while I stammered about getting a game of pool on or buying you
a soda. Crossing in front of us, English glanced at you, looked away and
kept on cruising. A few steps farther on he sneered something to the guy
on his right. They lauged. Feet planted, jaw tight, you stood there
watching them until they'd rounded the Admin building, heading off for
the gym. We heard that laugh long after they'd vanished and we were
back in our room. English could have been joking about anything but I
knew you'd hear none of it. Pumping yourself up for the stalk, you see
what you want to.
You were going to move on English. I saw it every time you went
through the motions of unpacking your gear and setting up your walllocker. Hang up a few shirts, your leather vest, leave the rest of it in the
garbage bag you used as luggage for the move from the 'Port to the
Farm. You'd march out, walk the hallway, hover at the pool tables and be
back minutes later to stare at the locker or out the window and into the
night.
Two in the morning and you were still awake, sitting on the edge of
your lower bunk with Spungen asleep three hours in the rack above you.
You thought I was sleeping, face mashed in my pillow across the room.
You sat still as stone. I knew it was English you were seeing in the
shadows on the floor. English.
I was out of my bunk seconds after you'd walked out. I watched
you all the way down the hall from behind the crack in the door. But it
wasn't like I was checking up on you or anything like that I never once
thought you were the kind of guy who'd haul even Carter English from
his bunk to tune him up. When you turned into the bathroom, I rested
my face on the doorjamb. I closed my eyes and waited. I don't know why
you were in there as long as you were. I pictured you sequestered in one
of the stalls, stoking yourself up for English. I decided you were at the
mirror. I could see that. It took some getting used to, that bathroom
mirror, running full-length over the sinks, free-world glass clear as crystal.
Long as it'd been since you'd seen yourself in a mirror like that, it had to
pull you in, getting reacquainted with your face. The hand-held plastic
cell jobs they issued us in the 'Port warped everything they reflected.
Thirty-three months in there and every time I looked in one I saw an
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ogre or a sideshow freak.
I hustled back into my bunk before you got back in the room. I
hunkered down, feigned sleep. You lingered inside the door for several
moments before moving to the window. You were still standing there
when I drifted off, watching the night and waiting for dawn to light the

hills.
You were gone when I woke up. I was into my clothes and out the
door so quick I must've scorched the tile. I braked, straining myself slow,
not wanting the guards at the desk to think me panicked, and listened all
the way out for anything that could have been you unleashing on English. I circled the Admin building twice and figured the chowhall. Every
morning men with sleep-pouched eyes fumbled through their com
flakes. None of them were English. None of them were you. I tapped a
cup of coffee from the monstrosity in the comer by the door and gave
the dining hall the once over a third time.
"Kinsella, geez, since when do you do breakfast?" old man
Kindlley asked, slobbering through his oatmeal. I think I told him to get
spooged.
I found you at the picnic tables scattered on the lawn between the
dorm and the road. You were sitting back-to, elbows cocked behind you
on the tabletop. Across the way, cows loped through the grass, sluggish
and serene. The pasture sloped up thick and verdant into the forest
above them. I stood back away before I finally straddled the bench
behind you. The road was so close, you spit you hit asphalt.
"Damndest thing, folks just come up to you out here," you said.
"Just walk up and start talking."
"A weird place," I said. E-block, a stranger walks up to you, you ask
what the fuck his problem is.
"No kidding," you said. "Out here trying to have a smoke and some
joker's going on about the weather. I get away from him and another
one's asking if I'd seen the Red Sox last night. The hell is it with these
people?"
I shrugged. I sipped my coffee.
"Frigging Westies," you said.
We could hear the morning traffic now out on U.S. Route One, the
whine and hum of it riding the breeze to us. There would soon be cars
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on the road in front of us, though only a few. Country roads. Across the
street, a pair of cows pressed close to the fence at the shoulder. They
stared back at us, their jaws working.
"I saw a deer this morning," you said, pointing at the treeline. "Up
there."
"Chuckie," I said.
You looked at me, raised eyebrow. "Come again?"
"Chuckie," I told you. "Big buck that lives in the woods there.
Eight-pointer, I think." Chuckie, the guys called him. Chuckielthey' d hoot
and whistle whenever he'd appear, drifting from the trees and into the
open, spectral and ghostly silent. Ten, twenty, thirty guys out on the lawn
and all of them watching, struck to silence. Chuckie! someone would
holler soon enough and sometimes he'd startle, sometimes snort, always
as if to prove to us he was no mass convict hallucination.
You stood as I spoke, your back to me, your eyes glued to the
pasture and the trees. You didn't turn when I finished, didn't speak for a
minute or more. "You fucking people," you grumbled, hauling down the
zipper of your field jacket and out came the mop handle, near two feet
long and jagged on one end from where you'd kicked it in two the day
before. You flipped it around, got a good grip, and slung it across the
road with all you had. Spinning like a propeller blade, morning light
glinted off its varnish like dew. It clacked once on the asphalt and
skipped off into the long grass.
I must have been smirking. When you turned, you pointed at me
and said, "No lectures, Kinsella. Not a word."
I rolled the coffee cup between my hands. "Naw," I said. "I didn't
see a thing."
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Scott Maier
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R. F. Marsocci

The Tree of Knowledge

She drew our ass. She drew it big with thin swift CUIVes, gave it color
with deft-stroked shading. She made an apple, our spine for its stem. She

drew an edible ass.
We're not a big fan of our ass. Like most people's, it houses our
head and hinders our sight. hampers whole days, renders us clueless. We
could use a due, like most people. Like us, most people could use sight
to see how they pant their houses. We pant ours dull denim. We prefer
buff, but few people don't pant in public.
Our ass is propped on her easel, raw flesh and orifice. Class crowds
around it. admires its texture, admires its shape, commends her control,
her command of her subject. She drew a connoisseur's ass.
We're not a big eater of ass. We grew up in a town where sugar was
staple. So was piz:za. Pot, too. Of course, and sea beast, land beast, fowl
beast, beast baked, brazed, shredded to bits, beast burgered. Everyone
stapled to satiation and sloth; most everyone panted in denim. People ate
ass, by all means, but most often in worship of pants. We stuck to the
staples.
Class crowds closer to her easel. discusses our ass, the class, the
heat, the price of pants in Santa Fe, the thrill of hot cider on a cold
winter day. We wave from our stage, a sweet howdeedo. Class confesses
to houses they crave to inhabit We pose pears. Class admires its collection of pants. We draw our head around, pose an onion ring, take a bite
of our apple. Class eats ass. We house our head, draw it home, draw it
deeper and deeper up to our stem, draw it up until we suffocate.
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Edward Skoog

In Minneapolis, john Benyman's Last City

Snow opens our Sunday morning but we are using
evening voices to address each other, throated
like weary soldiers passing time over cards,
because there is so much time when the snow finally falls,
and it falls with the casualness of drunk uncles
toppling down stairs, rising to shake off the pollen.
With my head on the opposite ann of the couch
from yours, I gaze across our foreshortening,
as we query each other's shortened memories:
didn't whichever one of us who drove the car
detour across the famous poet's suicide bridge?
Unwashed, I walk in my evening body, skin
imprinted with last night's party, spilled liquor,
dilettantish cigarettes, a smashed boutonniere.
In the religion of time, years are sins we forgive.
I forgive Saturday nights that open like the grand
reopening of a downtown hotel someone big died in,
and lying at the other end of the chesterfield night,
I forgive Sunday mornings that open like school plays
staged by children for the suffering of parents
with Prussian widows at the piano pounding chords;
and while forgiving this Sunday morning, I watch
the roofs of the neighborhood turn their backs,
holding their porchlights like highball glasses.
In the yards, banks of snow bulge like potbellies.
Snow falls in patches from car hoods patterned
with various European nations, while inside,
human potential surges, imperceptibly, and recedes.
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Anthony Russell White

While Viewing the Xi'an Tomb Treasures
it suddenly occurred to meLook! What if we're wrong
and they're right-and we need all this stuff
after. I meanwhen we get there-what if the guards say:
IhJUUhaWJa~toride?Jt'squilefar.

Didn Oa1tringanything1DtXJf!Fai!

Igr.e;s;ruplaniDmake}Ull'owntmwhik;ru'rehre
Too late then to say we didn't believe.
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Death Rides a Yellow Bicycle
I did not expect himdid not anticipate his abrupt anivalOn that aged, gearless, yellow bicycle. Perhaps
if he had been propelled in a silent, throbbing Larnborghini,
or had ridden some monstrous, black warhorse out of some ancient
German wc:xxlcut-Dr even walked slowly by-alone,
but with telltale step, I might have known him.
Tricked by my favorite color....
Too late, then, I recognized him.
I believed I was ready, but I am not, not really.
All living experience screams-Fight! Run! Resist!
this undesirable on his ludicrous bicycle.
But the living skeleton within me rejoices
at the sight of his fellow ivory.
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We Have Been Burgled Again!

Your jade lily pad with the golden frog is missing!
Surely they know about the curse?
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