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The Unified Theory of Death 

Judson Simmons 

When I stand in my closet, 
all I can think is: I could hang 
a couple more shirts and khakis 

or myself in here. 
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How to Be a Man 

Cole Haddon 

Tonight's the big night. 
Fifteen years old and tonight you'll fmally take 

that proverbial step into manhood your friends are 
always talking about. They've all done it too, of course. 
You're the only one left who hasn't. Dean did it with 
some girl while on vacation in Florida; Henry said he 
did it with a girl in sixth grade, before he came to your 
school; and Tommy says April Teethers let him do it to 
her after Homecoming. You're the only one left who 
hasn't done it. But not after tonight. Tonight, you'll 
finally be a man. 

First, don't be nervous. It's easy, right? You've 
seen pictures and once, at Henry's, you watched some 
of his dad's dirty movies: getting started, you use your 
mouth on her, then she does the same to you, and then 

8 



you climb on top. In you go, easy as one, two, three. 
Maybe, if you're any good at it, she'll let you do it to her 
from behind. The girls in the movies always seem to 
like that. Don't worry. It's easy. 

Second, you've got to smell nice. Take a shower. 
Use fancy soaps. Wash your hair twice. Maybe even 
conditioner. Deodorant too. And your dad's cologne, 
the good stuff, the expensive stuff, but don't let him 
catch you. Also, there was that article you read, about 
how certain smells can evoke sexual thoughts in girls. 
Don't worry about what you smell like just because of 
this, as long as you smell nice. Smelling nice will be 
enough. 

Third, pick something to wear, something that'll 
make her want to let you do it to her. Look cool. Look 
like a man. Why not, right? You're going to be one 
soon. Pick the trendy jeans, the ones she said look 
good on you; pick the shirt she bought you for your 
birthday; remember to wear an undershirt because you 
sweat when you get worked up. Doing it definitely 
looks like it'll get you worked up, so don't forget the 
undershirt. 

Last on the list, buy the condoms. Condoms are 
muy importante. This cannot be stressed enough. You 
do not--do not!-want to get her pregnant. Your 
mom and dad will kill you. Go to the pharmacy down 
the street. Buy the Trojans because Dean said they're 
the best. Maybe you should even practice putting one 
on in the bathroom. Yes, it's supposed to be tight, it's 
supposed to be kind of sticky, and, yes, it's supposed to 
smell like eraser shavings. You're right to wonder how 
you'll even feel anything with it on, because you won't. 
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But it's necessary, it is. With this in mind, maybe you 
should practice a little more than just putting it on, to 
get used to how it feels. When the latex gets dry and 
tacky, roll it off and get rid of it where no one will flnd 
it. Wash the smell from your hands and go back to 
getting ready. And don't worry, it's all downhill from 
here. 

Pick her up, take her to the movies, listen to what 
she's saying, try to pay attention despite the perpetual 
hard-on you've got. Avoid walking around with that 
thing standing up in your pants. Think of other things. 
Think about your mom and dad doing it. That'll make 
it go away. But, most importantly, remember to let her 
know you love her. She'll want to hear this, a lot. Girls 
are like that, all mushy and lovey-dovey. 

She'll tell you she's nervous, so be nice, be 
understanding; try to imagine the perfect guy, and be 
him. Say you two don't have to do it, it was her idea 
after all. You're flne just making out and using your 
hands like you've been doing. This was her idea after 
all. Give her a minute. She'll come around. When she 
does, drive to the hotel where Henry's older brother 
rented a room for you, but don't go to the front desk. 
They don't let underage kids rent rooms. You might be 
becoming a man tonight, but you aren't one yet. The 
fat counter jockey won't understand. 

Kiss flrst, kiss for a while, and remember the I 
love yous. Don't be too aggressive; be cool, be smooth; 
try to be everything Dean and Henry and Tommy are. 
They're men, so be like them. Be cool. Be smooth. Be 
gentle with her dress. She's young and nervous and 
won't know how to take off your pants, so do that 
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yourself too. Don't take it out yet. You don't want to 
scare her. Kiss her neck, kiss her collarbone, kiss the 
part of her breast not hidden by her bra; pop her nipple 
out from behind the lace and nibble on it; don't bite, 
girls don't like that. 

Kiss her stomach, kiss her thighs, kiss her lacy 
underpants. Ignore the pubic hair sticking out of the 
lacy edges. Sure, she isn't shaved like the girls in the 
movies, but you're not doing it to one of the girls in the 
movies, unfortunately. You're only doing it to her. 

Ignore the way she squirms when you slide her 
underwear off too. She's nervous, and it's better just to 
get going with it now so she doesn't want to stop. 
Once you start, she'll like it too much to stop. 

Use your tongue now, like they do in the movies. 
She might cry, but that's okay; Dean says they 
sometimes cry the flrst time. Try not to let the hair 
distract you. It can be distracting. Explore her with 
your fmger, your index, like you've been doing, and tell 
her it's okay, it's okay. Whatever you do now, keep 
going. It feels good, right? The inside of her? Keep 
going. Search for that special spot, the one inside her, 
the one that'll really get her going, that will make her 
scream and beg for more like they do in the movies. If 
you can't fmd it, give up. It's not that important 
anyways. 

Tell her, her turn now. She'll be nervous. She's 
going to be nervous all night. Don't let her off easy. 
You just had all that hair in your mouth all for her. It's 
her turn now. Help her down there. Take it out. Be 
patient. She'll need to work up the nerve. lick. 
Another lick. But if she doesn't do anymore than lick, 
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you'll need to tell her what to do, about how they do it 
in the movies. Tell her she has to look at your face 
when she's doing it; that's how it's supposed to be 
done. When she says she can't, it's just too gross, don't 
be upset, don't yell at her like you want to. Just tell her 
okay, okay, be that way, but don't yell. Do. Not. Yell. 
You still want to do it to her and, if you yell, she might 
not let you. 

Kiss her. Kiss her some more. Tell her you love 
her, tell her how much you love her, tell her you want to 
marry her even if you don't really want to. Find the 
condoms. Roll one on. Then weasel your way on top 
of her body, press against her and kiss her, then try to 
flnd your way inside her. Not easy is it? Not like in the 
movies, huh? Lean back, take a look, try to flgure it 
out. It's not a foreign language. It's not hard. And 
neither are you anymore. You're nervous. She's 
nervous. But you've got the condom on. You can't feel 
anything. She asks you if it's okay if you two just don't 
do it. It doesn't feel right. But it did to you, still does, 
and as soon as you touch yourself it's back. Tell her it 
feels right to you, that you want to do it, that this was 
her idea anyway, and try to get inside her again. If she 
moves, hold her hips still. If she cries, don't worry; 
Dean says they sometimes cry the first time. Just get 
inside her. There you go. Good job. You're almost 
there. Almost a man. Hold her tight, tell her you love 
her, ignore her tears. If she asks you to stop, don't. 
You've already started. It's not fair for her to want you 
to stop now. You've already started. 

How does it feel? 
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Better than you thought, huh? Even with the 
condom? You're almost a man now. You can feel the 
pressure building up inside you; your legs feel weak; your 
arms are trembling. It's okay. It's normal. Focus. Stop 
her from moving around so much, trying to get away. 
Tell her to shut up now if she doesn't stop. She's 
ruining it. This is special. This was her idea anyway. 

Tell her you love her, doesn't she understand 
that? Tell her to just shut up already. 

time. 

If she scratches, scratch her back. 
If she hits you, hit her back. 
If she cries, don't worry. It's normal the first 

And when you're done, tell her you love her. 
So, how does it feel? 
How does it feel to be a man? 
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Street Music 

I'm on the street 
where a guy once walked 
up next to me and asked 
for my wallet. I looked 
at him then down at 
the knife he was holding 
and the point he was 
trying to make. I 

Kevin Pilkington 

was convinced and handed 
it over. The year before 
crime had come down 
with the old tenements 
and new buildings went 
up faster than rents. 
I watched him run across 
town with what was left 
of the old neighborhood 
in his coat pocket. 
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The entire area is safer 
now but more expensive. 
The shops along Third 
were torn down. Most 
came back as French 
or Italian boutiques, some 
never came back or 
were lost in the translation. 
Across the street the tallest 
building yet is under 
construction; at the end 
of the day workers come down 
covered in white dust 
from rubbing against clouds. 
It's going up on the spot 
where the magazine store 
stood. Its owner ran it 
for sixty years and had more 
stories in him than the high-rise 
ever will. 

Some things in the area 
aren't what they seem. 
Two years ago the section 
of the river that runs 
along the north side started 
to jog and its banks 
filled with concrete slabs 
now close on national holidays. 
Although the traffic on First 
is still heavy, cars 
keep changing. What 
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stays the same and never 
changes is the music 
found in women walking 
in heels that are so high 
you need an elevator 
just to reach their ankles. 
Listen and you'll hear 
their hips sway back 
and forth with the kind 
of songs you'll swallow 
and never want to hum. 
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Pickup on Sixth Street 

no i don't want company 
do not want company 
no words 
disembodied 
no strafe of 
ebonies-
juliet the pit bull 
kate with chipped teeth 
git:lz 'n the projects 
malvolio 'n tow-

Fred Yannantuono 

you'd laugh if you knew 
how much sex i've had since 
you were beautiful 
how much love i've known 
since you were true-
which is blacker 
your eclipse on sixth street 
or my mood 
at sniffmg the stuff? 
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Santa Cruz Winter, 1995 

Danna Ephland 

The year I run away from my new life, there are floods 
in California, breaking records and lots of Bay Area property. 
I come to clear my head and to flirt with all I moved away from. 
They warned me about the rain, but I stay with my cousin, the one 
who understands me. Between storms, we fmd the boardwalk 

and when she shows me a place to duck inside, I feel my chest 
expand, resuscitated as we sip good coffee in that Santa Cruz 
bookstore. Me and my cousin, with our children who make sure 
we don't complete a sentence or look long at a book or even each other. 
She lives in this volatile paradise. She has ever since we were girls. 

Across the cramped table, we look like our mothers did when we 
were our kids' age. I'm not sure I could survive with so little sun, 
but it's easy to imagine my life here. We drive through mountains, 
the quaking ones, on winding roads named Vista Del Mar 
and Lorna Prieta. Her house grows out of a steep hillside. 

Her kitchen is a balcony over the room where the children pretend. 
She makes pes to that first night. We raise our voices to hear 
each other over the pounding rain. At the table, her daughter slips 
olives on her small fmgers. My boy laughs, his green mouth 
wide open. He is happy to be lions again after the meal. We sit 

and talk until late, her life a litany of illness. When her husband 
comes home, he looks exactly like he did eleven years ago. We walk 
one afternoon in rubber boots. The rain lets up barely enough 
for our flight from close walls, incessant drumming on the skylight. 
The children meet each puddle at its depth. I want to stay here. 
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El Cementerio del Barrio de San Jose en 
Valencia 

Michael Trammell 

El Barrio surrounds la plaza y el cementerio, 
surrounds the women who watch 

sus ninos-the day's heat wraps 
around their minds and circles 

them with a barbed wire of faces 
of children, different children, as feo 

as la cabeza del polio muerto, as bonita 
as mi hija's face in moonlight. The women fall 

trapped here, but they watch my girl 
through peepholes between elbows 

and knees. This is the neighborhood 
of edificios that trap the animals' 

hearts of brains. These beasts live below 
ground, and rebirth the living 

so that women grow beautiful, 
then ugly, then, otto vez, 

beautiful. It's the calcium in el agua, 
the calcium from the bones en el centro 

del barrio. Mi hija no cambia. The girls 
go round y round la plaza, cambiar 

to women back to men back to children 
back to the muertos who surround el barrio. 
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Walking the Tightrope 

Barry Ballard 

But the plot calls for me to live, be ordinary, say 
nothing to af!Yone. 

-Lisa Mueller 
There are Mornings 

We had only walked a few cobbled blocks 
into the city and my wife could sense 
my apprehension, watching me balance 
my humanity against the aftershock 
of sirens and confusion, inching my 
way along the axis of the city's 
hinged jaw. And I felt like Mueller's psyche 
which had been called outside itself to hide 

in nothing but the "ordinary," 
the man behind the distorted reflections 
passing in the skyscraper carnival 
of mirrors. And even the sacred was buried 
to its barbed head, bordered by yellow caution 
ribbon, as if it was never meant to be there. 
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Again, On Being Asked to Help 

Jeanne uhmann 

So this is how you say No, this is how 
you make excuses, back yourself into 
that clumsy answer, try to feel 0 K 
while you weasel out with some partial 
truth, not saying I realfy don't want to, 
and thinking: I'd better come up with something 
that makes me look good. Of course I could 
do what's needed and maybe I ought to, but 
it's really not my cup of tea. There are other 
and easier jobs, prior commitments. 
So here you are, having declined one more time, 
given these few reasons you half believe. 
It's nothing major, this small amputation. 
You will recover, your tongue only slightly 
less able to tell the difference 
between salt and sugar, vinegar and wine. 
Somebody will say Yes, and No really is all right. 
But it will be one of those nights. 
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Passovers 

Will Wells 

Larimer Street supported five and dimes 
and tailor shops with rolls of gabardine. 
Mr. Stone, the balding Jew who rented rooms, 
cautioned all visitors to leave something 
for the dybbuks, soul-snatchers who accept 
holed socks or a pocket comb, small ransoms 
to buy safe passage home, and find all well. 

He'd left such tokens at Bergen-Belsen. 
Assigned to the camp commissary 
diverting barley soup from the soon-to-die, 
he tweezered out a blade of his hair 
for each lined name, swapping skull for skull. 

Later, a refugee in a cowboy town, 
he blotted the surname, Stem, which summoned 
a tattooed past best covered by long sleeves, 
for one more enduring and apt to blend in. 
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I shared his Seder once: borscht, geftlte fish 
and matzoh-ball soup, served up with wine, 
one glass for him, and one for me, and one 
for the Prophet Elijah, which he stashed 
outside the door, bloody hand-print to ward off 
slaughter. After I moved out to marry, 
he sent a card for each anniversary 
with the phrase, much luck, raggedly inked. 

He lies buried in a potter's field 
bounded by a refmery complex 
that belches smoke not unlike Bergen-Belsen. 
And if, tonight, I contribute a pair 
of scuffed boots, will some killer angel 
be lurking, or just a blue mist of gas 
swirling among nameless, numbered stones? 
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Sugar& Salt 

Larry Crist 

The Rudgrens were communists. Their red diaper 
babies had left the roost some time before. Francis and 
Joseph-call-em-by-their-ftrst-name-please-were our 
landlords here in Germantown, Philly, PA. They had 
been commies since the heyday of the WWP, and had 
bought this pair of row houses back when Joseph 
McCarthy was discovering his soul in the bottom of a 
bottle of sour mash, back when Germantown still had 
Germans living there. 

The two houses were situated like the nation of 
Rhodesia on this block some 30 row houses long. My 
tall Swede girlfriend and I stood out like iridescent snow 
in a dark night. The homies and greater populous all 
probably thought we were crazy, and whether or not we 
were, they left us alone. 

The Rudgrens lived in the one house, and ran the 
other as a theatrical hotel. For some inexplicable reason 

24 



they liked actors. Ursula and I shared the top floor and 
fought a lot and made enough noise to flnd ourselves 
evicted from other places, but not here. 

Every month when I'd take the rent check to the 
Rudgren's door I always expected it to be the last time. 
But whether Francis or Joseph answered, their greeting 
was always cordial and warm. They acted almost 
surprised I had brought them the rent and that it was 
relatively on time. Often they would invite me in for tea 
or milk and cookies, and if I was not in a hurry, I would 
take them up on the offer. 

They were so cheerful you'd hardly know they 
were commies, or old people for that matter. Then, one 
or the other would step aside, and there in the entry hall 
was a large framed portrait of Karl Marx-the original 
hairy political theorist, looking no more diabolical than a 
department store Santa. The portrait faced the entry 
where the Rudgrens didn't necessarily have to look at it 
every night, standing sentry at the door like something 
a teenager might put up to tell the world at large or his 
parents on a smaller scale-this is what I believe! 

Their living room was as bourgeois as any other, 
with a distinctly antiquated flavor. There was no t.v. 
serving as anchor or linchpin. Just an old 30's/ 40's style 
radio and a small fireplace as well as lots of books 
housed in floor-to-ceiling bookcases. Perhaps there was 
more of the same upstairs, providing enough insulation 
to keep Ursula and my battles muted. That and the fact 
the Rudgrens were hard of hearing. 

They were sets mostly-the books, that is-
ancient, out-of-print, impossible to read tomes, at least 
by my Cliffs note/Marvel comic book attention span. 
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Looking them over, I exclaimed, 'Wow, these are all by 
Marx. And I thought he only wrote Das Kapital." 

"No," Joseph would say (and he had read them 
all-after knowing the two of them I doubt Francis 
was as passionate a scholar as her hub), "Marx wrote a 
great many things." 

"Hmm;' I'd say, feeling no need to flaunt my 
ignorance. I could talk all day about Groucho, Harpo, 
Chico, and sometimes Zeppo, but Karl never. I figured 
it was enough to know he had written Das Kapital and 
not Mein Kampf Half of the people I acted with 
wouldn't know a kapital from a kampf if it fell on their 
head. 

Joseph would maintain a self-assured smirk, the 
kind Jesus zealots sometimes wear to help illustrate they 
are onto divine truth the likes of which YOU are not. 

As a child I had suffered enough Jesus 
indoctrinating attempts; I was possibly more receptive 
to the teachings of Mr. Marx, whose main fault, I 
feared, was that he was boring. 

But Joseph was probably bored with political 
theory too, and Francis was probably bored with 
Joseph, and anybody coming to the door was no doubt 
a high point in their day, particularly the twenty-
something set of actors living next door. 

Now because I don't particularly like actors 
doesn't mean I can't understand why a couple like the 
Rudgrens would. They were just nice people and liked 
pretty much whoever came to the door as long as they 
weren't trying to rob, convert, or sell them something. 

I was tired of acting. I was tired of our pretty 
fatuous crowd. From early morning pilates to the final 
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notes of rehearsal every evening, the entire day and our 
energies thereof were honed into an extensive 
marathon of personal oneupmanship. We were pretty 
and smart, but we were also shallow, self-obsessed and, 
by and large, full of shit. 

I wanted to write. I wanted to be a writer. 
Monomania at its ultimate. I sought to educate myself 
beyond whatever the next show entailed, to acquire 
depth and breadth in every subject excepting math and 
all languages so long as they were in English. One must 
embrace one's ignorance and either vanquish or ignore 
it. 

I bought a typewriter and began plunking. I 
looked around our one room apartment and saw the tall 
blonde object of my lust and scorn, her hair in curlers, 
drying her nails, reading Cosmo and memorizing 
passionate speeches from Chekhov. I would attack her 
for not knowing things I had just learned. Or else she 
would start in on me, either for typing in the first place, 
or that my first beer came too early or my fmal beer too 
late, or my laxity of hygiene, or even that I was just 
sitting in a chair reading something that did not pertain 
to the mundane. 

Which, for all Ursula cared, could be something 
about Karl Marx. 

"It is not the consciousness of men that 
determines their existence, but their social existence 
that determines their consciousness." 

I highlighted this from the Karl Marx for Imbeciles 
comic book I picked up along with my monthly copies 
of Thor and Superman. 
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I worked it like I would a line in a play. I wanted 
to understand its subtext. It seemed somehow the crux 
of what I was after, besides chasing my own tail, or tail 
in general. 

And speaking of people chasing their own tail, 
consciously or otherwise, meet the Woodruffs: Ted and 
Arlene. They were Ursula's new bosom buddies whom 
she knew through some cheap and chippy touring 
affair. 

Ted spouted dandruff like a volcano shoots ash, 
yet his hair was somehow simultaneously greasy as well 
as dry; in fact the same might be said of his personality. 
Arlene was sweet, but the first thing I wondered upon 
making her acquaintance was what was she doing with 
Ted. Perhaps they wondered the same in regards to 
Ursula and myself. Unlike Ursula, Arlene had no tits-
which then made me wonder about Ted as well. 

Anyway, they had their own little dysfunctional 
cui de sac as did we. They did not live in the same 
house as us, but one or the other had lived here in the 
past, which was how they knew the Rudgrens, whom 
they would visit upon coming to see Ursula. 

The Woodruffs were annoyingly infatuated with 
Ursula and laughed like amphetamine stuffed jays when 
in her presence. This tall and stately blonde, who with a 
tad more discipline could have been a model-it was 
fine by me she was not-became Lucille Ball or even 
Martha Ray in the presence of the Woodruffs. Ursula 
loved an audience, as did !-therein lies one of the 
pitfalls when actors cohabitate. 

"The Rudgrens have invited us to dinner," 
announced Ursula, having returned from a matinee. 
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"The Woodruffs are bringing desert, and we're to bring 
wine." 

That evening we flied down three flights from 
the top floor of our flat and the steps of our row house 
and up the steps to the Rudgren's row house-normally 
I would step over the banister which separated our 
porches. Joseph opened the door, warm and jovial as 
ever. The Woodruffs were already there, that or ether 
was being administered to the hyenas in back. 

"Come in," smiled Joseph, "don't you kids look 
nice." 

And we did. Ursula had insisted we dress up and 
not sluff over in our usual attire. Hence, we looked like 
we might for a call-back, one we stood a good chance 
of landing. 

"Evening, Karl," I said, paying my respects to the 
framed patriarch of failing governments the world over, 
and followed Ursula and Joseph through the house into 
the kitchen, where Francis was preparing a salmon, 
undeterred by Ted Woodruff's stabbing attempts at 
hilarity. 

I continued through the kitchen and out into the 
yard. 

You'd never know you were in one of the worst 
ghettos in Philadelphia having entered the Rudgren's 
garden. Now and then a siren or gun shot would bleed 
through the thick foliage walling in this small Eden. 
Famines had come and gone in China, the Ukraine and 
North Korea during the time the Rudgrens had sowed 
the seeds where the hedge and fruit trees obscured 
whatever fence remained hidden in the foliage. There 
were roses and potted geraniums and color spotted 
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annuals, and this being late summer, everything was 
flourishing. 

Joseph poured everyone good proletarian 
champagne and made a quick toast, which Francis, in 
the kitchen, was too busy to join. I downed mine in 
one swallow and continued admiring the yard, then 
turned my attention to the wine I had brought and laid 
on the table. Unsure as to what went with salmon, I 
had bought both white and red, also in the proletariat 
class. Joseph took the white inside to chill and retrieved 
a cork screw. The Woodruffs commenced howling at 
the routine Ursula had run with-something pertaining 
to the show they were doing, or had done, or were 
going to do. She never performed like this for me. She 
saved up her material. I never brayed like the 
Woodruffs. Sometimes I might laugh inside and even 
smile. Other times I smiled inside and nothing at all 
came to the surface. Maybe this emotional atrophy was 
why I no longer wanted to act. I acted on my inner 
subtext and poured a large red one. 

They were like cascading birds, squawking and 
spiraling, rising farther and farther until swooping back 
to catch a breath or fish or let loose a turd or two on 
any who were stupid enough to stand nearby. 
Moments like these made me wonder what we were 
doing together. Ursula required a straight man-a 
straight man in the old sense. The Woodruffs were 
both comedians, with Arlene reasonably subservient 
when Ted was on a roll. They were like a two headed 
monster, symmetrical, funny odd, but not in the ha-ha 
hee-hee category. That was Ursula's bag . 
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I drained my wine and poured some more. I 
drank by reflex under social duress. Home alone I 
seldom felt the need. I enjoyed theatre because it 
offered me a chance to hide and pretend, at which time 
I could pretend to be extroverted. 

I would arrive in the comedic swing eventually. It 
just took hours to get there. I was usually in full form 
by the time Ursula wound down and was ready to go 
home. As anyone will tell you in show biz, real estate, or 
robbing banks, timing is everything. Timing is more 
important than location in that location is really only 
reliant on timing. Our clock was off, mine slow and 
hers fast, and between the two of us, we probably 
needed a new clock. 

"And later, we have cheesecake." 
Arlene was proud of her cheesecake. I'd been 

hearing about this legendary cheesecake for eons but 
had yet to sample any. 

Unavoidably I'd listen to Ursula talk food over the 
phone. Uke every actress, or woman for that matter, 
Ursula felt she needed to lose 5 pounds. 5 pounds was 
the key to all life's wants. Even after I pointed out that 
our scale was 5 pounds light, meaning that what she 
thought was 5 should really be 10, she kept the figure at 
5. She'd already subtracted the 5, she said, because all 
scales-at least the ones in a woman's bathroom-are 
at least 5 pounds light. It was the same logic she used 
in setting her alarm clock 5 minutes fast. That 
somehow she was conning herself by pretending she 
was 5 minutes in the future, when of course she 
subconsciously subtracted 5 minutes every time she 
looked at it. 
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Whether it be 5 or 50, she was in a constant state 
of deprivation, food that is, not time, but perhaps that 
too. She would go on about food like a boy of 12 
would wax scatalogical. 

The air was thick and stifling like the entire city 
was engulfed in a stromboli roll. The Rudgren's wall of 
foliage might make one forget they were in Philadelphia, 
but the air was distinctly Pennsylvanian summer. 

It was plenty warm still when we sat down at the 
steel mesh table. The day had darkened, and the 
Chinese lanterns diagonally strung cross the yard 
loomed bright. Steam rose from the fish, as well as the 
baked potato, as we cut into them. A green salad made 
the rounds, and the white wine, nicely chilled, was 
brought out as was another bottle of champagne. I 
poured myself the last of the red. I had drunk the 
entire bottle myself. Joseph gave me a little wink as I 
squeezed the last drop into my glass. Men of his 
generation, whether they were communist or not, 
always seemed to be winking. Then, as if feeling the 
need to explain himself, the wink that is, he said softly, 
''Yes, I used to be able to drink quite a bit myself." He 
toasted the sentiment with a second glass of 
champagne, mostly foam. I wasn't sure if he was 
bemoaning lost youth or subtly scolding me. 

We all toasted. We toasted like drunk Russians on 
the eve of world destruction, or just another day in the 
life. Those who get together least always feel the need 
to toast the most. I drained both my glasses through 
this bevy of toasts and, seeing nothing else available, 
poured myself some white. 

Ursula gave me a look completely unlike Joseph's. 
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''White before red, you'd rather be dead, or is it," 
I continued, "red before white, you'll be feeling all 
right?" I tossed it out for the assembled panel to mull 
over. 

"It's too much white we'll fight," growled Ursula, 
"and too much red you'll be dead." 

"I thought it went-never mix never worry," 
contributed Arlene. 

''Well, pretty much anything after champagne ... " 
Ted trailed off, like the effects had just caught him. "Is 
redundant." He paused and giggled. "My but this 
salmon is fabulous." 

And the four actors and two aging communists 
all hunkered down in the first relative silence of the 
evening. The actors savored the food in their typically 
starved for anything other than burgers and truck stop 
chow mein as the commies savored their visitors, eating 
slow, chewing thoroughly. 

At some point I reached under the table to give 
Ursula a little squeeze, at which time she whacked my 
hand. Either she was pissed off at me, or I had 
grabbed the wrong thigh. 

Dinner was marvelous, incredible, awesome, and 
a host of other easy expletives plucked from our slim 
but ever ready thespian thesauri. Ted and Arlene 
rhapsodized over food like a couple of scientists might 
regarding varieties of fungi. It was all just prelude to 
desert. For every bite of dinner we were one closer to 
Arlene's cheesecake. 

Arlene gathered up the dishes with waiter-like 
efficiency. We had all been waiters, and very possibly 
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would all be waiters again. Ursula rose as if to help, but 
Arlene wouldn't allow it. 

Joseph had also smoked at some point in life for 
he brought us out an ashtray. For a commie he was 
packed with empathy. Ursula and I both lit up and 
attempting not to blow smoke at the others blew it out 
the sides of our mouths at each other. 

Arlene brought it out like she were presenting a 
beautiful severed head to an assembly of famished 
cannibals. Francis followed close behind armed with 
forks and saucers. Arlene proudly placed the pale yellow 
cake on the table as Francis distributed forks and 
saucers and handed a pie-shaped spatula to Arlene. 

A universal moment was shared as we admired 
the smooth evenness and subtle glossy luminescence of 
the dish shimmering like a December moon. 

Not since my pal Ralph, now in rehab, had cut up 
a gram of pharmaceutical cocaine had I witnessed such 
care and fmesse. Our collective mouths began watering 
as we watched Arlene place the slice-filled saucers upon 
the blue oval placemats before us. 

I took the flrst bite. 
I never have been much of a dessert person. 

This was not my opium of choice. I just wanted to get 
back to the wine-red or white-tell Arlene how good 
her desert was, how good dinner had been, how 
fucking swell the entire evening was so I could fully 
concentrate on drinking as much as possible to buttress 
my soul for the flght Ursula and I were sure to have 
later when alone. 

No sooner had I committed the bite to mouth 
than I immediately spat it into my napkin. I had to 
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fight off a grimace and for the first time all evening 
reached for a glass of water, keeping an eye trained on 
the others. Pure poker faced, I watched. 

One by one, collectively, they all spat up their first 
and only bite. It was beyond hilarious. I was screaming 
falling out of my chair inside. A smile crept over my 
face. It was like eating at a table full of Karen 
Carpenters. 

Arlene's was the best. Her eyes screwed up from 
behind her glasses, her lip curled like Elvis sucking a 
lemon, and then contracted like a goat's sphincter. 
Having spat in her napkin, she shook it loose upon the 
saucer and continued staring at it with bemused 
scrutiny. She tried to speak, opening her mouth, and 
when nothing came out, she too reached for some 
water. 

"Salt!" 
When everyone had fmished their water and 

language again began to flow, this was the word 
everyone kept saying. 

"Salt," she said again, waxing with incredulity. 
"It's salty." Arlene's eyes narrowed. They had gone 
from screwy to piercing in a blink thereof, and now fell 
upon Ted. "I didn't put salt in it," she said, before 
throwing him the ball. 

All eyes now fell on Ted, who attempted to take 
another drink, but his glass was empty. His mouth 
flapped like a fish deprived of air. He stalled, searching 
for an explanation. 

Apparently he had filled the sugar jar with salt, 
thinking that's what went in it. 
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"You doofus," scolded Arlene. ''Who puts salt in 
a sugar jar?" 

"I did, I guess. I thought that's what it was." 
''Who has a salt jar?" 
'We do. Now." 
We stared at the uneaten cake on the table. It 

was quiet like the aftermath of an atomic blast. A siren 
from beyond broke the silence. One by one, in 
collective fashion, we began to laugh. In the dark 
recesses of the Rudgren's entry hall, unbeknownst to 
everyone, Marx too had bust a gut. He would recover 
before any of us took notice. 
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Family Brunch 

S hilpa Arora 

If the world becomes too much, 
Where will you plough your fields? 
To whom will you offer 
your grazed crop 
searing up your zippered belly 
like a hot skein of linen. 

With whom will you convene 
for Sunday Brunch? 
Charred toast with burnt 
raspberry relish, 
offering Pleiades and glory 
with your chiseled bark; 
needlepoint regret you've 
kept solid track of. 
A lost leper hobbling 
on one foot 
toward the grassy slope 
of redemption. 

Breakfast at noon was never 
your Choice, you say. 
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Lesson 

Mary Arete Mood~ 

There is an art to peeling an apple 
and a proper tool: not a metal potato 
peeler wiped clean of rust 
or the skewer and crank mounted on pine, 
but very simply a paring knife. 
This is what · your grandmother taught me. 

I use your great grandfather's knife 
wooden with two brassy eyes 
the one he honed religiously 
grazing circles, then arcs 
across the whetstone. 
Keep your ~es on the knife, he said 
slowly, methodically so as not to cut 
his tongue on words. 

Cradle the apple in one hand 
feel its porcelain skin against yours 
the porcelain of your grandmother's hand 
painted Limoge edged with branches twisting. 

38 



In your other hand 
wrap your fingers around the eyes 
kiss the blade to the peel and carve 
a spiral thickened with fruit starched 
like linen. Juice will glint on the blade 
and the tendons in your hand tighten 
the skin between the knuckles 
will pull smooth like apple blossoms. 

Do not rush: 
You are a sculptor, an artist, a daughter 
holding her great grandfather's knife. 
The spiral is your handiwork. Support it gently. 
It is the apple, form emptied of self 
but stretch it 
and it becomes a snake. 
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Tap Water 

Chris Kingslry 

Because I needed help, 
my father picked up the phone halfway 
through my pathetic message 
about the broken faucet, 
telling me to get a screwdriver 
and an adjustable wrench (explaining 
to his 38-year-old liberal arts major 
son what an adjustable wrench was), 
saying we'd walk through it together, 
telling me to shut the water 
off under the sink and that he'd 
wait on the line until I did. 
"Now, listen to me carefully," he said, 
which I did, as we went through it, 
popping off the decorative cap, 
removing the screw that secures 
the handle to the stem. So far so 
good, we both thought. But then, 
as we got deeper into it, the 
communication began breaking 
down. Silence and line static 
between directions, after questions. 
"Remove the packing nut." ''What?" 
"Turn counterclockwise." "Hmmm." 
"Lift the stem assembly." "Huh?" 
Are we both at the same place 
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in the process here? I'm wondering. 
Has he been drinking? Am I drifting? 
"You'll need an Allen wrench for this," 
he said. Silence. "I bought you a set 
last Christmas ... " Oh, yeah. 
''Now, unscrew the valve seat." 
"It's not moving." "Then give it 
a little more torque." '~e you sure? 
It really seems stuck." ''Yes, I'm sure. 
Give it a tap." "I don't think . .. " 
''Just give it a damn tap." Okay. 
A minor slam with a can of tomatoes 
and an immediate cold surge of water 
splashing into my face, all over the counter, 
a geyser in my kitchen, rivulets streaming 
everywhere. "Christ," his voice, suddenly 
distant, said from the dripping phone, 
"it was just a goddamn leaky faucet. 
What the hell did you do?" ''I listened 
to you, that's what the hell I did," I screamed. 
Water spurting to the ceiling now-
just plain old tap water, 
so common and therefore so rare 
to be coming out in such 
a surprising and original way. 
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Tooth Fairy Daddy 

Dave Donelson 

I drew a picture of my father; he could not see. 
All around him in the blackness there were demons. My 
mother, my brothers, and me, we danced and sang 
dirges while tirades flowed from his lips and he cried 
because he could not be with us. 

I think that is what he wanted. I drew the 
picture but I didn't know his secret thoughts or 
anything else about him except that he pushed a broom 
somewhere and he was gone. 

He pulled my tooth out once, in his overalls in the 
principal's office. Pop! It was gone. His chambray 
shirt was starched and neat, the sleeves buttoned, and 
the collar buttoned, and no patches anywhere. He 
might have smiled or grunted. I put the Kleenex with 
my tooth in the pocket of my rayon shirt that screamed 
red and black sashes on white. 
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How long? How many? More and more flew 
around his head, wings flitter-flapping, tails snapping, 
beaks clicking and eyes popping. Squeaks and squeals 
and screeches from some. Others sang wash day songs 
and sucked on their teeth. We danced and dirged. 

''Are you okay now?" 
"Sure. Thanks. Good to see you." 
"You, too." 
He disappeared in the crowded hall. Big kids 

shoved to class. Bells rang; papers rustled; the buzz of 
the lights blanked out the songs. I didn't see him go. I 
knew where he was, though: down in the basement 
deeper underneath, tending the shiny boiler with his 
talented hands. Bright, bright light bulbs. Hard 
shadows everywhere. Me nowhere. Him down there 
with a red handkerchief in the pocket of his overalls like 
a farmer. 

The picture didn't have a sky. A lost boy went 
behind Safeway to play with the splintered boxes and 
eat pears. You could hear the cooler engines running 
and smell the milk on the asphalt, but far enough away 
it got better and dusty in the tall, dry grass. The pear 
tree was wild, but was there a house there one long time 
ago? Maybe. He would have been, too, but, you know. 

I went home to draw some pictures of stick 
people and forgot. The Kleenex melted in the wash 
with my tooth. He melted, too, I guess, into the sky 
that wasn't there or into the boiler or into the milk on 
the asphalt behind Safeway. We sang and sang, but he 
never really. came back. 

# 
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The tent would leak if I touched it from the 
inside while it was raining outside, he told me. That 
made no sense, but I believed him anyway because he 
was my daddy. I read Ivanhoe while he fumed. 

He had built a plywood box and filled it with 
food and cutlery and put it in the truck which was his 
fantasy marked "and sons." There was only one real 
son, plus me, whatever I was every other week. We 
drove to the lake anyway, taking the plywood box and 
the tent that rained inside and Ivanhoe. He put the row 
boat on top by himself because we were too short and 
weak. First the highway, then the gravel, then the dirt 
road; out in the frustrations, we camped together. 

It was a grand plan, but the seine didn't catch any 
bait so we dug worms and put them in the Folgers can 
with mud, but they drowned. I lost the red and white 
wooden bass plug. It scared me. I foresaw its deadly 
gang hooks piercing my thumb because he jerked the 
line too quick. One point dug through to scrape the 
bone. The other flesh-ripped the soft skin on the back 
of my hand with the barb through my freckled skin. It 
peeled back the meat, but no blood came, just me going 
white while he jerked and yanked it closer. Instead, I 
cast the stiff metal rod. The reel whirred. The plug 
flew. The line snarled in tangles and tiny knots. The red 
and white wooden bass plug splashed into the lily pads. 

"He jumped right up and he said, I'm glad I'm 
just a little green frog, swimming in the water. Glump, 
glump, glump." 
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He took a turn around his hand and yanked hard, 
hard, so very hard that the line sliced his flesh and he 
screamed. He snatched a knife from his belt and cut 
the line. Sad, so sad, smiling faces were everywhere in 
the sky. They reflected on the lily pads. 

That night he showed me a broomstick with a 
green steel spearhead with two points. Neptune had 
one, I said. 

''A gig?" he asked. 
''A trident," I answered cockily. 
"For frogs?" he asked. 
"For stirring storms and parting the waters," I 

answered grandly. 
"No," he replied dismissively, "that was someone 

else." 
We floated through the bulrushes in the dark. I 

held the light to find the red frog eyes. Could he? 
Whoosh stab! No! 

In the daylight he dangled a red yarn hook, but 
the now-yellow frog's eyes just stared, never blinking, 
never crying. One bit and snagged and dangled, 
bleeding on the string. He cut the lips but the legs were 
too small. 

It wasn't time to go until the next day, but Ivanhoe 
was done and it rained inside the tent because I 
touched it, so we packed up the seine with the gig and 
the metal pole and packed up the plywood box with the 
food and the cutlery and the stove and put it all in the 
truck and drove home. He to his; me to mine. No talk. 

# 
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The Pieta glowed rosy pink in the Sunday sunrise 
as Mary wept over her wasted son. Shuffle on by we 
did with the crowd chatting its way into the sanctuary. 
Shuffle, shuffle, flowers on hats and ties and paper fans. 
Shuffle, shuffle to the pew, fronts to backs, fans flapping 
in the closing-in air. Sit, sing, bow our heads front to 
back, listen, stand, sit, pay, pray, sing the doxology and 
recite the Apostle's Creed. Shuffle, shuffle out past the 
pink Pieta and into the sticky black parking lot. 

I went with him to his mother's house where I 
changed into my good play clothes and went with him 
into the basement where he taught me how to skin a 
squirrel. It was dark in the basement, but he pulled the 
string on the light and we were blinded by the bulb at 
first, sun exploded in our eyes like death exploded in the 
squirrel's head when he shot him. Then our eyes cleared 
and I saw the dead squirrels in the basket at the end of 
the table. Just slit the belly and slide off the slippery 
skin, chop off the head and hands and slip out the 
entrails and wrap it all up in the skin. Keep the tail, 
though, you could use that on your bike or something 
someday. There was very little blood, now that I think 
about it, considering that the entire big basket was full 
of little tawny creatures that had been shot just that 
morning. He showed me how, then I did it. 

Through many miles of wild and dangerous 
country, we tried to drive home or wherever we were 
going. Nasty yellow mist rose from the ground ahead 
of us, stinking and obscuring the trail, filling our burning 
eyes as the day wore on and the wheels crunched over 
the ground. Halfway home. 
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"There are two things you should know," he said. 
I didn't answer; he didn't expect me to by now. "You 
need a shine on your shoes and clean teeth." I still 
didn't say anything, but I looked at my scuffed shoes 
and ran my tongue over my furry teeth. "People look at 
things like that. They judge you that way. You know 
what I mean?" 

He was only partly right, of course, just like he 
was only partly there some of the time and not there at 
all most of the time. 

Later, I didn't even know he was there until after 
the commencement ceremony, the diploma, the caps 
and gowns, and the walk up and down the aisle. He 
snagged my arm in the sunshine and gave me a gold 
ballpoint pen in a box. Cost him sixty dollars-more 
than I paid for my flrst car. More than three weeks' 
rent. More than he could ever again afford. 
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Seed Corn 

Sharon Doyle 

after Andrew Wyeth's "Seed Corn" 

hangs, for the common drying 
from a clothes line in the upper room 

looks out over Brandywine Valley 
level, so far as the window knows, 

a leather line shoots through the throaty husks, 
the teeming seeds are stripped of their cover, 

the silks are shriveled and browned by copper 
sunhaze tarnishing mid-winter noon 

holding its breath for ninety days 
till the earth warms, opens, holds 
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Waiting 

S hilpa Arora 
If you wait long enough: 
the moon may come 
knocking on your door, 
peeling in its opal broth, 
a pale, circular panacea 
of glowing light. 
Swift tunnels of cut glass, 
staining your flesh 
with wounds, lengthening 
like razor picks. 
A kaleidoscope of shellfish 
with grated, tin-metal scales. 

Shallow pools of whirled doubt, 
pink as a coral ham 
tossed to a saffron glow 
casting a haloed shadow 
across your back. 

Silt sieved through a widened delta, 
the hourglass of your life 
already wasted. 

Beams of timid wrath, 
sleek with envy; 
slender as fresh leeks. 

If you wait too long. 
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Incantation 

Dane Cervine 

My father was bred to mystery, as a boy 
bundled under blankets every night 
in poor 1930's Los Angeles 
listening to his mother pray, 
calling out to God at the top of her lungs 
each name of her twelve children 

Agnes, Clifford, Hilda 
calling to the God who took her husband 
before the birth of this twelfth child, 
shouting each one by name to ensure Jehovah heard, 
beseeching protection for each wombseed, each 
tenuous root 

JoAnn, Ercel, Olaf 
my father huddled silently in the dark listening 
to the passionate rite, to God's strident matriarch 

William, Olga, Leslie 
weaving the spell to bind the blessing, her voice 
rising as she came closer, each night, to his name 

Alice, Uqyd, then Delbert, 
the world somehow made right again, the seal 
of protection stamped upon his eyelids as he fell 

asleep 

this child with the eye of God upon him 
dreaming each night of a mother greater even 
than her maker, another son of man dreaming 
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The Realist 

S baron Doyle 

after the painting ''The Champion Single 
Sculls" 
by Thomas Eakins 

Flat, blue slate water, 
and reflections. Quiet. 
Stick trees with 
balls of leaves. 
Double banks of cattails, 
milkweed ponds, and 
honeycomb white clouds. 
The erector set bridge 
he could slide through but 
he makes a cross of the oars to 
anchor himself. 

He looks half over his shoulder. 
There is no current at all. 
Good. 

He sees his shoulder, arm, 
face in the water. 

Time to go home. 
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Dead Letters 

J Lamport 

All writers must take their pleasure where it flnds 
them-a rare few on the dais at the National Book 
Awards, a few more during the occasional lunch on their 
editor's expense account, and tens of thousands more 
at the keyboard, checking their sales ranking on 
Amazon.com. But pleasure flnds me mostly at the 
beginning-the beginning of a new story, or of a new 
writing session or even of a new pad of paper. Each 
beginning is a moment of deep and pure concentration, 
like a sprinter on the starting block, keyed for the sound 
of the starting gun, before the flrst word breaks the 
silence and my pen starts dashing off across the page. 

Being self-taught in shorthand, I'm not exactly 
sure about my top speed-130 or 140 words per 
minute. I'm more like one of those high-performance 
racing cars than a sprinter, since I almost never need 
test the upward limit of my ability. Even the glibbest 
and most verbose attorney rarely gets me out of third 
gear. 
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So it's funny when I sit down with a cup of 
coffee and pad and pen. I half-expect to hear a voice 
kick in before the nib of my pen starts skipping across 
the page. Sipping coffee, idly staring out the window at 
the brick wall only a few feet away on the other side of 
the alley, I notice the light shimmering on the meniscus 
of the black coffee almost like the rainbow glitter of an 
oil slick on asphalt. And I smile at the thought that 
now I'm about to give myse!f dictation. Memo to the 
f.tles. Init Caps. Dear Ms. Leftwich semicolon. 
Apropos of that short story you were planning to write, 
please be advised ... 

But of course when it's the voice in my head that 
I'm transcribing, the sound is usually faint, tremulous 
like the voice of an attorney who is giving dictation for 
the very ftrst time. Urn, yes, please be advised, no strike 
that, please, oh, strike that too. Those young lawyers 
dictating their f.trst letter always crack me up, tripping 
over their own words, struggling with dissonance, like a 
caller to a radio talk-show who has forgotten to turn 
down her radio, paralyzed by the sound of her own 
echo. But often I begin to sound that way to myself 
when I'm sitting down to work on my own writing. 
Despite the pleasure of starting out, despite my mastery 
of the tools of the trade, despite my training regimen 
and dexterity, sometimes a half an hour goes by before 
I have managed my f.trst complete paragraph. The ftne 
art of stenography has its limits when it comes to 
capturing the sound of your own voice. 

Yet that's not the case as I sit down this morning. 
Now the words flow more rapidly. Something well 
short of my top speed but I'm cruising along, confident 
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of where I'm going, more like a junior partner dashing 
off a version of a familiar opinion letter than a tongue-
tied flrst year associate. And that's because today I'm 
not writing about myself, not really. There's no need for 
my usual heightened self-consciousness, the agonizing 
search for the right combination of slashes and ovals to 
mark my mood. The slash marks fill my pad as if this 
story is writing itself, or as if I am taking dictation from 
an old pro, because in fact this is a subject I know full 
well, from all those many long hours of taking dictation, 
transcribing the words of so many different lawyers, 
with so many different styles, sometimes ponderous and 
halting, pensively rubbing their chins, and sometimes 
nervous and jagged, pacing about, tossing off 
parenthetical remarks abruptly, like an engine backflring. 
But most of all, I know this story straight from the lips 
of Mr. Jerry Bartels, senior partner in the flrm of 
Marshal, Overby & Bartels, the most graceful and 
effortless master of the art of giving dictation that I've 
ever had the privilege to work with. And I only hope I 
can capture the gravamen of his story as faithfully as I 
have transcribed countless briefs, letters, memoranda 
and complaints from him and other members of the 
flrm. 

"Dead letters" is what Mr. Bartels used to call my 
shorthand. It was part of our nightly ritual, like a glass 
of sherry before bedtime. After most of our sessions, 
we would have a variation on the same conversation as 
he finished dictating his letters for the evening. 

"Let's see that pad," he would say, gesturing with 
his hand. "Let me see it. Chickenscratch, eh, the letters 
of some dead alphabet." 
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"It's my own version of modified Centennial 
Gregg, Mr. Bartels." 

''That's what you say," he almost growled, 
handing the pad back to me. "Might as well be 
Sumerian. Some secret code. The dead letters of a dead 
language most likely." 

"Not dead yet, Mr. Bartels. It's my own private 
script. As long as I'm breathing, they're not dead letters 
yet." 

''Well, better hurry up and type those things up 
before something happens to you," he said with a hint 
of humor flickering across his lips that was as close to a 
smile as I ever saw him get. 

In a way, Mr. Bartels hit the mark when he 
described my shorthand as the dead letters of a dead 
language. In the age of the microchip, shorthand is not 
exactly a flourishing art. A few years ago, when Cindy, 
the manager of our word processing department on the 
evening shift, first mentioned she could give me a raise 
of $2.00 an hour if I learned how to take dictation, I 
was not initially inclined to pay much heed. I had a 
decidedly negative impression of the fine art of 
stenography, formed from movies and TV shows of 
the fifties and sixties, the ideal type of stenographer 
being someone like Della Street or Mrs. Moneypenny, 
diligent and dutiful, always of course a woman, attuned 
to every slightest nuance and inflection of her manly 
boss, dictation itself just being one more thing a 
woman was supposed to take from a man. But a $2.00 
an hour raise is not nothing, and so I soon found 
myself looking for a school that offered an introductory 
course in shorthand. Not that I wanted to trudge into 
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Manhattan during the daytime to sit in some dingy 
classroom, so perhaps it was just as well that the few 
secretarial colleges I called said they no longer 
considered shorthand part of the core curriculum. In 
the end, it was much easier and cheaper to go online, 
where I had no trouble fmding some helpful sites-
including one with an essay entitled "Deconstructing 
Shorthand: Hieroglyphs of the Corporate Age"-and 
was able to download copies of a few old instruction 
manuals. 

Working the evening shift, as I have for the last 
six years, the morning has become my most precious 
and productive time. From 8:00 to 9:00, when the rest 
of the city scrambles off to work, when New Yorkers 
are busy throwing elbows at each other in the subways, 
I'm usually in my bathrobe at the kitchen table, sipping 
my coffee. Often, I don't bother with the newspaper. I 
prefer a novel, something light and easy in the morning, 
Balzac one week, Nora Roberts the next, my tastes 
range high and low, across almost all the genres. But as 
soon as I downloaded those shorthand manuals and 
printed them out on my laserjet, I found my morning 
routine transformed. I sat in my bathrobe at the 
Formica-topped kitchen table, sipping black coffee 
from one of my favorite mugs. But instead of a 
paperback novel, I sat transftxed on my home-printed 
copy of the 1946 edition of the Basic Principles of Gregg 
Shorthand. 

I discovered something of incredible beauty in 
those old manuals, something strangely lyrical. 
Developed for the most practical and functional of 
reasons, in support of the 20th-century mania to 
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produce more and more words (like widgets or 
hubcaps) at an ever-faster pace, shorthand boils writing 
down to the most essential elements, lopping off the 
persiflage and curlicues. Somehow, though, a strange 
transformation occurs. This script that has been 
optimized for speed ends up as flowing and elegant as 
classical .Arabic. It was all the more surprising to me 
because I had started out expecting something blunt 
and ugly, given my crass commercial motives to put 
myself in line for an extra $2.00 an hour, and yet I 
ended up discovering a personal aesthetic and much 
deeper appreciation for the sanctity of the written 
word. 

Am I overstating the case? All I can tell you is I 
found magic poking through the manuals for Pittman 
and most especially Gregg, working my way back in 
time from Gregg Centenary to Diamond to Simplified 
to Anniversary a whole new form of expression 
unfolded for me. After looking through the manuals, I 
started experimenting, with a ballpoint and plain white 
paper, working on my shorthand letters, mastering the 
squiggle and the ellipse. Soon I realized I would do 
better working on line paper so I bought my first steno 
pad and a special shorthand pen so I could master the 
technique of broadening my strokes, as needed. After a 
few weeks I had perfected the alphabet and began 
writing my daily journal entries in shorthand to attain 
fluency. 

But that was just the beginning, the essential first 
step of my apprenticeship. As I gleaned from reading 
the manuals, there has always been room for personal 
style and creativity in shorthand, much as in any other 
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form of writing. And the crucial thing is to find the 
shorthand school or system best suited to your own 
hand and then, through refmement and the prism of 
your own style, make it very much your own. With 
more weeks of practice, my script gradually became 
more idiosyncratic and efficient, more beautiful too, 
with markings only intelligible to myself. 

Even so, shorthand is like any other kind of 
creative writing-it's not enough to have a personal 
style. Equally as important, you must learn to apply your 
personal style successfully to the world around you. It 
was one thing to perfect my shorthand letters 
comfortably at my kitchen table, and quite another to 
take dictation from the lawyers at Marshal, Overby & 

Bartels. So I had the idea of better preparing myself for 
that eventuality by getting some books on tape in order 
to practice transcribing a human voice other than the 
one inside my own head. At the local branch of the 
public library I found some tapes of my favorite 
poetry-Dylan Thomas reading his own work, Meryl 
Streep reading Emily Dickinson-and in this way I 
began to burnish my dictation skills. 

And that way I also began to deepen my 
appreciation for shorthand. Something about the way 
Emily Dickinson's poems looked, jotted out on a piece 
of steno paper, struck me as profoundly apt. At flrst, I 
noticed the superflcial irony, the clash between the 
presentation and the sentiment, between the glyphs of 
commercial culture and the most intimate murmurings 
of confessional poetry. Then, as I looked more 
carefully, the poems rendered on the steno pad assumed 
a new life, literally dancing on the paper in front of me, 
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as if I had managed not just to transcribe Dickinson's 
words but had translated them into an entirely new 
idiom. 

I played around transcribing tapes of other poets, 
improving my dictation skills but also strengthening my 
sense that shorthand could express the essence of 
modern life more fluidly than any other form of writing, 
serving as a sort of 20th-century calligraphy. It's all 
about economy of expression, I guess, conveying the 
most meaning not just in the least number of words 
but also with the fewest pen strokes. I filled a dozen or 
so steno pads with Bishop and Plath, spent weeks 
working on Auden and Rich, all the while becoming 
more comfortable, adept and precise. You see, I tend 
to get carried away; starting from a simple and practical 
idea, like how nice it would be to earn an extra $2.00 an 
hour, I ended up with a closet full of steno pads filled 
with the works of all the great modern poets. Those 
notebooks contain the writing I will always remain most 
proud of, near-perfect works of my admittedly strange 
craft, the stenographic equivalent of an illuminated 
medieval manuscript. I think of them as works of 
transcription and performance art that somehow 
capture the essence of the difficulty of all 
communication and expression. I imagine someone 
stumbling upon them someday in a flea market, mixed 
up in a crate with a bunch of yellowed postcards, old 
shoehorns and other junk, having no clue what they are 
looking at. Perhaps only someone rummaging through 
the bins with the combined genius of Harold Bloom 
and Jean Champollion could decipher their meaning. 
And yet to me, those notebooks remain as readily 
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intelligible as the instructions on the back of a box of 
nee. 

After a few months of this, my skills honed to 
the point where I could transcribe flawlessly even 
Ginsberg rambling his way through "Howl," I was on 
break in a conference room with Barry, eating some 
leftovers that had been reheated in the microwave, 
when Cindy stuck her head in the room. 

''You think you're ready for the big leagues yet, 
Leftwich?" 

"I don't know, Cindy," I said, not exactly exuding 
self-confidence. "I guess I'd prefer not to, not yet." 

"I sure could use an extra pair of hands tonight," 
Cindy said. 

"Don't be ridiculous, Cindy," Barry said, setting 
down his slice of pepperoni pizza. ''You know Lefty 
only does dead poets. She couldn't possibly manage 
with the living masters around here." Barry knew all 
about my obsession. I had even shown him a few of 
my practice steno pads. And since Barry knew, just 
about everyone else in the word processing department 
knew too. 

"I'm not talking to you, Maestro, I'm talking to 
Leftwich." "Maestro" is Barry's nickname. Like 
everyone else on the evening shift, Barry only works at 
the firm to pay the rent, his real passion being opera, 
his current project being the libretto for Finnegan's Wake. 

I looked at my Tupperware filled with vegetable 
lasagna, which all of a sudden appeared unappetizing 
with a greasy sheen. I wanted to try. I felt ready but at 
the same time I felt uncertain whether I was up for 
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taking dictation about some partnership agreement 
instead of the "Lake at Innesfree." 

''Who is it?" I asked. 
"You're lucky," Cindy said. "It's Bartels. He gives 

great dictation. Best in the whole flrm." 
"That's one man's opinion," Barry said, picking 

up his slice for another bite. 
"Come on, Leftwich, what do you say? You've 

got to lose your cherry sometime." 
"Might as well lose it to the best," Barry said, 

holding his slice aloft, taking a dangling strand of 
mozzarella into his mouth. 

"Okay;' I said. "I'll give it a whirl." 
Bartels's office was on the 42nd floor in the 

northwest corner. The door was open but the office 
seemed to be empty, or filled only with a small puddle of 
muddy light cast by a Tiffany desk lamp. I stood in the 
doorway, holding my steno pad and pen, unsure what 
to do, staring at the faintest traces of sunset lingering 
on the horizon, a magenta halo over the New Jersey 
skyline. Suddenly, the oversized desk chair spun around, 
revealing an old man I assumed was Mr. Bartels. 

"It makes me think of Gershwin. Do you listen 
to Gershwin?" he said. 

I was too startled to speak. 
"Please come in;' he gestured. "Come in and sit 

down." 
I entered and sat in the leather armchair facing 

him from the other side of his desk. I had never met 
Mr. Bartels, although I had heard the office gossip 
about how he sat at his desk all day, perched like a tern, 
overlooking New York harbor, watching the clouds and 
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ships drift by, and how he stayed late into the night, 
perhaps more like a barn-owl, sitting in the half-dark. 
In the word processing department, no one seemed to 
know much more about him, other than he had been 
one of the founding partners of the flrm back in the 
1940s and was now a phantom presence. He looked to 
be in his early to mid 80s, well beyond the age when I 
imagined he could possibly give a damn about secured 
debentures and real estate trusts and all the other 
nonsense that kept the minions around him-his 
minions-so busy. 

"Not really," I said. "I've never listened to him 
that much." 

"In those moments when New York looks 
beautiful, that's when I think of Gershwin." Unlike 
almost every other lawyer in the flrm, there was nothing 
brusque or commanding in the way he spoke, no trace 
of self-importance. Mr. Bartels's voice sounded 
contemplative, almost serene, with a slight rumble of 
phlegm working its way up his windpipe, like the rattle 
of an approaching train. And everything about that 
tableaux-about the man and skyline slipping into 
twilight-suggested the deepest composure. 

'just one letter tonight," he said. ''You type it up, 
proof it, and then bring it back to me. It's to Francis." 
He half-turned away from me, swiveling in his desk 
chair to face the fading light over the Jersey shoreline. 

"Dear Francis semicolon," he began. He spoke 
slowly and sofdy, just above a whisper. 

"This evening I am working late again comma of 
course comma I'm not really working comma just here 
in the office musing comma watching another sunset 
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comma waiting for something comma I'm not sure 
what period" 

Even though he spoke slowly, I found it hard to 
keep up with him; his voice had an almost hypnotic lilt, 
trailing off after each phrase into a deep ellipsis, and it 
lulled me into a strange empty-headedness. 

"Do you know what I've been thinking question 
mark do you want to know my innermost thought this 
evening question mark it's simply that as much as it's 
true to say that darkness settles or falls upon the earth 
each night comma it's equally true comma and perhaps 
from some lofty height comma even more true comma 
to say that the light rises period the light rises every 
evening period and that's what I see looking out from 
my office semicolon the daylight being lifted up from 
the surface of the earth comma like the peel separating 
from an orange period in this way comma the older I 
get comma the more I feel like an astronaut who has 
been shot into space comma looking down on this 
funny little place period double space two up much love 
comma double space two up your father" 

"So how did it go?" Barry asked me when I 
came back to the word processing center a short while 
later. 

"Like a dream," I said. "you won't believe it but 
this guy really dictates poetry. Listen, I'll read it back to 
you. " 

Barry raised his eyebrow archly while he listened 
to me read back the dictation. "The light lifting like an 
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orange peel? Puuhlease. Sounds like the old man's got a 
bit overripe, if you ask me," he said. 

"I think it's beautiful," I said, a little defensively. 
"Besides, he must be eighty years old. I'll bet you won't 
be able to write that well when you're his age." 

"Listen, honey," Barry said. "I'll be giving 
dictation from the grave long before that." 

"Barry," I said, "what do you think he means 
when he says 'two up your father'?" 

Barry laughed snarkily. "Why, that's just pure 
poetry, honey, pure poetry." 

"Really, for once, Barry, how about a straight 
answer." 

"Not part of my repertoire, sunshine. With your 
home-study method, you clearly haven't learned dick 
about dictation." 

I fmally succeeded in getting an explanation out 
of Barry. "Two up," he told me, was a dictation term 
of art that indicated the two following words should be 
capitalized. With that essential insight, it didn't take me 
long to type and proof the letter, although I realized I 
had forgotten to ask Mr. Bartels for an address so I 
could prepare an envelope as well. I hurried back 
upstairs to show him the printed copy, assuming I could 
get his corrections, if any, together with the address. 
But after slowly reading through the letter, Mr. Bartels 
handed it back to me and, pointing to a file folder on 
the credenza against the far wall, asked me to place the 
letter into the folder. The folder was filled with a sheaf 
of typewritten letters, all of which seemed 'to be 
addressed in identical fashion-Dear Francis. 
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"Thanks for your help, that will be all for 
tonight," he said, a bit formally, like the lord of the 
manor dismissing his servant for the evening. 

From that night on, Cindy began to send me off 
for dictation assignments regularly. Oftentimes she 
would send me to Graham Harding, a ferret-like man, 
who paced constantly while he dictated overblown 
memos that elaborated all the horrible things that were 
likely to befall his clients-bankruptcies and liabilities 
falling about their heads like so many biblical plagues. 
His memos would often build to a crescendo of legal 
woe, and Harding would storm and thunder, like 
Cotton Mather in the pulpit. And then, after the storm 
had blown over, he would fall silent, scowling, and ask 
me to read back the last paragraph or two, listening 
raptly, with his eyes closed and his head tilted upward, 
enthralled by his own eloquent rendering of impending 
disaster. No less entertaining in style was Tom Delaney, 
who liked to give dictation while eating at his desk. He 
usually dictated rapid fire, even during dinner, managing 
to keep his train of thought moving down the track, 
pausing for a spoonful of soup or forkful of salad, 
chewing and pondering his next clause or paragraph. 
Every once in a while, though, he would start barreling 
along too fast, losing control; he would take a quick bite 
of his pork chop, then seized with a brilliant arguendo, 
splutter with his mouth full, sending bits of food 
spraying across his desktop, sometimes landing a gob or 
two on my steno pad. That spray of food would 
invariably bring him up short, like sparks shooting from 
the wheel of a braking locomotive, and he would fall 
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silent, no doubt from embarrassment, thoroughly 
rattled. 

And sometimes these dictation sessions yielded 
luminous imagery and unexpected insight, like the night 
the managing partner, Monty Hilman, dictated a memo 
to me on the ftrm's new policy on expense 
reimbursement. 

"In light of the realities of the new business 
climate comma;' Hilman intoned, tugging on his 
suspenders as he formed the rest of his sentence in his 
mind, "we all must do more to limit unreimbursable 
expenses period one up there are literally hundreds of 
ways each of us can save money comma such as colon 
double space indent one little eye in the hole one up 
make fewer copies of routine paperwork semicolon 
single space indent two little eye in the hole one up turn 
off the lights when you leave your offtce." 

"Excuse me, Mr. Hilman, just a second please," I 
said. "You said, 'two little eye in the hole'?" 

"Right, right," he said impatiently. "Two little eye 
in the hole turn off the light when you leave your offtce 
semicolon." 

I tried to puzzle out what he might possibly mean 
but it was only as he continued ticking off cost-saving 
ideas, three little eye in the hole and little eye little vee in 
the hole, that I realized he was making a numbered list, 
with lower case roman numerals. And later, when I 
went back downstairs to type up the memo, Barry 
explained to me that putting something 'in the hole' 
simply meant to enclose it in parentheses. Such were 
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the perils of being a self-taught stenographer. And such 
is the poetry of my workplace-how I love the image 
of those two little eyes peering in the dark office, long 
after Mr. Hilman had shut off the lights and headed 
home for the night. 

But as for imagery and poetry, none of the 
lawyers in the frrm could hold a candle to Mr. Bartels. 
He was the frrm's laureate, though like many a one-time 
heralded poet before him, he now lived in obscurity, 
tucked away in the splendid solitude of his corner office 
on the 42nd floor, kept company only by the framed 
pictures on his desk, what I assumed from furtive 
glances was a wedding photo of his wife and a studio 
portrait of a son (maybe the very same Francis to 
whom most of his letters were addressed) in some sort 
of military dress uniform. 

Of Mr. Bartels's work, I'm afraid very little 
remains in my possession. I smuggled copies of only a 
few of his letters home with me, where I keep them to 
this day in a folder in a box in my linen closet (together 
with my shorthand practice notebooks). From time to 
time, I haul out the box and look through the contents. 
My favorite is Bartels's letter about time, which strikes 
me as something Shakespeare might have put into 
sonnet form, if he had been an aging lawyer instead of 
a young and lovesick poet. 

"Dear Francis semicolon;' Mr. Bartels had 
dictated one night, and I render the text here in plain 
English, omitting most of the usual stenographic 
commands: 
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"Throughout my career how I prided myself on 
making the most of the time I spent in the 
office, moving promptly from one matter to the 
next, keeping meticulous records of how I spent 
every moment, performing which task for which 
client, a lifetime measured not in coffee spoons 
but in 6 minute increments, all faithfully captured 
and entered into by the firm's billing and 
accounting system. But even though I lived 
steadfastly by the lawyer's credo never to waste a 
moment during the working day, still I find that 
Time"-that was "time one up," as Mr. Bartels had 
dictated it to me-"Time has nonetheless wasted 
me. For now, having billed something close to 
100,000 hours in my career, I fmd I am fmally the 
one presented with Time's bill. It's a simple one-
line statement, the kind that for many years 
sufficed whenever we billed our clients, saying 
nothing more than 'for services rendered.' How 
completely unsettling in the twilight of my career 
to fmd myself, rendered in Time's vat, Time's 
client, in receipt of such a bill, when there is no 
room left for dispute, and I soon will have no 
choice but to settle up my account. And your 
account, Francis, remains open these many years. 
As Ever, With Much Love, Your Father" 

As with all his letters, this one had just tumbled 
from Bartels's lips, a product of his usual deliberate 
dictation style, seemingly composed spontaneously, 
complete with all its poetic imagery, inversions and 
apostrophes. My hunch though was that these 
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compositions were far from spontaneous. The letters 
took shape, I think, word by word, every day as Bartels 
sat in his office, the product of coundess hours and 
days and maybe even years of contemplation. From 
what I could tell, Mr. Bartels always seemed to be in his 
office, always at his desk, sleeping or vacandy staring at 
a book that sat inert in his lap or else idly gazing out the 
plate-glass windows of his corner office at the 
panorama of New York harbor. Though Cindy sent 
me to take dictation from him only once every other 
week or so, I made a point of walking down his 
corridor anytime an assignment brought me to the 42nd 
floor, and there he always was, behind his desk, like a 
fixture appurtenant to the real property, composing his 
next letter. 

Only one time when I came in to take dictation 
did I catch a glimpse of Mr. Bartels's life outside the 
office, otherwise I might have very well imagined he 
never left his desk at all. It was on Thanksgiving, a day 
I was happy to be earning double the overtime instead 
of accepting my only invitation to dinner at my Aunt 
Trudy's house in Tenafly. Compared to the prospect of 
the sullen company of my adolescent cousins, the word 
processing department actually seemed cheerful on 
Thanksgiving, with a lively assortment of artists and 
misfits all contented in our boon companionship. We 
were enjoying our makeshift holiday dinner, with turkey 
cold cuts, cranberry sauce and stuffing provided gratis 
by the firm, when Cindy asked me to go to Bartels's 
office for dictation. 
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I found him behind his desk, as usual, staring out 
the window, and he paid no heed to me as I settled into 
the chair facing him and opened up my pad. 

"Letter to Francis, as usual?" I asked, trying to 
sound chipper, if not full of holiday cheer. But Mr. 
Bartels remained immobile, facing away from me, his 
eyes fixed on some point in the distance. Like Aegeus 
on the steps of the Acropolis, he seemed to be staring 
at the horizon for a mast with black or white sails. 

I had no idea whether he was lost in reverie or 
even knew I was in the room. I sat uncomfortably, 
wondering whether I should loudly clear my throat or 
flnd some other way to signal my presence without 
being rude. Nothing happened for what felt like hours 
but could have only been a few minutes. Finally, the 
ringing of the phone interrupted our vigil. Mr. Bartels 
turned abruptly to the desk and picked up the receiver. 

'eyes," he said. 'eyes, it's me." 
He eyed me coldly while listening to the voice on 

the other end of the line. I tried to picture his wife at 
home in their Park Avenue apartment, a splendid 
holiday dinner spread out on a fme white linen 
tablecloth, large silver candlesticks in the middle of the 
mahogany table, and here sat Mr. Bartels in his usual 
perch, with only his desk blotter and pen holder for 
adornment. 

"I have more work still," he said. "Maybe 
another hour or so. I'll be home in an hour." He 
listened again, frowning. "All right," he said, in a tone 
that partook as much of a question as a statement. ''All 
right," he said again, this time with more finality. 

70 



After returning the receiver to its cradle, Bartels 
looked at me, or through me, still without much 
recognition. "I want to dictate a letter," he said, in his 
usual lugubrious manner, and I readied my steno pad. 

I don't remember anything in particular about the 
letter he dictated that afternoon-it wasn't one of 
those I managed to copy and stow away in my linen 
closet-but I do remember sitting in his office, as 
patriarchs all over the country were preparing to carve 
their turkeys, marveling at the self-discipline and self-
delusions of this man, who could somehow satisfy 
himself with the semi-solitary performance of his all-
consuming epistolary task. What about this letter 
couldn't wait until the day after Thanksgiving? How 
could Bartels possibly think his 'work' was more 
important or more rewarding than spending the holiday 
home with his family? How could he think of it as 
'work' at all? "Go home!" I wanted to yell at him. "Go 
home to your wife, you silly old man!" The halls of 
Marshal, Overby & Bartels were filled with lawyers, 
young and old, who customarily imagined their jobs 
were of overwhelming and earth-shattering importance, 
driven by a sense of urgency, which itself was fueled by 
arbitrary deadlines and fear of failure-these were men 
(and they were mostly men) who would routinely come 
home hours late for dinner, altogether miss a child's 
birthday party or be too busy to call their aging mother 
on Mother's Day. But even in a profession so 
profoundly devoted to the sanctity of work and the 
delusion of self-importance, the continuing delusion of 
this old man seemed colossal and idiotic, however 
poetic his letters might sometimes be. 
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And then a few months later, one Tuesday 
evening in the dead of winter, after taking a three-day 
weekend, I came into the office for my regular shift and 
found the word processing department astir, the work 
stations empty, and, instead of the usual clacking 
keyboards, most of the regulars stood milling around 
the front counter-the raised platform area where 
Cindy presided over the evening shift, like the captain in 
the precinct house or the head nurse on a locked ward. 
My friends and colleagues, the unknown composers, 
collage artists and play writers who comprised the ranks 
of the firm's evening word processing staff, were 
busying themselves with cold cuts, breads, and salads 
that had been placed on platters along the front of 
Cindy's desk. 

''What's up?" I asked Barry. "Leftovers from 
some huge closing party?" 

"Sort of," Barry said, taking his time to swallow a 
bite of what looked like corned beef on rye. "No work 
tonight because all the lawyers went to the funeral 
today." 

''What funeral?" I asked. 
"Right," Barry said, preparing to take another 

bite. "I forgot you had this weekend off. Old Man 
Bartels died on Saturday. No more of that purple 
dictation for you, darling." 

"Oh," I said, watching Barry stretch his mouth 
to embrace his sandwich. I fell silent for a long 
moment, and felt a shudder of sadness pass through 
my body. And as I watched Barry swallow again, what 
popped into my head was a line from one of my 
favorite poems, an Auden poem that I had listened to 
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and transcribed only a few nights before-The words of a 
dead man/ Are modified in the guts of the living. 

****** 

Whatever pleasure I manage to fmd in the beginning of 
things, it's pretty much the exact opposite when it 
comes to the endings. Nothing makes me more 
uncomfortable than the summing up, whether of a life 
or a story, and particularly when those two things 
coincide and what you-as a writer-are trying to do is 
use words to wrap up a life succinctly, in a neat little 
package. Here lies Bartels, I knew him well, when in 
point of fact, I didn't know him at all, knew him only 
slightly, under the most limiting of circumstances and 
social constraints, as his stenographer. Surely his barber 
or Park Avenue doorman would be as well qualified to 
write this story. And what more can a stenographer 
write about her subject when her subject can no longer 
speak for himself? 

Well, it turns out I have one little bit to add to Mr. 
Bartels's story, one fmal peroration. Not long after he 
died, I was once again sitting in a conference room 
enjoying a cup of coffee on my break, when Cindy 
stuck her head in to see if I would be ready soon to 
take some dictation for Mr. Hilman. 

"More memos to the firm?" I said. "Something 
about the importance of reusing your paperclips?" 

"Hey," Cindy said, "at least it's better than all 
those dead letters. I mean, it's almost a relief to me that 
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we don't have to worry about Bartels anymore, if you 
know what I mean." 

"Dead letters?" I asked. ''What are you talking 
about?" I was surprised to hear Cindy use the same 
phrase that Bartels and I had used in our banter. 

"Don't tell me you don't know?" Cindy said, her 
head cocked to the side in mock or maybe not so mock 
amazement. 

"I know Bartels is dead, if that's what you 
mean." 

"No, I mean about Francis," Cindy persisted. 
"Sure, the one he wrote all his letters to, his son 

Francis." 
''You mean his dead son Francis." 
"Oh, you're kidding," I said. ''You mean Francis 

died too? That's so sad." 
''You really don't know, do you," Cindy said, and 

I just sat there looking puzzled. 
"I thought I told you when you first started 

taking dictation for the old man," Cindy said. "Francis 
died in 1967 when he bailed out of his plane 
somewhere over North Vietnam. Everything the old 
man dictated, those were all just for the dead letter file, 
every single one of them. Those were all just dead 
letters." 

I sat there, looking at the coffee cup cradled in 
my hands. And I wondered, much as I continue to 
wonder to this day, about how much I missed 
whenever I transcribed Mr. Bartels's words so faithfully, 
and how much I must always miss whenever I take 
dictation, self-taught as I am in the use of the dead 
letters of a dead language. 
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Winner, Undergraduate Arctic Poetry Contest 

The Red Lawnmower 

Heather Rae Reichenberg 

Jonathan and she were in the fourth grade 
when they walked around his house on the hill, 
above the Idaho sugar beet town. 

They were looking for the lawnmower. 
Ready with little plastic bags 
crushed inside their palms, peeping through sweaty fingers. 

Jonathan showed her things. 
His mother's vibrator and his step dad's nudie magazines, 
hidden in the dressers by the bed. 

Once around the house 
they found the lawnmower, 
red and full of gasoline, 

Jonathan braced himself on the other side of the machine, 
tipped it towards the clear plastic bags 
as she squatted on the other side, holding them open. 

Like goldfish, the yellow gasoline spilled 
into the clear containers, 
filling the air and their lungs with fumes and heat. 
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First Runner-Up, Undergraduate Arctic Poetry 
Contest 

Locker Room Heroes 

Jeff K Swick 

His back was like a galaxy 
of purple welts. 
And they all played God, 
adding new ones daily. 
Spinning damp towels 
in tiny circles. 
Snapping them at his spine. 
Machine gun shots echoing 
off locker room walls. 
It was even worse 
when he fought back, 
throwing haymakers blindly, 
fists cutting through damp air. 
He connected once 
and they beat the shit out of him. 
He bled on the floor 
while everyone showered. 
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Second Runner-Up, Undergraduate Arctic 
Poetry Contest 

The Big Leap 

Adulthood is an oiled-up 
piece of visk:ween on 

Adam Berkry 

a· steep hill of bluegrass and I'm 
a young boy 
in red, stupid shorts 
with a blue, stupid stripe 
looking down the hill 
wondering ... 

Should I ever try it out? 

Yup. But not today. 
Tomorrow 
maybe. 
Today I have a date 
with Dave 
the invisible monkey 
on a climbing tree 
safe-
at the top of the hill. 
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Baby Blues 

Caroline Peabocfy 

From behlnd a curtain of long willow branches, I 
watch recess. Children swarm around the jungle gym 
and shriek from the peaks of the swings. Alone on the 
edge of the playground where the mowing stops, Nike 
catches a butterfly in her cupped hands. She used to 
bring her captives into the kitchen to show me. We 
would cluster together by the patio door and peek at 
the tentative beat of their wings against her small 
flngers. I hold tight to the vines around me to keep 
myself rooted like the tree that provides me cover. 

The school bell rings and Nike joins the fray of 
other children. As the class lines up by height, she 
stands at the back. She is tall for a second grader, up to 
my third rib; she is always the caboose. Today, she 
looks like any other child. I am here to watch for 
anything out of the ordinary. She holds the butterfly, 
and puts her good eye over the dark space between her 
flngers like she is looking through a microscope. The 
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teacher leads the line inside; one by one the children 
disappear into the undersized door. Nike is the last one 
on the deserted playground. She props the door with 
her foot and opens her hands. I watch the butterfly's 
swerving path toward the mountain. When I turn 
again, she is gone. 

Just seeing her feels close enough to motherhood 
that it allows me to go on with my day, to return to the 
office and masquerade as the complete woman I used 
to be. It's been five months since I've spoken to her. I 
have not touched her hair, or heard her shy lisp since 
the week before her birthday. These covert interludes 
are all I have left; they are enough of a cocoon to 
protect me from our silent house and flagging hope. 
One day, her mother will slip up and hit Nike hard 
enough that a vivid welt appears where the teachers can 
see it. Then, Nike will be mine again. 

Sometimes after recess, I sit under the tree all 
afternoon and wait for the 3:15 dismissal. The end of 
the elementary school day is as full of joy as an airport 
reunion. The doors open, and children speed toward 
their parents, waving finger paintings and permission 
slips. Nike's mother doesn't pick her up from school. 
She's walked home every day of her life, except for the 
year she lived with John and me, the year she was our 
child. Today, I am strong enough to go back to the 
office, to go about my Thursday and pretend to look 
forward to the weekend. 

After work, I eat dinner alone in the backyard. I 
leave my plate on the picnic table and, in bare feet, walk 
to the oak tree under our bedroom window. The tire 
swing that John built for Nike is full of rain water. 
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Dense, saffron pollen clings to the tread. I push it 
gently to and fro as the light leaves the sky. The 
movement of the swing creates a sloshing tide in the 
saddle of the black rubber. The water makes the tire as 
heavy as if Nike is on it, urging me to push her higher 
and higher. 

To make him think I am the morning person he 
married, when John comes home tonight, I will tell him 
that I woke before dawn, sipped tea sweet with 
saccharin and watched the sun rise. In truth, half the 
day is gone when his phone call wakes me. The light 
that ftlters under my bedroom blinds hits the corner of 
the laundry hamper at nine o'clock. Between noon and 
one, it shines on the framed blue butterfly that I 
salvaged from a box of my mother's specimens. The 
beam of sun illuminates the whole nightstand. On 
yellowing paper that floats above the butterfly in the 
glass she's labeled it morpho pe!eides, her favorite species. 
Soon the sun will hit my pillow. If I don't get up, I will 
miss my appointment. 

The answering machine picks up and John's 
standard greeting echoes up the stairs. His week went 
well, back from Washington around eight. · In a matter 
of hours, I will have to make dinner and wifely 
conversation. He will tell me about committee 
wranglings and political muck, and I will pretend to care. 
I will tell him about my work week, and sundry town 
gossip, and will not mention Nike or anything else he 
accuses me of "dwelling on." Friday is date night, a 
routine we set long ago when we still scheduled 
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romance around his ambition and regular absence, 
when we believed our relationship could withstand 
anything. The house is quiet again, and I cannot face 
the day. I cradle the morpho in my lap and stare at its 
wings which, my mother said, are the elusive color of 
the Aurora Borealis. I am forty two; I have never seen 
the Northern Lights. 

I lie on my stomach and examine the week's 
discarded clothes that rail towards the door. Circulation 
has abandoned my arms during the night; my flngers 
are as useless to me as someone else's. Though the 
wood floor looks cool and smooth, when I spread my 
palms wide on the planks, I cannot feel them. I am 
accustomed to such disconnects in my body. I was 
better off asleep, dreaming of Nike's small hand in 
mine, listening to her lisp my name. A name of S's. 
Susannah. 

I am late for my daily doctor's appointment. I 
used to be mentioned as a candidate for mayor. Now I 
cannot even manage to get up before 2:30. I derive 
some secret pleasure from doing nothing but waiting. 
Days slip by, task by task, hour by hour. The world 
goes on without me. But I am a coward, and cling to 
the shreds of my disguise. Before John comes home I 
will arrange the household forensics to comply with my 
claims of routine productivity. 

At the clinic, the pastel nurses and bright, artificial 
light are engineered to be cheery. In the examining 
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room, I put on the paper medical gown, slide my hips 
onto the chilly rubber table, and try to close the back of 
the humiliating garment. My doctor knocks softly and 
greets me in her concerned voice. 

"How are you, Susannah?" She is a woman my 
age, could be a friend. Her question is a formality, and 
she accepts the answer that I am fine. She has pictures 
of her three year old on the wall of her office. "Is John 
here?" 

"He's in Washington during the week. He'll be 
here next week for the final test." He missed a vote on 
Monday because we needed sperm. My eggs can be 
frozen, but his contribution needs to be fresh. Just as I 
am numb to the arcania of the doses, cycles, and 
pregnancy tests, John is used to masturbating into a cup 
to the clinic's unchanging selection of tattered Playboys. 

"Let's see then," my doctor says as she probes 
the depths of my body. "I just want to check, make 
sure the egg is still implanted. We may need to up the 
hormones over the weekend. OK?" I nod. When the 
exam is over, the small camera removed from my 
abdomen, Doctor Houston says, ''Why don't you get 
dressed? I'll meet you in my office." She looks suddenly 
too young for her job; her ponytail bounces like a 
cheerleader's. The gentleness in her voice is replaced by 
an alarming blankness. 

"Just tell me now. I'd rather just know," I say. I 
am shivering from the draft at my spine, but I refuse to 
wait until I put on my clothes for an answer. I glare at 
the spiky emblem for biohazards on the red trashcan 
next to my leg. Doctor Houston searches the tile under 
her feet for words. "It's gone, isn't it?" I say. "It's 
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gone? I didn't see any spotting, there was no blood." 
That's a lie. My thighs were sticky this morning when I 
first woke up. It was still dark when I wiped them clean 
and went back to sleep. "There is no egg," I whisper. 
Neither of us ever refers to it except cloaked in science. 
It is always an embryo, an egg, a zygote, never a baby, 
certainly not a child. I want to kick the trashcan, send 
dirt needles skittering across the floor. 

Dr. Houston is slow to look me in the eye. "I am 
so sorry. Truly, truly sorry." She straightens her medical 
coat and slips her pen into the slot on her clipboard. 
Her eyes follow the sweep of the second hand on the 
clock over my head. "I know we'd talked about this 
being the last try, but why don't you two discuss it. Try 
to stay positive. There is always adoption. Let's keep 
your Monday slot." Without waiting for an answer, she 
closes my f.tle and moves toward the door. The 
contagion of failure makes her impatient to have me 
gone. 

There are simple forms of tragedy, obvious ones, 
the kind featured in television movies about widows, 
orphans, war heroes, and dead babies, for which there 
exist awkward, but accepted, protocols of pity that 
require people to be patient with the victims. But even 
doctors and husbands have no time for losses of real or 
imagined children that were never mine to begin with. 
I have kept the depth of my grief away from them all. 
I detest the mild, philosophical way they treat it, as if it 
were carpal tunnel syndrome or the passing of a pet. 
There is always adoption, they say, babies from China, 
from Guatemala, from the Sudan. But I want my own, 
or I want Nike. 
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When we took her in, I promised John that I 
would be rational. A foster child was supposed to help 
us figure out how we felt about adoption while we 
waited to see if biology would save us in the meantime. 
When Nike lived with us, I didn't care if I could have a 
baby. When she was gone, I cared even more. 

In the clinic parking lot, the sky is mottled with 
storm clouds; cars whiz by in my rearview mirror. I 
used to wonder who roamed around during the day, 
jobless, aimless. I had no idea how many are mothers. 
On the whole, these women are not an impressive 
group. Among them are greasy haired teens, obese 
women with no teeth, professionals who abandon their 
babies to nannies, high strung women who smack their 
toddlers. Many have no jobs, no husbands, no friends. 
But they have the only thing that I want. I cannot walk 
down a street without being confronted with their baby 
carriages, the self-satisfied pregnant waddle, and their 
eight year old girls who coat the streets of the town like 
locusts. 

The dashboard clock says 3:15. A stream of 
station wagons and mini vans winds past me on the 
road towards the elementary school. I join them. Uke 
a funeral procession, we are unified in our purpose. In 
the pastures along the road, the cows are "down," 
prostrate on the ground, huddled in groups under trees. 
The nurses at the clinic say it's a sign that a storm is on 
the way. I am skeptical of folk wisdom, and the 
comforting certainty with which it's delivered. There is 
no adage to explain the patterns of cows; they lie down 
at exactly the same moment they tire of standing. 
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Neither the herd nor the weatherman can tell us when 
rain will come. It is another inexact science. 

I cannot park in front of the school like I used 
to, nor can I stand next to the car so I can hug Nike 
the moment I see her, without the interference of seat 
belts and the parking brake. After Judge Albert gave 
Nike's mother custody, I still saw her every day. In May, 
her mother complained, and Judge Albert called John 
and me to his chambers and, like the old friend that he 
is, told me to "move on." 

I wait behind the school, watch the children 
disperse and Nike start to climb the hill home. She 
walks on the overgrown banks above the dirt road. On 
the ridge above, the gray shingles of her roof blend 
with the storm clouds, so that the whole thing almost 
vanishes. I ease the car up next to her and wait for her 
to notice. She glances over and keeps walking, then 
stops and looks up the hill. She hasn't changed much 
since the winter; her gangliness is more severe and her 
face gaunt. She still has a rim of chocolate around her 
broad mouth, and shocking blue eyes, one that droops 
from the time her mother hit her with a kitchen chair. 
Her tiny front teeth have been replaced by one large 
one and a gap she fondles with her tongue. There is no 
sign of fresh wounds. 

''Want a ride home?" I ask, as if I do not care. 
"It's going to rain." 

She is wary. Her mother has warned her about 
me. "I can walk," she says. 

There's a crack of thunder up the mountain. 
"C'mon. It's a long hill," I smile. She stands still, looks 
at her shoes and tugs at the straps of her backpack. 
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''Well, let's go, I haven't got all day. You don't want to 
hurt my feelings, do you?" Nike looks dismayed that 
she may have wounded me and gets in. The car fills 
with the smell of shampoo and cut grass. "How's 
school, baby blue?" I ask. I grip the steering wheel so 
that I won't touch her. The flrst week she lived in our 
house, Nike slept between us, curled on her left side 
because her right eye was still bandaged. John called her 
baby blue because of the way she batted her eyelids 
when her cuts flrst healed. 

''Alright," she says, her chin tucked down. The 
left side of her face is perfect. She won't look at me, 
but I am patient. "Catch any butterflies today?" I ask. 
I want to hear her tell me about the yellow one at recess, 
but she doesn't answer. "There was a big orange one 
by the tire swing this morning." She is still silent. I 
haven't started driving yet. I don't want to get there. I 
need more time. I inch the car forward, hoping motion 
will coax an answer out of her. We are half way up the 
hill 

''You want some ice cream?" I say. I try to 
sound like it is any other day, like we have years of 
afternoons to toy with. 

Nike sucks on her dirty thumbnail. "Dunno," she 
mumbles, "I gotta go home." I am transflxed by her 
teeth and the way her mouth has outgrown her face. 
She will be a teenager before too long. 

"It's early. Isn't your momma at work?" I point 
to the clock. "Look, it's only three thirty. You'll be 
home before you know it. Been to the ice cream place 
recently?" She shakes her head. Ice cream is her weak 
spot. She'd never had it when she came to live with us, 
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not the kind they scoop for you into a cone. "I can't 
remember your favorite flavor. Is it strawberry?" Nike 
hates strawberry, and anything else pink. She shakes 
her head harder this time. 

"I think it's strawberry. Don't you just love 
strawberry?" 

"Rocky road," she yells. Out of the corner of my 
eye, I see the chocolate ring around her mouth turn up 
at the corners. 

We drive past her house at an innocent, 
intermediate pace. In the unkempt yard, an old truck 
sits on cinder blocks. Roof tiles are scattered around 
the front stoop. Nike looks past me, checks for signs 
of her mother. I keep my eyes on the road, and do not 
glance at the rearview mirror until we reach the bottom 
of the hill. The house looks small and ephemeral 
among the clouds of dust behind us. 

When we are safely back on the main road, I tell 
her how happy I am to see her, how much I miss her. I 
bombard her with questions about school that she 
answers in vague monosyllables. Then we are quiet 
together for a few miles until I cannot suppress it 
longer. 

"I love you, Nike." 
"No one calls me that." 
"It's a good nickname. It suits you." Her real 

name is Brandi, with an i, which doesn't suit her at all. I 
call her Nike because she was wearing huge black high 
tops the ftrst time we met her. They were three sizes 
too big, but she refused to take them off. 
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"Momma says it's not a name for people. She 
says only for shoes. Momma says people have names 
like Tammy." She crosses her arms in front of her. 

I wonder what else Momma said. ''You 
remember the story we read about Nike, don't you, 
sweetheart?" 

"Sorta." 
"She wasn't an ordinary person. Nike was the 

goddess of victory." 
"Momma says there is no such thing as 

goddesses." I have to be patient. If we have enough 
time together, I will again feel the warm calm of the 
maternal bond. I smile at her and say, "Don't be a silly 
goose." I take a left onto Route Seven. I cannot face 
the ice cream parlor in town. 

''What's victry?" Nike asks. It is a fair question 
and one I cannot answer given my intimacy with 
defeat, but sometimes with kids you just have to project 
authority. 

''Well, honey, it's winning or if you get something 
you really want and have worked for, that's a kind of 
victory. like catching a butterfly." 

''What did she win?" 
''Whatever she wanted, I guess." 
"Could she beat the boys?" Now we are on the 

right track. She is having fun now, becoming herself 
a gam. 

"Probably." 
"Could she catch butterflies whenever she 

wanted?" 
"Loads of them." 
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''Wow!" She exhales loudly. A Lamaze breath, 
powerful and harsh. "Could she get them in the air? 
Could she fly?" Her uneven eyes dilate with 
imagination. 

"Sure, she can fly," I answer. I want this to be 
true, just like I want Nike to be mine. She launches into 
a second grade riff that a more jaded parent would 
1gnore. 

"I can't fly. I can run fast, but I can only catch 
them when they're near the ground. It'd be easier if I 
could fly, or even if I was really taller, but I am the tallest 
one in my class. Or I could jump like a grasshopper. 
That's kind of like flying, only one part at a time." Her 
words accelerate until we both start to giggle. I cannot 
stop laughing, even when she does. Tears fill my eyes 
and stream down my cheeks. 

At the roadside ice cream stand, the sky blackens 
to match the asphalt. A woman holds onto a pair of 
half-naked twins with sagging diapers. She looks frayed 
and angry. Twins are the ultimate injustice; two at the 
same time is a hassle and a luxury no woman deserves. 

Nike approaches the counter and with the 
confidence of a superhero demanding justice says, 
"Rocky road." 

"Rocky road, please," I correct her. 
"Rocky road pleeeeease." 
''Two, please. It's our favorite," I say. I put my 

hands on her shoulders and kiss the crown of her head. 
We eat on a cement parking stop and watch the traffic 
blur past. The grey heat forces us to hurry so the ice 

91 



cream doesn't end up a puddle on the pavement. We 
lick at the shrinking mounds of chocolate and do not 
talk until the last crunch of cone. 

"Thuthannah?" 
"Mmm?" 
"I gotta go home soon. Momma'll be mad." I 

cup the curve of her scalp in my hand. 
"I know, honey." But I don't move from our 

perch, and neither does Nike. I know, in the way I 
know it's time to take out the trash, that I have to take 
her home. But just as I procrastinate and let the smell 
take over the kitchen, I think of ways to stretch out our 
time together. "Let's run home first, to our house. I 
have a birthday present for you that's been sitting in the 
closet for months. It's almost your half birthday, so it's 
perfect timing. Then, I'll take you back to your mom's. 
OK?" Nike nods, and says, 

''Yeah, I'm seven and a half." She puts her head 
on my shoulder and, for the flrst time in months, I feel 
pleasure. 

The porch lamps at my house are programmed 
to come on at dusk, but the dark sky activates them 
early, and they shine in our eyes as we climb the stairs to 
the front door. Raindrops the size of dimes slap our 
cheeks. In the mudroom, Nike takes off her backpack, 
and I tousle the rain from her thin hair. ''Your toys are 
all still here, sweetheart. Why don't you play for a minute 
while I go get your present?" Nike opens her toy chest, 
sits on the floor and parades her inventory of stuffed 
animals across the carpet. 
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It's quarter to five when I take the wrapped book 
from the closet. It is too slight a token now that we do 
not have years of birthdays to fill with pinatas and 
balloons twisted into giraffes. I should give her the 
wrapped present now. She can open it in the car, and 
be safely home when her mother gets there. But it is 
my one chance to give her something of mine, 
something that will help her remember me. Of all my 
possessions, only morpho might remind her, years from 
now, that there is an escape from her mother's house. 

On my way up to the bedroom, thunder crashes 
nearby. The lights flicker and go out. Rain pounds on 
the roof, questioning its soundness. The sheets smell 
sour as I grope on the nightstand for the butterfly. 
Nike whimpers downstairs; she is terrified of storms. 

By the time I get to her, Nike is curled in a ball, 
sobbing into the couch. I lay the frame at her feet and 
whisper, "Shhh. It's only thunder." The maternal sound 
of my voice soothes us both. I curl around her, barely 
touching her, covering her like a shell. She fits perfectly 
in the curve of my abdomen. The thunder passes and 
leaves behind a slack, fertile rain. Nike's breathing slows 
to the tidal lapping of sleep. I should wake her. I am 
transfixed by her bony knees and the slight whistle of 
air through the gap in her teeth. I slow my breathing to 
synch with hers and pray that the phone does not ring, 
that no tires claw at the driveway. It grows dark as I will 
the moment to extend to infinity. When the electricity 
returns, the clocks pulse a constant 12:00. Minutes slip 
by unrecorded. 

When Nike wakes, her body is rigid. She sits up 
and says, "It's dark." 
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''You fell asleep, honey. I didn't want to wake you 
up. Here's your birthday present." I hand her the 
morpho. "It was my mother's. She collected butterflies 
too." 

"I don't collect them. Momma says it's mean." 
"Look how beautiful it is. Look at the color of its 

wings." The color is hard to see in the dark. 
Everything is tinged green by the blinking clock. I kneel 
in front of her like I am proposing. "Nike, promise me 
that whenever you are sad, you will look at this butterfly 
and know that I love you." 

"Is it dead?" She kicks her small feet against the 
coffee table. 

"Did you like it here with us?" She has never 
said she loves me, and I cannot ask outright because 
children are so easily influenced by what we ask them. 

"I guess." Her face appears and disappears in the 
intermittent light. I listen for tires on the driveway. 
John will be home soon. 

"Don't you remember how we used to play on 
the tire swing?" I say. My knees ache from kneeling and 
I stand up. 

''Yeah." Nike stands up too and hurries to the 
doorway. She shoulders her backpack and opens the 
front door. The thought that I kept at bay for hours 
returns: I have to take her home. Her mother will know 
where she's been. And the judge will know, and John, 
and eventually my doctor, and all the people at work, 
and everyone in town. "She's lost it," they'll say. They 
will be right. 

Nike leaves the morpho on the couch, and I pick 
it up as I follow her outside. Somehow I can live with 
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all the consequences if Nike will just accept this token. 
"Nike, don't forget your present;' I say as I hand it to 
her. She holds it and walks to the car. Over her 
shoulder she says, 

"Momma says you should bury dead things. 
That's what we did with the barn cat." 

"I want you to be able to look at this. The colors 
in the wings are like the Northern Lights." I tap the 
glass that encases it. 

''What's that?" she asks as she opens the 
passenger door. 

"At night, in cold places, there are blue lights that 
sparkle in the sky. They don't really know what causes 
them. I've never seen them." 

We do not talk as we drive up the hill to her 
house. I drive slowly; there are only seconds between 
the mother and I, between the first of the reckonings 
that will come. I stop the car before we reach the crest 
in the road where we are visible. "Nike, I love you." 

"My name is Brandi." 
"I know that, sweetheart." 
"It's better if I get out here. I can just tell 

Momma I was hunting for bugs." 
"No, I need to talk to your mother," but Nike is 

already out of the car. She slams the door and runs up 
the hill towards the house. 

I roll down the window. "Nike, wait," I yell as 
quietly as I can. She does not turn around. "Brandi," I 
say in a harsh, rasping whisper. She slows down and 
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walks up the front lawn, without emotion, like she is 
lining up to go inside after recess. 

I get out of the car as she enters the yellow circle 
of porch and climbs the front stairs. Her mother opens 
the front door. I hold my breath while she kneels, takes 
Nike in her arms, and rocks her back and forth. Then 
she closes the door, leaving me alone with the morpho 
and the glow of the blue numbers on my dashboard. It 
is 8:15. John will be home already. He will walk through 
the house, and the stench of the garbage and the 
unmade bed will tell him, as I cannot, that it is time to 
mourn. 
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Prize). 

Dane Cervine's latest chapbook is entitled Speaking In 
Tongues. His work is forthcoming in a variety of journals 
and several anthologies. He lives in Santa Cruz, 
California, where he is a member of the Emerald St. 
Writers group. 
Larry Crist lives in Seattle and is from California. He 
makes a living acting and writing and is both rich and 
poor as a result. 

Dave Donelson lives and writes in West Harrison, NY 
He is seeking a publisher for his ftrst novel, Hunting E!f, 
while he works on his second. 

Sharon Doyle, wife of poet James Doyle, has resumed 
writing after raising ftve children and teaching in high 
schools and universities. She has seven grandchildren. 

Danna Ephland is a Dance Teaching Artist in 
Kalamazoo, Michigan. She continues to develop The 
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Botjysongs Prqject, community workshops in movement 
and poetry. Her poems have been published in Folio and 
Rhino. 

Cole Haddon divides his time between Sydney and 
Detroit, and does his best to stay in neither for long, 
preferring instead the adventure of traveling. Currendy, 
he is seeking a publisher for his first novel, Noah 5 undqy 
Goes to Hell, and is hard at work on a short story 
collection. 

Chris Kingsley is a writer living in New Hamburg, NY, 
with his wife and two children 

J. Lamport lives in Manhattan where he works as a 
scrivener. His other work includes a novel, Dinkelmann 1 
Rules, and the forthcoming novella, Notes From Barefy 
Above the Underground. 

Jeanne Lohmann's most recent collection of poetry is 
The Light of Invisible Bodies Oohn Daniel & Co.). Her 
chapbook, Thread that Sings in My Hands, won the 2003 
Looking Glass Award. 

Mary .Arete Moodey is a writing specialist at Gannon 
University and a Pennsylvania Council on the Arts 
roster artist. Her poems have appeared in Permtifrost, 
Potomac Review, and Confluence. 

Caroline Peabody's stories have appeared in the 
Tulane Review and been short listed for the Fish 
Publishing Prize and the Steinbeck contest at Reed. She 
is working on a novel about plagiarism and the 1936 
Berlin Olympics. 
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Kevin Pilkington is on the writing staff at Sarah 
Lawrence College and teaches a graduate workshop at 
Manhattanville College. His most recent collection, Reat!J 
to eat the S ~ will be published by River City Publishing in 
April 2004. His poems have appeared in nwnerous 
journals, including Poetry, Ploughshares, Iowa Review, Texas 
Review, and Columbia, among others. 

Judson Simmons was raised in Texas, and has received 
his M.F.A from Sarah Lawrence College. His work has 
appeared in the Allegheny Review and Lumina. 

Michael Trammell's work has been published in New 
Letters, the G. W. Review, and The Chattahoochee Review. In 
the swnmers he teaches writing, literature, and business 
courses for Florida State University's Valencia, Spain 
campus. 

Will Wells teaches English and Creative Writing at 
Rhodes State College, also for Ohio State University. 
He has published widely in periodicals (mostly recently 
Field). His flrst book won the 1987 Anhinga Award 
from Anhinga Press; second book is forthcoming. 

Fred Yannantuono: businessman, programmer, truck 
driver, landlord, tutor, dishwasher, fUm festival 
director-married, two kids. Once ran twenty straight 
balls at pool. Finished 183rd (out of about 10,000) at the 
1985 U.S. Open Crossword Puzzle Tournament. Once 
won a yodeling contest in a German restaurant. 
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