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Preface

"My story I3 not o plesant one: it i neither sweet nor harmonious, as invented
stories are; It has the teste of nonserse and cheos, of madness and dreams — like the
lives of all men who stop deceiving themselves™

Hermarmn Hesse

Thiz is the ninth isswe of Orphews, and more than any other previous isue, it
represents the diverse feelings of a growing number of swdent artists at Cal Swage
Bakersfinld, Signilicamiy, this sue represents more creative works of students who have
not been published in Onodeus before. We welcome the new creative blood and are
pleased to see a few familiar names again, Some thirty-five students are represented
heere.

This year, Orphous includes 8 number of short stories. A word or two about them
seems in order. “The Memesh,” by Charles Morrison, is one of the funniest tall-tales
I've ever read, The open ending to Disna Lumley's “A Closed Door™ s both ironic
and extremely sppropriste in our society of the 1080' Greg Goodiell's "Apocalypse
Mo gffers an intriguing notion about the end of the world, and how subjective that
ending just might be. Jame Lokie's “Sumshine™ tells the stery of pasiing time, snd
b painfully sccurate in its tefling.

Some forty posmi are collected [n this Bsue, a rumber of which originated in
one of the creative writing classes here at the college. The diversity of thought In these
poamd exhibits the range of human emotion and captures something of all of our lives,
“Evening Prayer™ standy out a4 an sngry lamentation of the human condition in a hostile,
#imost hopeless, universe, It speaks clearly of a collective experience rather than a
subjective one. Leo Tolstoy wrote that *the artist should be Impelled by an inner need




to express his feeling.” 1 should like to add to Tolstoy™s staterment by saying that the
artist must be impelled by an inner need 1o express his feeling. According to legend,
Oirpheus wat the first of mortal singers, and he was impelled by his circumstances 1o
sing the best, the most moving, of songs. His art was so excellent, that he even made
the lard of the underworld, Hades, ery. But then, Orpheus’ end was intensely sormowdul,

Crpheus stepped out into the lght and turned 1o see Eurydice A hot wind blew
fram the covern &2 he resched hiz feft hond towards her

Az i fingor touched ber hand, Eurydice eried, “Farewell,” and slowly faded into
the darkness of Hades' kingdam, Her beauwty citappesred ke cest in the for wind

The eyes of Orpheus fitled with tears: bis fingers found the strings of his fute,
A spd song he pleyed, and walled throughout the woodiand

Perhaps this s why so many songs, 10 many popms, expoess sadness and lamentation,
A least this is how the Greeks explained ereativity. But then, sccording to the Greeks,
Lowe wat bosn from the castration of Time

M, Jerome Evans

Advizor: Solomon Ogbede |yasere Editors: M. Jerome Evans
Janine Strange




Hannah Hu

Your Mood

when the red evening vanishes on the garden roses

I think | know your mood,

there had onoe béen & wolcano.

-
when the snows and the frosts are dropping down,
| sense, | feel, and | touch the wasmith undermesth their seven-inch fathom-

think | know you




Charles Morrison

A Winter Harvest

| was up on the roof today,
Eyeing the troughs along the eaves
For leaves and other wind-blown chaff;
Last Summer's splendor —
Last Spring's tender young;
These buds that did not fruit,
But turned to green lesves -
Mature's manufactonies.

Mow | sweep them out,
Those dead,
Condemned;
Destroyed by life,

Thary
Have one mission yet,
To rot,
Decay -
And spring to green again,
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Charles Morrison

The Nemesis

“Look, feller, Put some money on the bar,"™
“Gimmya drink."
“Yer broke, buddy. Go somewherts else fer free drinks.”

Well, it weren't good thinkin, but that there big ole wino, settin aweavin aroun
on the stool, he lifs cne han offs the bar an grabs Ferdie by his west. O pops a
button, Ferdie, be's o real sight proud of that there fancy west. Wears it &l the time,

*1 shed gimmya drink”

Ferdie, he hits him just oncet, right where the cork goes. The big ole boy, he
kinda pours hissell like a bucket » colé gravy down stween the bar an his stocl, an
lays there. Real peaceful,

Well, Ferdie, he oozed sroun the bar alickerns water snake sfter a tadpole sn
drug the swopid one out on the street, Then he came back, lookin fer his button,

Qe man Crane, he soys “Ferdie, you needs & woman o et them buttons, Then
they wouldn eome off o easy,” Ferdie jus sticks his chin out an stares him shut. The
oney womenfolk Ferdie admits of is his sis an her doters, an they lives back Eaat
somewteres,

We hears the big ole boy scratchin sroun on the street out there: Ferdie looks
at the door an shakes his head like he's sayin that feller won't be back, which he
won't, An that's the way Ferdie does things. He's fat sn ol an tall, but he dona got
enperience, Like with that guy, he genally got ever s four bits outa them troublemakers,
jus afore they'd start a ruckus, Then he'd talk em off, run em off, or help em out
the same way he done this one. Like thisun here, if they wasn't ready 1o leave, that
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didn't bother him none, He's done more smart bouncin than them Harlem Globe
Troters,

An you know, women wain't i prablem fer Ferdie, neither, |1 they was trouble
they got whaot was comin, But modtly women was oney aroun on Satiddy nights, when
the batchiures was flush, (s mostly a men's joint, Ferdie's is, an it souns Hke it not
that them boory women was sver caugnt short of nasty talk. No sir. Mo simee, That
wire one repson Ferdie never hitched up, | reckon,

‘Well, the other evenin, it were Toosdy, it'n | members rightly, we seen sumpin
happen in Ferdie’s that's agonna keep this here fown aclackin fer some time: in fac
for some considdable time. | can tell you fer sure, cause 1 seem it all,

An it weren't atall late, fer mos of the fellers, they hadn yet come in from wark
Ferdie was aloafin arcun, moppin down the bar, an apolishin that there great, big backbar
mirear, with i ole fashion taper off edges. He's mighty proud of that there backbar
an mimor, céuse it dane come over on Moah's Ark or sumpin, Yesrs back, somebody’d
throwed a beer bottle @n busted o little chip outa one cottom corner, but nary cne'd
notice it

“You was always ateasin me about seven yéars o bad luck,” Ferdie says fo me,
“but the time's near up now.” That's right, | reckons to mysedf, The oney guy who
got bad luck outa that was the feller who done the bustin, Ferdie jus hollered “Hey,
you is in big, bed trouble, feller,” an he sure as shit were,

Well, like | done sald, teemnt atall lste when the door come open an in waltzes
thevn three gals,

Galsl Man o man, they was sure gals alright, but it were the cloes, too. Thers
weeren't mever no cloes like them seen in this here town afore, an there Fkewite wasn't
that much woman skin seen all st ono time afore, neither. They has on sof, tight leather
boots that come to the knee, which was about all the leg coverin they had, cause
thelr skirts looked like they was oll three made outs one bad sheunk flour tack, But
w keep & feller from starin at the legs, was a considdable further shrinkin a the stuff
that made their tops, which musta been soaked in mucelage afore they was put on,
Why, a milkin machine’d cover more n them tops,

It happened $o that | was asettin right in front a Ferdie, awatchin all this in the
mirror, which acks to me like it might melt, whean | looks st Ferdie's face. | ain't
niver seen him eyeball no cusrtomars like that afare, but I'd bet 8 wagon load & whitky
to & hogihesd a hogwash that | were the oney one in there awatchin Ferdie

Except for them gals, They b lookin straight &t im, smilin like three part-plucked
chickens sloose in the eorn crib, an ane speaks right cut— clear— * Are you Mr, Ferdinand
Barley?™ in a voice that were kinda tingly, an "d melt the sugar offen a Eskima's dogsled.




Charles Morrison

Ferdie, why he jus stood there with his Adam's apple goin down an up fike the
church toiler seat at the swrawberry festival. He ain't blinked oncet since the door's
opened, Then he takes a extra good dulp, am kinda gurgles ™1 reckon so. Yup'”

Then, this here gal, she leans on the bar, an | figgers Ferdie coubds seen right
down to her bellybutton, iffen his eyes waan't so glazed ower,

“Uncle Ferdinand] It's so wonderful o see you, and for the first time, tool I'm
Colleen, and this is Tammi, snd thiz is Charlente — all the way from Florida, Ohl Ir's
so lowely 1o finally see our Uncle Ferdinand!™

Ferdie, he didn't never like 1o be calied Ferdinand, but | didn notice him complainin
none, He was still kinda guipin fer air, but he shoves his han out across the bas, sorta
like he kmows he's gotts do sumpin, an each one a them gals takes it In both hams
an pguesres L

Mow at las he swirls his eyes aroun the bar 1o see who noticed he was caught
with his longy's trapdoor open, | reckon, an 1o maybe kinda cut off any a them that
mighta been asmirkin, He knowed he'd tole us all about his sis an them triplets, cause
she were always awritin him sbout how wmert an healthy they was | thunk about
that, an atter @ good, long look, | reckons none of us ever figgered they was mat
healthy.

"It sure was good fer you to come by, he says. “Lemme buy you a drink¥"
Well, this were news, too, It were the firs time any sout alivin in Punkin Center —
r maybe Kern County — done haered & Ferdie pardoocin 8 free drink.

“Why, thank you, Uncle Ferdinand,” says the one what called hersslf Colleen.
*Tammi doesn’t drink, but 1] have a Daiguin, please, What do you want, Charletie?"”
Charlette, she’s thinkin, an then says “Oh, I'd like a Tijuana Sunrise, please.”

God spin me over. | wouldn never a belisved it coulda happened, but them three
knoked obe Ferdie looped-legged agin, Twicet in a row. Mow, | didn know what they
was s-alkin about, but | was willin o grab & hot horsshoe iin Fordie did either. |
remermibered that Ferdie, he never dane married, an he allus said that he couldn a stood
some woman roun, peiterin him constant. Well, | thunk jus then that he still hadn
had nothin happen lately that were like to change his mind, But anyway, Ferdie, he
covers up real good, condiderin,

"Girls, I'm sorry,” be says, “but the guy who brings me all them fancy mixes,
ha hain"t showed up here fer 8 month, P'm down 1o T-Up, Coke, sody, an termater
rice, An water.”

*0h, that's a shame, Uncle Ferdinand, That sort of a problem must really hurt
your business. Well = I'H have a Scotch and soda.”

"1 will too, Uncle,” siys Charlette, so Ferdie, he turns sroun n dusts off a botle

a Seetch what looked Fke it come on the same boat as the backbar, Then them gals
kinder angles their butts up on the s1ools,

13
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Oh boy! OF Boy! That sure didn make them little short skirts any longer, an
| eould hesr ole man Crane ot t'other end of the bar kinda wheezin, while Ferdse,
well, he wad atryin 1o kinda get & grip on things again, He were probly tryin to figger
gut in advance what might be the nex surprise outa them three, so's he'd be kinda
braced fer it Mebbe he tried, but he missted, cause jus then that there Tammi, ihe
weaks ug

“Could | have a glass of milk, please, Uncle Ferdinand?™

Baoy, it were lucky fer Ferdie that he weren't pwallerin nothin but air jus then,
cause he chokes all up, an his face gets red, an he starts s-coughin-boy, he really whoops
it up. | don't spose there was ary @ cunce @ milk set on that there bar, unless it were
lasd there in some ale gal's duge Milk? Ferdie? In his joine?

Amyaays, someons i5 Kinda snickerin somewheres, #n ole Crane, his breathin ssems.
10 ke on worse, an Ferdie harms him a nasty look calkerlated to mush up an frazzie
hiis gray stuff, ifn he ever had any,

MMI'm wrble sorry, Tammi, but | s finlshed the las when | et. How about Coke?™
“Thank you Uncle Ferdinand, Coke will be just fine,"

That milk fer dinner bit wre stopped that snickern fas, Nobody was gonna dare
say milk or anythin about milk in that joint, fer Ferdie had jus give the word to the
smart ases, Notch one out fer him.

Ferdie, he serves the gals, an then drags up his behine to the bar stool, an sets
down to talk at them three. He asts about their Ma, who's O.K,, an then they tell
him about how they got the tip from her fer 8 grajustion present, seein as how they'd
came firs at the college they's béen at

They goes on an on about their trip so fer, an how they wanted 10 see Disney
Land, an Knock's Bury Farm, an then go up north to San Fernclsco an see the hippies
an all them strange an weird ones what's up there, like them men what a3 dresses
like wormen, They allowed as how they couldn stay aroun jut vet, an | could ses Fardse
kinda refae;, but how they planned to stay awhile on their way back Then — open
comes the door an in comes the guys from Minyand’s Feed Mill. Ferdie’s face, it tightens
considdable.

There's about five a them young riscals what 84 rund sroun together, sn they'd
worked up @ name fer theirsthes by goin over 1o Weedpatch an Arvin fer the Satiddy
night dances, an then beatin up on fellers an stealin their gals, Them Anvin an Weedpatch
bays, they sin't no pansies, neither,

It don't take them five young bucks no time atall to move in on these lookers,

Thay swirls aroun them gals like dirty water circlin 8 bathiub drain, an grabs the mtools
to both sides, Them nisces is covered by five pair a eyes like thres pullets in a henhouwe
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Charles Morrison

with five roosters, It takes a quick look at Ferdie, but his fece looks Hke that there
Egyshen Spinks,

“What'll it be, boys?™ he says to the five pair 2 eyes what in't lookin et im,
The Oliver kid, be's the sswy one, he scrapes his eyes offa the scen'ry an looks hard
at Ferdie, couse Ferdie, he knows what kinda beer they drink; he don't never ast em
what they want; he allus has it on the bar by the time they get to set. This time,
though, he sticks his big ole han on the bar in fronta ever one of em, an then at
him what he wants, Ferdie's face, it don't twitch a lid, Then Charlette, she pipes up —

“Uncle Ferdinand, when are you going to wisit us? Don't you think i's time you
had & vacation?” Ferdie is puttin the guys’ bottles a beer on the bar: they don’t never
use glasses,

“Well, | guess | hadn't never thought about in"" he say

You showld think about it We'd just love 10 have you, We'll sxpsct you o
tefl us when we come back o stay awhile™

Boy, ten éars i tuned in like they was &listening to the caller st the grand prize
bingo game, The one fer the key a cider,

"¥ou know, Charlette, ' consider it real serious when thins starts to gettin slow
wain.”

“Well, don't you forget”

Ferdie, he®s ringin up the beer money, He knows that with them pretty, near
nekkid girls aroun, them boys is sgonns st there an get sl besred up. An by then,
them five boys is trouble. An he knows that everybody in there knows it lkewise,
I kin tell how's he's a-thinkin; herd,

Them boys, they done that beer over in about one breath, like i1 weren't nothin
but fumes, an plunks down more mongy,

Ferdig, he sets em up again, His eywes is movin from the boys to the gals, an
than he locks behin him, an | knows some more what he's thinkin: mimer — bottles —
mirrar — botties —

“Can | fix you gals ancther drink,™ he asts,

*Well — maybe one mors, plesss, Uncle Ferdinand.”

“I't afixin 1o sall this here place, one & thess days, an then I'm egonna travel.
'l visit you-all first, | promise,”’

“Why, that will be lovely,” says Charfetie. “We'll give you a reslly niee time™
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The boys is already past half with them second beers, Ferdie, he walks ower 10
the Oiver kid

“Maoose, he says, “can you come hene a minute?™ an he walks down to the end
of the bar, The kid picks up his beer an follers. Ferdie starts talking real low, an |
hears the kid say “No shit?™ Ferdie nods his head an looks real serlous. “Don't you
worry none, 'l look after em,’" says Moose, an he walks back 1o his stool, puts his
beer down, an enkles along, whisperin sumpin to his buddies, They gets funny loaks
on their fsoes, an looks over st Ferdde, who's a-noddin his head, real sad-like. The
boys, they finithes up, sy “See you, Ferdie,” an take off. | iooks a1 Ferdie, but that
face ain’t sayin, so | drinks up an shoves fer home,

The boys is makin good night 1 each other outside, an when | goss past Moose,
| asns im iin he wants & ride.

“Sure,” he says, “lookin unhappy like the rest of em,

“Clime in,” says I,

We're mos 1o his plece afore he lets it owi:

“Bay, | sure feels sorry fer Ferdie, an his sis”

Why?™ 1 asts

“Well, it mius be turble embarrassing You'd think they'd leave im alone”
“Wha, his nieces?”

“Yeah, An | spose its wosse fer their ma, them bein so pretty, an triplets, an
all =

"Why, what's wrong with em? They's sposed 1o be ol healthy, an they mure
locks all there to me"

“It's up here,” he save, tappin his head,

| pulls up at his place, but he don't get out. He's starin at las night's moon or
sumpin, | prods him,

“Mow Mooss. Them gads ain't loomy, they ain’t. Not by 3 longlegged frog juemp.™
His face is longer n that, Ity longer m Parson Goodwind's prayin,

“It's worser n that It's 8 awful theng, but Ferdie hissell tole me. All three a
thern triplets is — why, they is Lerbeens! They cughts be drownded,

I reckons my jw done dropped a fool




Janeen Smith

Mother’s House

In evening

| want to her house,

She wasn't there,

I walked from room to room
Tumed on owery Hght

Sat st her oaken desk

Looked through her scattersd mail
Pesked into the refrigerator,

A new houte with old things
Familiar items never seen belore
In different spaces,

In her closet

Her fragramce was sverywhers
Subtly ower-powering

I lenged to seal it away

Drawing it out
Whenever | needed to remember her
Afrer.
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Virginia Wilson

Fog Memory

Winter is fog

Everywhere gray

Shapes stack, rigid, codd

My spirit concurs: dull, flat, chilled through

But thera’s fealing in fog
Repeating through years
Recalling nostalgia

For things felt before

Fog ks mist; things suggosted
Suspended and softened

I'm floating In time, apart from the now
Expanding beyond this body and plece
Rejoining a time of warmth in the gray

When | return

1 see with new eyes

Once stark, shapes now free with essence exposad
A pine Japanese, 8 voice ringing pure

Mo longer imprisoned; freed by the fog.
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Patricia Sanderson

The years spread before me
a1 8 beckoning bed of scent,
Thiy whisper in veiled voices
that brightness lies shead.
They teasingly inwite me,
wwrn here, turn there,

And 1, heeding the deception,
mowe with a slender smile,

Jealousy

Throwgh windows recently
wplattered by rain, | watch

you digging, your shovel
turning the heaps of soil,

In time you pause to pull

your fingers with patient

cang through the dampened soil;
Onee, you caressed my hair
with the same gentle touch.
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Perry McBride

The Decayed Decision

My Brain so Whe
seeking the Answers: The Remedy
with pools of MNerves flowing

emotions sinking deeper, plunging, purging toward
The inevitsble bottom, To no efcape,

Why strain, no surprise
For Constant pain spells it out,
Mamrow Anticipation, Staggering pain In doulbt,
only to enter through the door
Finding no way oul

He's smiling, Inside 1'm erying
Tears and Fesrs of my Decayed Decision
Relso:, Hes mad I'm trying to
Remain sane, But for the
Decayed decision | had
Mo one to blame
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Sandy Lumkey

Reality

“How long ya been wyere, Lady?™

Gertrude sheank back from the unshawen, bleary-ryed face so close 1o her own
and tightened the grip on her purse,

“About three hours — na, nearly four™

“Mebbe ya gotcha a bung jury, Then they gotta lét yva go — that i, if the DA,
figures they can't make it stick the smcond time sround, Somatimes the bastard holds
ya though, and the whole goddam circus starts all over,”

“I'm sure Il be found not guilty, | didn"t do anything.” Gertrude's protest
sddresied everyone in the holding room — the deputy sherifl in the cormer reading
& girlie magazine, the clerk sthuffling papers &t a desk by the door — but only her
fellow prisoner paid any attention,

“Yeah, Lady, they pulled me in on a bum rap, too, But thet don’t make no
difference. Ya wanta beat the syriem, ya gotta geicha a good lawyer. Me, | got Willis
Pemberthy, Esguire. Ya heard of him?™

“Mo," Gertrude wished she could end the conversation; “no, | really haven't"”
“Well, he's cne smart son of & bitch, He'll have me outta here any time now.™
To Gertrude’s relief, the man fell silent. Left alone once mave, she wied not 1
think sbout the series of events that hed led up 1o this moment, The arrest, the terrible
ride downtown in handeufis in a police car, the booking, the sll-too-temporary release

on bail, the trial — the wial with all those eyes upon her, She never could tell what
the jury was thinking.
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Sandy Lumkey

“Ms. Scheoeder.”

She looked up, The black policewoman who had tiken ber 1o and from the
courtroom all week stood In the doorway.

er“?li
“The jury has resched its verdict and is retuming 1w court.™

Gertrude rose and joined the guard, As they left the room, ignored by the deputy
sheriff and the clerk, the old man on the bench said “Good luck, Lady™ in a tone
that suggested she'd need it In slence she and the guard walked down the corridor
and up the thort flight of stairs to the courtroam. Entering, she flinched — as slways —
feeting the gaze of all those eyes. She moved toward the table where her attormey
walted and then gat beside him, He wmiled reassuringly at her,

The judge, tll snd solemn In black robes, entored almost Immediately.
“Please rise,” intoned his clerk,
Today the usual ritual endéd differently,

"Ladies and Gentlemen of the jury, have you reached & verdict?” The judge's
question hung on the quist air,

The foreman of the jury stood up and said, "Yes we have, your honor,” He
extended his right sem, his hand holding rightly to a small plece of paper. He pesred
ot the paper intently with a farsighted squint. With his lefy hand he then extracted
@ pair of bifgcals from his breast pocket and slipped them on, his eyes never leaving
the paper. He cleared hiv throat and shifted his gaze to Gerrude

Gertrude put her hand to her bheart as if that might somehow stop the pounding,
She felt slightly dizzy and shook her head to clear it The foreman continued to stare
at her and the tried to shrink into herself, avay from the sccuting eves,

The foreman cleared his throat a second thme, obwiously enjoying the drama of
his part, and swasng hit eyves o the judge,

“Your honor, wa, the members of the jury, fird the defendant, Gertrude Schroeder,
guilty of murder in the first degree™ His face flushed with triumph &8 he sat down
with a plop. He shot a quick, smisg smile at Gertrude before compoding his face in
4 sarious hall-frown,

Gertrude felt hersel! beginning 1o sink,

The jucye locked imperiously over the bench &t her, saying, “Gertrude Schrogder,
approach the bench.”
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Sandy Lumkey

Gertrude tried to move forward, but her legs were heiplessly paralyzed and the
continued to sink.

The judge ignored her fecble attempts to meowve toward the bench and intoned,
“Gertrude Frances Schroeder, you have been found guilty as charged In the willful
and intentional murder of your husband, Elwood F. Schroeder.” The judge beamed
forward over the bench snd glared at her, “Belore | pass sentence, do you have anything
1o say lor yourself?™

Gertrude cpened her mouth, but no sound came out. She watched as the jucdge
grew larger and larger, his long, ruddy face looming now over the antite Courtroom,
The floor undér her began o give away and she felt hersell falling, She held out her
arms to her attorney, but he stepped back, smiling and waggling a finger at her, *“Tsk,
1k, he said,

Gertrude grabbed at a chair, but it slipped away and she fell completely through
the floor. She tried o call for help, but her voice was still mute a3 she fell desper
and desper into darkness. At [t a small, sorangled tound came from her throat snd
Gertrude woke up.

She sat up in bed, but lay back down at once, She was dirzy and disoriented,
but she knew she had had the dream again. That made twice tonight already. Her eyes
were circled with smudges of fatigue. This had 10 stop or the wat going 1o break down
from lack of sleep, She turned her bead and watched Ebwood sleeping peacefully beside
her, his balding head on the edge of his pillow,

Nothing kept Elwood swake, and now he shept, like every other night of their
thirty-four year marriage, with the covers pulled tightly up under his chin, Gertrude
knew without checking that his pillowcsse was sdightly damp where he drooled, Every
Thursday when she wathed the sheets, the made sune his pillow got back on his side,
and she never had any trouble télfing them apart because his was spotied with yellow
staing from his night-time drooling,

She sighed and smoothed the covers around Elwood. Once again she puziled over
the sirange dream. Why would she dream that the had been convicted of Elwood’s
murder, or, for that matter, why would anyone murder Elwood? He wat so quiet and
unassuming, so eternally pleasant. Mo, she thought, staring at Elweod for a second bafore
wrning away from him, no o could wver murder steady, dependable Elwood, Too
bad, she thought, as sthe drifted back off to sleep,

She woke up the next marning before winrise, As she fought her way out of sleep,
sthe felt disoriented, unsure that she was in her own home in her own bed, She rubbed
the sleep from her eyes, then reached to touch Elwood, to sssure herself that che had
been dreaming last night A slow chill started up har spine and a knot begen to farm
in her stomach, Elwood was not beside her, Waves of panic began 10 wath over Gertrude,
She took seversl deep beeasths in an artempt to slow her heartbear.
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Where was Elwood? He never rose from bed before 7:00 a,m, She sat up, frantically
loaking for the alarm clock — only 8:141 Gertrude threw back the blankets and swung
her begs out of bed, then felt for her slippers with her feet They weren't by the bed.
She was cortsin she had left them there last night. She hurried to the closet, then
o the bathroom, still no slippers — and no Elwood.

With increasing panic, Gervrude began 1o search through the house, The living rocm,
kitchen, dining room. As she saced down the hall to the back bedroom, she heard
& noite, Just a she reached for the doorknob, she heard Elwood's veice, then a seream
and a dull thud, as If something had fallen to the floor,

Gertrude slowly opened the door, conscious of a breeze coming through the room,
increasing in intensity & the door swung back against the wall, The window was open,
the curtaing brushing softly against the window screen. As Gertrude started across the
room, she tripped, dipped and fell, landing scross Elwood’s arm,

“I'm free,” she thought in the rumbness before the horror, Her mind ceased to
function, “Thank goodness 've found my slippers.” The thought penetrated, “What
am | deing hera?” She stood in her nightgown, staring down at Elwood, Her halr was

a mess. In one hand the clutched a dipper. Someone touched her em. Startled, she
jumped Back with a ery.

“I'm somy, Ma'am, but I'm afraid you'll have o come with me”
She nodded dumbly, Her mind still wouldn't work properly. All she could think
of were nureery rhymes, “London Bridge is falling down, falling down, falling down

“| really didn't do snything' She eould barely believe the voice was her owr.
It seemed such a long time sincs she'd heard it

“Yes, Me'am, I'm sure you didn't. But that doesn’t make amy difference. You'll
have to come downtown amyway.” The officer seemed nice enough, but she didn't
want to go downtown, “Do you have a lowyer, Ma'sm?”

Lawnper? Mo, Mo, she didn't. What would she need a lawyer for? She shook her
e,

®1 thought if you kntw one, you might want to call him,™
Maybe he wad right. “Weald you call him for me?*
“Whai

"The lewyer,”




Sandy Lumkey

“| thought you didn't heve a lewyer,”

*You won't call him?™"

“Of course, What's his name?

“Willis Pemberthy, Esquire, He's one smart cookie, He'll know what to do”

She a1 in the holding room, waiting © be questionsd. 1t seemed she'd been there
for hours. Her throat was dry and she withed she had the merve to ssk for 8 drink,
She tried to speak, but her throst was 20 dry that only & gasp came out The deputy
sherift in the corner glared at hér over the top of his girlie magazine,

In the oppodite corner sat a bum, His regged clothes and the smell of his unwashed
body repelled her, He noticed her gaze on him and started to speak, But she sready
knew what he would say.

“How long ya been here, Lady?™
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Arrow of the Evening

Winter Rain

Winter rain

Clatters on my window pane
Chattering the same rafrain
*Sprinkle, sprinkle, splagl*
“Pitter, patter, plopl"’

Will it ewir stop?

Trickling down the gutters,
Tapping sereens and shutters,
This s rain’s sweet song.

28

Arrgw of the svening

Makes it way over the turquolse tarp,
Shooting safely through the air

Till it hits the ssphalt,

Where did you come fram?

And 1o where do you go?

Did Cupid thrust you In a flurry,
Or straight as William's bow?

Flatting your course with such care
That all the night you fly

To some distant destination

Arrow of the morming




Darkness

Darkness like & silhovette

Creeps its pattern aver silent sky.
Lurking, slithering, lying in wait,
To catch the sumset unpsare,

Pale pink and silvergray cloud:
Give oft a faint hue,

Praying that the mensce

Will wander out of view,

Toa late, the night is new,

Olivia Tustison

Skater

Sea of ice

Wistful white

Shimmering in the shadow,
Through the foreats hollow,

| hear, “Follow,” Follow me™

Silver blade

Like @ spade

Cuts the very closest edge.
Weaving now its tiny wedge
Mars your great beauty.

Without & warning, | am turning,
Spinning, swirling, culiting, curling,
Jump!

With pain, my heart’s still yearning
Suddenly, | fall,

Iy sgain,
Getting up, | start o glide,
Sending victory at my tide, | leap,
| land,

Suceess.

Thank you, thank you, my lcy friend.
On you now | can depend.

| will not dream nor will pretend
To float, to fliy, to fles

To feel such an ecstasy,
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Nancy J. Williams

Sweet Swamp

A somber ghost arrives at daybreak
Suffecating down's bright birth,
ft licks she hills and skims the wasteland,
Driggang chills, exhuming tears.
Dreary daytime walks the marshlands,
Earth’s sweet mud between her toes

A galleny heron guards the inlet

Where the sea’s salt s dissolved

Te sink into a brackish peatbog,

Earth and ocean’s excrement,
Weary doytime sealks the marshiands,
Earthsweat streaming from her hair,

Daylog weds my disenchantrent
With its peeling pearis of dreams,
Pearls and dreams once crushed are snowllakes
Melting on swamp's compost pile,
Bleary daytime mocks the marshlands,
Earth’s cry smothered at her bresst,
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Winter

The hills are white, that just last night,
Lay wrapped in Auturmn's gray.

Across the lake, huge breskers break,
And keep the icy fringe at bay,

Fog

Low-anchored cloud,
Ethereal shroud,
Dew-cloth,
Drifting meadow air,
Diream-drapery.
Spirit of oceans,
Billowing, roiling,
Silent motion.
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The Wall Street Journal

The Brown Industries Raiiroad Company was going bankrupt. That was nothing
new; the company had been gaing bankrupt for all of the five years Shelldon had bren
employed there, Shelldon had got the job to sppease his father who dreamed that
Shelidon would fight his way up through the ranks and finally become an infamous
radlroad tycoon. Rallroad tycocons didn't exist anymore, Shelldon’s father wes senile,
Shelidon had this ol to make his very old and very senile father very happy because
his father was 80 wery rich,

While Shelldon had no faith in the railroad industry’s reincarnation; he liked his
job. It required him to sit at his desk end do nothing for five days a week. Actually,
every day or every other day someone would ship something over the railways and
Shelldon would have 1o fill out & form. Sometimes, the boss would try to get him
to fill out other forms snd sometames he would do it

Today, lke any other day, Shelldon sat at his desk daydreaming. He dresmed
of quitting his ridiculous job and becoming am srtist. Mot just an artist, he wanted
to be famous — an international artist, Hit work would be & housshold nevessity for
the status-conscious. However, it would not just be an art form for the very rich, but
for the middle class as wall. The upper class would hang an original in every room,
the middie class would hang prints, and the lower middle class would, of course, hang
bad copies of prints, In this way his art would join the classes of all levels and the
pecple in 8l classes. He would have 8 great reputstion not only as sn artist but &
a person a5 well, His face would be as common 1o the covers of magazines as his art
was 10 the walls of people’s homes, That was Shelidon’s dream, It was the only thing
that got him through work and school, Maybe it was the only thing that got him thraugh
& bot else. Shelldon couldn’t deaw,

Looking up from his daydeeams he noticed the “boss™ heading his wary. Bad news
The “boss” was @ rather short plump man whote mastulinity Shelldon was never quite
wire ol. He was amused by the “bost™ in general, and was even more amuséd by the
“bosa’s™ concepts of fathion, The man was constantly a good ten years behind the
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tiees, Ag of late the “boss™ had taken to psychedelic bow ties and thote hoop glatses
that were 10 popular with the Beatles, He swore that they were the latest fad in Paris
and that he knew this Parisian designer that kept him up on such things. The designer
sent him samples of the most popular styles, his creations, of course. Shelldon, for
himsell, wondered just what the “memples™ oot

Thie “boss,” now leaning hervily on the corner of Shelldon's dedk, cleared his throat
81 If to give Shelldon = his busy employes — notice of his presence and said, “Wall
Shelldon, the rallways are doing better this year, Keeping up on the old “Journal"?"
(Kesping on top of the Wall Street Jowrnal was the other part of Shelldon’s job.

“Sure am.*

“Care 1o beiel me on W7 e got just a snap of paper work here. One day we'll
need more management personnel sround here | | "

Shelidon Bit iz Hp t© keep from snickering as the “boss™ demurely placed the
papers on the corner of his desk, right beside the name plate which read “Shelton
Smithas™ without pausing in his never ending stream of prattle,

*| think 1"l get someons who's moved up through the ranks; that way | can be
wre of his loyalty o the company, Can't trust many these days . . . Like that new
secretary, Miss . . . What's her name?™

“Oh, you mean Miss-"

“Exactly, now she's a pretty little thing don't get me wrong But she's into this
new “a thigh will get you anywhere™ éthic, | tell youl Women these days! And me,
a married man, ool

About then, Shelldon spled the “'boss's™ colfes cup in the man's left hand, straight
across from the dreaded busy work and emply,

“Anyway, | told her off good, Set her stradght on some swuif. Didn't fire her
though, Bad for the image ., . , the company’'s of course , , ™

“More coffes boss?™

“#nd then | hed to consider that modern education of hers . . . that's hard 0
replace]l How's school going thess days? | remember when | had to quit high scheal,
never did me a bit of good anyway, All they taught up there was reading and writing,
ny thinking . . . Mow If | were in charge of those schools . . . Now that you mention
it, some calfes would be nice. | would change a lot of stull. 1°d tesch themn kids how
0 work . , . send them girls out and get them jobs as secretaries, Save on the seeretarial
stafl, eh? Then teach them how to think: then in college let them learn . . . ™

Shelldan, now playing the role of the hurried, efficient and fascinated seovant,

started to stand up and took the coffee cup from the “beoss’s” hand; thus knocking
the “Shelton Smithas” name plate and the dreaded busy work o the floor,
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“Whoops.'”
“To read and write in college, give thar place s usel Pl get them papers. You
g on and get the coffes . . . *
e, sin’”
“That's what | like; respect for one’s employers. | say, Shelbdon®ll go farl”

Shelidon sped over to the coffes machine, got the coffes and sped back over to
deltver the colfee before the “bost™ had time to put the papers back on his desk,

“Boss, you know this colfee machine certsinly was a good imeestment™

“Yegh, | know whiat you mean . . . that coffes certainly keeps the movale sky
high around here, and you know | just love that coffee, | don't feel guite like doing
anything without it. And you know what they say . . . 2 little coffes pavs for o lot
of happy and busy employees. You don't drink coffes, do you? Mot 1o insinuate that
yvou aren’t happy and busy. I's just as well, sover us money |, . . the company | mean

“Encuse mé boss, but | think you should take o look at the DowSones

"L, is it really bad?" The "bods” thought of news from the Jourmal with the
same worried anaiety as most people think of a relative sutfering from a terminad silment.

“Maybe, we thould discuss it in your office™

“Uhh, that would probably be the best dea . . . don't want the athers to get
worried . . . it might not be too bad | . | firsy, though, bet me look over it for mysalf.”™

The “boss™ then scirried nervously back to his office, full cup of coffes in one
hand and the busy work in the other, The “boss™ couldn’t understand the Dow-Jones
and could only barely understand Shellden’s explanations of it Shelldon leaned back
in his chair and thoughe, “after | live in Africa for a few years and establish my fame,
I think Il mave o0 Vancouver, Britith Columbia .., "
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It was one of those perfect days that people would remember and talk about
for menths to come. The air felt like sifk, and the gentle bresze that blew from the
ocean caried the salty, fresh fragrance of the sea, The sun was 50 bright that it turned
the water into one giant glittering surface, enhancad by the wrguokse reflection of the
sky, blinding the spectatar’s gaze.

It was the beginning of the seaion, with the leng lush summer still ahesd. The
sletpy village was just beginning 1o awaken from its winter rest, using the glorious day
1o prepare italf, for those few fasthiul guests who couldn’t resist it charem and retumed
year after year,

The village lay hidden betwsen two coves, clustered against the cliffs like a well
protected bird's nest. I only hotel was locsted directly on the beach, with the rooms
over-looking the ocean, The hotel had its own pier that stretched a good distance acros
the water, beckoning it guests to languidly relax in the sun, . . .

The pier's wooden planks were freshly painted and their white glow seemed to
blend with the hotel's blue and white swmings which were playfully fluttering in the
bresze,

The woman who wid striiched out on the pler's sun deck looked up ot those
awnings shading her eyes with her hands, Her body was absorbing the sun's warm
caress and she wanted to melt into the wooden floor, the water, and the sky above
hasr,

The ocean had an invigorating effect on her, calming and exciting ot the same
time, ., . . The rocking motion caused by the waves splashing sgainst the pler's
foundation made her feel 8t one with the water,

They belonged together, this woman and the ccean, with their inevitable fates
linked for stemity. . . .
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They were so much alike: unpredictable, as their moods could change without
3 warning from peacefully innocent to stormingly destructive, . . ., Their deceiving
appearance attracted people and fooled them into believing that they were safe among
the oceans playful waves, safe in this woman's inviting srma, . . . but like the gcean
which drovwned it wictims mercilessly the woman had drovwned the dresms and hopes
of those innocent lovers who had entered the treacherous waters of her soul, . .

Just Hike the ocean, the woman was wied to having her way; once her mind was
561 on & certain goal she wouldn't give up until she achieved it Her powers were a3
persisitent as the waves which pounded against the land that tried to hold them back,
until the land became eroded and britthe, giving sway to the ses’s endiess aitscks.

“What are you thinking, darling?™ The man's voler came from far away . . .
intruding the privecy of her thoughts, intemupting the flow of her silent communication
with the sea,

| was thinking sbeut ws . . * the woman lied in her cleas, crisp voice, aa she
turned her head and rolled over on her stomach, awoiding the man's questioning glance,
He focked at her lovingly, then a touch of doubt was clouding his eyes as he sighed
and turned around to watch the fishing boats as they struggled against the waves in
their attempt to being in the daily catch,

The woman lay motionlessly ss the sun kept climbing, changing the sky's color
fram a light turguodss 1o a rech blue, Her mind kept playing with what she felt was
her fate and how closely it was linked to the ocean,

She had picked the sleepy village for its seclusion and its closeness to the beach,
The pecple who ran the hotel knew whio she was by now, but thelr lips were ssaled
and they guarded her secret like the waves which faithiully washed sway the footprint
har lovers hed Boft in the send | . .

As the sky turned from solid gold 1o liquid fire and white crowns enhanced the
dancing waves, the woman's voice echoed from within the pounding surf:

“Mo force b strong enough (o ever break the ocean's heart , ,  “
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I Live Two Lives

I live two lives

Then and now

My heart bleeds for then

Bt my mouth slavers like & mad dog for now.
In then, in them,

My moather, my brother
Reflections of my guts, my deep down
insides

Afraid of the revuliion | might cause

I cover mymif with bright light

And smile an extra mile

For | know if | look like and smell like
And wik like 1 even might

Fool myself

Mo, | don't live two lives,

I really live one long in bebwesn
Somewhere in between loyalty and desire
Lovalty knaws at me

Diesire teases

And reither ane really pleases
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Constant Restless Sleep

Obedient, eyes closed, | lie avake

waiting Impatiently for sheep to arrive = 1" late,
Curiouas now, | wonder who it is that lies here,
Sameone I'm tied to, 1o be sure, not L

Watching all teo emotionlessly, |

read the epitaphs of the multitudes

complled over wears of common living,

exse-writted by the blindlight of am intermittant faith
presarved and past on.

They rest now in well deserved gray,

Yet aware am | of the Albatross.
Silent am | on the comments

of Good Young Death.

Ah, but for the unfulfilled dresms
of this dublously chossn fow,
wherein lies the difference?

Ingmaniscient, eyes open, | stand asbeep,

| sob the nebulous faces timeles — they're Late.
Curious still, | wondar who it is that stands heve.
I, & be sure, mot L
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Lamentations of a
Bakersfield Transplant

Tie=dyed sky,

Dusty brown earth,

Water color world,

With too much water,

Mot engugh rain,

Sizzling hot wn,

et, sverywhere — snow,

Big, black towers belching ot Heaven,
Shopping center pumps dredging up Hell.

Well, I'm beyond that cornfed Kansas naivete
That prompted younger heroines,

When the tornado takes me o the

Ermerald City,

I'm staying!
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The Everlasting Song

Spitfire’s fury

of heated sands,

and angered winds
the crackling song
that stings and blesds
that magically ignite
and magically conceds

Rapture's chase

of fiery surges

and billowing sweeps
the quaking sang

that tides and wves
and spontanecusly erupts
then maits 1o 2 fade

Purity's promise

of bare remaing

at the darkened door
the quickening song
of thitkened cresm
and purest honey
moisturizing dreams
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Sky Pilot

With one thaky hand, Mr, Ruettgers pulled out the mimror from the bedside table
and studied his reflection, There were dark circles under the eyes and tiny red veing
on the skin surface. Most of his hair was on the sides now, fuzzy white, with a little
bit on top of his head. Frown lines argund the mouth had become deeper, He made
feces in the mimor = frowning ones, angry scowls, smiling feces — and he liked what
he saw, He was an old man, toothless, wrinkiad and alimost hairled “BuL™ ke talloed
into the mirrgr, “1"m sl 2 pilot” He nodded and made a smug fate before he put
wway the mirror, In the recesses of his mind he saw himsell flying his small airplane
then landing smoothly on the runway, But o fast as the fantasy began, it guickly
stopped, He was too tired,

The night had been a slespless one, Daylight crept info the cormer room: through
o small window, Thay were nohsily moving beds, then they brought in a moaning man
next door, On the other side of the unit, somebody was vecuuming nolsily and it was
only 6:30,

Mr, Ruetigers tried to adjest his position in bed, but it waes almost impossible.
One arm was taped to a bosed 1o keep it siraight o that his IV would run better.
His other arm was sore and bruised from pest IV's and from blood draws. His back
ached and his face felt taught and dry. Again, a3 he had throwgh the night, he wished
he could get some sound sleep,

He could hear the moaning from the now man next door and could see machines
baing brought in, then taken out. Doctors and nurses were coming and goaing. Someant
pulled the curtain in the man's reoen but before that, a face had peered curiously at
Mr, Ruettgers through the glass wall, and Mr, Ruettgers had stared back, unblinking

Ewven though be couldn't see Inside the room, he could hess: be knew what was

going on, He heprd the man thrashing about in his bed, sensed hig restlessness, but
Mr, Ruettgers tried not 1o think too much about him. This man wes keeping them
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busy. He saw evorybody pisching in to help in the busy room. As sick as he was that
first night, he remembened weing many different faces, It had been like this with him.

For sbout the hundredth time, he locked about him again. There were two IV
bags hanging from a suspended IV pale o his right. To his lef, hung one large yellow
beg whose tubing was fed into 8 machine before it infused into the left side of his
chest. Absenimindedly, he seratched, then adjusted his gewn. His heart monitor's alarm
want off with & tharp bangbangbang Two nurses walked in rapidly 1o see what was
WIOng

“Is just me seraching” he told them, One of them he had seen before, but
not the young one, The familisr ome checked hiz wires while the young one stood
by, After that, they both left, “Stupid machine,™ he thought. Slowly, he closed his
eyes but thiy burned and watered from lack of sleep. The tiredness seeped down into
his muscles then desper into his bones. ™1 wouldn't wish this on my enemy,” he sald
sy,

Talking to himsalf was one of his annoying habite Mot that it annoyed him, it
didn't, but he wee bothered that it annoyed others, He had been caught mumbling
o himself lots of times in grocery stores, banks, and on the street. He would pretend
he wasn't paying sttention 10 the stares, but it embarrassed him that people might
think he wid craty. After he got over the embarrassment he would say to himself that
he didn"t care — that's just the way he was,

Breakfast, when it finally came, was a big disappointment, He managed a few bites,
and forgot about it He sighed, “Well now, what do | do? Now what?™ he mused,
His eyes scanned the pale blue walls to the right and straight shead of him, then the
partial glass wall on the left and the ceiling above, “I'll be glad to get out of here —
s0 glad,” he thought and he was sérious. He was in # tiny room in the small intensive
care umit in the hespitl, A bex within » box inside a box,

The unfamiliar nurse valked in, She was 2 plain young thing with large dark eves
and long dark hair that was pulled back from her face and up under her cap. Neither
spoke but they studied esch other. He ccubd tell she could nat see his big eypes becase
of the glare from his glasses, 30 when she carefully stepped closer, he was pleased,

“Ara you here today?' he asked her. He didn®t Itke ssking “Are you my nurse
today?” That sounded like he owned her and he didn’t like the thowsght of thet just
because he wat sick and restricted bo his bed, He had taken care of himsell for years,
and he still tried even if he was in a hospital,

She waes observing him too hard, he thought. “What's your name?" she asked him,
She watched him with blg oyes, probably to see if he was alert, he figumed,

“Ruettgers,” he ssid, He was testing her, | bet they think I'm confused, he thought,
“Thomas Ruettgers,” he added quickly so there would be no doubt In her mind that
he was not confused,
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“Are you hurting svywhere?” she continued,
“Hot now, I'm just tined.” he sabd,

Ligten,” she motioned with a wave of her hand, “You sleep all you want But
il eheck your and watch wour 1W's every time 1 come in bere,” Those darn 15 Once
e had asked why he nesded them, “Just in case anything happens,’” he had heard
one nurse sy, and that made him think for a fong time. Maybe, he theught, it something
bad was going to happen, the pain would wirn him.

“And what's your name?” he asked her,

“Giverr,” she said without taking her eyos off him,
“What?

“Mrs, Givert,” she said.

“And what is it that you give out” he aimost stked her, He tried hard not to
laugh, Ghvett? He saw that she was waiting for some comment about her name and
she wat ready to defend hergelf,

What's your first name?" he asked,
"Liesslette,” she replied,

Stowly he said her name, “Liestlette. That sounds French, | like that better.
Lieselette, I've never seen you before

“l work in the other intensive care. But your floor was short of rurses so 'm
here,” she said, She walked out 1o help in the room with the moaning man, leaving
him sbsorbed in his thowghts,

He thought too much, Lately, his hospital stays ware more frequent which he
didn’t like and during thete times he thought and fantasized more, Ellie had warned
him that too much fantasizing was bad but ke didn't care. He would go on and on
about his daydreams to EMie and she listened. She was the only one that hed listened
to the tales of his adventures in the sky, He had loved Ellie dearly.

He withed he was home in his garden or visiting with neighbors or just sitting
in his comfortable chair. Maybe it was time for a little ride, just a quick one and
back, 1o keep his mind off this place.

He'd had these fantasies of being & pilet since he was a boy. He closed his eyes
and they vare burning agaln, There ., , , taking off from the renway, was the King
ol the Skies, singing &t the 1op of his voice, He wore a brown aviator cap, the same
color as his brown leather jecket, and a long white scarf tied around his neck. ¥es
indeed, he looked good, OFf course, he had flown in different outlits but he wore this
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ant most of the time and always the same scarl, He could ehange the color of his
plane ot will, but it was always an open cockpat o he could wave ot the erowds that
waited for him when he landed. All this time he was smiling. He couldn’t help it
The enthusiasm of the crowd was too great for him. They had watched his figure eights,
the flips and loom of the serial acrobatics he performed, Always, there was a throng
of people beform he took off and the same erowd appiauding when he got back to
earth, People would reach cut te touch him and pat him on the back, and they said,
"You wera great up there™ He was a famous plict. He had gone everywhere and done
everything: fought erime in the city, nabbed bank robbers, rescued kids, He was a hera.

Hir weondered what the nunses would say i they siw him sitting in the open cockpit
of his plane in his hospital gown, his goggles and his scarf, Maybe the gown would
flap a little in the wind, Mothing was underneath. He sat there grinning and he was
delighted that alfl the nurses were seolding him. They gasped in surprise, then they
Trowned,

“You nsughty manl” one of the old ones said as the shook her finger at him,

“Shame on youl™ said another one,

He teased them, “You're jealous! Jeslous!™

He sven toak his 1V's with him on the ride, but he made sure they were all right.
Hir was at the controls and the movement of his arm had pulled on the wbing which
caused the 1V pode to sway., The nurse came in to tee,

“and what are you daing with your IV'57 she asked him smiling.

“That? Oh, | just went for & ride In my plane, that's all,” He tied to keep 2
straight face and wondered what the would do, “I'm a pilot, you know.,™

"A pilet?” she smked him,

“¥eah,” He kept hin gaze down and held his ughter back. Her eyes were calculating
machines deciphering his remarks, She looked at him for a long time,

Fimally she mked, "How high up in the tky can you gol"" She was serious.

He would have fallen flat on his fage i be had been standing up talking to this
girl. Rarely did anyone continue this kind of comversation, They ususlly said things
like "Ane you all right?” or “What have you been drinking?" But this one was asking
how far up could he flyl

1 can fly svywhere and as high 88 | want,” he told her, ”I can do anything”

She was looking dewn, thinking. “Well . . . can | ga?” she asked

“Can you fly?™ he atked her,
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She waited then said “No, but | can pack a pienic basket for us. That'll held
wi for a long trip.”

br, Fuettgers Biked this girl “Where do yvou want to goT” he atked her,
She paused, “1've never been 1o France, Let's go there,” she sald gquickly.
“Wou can sit in the back seat of my plene,”

She nodded her approval, “With my batket™ she added,

"We'll look for another Liestiemte,” he said, his eves big.

“Lets bring her here for a wvisit, then we can take her back™

“Yeah,” he wid, He was smiling. Today was full of purprises. Next time he went
up, he wai going to write “Lieselerte™ across the sy,

Lunch came but he refused it — be just wasn't hungry, The afterncon was long
and drawn out just like the looks on the nurses’ faces. They had stopped working
on the man next door. Afwer all the commotion was over, they brought the man’s
family In to see him. Mr. Ruetigers saw them when they walked in huddled together
in two's and three's as if they couldn’t stand up by themselves, The curtain had been
kept drawn all this time, The wail of grieving voices rose to a pitch and blended together
in mutfled tones as they comlboried esch other,

A long time later, his nurse walked in the room, silent with big eyes and till
trying, he was sure, 1o read hin mind,

“We lost him, didn't we, Uieseletie?”
She nodded snd softly wsid, “"Yes”

He turned his gaze away from her and kept it down. He didn't feel like talking
just then: he wanted to go home, Lieselette lefy the room,

He also wanted o be up in his plane again, though this time he had to be halped
into his seat snd made comfbortable, There he was, a grinning old man sitting in his
pilot’s sear with the same scarf, brown leather jacket with matching sviator eap, and
gopgles, He flow off into a turguodse sky that turned to gray as he met it Nervously,
he checked the controls, Everything was spinning and he was helpless in the whirling
blug haze.

And then suddenly the pain was devastating. He tried to fight it, but the darkmess
overpowered him, Mumbness paralyzed him so that he couldn’t manage the controls
anymare. Swirling, deeper and deeper, it wok him to a blisful dark, and only the
IV pole was swinging back and forth when Lieseleite entered the room.
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Sandra Nicholson

Nocturnal Crossing

You were & demigod and
I Persaphons

Before we traversed a dense
And novel darkness

To painful light beyond

| drew your outling and
Filled the empty spaces with
Multi-hued celestial dreams

Your Plutonisn allure

Tempted me

But | tasted your bitter-sweet fruit
And found it of this earth

Tha lines in your face shatter
Lightening scatters sharp-stohed
Cracks of knowledge

Rock ruptsres your précipice

Call to me--Proterpina
Before you fall
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The Ragman

He's litter on the roadside, a heap

of fesh, wrapped in rags,

He has no shoes, and a silly grin
like a bear chewing prickly pears.

One foot from the gats, the other

# step from highballs at the Hilton,

a bres st the Dew Drop Inn, and a
drunk tank hangover,

Crumpled up like a paper bag
in the rain,

He's litter on the roadside, a soulfess

dream of Tequills sunrises over Stinger Ses.

Ladies and gentiemen . . . For your displessurs | , ,
direct from Bunkhobe, Arkensss | |, |

joe slug the ragman.

Who was Mr. Somebody the English Tescher,

B:15 AM., prompt, from Fendale Junior High?
o skidrow limelighter . , .

Crumpled up like & paper bag
in the rain,

He's litter on the rosdside, a statue

of satire; monument of irony,

Lest his way, hope, reason, love and mind,
out of everything . . .

Hear the quiter shors,

*I'm only drunk, goddamnitl™

“I'm only DRUNK, God, damn it , . . please.””
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Sidewalk

She wanted to walk back to the hotel 30 she would be tired enocugh to sleep.
The hotel bulbs were too wesk to read by, but that was not o much the problem
as the dimness of her cwn mind, Every night she found herself listening 1o Clach's
regular breathing, found herself unable to concentrate on any book other than Trimm's
Bullfight Guids, “'vergnica™ being a safer word for hor than any “'the™ In & novel that
might sand her off into that cemetery of the mind where one buried passion that had
na object to give it focus. Even the bullfighting manual was not completely safe. It
pointed out that focus was not an attempt 10 define or even to see but was always
#n sttempt to control,

She did not want to unearth her rotted passions, the sight of which could lead
o pain, the pain of some oncelife thet even dead fleth must feel, The pain closed
the eyes into darkness and in that darkness one lost his way back to that level where
30 want bulks and the time chosen for dinner could be the sole liritateens af the sumemser,

Clach wat sheepy over his chocolate ice cream, taken at a different restaurant than
their dinner, so that the évening could stretch itself out, so that the flesh of their
wrms could move from enclosure to stark air and then into that hall-state of a canopied
sidewslk, The warm breathing of people encircled them and misxed with the cool softness
of the costal night which had moved from the harbor into the city inelf through
the uncluttered sky.

The waiter eyed her nervousty, wanting her 1o leave, to stop speiling the image
of lucury every restaurant here busied itself toward after the seven o’clock traffic had
stopped its writhing on the sidewalks and in the strests. The whole city underwent
an epileptic selzure that relessed It daytirme passbons,

Clach and the had sat in the midst of it that sfternoan, watching office workers
going home, Women in cotton dresses and ghiny scarves, riding on the backs of
men-driven scooters, their high hetls and braceleted arms mainisining a certaln dignity
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in the exhaust fumes of the cars at rratfic lights, The women seemed to promise things:
the absence of dust and the fight smell of flowered skin that only men and marbled
rooms somewhere off in the shedows of greenery could know. Low had manifested
such qualities herself at tirset but they weré never things she could have promissd
anyone, In general, she was a dusty type. The women's skins looked as if they held
back those promises of life, waited for appropriste destinations before the sking
disengaged themselves from the passivity of being cloaks and became flesh once more.
Low admired the tension she saw in all that

Mow, the night was those promises come tree, With only Clach snd her left as
remnants of the tongue bithen too hard, Lou obstinately ignored the hovering waiter,
promized herself to tip him littke, and waiched am American woman, middieaged,
sppropriate, but as strained sz herself, soudy an obnoxiously large meenu,

The woman had no book with her, no child, and would confront the vacant sat
serost from hersell with all the compoture of & povdered American woman who had
brought all the right clothes, the right money, who wis undoubtedly staying ot the
right hotel, and who was even independent enough to edt somewhere other than the
hotel dining room. She is Inaufferable, Lou thought Il she ceders the most expensive
thing on the menu the waiter will forgive her, Amy waiter could tell Lou would never
oider the most expendive thing on the menu, She watched the lady adjust her glaises,
cocking her head and folding hér hands in an unnervous way before she reached up
o adjust them again, When the walter came toward her, she gave him her widest smile,
the one she saved for door-to-door salesmen and store clerks. Her very Amarican smile.

Lou realized she was  blatanthy staring at the woman and so gave it up, She couldn’t
have endured te waich the woman amymore, anyway. It was too painful,

“How is your joe cream?™ she asked Clach,
“Its malted,” he said, stirring his spoon sround i it
“You like it that way.” She sipped her coffes. “We'll go soon,”™ she promised,

A well-deessed man ot one of the more secluded tables stood up, Lou watched
him go toward a woman who was maving fluidly through the tables, even before the
door of her Mercodes had closed with that same silent aplomb with which it had been
cpened. The woman was no longer young but elegant Her grandeur carme from her
ape and the power of that age lay in its tragic ability to give daily evidence of its
destruction. Once the man reached the woman, she moved anly under the gudance
of his arm, At the shadowed table, two men stood with the grace of antlered heads
wha are forever moving into and out of some still life of beauty, Alert to every spproach,

The woman reminded Lou of the twelve-foot mahogany doors of her hotel room,
The rich, unobtrusive carvings on the hesvy, arched doors. The luxury of which must
permeate o the boney' marrow, make it richer in color, make it less scrupulous in
its means of nourishment,
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Lou signaled the waiter, He was there before her table immediately, overly polite,
elatd with her leaving his table free for those who wanted elaborate datwil in movement
%0 thet it could be ftaken and enjoyed in the seme moment it was ignored, n shart,
men and women, Even just men would do.

“Can you walk, baby? she asked,

“How far s 17" Clach msked in 8 voice that expressed fear of his never biing
able to pleate her,

Sk took him up in her arms, once they wers out of the light from the restaurant,
and he nuzzhed his heed into the cool knit of her sweater and the sirained tendon
of her neck. She let the rest of his weight fall into the palms of her hands that
hammaochked the taut cloth of his cotton pants, He was slways warm and molst, his
skin still rewining the sweet, clesr smell of the baby's body that had been washed
twice daily and left without powder, without rubber, without stain or food or urine
1o contaminate that lush senell of human lite which has had no time to go awry. She
fely his arms heavy scross her shoulders and down her back. That meant he was asleep
although his weight had not shifted but wes still squal between her shouldirs and hands.

She kissed his hair and remembered a time when be was a baby, There had been
sormi nedd for her to hurry in an asirport, He had been asheep in her afma, then, too.
She had propped him against the beck of a leunge chair so 83 not o disturb his upright
sleap, His hands had elutched the back rim of the chair in sleep as if he always glept
dangling from the safety of tree limbs whenever taken from his mothers chest

He il d&d not know his mother was a transient, but thought her some migratory
bird who knew by instinct which way they were to go. He never guestioned, never
disliked the places of desperation to which they want Not yet, you don’t, she tabd
him i his sieep. But soon, Soon you'll recognize the flight north in winter and the
flight south in summer. And what will you do if you smrvive the urweaned time? A
robin is red-breasted because he murders his father, But you, you'll beg crumbs like
your mother. Strike a match by sccident and burn your own feathers, the wind to
meet your flamed body as if that were the only reason either of you had ever been
made,

The wide boulevard was quist, palm-studded, Her srma ware hurting. The hotel
two blocks wet, A cor stopped in the empty, onewsy street beside her, 113 driver got
out and walked up onto the sidewalk, He inclined his head toward her more as a way
of stopping her than as 8 token of politeness.

"Where are you going?™ he ssked in English, He was no distinct age there in the
dimness of the srest but he had the suthority of husband, father, brother, and
patriarchal religion in his voice,

She was not frightened but somewhat amazed. “To my hotel. It's not far™

“The child iz oo heavy foyou, You must not carry him, Il take youw,”
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“No, thank you, Ivs not far”
“Then wake the child. He is too hegy for you™
“No, its not far,”

The man checked his sngey tone, drew himsslf into a stauesque politeness, Please
permit me.” He indicated his cor, “You must not walk late a1 night™

She wrned her hesd 1o stre over her shoulder and the child’s arm gt the beautiful
lines of the blsck car. She taw it bespoke the same suthority as the man who could
be driven to break decorum by rage, rage a1 the sight of sloping shoulders, seen defeated
above the thin ribs and the defenseless skirt that had lost its shape in the tepid washings
of night sinks. She felt serene and could éven give up wanting in the car — to be
part of it, in security and intimacy.

She smiled gratefully at the man's anger concealed in that vast formality that had
emsed its way through an aquiline-nosed governmant and had stared down the sight
of peverty, commanding It to hide behind walls, 1o conceal itsld from those eyes that
denied it any right o exist,

“¥ou must now,” he said again, She realized then that he spoke English no better
than she spoke his language. That he no more understood her than the would have
him in Spanish becmrse one could look up pronunciations and questions in a dictionary
but ane could never prepare for the endwers because no one could ever be sure whant
the andwers would be,

“Neo, thank you.” This final refusal seemed to throw the man off-balance, to push
him back into that anger he might direct against some stupid servant of obatinate son,
The intimacy of his anger taken avay, she was left more alone on the street The
man had sdammed the door of his car and driven off, not slowly nor fast but with
the same natural precision with which the man had driven 8l his life, The car, the
possestion, never confuted with any thought or emotion or action even, but left as
a machine 1o function under his hands, hands that never thought of flesh except when
flesh was in them, hands that never thought of the texture of anorange except when
the peal carne off soft in his hand and was there 1o enjoy. His hands had never confused
vy of those things they touched, were hands that became different for each different
thing they touched,

She hurried in spite of the child's weight to the inon gate that was still unlocked
and gave access to the salety of her room before she could anger any more of them,

They boarded the overnight boat for Mallorea st ten, When buying tickets, Lou
had met an English couple, They had a son one year younger than Clach whom they
called Marco Polo, He was much loeder and more demanding than Clach so Lou felt
comfortable in their company. The couple had lived in Hong Kaong five years and wine

53




Anonymous

refurning to England, visiting friends enroute. In cabin class — four to 2 room - the
men were separated from women to the English woman and Lou bought tickets for
the same room, $o the children would not bother arvone, Moreover, the Clants had
2 gibbon in a knapsack that they did not want discovered, They had brought the family
et all the way with them. Lou thought it was rather Marco they should have hidden
im the knapsack. The gibbon she didn't mind

That night in the lower berth she could not slesp, She could hesr the others
breathing loudly and there did not stem o be reom encugh for her breath, wo, She
rolled clumsily out of the berth and stepped onto the edge of her bed to holst hersolf
up to lock at Clsch, She needed to look at him, to hear hiz breathing as something
familiar and apart from the others, There was moonlight coming in the small porthole,
On the starched pillowease was a Black spat: she started to brush its imperfection out
of the moonlight but it started moving, crawling. She jerked the pillow from underneath
Clach's head, beating i, whispering “Goddamnit, goddamnit, geddamnit.”” She then
raised the pillow out of the wnall sink between the berths, hoping the spider would
be there in the bowl, 5o she could go to sleep. Her heart was pounding and she could
barely mover her hands, | need to shesp, she thought, The procelsin was blank. Now
| have 2 reason to be hysterical, she thought, She wanted to scream ot herself as she
did at Clach when he did something mindles, She wamn't ever going to find iL

She searched Clach's covers, then turned on the light and searched her own bed
and the floor. She started to wake the English woman, but she would think Lou silly,
The English woman had lived in Hong Kong.

Turning off the light, Lou lay in her berth. It wouldn't bite Clach when she had
been the one who had tried w kill iv But then, one could not count on spiders 0o
reason things out, She eculd feel things crawling on her. She cancelled every one of
them out except that one in her hair. She threw her hair over the side of the bed
and shook it with her square fingers. She sood up and tumed an the light again. There
was nothing crawling on the floor, She checked Clach's bedding, the walls, her own
bedding. She finally settled on being furious about the ignorance involved, Why had
she believed that fifty dollars warth of travel books could cure her of K7 If she only
kngw that there were no poisonous spiders here, Or knew even that there were, That
would enable her to stay asake.

In despair for hersell, she put on her clothes and went sbove for coffes. She
inended to ask about the spider, but, out of the cabin, the long corridor became enough
o cope with. It was emply and kept turning until it became directionless. Safe in
the vellow glare of the main lownge, with the hall having not betrayed her, the spider
seemed wnlikgly, Besides, she could find no one who lopked a3 if he were approachable
on sy sbject, much less that of spidere. They might throw her overbosrd Hke Jonsh
if whe sxid ugly things like spiders abour the ship, With her paper cup of coffes, she
escaped the dingy brightness of the lounge onto deck. The sea, the foam, the full moon
all looked like a postcerd one would find In the racks at @ sumemer resort. A cheap,
wiereatyped picture of beauty that failed to capture the essence of any thing. A couple
from Sweden introduced themselves to her for some reason. To talk. No, to chat, She
thought about asking themn sbout spiders in Spasn but she decided they would disapprove
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of her drinking coffes there on deck if she told them about in the cabin, If she just
hadn't bought the colfes. But she had bought the colfes so she could stay awake the
rest of the night. She couldn’t keep it straight

The couple were dressed in pants and knapsacks, They had just been married and
were gaing to visit the man's son and ex-wife. He considered the information a part
of the amenities for new scquainiances. The man was doing most of the talking, so
Lou stood exsmining him, He was Lou's age, moybe clder, but his wite was cightesn.
Very Young wat written all over her, He wai tall snd lean, fin but wesry around the
edges, Hod been for some time, And then Lou sew past the girl's long blonde hair
and her bustbulged blouse. There were the hips and the too-big thighs that would
twrn the girl inio o matron soon, While the man would still be lean and fit and just
weary around the edges. Lou smiled broadly st the man then. He was becoming
expandive; the girl was making & few wentative yawrd, The girl alternated Browesn craning
her neck so that her face was tilted fully in the man's direction and looking off as
if there were something to be found close by in the shadows, Finally, the girl nubbed
her crimped neck and complained of being slecpy. The man ignored her, talking on,
his face intimate in i3 proximity 1o Lou's, The gifl was not going to lesve him there
alone with Lou, and she was beginning to look pouty. She was resdy to break decorum
it necessary and the man knew it unconscioushy. Lou admired and felt contempy for
thie girl's tenacity. Pouting will get you your way for exactly three months /f the womdan
is always someone like me,

Lou's mind slid back then to that paint where she ww the spider crawling It
wat oo late to ask about the spider. She had lafy her son and two other people down
there with a poisonous spider, One couldn’t do that sort of thing People could marry
and uie cne ancther to create mondorous patierns called “relationships™ in peychology
books but one could not beave her child unprotected and let moonlight spill on her
hair, The spider, Lou decidéd, would have bitten Clach by that time if it weére going
. I Clach were desd, then her last grievence sgainst the world would flinch her free
of all pain, Lou excused hersel! and went back o the cebin,

The hallway was not as treacherous returning, mainly because even the panic inside
her could not belfeve in the possibility of what she feared. This final, lastminute panic
was ol she had o offer a3 prowction agein for Clach and hermif,

Shie turned on the light 1o be sure they were 8l breathing. She cleaned the makewsp
off her face, what had seemsd 100 much touble before, As so0on as the turned off
the light and was in bed, the could fed thing: crawling on hér. She stood up, stepped
on her bunk, and kissed Clach’s soft forghead, “Poor Clach.”

For the last time, she pulled the covers over her body. “| am too tired 1o be

afraid for you, Clach, Too tired. Even for mysell,” She was glad to find it was true.
Then her regular breathing, too, filled the room,
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The rettaurant wat cool in contrast o the glaring street outside, Large eeiling fans
with wooden blades circled slowly, high above the center aisle. She shoved Clach along
untll they resched the smircase at the back, Upstairs, most of the tables were empty.
Lou put Clach in a chair at one of the small wooden tables sgainat the wall and pushed
his chair toward the table until his chest touched its edge,

“Mow, behave yoursell, or | shall reslly get mad st you” She had had all she
could stand of disapproving waiters,

There was a small section of the floor miming and railed ofl, The wnall, flooriess
indenture logked down upen the entrance, Clach wiggled and asked to go over by the
railing.

“Ohary, if you promise not o get in anyone's way and not 10 lean againgy the
rail."

Clach s1o0d watching below and looked ot her to see if she notlced he was behaving.
She imiled at him, When the looked sgein, be wes hanging his arms over the rail, but
his body's weight was balanced sway from the banister, Clach looked through the
spindles at the people below, Intent upon themn. She knew there was no danger of
his falling and that It was o much to expect him o st quietly for thiny minunes
berween each course, The waiter brought her sangria, the ice clinking inside the already
beaded pitcher, He looked at Clach's emipty chair and then toward the front windows.
He was at the rail then, lifting the unsuspecting child, He pulled out the chair for
Clach; the child pulled at the seat of his pants, ressvanging his shorts undernsath, before
looking wp into the waiter's face to see i everything were as serious B |t seerned,
After Clach wat pleced properly, the waiter turned o Lou, making 8 rigid bow,

“You must watch your son,” he said to her in his stilted English, Anger was in
his wobce. She was about to get him fired

She wrned red in the face but said nothing 1o him, She scolded Clach and he
begin to whing, Damn, she thought. Damn them, They think children are idiots
undoubtedly, That waiter is more likely to fall ewer that rail than Clach, Becsuse |
miy well push him over it. Damn him, damn him.

Meither Clech nor she liked the cold lobster. Lou ate some of it She drank all
the sangria in large gulps, giving Clach one of the fce cubes out of the pitcher for
his orange pop. He sucked on the hall-melted cubs when he had finished his drink.

After lunch they walked to a nearby plaza, They stood watching the swirl of bright
clothes and begutiful faces sround the buses that were picking up passengers for the
beaches, Lou’s head was buzring from the heat and more from the cognac, The
people-filled sidewalks matched the swirl that was going on in ber head, that had slways
besn there but that she had never listened to before. Because she already knew whar
it was about: the disguited pain of being alive.
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She didn"t know why she had 1o be newrotic, even on their watation, but there
wid o man, no woman in that stream of people, in any stream of people anywhere,
other than her child, who could cire — whio had ever loved her enough 1o hate her
death, her pain, She hated Clach a5 she siood parslyzed by her caring for his death,
hig pain, kit pain in her death, her pain wowen inta his death though she would be
dead long before. She hated him for his vast security in that fleeting image that she
was, Clach even refused to bet her hysterics dissuade him from trusting her to abide
forever, She thought about him, &s he pulled her woward the window filled with beach
foys. He found me to be hisonly lot, his stronghold sgainst danger, pain and death
and never guestioned my validity. No one guestions my validity. How dare no one
question i1, There i3 this child who depends on me for everything and I'm capable
of nothing. His bloody father shoubd be hanged.

She was talking under her breath then, but Clach was glued to the shop window
and did not notice, “Damn you. Damn you, kid, | can divine spiders on your pillow
but | cannot kill them, do you understand? Do you understand that you cannot count
on me? That I'H lie and cheat wou all your life beeause | am afraid. Even of waiven,™

Qlach was through with the window and had backed sway. She bent down and
kisged his hair, His faoe turned upwards, filled with all the intellignece of a child's
assegsment of 4 parent’s mood, She, in order to keep from being overwhelmed by his
eyes, kissed his mouth, It was faintly sticky with orange pop.

“May we go to the beach, Mama? May we, pleass?™ He was sure the was going
WY Mo

“Yes,” she said,

“Does that mean we can gol™"
g
“Right now, not later?™
gy

He pulled her hand and arm in the direction of the crowd of people draped with
hats and canvas chairs that stood near tome buses,

“Buits,” she sald. “We have to get our suits”
“You'll make me take a map,™ he sxd
o

“You promiser”

“| promise,” she said and turned them in the direction of the hotel,
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“May wao hurry?™ he atked, “The buces will leave us”™
“There are other buses,’” she ssid,

*Mo,” he sasid “I'm almost sure,” he added, the spoken doubt not meant except
a5 his appessement for her.

She saw, for perhaps the first time, how hard he had to work 10 keep her gaing.
She almedt cried but she did not

L)

At first, the man did not seem o understand her question and turned hall ey,
But she insisted, in a frandly, open-faced way, as if to say, vou see, you really must
b nbce and help me. Then the man finally scknowledged her, started 1o explain in
Spanich, When he ww her bewildered look, he smiled and shregged his sthoukders. He
ook the lead and began to walk them 1o the right platferm. When the bay complained,
she picked him up, By this time, the man had decided to allow this interruption of
his Hife and thus devoted himself to it. He Engisted upon taking the boy from her,
Clach seemad delighted by the transfer into male arms, He hunched up tightly around
the man's shoulders to ride high In display, his head babbing, blocking the man's view
of where he was going. Lou started to protest to Clach, but the man shook his hesd
no and smiled,

Ar the platforen, she thanked the man profusely, but he would not relinguith the
bay and boarded the subway train with them. Then, she demanded that Clach stand;
har demand was urgent encugh that the man complied, She did not like the man going
with them, She wat sorry she had taken the tired way out and msked him instead of
finding a station map,

The man did not try to walk but smiled whenever her eyes met his and then he
would smile down at Clach, At the fifth s1op, he picked up Clach again and let her
go out the door before him, They walked the stairs. She thanked the man again,
apologized for having imposed on his time, She strted to offer him some money but
vt afraid that might insult him,

He spoke im Englith, “Will you have something to deink with me, plesss?*’
“Pm overy sorry,” Low said, “but we must go 1o our hotel™

She put her hands sfound Clach's waist but Clach held to the man's neclk. The
man closed his eyes, shrugged his shoulders and then locked skyward, She imagined
that he meant she should not try 1o go against fate. In the stromg sunshine, she now
noticed the man was not as clesn & he had firs looked, She was mshamed of noticing,
but she wanted Clach out of his arms, The neck of the man's shirt was dirty. The
man smiled triumphantlhy st ber as Clach kigsed his cheek,
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Yet, there was humility in the man's face — genuine or feigned, it did not matter,
It hurt hor. He took @ roll of pessta notes out of his pocket and showed them to
her,

“Wa will go to sny resturant you like,” he sald.

After having seen the roll of bills, Lou could no longer look at the man’s face.
All the panic ever felt during her life was there in her chest pushing into her throat,
She could feel it. Mot able to say anything, she tried 1o take Clach from the man's
arms, almost knocking the bills out of the man's hand, but Clach clasped the man's
neck, the man the boy's wabL Lou reslized the three of them looked ridieulous and
she almost laughed.

"I want something to drink]™ Clach pleaded with her and then turned his beight
smile 1o the man's face and rubbed his fragile skin against the man's subbled cheel.

She wondered that Clach did not feel any distrust as she felt. That he did not
feel them both threatened, The man's yellow collar brought the same revulsion in her
that she had felt when Clach, as they had walked through that part of Soller where
the inhabitants lived, had petted every cai and dog along the way, There had been
large, running sores on some of the animsls, She had wanted to tell him not 1o pet
thote animals but he would heve sked her why, And the eould not, in frent of those
women who had looked at her coldly and whose faces had not softened even ot the
sight of Clach, have told him those animals were dirty, She had never told him anything
was dirty, not even restrooms thet smelled 30 bad they took one’s breath avay. How
could she now tell him when to touch and when not to? It was 100 xte; he would
mot listen,

She had teught Clach fervently that all animals and humans were made w0 be
touched and loved. Clach’s father had left him to her world that existed without scruting,
She had touched and loved with & much blindness of running sores as Clach, It was
only now, with fesr for his hands that moved 1o eagerly 1o everything, that were hungry
for the feel of everything, she began 10 see she would have 1o live through the terrible
chances again.

She crumpled, It wasn't a loud thing, It wasn't even noticeable for awhile to anyone,
She held her arma across hér chest, knedling, rocking her body aver the sidewalk, crying
wathy burt gilently onte the chalk-white cement. The boy struggled down from the maen’s
now unresisting arms. Clach stood over his mother's bent head, bewildered, She did
not want them to have a good time, ©o lpugh with coldiced glases in thelr hands
under 3 bright, scalloped tent that would shadow their table

“Den't ory,” he sid to her, but she kept on, He remembered those as her wornds

given to him many times. Then he made up comiort out of his own mind. “it's okay,
Mama. | don't want anything 1o drink,” He paited her shoulder,
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People were beginning 1o look at the men, to frown at him as if he had been
the ane who had knocked her down, He looked frightensd, He started to speak to
her, but he did not know what to say, Even in Spanish. He extended his hands 1o
Hft her up, but the child frowned st his sdvance. The woman kept recking and sayving
softly 1o the spattered drops on the sidewalk, “Please don’t take my baby, Pleage don’t
take him,"”

Then the man was gone, @ part of the dirk portal of the subway entrance. The
gvenue where the womasn and boy were was only a half block frodn thair hatel It
wat one of the extravegances of Barcelona, named after Franco, The boulevard cut
acrots the city ot & diagonal with the same careless precision of a check mark made
in some box on @ questionnakre, Some check mark that carried the absoluteness of
& chaice, that tlashed wpward in its rush o spring away from the bottom line of some
bowed decision, But the sould not see that. She could only see the sidewalk.

She had finally come to that cemetery, aaly to find the stones bereft of any
date or name, There was only some myiterious code of darkened spots, written out
in tears or rain or whatewer wel eoubd fall.
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Song of the Soon Free (1)

(a song for Nancy)

The red and the black
colors in a dream
hot coals through the grill
of an iron ttove
8 pleture window of a sl
a photo from an album page
grey mist of yesterday’s forgotten rage
count backward through
& thoussnd days and nighes
in the arms of the
not unlowable yet unboved
miking i it you
or me
ar Ul

The black and the red
paints splesh in our hair
the changes the energy
to make it go somewhers
except returning to the armg
of the not unlovable
yit unloved goes nowhere
like the slowly clasing
ifon door that once sealed
my ghowing ambers

Rage on the red and the black dies

oo

The picture window's tamiliar view
another grey danam

and huddiing round the stove
warms the hands

bt doesn't head the heart

Release what you cannot hold
#nd the red and the black
become an emaerald green and gold
remembar you knew this
before ywou were ever tald

and whosver | s I'm

waiting
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Evening Praver

Oh sun, here we meet again,

now you're not 5o flerce;

figw you're not 5o proud,

1 gaze frealy at crimson features

Orange huoes that mix with red,

Bodling vapors, that paint the horizons glow.
Half hidden, hanging low,

You're larger now but not so bold,

You bastard, you blasted obelisk,
takimg your |eave,

off to your lair.

tell me then before you g0,

of all you've seen, and all you know,

Ancient one,

how many cons have you watched us now?
did you once oo open eyes

wondering ot the solemn vold?

did you only arrive?

oF were you the product conjured by
some wast eternal guide,

didhe let you see his face?
of just abandan you,
an osphan in some hostile silent space,

how long did you sit,
pondering, wondering?

if there i3 purpose behind awsreness.

until vou belched in your disgust
watching the pellets of flaming spittle
floating about like bubbles in a glas

did you smirk, hering
pleased with your creation,
some linle amugement
though not much company.

what thought you when you first ww man

did you peer curious, with hsughty scoen,
watched him dig, erawd, kill and die forforn.
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How many times have you toyed with him?
wrely you could not resist.

Yes, on this | must ingist,

what better sport could tempt you?

wicked the meisture from his lands, torched his crops
watched him ery, curse and bleed.

or withheld your faver,

good sport indeed;

let glacisl winds descend

and iex upon the water breed,

st back gloating
while he shivered, stwomped and froze,
what ghee did mizchie! bring?

to watch the naked dolt, gape torpidiy
with dirty face through tangled locks,
waitched him in his aching langor,

while all his dreams returned o frozen dust,

understand, | do not mean to chide

| merely st

pechaps by universsl mxdom it is your right,
for so it sete the strong

do abways pray upon the wealk.

neither do | imply when | speak,
that men deserve your sympathy,
for truly they use their own powers
Just as wickedly.

Is it not their constant blight

to carry on without respite,

svery gbuse upon which fettered imagination
lets themn dwell,

ne rather do | envy wou your private bell
wour distant detached promentory.

wigh that | in your stead

could Imok at themn with insolent dred,

wei, | ghould lke to spum them as well
with honest loathing.

holding mysel! in arrogant superbidity.
and yet, | lack the ability.
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not that | wek some sustere magnanomous nobility
theugh gquite an absurdity
& little clemency remaing within

why | cannot abolish it

of that | am quite ignorant.

it geems 1o be part of heart and soul,
wire | sagacious should | pluck it aut,
crushing it bensath heel and tos.

ervision world and understand

how ruined the fate of mortal man

in hifm few wirtuds can reside,

in vain he struggles with unmalleable pride.

bereft of cover, nude it stands

the guttiing, lusting, core of the human.
imall, — nareow, - Blind:

his tortured mind, stumbles ot every turn,

In impotent rage we watch his children
trampled, starved; Their ruthless brothers,
the cruelest most selfish lot

well fed, bored, frolic and care not,

in embarrassed silence watch the regulators
courted by corporaste colicitaton

pew with foul and poisoned breath
hissing miouthiuls of hipocracy.

yet | cannot condemn

nor separate mysel! from them.
ignobde a5 man may b,

all his failings, his licentious cravings
are echoed inside of me.

ales justice by compatsion is not swayed,
neither can the few,

those too infroquent few,

whose qualities and consciences rise

© above thow of the common foal,

stay the hand of cur collective fate

history does not judge us each individually.
its course is bent by force of flood.
the trickle however valorous and deserving
however needed, flows by unhesded.

Anonymous
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measure then upon the balance pan,
all the excellence versus all our vice,
the needie does not hesitate,

the scale tips 1o our discredit,

the thirsty desert will yet drink,

spilled blood from the swe wounds of hate.
the plumeless genus of bipeds,

of flesh and bone will build their pyre,
to be consumed by heat of muclear blaze.

a monument for all who pass,
& blackened burned out shell;
the remnant, homs of man,
testimony to the final resolution
the last solution;

that life upon this planet

were better had it never Begun.

in all mankind's age,
four million years,
ten billion tears,

o christ, hes love once ever vanguished nsanity.

thoughmind's éye encompasies the truth,

my unbelbeving heart retaing utopdan visions,
the dogged breath of hope

refuses to lay entombed in its bitter sepulcher,
resurrected, all my idiot’s illuglons do persist

bt from such fool's thowghts, would | eould desime

ont lmt word to you pompous one,
that you might not rest 5o smug,
though his battle it far from won
indeed he looks to be undone,

b wary you o sun, should he prevail,

he'll throw a yoke sround your neck
and to his twisted purposes will you yeild,
weilding wour might at his bidding

like some dullard ox tolling and pasating,

your pale cousin, the emperor of night
waits his turn in envious impatience
fiy then, be gone.

farewell, my spirit Tlees with thee,

66




Greg Goodsell

Apocalypse No

The clock in the sir studio read ten minutes o twelve. Ten minatet to purgatory,

Ed Gein scratched his salvand-pepper beard snd took one more sip of coffes that
wis one degrée cooler than steam, Running the late night talk show on KTLE-AM
Fresno was just one of the many fecets of his private purgatory o which he had been
sentenced after kit diveree. He hod & ear that would rarely run; he had no social life
whatsoever, He had an ever-growing bald spot that could not be disguised by combeovers,
He had 2 bad stomach; and he ren the late night talk show.

From twelve to theee in the morning, he would field comments from listeners
ower the phone into a talk show format, Monday through Saturday.

“Hew's it goin', Joe?™ Ed said to the runty little man who war the station engineer,
He st in the engineering room and took 2l the incoming calks

“Oh, fine,” That was Joo's standard reply, He was never interssting company, A
partition of glass separated them, necessitating » phone intercom, The broadeast booth
in which Ed san was & stark white-on-white cublivhole with only a chair, 8 mitrophane,
the phone intercom, and headphones, in contrast 1o the engineering rogm which was
a tangle of sophisticated equipment,

“Hey, Jos, do me a fevor,” said Ed, "Be choosy which calls ya take tonight. All
the drunks are coming cut of the bars about now, and they all need a shoulder 1o
cry on”

Pl oy, oy, L

"If that man calls up, the one who says the President is the Antichrist, hang up!
For God's sake, he guit being amusing a lo-ong time ago.”
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“FH tey,” said Joe. He's pretty clever, Sometimes he disguises his vaice 1o get
on, Sometimes he has friends who cadl in and then he gets on the Hre . . . ™

“*Be choosy, be chooty,” said Ed. At that point, “Eating Right Will Keep You
Well,” a syndicated health program, sputtered off the reel-to-reel. Joo slamemed on some
locsl commercials. 1t wad aleodt tieme,

The talk show theme blared inte life: “FEEDBACK . _ . the radio show that listens
ta ¥OU , , . this is FEEDBACK , . . with your host, Ed Geln, The number is 577-7777.
Let us hear from YOU . . ." The e faded out, and Ed came on directly on cue
“Hello, This is Ed Gein. | want 1o talk 10 you, Talk to you about what's on your
mind, Please oo not attack specific individuals, but share with me the concerns you
feel about yourself and your community. The number is 677-7777.%

The board lit up. Joe screened the first caller and connected it to Ed's head phones.

“Hello, this i3 Ed Gein and you're on the air,”

A pause, A lgwepitched hum,

“Please turn down your radio,”

A esutious female voice spoke. “ls this FEEDBACK™

“Yes ma'am. You're on the air”

“l want to talk about all the filth they have on television™ It was a very old
womsh, The type that took in stray cats in her one-bedroom apartment

“What do you mean by that, ma'am?”
“all the sex they have on tebevision!™ she replied,

“They're getting @ bit daring on cuss words, ma'sm, but | don®t know about actual
sex they have on-"

“fou're not leoking hard encughl” Mow that was an astute observation. You're
probably the one those crackpot church groups hire out to count nipple Bumps on
game shows, thought Ed te himwelf. Moral Majority, where is thy subtiety? “They néver
do it on television ™ eried the reedy woice in defense,

“Ma’am, | don't understnd. One moment you're saying there's too much sex on
televitlon, and then the next you don't see amy. What do you-"

MO, NO, NOI" screamed the volce. "They never do it out on television, They
do It inskde closety and behind bushes when the characters are saying thekr lines! Like
on ‘Heppy Days' onee-
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Ed made a ragid “out” signal but Joe had beaten him 10 it The phone went
dead, leaving the drone of air space. *"This is Ed Gein, and the program is FEEDBACK,
Give me a call &t . . . his sutomatic retort ot the end of a sudden call svering. He
took another call,

This one was fairly intelligent. 1t was from 8 well-informed male Hstener who
discussed the President’s foreign policies, They talked & solid ten mirmites.

‘In the eeantime, the bosrd had gone desd The nuts, night owls, and bored
teenagers had gone elsewhers to | body near, Ed was frightened by the
prospect of talking to thin |immﬂﬂummmmn.lmmw
break was upcoming

“Hoy, Joe,” said Ed through the phone Intercom, “let the lconies have a field
day, Let “am on the air™

“Are you sure sbout that?" said Joe,

“Yeah, Anything's better than talking into space about the weather, Don't worry.
Il keep things under controd.”

“Okay. It's your fuperal . . *

The commercial break ended, Ed began his automatic spiel which included the
FEEDBACK logo, phone number, and pledge to community service when Jos recelved
a call, He connected the call snd mouthed “it's her sgain' through the glass partition,

“Hello, you're on the air,” said Ed.

“Hello,”

“Hella,™

1 want to talk about the end of the world"™

0OH, NO. Pleasel When people hive nothing else 10 talkk sbout, they talk sbout
religion, most specifically the end of the world, Another rehash of these are the last
days cash In those United States Savings Boncs now. ““What about the and of the world,
Ma'am?* sighed Ed.

“Heow do you think the world will end?” It was a werious guestion.

“Oh . . . &n stomic war, | guess. Or if you're religious, a great war spearheaded
by the Antichrist, and-

Well youre WRONGI WRONG! WRONGE” she bellowed on the line 1o the paint
of distortion,
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“Ma'sm, that's not my opinion” sssd Ed In an effort to appesse the harridan,
“I really don't think that="

Thay're all wrongl™ she squealed. It won"t be that way st alll It won't be with

loud noises and fire and commaotionl 1t won't be that way at all . . " Her voice tailed
off,

How will it end then? With & whimper? Surely this old biddy isn't that literate,
Ed thought, “How do you think the world will end, ma'am? How?™

"The stars. The stars, one by cne . . . will go cut Like milllons of little lights,
Ome by one . . .

Dead silence.
“I don't e how that will-"'

“It will be like a great hand erasing a blackboard in broad strokesl The sky will
be dark as pitchl And the world will be plunged in darkness . . " she hised,

“Sdll ma'am, | don't see how this would cause the world 10 end, we-"

“AND THEMN," she sald in grest, cracked Shakespearean tones, “'the world shall
be erased] The lights shall dim, the water dry, the dust will settbe-"

Ed made a broad “cut” sign to Joe. The line went dead. Perhaps talking into
thin air about the weather wasn't all that bad, sfuer all,

"My name s Ed Geln, this i3 FEEDBACK,” blah blah blah , . . “give me a call
at="" the board went crazy] Hundreds of lights glittered on the switchboard, Had this
crazy old woman stirred up all this public response? He took the first call.

“Hallo?™ It was a young blsck male, “Motherfucker, why'd you cut off that lady
fo't Huh? She had a right to her opinion, you motherfucker! Whassa matter with the
way her world ended? Grow up with fire and brimstong, man? Can't take a different
opinion? Huh? Huh? HUHF

“Mo, no, nol” Ed pleaded, “We cut her off because she was getting out of hand,
She had a right to her opi="

“Well you motherfuckin® motherfucker you can take your motherfuckin'-"

He was cut off immedistely. How embarrassingl Bd thought Of all the nights
they went without a ten-second tape delayl He hoped no children were listening. He
took ancther call,

“Hello” It was from a young lady, “Y'know, that old lady. Y'know, I'm not
religicus or anything, but | sort of fike the world being erased an’ all . . . like, | gt
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this picture of soft chalk on a blackboard being brushed away, real soft. Nathing vielent,
Silent, soft, and fluttering like $o many granubes of chalk into oblivien . . .

“That's a point worth considering,”™ sasd Ed, “Like | seid, she had a right 1 her
opinion , . "

The rest of the calls that night continued in that vein, People were intrigueed, nay,
fascinnted with the old woman's view of doomsday,

Refigious lieners disagresd with her, citing specific Biblical seripture a5 their
argument, Most, however, found her “blackboard” analogy quite charming with it
implications of @ benevolent God going over his mistakes.

The callers talked eclusively on this subject for the rest of the night. They discusied
all sspeets of the Apocalypse: Biblical, pre-Biblical, pagan, fire, flood, ice sge, stomie,
everything

It was five minutes to three, At three, Joe would play Muzak wntil & aum, when
KTLK would resurme normal brosdessting. Time for one more call, Joo jurnped in surprise
in the engineering room; it was her again! Ed took the call,

“Hellp,"” saéd the woice on the line, | called esrlier, | just wanied 1o say that
the world will end tonightl™

“How do you know, maam?™ replied Ed vith eool sercasm. "Did God tell ywou?"
“GOD HAD NOTHING TO DO WITH IT. | JUST ENOW.
The line went dead, She had hung up,

It was eminous. Even for a crazed little old lady. It could have been funny, letting
her fall on her face in shedr absurdity. But nobody wa laughing

“Uh , . . 8 point well worth considering . . . " said Ed, desperately trying to
add a drop of cheer in & doom-laden stmosphere. “This is Ed Gein. This has been
FEEDBACK. Catch you tomorrow night, G'night!™

Ed put on his coat to lesve. “G'night Jog, don't take any wooden nickels!™

"Yaesh, good night . . . it wes nice knowin' ya,” sald Joe,

"Now what in the kel is thet suppoted to mean?” said Ed,

"Oh . . . nothing.” It was the first time Jo¢ had shown a shred of creativity
in his entire life. Now that was frightening, Ed thought

As Ed walked to his battered old ‘87 Valkswagon, he pictured whole groups of

families sitting out on their lowns vaiting one by ooe for the stars o go out He
wondered if he would see them on his drive home to his spartment.
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He gat in. He turned the ignition . . . damnl The thing would not start againl
Well, sh-

“The world shatl be erased. The water shall dry, The dust shall settle. The lighn
.« 2" came @ woice from the back seat. A voice that was owned by an old lady who
had fifteen stray cats in her one-bedroom apartment, an old lady who counted nipple
bumps on game shows . . .

“The world shall b erssed Erased. Erased.’”

He felt withered hands cluiching his shoulders.

He did not fook into the sky to see the stars go out,
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Ancient Things

Bright sunshine ghints the lste oranges

And yellow grapefruit hanging against the low backdrop
of dark green trees

Cerelian skies, void of opague, cradle the world
sgainst Moples and Payne's Grey dlouds

Until the sun wts in crimson floresence behind a
massive bank of blus-black hills rimming the warld

Plessant, yes, this warmth after the cold

This multicolor accent of each new spring

The hum of bees in early blosoms braving the aftermath

Speaking rentwal 1o #ll things

Yet, the sound of weeping i heard in the laughter
af the little brown bBrook trickling ower
stones and fallen leaves

And the deep undertones of the river recently released
from hs winter solidity

Remembers the death of many friends that lay long
on its bosom

Even the wind melody in the slim, spinet trees

Angwers some dim, distant nostalgia

For underneath are the scars of a world waxed old

Of wounds too near the surface to be forgotten

As esch revivel b left with the haunting memcory

When the silver crystal s gone.
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The Leaf and the Secretary

Twarling sutumn wind

carries the head in circles

and the secretary dizzily scurries to please:
be professional on the phone
keep the customers happy
type this top prioty project
forget the rest

Stop.

A pause when the wind

drops the leal

and the secretary collapses

until

once again

subjected to the breezry whims

of more powerful forces

they loss control.
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O Dog

The Society for Prevention of Cruelty
o animals
arrested my dog
for scattering garbage
on the neighbors’ bawn.

Glestully gamboling amaong the garbage
this dog
was merely having fun
= she tore into titers
a week's worth
of the neighbors’ waste mMather
and indiscriminately spread the sl
all over their turf,

Two young men who
ke loud music and
drive pick-up trucks
one large and blue
the other
white and small
General Motors and Toyota,

Twa young men who
hawe not an jots
of comprehension of
or compassion for
what it takes
10 make
8 dog.

W. Ann Momot

Beach

Monochrome of air and ccean
watered silk green

with a shade of cream

Wishing | could stay snd watch

and hear the sun sizzle as it slips
inte & quenching e

while seaguils cry for help

and thoughts of dry brown city vanish
in the day mist on a stony besch
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A Closed Door

Two in the moring and lights were still burning in the Magorian houwe, Harry
lit another cigaretie with the glowing butt of one he was just finishing, Mervously,
he paced the fioor, ssemingly ungware of the dirty cups and napkins and half empty
trays of hors o osuwvres wcattered sbout the room. His face was etched with Hnes of
anger and disgust.

When did | lofe control? he wondered. For ten yesrs Ruth had bean willing 1a
let him make all the major decitions concerning finances, residence, and employment.
He had given her two beautiful children to care for and she had been a good mother,
He worked hard, he dide't play srcund, and all be expected of her was o well-lept
house, well-kept children, and a responsive bed partner,

Hamry knew he hedn't changed, He demanded no more and no bess of Ruth than
before, But he had seen a chamge In her, It was just little things he hadn't naticed
before that kept creeping in and becoming the focus of endless petty arguments,

“Ruth, you left all kinds of hair in the sink. Why don't you clean it up?™

“Can't wou clean Tt up, Hamy? I'm busy™

“What about all this makewup crap, I'll throw it out it you don't keep it out
of my way. It's all over the place”

“Don't threaten me, Harry, | have it out there for a resson, You just lesve it
thers, pleass,’

“Ruth, where is my leather jacket?™”

“0h, serry, | didn't have time to pick i1 up ot the cleaners. Don®t you have anathar
OnE you cBn wesT"
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“1 wanted to wear that ane. See il you can't manage to pick it up today . | .
if you're not too busy.'”

Harry walked to the frent window and looked out, She slways had an excuse,
There wat mever sy pesce srcund the house any more, and people were beginning
1o notice the strain and tension between them,

“Harry, is there something bothering Ruth? She seems very edgy and 0 do vou,
Are you two having problems?™

“Oh God, Dad, | just can't handle her any more, She's constantly picking and
bickering. 1 don't know what her problem i™

“Well, what does she bicker about? | mean, does she have a legitimate gripe?™

“Sha probably thinks she does. 1t's not s0 much that she says anything, s mor
what she does, | swesr, the its sround that house all day dreaming up ways to bug
P

“What do you mean? What does she do¥"

“It's more what she doesn't do. She doewn’t keep the house up like she used to,
She's toe busy to plek the kids up from school so they have to ride the bus home
And , ., . and just last week she didn't heve dinner ready for me when | came home,
She had all day, | don't know what the hell her problem i

"Hare you wied asking her? Maybe there's something she really wantt or nesds
andl she just doesn’y know how to ask yeu ™

"Hell, Dad, the only thing she could possibly need s less time on her hands, She's
driving me crazy with all this shit Maybe what she needs s another kid, That would
keep her busy encugh.”

Walking back 1o the bar, Harry shook his hesd. He had beren confident that plan
would work, but she had even managed o ruin it

“Harry, pleate, not tonight, | really don’t feel like iv'”
“What? You never minded before, In feet, you used to enjoy it
| know, but I'm really not up to it wnight Couldn't we just go 1o dleep? Plese?

“Cose on, Auth, be reasonable. It's not like | ask two or three times every night
ar even ecery week, It won't take that long."™

“I'm really just too vired, Hamry, Maybe some other night, ok?™
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Harry's frown deeped 1o 8 wowl, Gripping the deink in his hand, he nearly crushed
the plastic party cup. Just thinking sbout her snd her goddamned headachs made him
want o ., ., . strangle hev, His own rage surprised him.

Harry gared about the room, sseming to ses the paraphernalia of the party for
the first time. This is the lst straw, he thought savagely, I'm going to have to do
semething before that bitch ruins me completely,

The party tonight had been an imporant one; the top executives from three major
accounts held by Harry's firm wene the guests of honer, At first Ruth was the perfect
hatbess, smiling, chatting, mixing with practiced ease,

The Magorian parties were famous and Harry wsed any excuse 10 give one, He
concentrated on making his guetts feel a1 case. The spacious lving room essily
accommodated the twenty guests; the large stone fireplace kept the room cheery and
waem, The bar at the back of the room was well stocked, Tables scattered about the
room held trays filled with carefully prepared hors d° osuwres. A roel-to-reel ser up
behind the bar and speakers placed inconspicuously around the room provided music
for dancing or just listening.

The evening was going well, Everyone was enjoying himself and Harry began to
unwingd, forgeiting the troubles he was having at work and with Ruth, The air was
full of tslk and lsughter and smole; the guests were swaying esxsily to the steady beat
of Swety Dan,

Deeply involved in a discussion of the Ram's game plaved just that Sunday
sfternoon, Hasry didn’t notice the gentle mudge of a woman's hips against his, The
nudges bieseme mofe obvicus and persistent a3 he Ignored the woman, prefering o
contirue his discussion, Finally, ha felt a g on his sleeve he could no longer Ignore
and he turned reluctantly to find Ruth wiggling her hips in 8 provocative dance,

“Come on, Lover, let's dance,” She began to shake her shoubders, then turned
1o wiggle her shapely fannry a1 him. Whirling back to Hamry, she beckoned with hes
s,

“Come on, Sweetheart, don’t be shy; let's dance,™ Her voice was thick with alcohal.
"Let's all dancel™ Giggling Ruth bumped and whirded her way among all the guests.
The men smiled enjoying her display of drunken sensuality, All eves focused on Ruth
a5 she wheeled and cavormed sbout the room, The women guests gaped in surprise
a3 she grabbed each of thesr hushands in furn, coyly admonighing them for being dull
it they refused to join her in a dancs.

Harry was rigid with rage. Rootéd to his ipot on the floos, he watched as Ruth
began 1o slow her antscs and guietly tim to survey her silent sudionce, Catching Harry's
eye, the tossed her hesd defiantly,

"I think 'l step outside for some fresh air™ she stated haughtily, “It wemi 3
bat smufly in here” She wrned and began to weave her way unsteadily to the door,
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She seemed oblivicus of her suroundings, bumping tables and chairs and people as
she went. Livid, Marry rushed after her. Ruth had the door open when he reached
hee; they stepped omio the porch together, Grabbing her arm just as she was descending
the first step, Harry kept his volce low, “Ruth, get back in here, You're making a
fool of yoursif . , . and of me™

“Let go, Harry, You're hurting me*" She raised her volce with each word, “A
wife should be able 10 go outside aslone if she withes. Do | need your permission?”

“adl right, then gof™ Harry hissed at her, throwing her arm away from him, “See
il care i you freere your assl™

Scowding, he umed and went back inside, resisting an impulse to slam the door,

It wasn't long afterward that guests began collecting coats and purses. Cubetly they
bade Harry good night.

Once more, Harry strode te the windows and looked out. The looks of pity on
the faces of the departing guests burned in his mind,

Az Harry watched, a black car pulled up in front of the house, Letting the drapes
fall back in place, he walked to the front door. Stepping cutside, he waited, srms folded
#cross his chest.

Two policomen were helping Ruth gut of the back of the car, Harry could hear
her from where he stood, “Leave me alonel | can do it myselfl™

Her dress hiked up arownd her hips as she shd seross the sest. Giwing each of
the officers a dirty look, she stood unsteadily snd yanked her deess down,

Slowly she staggered up the walk o the porch, a man on either side, catching
her whan she missed the walk, “I sxid | can do it myssl{l™ she admonished them each
time they tried o help her,

“Helle, Harry, she slurred when she finally reached the porch. “You're not mad
at me are youl™ Hary grimaced, She continued in her drunken spesch, “Thess guys
brought me home, Maybe we should invite them in to our party.™ She giggled, covering
har mauth.

“Gogdamn i, Auth, will you straighten upl” Harry scowled,

Ruth’s face fell. “You're still mad st me,” she whined, bursting into tears,

“Oh for Christ's sake,”” Harry muttéred, Tuming to one of the officers, he asked,
“Where'd you find her?™

“She was crawling around a neighbor’s house . . . the officer checked his
notebook, “A Mrs, Ademg called us. She thought it was @ prowler™
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“So why didn’t you haul her in?'" Harry asked, disgusted,

The olficer cleared his throat, “Well, sir, Mrs. Adams identified her and told us
where she lived, She wan't going 1o press charges $0 wi B NO reason to take her
hl!

“1 don't feel very good.” They all wrned back to Ruth who wat swaying wisibly
on her fest, “Can | go to bed nowl” She turned her red, swollen eyes to Harry,

Shoving hit hands in his pockets, Harry turned Back to the polics, "Well, | guess
I"If take it from here, Thanks for your help,”

Ag the police turned 1o go, Hamry unceremoniously picked Ruth up and carried
her into the houss and up the stirs. She was unconscious before he got the door
chosed,

It sedmed Harnry had been asléep only moments when he sat up suddénly in bed,
It took & few minutes for him 10 recognize the serrounding of the guest bedecom,
He sat a moment wondering what hed wakened him when he beard 8 mosn,

Running across the hall, he burst into the bathroom where Ruth lay face down
on the floor. Beside her was a bottle of Valium prescribed for him by his doctor.

*0Oh, my God'” he muttered a3 he stooped to pick the bottle up, He couldn't
tell how many were missing and he checked for a pulse, Slow and weak, slmost
imperceptible,

The it hour passed &5 8 nightmaere, Numb, Hamry called an ambulance and hed
Ruth taken to St John's Hospital, the best private hospital in town, Shaken and

exhausted he fell back into bed for a couple hours' sleep before he had to get up
for work,

Harry didn't have time to get his breskfast next morning. When he got 1o the
office, he had Ellen go out for some doughnuts, He sat munching on a maple bar
as he talked to his mother on the phone,

“Hi, Mom. | just wanted to call and thank you fof keeping the kids last night™

“0h, no problem, Harry. Hew did the party go?™

“dust fine, Mom, Are the kids ok?™

“¥es, they're fine, |3 Ruth coming by 1o get them later?
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“Well, Mom, that's anather resson | was calling Ruth had to go sy with an
sunt of hers up north. Seems she got sick suddenly, Uh . . . Ruth figared she could
heelp,™

“Ci, will she be gone lang?”

“It's kind of hard 10 say for sure” Hamy hesitated, “She plans on being gone
a fow days, But you never can tell sbout these thinge™

*“Well, it's nice Ruth could go up and help, She's wch & nice girl,"”

“Yeah, Mom. Uh , . . Mom, since Ruth is going to be gone, could you possibly
keep the kids a few more days? V'm really busy here, I'll probably have to work late,”

*Sure, Harry. But | do think yveu thould call svery day. It's important the kids
hear from you,™ Harry listened with half an ear a2 his mother ran through the activities
of the kids the previcus day, Finally she hung up, leaving him to his work.

Harry staved late that evening st the olfice. Riding down on the slevator, he was
reminded by his growling stomach that he'd need 1o est belore going home,

The bar at McGuffey's was still crowded with Monday Night Football fans, but
Harry preferred the noise and smake 1o the deathly guiet of the dining room, He seated
himself at the first wacant toble he found and waited for the waltress 1o find him,
When his mesl was finally senved, Hamry ste quickly and leht before the roast beel
ancd gravy dinner had had 8 chance 1o settle, He went home tired and cut of sorts,

By Thursday morning, Harry knew he could rely on Ellen to have fresh doughnuts
waiting for him when he arrived at the office. As he made his ritual call to his mother,
he munched on a jelly-filled doughnut

"Helto, Mom, How are you this morning?™"

“I'm fine, Harry. You sound tired. Are you ok? Do you want me o come by
and do snything for you? You know, tidy up? Cook

“Ma, no, Mom, you've done enough siready. Kathy wat in on Manday and cleaned
up, The house doein’t get that messy with just me there, How are the kids?™

“0Oh, wall, they're fine, | guesss. They are beginning to wonder i they'll ever see
Bommy and Deddy again. When are you coming by to get them?™

“I'm really sorry, Mom. Things have got me 1o bogged down here, But Pl try
to coms by this weekend, Please, Mom, can you keep them just a few more days?™

“well, ok. Hove you heard from Ruth? The kids are wondering when she’ll be
coming home.'
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0h o, . .ub o, L, | peess she's keeping pretty busy. Maybe she'll call tonight.
I'm sure I'll hear from her soon,™

“Have you tried calling up there, Harry?"

“Weil, no, As | sabd, Mom, I'm really busy here and | get home $o late | . |
| hate to call and gt the whole house up”

"Yes, well, | hope you hear from her goon, for the kids® sakes,”

Reliewed when he had tinally satisfied his daily obligation, Harry buried himseld
in his work.

That evening at 7:30 Harry sat back in his chair and stretched, God, I'm going
o kil mysalf if 1 keep this up. Maybe | should just go home tonight snd try 1o get
& decent night's shesp. | wonder i there’s anything at home 1o eat. Probably not, |
guiss | can stop by the store on the way home, Theres bound to be 3 fronen dinner
or something even | can fix. Grabbing his coat, Harry shut of! the lights and headed
for the elevator,

The garsge door swung open, responding relisbly to the remote contral Harry koepit
clipped to the visor of his car, Wearily he slipped the Porsche into the garage next
to Ruth’s powder blue, coavertible VW, Shutting the car off he grabbed his package,
A Swamon’s Hungry Man Dinner with an unappetizing picture of a cardboard Swiss
steak on the front, and slkd out of the car. In three quick strides hie was through the
back door and in the house,

Cuietly shutting the door, Hamy stood stock still, his hand poised ower the light
switch, Staring up the hallaay inte the dining room, he noticed the soft amber Fght
cat by the chandelser, The table was lit with sparkling stars as the light from overhead
was reflected off the crystal goblens and the fine bone china, The heavy, hand-hammered
staindess was sot out on [rish linen napkins beside two plates.

Harry walked gquiethy down the corrkdor, The aroma of a rosst prime rib cooking
filled the house, making his mouth water and his stomaeh growl. He could hear the
clink of cooking wiensils on cookware and the lyrical voice of Boz Scaggs floating in
from the living room. Mearer the dining reom, he could just catch the soft voice of
a woman singing aslong with Skagg’s “Harbor Lights,” a particulsr favorite af his

The carpet of the dining room mutfled his steps a3 Hamy made his way sround
the corner and into the kitchen. Feigning nonchalance, he leunged in the doorway.

With her back to him, Ruth wes busy réemoving the roast from the roasting pen
1o the china serving platter. Meticulously she placed o carving knife and a serving fork
on sither side of the roass. She wined 1o wke the roast into the dining room, a smibe
of waidlaction on her face,
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Dropping his coat and package, Harry rushed scross the kitchen and grabbed the
edge of the pletter, righting it just before the romst slid to the floer, He took the
platter easily from Ruth's limp hands, returning it 1o the counter,

“0h! H .. . Harry, you startled mel” Ruth stamemered, Her eyes were wide and
her mouth gaped open. Harry noticed she had done her hair? it was neatty pulled back
into a French braid, She wat wearing hit favorite dress, the silky blue one that clung
in all the right places, The simple strand of pearls arcund her neck seemed 1o emphasize
the cleavsge revelsed by the low neckline of the dress

Patting her hair and dress, Ruth tried to compose herself. “But | was glad when
I finally heard you drive up, Are . . . are you glad to see me?”

Harry frowned, angry to find himself responding to the hesving of her breasts,
Shrwegging, he twrned back 1o the doorway to retrieve his coat and package.

“Well, | guess I'm more surprised than anything | wain't expecting you,™

Walking 1o the refrigerator, he removed a botthe of T-Up and put the Hungry Man
Dinner in the freezer, Taking the Seagrams Sewen from the cupboard, Harry poured
# short tembler half full, added T-Up and some ice, “You want a drink?™ he asked
Ruth a3 he stirred his own. She shook her head, “MNo, thanks, Hamy.”

“Well, then why don't yeu clue me in on how you arranged this litthe surprise,™

Picking the platter up, Ruth motioned towerd the dining ropm, " Can we talk about
it over dinner? Please? Hamy nodded. Plcking up his drink he followed her to the
tabie,

Harry sat down, waiting for Ruth 1o return from the kitchen with the potatoes
and burtered vegetables. He drank in the sswory aroma of the meat end vegetables,
With Ruth seated ar his right, he stood and began carving the roast; he placed some
meat on Ruth's plate, then served himself, Potatoss and vegetables were pasied, then
Harry sat back, ready wo enpoy & fesst

Mot wishing to spoll his meal, Harry was content to eat in silence. Neither was
willing te disturb the surface calm, Harry reached to refill his plate several times, but
Ruth ate little, playing with the food on her plate. Finally, the roast helf gone, Harry
sat back in his chair satisfied,

Lazity he resched into his pocket for his cigarettes. Lighting up, he puffed
contentedly while Ruth removed the plates. He listened a5 the dishes clinked in the
sink and rernained still as she returned, placing & cup of coffes before him, She seated
hersell once more, Absently Harry flicked his ashes into the clesn ashtray kept on
the table at his side,

Reductant 1o spoll the meal ard the moment, Harry tried to smile ot Ruth, “That
was delicious, Ruth.” Shyly the returned the smile, sipping at her coffes,
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Harry baned forward and folded his hends on the table. “Maybe we should discuss
this Nittle surprise mow,™

Ruth nodded hetitatingly, Mare firmly, Harry eontinued, "Why don't we start at
the beginning. Just how did you srrange & release?”

“Well, Harry,” Ruth bagan as she casefully smoothed and folded her napkin, “the
hospital could only hold me for three days, under emergency care,™

“You mean, they had you for three days and they dida't find anything wrong
with you? | find that hard to believe,™

Ruth looked st Harry, her eyes pleading. “'Pleass, Haery, don't be so loud, The
kids, they have to go to school tomorrow and they need their sleep.”

“What? What are the kids doing here?” Hamry spluttered, “1 left them with Mom,
I was probably going to get them on Sunday, You went and got themi™

Ruth frowned, 5 burt look in her oyes. “Those sre my kids, 1o, Hary, They
belong here, at home with their mother, | missed my kids, Harry. | had to see them.”

Ok, Ok, Ruth, I'm sorry. IUs just that | wasn't expecting the kids; | waan't
counting on them home right now. But they're homa, so let's not fight sbout i, OkF”

Ruth’s expression softened, she nodded,

Harry went on. “Ok, now just how did you get home? | mesn, how did you
manige & relesse from the hospitl without me knowing? Wha brought you end when
did you get home?™

"Well , . .” Ruth shifted nervously in her seat, “the doctor told me that either
| could stay . . . for treatment, you know, or | could go home after the thres days,
He said he would contact a family member or close friend for me,” Ruth paused a
moment before stumbling on, “Well, | figured you'd be real busy at work, and | didn't
want to bother you, $o | had him call ERsine’ Ruth stopped, taking a deep breath,
“Anyway, she picked me up sround noon, | had time to get home and get clesned
up. | cafled your mom snd | picked the kids up sfter school™

Grinding cut his cigarette, Harry exploded, “You mesn, you've been home all day
and you didn’t coll me? Yeu didn't want me to know you wene home? Why not, Ruth?™

Groping for the right words, Ruth stumbled through her response, 1 didn't know
how wou would resct, Harry, | thought it might be better if | | | if | surprised yow,™

His fist clenched, Harry hissed a1 Ruth, “Surprise mel You thought you would
surprise mel”™ His breathing was fast and labored. “You fix this big dinner, snd you
play my favorite music and you wear that dress, you didn’t want 1o swipeise ma,
Ruth . . . you set a trap for mel You figured thet | couldn't resist a good meal, and
good music, and . . . and juch & nice pisce of s Right? And now | forgive you
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and things are just like before. Right? bin't thet how you planned it, Ruth?” Hamry
clenched his teeth, his red face betraying no sympathy as Ruth fidgeted under his
relentless gaze,

Haltingly, she persisted in her defense. “Harry | didn"t plan all this just 1o get
wou in my bed. | just wanted to see my kids and to s my husband, But | can see
it won't do any good to argue with you over my motives, I'm going to bed . . | Good
night, Harry,” Ruth pushed her chalr away from the table and hurried from the room,

The house was quist now, ber retreating steps muffled by the carpet on the stain.

Hamry sat for a moment growling ower his colfee. Savagely he pushed his chair away
from the table and grabbed his drink glass. Frowning, he swode back to the bar,

“Mommy, why is Daddy ashesp on the couch?™

“*Daddy's very tired, Horey, Come on in here and eat your breakfast™

Hamry forced his eyes open. Why do kids alvays get up 5o damn early on Saturdays?
Hiz mouth felt full of cotton, Slowly memories of the night before filtered through
the haze in his head, Damn that woman]l Why'd 1 let her get to me like that?

In the kitchen, he could hear Ruth fixing breskisst for the kids. He let his eyes
dlide shut, trying not 1o smell the colfes perking and the beson frying.

“(ik, David,” he heard Ruth say, “Get your coat. Nancy, eoma here, let me help
you,"”

“Mommy, are you faking us to school today?”

Harry"s eyes flew open, Oh my God! Today's only Friday, Shit! I'm going w
be lote, Hamry souggled up off the couch and stumbled 1o the seirs. He could hear
Ruth telling the kids goodbye st the front door, The firm thud of the closing door
reverberated through the house

Igneding the pain [n his head, Harry tried to hurry up the stairs. A good, hot
shower will wake me up, he thought

Harry was freshly shaved and dressed for work when he came down to the kitchen
a half hour later. He found Ruth sitting at the breakfast table sipping her coffes and
reading the mofning paper.

“Good morning, Harry,” She wad wearing a smart gray wool tkirt snd a cham pagre
colored blowse. Mer jacket was draped over the back of the chair,

*Uh , . . Good morning You're all dressed up. 'What's the oocation?”
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Getting out of her chair, Ruth walked to the coffee breweer, the click of har
high-heeled boots a bass drum in his ears,

You want & cup of colfes?”

*Yeah," Harry replied, rubbing his temples.
“How about some breakfas?™

"No, no, | don't hove time. I'm already late,'”

Ruth returned and placed the coffes in front of him, *| have an appointrment
this morning.” she begen, “with Dr, Cultsrson,™

“Culberson , , , Culbersen . , " Hamy couldn't make his brain work, the cobwabs
still hanging heavy in his head, “Where've | heard that namel?”

Ruth shrugged, “I don't know, He's a psychotherapist. He has an office downtown,™

Harry choked on his coffes. “You're going to see a shrink? You wouldn't even
stoy &t that hospital long encugh for them to help you, What's this guy going to do
far you?™

Frowning, Ruth fixed him with an ley store. "Yes, I'm going 1o see him and yes,
I think he can help me. Dr, Werner, at that hospitsl, recommended him 1o me In
fact, e s there wan't 8 thing wrong with me that . . . that a boost 1o my selif-ssteem
wouldn't help.”

“Aned this guy, this Culberson, s going 1o do all this far youl™ Harry spluttered.
“Does he do this for all of his patient?™

“Patients? Oh, Harey,” Ruth lasghed, her smile amused. “Harry, I'm not gaing
to be a patient of his, | wiz hoping he'd give me a job.” Getting out of her chais,
Ruth slipped into her jacket "I'm supposed to be thers at nine”

Harry s3t stunned, “Why, Ruth? We don't need the money, And , . . snd what
about the kidsr

Ruth smiled at him. It wes o smile she'd never tried on him before, wally being
reserved for a very confused child “Its for me, Harry. It will be ok, really. Il only
work part-time and I°ll be home by the tme the kids get out of school”

Walking over to him, she gently kissed hit cheek, Without 8 word she murned and
headed for the girage. Herry sat staring into space until he heard the back door click
shut,
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Dateline Express
to Yesterday

Following wild game they cane
from Siberia to Bolivia
icafislds 10 jungles
time in eons

Chasing waey dieer on Toot
Montana to Missouri
mountaing and plaing

many mosnd

Mawing with the company
Denver to San Diego
deserts and freeway

& few hours

Silwer gided jetlires
Maw York to Boston
cloudtops
minuies

Lasar missile
lightstreak
Moscow
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Shelter

wught, ridgeless
unaccepting
sheeraeined
transparency (you perceive)

Your words murmur, caress,
exacting regonse
10 guiver with slightly expanded beeath

Then words demand,
are darts of guestioning
reaching center and punclure

ego swells and loosens hold
into filaments of ruptured weave

leaving the network
of life's weine,

Rebirth Questions

Shall | remain apart

accept this dissolution

rexson away past

leave this life bound, footnoted,
thelved in place?

Wil I quiver within tyger,

of sureness and precize rhythmn
deadly-on the stalk

with eye of topar lust?

Do | allow movemants

of pastion upturned

escape the dust?

be unfiled In reality's graved
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beulies laid upon

our torched limbs

during wind-crazed encounters

when razed ditbre

smoked all sendes

and no sente gleaned harm.
in daily absclution

warmed memoraTy rinses

over molten scars and embers,
the ruptured patterns

beanded within our skin

s owe lay

charred toguther.

Moments Apart

Waves separated
with kenguid-tipped finale
the breath of soul’s warmth,
Mo questions polied
ta falter
Mo plan careened
o uselessngss.
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Self-Sketch

Minute sketwchings
of an asctive mind
denied me now.

Visionary chanoes
Inmuitive responses
parcelted by meaning
ingrained upon windival
e,

Confusion now rampant
vietimized by remembering,
ErEInGgs,

jst-past mmy fulfillment,
just lines on the sheet?

Battle of Mind vs. Heart

exhausted from introspection
and sheuthed far meaning
words are spoken
without decipher
The soul sleeps.
The heart aches
in trepidation
forced with rage
againgt boodied muscled wall,
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Earthbound oblivian
‘Wasteland's vassal
Thundering: fosifized
Catarsct ghost
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Night

in the sunshing
there's a soothing saftness
it's the hard black lines of might that make me shiver
childhood phantoms and atomic bombs
an end-of-the-world nothingness
in the shadows my mind raced for new fears

glowing digits tell me the best hours to wonder
how somecne can touch without being touched
why you wouldn't let me squeene you
mald you
fold you Into what | thought you were

why you weuldn's let me hold you Tn the right
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Sunshine

Something was wrong. | tried to pull my mind out of the fog, but | couldn't
separate fantasy from reality. Theee it was again, Fire trucks? Church bells? Door bell?
Door belll | don’t have a door belll The fog began to clear, The phonel Who in the
hatl would eall me &t this time of night? | stumbled scross the room, banged my shin
on a chair, and groped for the phone,

“Hello?

“Hella, Boh?™

e

“This is Mark Huwdson,™

“Who?"

“Mark Hudon,” Mark Hudwan? | should have known the name but . . . Mark
Hudson?

“Sunshine,” Sunghinel OFf course, Damnl | hadn®t heard from him in years. How
long had it been? Three, four years? | tried to pin it down but my mind was still
too foggy.

“How've you been?™

0K, | guess*”

~5till living In West Marin?”

“Maw, I've moved 1o San Diego™

93




James Lokie

“Moved?” He couldn’t have mowved, Marin County could not exist in my mind
without Sumshine. “"What the hell are you doing in Ssn Diego?'”

"0h, nothén', Workin® and hangin® out, mestly. You know, same old shit®

“Oh yeah? How's Bobby?™"

“Hell, | don’t know, Hwen't seen her in about & year. She went back 1o her
folks ‘cause her dad said he'd send ber to school if she did. But | heard she's been
livin® with some guy up on the Russian River.”

“That's too bad, She was 8 mice lady."*

““eah, Well, | dont need her ass. There's more than enough tall in the world,
Mo sense chasin® after one broad,”

““aah, | guess, So, what's up?™

“Well, I'm in a litthe trouble. | thought you could help me out, | tried everyone
e’

“What is this shit? You call your pariner last? What't wrong with you?™

“Yegh, well shit, | didn’y want 1o bother you unless it was real important, Anyway
1 got in trouble with the cops. Me and some other guys were screwin’ arcund, We
weren't going 1o steal anything but the cops won't belfeve that, Anyhow, we got fucked
up and started puchin® each other, You know, friendly hasslin®, And this one guy got
pissed, Then we started to got serlous. Turned into a regular brawl. 1 was doin® all
right wuntil some ssshele throw me up against a store window. Damn thing busted and
mveryone sphL ‘Copt me, | wat too fucked wp to run, Besides, my head was cracked
open, So | got busted. They thought | was drunk and trying 1o break in, Shit. | couldn’t
even sed. Dumb bastards.™

"So what do you needi”

"Well, | got out on bail, But the cops don't befieve me, And my lewyer sid
it'd look better if | paid for the damages. | might even get off. Otherwise, I'H have
to spend time in the jolnt"™

“How rmuch?

“About 8 yesr with my record.”

“Mo, | mean money. How much do you nesd?”

“Oh, It's going 1o cost sbout a grand, But I've got most of it | ondy need about
four hundred more.”
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“Four hundred dollars? Jemss Christ, Sunshine.” | started 1o put him olf with
exouses, But | knew it wouldnt work, He always knew when | did that and wsed it
to his sdvantage, I"d hawe to handle this my way, not his. Look, if it was fifty or
sixty dollars I'd probably do it just "cause we were partners, even though | think you
owe me a better explanation, But four hundred? Hell, that's more than two months
rent, For that kind of money, | think | deserve 1o know what's really going on, Want
w el me about ™

“Hey, man, It"s just what | told you. I got busted, | need the money o keep
from going to jail. Come on, man. | wouldn't bullshit youw”

“¥ou surel?”
“Sure P osure. If's the truth, | aint fuckin® sround.*
“Well, I"ll hove 1o think about it Can | call you tomorrow?”

“Maw. | don't hewe a phone, Write me. Il vou don't want to send the maney,
ot least write and tell me so Il know™

O | took down the sddress, sasd good-bye, and want back to bed, But |
couldn't sleep, What the fuck was wrong with kim? Did he think that after all those
wears | hadn't learned anything? We'd been partners, for Chirist’s sake, Tight partners,
Didn't he remember? We'd been busted together, Been burned together. Hustled pool
together, And had a damn good time, “God damn you. Sumshine. Did you forgmt?
Or don't you care?™ | hadn't lorgotien, It had been one of the best times of my life,

I'dl enet him about six of seven years sgo, when my brother had been fiving in
West Marin, At that time western Marin County, or West Marin to the kocals, was just
being discovered by the San Franciseo hipples. They had lefi Halght-Ashbury for
Sausslite, left Sausalite for San Rafael, and were leaving San Ratael for the coast: Stinson
Beach, Bolinas, Olema, Pt Reyes Station, Marshal — all smadl towns yet 10 be invaded
by the San Froncisco commuter. Rents wert low, pecple scarce, and jobs almost
nontxitent, To Sunshine it must have seemed like & paradis,

I first met Sunshine at my brother's house in Pr. Reyes. He was small and wiry,
like & cat. But he was loud. He naturally dominated any crowd, either telling a story
himaedf & putting down a story that had just been told, In fact, his tongue was probably
his mest distingtive feature: it got him into and out of more places than most pecple
can imagine, When 1 firee met him, he was trying to weld up a erack in a gas tank,
It was a custom tank off his motorcyele, but it couldn®t have been worth meee than
twenty dollars | couldn't believe it

*Jesus Christ, Sunshinel You can’t do thar”
Do what?™

"Weld that gaa tank.”
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“Why not?™
“IeN blow wupl™

fw, bullshit, That's what all them red-neck welders In town told me. But I've
dane it before. You just have to know what you're doin’, Besides, | don't have the
meney for a now tank,

I shrugged, “It's your ass, But | ain't pomna sit here and get blown up just "cause
you're an Idiot. Pl be back after you finigh, Want anything from the store?"

When | got back from the store, Sunshing had the tank off the bike and was
just getting ready to weld it He looked like something that should be hiding under
a bridge waiting for innocent young ladies, Hiz dark hair was pulled back in a pony
tall that reached admost to his wakst. Above his full beard, which was being threatened
by the torch's flame, the welding goggles looked like two bug eyes, first deep green
and then fiat and silver a5 the sun reflected off them. The flame from the torch was
& besutiful smokey orange that wouldn't heat 8 cup of coffes. The tank was propped
precariously sgainst the tire of his pick-up, And the rod he had was about the size
of a sewer pipe,

“Sunghine,” | said, “What the hell are you daing?”

“I'm going o weld thi tank.”

“What you're going to do is blow up the tank and ruin a tire. | thought you
knew what you were doing Jesus, Tum off that damn terch, OLK. Now, you got any
owo-by-four blocks? And maybe some slightly smaller rod?™

“Yesh, | think w0

“Good. See what you can find while | look at this tank.” | wasn't much of a
welder, but at least | could get the torch lit properfy. And I'd seen guys weld tanks
by filling them with water. The water coming out of the crack made it hard work,
and the webkd wouldn't look too pretty, but it could be done, While be looked for
maore blacks, | checked out the tank, The crack was 0.K. Mot too big and easy to
get to. | filled the wnk snd we blocked it 30 | could get to the crack, He reached
for the torch,

“Give me that stupid thing. And take off those goggles”

| thought it was too dengerous’

“Yeah, Well, it &, But if you do it, thers won't be anything left when you gt
through.*

It took me sbout an hour and about a ton of rod. While Sunshine went through
a six-pace, But the leak finally stopped.
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“U you grind that off, we'll check it with water again before you put It back
on. Then you can touch it up with some spray paint and it won't look so bad,”

He handed me a beer, “Logks Q.K. to me. Thanks,™

"Well, O.K. Ir's your tank, But | hate 1o see you put that sbortion om your
motorcycle,” | sat sipping my beer while he put the tank back on, He was abmost
done before | rermembered, “1 thought you knew what you ware doing™

] d'd."

"You wre didn't look like it when you had that torch in your hand,”

He smiled. 1 got the tank welded, didn't 17"

In the follgwing weeks | began to spend more time with Surghing, | was never
really sure why he lat me hang sround, | wein't much halp to him, | hardly knew
snwyihing about dope. And | was wsually extra baggage — someone he had to look out
for in sddition to dealing And | always fielt like everyone understood what was going
on except me. Sunshing would say:

“Hey, you guys. | got a good desl on some whill, Want in?"

“Sure,” Ewven Rick wnderstood. “How much?™

“Grams for hall a bllL"

“ls it good toot®"

“Fair. Probably been cut once or twice, But not too henny.”

“That sounds good. Here. Get me a. guarter.

“How “bout you, Bobi”

“Uhh , . . | don't know, What is it we're buying?™ And Sunshing would have
to ftop and explain, But he always did. And he never seemed to gat angry about it

And then | fell in kove, It wasn't the first time, but it waes one of the worit
Lori was the foxiest lady | had ever been our with, and | was determined not o take
any chances with har, | went cut with her for & month before | took her cut to Po
Reyes. And then it was ofily because she indisted that she wanted to meet Sunshine,
So | took her out there one Saturday afternoon, Surshine acted like a bantam rooster
wying to impress a hen, | tried to stay with Lo, but eventually Sunshine manueversd
me outside while Rick entertained Losi inside, By that time there were about twelve
or fifteen people there and & party was beginning, We were standing in a group drinking
beer and pasiing a joint,

“Lori sure & & fox Sunshine eaid,
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Peah,™ | was getting nervous,
‘Where'd you find her?
“We work for the same company.'

Listen, Bob, you're my partner, | never hit on & partner's lady without asking
him, But | can’t let her pms. Do you mind if | try to score?™ Everyone in the group
was watching. | hed to be cool. After all, only red-necks and straights tried to possess
wormen anymore, Besides, | wasn't ready for the guestion, | could be out front about
dope and cars, but women still had w© be handled carefully,

Tun o, ., 1, , , well, sure, | mean no, | mean its 0K, You should ask her,
nat me* That night | went home by mysslf,

| stayed sway from PL Reyes for three or four weeks after that. Every time |
thawght about going cut thare, | Telt like | had just been kicked in the stemach, Finally
Rick called snd atked me to come out because they had a deal gaing that | should
gt in on. | still didn’t went to, but | couldn't think of any way cut

Sunghine and Rick were sitting In the kichen when | got there, drinking beer
and adding up figures on wcraps of paper that covered the kitchen table, “Hey, Bob,
Where you been?" Sunshine asked,

“Oh, sround,” | still didn"t feel 100 friendly,

"Something wrong?™

"No, not really.”

“Rick said you were ticked off sbout thet girl that was out here”

| shot Rick @ dirty look. He wasn't supposed to tell Sunshine that. “"Yesh, A
lictle.*” Shit I'"d been In love and he couldn't even remember heér name,

"Well, you dumb shit, why didn't you sy sof Hell, i 1°"d have known you'd be
pissed, | would have let her slone, Why dja think | asked you first?™

"l dunna,” | was feeling kind of sheepish, He hed asked me fine

"Look, shithead, Some women you don't mind sharing, others you do. You're
my parener, o | asked you how you feit about that one. If you ain't got the balls to
sy how you feel, don't blame me for not knowing. Besides, | did you & favor. Girl
like that i only trouble, If she'd go with me, she'd have gone with someons else sooaner
or later, You're better off without her. Now quit acting like a jerk and sit down here,
We've got a deal going and we need your halp”
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| hed never bean let in on one of Surshine's dope deals, But he necded mone
money than ususl for this one, and since | war one of the only people he could trust
who had ary money, | was invited in. | was seill a little bent about Lord, but this
sounded interesting. | don't know how he made the connection, and | really didn't
wanht to, but the desl Involved o large smownt of cocaine. Since | had most of the
money invghved and Sunshine had made the connection, we were the ones who had
1o be irvolved directly in the deal, | tried 1o back out, but Swnshine insisted. 1t was
my money, | had 1o be there. | told him I'd trust his judgment, but he continued
1w inslst. 5o for the next woek, | wes subjected to a rigorous schooling in cocaine,
How to set How to taste it What it could be eut with, How to set How it would
taste if it was cut. How much it could be cut and still be acceptable, And how to
sct. In Swunshing's words, “These guys don't fuek sround. You sct like & jerk and we'll
wind wp in the borom of the bay.” | hall hoped thar the desl would fall through,
but my luck never was that good,

A week later, | was in the back ssat of a rented car, crosing the Richmond Bridge,
Sunshine sat next to me, Fick was driving, The driver was the most important back-up
man in a deal fike this, If things went wrong, he could easily save his skin by beaving.
But if we came out in 2 hurry with people chasing us and there was no car there,
we would be dead, | lonew Rick wouldn't leswe without me unless there was sbsclutely
no other way. It was a comiorting feeling Mect 10 Rick was a guy named Eskimo,
He was huge, sbout 68" and at least 260 pounds, mean, and not too smart, But for
some resson Sunshing had complete faith in him,

Sunshine gave directions and we stopped in front of an old, rundown apartment
house In & seedy part of Oakland, Sunshine and | got cut We would take the menay,
go into the apartment, and if everything went smoothly, be back within ten minutés
If we weren't back in ten minutes, Eskimo would come after us. Rick had 1o wait
another ten minutes before he was on his own, From there on it was each man for
himaself,

We walked into the bullding snd up to a second floor apartment. Sunahine knocked,
I felt just lke | used to before & test in school, | had studied the best | could in
the time available, and now | had to take the test. But there could still be something
that | hadn't prepared for. The door opened and we walked into & dingy apariment,
Facing us againat the opposite wall were three of the biggest, blackest dudes | have
ever jeen, Between us and them there was a table with o small cose on it The guy
in the center nodded at Sunshine,

“You got the money?™
Sunshine nodded.
“Where?”

Sunshine nodded at me,

“Let's s L™
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Slowdy | unbuttoned my coat to revesl the money belt around my waist,

“What's wrong with your friend? He nervous?’ The black dude was looking st
me | wied to make my veice as level as possible.

“Hell yes”

He almnost smiled. “Good. Just don't get oo nervous and we'll all be DK, Mow
drop the cont.™ | did & | was told. “Now put the money on the table.” | unfastened
the belt, stepped forward and put the money on the table.

“Let's soe the swif,” Sunshine said,

| didn’t see the signal, but two of the thres stepped up. Each one had a key
that he put into a lock, The locks sprung open and they lifted the lid, turned the
case toward us, and stepped back, leaving the keys in the latches, The man in charge
nodded and Sunshine walked up to the table, Inside the case were twenty clear plastic
bags filled with white powder. Surshine sesrched through them, pleking some up,
wiighing them in his hands, Finally he opened one and tasted it, He stepped back
and nodded at me. | went up to the table, The package Sunshing had opened was
on the table. | went through the bags in the cxme just as Sunshine had, A couple of
them felt different for some resson — almast sticky, | picked one package that was
sticky and cpened it | stuck my fingar in the white powder and rubbed it on my
gums, Lactosel At least fifty percent] | tried 1o keep my face straight. | didn’t want
them to knew that | knew, Cargfully | picked up the beg that Sunshine had opened,
rubbed my finger down the inside of the bag and put it on the tip of my tongue.
Lactose in this one, toa, Now | could even see the ditference. | searched carefully
through the bags. About three of them looked bad. | vhecked a good one, It was cut,
oo, but it was O.K. What the hell wes going on? These guys couldn’t have thought
that we wouldn't check, Shit, How could we be so st id? | looked at the three people
across the table,

You got & scae?” With sny luck it would be in the other room.

“Sure.” One of them reached down for 2 scale. Damn. | wasted until he had the
seale in both hands,

We're not buying” | said. “Too much lactose,” The room froze. In the silence,
I heard the muffled click of a blade. One of them had it under his coat. We were
in trouble,

"Hold on, Everyone stay cool.”” Sunthine’s voice was conganial. “Man's got a right
not to buy if ke don't like the deal, We'll just take our money and split. No hard
foglings, We never saw you, You newer saw us® | started to reach for the money.

“faryone touches that money is dead.” One of thern was still holding the scale,

The other twe had long, cold blades. My hands were on the table. | calculated the
edde. | could hit one with the cwme and we could probably get out the daor. After
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that = wall, we'd be lucky 1o make it down the stairs. They probably had people
all over the place, Shiv

“Maw wait 8 minute. Lets not get hasty,™ Sunshine’s voice was behind me |
could feel him moving gently towsrd the door, “You guys still got your dope. All
we want is our money,. You can find another buyer for that stulf, You kill us now,
you'll hang. Just give us the money and we'll be even, Mo trouble.*

“We'll make you white boys a deal.” The three of them were smiling. “ou beave
the money on the table and back your white ames out the door, snd we won't kill
you. Now get the fuck out of here®

| ook one last look st the money, Ewerything I'd saved was there, I'd worked
on this stash since before high schoal. But it wan't worth my Hie, | heard the lstch
on the door and moved back toward it. Outside, Sunshine grabbed my arm and hustled
me down the stairs. | casght a glimpse of Eskimo on the landing above us as we started
down the stairs, Sunshine pushed me through the doors and onto the sireet "Come
on, Hurry,” We crossed the street ot 8 brigk walk and got In the car, | looked back
in time to tee Eskimo jump from the fire etcape to the ground, Rick had the car
rolling & Eskimo got in.

“Easy, Rick,” Sunshine said, “Just drive normal. Left st the neatt corner,
Right here, Through that slley. Right there, O.K, Good, Know where you are now?
Good,” We were in Sen Rafsel before anyone spoke.
“Jesus Christ, Sunshine, They got it all.™ | coubd hardly believe it
Sunshine smiled. "You were great. Just perfect”

What happened n there, anyway?™" Rick wanied to know, “We were beginning
0o get worried,”

“Lactose, The bavterds wanted 10 sell us lactose!™ My fright was beginning o
turn to anger. ““When we called thern on it, they pulled knives and took the money.
It was a stup”

“Relax, Bob, The money's O.K. Fve got it right here™

“What the hell do you mean? That money was In that belt | saw it there”

“Yeah, | know, But somethinl didn't feel right about thiz deal, So | switched
belts on you, If the deal had been clean, | would have given them my beft.” He pulled
his coat away and | svw the belt he was wearing,

“God damn youl | slmost went after thit other belt Why didn't you tell me?™

“Hey, calm down, Your money's right here, | didn®t tedl you ‘cause they had o
believe the money was In that belt If you didn't believe it, they probably wouldn'e,
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For a minute even | thought you were gaing 10 go for it They were so sure they
had the roney, they didn't even chass us®

1 didn't know whether to hit him or hug him. AH | could say was, “You
son-ol-a-bitch, You God damn son-of-abitch,™

After that, we were really partners — each of us knew that be could count on
the other, We never shared any more women, but we did 3 few more dope deals, got
bested once, and raised a lot of hell. He could use my motorcycle and | could use
his house {I didn't trust his motorcycle). And then came Bobby. | dide't really love
her, | just wanted her, | couldn't take my eyes off her, Pl never forget the day |
first found her at Sunshine’s house, Instead of going 1o work that day, | had gone
ower 10 the coast end got drunk. | felt | needed an extra holiday, By late afternoon
I was smashed, Thave wai no way that | sould deive home, $0 | headed for Sunshine's.
| stayed at his place a lot. | didn’t even see her when | stumbled in and flopped on
the couch, But the next thing | knew, someone wos trying to pull off my shoes,

“Wha're you?™

“Bobly.""

“Sheee-it. You don't sound like no Bobby.”

“Says you, You must be Bob™

"How'd you lmowr"

“Mark told me to expect you,”

“Mark? Who's Mark?"

"The guy that lives here,”™

“0h, That's Sunshine.” And | fell asieep.

The next morming she was $till thene and Sunshing was still not there, My head
felt like an exploded canncnball, She handed me o cup of coffes.

“Where's Sunshine?

“If you mean Mark, he's not hene”
“Mark, thrmark, His name's Sumhine™
She shregged, "He's still not here”

“Where'd he go?”
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| dunno, But he said be might be gore a couple of days.”

That didn"t surprice me, Swenshine was always going somewhers, In fact, you nener
knew where he was unless you were looking at him. And then someatimes you wenen't
wre. 50 | just hung around and watched her, And she was fun to watch, She was
short (Sunshine slways liked women shorter than he wes), blonde and slender, She
wasn't really bullt, she was almost flat chesied, but she was sletk — slender, And she
eould sure fill out a pair of Levis My head was even beginning to feel better.

"More coffes?™

“Sure , . , Thanks'" | watched her backside disappear into the kitchen,

"You feel Nike breakfast?™

“Yesh, You buying?”

“Mo. You e

“1 ami"

“Sure. | put you to bed end have coffee ready when you wake wp. You buy
me breakfme™

I shrugged. “Soumds logical, You trade for ewerything?”

She laughed. “Dream on, hot shor™

I liked her, She had a good style, Hard-assed enowgh to get by but not more
than necessary. | began going to Sunghines when | thought she might be there by
herself, At first | didn't admit Tt to rorself, but when | did realize it, it made it harder
becaue then | had 1o hide it from Sunshine, When he was there, | had to hang around
with him even though | wanted to be inside talking to Bobby. | wanted 10 sk Sunshine
about it, but | couldn't find the courage, Sunshine finally had te bring it up himself,

“What do you think of Bobby¥"

"Oh, she's all right.”

“All right, shit. You besen following her sround like a dog in hest”

“¥eah, | know, But damnit, | can’t keep my eyes off her”™

“Well, why don’t you quit meoning around and do something about it

“She's your lady.”

“Aw, bullshit, She's her own lady. Hey, Bobby. Come out here for a mimuse,
will ya?"
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“What is itT™ Bobby came out of the house

“Your beautiful bod has hooked another fish, Bob would like to get it on with

oL,

| wat embarrassad. Thet was what | wanted, all right, but | wasn't ready t© put
it that way.

“Well, if Bab would Eke to get it on, why dosésn’t Bob ask me himself,”

*...ubhh ... | mean , . . uby, | °d like o ssk you, But | don't mess with
partners” |adies,™ | feln Iike crawding in a hole. Why couldn’t | handle ladies lfop Sunshine?

“*Bulishit, man, | don®t own ladies.”

She looked at me, “You heard the man*

I didn't know what 1o do. | couldn’t ssk her if she wanted to go o bed. But
dates were for straight chicks, “Well, urmm . . , would you like 1o go out with me?™
The words came in 8 rush and sounded |ike something from a manual on how to act
an your first date,

“When?™ She almost laughed,

“How ‘bout tonight?

“Give ml an hour 1o get ready.”

| coubdn"t believe it. We had a fantmtic night. | didn't kmow what she © do
with a girl on a first date, so we had dinner and went to a show, Neither one was
great, but the company was out of sight And she suggested we stop at my house,
It was a long stop, | felt great the next day, We walked downtown for breakfast, It
was foggy, but | falt sanny anyway. Then | hed 1o take her back, Sunshine was sitting
in & chair, vmashed,

“Hey, look who's hers. The Bobbsey twing, Bob and Bobby. | haven't heard
anything 1o cute since Pl and Paula. Well, don’t just stand thers, come on in”

| looked st Bobby. She shook her head, “Christ, Sunshine, You been up all night?™"

“all mother-fuckin® night, Where the hell you been, mother fuckin®?™ He Loughed
drunkenly, “Or §s it mother-fucker?”

“Knock it off, Surshine,” Bobby ssid, “Come on, Lets gt you to bed”

“Yesh. Let's get me 1o bed. You guys already been to bed. Now It's my tum.
Say, vou're real cute, Must be the motherfucker,”
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We got him inte bed and he was asleep almest instantly, Bobby followed me o
the door. “You gonna stay here?” | asked,

“Yesh, He wantz me to.""

“You sure? She nodded. “0.K. Tell Sunshine P'll see him later.”
“Sure. And Bob."

“Yoah."

“Thanks for a great time'

“Yeah, It was fun, See you.”™

By,

I went out a few days later, Sunshine was just beaving and 1 didn®t ry 10 get
him to stay, A week |ater | was offered & job in the company’s new branch in Fremno,
It was a good opportunity and | took it Sumshing lent me his truck $0 | could miove
my stuff, Whan | brought it back, he wamn't there, 3o | left him 2 note with my sddress
and phone fumber, That was the last | ksd beard from him until now, A lot had
happened since then — to me anvhow,

| lay staring up ot the ceiling It was after two o'clock and | still couldn’t seep,
I didn"t really mind the four hundred. It was a lot of money and it really wouldn't
be fair to my wife to give it 1o Sunshing, but | could find it and Carol wouldn't mind
once she understood. But | didn't buy that phony jail story. Shit, i Sunshine had
all but four hundred and the lvayer couldn't get it setthed, the jerk ought 1o be fired,
Meo. Either Sunshine had a deal going that he needed more money for, or he had done
some dope that he couldn’t pay for. But should | bail him out? | couldn’t make up
my mind, Finally, | dozed off,

When | woke up, the sun was just coming up over the Sierrss. | love bedrooms
that face east. The best time of day is sunrise, Things slways seem to come together,
I lay staring out the window at the new day, Sunshine and | had had a lot of good
times together. But that had been yesmerday. If Sunshine wanted to be trested like
& partner today, he would huve to sct like one, “Bunshire,” | thought, "You're on
your own, I'd give my last nickel to 2 partner, But you don't bullshit your parmers.”

105




Carol Wickwire

The Motion of Quiet

Too old
muth toa old
for thoughts
of things which lese
and pass forever
into some small place
with room for only fragments

And time once

1o hodd the pieces
in & cup

and drink what then
was tasteless

hai been seoached
on memory's husk

and wasted

In hours of motionless
appraizal,
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Images of the Recent Plague

The plaw les there, broken
On land scorched to the caul:
There are no posies for the poar
Lord, have mercy on us sl

The babty died let Winber,
We huddied by our ioewall
With stone-cold breasts

Lord, have mercy on us all

Blood never wathes clean,
Mind stained and hands stained,
In that erimson Spring,

Death ruled; plagues reigned

Summer was black

Yot scorched all to be pen,
Trees withered in darloness,
The grass sickly green

And the hot days of Madnes
Came late in the Fall;

I Rilbed & man En the wind

Laord, have mercy on us all

My house fies in ruin

Burned, frozen, rec-black gall:
There afe no posies for the poor
Lord, hawve mercy on us all
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The Lesson

(To my mythology students)

Hector brave, Tamer of Horses,
Broke, mutilated, defiled,
Dragged ‘round the walls of Troy
in the frenzied madness
of the Greek death-dealer,
siiver-footed warricr,
brave in arms, cold of heart, hot-livered,
Lies @ cold ash scavtered
To the dust and wind
Blown from Troy to the ruin of Achasa,

Pity him no les
Than these whe struggle

to resd his passion,

his bravery in the field,

his wholeness in srms.
Pity him mo less than these busted statues
Of torgotten men, lost ever in & maze of words
And senses and images too old to fathom,
Pity him no less than the grave of time
That conguers &ven his brave fos,
For Hedes bets none leave his dark land
Where memory slo goss
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Autumn’s Promise

We'll soon be raking leaves together

you and |
Sumemer's nois b all but gone

M our Sycamores ot their lesves
quietly,
goldenky,

brownly falling
to the placid still-green earth

Frannel shirts and dungaress are the
best clothing now it's time for
long walks in the crisp air

leawes in piles look o the sftermoon sn
reminded of warmer days they will know
#gain

I won't mind the cold at all this yew -
you've come 1o enjoy the evening's tea
and Il take you skating scon,

| perom e
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