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What sets worlds in morion is 1he interplay of differences. their auractions 
and repulsions. Life is plurality, death is uniformity. By suppressing 
differences and peculiarities. by eliminating different civilizations and 
cultures, progress weakens life and favors death. T he idea of a single 
civi.lization for everyone, implicit in the cult of progress and technique, 
impoverishes and mu1ilatcs us. Every view of the world 1ha1becomes ex1inc1, 
every culture that disappears, diminishes a possibili1y of life. 

Octavio Paz 
(1967) 
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i am Still here ... 

a Solitary Ant on a mysterious journey home. 
crawJing on the side walk of their minds 
hemmed in by two stubborn 
invisible lineSi 
untouched by time, 
i am still here . .. 

Solomon O. lyasere 

Orpbcu.slili 



The most fruitful action of a university professor upon the young student is 
produce<! not by brining down the university 10 his level, but by beckoning 
him up to its level. Only in this way can that love for the things of the mind 
which is the soul of true culture be generated - by showing the things of the 
mind in their reality and power. Where there is fire, people will come to be 
wanned by ii. 

Mallhew Arnold 
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Joonne Sclimidt 

Listening Room 

One evening )'OU ame wiLhout inviLalion. 
You opucd the oppressive door 

or this listening room 
1100 you entered my music chamber. 

You approached me with sullen sm001hne~ 
you sat erect with a contumacious air 
maybe in your eyes or in )'our hair. 

Your lips were moving 
in sibilantly cadenced murmurs, 

but the music wa.s 100 l()ud. 
I could oot hear you. 
I lowered the volume 

and you spoke, you smiled. 
I scared with quati•ind\g.nation. 

You \lo'Cte with me in my music chamber, 
where eva11esoent nowcrs dance 

with devilish gusto in the ctt$Cent or my mind. 
You - where did you oomc from? 

You have applauded between the movements 
or my mc-nlal masturbation. 

But, Ido not hate you 
ro, this is my day for exuberant bursts 

of Vivak!i, Bad! aDd Scarlatti 
when bacchaoa1bliss can be drunk 

from the walls of1his music chamber. 
You remain and we c.ngage in convcrsa1ion., a fugue for two. 

Ye1 I h&\·c take/I great prc«ution 
to fasten my diaphanous social mask. 

Who arc you? - oflove's dcspo1s, 
a Hobbesian aggressor, 

some madman surdling for the moon? 
Do you wish to be an usher at my blood wedding? 

Speak. pc,rhaps l will listen. 
Bui this sentiment is ephemeral 
Iwant 10 syncopate )'OUt words, 
your Y10rds, your radiant v.-ords. 

Stop. Please stop. 
Please leave my music chamber. 

(),pl,<us/3 



Jt>aMI Schmidt 

M. H. 

Modest yel forceful gestures of dctkate power 
Assen a.n air of deienniDCd self-cot1fideDOC. 

Reassure the gentle bruzes pming through gotden brown hair. 
Implicit in the ey« 1hat meet mine 

Keen intelligence embracing my direct inluitioa 
As Iseek proximity to your soothing British voice. 

Hush the heart 1ha1 pounds in wailing 
Under layers lOSSod away to opening feelings. 

I mus1 come 10 England is her wclcomtd ffle:$53,gt. 
Noihingsboct ora sincere invimion. 

So ii shall be my new C.mbridg~ friend. 

Ainsi soit-il 
(And so ii shall be.) 
You must come to England, Joanne, 



Tasha Bollinger 

Cardboard Box 

Stacked among the others.., 
an unmarked cardboard box, 

shoved high i.n my closet, 
constitutes all tha1 remains of you. 

A lifeless grey mittet 1ha1 stlllC$ into nochingncss, 
Such, you were in my lire. 

Sole, 
remembrances sustained i.n my mind. 
A paycheck and d.iny clothes 10 wash. 

Useless when new life bur$1 forth. 
Unavailiblc to nurture the tcndtr sprouls, 

Unable 10 suppon their scurdy in1ricate stalks. 
Absent •• tor tbc blooming.. 

Cardboard box, 
Perhaps I'll flush )'OU. 
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Tos.ha Do/Unger 

A Poet's Mind 

I know not ir i1s demonsjokes 
that force reality Hooding my mind, 

or if iis 11a1urc's innoccn<:e. 
that bleeds oon1inually lhrough my mind, 
causing my mad, melancholy, elated state. 

Oh! Sad World, 
SJdislie World, 

Exquisi1e World, 
World. 



A Moment 

Goldligh1 sparkles in crystal drops, 
on pink rose petals. 
Lime lacewing sips. 

th<: spring of Ufc. 

Orphws/7 
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Ruthi~Johnson 

The Gift Rock 

I nudged the rock g-en1ly 
with my boot 

Leaning down, 
I picked it up. 

Soft fingers touched hard. rough, 
bristly une,·enness. 

Cuppod palm meuurcd por<>u$, 
gritty weight. 

R«I, black, btown, with Strtaks and specks 
orother shades and hues. 

A dull rcflcc1ion ofcolors and textures 
in the s.un's 1ouch. 

He walked up to me $lowly. 
Held out the roek be'd chosen co pkk up. 
•A gift ror my wife," he said. 
"A good choice. 

I think she'll like ii," I said. 
I examined the new world in my other hand, 

handed it back. 
"I like rocks," I tok1 him. 
They're always there. 
In the field where r s.tood they au looted alike, 

unlit you pkked one up, 
all by il.$t.lf. 

"1\.-e. heard of )'OOr re«nl ua.g,edics." be said, 
"Oh," I said, looking at my rock, 

holding it gently, firmly. 
"I want )'OU 10 know 

that I wi$.h you well,• he said. 
And slowly walked away 

with 1he gin for his. wife in his pocket. 
I crunched over the field of old law. 
So m.any rocks, 

so different, 
so in1erc~ing. 
so ml.tCh the same. 

https://il.$t.lf


Ruthie Johnson 

l chose a handful more, 
j ust in case. 

You n«-O a oerta,in few, 
a certain feel ofweight in your pod.ct, 

The rigbl amount for )'otH bands 
10 curl around and hold on 10. 



.

PomtlaJ. Ga,•trke 

Big Hand 

Just one h.at1d can doso much. 
It cen instill so much fe.a,. 
It can change perspec:civcs oflife. 
It can slap faces. 
lt can !oroefully, unwillingly open eyes.. 
Il can torture spirits. 
h can make 1hem grow up before their time. 

Iwas never able to understand until then... 

Closing my eyes. I s1ill can su 
That big haDd in search of me. 
I push it from me, bul it is too strong, 
Because it won'1 $0, I ftel l'\'c done wrong. 

That big hand Ionce thoog.ht was friend 
Tried and tortured me 10 no end. 
Looking a1 ocher hands, still Isee 
That di$tina hand ooming after me. 

Day after day, J tried to hide, 
But saill the hand would not sut,s)de. 
I tried 10 run away from it too, 
But where I was. ii always knew. 

Ieried out for help from the hand, 
Though no one could even understand. 
Disregarding me, they au laughed with mock. 
Will Ievent\ltlly gel over the sh<x:k? 

Will lhis nightmare ever end? 
Will the saitches finally mend? 
And if I run, pleue und(rsi.and, 
ii is n01 you... just the big ha.nd. 

10/()rpbcus 
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B~rlyBO'WfflS.Jennings 

Whispers Whispers Whispers 

h's in the home I reign 
Jt was rrom hell l came 
H:nred 3nd des1ruaion follow my nime. 
Whispers Whispers Whispers. .. 

In hell, all demons re3I, 
When my rootstcps are clo$ely near 
To Satan1s bear1, I a,.m very dear. 
•My name," Whispers Whispers. Whispers ... 

l'o the saved my powet could inactiC-. 
JJ it weren't for lhai. love, and patience. and peace. 
Bul, to the ramili(s it's a snap. 
I simply Slart whispering •generation g_ap, • 

I've seen bright sights 
Seen poli<:c ligblS 
Beheld swec.1 nights 
And S1rce1 fights 
By Whispers Wbis:peis Whispers... 

rve heard babies cry 
Hurd mu.sic Oy 
And heard lbe wind as it bkw by 
Whisper$ Whispers Whisper$... 

To the husbaOOS and to the wives. 
I send close friends with tongues of lies. 
Who~ never hesitate 
In giving •so called• good advi<e. 
Ca.lied Whispers Whispers Whispers ... 

So be on guard 
Remember my name 
My power can drive. a person insane. 
And bring them to an open shame. 
By my •· Whispers Whispers Wbispers... 

Otpl><OS/11 



Beverly &nwns.Jtnnings 

I am lhe- niler of hatred 
Destruction and suicid« too. 
And by )'Our soul. if you're not careful 
1'11 booome the ruler of you. 
By my -~ Whispers Whispers Whispc,s ... 

My brother aOO sisters remember 
By God's love and p.a1icnoe and peace. 
We c.11n c.11use his mouth to cease-. 
From Whispers 

Whispers 
Whispers ... 
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Tasha &llinger 

Untitled 

Some lay claim to Famous names, 
bred obedien1ly 1hrough the ages. 
Fathers calculating strategics of accounts and ownership. 
Passion squelched. 
Fire rerouled in dreamt fantasies. 
performed in plays ar.d poems. 

Others inherit 1ri1e label.s. 
Baker, Jones and Smith, 
speDding lheir mortal txisccnce 
Aspiring worldly distinction. 
Swindling soul$, 

But I. 
a bastard daugb1er, 
I am 1he fire, 
glowing in the knowledge 
of a.n cxistenoe 
procured of love, 
nothing else. 



Tosha Bollinger 

An Uninvited Guest 

In sudden sympalhy, 
I grabbed the plastic bag water-filled womb, 
Which held lhe tramp fish, 
tossing h,im into the 1ank. 
Next morning. 
skeleton fl$h lay floating. 
and l spied the executioner. 
Lurking in green aquatic growth, 
his pale mellifluous eyes 
stalked the black angel 
drifting by. 



Patricia Ban/ett 

Mortality 

Down unfamiliar roads less traveled than some 
To drop from mountains high 10 valleys low. 
Moonless sky guides my joomey I.his flir e\'e 
And St,nds forth her s.lar$ to brighten aod show. 

Alone, Night's fair Child, but I rear not 

For Nigh! gi\'CS me, his Daughter, sweet kisses, 
And then bids me join in his dark delightS; 
To ride mises in Lhe swirling Wind till Dawn 
Harkens !he Morn with her pinkest bright lights. 

Aloi)(:, I must traw:1, but I rear not. 

Iam 1hc fairesc While Owl swooping down 
From Night's ridge upon the hapless Mouse; 
I am lhc White Rabbit who stops to stare 
Before fading, a mis1 into Night's house~ 

Aloi)(:. l am one with Earth, I fear not. 

I am the White Moon who hides her smile 
And sweet Sil\'Cr Ct'CSCS behind Night's black faoc.; 
I am the White Sm sparkling tooighl, 
Wind dancing in Nighl's warmest embrace, 

Alo~. I control Spirits, but rear not. 

I am fading While Dream$ which no:u aoo cease 
To a,ou.sc lovers sleeping in the Night; 
I am White Mists hiding 1he dread M<>ns:ters, 
To cause Man to cower, !his night. in frig.tu . 

Atone, I am One with All, I fc-ar n01. 

Oiild of Destiny's union with nighl 
Who in One swirl moment decides ii All; 
For all Creatures, Planets, Star$, Every Man. 
Delighting in each Vkcory or fall , 

Fear l\01. for I will 001 leo.vc You••Alonc. 

OtphcOS/IS 



Patricia Bartl~tt 

Pigeons 

111( pious pigeon lady walks down market. 
Trailing behind are her birds, 
Their cooingdrowned by City's sounds 
The electric train flashes by, 
Her Knap.sack filled with day old warts: 
Croissants and sourdough baked at Bodine's. 

Old in gray and white and black, 
With ragged coats to keep ou1 demon winds 
That tug and tear her S¢ar1'of red 
Aashing like the red stop light 
Ker boots siulYed with a d.ay --oM 0.ronicle 
That aged eyts no longer see. 

Graying woman, aging birds, 
Coo and sing their praise together. 
The man from his hjghrise SC:C$ only his watch, 
The pullman only his cables, 
E3'Ch pass them b)', old woman and birds, 
Without a gJancc or prayerful regard. 

She toss.es out her tidbit trc-asutes, 
On10 the oold and grey «.mcnt. 
Ukc a crail of precious manna 
Pecking at 1hcir reverent repast. 
In this City where godltss people pass 
To let the Ancknts cal their songs. 



A.drltnne Walton 

Coming 1o,ged1e,, 

rising 
with the force or monsoons 
ou1 of sea.son, 
our cner3Y mounted. 
I was southern Atlantic. 
You, a cold summer Pacific. 
Caught in rip-dde changes 
we fouOO each other, grasping 
10 break the final rush-
a rubble ofbroken dreams so near. 

Whales were playing, 

fins IO the sky 
there were no doublS. 
Arm in aim in rnoontigbl, 
ours was lhe•fluoresoencc 
lovc,s come 10 sec. 

Now wc\•e moved inland 

and 103$1 the same moon by cand.lcliglu. 
stardiJng thesky instc.ad or the shore-. 
Y.le. dream silcn1 
and forget 1hc survival fKtors 
We wake with the sun 
following it, from ou, hill. 
as it disappears ar<)uOO tfw:.world. 

We shed our Cily skins 
to drink the darkneu. 

0rph(usJ17 
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Ruthie Jo/tllS()n 

"The Lovely Thing" 

I once had a lovely lhing. 
It looked beau1iful in 1he sunlight; 
All spaikles and colors 
A.nd 11,ng.tcs and shapes .... 
It was smooth and soft 
A.nd 0001 lO touch, 
Bui warm to OOld. 
It was• lruly lovely 1hing. 

One day someone bumped 1gain51 me 
As I held ii 
And it fell. 
lt didn'I break 
Bui it was marred 
And scratched 
and Jookod a liule lopsided. 
Bui it wassliU a lovely thing. 

A time Of two I dropped this lovely thing. 
Or hit i1 agiinsa something 
in myhuny. 
A bi1 ofcolor would come off 
Or there would be a ntw dent 
Or scratch. 
A few 1imes 01hers were careless 
Wi1h this I0\1ely 1hing. 
It was toug.h. 
It could s land a lol or abuse, 
This lovely thing. 

One day someone said 
Why do )'OU siill have 
That old lhing anyway? 
I looked at it. .. 
Many times I'd looked a1 i1 
And felt its soft lustre. 
Somehow 
It didn't look quite SO lo\'ely 
Anymore. 

1810rphws 
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There-was a lime 
When r saw it siuing 
ln its pla« 
As Iwent by. 
1hadn't looked at ii 
In a while. 
I held it up IO lhe window 
And the light rc-flc<:tod 
hs bcau1y, s1ill. 
The colors danced. 

One day I came across i1 
Uocxpec1edly, 
How had it go11en th~ll? 
Oh.well... 
I wen1 onby. 
I was in a hurry, 
Anyway. 

The-n a long time lalc-r 
I saw .something 1h31 
Reminded me 
Ofthis lovely thing 
And I looked for i1... 
For a while,. 

I don'I know whai happened to ii 
Really, 
This lovely thing, 
I can almos1 remember 
Whal it looked like 
And how it felt. 
I can almOSI... 
But... 
h's gon.e. 
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Rot> Bihborough 

The Nuclear Family 

The lime of innooence 
is t1ow lot1g gone. 

Oec:ans frocze rigid. 
The cold has come. 

Across the land; 
Her barren fa,c:c, 

No longer can produce; 
Has fallen from gra<:e. 

A honible sight, 
Unna1ural shanercd ~art. 

The Nuclear family 
Has been torn apart. 

The dark <:fouds arc 
Ofburgundy at1d grey; 

Still allow the sun 
To pe~1ra1e. 

The invisible Rames 
Fall as rain. 

Whal is lcrt 
Digcs1S 1hc pain. 

A horrible sight 
Unnatural shatlered heart. 

The Nuclear Family 
Has been torn apart. 

In that moment, 
An exchange o( 1hought.s 

Vaporiud rivtrs, 
Crumbled rocks 

Green a luxury 
No longer seen. 

Food is scarce. 
No air is clean. 

Remaining eyes 
un up 10 glare. 
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RobBil.sbo,v:,ug/t 

Behold• plane, 
Unrepaired. 

Looking at it all 
One may wonder the purpose. 

There is none 
But ignorance~ 

Particles unseen. 
Vibra.tions unheard. 

Did i1 have to happen 
Before we learned? 

The Nudcar Family, 
Once harmonious aOO secure, 

Btnme divided • 
It dulroycd lhc canhf 

A horrible sig.h1. 
Unnatural shattered heart. 

The NOOcar Family 
Was tom apan. 



S.1£San Pasquale 

Metamorphosis 

Time has been good to us. ii.me has brought us together 
and pulled us apan. But limeho1 been good to \IS. 

We have been given lime to grow. 
We have g,own together and individually. 

Both of us have been going 1hr04Jgh a unique mctamorphos.is. 
Our growth ha.t beco painful and yet joyful, 

difficult yet fruitful. 
We have come to realize the importance ofself, 

but not selfishness. 
We still love 1hose arouDd us, 
but not more tluln our$tlvcs. 

We have learned the true imponaooe 
ofour own self wonh. 

We ha..-e finally lei.med to bur ou1 own voices. 
sing our own song$, 

plant our own gudens, 
and dry our own 1ears. 

Lord knows there have been many tears. 
Now is the time for 1he metamorphosis 

to go on to tbe next step. 
Life wi1hou1ca,cb ocher. 

Standing along••totally alone--undcr no one's shadow, 
blocking no one's light. 

Taki.ng complete responsibility for our own accions. 
blaming or crediting oorselves alone~ 

Standing fom with our own belief 1ba1 we arc kind, 
sensitive, wonderful people who do not need 

10 apologize to the world for being 
who and what we uuly arc. 

We have been so much to each other; 
friend and Jover, brochcr and sis1cr. sun and moon. 

Now we need 10 move forward and allow ourselves 
to become the butterflies we were destined to be, 

(jterpillars no more. Wt shall be Monarch buucrnies 
with large bc-autiful wings ofbrillianl colors. 

22.IO,pbcl.lS 
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Susan PaS(Juole 

Our wings shall sail on the wind in lhe direction 
we koow we must go, Our spiri1s will mingle among 

the BCWI)' budded chtrr)' bkJss<>m trees. 
Whenever you see 1hcm, you will also see me. 

Spread your wing5 and n)'. Take night on lhe warm breeze. 
EnjO)' your night for at long IMI. 

my lo..,e, you are free. 



Linda PhU/imore 

Freefalling 

Given thal it's the tirs.t 
Day or spring and 
Hawks two by two 
Are £reefailing ;:i,ll 
Around us 

While 
Young men arc fancying 
Every pastel ;:i,nd $WCCI 
Young things and bloOOCS 
Abound wavy and soft 
Waving over here 

Waiting 
In lhc sunshine 
Evcry1hing so 
Watercolor and pastel 

It may not be 
En1ircly 100 naugl'lty for 
Mc to grab )'OU 
Know where and say you 
and Hey You come 
o,,er and 
<:razy me a little 

Because: 
On the first day 
Of an)' spring 
It mightjus.1 be 
Tl\e very bes, 1hing 
Todo. 

l4/0tpbtus 



Davu!Deckt.r 

Song of the Wolf 

Long ago, in a disuin1 time 
vaguely recalled, 
before lhe domination o( man. 

before 1he oomingof 
states and cities, 
in the daY$ of 1he wolf, 

a young man 
was told 
10 ride ronh. 

from the wild, 
huddled company 
of men, 

1oscek, 
beyond Ute mountains. 
beyond the streams, 

bcyoDd Lhe hilts 
and v;1:lleys, 
the great eagle, 

who held 
all of their souls 
in its waichful eye. 

Beside him, 
the forC$l rose, 
higt.er and sharpe.r, 

as he. croued the mountains, 
and in a circle of stones, 
on a pla1eau, far away from his tribe, 
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DIJWdDuK.tr 

he saw a wolf raise its head, 
to the Goddess or 1he moon. 
in hcr infinite coldness. 

and llta1 a lake, 
the g.,eal bt.asi 
c.amedown, 

to drink 
1he face 
of his maiden God, 

rippling hc:1 rullness 
into an infinity orcrcscenlS 
in wax and waM. 

bu1 the cbwn then a.me, 
and lhe wolf lumberod inlo the ',1,'()()d, 
lc1wi11s; the lal:c with si.teh disfotcr~1. 

that ii, the Goddess and her face. 
and the many moons chat flowed across 
the lake's surface. 

might have been a dream_. 
forgoucn in 1hc light 
of lhc sun's g,cat fire. 

And on the far side or ll'te mountains, 
the boy saw the c-aglc. 
wh"ling in the sky, 

fa, above the reach orany1hing, 
circling and diving, 
on mighty wings of nesh. 

that old and mighty thief, 
1aun1ing e\'en Che M8$1Cr•God 
of the clouds aOO sky 

with his prize, 
whcc:ling so high as to 
elude even his mighty grasp. 

26/()fpbeus 
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David Decker 

The eagle fl ew on, 
beyond the bo)"s sigh1 
into 1he hori%01'l, 

leaving 1hc boy 
to walk 1he immense sltps. 
left below by the bird. 

aDd lhe boy came to 1he streams. 
and crossed 1hem by n.igh1, 
seeing the woUonce again, 

drinking from Lhc vanishing 
side or his maiden'$ face, 
while only lbc clot>ds 

3nd 1he darkness above. 
flowed with the water, 
1hat rant ofthe deep sea, 

Where slept a God, 
huddled in a pleasant dream. 
Again the beast raised its he-.ad and spoke 

10 hi'- God<kss in 1he , ky. 
in a language that only 
she would know. 

An-c.t wilh ti)(: fading ofnightfall, 
c.amc I.he eagle again. 
wheeling in majcSlic devilry ;i.bo\'e. 

The eagle then led the boy Otl 
to 1hc hills and valleys. 
where again by nightfall 

he saw the great v.'Olf, 
calling to the quickly vanishing 
maiden in ti)(: sky, 
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David Dttker 

and wben 1he day 
came again at last, 
the eagle led the boy 

10 a grea1 fores1 
on a Oat pl.ain, 
and percbed on the branch 

of a gre:at uce, 
which itself 10'11,'Ctc-d 
high into. and be)·ond the clouds, 

and then again in the night, 
as the boy hurried 10\l,'llld 1he fores1, 
the wolf cried 001 in pain 

.as the last or his Goddess 
hung low in 1he sky. 
touching the rim of 1bc hOJiton 

she had before, rose above. 
In the day, the boy could 
see the eagle again, 

resting in the tree far above 1he land, 
seeing him, as he appc-oached, 
wi1h Lha1 quick Steiling. horrid eye. 

On the night lhc boy 
entered the forest, 
tbc moon in the sky was 

complc1cly gone, 
lhal night the wol( 
did 001 lift his head, 

did not speak to 
his Goddess in the sky; 
that night the VJ01£ ran. 



The boy could noc $Ct its shape 
as it came-down the last ofthe hills 
10 lhe plain, 

he did noc see it as it ran 
along his scented lrail, 
n(oding noc sight or sound 

to follow the boy who 
had sickened and killed the moon, 
The woods snatled around the boy 

as he 1)3$.Std th rough many IC$$Cr lrtC$. 
The wolf Smtllcd the boy, 
and quie1Jy bore itS toeth. 

Spirits in the wood 
ga.ve garbled warnings to llw:-boy 
of da,nger, is he passed a grea1many 

or 1heir twisted forms. 
The wolf then charged. 
i1s feet padding amongst 

the spirits' garbled words. 
The boy ran. 
The-great woods passed 

on either side, 
alld the boy ran. 
The faint huff 

of the wolfs breath, 
and the quick pad or 
ils quiet feet drew cl<ll\C 

as the boy neared lhe greal tree. 
In the rootS of the tree, 
1he boy found a great sacred hallowed place, 
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David D«ker 

lh~ quietly lolling wolf dared not enter. 
In lhe night, 
he padded great circles arOUM the tree 

waiting for 1he boy to come ou1, 
but tbc boy stayed the rest 
of the pitch•blact nig.h1 iD the tr~ 

and in the mom, 
the wolf was gone. 
He began to climb the 1ree. 

Alld on a stiff branch. 
a great disLance above the ground_, 
abo\•e the clouds, 

1M boy approached the 
great eagle, 
and i1 spoke.: 

..Oh young son, 
)'OU have followed me we-11, 
even to the heigh.ls of 

my great domain, 
and 1h,e wolJ ttas yet 
to fall you {)'OU are lucky). 

I have been wailing 
roe you here. 
waiting for 1his 1imc. 

And oow comes my grut test 
that nollC I've seen hav,e passed. 
Soon, I$hall fly again, 

off into the noonday sky, 
and you will shoot me 
with your arrow 
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11.nd I will fall, 
diving to a plaoe 
far in the woods, 

and there you must 
find me 
'fore night and 

the coming o( lbe wolf." 
The great bird 
then spread ils powerful wings 

and flew again. 
The boy bcnl his bow. 
1\n nrrow sank deeply 

into 1he eagle's chC$l, 
and it fell, 
a grea1 d.isianoe into 11\e wood. 

The boy climbed down 
as fast as he dared. 
losing many hours to the t311 tree. 

And he ran through lhe wood, 
past the sleeping spirilS 
or the trees, 

over and through 
a g,eat many briars 
and fords. 

The quickly falling sun 
made the boy sweat. 
and tire. 

but night did n.o1 
find him before he 
came 10 the cave whtre the eagle had fal len. 



Dying lighl touched every1hing 
with blind-man's fingers, 
and the boy saw 

the eag.Je crouc.h(d 
in the cave, 
the boy's arrow 

scill wedged in i1s brus:t. 
"You haw rouoo me"' 
lhe ugle said. 

"as soon !he nighl will find 
us bolh. The wolf." 
lbe boy then spoke, 

Spoke for the first 1ime 
in many lum.s of lhe sun: 
"But have I nOI J>3,$$Cd the test?'' 

..·Indeed )'CS," 1he bird replied. 
"yours is now a worthy soul. 
that I must take 

into my watchful eye. 
You've p.irsued me 
across the mounLains., 

streams ind villeys. 
I oould have led 
you much further, 

to infinity iii so chose. 
Yet I have allowed you 
10 break my chest 

wi1h your arrow, 
aOO !he time ofcollcccion 
has come." 
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DavidDecbr 

And soon the dark c.ame 
on the land, 
and the c-.agle changed. 

wrapping il$Clf 
into the form 
orthe wolf ii .so often took, 

and in i1s jaws, 
devoured the boy, 
tripping his soul fore..,er in his etc-ma.I eye. 



DovulMoton 

Untitled 

When you wish upon as1ar 
Make$ a diff'erelk:t who you arc-

Red man, 
Whiteman. 

Nigger, 
King. 

Your wishes don'1 mean anything. 



Resentment 
version 252 

Desensitized, you consume the days 
selecting priorilies rcsisl&nl 

to lhc g.aze: of cashiers 
and otl\er drones J«ring 
from the asphalt fields 

a docper seru1iny 
of such ali-c:n minds 

could m11r 1he scxVAI facade 
yet cmpatlt)l's regime 
is nOI easily toppled 

for each twist of thanatos 
seems a riddle demanding rc,ponse 
con.sideri.ng the acclaim awarded 

10 a prceis.e 1hru~ ofauitude 
tllough you manage to quell 

any stlf•abncga1ing tendencies 
'til like a sit-com 

Sunday morningcomes down 
and you ,himmct inio the pews 
gaining amnesty from )'oursclf 
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LangewdltSclvnerz 

"Jewels Flashing 
in the night of time" 

The S(Orm rode in al midnigh1, 
and the cats began to bounoe 

like freed electrons 
U1rough the matrix of 1he room. 

Out.side, the methane swirl stripped 
fronds from palms and euculypci, 

lhcir humiliation exposed 
in 1hc novas o( OOrst transformers. 

Beneath 1he roors nimsy bener.eence, 
1hc larger mammals cowered by 1heTV 

to W.ltch other acts ofGod 
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The River 

The river in 1hc rainless valley is mine. 
I run her banks and swim lier qui~ water 

And float her expanse on a circular 1ube 
Ofsun-bu mt black rubber, my as.-. 1miling 

Down 1h1ough the hole like arudder. 

I ran to her when my first great love stopped loving 
And sit.pt beside 1he sound or i.tr aneitn1 permanence 

Shcllercd by the walls of her moonless canyon and 
Comfoncd like a child by her \1,-'(I and eternal eare$$t$ 

Far above her meanders, where she s1.i ll sli¢CS rock 
Over 1ime spans that human lives canno1 mcasu.re 

I aim warmed in winter b)' !he sulfurous spring in wh~ 
Steam l breathe the remnants ofmountain builders. 

I have seen snow on her strands and flal•tailcd beaver 
Swimming like drifting, bark-covered IQ&$ with eyes 

And I rejoice. in their prt$Cnct for they carry and reveal 
The imprinted memories of her pure and primal pasc. 

My river has never known her elder father. the sea 
The source of her 1umbling, rock•poli.shing temperament 

Her wa1ers are transfused to thirs.ly cities. arid farms 
Her voice is stilled before she sees hts face. 

Her white water has replaced my tears with the clean 
Mist of her exploded calm as Iwaich her make her bed 

From the. stuff of mountains as she-!>lowly, inexorably 
Reduces huge boulders to gravel. and gravel to sand, 

l saw a single leaf fall once, to hc-r autumn surface 
And as it floated on and was carried beyond my sight 

I allachcd my drtaffl$ and my very dcs.1iny 10 ii$ own 
Knowing the ri\•er to be no more c,ucl than God or love, 
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It's no wonder rivers become mythic: carriers of snow•mel1 
And sedimen1 and men's dre.ams. Ican still see 

Ten thousand sun rays bOuncing from ten thousand ripples 
lnto only my eyes. I know the river i$ mine because she 

Makes these gifts to me. 



Steven Mayer 

Doctor and Mrs. Craig 

They grimace 1hrough i dinner 
Spiced with rose-thorned pleasantries, 

Pretending they arc smiling, 

And hor1ibly grind the ov~rdone 
Duck between thci.r molars, 
Pretending they are hungry. 

The dinner ca.Ddlc's flame 
Drowns in puddled wax 

Oeid in ilS own substance. 



Porch Light 

h's. 2:30, aDd I am too damn awake• 
Here with all my thoughts and feelings. 
Firing up anoLher smoke, 

I listen. I don't hear or s.c:e anything-
Save 1h<: hum or the fan in my room, 
A.tld 1he glow of the computcfs sereen, 

Igei up. and peek through the blinds• 
Did 1hear the whine of a car's engine? 
The slam of a door, the drone of music? 

Nothing, Iam too fucking awake-
I stare at the phone, I call, again, 
Damn machines, 1hang up, a.nd $!arc some more-. 

I rum on the porch lighl• 
Maybe you will stop by and see that I am awake-, 
I hope you don't think I am asleep. 
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The Mind of the Zealot 

I am calm, as r prepare to enter m::utyrdom, 
No one can see me, no one C\'« Y will, 

J3ut they will sec whit I have done, Lhey all will, 

They arc all so sick, c.ancercd with their sins•• 
Burn in Hell, they all will. 

God told me so, he speaks to me, 
He come$ to me, in my fcvtrtd. insecure dreams, 

I can save lhem, I can burt11hi$ place-.• 
So there souls woo·1 burn. 

I am Christ reborn, Iam htre 10save 1hem. 
Whether they like it or not, 

I $Ct 1hc charge, 1s1cp back, 
I look at the timer, 3 minutes and ticking, 
This is 1he 13$1 3 minute$ of 1he false idol, 
I have saved these bastards.. )"CS I did it! 

Out into the night, into the sh3dows, 
I spirit away, God's handywerk <k>ne, 

I have made my place in Paradi$c, 
I don't cire itthey believe or not. I am saved, 

I burn this place of sin, this place ofdeath 
1~ved their souJs.. (Of my God. 

The only God, 1he only way, I know he exists 
He 1eUs me in my dreams 1hat hedocs, 

Doesn't he? 
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Carlo Rivas 

Damned Technology 

Your pa.gtr. 
mjstakcnly 

left lose from your hip, 
siuing alone 

on Lhe naked nighlStand 
neg)«ced, 

as ii let the unvoiced invisible waves of 1echnology 
give your deadly secrtl away, 

no more lurking tics. 
The spceehku waves scnl 1welve words 

to scar a trus1ing htan, 
sLrangling a secure wo,ld, 

rc.le3$ing a terrifying 1empes1 
with tbe memorandum from her, 
"Is 1ha1 all Iget is a good night?"' 

.. , Love You"' 
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Carla R_O,v.,s 

Heat 

Pracciced gestures a«ompany incantations, 
as the body is thrown in wanton play, 

signaling the eagerness to re«i\'e desired pleuurc. 
Could you 10 conceal it with genlle whispers? 

Shameful, Braun, Hussy, 
your long ... low ... wailing reveals lhe sordid decails 

as you celebrale in a festival of lascivious lust. 
The unresuained gluuony ofsensual yearning 

will be repaid 1en-fold. 
as you swell and waddle with your reward, 

a ju$1 punishment ... banishmen1. 
but in sympathy I call yoo b3cl ... 

.. Herc kiuy kiny kitty .. 

OrpntuS/<13 



Honey tdW<J,rds 

I Have Asked 
(In memory of poet William Stafford) 

Iha1o•e asked 100 much of you, 
Your 1urn of Lhe syllable sound, 
The C-lcctric moment 
When I fell your presence 

Only you could have this efl'ect, 
Poeuy was like fish ing )'Otl said, 
Wah king enough and something 
Will come something silver and brass 
Spinning off bright water, 
Moving quickly, rushing 
Your MMoc dean and finely ribbed 

I ha1o•e gouen up alld gone out alone 
Risking the soft shore, the slippery 
Footing. wild animal sounds, 
Feelingsomelhing wash in10 me 
Jusa as you said ii would 

And now when your dca1h i$ announced, 
A sudden unraveling 
Adet-pcuuing 
Disbclicr and pain, 
Allday 
I take everything the wrong way. 
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Nancy Edwards 

My Husband's Home Town 

Your father i.s going blind, 
He un'I sec 10 dial the telephone 
Or read the nev.--spaper 
But he drives ove, to see you, sister 
Every day in his dark sedan, 
He secs OOlhing bul the child 
He carded in his arr,)$, 
Nothing larger than a gir1 of ten 

In die July af1cm00n 
We go down to Che Pavillion Center 
To see the mt«:handisc 
Vendors beckon me to buy, 
A wind rrom the Sudan turns 
The he-at in10 a hot glassy sheet, 
Iam dizty and feel light-headed 
When we escape the e,cpensive mall 

The only 1hing l wanted 
Was a red linc-nclo1h shin 
From a high-pt"iccd Sacramento store, 
But ii would no1 hold water 
Againsi )·our sister's pain 
Of her husband'$ deserling her 
In the place you g.rew up together 

I hold the shin agains.1 my arms 
Up againsc my shoulders 
And think how ii WOtJld look 
On me at Christmas. 
I replace i1 in the pile, 
We cannot aN'Ofd 1his.•• 

Otphc:uS/4S 



Nancy Edwards 

Ayc.arlam 
I would wish only 
To set your father aJi..,c again. 
To see his fact with )'OUfS, 
1\vinsmiles, fa1hcr and SOf'I, 
A summer Sirocoo, 
Ory as ash on slate., 
Was hi.s last, 
We didn't know. 



Nancy Edwards 

Fever 

Whenlamm, 
My hU$baOO sleep$ 

Closer to me his body 
Deni into my splice the folds 

Ofhis waist bowed 
Over my arc shape 

I torque into his 
Wide chest almost 

Bending his chin upwa1d 

Jle$lidcs in his sl~p so 
CI05C 10 me I feel that 
I cin'1 gtt any sicker, 
The pain ofmy virus 
bking up quartert 
or my whole body, 

My husband has arched 
Hi1Tt.$ClfarouOO my sleeping: 

Form refusing 10 Jet 
Harm come in10 

WJiat he wants most 



)()(JnntSchmidt 

Son Corps 

Sa boochc : une ncur qui s•ouvre \'Crs la matinee 
Scs yeux : dcux asircs azws Ctincelanls 
Scsja.mbcs : deux picds dorcs d'un tr6ne 
Sa ocin1ure : un voy&ge de coort erajet 
Scs chevcux : une riv it re ooul3n1e gen1imc111 
Ses mains: deu.x poissons volanl gracicuscmc:nt 
Ses bras : deux demi,ce,elcsjoints vers 1'1.mour 
Scs tevres: dcwc o«ans qui sc: rcnoontrent 
Scs pieds : dcu.x petites branches d'olivc 
Ses doigts : deux oiseaux vibrant lcurs ailcs 
Ses orcillcs: dcux tunM:ls de vclows 
Son nez : deux pas dans la dClkate forCt 
Scs sourclls: deux gen1ils serpents la.nguissants 
Scs ci.l.s: un C\•cntail de soie cspag.nolc 
Sa poiirine: un heureux destin prochain 
Scs hanches : dcux pas vers l'extase 
Sc:s genoux : dcu.x jolies capsules spatia!cs 
Son corps: t'oreillcr de la Grande Ote.uee. M~RE. 
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Joanne Schmidt 

The Fountain in My Mind 

The roontain in my mind 
re.lease$ the imagery 

of your cal'CSSC$: 
a sootbing creek 
a uiclding rush 

a ribbonlike now 
a velvety $piral 

a brushing whis.pcr 
a 1icklish lullaby 
a buoyan1 fluidity 
a wat'ling liquidity 

a mis.ty solidity 
a speedinggranulari1y 

a surging tcstas.y 
in 1hc weloome arms 

ofsubjoccivi1y. 
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Jtnnlffer l. Lesh 

An Evening With The 
Conspiracy Theorist 

You go mainly because it's boen 
so long since you've gone out 
in 1ft.c.wot1d for pleasure, and, be-sides, 
he's called three times for you and seems 
like a benign pc,s,on, rather harmless 
in the scheme: of things. Like you. 
Attd, as you knew he would, he shows 
up on lime and i$ wearing 
a&ofl sweater and ironed slacks 
that drape the-easy anglu of his body, 
and his shoes arc not new, 
but Ibey arc dean and polishl-d. 

Ye.i as you prepare 
to cal your chers salad, 
1hfoki.ng you deserve 1his nice man 
and this nke res:raurant, he 
changes 
in an il\Si.ant. and he's gripping 
your hand quite insiSlcnlly 
in a manner you don't understand. 
He. tells you very plainly 
that there are hormones in the plump 
round cherry 1oma1oes because. 
this way, they grow more quickly, 
giving up their soft meat 
almost wantonly 
10 tbe farmers' picking machines. 
And 1ha1 a baby with flippers 
for arms., and a face 
like nothing on earth, was born 
10 his grea.1 aunt's friend's d11ugh1cs. 
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Jenniffer L Lah 

Lecicia. who loved 
IOffUIIOCS and whose hijsband 
h.ad once worked in the Pen1agon 
doing god•knows-whal 
but had mysteriously disappeared 
imid the secret fiJes seauczed 
across his fruitwood desk. 

And you shrug aOO think 
1ba1 pcrbaps your d21e's only joking, 
and, besides.. in the movie 1hea1rc--, 
h-c smells good. some1hing 
like old-fashioned 1obacoo s.mOke 
befo,e ii goes stale and yellow. 
And the way his elbow 
nudges yours makes you fct l 
son inside, ripe for 1hc picking. 

until he staf1s whispering 
in the round or )'Our ciir 
something abou1 microchips 
and a gO\'Crnmcn1 projec1 
called STUN, where dogs 
in cages went crazy and gnawed 
each othefs cars off and fell s1iff 
to the noor whc-n dosed 
wi1h a low frcqi>e~ sound 
that is now used 10 control mc-n 
and women t \·erywherc. 
a sound like the silence 
before a thunderclap, a soond 
1ike an earthquake waiting to happen. 
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Jenniffer L. Lesh 

When you !w:ar pops and cracldes 
in your ceiling al nighl, h's not 
the upstairs neighbor Slining 
but the stealthy desetn1 
or fibtr optic cables 
rrom lhc duct above your bedroom door. 
And they touch )'OU a.00 £eel )'OU, 
those government men, 
by remoce control, and they enter 
your miOO, and i£ )'OU bear talking 
and IJughing at strange hours, 
it is not )'Our neighbors and n01 God 
and most certainly not your own thoughts., 
but il's them, and thcy"rc asking 
you to come forward like a lamb 
when they come f<>t you. 

~u.didn't you know? 
Soon the men in black come 
(Of ever)'One. 

So you go home with your date 
to look a.1this collcaion or MadDt$$ albums 
and you li.sten as ht speaks, answering 
yu, brc.athing yes, 
f<>t 1here's an in1eM:ity 
to his datk eyes you've never owned, 

and you think that it's bencr to wake in the night 
1anglcd in a ncs1 of fibtt optic ctb1cs 
bris.tling with life. 
lhan 10 wake only to silence, 
like the spinning 
ofa record aner 
the needle has been lit'led. 
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Jennifftr l. l csh 

Parts of Me Have Been Lost 

Parts or me have been lost I thought 
I'd at least ha,.,e been givca my tonsils in a liny jar 
with a lid screwed tight against rot. 
When l woke asking rot them, I was puShed 
fl at and bound 10 1bc table 
with sheclS, stuffed quiet 
with gelatin flaVOtcd by my own blood. 

I woke again 
and I was in another room, 
this one small and blue with a rude reDdering 
ofa Picasso, a madoona with cold hands 
aOO a crooked noc-k. 
A fat nurse wiggled in clutching 
a cloth bundle. She unwrtppcd it, caught 
tbe whole liglll of the room in tbe gleam 
of silver, frceii.ngly precise. I pressed 
my cheek 10 tbe cbill 1able as tbe doctor, 
the star of this show, entered, 
This time it was my toe be was after; 
my lcfl g.rcat 1oc-wi1h itS sirawberry mark ofblood. 
A tumor, ht• said, tnd 1he nurse took my hand 
as be leaned forwa,d, blocking my view 
with hi$ bulk .. ..alld oh, the sting 
or the nocdles sinking in! My fingernails 
dug imo the bad: ofthe nurse's hand. She winced 
and her head reared back like a frightened horse. 
Then cuning. seraping and the hoc sweet steocti 
ofburning Res.h. 

l wisbed (or death tben 
and then later. I wanted to see my tu.mor 
Of 10 know ii$ final dc$-tin111ion. 
I was denied everything: 
but a slip of ptper, announcing me free 
ot cancer and such things. 
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The lhird lime, 
it was my brea.s1 they were after•· I imagined ilt smoolh 
round shape, di$embodicd, on an h•ory plate 
offered on a banquet table al some medic.al convention. 
And never again, oever again could I allow 
chem to take from me. and take. and nevergive, 
so I lcfl, a nurse trailing after me, saying Miss! 
and Ma'am!, aod the receptionist 
lost a sheaf of papers, like oversized eonfeni, 
lo the maroon-carpe1cd noor. 
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Ste-,,e Walsh 

Untitled 

She swims in bourbon 
Suri\$ alcohoJ in her gut 

mouth open wide 
- a human tunny car -

10 release 1he steaming fumes 
and rotting bruth 

Booie lubricates her jaw 
to ramble, 10 ramble, 10 ramble 

lhough1s black. poisonous exhausc pouring 
saliva bile rancid hair dye spilling 

1ears vomi1 swtat spinning 
owl's neck turning 

10 see every1hing yet comprehend nothing 
Go peck in someone else's yard 

You limbless mind 
You beadless abacus. 

You infertile sleeping bag. 
You could dry yourself ou1. 

but who would want that wonhle$$ hu$k? 



Jamrs Cornish 

Are "we"? #13 

Do you care Lbai we arc wt? 
Do you care with me? 

Darling. the wondct or green e,·es, my 
longing, 

Ne you in my ,eacb? 

Are you lbcre within my sight? 
Aze )'OU there with me? 

Swecd1cart. my beautifully htlf•dream1 
songling, 

Have we wha1 "we" mean? 

Have we mauercd oace or twice? 
Have and timelessly? 

Lover, do we 1ruly perceive 
belonging? 

Have we, are we •we"'? 



Jama C<,mish 

I Would 

Jw<,uld be your lover 
Be 1he fruit you 1~e. 

Needed quench from 1he well. 
I, being ofday, lhe rest of night 

Sing the song you hear, 
Weave the doch you wur, 
{ would be more. to you, 

Jr you mighl just consen1. 

I must have you, lover. 
Un-.seaJ the suit )'OU trump, 

Smooth 1~ pillow you press. 
r. col0t of dawn, through $uccor of evening 

Steel the rhythm half-upped and 
Draw the swirlings ofsatin 

When you feel me against you. 

Yes, 
you must 

ya. 
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Jamts Cornish 

Pouting Monad 

Acid stomach of a window latch, 
Who's th111 walking, coming back 
To tell me that I'm wrong. 
Patterns forced on sanity 
With Strokes orgb0$1S and 
Emotioni.l keys, emotioni.l lecs. 
O\lmbfoundcd dreams ofmodal 3:uxiliaries. 

Decision gone with the timt a1 haDd, 
Revision sought for tht band orrriends 
Within me. Without mt they'd be lost 
ArKI more. alone 1han a rhymer in a blank 
Reality, a toner in a fr-ank loca.li1y, 
More alone than a running ronversational i..sl 
Should ever be-. 

The youthful stek withOUI a plan 
Beyond 1he first and easy. but 
The aged look on what went bad, 
Well within che freezing reach 
for immorr.ality, for ODOC withoutity, 
Ins1an1 doubtiiy. Add sight to pouting 
Monad••lct rise, let be 
101.ali1y. 
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Jomes Cornish 

The Tensed 

A female ending sounds so fluid, 
So vuy flowing. so very good 

To the ear, so very dear to a 
Dancer of romantic $!cps.. 

Even if I could once remark, 
Or remake, or rchearlcn the sour i.n me 

With the case of• Latin, e\'en flatten 
The g_lottal starts and stops. 

I wan1 the feeling. che ceiling, 
The lcn«:ling maiden a1 my heart. 

But what's !he use? No vowel can or 
Could allow the clock 10 Slop. 

Oh, I wish for the/o/s ofa gentler tongue-, 
To round my musings and use lhc turns 

Of the son&$ in me, its so hard to eam 
Through the clogs in lhe thinking bogs o( me. 

You, the word as the objea of 
So many 1houghts, the $1.lbjecc ot 
The last retorts, the dative or repression, 
Indirect droplet ormy obsession. 

And on rare oocastons. I ask "Why?" 
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"Hib" 

"You jU$t $honened )'our lifespan." 
Victor was sniffing at a bug spray that actually limeltcd like a bug $pf3f. 1'be can 

oontaining lhe spray, however, was a happy-family purple, and it boasted of having a 
Counlry fresh scenl, In a pc1{ec1 world, I suppose. the dead an1s would smell o( a spring 
breeze, moming dew, and sunshine. In Victor's world, they just smelled like dead-ass 
ants, One o( Victor"s friend was roommates with a girl named Heidi, and HeWi was 
helping Vic1or move out of hi.$ inscctified apanmen1. They had never bcfOl'C mc:l. Heidi 
was the one responsible for the dca1h o{ the ants.. In fact, she was laying down a de..,as1a1-
ing spray slaugh1er onto the inseC15i, crinkling her fa« a1 bofh che 1hought of death and 
the pale attempt al making insce1icidc smell like i1 wasn't designed fro kllling. Vietor 
kept sniffing, though, and Heidi repeated herself. 

"You're sh0rtening your lifespan." Her vocal pitch a~ her eyebrows boch rose 
toward tlwcnd o{ the sentence. It WM het bt:st attempt 10 emulate someone's mother. I 
1hink. She even shook a disappointed finger at Victor's nose. 

"I don't ,men a couniry anywhere. in there." 
..No shit," said Heidi. .., suspeci that"s because ifs bug spray. And quit sniffing at it. 

yoo1re making yourself sick," 
Vic1or was ever opcimisric. ••if I live IOilg enough 10 die from cancer. i1's a da,mn 

miracle any way, so I'm not o-.•erly worried about the inscc1icidc." 
"Righi on."' Heidi app3rently agreed, and sl)e aucmpced to unpack 1he box, so all lhe 

foodstuff wouldn't be surroulldcd b)' the 1hrce hundted or so an1 corpses. Victor wasn'1 
bolhcted by the ants; he Slopped her wi1h profanity: 

..Fuck Lha1. Some de.ad bugs.won't ruin the new fucking ki1chen." Victor watched 
Heidi as she mo-.·ed (,om unpacking the box 10 snapping a towel around to move the gas 
cloud from kitchen 10 living room. Now she ,eally looked like someone'$ mother; she 
munercd the occ-asional .. Jesus that shit stinks." Victor let a smile sneak pas:1 his move-
indU(:ed exhaus1ioo. "'One more spray, we dose the box. and we wait for the fellas 10 get 
back for ou, last load." He sprayed. she closed. they waited. 

"I'm still curious." Heidi $lood up 10 stretch her legs. Sfw:.could only ignore 1hc lack 
of furniture and Sil on a noor (or a finilc amou.nt 0(1ime. I guess. -vou never answered 
Monroe's question. What do guys wan1in the perfect wonuin?" 

Vietor had no idea. "Whal do I wanI., m)'Self? Or what do SU)'S want in general?" 
Victor had no idea. 

..You...both. You, I guess." 
Vtetor stared at his shoes for inspiration. and Heidi watched him squirm cerebrally. 

"Me. myself? Nol too much, I don't lhink. A certain confidence. Like, $he has 10 realize 
tha1 she's ju~ as likely as anyone else our age to become the next HilJary Ointon." 
Victor didn"I Jook 31 Heidi when he spoke. He typically didn'1 look at anybody. V,cior 
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was a shon min with a 1111 man's musculature and a milit•ry haircut. lhe easiest hairC\11 in 
the world. His haircu1 always seemed to outrank )'OU when you met him; be ilways kepc: 
you on edge. like you wanted to salute. Usually when he looked al people, they looked, 
in tum, I t anything bu1 him. As ifVte1or wis Frankenstein's monster, or his e)·CS were the 
secret demon lurking in Pandora's box. 

'"Any one or us could sell the screenplay, win !he locto, close the deaJ. Make a 
millio,n bi.»ek-s and become a somebody. We all assume lhat we're gonna be forced 10 ride 
it ou1 a11wc.nty thou' a year. though, with two mortgages and a laptop computer. But djg, 
somebody has 10 climb 10 the top before e ...erybody else realizes they're sauck at the 
bottom. IJ a gal's aJready climbing. she's not perfeet, bu1 she's in the proper ballpark," 

Heidi jump-s111 oruo the empty bar 10 begin a line ofques4ioni.ng. "So she's goua be 
climbing some social ladder lo be considered?" she.inquired. "'Like-Melanie Griffith in 
1ha1 Harrison Ford film?" 

.. Nope:· Victor leaned forward on the box he was using as a chair. "'Not my poinl. 
She could juSl sit around on her 8$$ more 1han I do. Stte onl)' has to rtali:e her pocential, 
not octuafiu it. Big difference. Huge dift'c:reoce. The lovc.ly Mrs. Oin1on lounged 
around on her big okl bun alld married 1he rig.tu small dmc politician. Now 5he's kin3 of 
the frcakin' mountain. Anyone could do that. but no ooe realh:es ii... 

Tu·o gunshots. foUowed by a lhird, served as a prelude 10 the squealing or tires and 
the gnashing of 1ec1h. Heidi dove of£ the bar once she recognized the difference be1wecn 
backfiring:cars and gun-firing drivers. She half-hid behind a box. Vte1or towered his 
head a bit; be looked like he was walking lhrou,gh the front tow ofa mo..,ie theatet on his 
way to the snack bar. He closed in on the window and pured ou1 for any signs of 
continuing gunfire. Victor asked Heidi if she thought 1ha1 the: cardboard would somehow 
stop a bullet alld said, ··Don't worry, it's a couple blocks down. I think." Victor's head 
danced around the window frame like he was a boxing kangaroo, 

"Jes.us,'' said Heidi; het voioc fell coarse alld hard to perceive as if it were becoming 
exhausced by the world. "Now I sec why )'OU're moving..and the box isn't bulletproof, 
my pager is.. I wear ii O\'Cf my hean like Popeye does his spinach; ii can 1ake a bullcl for 
me, and 1hc villain will think l'm de.ad oocc he's shot me." Viccor gave a voiceless laugh, 
his chest bouncing 10 some silent rhy1h.m. HekSi s1ood. suaig)uened her 0\'eraUs, adjus.ted 
her bulle1proof p3.ger, and yabbed the boule ofwater from the fridge. Heidi paused . 
.. Where the hell arc: the fc.llas?" 

..Name one thing )·ou're afraid or that nobody else is. And make it good..... Af1e, 
several anems,4s to k>ca1e one of 1he packed up clocks, Victor 100k it upon himself to fiU 
the: silence wi1h a lrkklc ofsmall talk. "'... because when Jasked Monroe, a.II she said is 
thal she~ dca1hly scared of time 11avc.ling and gelling s1uck in 1he '7r:Js. She doesn'1 want 
10 wai1 1wen1y years before she can watch Pulp Fiction on video. We can an come up 
with bc:uc:r fe.ar-s than that I'd 1hink. l'd hope, anyway." 

64/0rphieus 

https://ques4ioni.ng


David). MOion 

Apparcndy Heidi was more imprC$$td wi1h Monroe's joke•fcir 1han Victor was. Shoe 
wasn't afraid co play along with it. "That's a preny cool fear, though." She had a laugh 
hiding behind her voice..., couldn't bear the though I ofwearing Flashdonce leg warmers 
again or those parachute pants. Oh god, and Dulls ofHauordwould s1ill be on the air. 
And no paget! I wou.ldn't be able to deOect bullels,"' Victor laugh,cd harder than Heidi 
did, and after a momen1, she appeased Vi-ecor and took 1he ques1ion sertOusly, staning 10 
contemplaie i1. 

Victor wa1ched Heidi as thought mide her 1igbten her face into an odd, stem looking 
grimace. He hadn'1 known her for long. but Ile did know tha.1 her conversations were 
wonderful to observe. She'd studied sign languag.e, and her speech paucms ~re more-
animated chan a second rate politician's. Plus. she had red bait, and we an know thJt 
every American since Desi A.mei is cruy aboul a redhead. Ocs.i was a Cuban by birth, 
tboug:h, so maybe Vt01or's Americani:7.ed infatuation with red hair was originally an 
imponed t~t. 

"'Okay. I'm scared of, .. l'm scared .. .'' Heidi had to stn:tcb to find something she 
considered frightening, and Victor, always afraid or some damn thing or another, wa.,; 
thoroughly imprCMCd. ,.Okay. I know. l'm $('ired ofparasites." V.cior laughed, "'Oot1'1 
laugh. First, I got it from the movie Allens. I saw i1 in 1he drive-in whct1 Jwas a small 
child. My dad fell asleep in lhe car, so I jusl sat there, alone and in the dark, watching 
Tom Skeni1 pass an acidic. l iving parasite tluough his stomach, rigb1 the.re at the dinner 
table. I couldn'1 cat spagbcui un1il I was thinun." 

Heidi, accustomed to the nearly constant C)'e conlact required in deaf com·ersations, 
S1ared into Victo(s uncomfortable e)'CS while she spoke. And she had to laugh a little al 
his reacLion 10 the spaghetti eommen1. Mos-1 people didn't remember 1ht spagheui flying 
all O\'er the kitchen in that scene of the movie) I don't think. Victor did his damnedest to 
keep up her eye con1a.c1, as she went on...My par.asite 1hing blossomed lase ~erin 
that damn biology class 1 was telling you about earlier. I mean, consider this.: If I 
ac1ually gave birth 10 a child, I'd have a small human parsite gestating inside of me like a 
,nine mot1th t3ipe \'/Orm bearing a gene1ic match 10 me." Heidi emptied tbc water bot1le 
into a Burger l(jng cup and wtnl on. eyes wide, wi1h a mock passion igniting her ever)' 
word, 

"'It'd be j~ Ii.kc one of 1hose aliens growing in my belly, like they did in old Tom 
Skerri1's, only the face hugging alien criucr that impregna1cd him \.1/0uld be replaocd by 
some guy's penis. 1be thing. .. the para.site, no11he pcnis ... would sap my Slren,gth aMI 
de\•elop a tube 11\a1 steals all of 1he nutrients ou1 of my f<>od before I can gee to ii. and 
then, whammo! I'm trying to eat a nkcbowl of spaghc,tti somewhere, my w3:ter breaks, 
aMI h's m~ squirming around cbc floor wi!h a thing foccing its way oul ofmy body, not 
Tom's."' 

Heidi's mix o( playful hand gestures, well limed smiles., and head nods told Victor 
th81 she was only being half-serious. Af1er a moment's pause, Ibey both laughed at 
&omething that neither of!hem said and then fell silent. Polioc sirens, always s'°w 10 
respond, finally siartcd snc-.aking up 10 their neighborhood. presumably in response to the 
shooting. Victor broke a lingering eye contact 10 look, once again. for a dock. 
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"'Bet the (cl las gOt something to cat." Heidi looked in the (ridge, losing her vokc to 
!he whir or the cooling ran. She knew i1 was all bu1 crnpl)' before she even opened the 
door. 

"Doubt ii. I told them I was gelling them food for 1heir help. That's just stalldard 
mo\'ing protocol.,. Vietor checked his wallet. Heidi sltetched ou1 her bad., spreading her 
arms 10 hug 1.hc air, and sat back dOWl'I on the bar. 

"'Okay Chen, my turn; what's )'our idea ofthe pcrrect man?" Victor always as.Jccd this 
question of women he had known roe a great while. It was jmt cursory; he alwa)'$ asked 
ou1 of some C\lriosity, ne\'Ct as a pick up line, Victor hadn"t known Heidi for more than a 
day, howc-.·er, and he round himself rather cager to hear her answer to his $tock question. 
Maybe this time he cared, and maybe this 1imc he measured up. Maybe he could e\ten be 
Tom Skcn it without the spagheni. 

"'I don't koow about perfect, bu1J1hink I can manage something.,. Heidi set down 
one or Victor's compact disk cases as she spoke. She was observing his musical tMlts. a 
uaih 1h31silt always found important in an individual or quality. Heidi resumed hc-r 
answer once the CD case she tleld was packed back up in il'> box: she didn'I wan1 to begin 
her ronvcrsatk>n wi1hout her hands being free. '"This last guy I da1ed had a gicat sense or 
what i$ funny. but he nc,•cr shared in my conspiracies. I dream up these 1heorics and 
conspiradcs aboot everything from the lack or ma.,;turbation in Scotland 10 space aliens 
11nd their relatioMhip 10 people wi1h low blood pressure. This las! guy .always pointed 
out Lile fact that I was jusa making my conspiracies up as I wcn1 along. But it'$ like. no 
shit! Tha1's 1he run of i1. Circumsuntia.1 t1Jidcn~ and chasmic leaps 10 bizarre conclu• 
sions." 

Victor pcerod out the window one last time and pulled Lhc: cheap cunain suinp to cut 
the g.tarc of the Western sun. lie moved aaoss lhc room to lhe bOx that llcidi was 
perched upon and took a drink or her wa1er. It wa$ the lasa cold water in the house. Heidi 
continued. 

"When I mike something like th.at up. I liopc lhc people I'm with will jump in On il. 
Nobody needs 10 ridicule. my 1heotics or remind me 1hat I'm j11.s1 being an ass, «I)C(i311y 
someone I'm seeing.- VK'lor sat down on tllc noo,. 

..So no Ph.D .. pcrfec1 body. scnsi1ivc yet rugged. playmate in1c,vicw lypc stuff?'" 

.. Oh, hell yes. All 1ha1 s1uff and a million dollars, but i1'1l only la.st ifhe can ketp up 
with my imaginations, you know? Should I disco\'et one day that the Piua Pala«• up 
SlrOCI is lhc socrci lab or the lltfarious Doctor Nnscar, :md he's using the pauons 10 sap 
lhcir emo1ions in order 10 power 3 doomsday gun, I expec, my Mr. Pcr(ecc 10 llelp me 
gain more e\tidcnce ... 

"'You're noc serious?"' Victor stared a1 l-lcidi witll wide eyes and 3 I lollywood 
cxp,cssion 1elling 1hc camet3$ that he WM surprised. I 1hink Heidi mis.Md the point. 
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..Yes. rm st,ious. We have 10 be on the same plate about 1hi.s kind orstuff or rn 
never keep up a relationship wilh they guy." 

Victor saw that Heidi didn't rccogn.ize his mock surprise. He interrupted her, saying. 
"No, I mean )'04l' re noc serious about your pitza place. J1hoogh1 Doctor Nasear died after 
that incident at the Seven Ele..,en:• Heidi laughed arld cltpped her hands as if1he l.aughter 
djdn"1 apologize en04lgh for her having miJSed Victor's;oke. Victor kept up a serious 
look, M if he was deathly afraid of the re1um ofthe fie1 ionaJ Or. Nascar. 

Heidi joined back in and helped escalate the conspiracy. ''He's still alive a1 the PW!a 
Pal.ice. I saw him there last week riding offon a bicycle. I was mor1ified.'' They both 
laug.hed for a momcni and fell silent, staring at the bat ofglowing amber light that slipped 
pasc the break in tbe eur1ain. A few ears drove by, Heidi sta11ed; she had obviously 
thought ofsom-e1hing horrible.. Vtctor looked up at her with a question mark plastered on 
his fact. 

'"Maybe the fell.as did go get somcthin.s 10 cal, but at the Pizza Palace, and Or. Na.scar 
knows that we know his secret." Heidi stood up. s1aned pacing near tbe 00.r of sunlight, 
and continued. '"Thc)"..,e been c.apeurcd by him, and that's why they're late!" 

Vietor jumped lOhis feet, accompanying Heidi. ..Oh my dear gosh! We give them 
fif'tee-n more minutes. and ifthey aren't here, we go in after lhcm." 8olh of them laughed 
again and began rubbing their chins and crinkling their foreheads to prove tha1 1hcy were 
thinking a.bout how 10 free the fellas from tht clutches of Or. Nascar. 

Victor tore the tape from the lid ofa box in an ancmpt to find where 1M: buried at leas.I 
one of the- clocks. Heidi watched, alrea.dy comfot1able in the presence or Vi~or's $ilenec. 
But a question crepe up on her, so she shot ii al Victor. 

..Baek 1oearlier. Wb,a1 are you afraid of? You asked me, so il's only fai r 10 ask )'OU. 
And I mean bes.ides Or. Nasca, and his empa1hic pizza machine." Heidi moved to help 
Victor dig through the box; con\•cniently, he was again dose enough fOJ the diroct eye 
contact that she alwaysdesired in a conversation, 

Vietor laughed, and said, "Oetting s.1\d: in the J970's where I couldn't watch Pulp 
Fiction until..." 

"Im str-ious." Heidi shut him up. "Shut up. striO\lSly. A fear." Vicco, thought of 
seve-ral pretty basic fears such as heights and large bugs and nucle-ar war, but none were 
a.s cool as Heidi's parasitc/Alitns rear. He-stared at the contents of 1he box 10 organiu his 
phobias. Heidi looked him in the c)·elids until be finally staned to speak. 

"Sea1ed, I don't know, but I c.an tell )'OU what er«ps me OUl••nighuime i.n the 
summer. And only in the summu. Winter's fine. When it't cold outside, I alwa)'t go out 
w.alkin' after midnight, as Patsy would say, and h.ve a grand old time. In the summer, no 
way, I'm erceped." Heidi li~encd to Victor and COfltinued 10 dig through 1hc box, S()IO. 
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Framed phOIO$ of a young Victor and $0mc girl (his sister?) playing with Siar Wan action 
figures unwrapping: Christmas gifts were all neatly packaged in the box ror Heidi 10 
disoover. No clock, though. Viccor continued . 

.. Winter, you walk around and you mean somdhing. Everything in tl\e city is dead 
but you. Oead and cold. You·re the only sign of li te,.1he only source of heat; a big, bright 
beacon of warm life in a world of sleeping cokt. You, as an individual, actually become 
nocioed.. You aaually make-a diffcrenoe." Victor opened a new box, and Heidi tried 10 
make the tape re-stick on the cardboard lid of1he old one-. Heidi continued to watch as 
Victor continued to talk, 

'1'1iesummer's different. Ever)'One Slays up all night: high schoolers, us eruy 
college kid$, bar junkie$. 'The· ci1)"'$ nowhere near being vacant. People-arc a,U over the 
pl:tcx all night. And the temperature? Forget i i. The heat around here owns you. The 
night air is about ninety-five degrees., so ii totally outshines you, Your perfect, dark 
world of$0lacc and cold is usurped by day-goers.. intrusions and a blanket of heat. No 
solace. whatsoever. just people and hut. That's what creeps me out." 

V.aor dug a CD playcr out of the box, arwl banded it to Heidi. With a nod ofhis 
bead, he pointed out the box that contaiocd all the COmJMct discs. Heidi grabbed them 
and ptu~d In the s1crco. Victor reallied he should have carried the CO player, s-incc ii 
was huge in Heidi's arms. She was barely five roc1 Lall, and Viccor, being the walking 
machismo 11\a1 he is. fell bad ror making her carry the thing. As Heidi looked ror a disc 
10 play, she spoke to fill the time. 

--That is creepy. I never thought about 1ba1. But you're right. All winter, train horns 
seem to call out 10 you, like they're assuring you someone else is at least receiving your 
signal. 1n 1he summer 1hough, triins jU$1. locr at you and nag you. We can leam a IOI 
from the 1rain.s. I never thought about it be(ore, !hough. Thal i.J creepy ... 

"It's 001 an official fear though, only a creep. And I just 1houg,h of a rear ..... Victor 
stared a1 the stc-rco, hoping Lhe music wou.ld start an drown him out. The music never 
ea.me on; Victor had LO con1foue. Heidi waited 10 he.a, his fear. -what ifevery1hing 
we-'ve been saying all day isn'l P3rt of some social need to establish a common tie 
bc1ween us, What if we've managed to impress each ocher as much as we have by simply 
being ourse.lvts. The Heidi (\•c ju$! met is Lhe real Heidi, and the Vtetor you've just met 
is ll\e rtal Victor. No bullshit about it." 

Heidi stared at the radio for a moment before she spoke. "'That is scary••NOt 
possible though is it?" V.c1or answered by way of queuing one of his favori te songs on 
lhe stereo. They stared at each Olhet's chCSls, letting Lhc music take the place ofthough1. 
It worked well, I think. Victor didn't know what more to say. 

"I love that old song," said Heidi. Some people outskk: walked up the stairs thai led 
10 the apirtment; lhey were talking and laughing O\'Ct some minutia. There was a fifty• 
firty shot thal it was either the neighbors corning home from work or the fellas. Sneaking 
her C)'CS up co Vittor's, Heidi repc.1:tod huself. 

"1 IO\'C lhis song." 
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The Magician 

As 1he magician ended his a(t, the aud~ft(C; rose mecha.nically 10 appl:tud. The 
magician bowed his ever grateful and mundane: bow, but his eyes remained focu$Cd on 
the skeptic. who remained stated with folded arms. Later 1hat evening, when everyone 
had gone home, 1he two met in an alley bchiOO the building. 

The moonligh1 was feeble. makfog 1he pupils wider and more r«cpth-t. 
••Thal was quite a performaooc )'OU pu1 on tonigh1." the s.kcptic said. 
"Oh? And did you enjoy it?.. 
The skeptic did not respond. 
"And wha1 brings you here 1onit;ht, 10 my show, if ,·ou don'l mind Ill)' 11skJng?•· 
The s.kepdc squinted up at the moon and pondered, "'Mere curiosity. that's all." 
''C\Jriosity?" he said. "And arc you 1hinking ofbecoming a magician?" 
"I never said 01.at," replied the skeptic. ''Just curious." 
"Well, if )'OU'rt intcreSted, I c.an show you some simple ui-eks. Perhaps you have a 

knack for it and don't reali-z.e ii yet. What do you say?'" 
But the skeptic remained l>ilent. 
..Very well, suil yourself," and the magici3n tipped his black 1op h,c and exiled the 

alley. As the magidan walked he could hc.ar the crackle of a second sel of foot.falls not 
100 far behind him, like a distant echo of his own. The magician didn't bother 10 tum 
liround. 

And those who were up a, that Godless IM>ur of 1hc nigh1 saw two figures walking in 
Syt'I(, guided by the moon. a man following his own shadow. 

Whtn the magician a.rrivcd at his apartment he unlocked the dooc and turned to tbc 
skcplic . 

..Would yoo like maybe some coffee, if oot a magic trick or two?'' 
The skcp1ic replied slowly, ..,,11 have some coffee. but then I must be k:aving... 
The fi rst thing the skeptic noticed was how dark ii was inside. The light switch 

wasn't immediately a.vailab1c. so the skeptic follow«! the magkian into lhc blackness. 
The ai, was dead or dying. Aheavy opptC$$ion lingered on all sides that surrounded the 
limbs and violated the 00$Uils. Sudd(nly the ligh1 nicked on, chasing away all Rightsof 
fancy. 

The apanmcnt was one large room. There \vere I.ables and chairs and shelves in 
undcsignated areas., al'ld a large bed in the <:enter with rod sheets. N0thing in the room 
appeared to be where to was supposed to be-. like in normal houses, where the kitchen 
stayed awa.y from the den. What make ii worse was the cardboard boxes scattered across 
the Ooorof va.rioo.s shapes and s.izcs. Most of the boxes wtrt unopcl'lcd. 
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...Don't mind the mess.·• uid the magician. "'You'll get used to it." He wenl over to a 
coffee machine and siancd b<ewi11g. 

The 1wosa1 on cardboard boxes, no! looking at one another, in silence. 
Suddenly the air beeame oppressi\.'e once again. A smell like !hat ofburning bone 

seemed to fill 1he air. The slcepcic: tou.ld not tell !or sure. but he tbought it was coming 
from the oo!fee poc. Alld jUSI at that moment he noti«.d 1he boolc-<nd in a shelf behind 
the magician. h was in 1he shape or a skull, He oould noc tell ifii were real or not But 
then t~ odor gradually dissolved in10 that or coffee, and the skeptic relaxed a linle into 
the cardboard box. 

"What's in the boxes?"" asked the skeptic. 
"Why, m.agicof course." 
The magician retrieved their cotlee, paused !or a momenl., lhen said, "Here's to 

magic."' 
"[ only came !or 1hc coffee," the skcpeic replied. 
The skeptic 100.k a sip, swished ii arour.d in his mouth for a momenl, then swal• 

lowed. 
And somehow, the skeptic managed 10 spill coffee on his shin. 
The coffee formed a small scaln ln the center o!his cJ)CSt. This stain slowl)' grew .ind 

darkened until it covered the whole-fron1 ofhis shin. 
The magician watched carefully. "Looks Ii.kc you need a new shirt. You had better 

follow me," and the magician led 1he skeptic to a thin spiral Slairca.sc. in 1he corner of the 
room. which lhey descended. There was no light below. The skeptic toUowed with his 
hand the cool, mtlal railing aOO li$1encd a1 the invisible foolSleps before him. The air 
became cold and liquidy. He brushed up scve.ral times a,gaiBSt whal felt like plant lite, 
and sometimes the steps and rails became slick with a sticky resin. When they reach~ 
the bottom the magician lit a candle and led the skeptic down a series ofconidorS. The 
walls were pallid white and seemed 10 be made of ctment. The place seiemed ancient. 
Dripping could be heard in the dis1ance. And the skeptic still fell as though 1hey were 
descending. 

Finally they arrived at a dirty, old Nthroom. The magician sec 1he c-and!c in 1he sink; 
1he nozzle was ruSly. 

The magician mociooed for him to take off his shirt. He did. The coffee had sunk a.II 
1hc way through. leaving on his bare chcs11h&1 same large, black stain. 

"'h looks like we'll need some soap and watc-r to get that off. I'll go get you a towel." 
The magician motioned 10 something behind the s.kep1ie; it was an old, decayed shower. 
The magician leO the skep1ic alone 10 undress. 

First he took of! his shoeS; the ground was like ioc. He Jet his pan ls fall to the Ooor 
ind stood on them for warmth. He goc a chill sliding off his underwtar; now the air was 
pressing against him. In the distance he could hear doors closing and latches t·umi.ng. 
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The shower had no cur1ains. After he scepped in he no«iocd that he was $landing on fresh 
earth. He turned tht• rusty knob for water; nothing happened. 

The s.keplic wa.~ picking at the blad: spol on his dlcst when lhc magkian arrived. 
The dooc closed behind him heavy and instanl, u though i1 would never open again. The 
magk ian's eyes glowtd yellow in the candle light . 

..You forgot 1hc towel." the &kepcic said. 
The magician did not reply. fnstead, he scooped up the skeptic's clotnts from the 

Ooor and dropped them down an ancient laundry chute, where lhey surely mee1 with the 
untouched piles ofocher's clothes from ages past, milde\1/'Cd aOO decayed. Suddenly the 
air bec.ame filled wilh th.at distinct smell or 1he dying wl)o die in 1hin, whi1e twispital beds, 
emaciated and alone. The skeptic found it hard to breath. 

The magician watched his naked skeptic friend for a moment and 1hen asked, "'Have 
)'OU ever heard or hypnoiism?'" 

The skeptic nodded. 
'"Do you believe that 1he hypnoti.st can make someone do what tbcy don't do, or even 

find appalling, under ordinary circumstances?" 
"Whai I believe," said the skeptic. ..is thal )'OU ean'l make someone do a deed unless 

1hey really wanted to do i1 in the firsc place.'" 
The magician smiled at this remark. 
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The Man with a Very Weak Heart 

There was a man living in 1own oocc, at one time Of anotbcr, w!)o !lad a vc.ry weak 
heart, h started out when he was quj1e young, though at the time he paid it llO miOO. As a 
)'OUlh, he fell imm0rU1I, and 1ha1 strange Ouncr in his chest wM nothing-merely light-
footed dtli.gh1 a1 being alive, and young, and free. Bui as t.e beamc older at1d more 
C$lablishcd in Lile community, his heart began to concern him. II would fluner and pump 
flatly. as it bored with i1s tedious tMk, and seemed 10 1hrca1cn 10 go on strike at any 
momenl. At fin-I the man would have nothing to do with the thought of monality; i i 
simply t1cver ocamcd 10 him 1ha1 this life would conclude. 8111 finally he went 10 the 
doctor and af'ter many furrowed brows and many expcns.ivc-tcsts the re~h was in•--Sir, 
I'm afraid you ~ve a \'Cry we.ak heart. 

The man of course was shocked, as anyone would be, to find ou1 he h.adn'l long 10 
li\'e. The wa.iting list ror 1ransplants was a long one, and he was not a rich man. He 
would sit in his room for 1hree days now 10 con1tmplate his !)Cw round mortali1y. 

Afterwards, he developed a great fondness for walking.. He liked m0&tly the parks. 
Ht enjO)'cd 1hc lush green trees, swaying and undula1ing in the wind. Then ti.ere was the 
grass, green and sort, yielding to the soles of his shoes. He often spent much time sitting 
on 1his grass by 1he riverbed. staring a1 a tree on 1be other bank: S1re1ching i1s \'tin)' lta\'es 
acioss the murmuring watc.rs. It was here thal the man would take a deep breath, filling 
his lungs with the cool, fecund air. 8u1 then he w<,uld begin 10 curse his !)can. Why 
should he be 1orn from this life? So many other people deserve to die .• why should h~ go? 
And 1hen his heart would nve up"4nu1tering. droning. thumping weakly, tired and bored 
ag3it\$t his ehc$t. He clu1cllcd his chest angrily at1d w3lk.ed away. back 10 his house. 

Our man was m051 afraid at home. He fell so isolated. The door ne\•er knocked, !he 
plionc never rang. and tl\e 1V wouldn't lislen. At night in bed was the worst. As he lay in 
the dark he could feel his hear1 dena1ing berw:a1h his chest. II wa.s at night his hean took 
on more malicious 1onc-S. It would chrob painfully, weakly, tired or life. lhreatcning 10 
pull the man into the darknes:s of eternity which he (cared most. He would pull at the 
sheets, tears falling from his yes in genuine cerror. AOO !)t would cry ou110 God above, 
"Please.just orw: more day!" 

And hi$ one m0tc day would come. 
During his various trips to lhc park he noticed a woman who walked alone as he did. 

Her clo1hes were slight!)' shabby. bu1 she had a nk:e face and pleasant breascs.. Her hair 
Wit$ dishcvekd, bti1 in i good way. The man thought it would be nice 10 t31k 10 her, 300 ii 
would be nice co have some company on this one, more day granted by Ood. II turned out 
she was quite sweet She h.ad an airy, light-beaned gait and talked often in low. confidcn4 
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tial lones. She loved to talk, but was alwa)·s waiting tOf the sl.ig.htCSI movement fr0m 1he 
man's lips 10 be ready to Hsten. 

Very soon they were walking hand in hand; very soon t~ man began to need her. 
When his he.art would ever act up. he would ding to her. And she, having been told of 
his condition, would Mild him fast, and the man could tecl her he,art beating fast against 
his, beating for them both as she whispered into his ear confidential rea.ssuranocs.,. 
sending shive,s ofwarmth down his back. And for the first lime in a long lime, our man 
felt safe from death. 

One day in the park she asked him o,·er to her place (or 1ht nig,h1. He IICCtptcd, 
somewhat reluctantly. But his fear ofdying alone outweighed any conoem for vanity. 
As they walked 10 her house., the man looked 0\'er his shoulder sc,·eral times. His eyes 
would squint at figures in the distance, anticipating recognition,. The woman did not 
notice. She was watching the purpling sunset. It spread like beiutiful wam color, high 
and wide, and i1s color spilled actoss the woman's ~ le skin ind rc0ectc<I like dull names 
in her dark, ituense eyC$. The man would ha,•e found it quite beautiful, h.ad he noticed. 

Her apartment was simple. The tiny living room had a couch and chair; lhe bed· 
room had a t,cd. Oochts were folded neally in 1he corner and s.iacked high (or lack ofa 
dies1 ofdraweJs. The man wanted 10 leave. She handed him a gJas.s of lemonade. He 
drank suJlenly. Soon they were sining on lhe bed. Then his hurt Marled in again; he 
held her f"M1. She showered him wi1h tUSStlranecs and Id.$$($. Suddenly he noticed Mlw 
beauliful her face was. He always knew ii looked simple and kind, but what he noticed 
now wa.s how 0awless it was. Every line sec.med wbe.fe ii wa.s supposed IO be, and 1he 
lamplight glowed in Iler eyes like crystals. 

She delicately undressed him, and he her. He pressed his sorry chest against herS, 
cleaving her soft, wflite breasts. He could feel her hcan beating--s.1rong. He. attacked her 
with kisses; she fell back on the bed benealh him. Her heart was beating. stronger; he 
could feel it••lhrobbing. pounding. belling for them boch, for him, strong and unceasing. 
He wan1ed to melt into her. 

And before be finished he told her he loved her, 
The ne.xl morning he was awakened by her leaving. She kissed him gently on the-

forehead and said she was going to the store to get some thin~ for breakfast, Outside 
the bedroom window the sun was ris.in&, golden orange and yellow. The trees outside 
were aglow with the p0wer(uJ rays ofthe sun, Jnsidc the rays Mruek the wall while tiny 
dus.t mo1e swirled in the air like angels. The man no1iced his sunoundlngs-~a 'i/ey wall 
with a hole pundled in lhe plaster, a ·worn rug 1ha1 didn'I quite cover the entire noor. and 
a pile otdOlhc.s growing beside a dfrty bathroom door. The man began to realize tha1 
this woman was of a lower cliss than he. This woman was orw: he hid seen many limes 
be(oce, but wouldn'1 condescend to spc-.ak to. This woman, he rcaliud, wasn"I very 
lmpon.atu a.lld but f0t his condi1ion, he wO\lld not even be here. 
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In bed he moaned to himself about his condition. Why must it be him? Wbat depths 
had he descended 10? Why... but 1htn the pain in his ChC$1 m .rtcd up again, mucb worse 
than it ever had before. He clutched furious.ly at his heart under the s.hcets, clencfting his 
teeth. Outside the could hear her car pull up in the driveway. He tried 10 call he.r name-, 
but the pain was caught up in h.is throat He climbed out ofbed. Another wave of pain, 
this one greater. struc:k h.im and sent him 10 the fl oor. Oust new up from the carpet 
arour,d his f~. The car door outside closed. He 1ried 10.speak again, but could not. If 
only $he would come, her beau1iful face, skin enveloping, hcrcryst&l eyes. her st.rong 
heart 

The kc.ys raulcd outside 1hc-door. He made one last auempt 10 spe&k, but slowly the 
door, the piles ofclotllcs, and the grey walls swi,led into hundreds of tiny angels bcfOC'e 
dispersing into uucr darknw. 
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The Copy 

Isabel nipped the pages or tier appoin1ment book. The mau,•c nail on her in<kx 
finger uaced across the lines. Only eight days !eh to the weekend or her visit with 
Cllclsea. 

"HWO~l." 
A voioe whispered rrom behind her. She 1urncd to respond. No one was there. 11 

m\1$l have been Chuck. 
Picking up a thin sheafor papers. she walked aerou 1he room, Slopping to glance a1 

her face in the mirror beside the door. A siray wisp of reddish-brown hair escaped from 
the .str\lnds pulled into• f'rench braid closely pl11iled to U1e back other he:id. She !!eked 
the tip of her fingenips and used them 10 smooth her hair neatly into place. 

Walking two doors down the hall, she entered the room with the pt"e.'S:iden1's Lille on 
the wall. ..Chud:, did you call me?'" 

'"No, Bell, but I was thinking about you." He looked up at lk:r and smiled. He 
wanted to tell her how lovely she looked, sl)c always dressed so tastefully, .. Have )'OU 

looked at these numbers from the donations? Almost a quaner ofa million dollars! Just 
think what 1his mooey will do for the communily." He siood ra1her than siay seated 
while 5he was standing. As he moved closer 10 her. he foond 1hc light nowcr scc.nt s.he 
WOfe intoxicating. 

'"I know, the empktyeC$ have gi..,en so much and, ..... sh<: looked a1 the sparkle in his 
eyes. He was Staring at her. She looked away . .... . "oluntcued so mlK'h free time 10 
raise money tor 11\t children's cancer ward at the hospi1al... 

"~II. don'1 forget yoor effQr1$. If it wcren'I for your organizing and hard work, this 
wouldn'1 be happening," H is voice was sot'I, endearing, full ofrespce1 . 

..h wu your idea, Chuck. I've hW very liule 10 do wi1h ir.·• 

..-Will you two stop palling )·ourselves on the back. You sound like rcjeas f rom a 
mutual admira1ion soc.ie1y." Carmen joined them from 1~ hallway. She alwtys managed 
10 appear whenever !he two or them were alone. 

"Carmen, have you seen these numberS?" He .sa.1back behind his desk. 
"Yes, Chuck , wry imprtssivt." She smiled at him scd\tcti\'el)•· "Herc arc a few 

mOre purchase orders you need 10 sign before the groundbreak ing ceremonies in two 
w«ts:· carmen said, She handed Chuck the (older standi ng close enough so her breasts 
couched his arm. 

Chuck unconsciously leaned away from her. Her spicy perfume tickled his nose and 
he twitched in an effort noc 10 $n«zc. Carmen's pink, dose-fitting dress .ind foll head or 
loog, lightly permed turts were attractive. but no1 beautiful and elegant the way lsabcl 
wu. 
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"Oh, by lhc way, the serviceman just delivered lhe new copier. He's hooking it up 
now." carmen leaned in front ofCbuct to gaLller bet documcnlS. 

"Good, 1 need lO make copies.'' l.sabtl waved her papers io the air and walked 
through he door. 

Chuck's eyes followtd he rout and lingered oo the emp1y doorway. 
"Hiual>cl." 
A quiet male voice called. She turned to look-•no one. Shaking her head, she 

oonlit'lued down the hall. The serviceman was jusl finishing his work. 
"l hope.11\is is-n11 a difficul1 model 10 use?'" She spoke 101he back of his head, His 

black hair poked down his DC-ck aaoss his coll-ar. His clothe$ smelled like a burnt cigir. 
"No. it's no1 oomplkated at all." His voice was deep, echoing lhrough !he small 

room. '"Let me show you... He grinned a1 her. 
Js.abel was startled. There was something sinister in the cutl of his lips. His eyes 

were narrow da1k sliLS. his complexion ruddy, his faec had doep acne scars. Short, black, 
unruly hair framed his forehead alld a thin beard ou1lined his face. She tumed way 
repulsed. 

Even whhOut fOOkil\g she could sense his grin. She <:ould feel him watching her. 
obviously waiting for her 10 step forward. Isabel $.huddered. His locr made her nervot.lS. 
She mo..,ed closer and stood next 10 him, (a, enough away the movemena o( his arm 
wouldn't brush bet. 

"'h's all so simple. Would you like me 10 copy those?" 
Nodding her head, she handed 1he papers- to him. 
He inserted them in I~ automatic feeder aOO rested his haOOS on the oomcrs of the 

copier. As page after page slid through the machine, be sctmed totally CMdna1ed by lhe 
rhythmic flicker of lighl from under the edges ofthe lid as though he drew energy from 
1hc nashes. He released a deep breath. 

41\e,e you go, I'll pul my things together and check oul with tbe receptionist. I( 
you ever need anything, .. he reached into his pants pocket for a. businC$$ card, "'don'1 
hesitate to call." 

She took the card and held it by the corners, studying it, a"oiding his eyes. The card 
was a maue bl&ck with lettc.ring in naming red, the same color as the wide tie he wore, 
MorkSatin, Salu011d Service~TheCopy HW.b. 

"'Should I walk you 10 the lobby?" s.hc.as-ked. 
"No, I have one more adjusament 10 make. 111 l'ind my way.'" 

It was a few days before Isabel needed the copier. She'd bect1 out of 1hc office 
Friday and then 1he weekend. She wanted to avoid the small room, but tha1 wasn't 
practical. Hesitant, she liftod tbe copier lid and scarte<I lO place the firSI sheet face down. 
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She gasped. There was a reflection staring at her from the glass. The black. b3ctground 
underneaLh gave the clear plate a smokcy, shadowy cast The image was ghosdy. 
Quickly she slammed the lid. 

''Cleaner. The glass needs cleaner. MU$1 ha,·e been an illusion from 1he toner 
rtsidue."' She jerked open the cabinet and grabbed a spray bottle ofWindex and then 
ripped paper towels offthe roll. cautiously she• lifted the lid. then vigorously rubbed and 
polished the &l8$$.. 

'"All clean." Sci ting the bonle aside, she breathed deeply. the scent ofWindex filling 
her nQ.Strils. She to$SCd the paper in the large trash can nearby. 

She pieked up her paperS and scarted 10 plaotone face down, Sl)On1aneously 1he 
hideous image jumped into view wobbling slightly. The shiny glas.s gave the aberration 
an iridesoent luster. It was a ma)e face with leering C)'et and unruly black hair. A small 
horn curled up at each corner of his forehead. Framing his upper lip, a pencil mll$Ut<:he 
g.rcw down to his chin, meeting the thin bc-.ard outli ning the lriangular•s.hapcd lower half 
ot his face. 

"Hinabe.l.'' 
.. Aaa,gh!" She jumped back. The image disappeattd. Isabel began to tremble. Her 

shoulders hca,•ed and her breath came in short gasps. ''Too much stress. That's all, too 
much strtss. All the preparition, all the organizing, all the ovcrLimc and worry abou1 
coordinating. Collin and Chelsea, too much strcs.1!'" She lefl the room muuering 10 
herself. 

''You okay? .. Carmen asked passing her in !he hall. 
"Yes, why?" 
"You look pale.'' Carmen's large. green eyes e,•3lua1ed her. 
"We can't all have your natural Ian," Jsabel said. 
Carmen laughed and started to walk into the oopier room. 
"Carmen, have you noticed any1,hing odd about the oopi-cr?" 
''Like what? Did you sec a gbost in it orsomelbing?'' 
"Have you?'' 
"No, bu.I I Sllw Robert i'.{edford." Clrmen1s eyebrows bobbed up and down. "'What 

did you sec?,. 
"Nothing. I just don't like the machine." 
"So, complain 10 t~ recepiionist and get lheserviocman back." 
''Ma)'be I will.'' Isabel turned back toward her office~ She settled into her desk and 

tried (0 oonc,e.ntrate on work, chiding herself tor being silly. II was some time before she 
was interrupted by the intercom and a phone <:all. 

Isabel's face puckered into a frown as she li$1encd 10 the voice on the other end or the 
line. 

"Collin, please:, C~l.sea and J have planned Ibis weekend for months. You <:an take 
her to the amusement park anytime.·• She knew it wa.s no use arguing. He woold do as 
he pleased. 
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•My parents got 1idc:cts for thisweekend. They didn't k.now you were coming. 
can't disappoint them.., 

"'What about disappointing Chelsea and me?" 
"'You think she isn't going to prefer an amusement park to your visit?" 
"'Maybe I could join you?,. 
"Are you kidding? Oo you think I want anyone 10 su me with you? My parents 

would have a cardiac ifyou $ucklenly showed up 11 a family outing. It's bad enough 
you're coming for a visit. What's one more week?" 

"You promise the following weekend?'" She hated 10 whine. His promises meant 
noching. but for Chelsea's sake she had lo try. 

'"l sajd next weekend didn't I? Ju~ remember, I'm noc leaving you alone with her fOf 
a second. I don't want you influencing her with any ofyour trashy ideas. And you'll $tay 
at a hotel. I don'I want you around any more than absolutely necessary. l gotta go. 
Oelsca needs me." 

"Tell Chelsea I . . .." 
Collin disconnccced. 
".. . I lo..,e her:· A few tears escaped be.fore she clenehcd her jaws tighl eDOUgh to 

regain conuol. Pulling her mirror out of her purt.eshe held it up to clw:ck for makeup 
smears and noiiocd strands or hair were slipping from her braid, Wilh moistened finger• 
tips she attempced 10 smooth the curls straight in10 place. 

II had been a l<>ng. h.trd day. Isabel was gJad to get home 10 her modes.I apar1ment 
dtcon1ed spars,ely with 111s.1eful, used furniture. Living alone, she had pJcnty of cime to 
&ea.rch the cta.ssificds and sccondhand stores for inexpensive finds. It was nothing like 
the lavish house she had shared with Collin and Chelsea. Those days were gone. Thai 
didn't matter. Ifonly she had Chelsea with her . . .. Her job 1>3id enough to support the 
two ofthem. but for now she u ...cd every penny. Isabel sighed. There probably wasn•1 
enough money in 1hc world 10 buy an anorney powerful enough 10 beat Collin. 

Sile dipped her finger in the chocolate batter she wa.s preparing alld sucked it offher 
finger before placing the pan in the oven. Soon 1he aroma ofbrownies baldng filled the 
air. She would freeze them to 1ake 10 Oielsca. 

The phone rang. Chel.sta's disappointed voice wanted 10 know why her mocher 
wasn'I coming for the wce.kcnd as promised. 

.., know swct1hca1t, Mommy misses you. 100."' 
"Bw. why can'1 you go, Mommy?" 
"I don't think daddy wants me 10. Tha1's okay. There will be locs of times for us to 

do things together."' 
''I'll be1 Elizabeth goes. I don'l like her. Daddy ne..,er pays any attention co me whc:n 

she's around. You could go and hide and I could sneak away so we-could be cogccher." 
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Isabel bit her lip. '' You be a good girl for Mommy. I win1 )'OU 10 ha..,e louof fun. 
Did )·Ou gee 1he Jeucr I ser11 you?" 

""Daddy is calling me." 
...You better hang up itdaddy says, I'll talk to )·OU soon. I lo..,e you. Swce1hcan." 
"I love you, Mommy. I miss you. Bye•b)'t.'' 
"Somehow I'll find a way co be with you again," Isabel closed her eyes and spoke 

in10 the dead lint. 
How much moaey would ii take to hide them from Collin? He bad all Che marbles 

and playod the game his way. She should ha,.•e never married a self.indulgen1, rieh boy. 
No, tha1 wasn't 1rue. withou1 hjm there wooldn't be Chelsea. She was wonh the tonnenl. 

Her cheSI ached remembering the custody hearing. watching as people she thoug.hl 
were frien~ lied under oath about alleged affairs and neglect ofQ\.clsca. She could scill 
su 1he light shining on the judgets bald head, glaringoffhis glaSSt$. She could hear his 
high-pitched voice ,e,.•erber;uing in her mind. declaring her an unfil mocher. 

Af1erwird $he found it impo$Sibte to remain in the small town and mak~ a living. 
She moved to the city to find work where she could hide in a sea or unfamiliar faces. 
Taking no,ihing bu1 a chic wardrobe, fifte.en hulldred dollars ofher own money, Md her 
college edoc.ation she tried to stan over. 

She wen1 into the ba1hroom 10 wash 1he tears from her cheeks. Thick wisps ofhair 
around her face had escaped from the braided ropes. She unfastened the bow at lhe end 
and with her fingertips combed out the wavy locks, The odor of burnt brownies perme• 
atcd the apartmcn1. 

Chuck looked up al Isabel as she passed by his office. A whiff orSlrong musk 
floated in10 the room. He noticed a change in her 3ppcaran,ce, Her clo1hcs we.re louder. 
brigbl )'cllows and oranges, tighter. Instead orswept up, her hair fell in curls around her 
shoulders. 

Js.abel only had a few copies to make. She had begun 10 dread going into the room 
all<! lately had requested the receptionist make copies for her. But Sally wa.s at lundl all<! 
n04 having the duplic.a1es was holding up progress. She was being foolish. 

"Hi:za~I." 
She prc~cndcd not to bur the voice as she walked down the hall. The pages were 

chans and graphs of unusual sizes., she woo Id have lO do them m:anually. lgooring tbc 
face lhat leered up at her from the g.Jass. SM quickly covered it with the first shee1. 

"'Bell." 
Isabel jumped . 
.. I'm sony." Chuck reached out and ptaoed his hand on her elbow to steady bcr. He 

Slood wilhin indles or her, her perfume overpowered him. "'I didn'I mean 10 stank you." 
"'Oh, Chuck. I was just deep in thought." 
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••Are you sure you're okay?" 
"Wha1 do you mea.n, of course. I am." 
"Bell. look. I don'1 mean to pry, bul it seems thal something is bothering )'OU," 
'"Oh, there you tv.•o arc."' Carmen intcnuptcd breathless!)'. .. Ha\·e you seen 1hese 

la1cs1 rcporison rommuni1y dona1ions? We're up 10 half•a-million dollars.'' Carmen 
Sbo\·Cd a handful of papers under Chuck's nose. 

Cbud turned coward her scowling, ''C1rmen, could you pu11hose on my desk. I'll 
1alk 10 you about them in a bit" 

Carmen looked ftom Chuck 10 Isabel and back. "Okay. Sure, I 1hought you would 
be-anxiou$ 10 sec them." Dejected she backed out of the room and turned down the hall 
in the direction or Chuck's office. 

Chuck Stared ou1 the door umil he WI$ sure she was ou1 of hearing then turned back 
to Isabel who had returned to copying, 

"J:lc.11, I cenainly don'I want IO('WerStep. not as your boss. buc as someone who would 
like lO know you belier, if you would ever like 101alk, I'm a pretty good listener and I've 
got broad shoulders." He lifted his shoulders up and down smiling a1 her. 

She looked 1JP al him. Hi$ e)'C$ were so blue, so full ofconcern, hi$ fea1u.res fine ly 
dliliekd. The essence o(his lighl, masculine aftc.rshave was calming. She qukkl)' 
looked away again . 

.. Pcthaps we could go out for a cup ofcoffee or dinner.'' He was speaking lo her 
back. 

"Chuck.'" she avoided hi.s e)'es, "Cl\1.tc-k, 1h.ave some personal things to work out. I 
appreciate your wanting to help, but !here's really oothing )'OU can do." 

.. Ben, just remember,'" he pu1 his haDd on her shoulder, .. I can be a trusted £rieDd if 
)'OU evt.r need one." Whatever she was running from, he would have 10 wail until she 
stopped to catch her. 

The speaker on the intercom called out his name. Chuck left 10 answer 1he 
rcctptionis1's page. 

Isabel began to tremble. She tried to pick up her copies from the lray but her hand 
was shaking so hard she knocked them to the noor. Gasping she jumped back. A 
phococopy of the relentless image in the glass glared up at her from one of Che sheets 
she'd dropped. She grabbed the paper by the comer as if it were hoc to the touch and 
jabbed the end into 1he paper s.hredder. As the au1oma1ic reed $!iced the sheet into strips, 
a horrcndo1Js squeal screeched into the air. She covcrtd her hc:ad with both palms but the 
sound pierced her cars. 

Isabel excitedly packed a few things in her suitcase. She was anxious. It was only 
one day before the ground-brc:aki ng ceremony and !hen she would leave 10 be with 
Chelsea. The ringing phone unnerved her. Something cold her it would be Collin. 
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Nancy Dodd Cates 

.. ColHn, you promised this weekend. Cl)elsea is ooun1ing on it. Why are )"OU doing 
this?'' 

..look, tramp. l don't owe you any explanatiol\S." 
Isabel ignored the stabbing paio his words caused. '"Chelsea loves me, it doesn'1 do 

any good 10 keep us apart.'' 
"Maybe she won't foci that way when she knows 1hc.1ruth about you and why 

mommy docso't live here anymore.'' 
"Wha1 do you mean? She knows I want to be wi1h her. What are you telling her 

Collinr 
"Nothing she won't hear in idle gossip." 
She could hear him chuckle. 
"You'll be sorry, I swear )'0u'II be sony! Oon't hang up on me ... COWN!" 
Slamming the receiver onto the base in her hand. sM threw the princtss phone 

across the room, jerking the cord oul of its $0Cke1. She fell 10 her knees oo the floor, and 
la.id ber head on the rose corduroy cushion in the seal ofthe wooden rocking chair. 
Ctu1ching tl)e bars in 1he back of the chair she cried loud, guuural sobs. How long before 
Chelsea believed his vile lies about her? 

It was morning, the day or the ctrcrnony. Ctn.d; had a few details he was anxiOU$ 10 
go over wi1h Isabel. As he walked into hc.r office, he could1t'1 help a look or astonish• 
ment M appraised her. His nose crinkled from the w:wc of incense that washed over 
him. Her e)'es were hc.avil)• outlined in black and dark brush suokcs of green and g,ay 
changed her almond-shaped e)·CS to looking more feline, Her auburn hair seemed redder, 
wilder, fuller, framing her face in a mane. 1\ \'o wisps ofCtJrlcd bans struck up from each 
side of her Corehead. Uer long nails Y.'Crt mani,curcd n,aming red, and on her urs were 
large, red mernl intertwined triangles 1ha1 dangled 10ju!il above her shoulders.. She wore 
a blade, skin-tight, 1urtle,neck dress with tong. fitted ske\'eS. Below lhe Shor1 hemline a 
pair of black•slockingcd leg.-. s1ood in crimson red, high heels . 

.. Good morning, Oen. You look dirrerenl today." 

..Do I? I feel different." She winked at him, 
• When you have a momenl, I have $0tne last minute things to discuss with you.'" 
.. All rig.ht, just let me finish whal I'm doing." She pulled a mirror and a tube of 

lips1ick out of her purse and catefully applied tM thick. vcrmillion col0r 10 her lips. 
"'Well, if you·11 excuse me. I'd t,.cncr look over my SfK:CCh for 1he ceremony." Chuck 

turned to leave, bul looked back. His lips moved to say something, but the words 
wouldn'I come. •·1•11 see you later." He shook his head and left the room, 

..Yes, later," she answered distracted. 
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Nancy Dodd Cates 

It was much later when he got his mind orr Bell and onto his speech. Whate..,er was 
bothering htr was gening worse. Pacing the floor. he decided to in.si.st she got oul to 
dinner wi1h him to talk. He would tell her it was a celebration for their hard work on the 
children's ccn1er. He would have 101ry 10 find a moment alone when Ctrmcn W1sn't 
around or she would c-xpee1 10 join them . 

..Chuck, ifs all goner• Carmen burst into his office in an excited state. 
"Wha1's all gone?" 
"The m011ey for 1he children'$ center! I just checked with the bank to arrange to 

trinsfcr funds and the money is GONE.,. 
"Calm down. Tb~re must be some mistake. Maybe Bell already made the transfer," 
'1'bcre's no mistake! The a1XOun1 is cleaned ou1.· 
"'How could that t>e?• Chuck pushed the intercom for Bell's office . .. "Bell, could you 

step in here," 
There was no ttsponse. 
'"Bell?" He got up and Stepped toward the hall. 
.. She's gone ... 
.. What arc you tslld ng about?-" Chuck swung to face Carmen. 
"'I wc.nt 10 her tirSt. J)o you thjnk I wanted to tell you this alone? Her name is on the 

withdrawal slip for 1hc money. Nobody in the building has seen her for hours. Chuck, 
she took the money and she's gone!" 

.., ju.st sp0ke with her a short lime ago.·• He abruptly sat back in his chair. His lasi 
imagt of &11 blazed across his mind. 

A Rash ofeledrical light suddenly illuminated the ball and lit Chuc-k's offioc. A loud 
sittling explosion followed. 

"Whal 1he hell was that?" Chuclt jumptd ou1 of his chair and ran toward 1he noise. 
Puffs of thick, black smoke clouded ou1 of the 00pie1 room and quickly di.ssipa1ed in the 
hall. A strong s1cnch of burning ele,ctric.l wiru and scorched paper emanated from 
inslde. 

'"Oh my gosh!,. Carmen startd at the copier, a blackened shell. Glass shards 
glittc,red throug.houl lhc room. 

A piece of paper llad ejected from lhe copier a.s 1hc explosion oe<:uned and oow 
floated through 1he smoke sJowly, down 10 1he bonom of the trash bin. rn 1he background 
of the 10$.l page was tl\e familiar male faoc that had plagued Isabel for days. In the front, 
slightly to lhe right, was a re.male image with gray shadowed feline eyes and long. unruly 
hair encircling hc.r fact like a lion's mane with two tiny horns curling up a1 each corner of 
her forehead. 
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RulhieJolms<>n 

The Greatest Blessing 

She turned the knob with her free hand. shoved 1he door open with an impa1ien1 (001, 
and stood Cot a moment clutching the heavy grocc:ry bag in her arms, He was sining 
there, as us11al, in his (avo,ile overscuf(ed cllait with 1he wide arms. His he,d had fallen 
against the frayed back o( the chair, pulling the crocheted doily 10 one side, while his 
hand s1ill gripped a s tubby pencil poi$ed over a n()(epad on the arm of lhe diai,. 

Orilling her toc1h against the nausea. she shuddered as she k»ked at him, his mouth 
Open in s leep ("catching flies... as her grandmother would ha\'C $&id), so comfor1abte, so 
conte-nt, so damrtCd.... 

·om," $he $pal OUI, 
Bill's he.ad jerked forward, mouth snapping shut, eyes jerk.i.ly tracking to where she 

stood framed in the doorway. 
"Huh, wha...what is il. Cora? What's tbe matter?" Bill muttered as be leaned forward 

10 groggily retrieve the fallen pencil hi$ stankd hand had dropped. 
Kkking tile door closed with her hoe!, Cora crossed to the cioth<0vcred table set 

agaiMI the living room wa,11 and dumped the heavy load from her aching arms. Next to a 
vase ofplastic flowers and a small electric fan bravely attacking the heal, a 5Ct8tched and 
dented radio softly droned out a lcve song. Taking adeep, careful brealh, she ttnned 
toward Bill, her feel planted, h•nds light on her hips, black eyess1abbin,g holes in hi.m. 

"Wha1•s wrong? What's the maner," he says, she spoke mockingly. "'111 tell you 
what's the: maner. Mister," she was almost whispering. 

Teeth gritted, she swallowed slowly. "T'm sick. And I'm 1fred ofworking those long, 
dead hours at that (aciory. I'm sick aod tired of riding lhal streetcar clear down to the 
ri\ter every day aod smelling that awful perfume those women wear... He, voice ,osc 
wi1h intensity and dc.1ermina1ion. "'I'm sick of 1h<>:se damned groen unjforms we have to 
wear at the bell all day long,·• 

She puUed a wadded green cloth from the paper bag and lhrew it on the noor at Bill's 
fttt. 

"I'm sicl:, and pregnant, and 1ired ofseeing you si1here day afterday doing no1hi11;g 
but listen 101he radio. and doodle on Chai notepad till I'd like co throw you aOO them all 
out the window." 

She ga1hered her anger closer. " You've been off work longet1ough. I nocicc )'OUt 
back don'I seem to be so scift'any more. You c.an start hauling the groceries up thos.c 
stairs, 100, Mister Big Shoe. l'm not canyit1g your load any more. I quit!" 

Co~ almost laughed at the expression on Bill"s face . His mouth was hanging open 
again, but in consaemarion, not con1en1ed napping. How $1\e had loved him once; he was 
the only m.an she h.ad ~,wanted. Oh Ood, that was in a different world. 
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Bill had been enjoying his time away rrom 1he grueling cons1ruc1ion work that 
drained his energy like chaff blown away by dry summer wind as the years passed by. 
Howc..-er, he knew she meant what she had said. Still, his back did hurt a bit yec. 
Besides. work just djd not have much appeal in 1his bot wealher. He decided 10 give the 
son couch a uy. 

..Now, Cora, my liuleApache darlin'," he began, using hjs (avori1e nickname (Of be,. 
chosen because ofher anrac1ive Indian features. Getting up. he mO\'od toward her, arms 
ou1 to envelope her in what he hoped would be an embrace co dampen her anger. Got to 
calm her down. She's alwa)'$ a lilllc tired when she gets home-, even ir it is only rrom 
c-.asy indoor factory work. 

"Oh, shul up. Bill!'' Cora nun,g her arms in cxaspera1i0f' and 1urnfog from him, nod 
10 the dark little bathroom off the hall. As Bill he,ard her throwing up into the loilct, whal 
she had said suddenly struck him foll foroe. 

"Pregnant?'" he ran stumbling 10 the bathroom and clung 10 tl\edoor rrame (Of 
suppor1. "Cora, is 1h31 wha1 you Slid? You're pregnant?"' 

She looked up at him from oo her knees before tile toilci. Wiping her moulh with a 
wad oftoilet paper. $he said slowly and deliberately, "'That's etoctly what 1 said." 

Ifshe had cared. she would have indeed laughed at 1he wavu of expression rippling 
over his face. Wi1h Bill nearing si,X'IY at1d her altn0$1 fony, it was tl)c las• thing eilhcr or 
them had expected. She'd had one child twcn1y years ago. a boy who had persuaded a 
local butcher and a boarding house maid 10 lie for him so he <."OUld lc:avc home early ror 
the army. Now this! 

She siood up and let a multitude or misc,ies wash over her. Sill, his eyes staring a1 
nothing. was still stuck 10 the door frame.1ryin.g 10 come 10 grips with his personal 
1urmoil. She slowly passed by him and began to put the groceries away in 1hc liny, bare 
kitchen. As ano1her wave or nausea swept O\•e;1 her,$he walked 10 the single window 
overlooking the red-brick apar1mcnt OOilding's common bac,k y,rd with c'°thes lines (ull 
ofc.loches hanging like tired old men in 1he heal. Squabbling children ran in and out 
among the drooping shcc.15 and towels. She pushed the faded but dean curtain bad. to 
reveal a broken pane and looked toward Houdimoo1 Avenue where she woold no loogct 
catch the sircctcar to ride to the Tums factory down on 4th and Cluk Streets every d.ay, 
She would n<> longer have to pack hundreds and hundreds or liule g,cen boxes run or 
roond whi1e pills. She would no IOl'gtt lulve 10 s.mcll the sickeningly $WCet perfume that 
clawed a1 her nostrils.. or watch 1he row5 of frustrated women workers (Oh, yes, Lord, me 
among them) in those damn green uniforms shoving the boxes down the oonvcyor bch. 
At least I don't spit in the boxes like some women do. It is easPCr than field work and 1 do 
like to talk wi1h 1he other women. but i1's so damned boring...and now this! 

She looked down 1hcn at the nu concrete t rea under 1he window. It's only one floor 
up. I jump and I'd p,obably jU$1 do myself damage and live to regret it. Window's stook 
anyway so l can't pull ii up. 
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She leaned agains1 the sill and fe ll sweat drip onto her h3nd as 1hc spasms ofnausea 
lightened her throat and gave her goose bumps in spite of 1he he.al. Bill will just spoil lhe 
kid and leave me with all the work. I didn'1 think I could ge1pregnant. All 1hosc 
years .... Why dOC$ he still wanl sex, anyway? Damn! 

Cora held her 01her hand 10 her still na1 abdomen, considering the child she knew 
was there. Trial and ha.rd.ship 1ha1 1his wa.s, she knew she would love it. Her an.get al Bill 
and her situa1ion did nol extend 10 the child, It it's a girl this time .• I'll name ber Vickie. 
She 1hough1 of her sis1cr who h~ died so many years ago in a childhood a«ident she had 
almost forgotten. It won't bring you b:tclc, Sis, but perhaps i1' II be a small comfon. 

•·You'd just be looking at dca1h warmed over. Keep your good memories," the 
funeral director told Vickie. Sh-c nOddcd. She undemood. But somehow. it was no 
00mf0r1. She paid the funcr-al dirceior the final paymetu so the body could be released 
for c:rema1ion and walked out into the heat of the afternoon. Mechanically, she found her 
car and went through lhc motions neoes.sary to gel back to work. 

As she drove down Nonis Ro:id, functioning Otl "auto. .. Vickie oouJd picture her 
mother's body, fiat, worn, and limp on the table before the cremation oven. She had last 
seen her 1he morning of the day sht had died but had n<>t b«n 1Mrc 10 say a final 
gOOdbye. But the funeral director was righL She nocdcd to hang on to her good 
m-emories. 

Her mother had specifically told her she had wanted no funeral or service or any 
kind. When the funeral director had u ked her prcfercnocs at the planning meeting. Cora 
had asked wha1 was eh-eapcst. 

"Cremation." 
"OK, fine , do it," 
•·Do you want lhe as.he$ buried with your hU$band or scancred over the ocean?• 
·'Which is cheapest?"' 
··Sc:iuering over lhe o«an," 
''Scatter them, then ... 
Oh. Mom. you were so tough and strong, so practica.L_and so caring, You didn'1 

wa.nt me 10 have d-eblS, I know. I wish so b~ I could have done more for )"OU. I wisb I 
had insisted you mo..,c in with me long before you 0\lerdoscd on morphine and I knew 
you couldn't be independent any more, I wish I could have qui1 work 10 be wi1h you all 
1he time. I wish .... 

Oh, God, c.anccr's such an ugly disc.ase. Oh, Mom, )"OU were such a. good mom, my 
bcsl friend. I could never h-ave returned to you a11 you did for me. I'm sorry I was so sick 
and so much trouble 10 you ror so long. 

Sweat dripped down Vickie's forehead into her eyes. Substitute 1cars. She could.n'I 
cry yet. Too numb. Her hands tigh1ened on the steering wheel. She'd malt-e i1. She could 
be 1oug1>, too. 



RutMeJohnson 

As she cumcd into the parking loc, she bricny wondered how she had gotten there. 
She couldn't remember the drive from the funeral borne. Oh. well, it's best I keep busy. 
Can't do anything about much of anything anyway. 

Vick.C spent the aftc-moon at her desk, nipping pages of nc-.at rows o( numbers as she 
plotted graphs of oil proc.luction in neat little liMS on smooth checkered pages. Her 
Walkman poured m11siC' and distraction into her head, keeping thoughis or her mother's 
frail body and the c,ema1ion smokesiack at bay, 

Later that evening. :is Vtd:ie tumed the knob and kicked the door open to her empty 
apartmcn1, the telephone rang insistently from the darkness. She crossed the room, sat 
the plastic bags of g,O('(rits on a table, and nipped on the swilch 10 the air conditioner. 

'"Hell~,. stie barely whispered. 
"Vickie, this is Oorc<:n, I got your message about Aunt Cora. We all knew it was 

going to happen but I'm just so sorry, Vickie." Her oousin1$ voice came clearly from St 
Louis; from 2.500 miles and, i1 seemed, as many ye.arS. 

'"Doreen, I can't believe Mo-m's gone. She wa, my best friend; always there tor me. 
I tcels so bad I couldn't !lave done more tor her; made her going a lillle easier somehow," 
Vickie confided to this cousin stlc remembered bu1 didn't really know. 

"V,ekie, I know it's hard for )·ou. But I've always known you and Aunt Cora were 
dose and you don, need to worry about oot doing enough. She's always kept in touch 
with us and ii wasti"I long agoshe called and talked abou1 how good you were to her." 

Vtekie held the phone lighter to her ear, Iler e)'CS closed. 
••V,c.kic, )·our mom 1old me just a coupJe weeks ago how before you were bom, she'd 

Lhoug.h1 about how hard it would be to raise another child after so many years and your 
dad being the way he was.. I know too how she shared a lot aboul her life with )·ou but 
sbe may n<N have told you somcihing. She said that what she had thought would be her 
gre11e51 trial had turr,cd out to be the grcatu:1 blessing other life. You need to know that, 
Vickie, She loved and appreciated you as much as you did her," Doreen's won1s reached 
her clearly from the distance. 

Vickie sat down in the da1k room. the pale ligbl and heat of evening reaching in 
through the open door, 1he air condilioner's cool fingers faithfully pu$hing the heat away. 
With lhe pl'lonc sti ll tight lo her car and her eyes. still closed, Vickie knew her mother's 
honest friendship h3d been the greatest blessing ofher life and memories. o( her mother 
would provide more mength and oomfon chan any grief. Her tears tell onto the hand in 
her lap as she both mourned and was comforted by the legacy of her g.reatcst blessing. 
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Later 

Red 3nd blue ta)'S splashed and dMced on 1he whitt walls or the Haven Hotel as two 
LA. ambulances c-amc to a screeching b.alt in front or room 212. Cuna.ins were drawn 
back and eyes pecked ou1 as curious onlookers wondc.red who was going 10 be taken 
away. 1bc bolder lenants lrooped over and crowded the door of 212, until Ibey were 
forced back by powerful hand$ 1h31 slammed 1hc door shut in their races and cffeaively 
shu1 off 1hcir view or 1he interior. 

Inside the room, a young man of approximately eighteen yea.rs ofage, clad in jeans 
and a nannel shin, lay sprawled on the floor. His e)·elids were swollCJt, b,n open, and his 
cyts were rolled back into hi-s head so only the whiles were visible. His lips were. puffy 
and a very s1range hue or red, l ike fres.h ground beef. two p3ramedics surrounded him, 
poking aOO prodding, bul got no response. 

"What arc his stats?,. alked Anderson. the chief paramedic. as he ~lied 001 a mini, 
recorder. 

''Blood pressure is low. pulse is weak. possible drug O\'crdose." 
"Shit, let's gel him on the gurney. Now?" 
The two younger p3ramedics raced for 1he gurney, futlcd by 1hc adrenaline a.Dd tht 

rear coursing through their boclte-s. Both had only bcc-n on call for six mon1hs,. and they 
had not seen en0ugh drugged or de.ad bodits yel tO makt them h,ard and stoic. They siill 
reacted with $hock to scenes like the one inside. 

The hard rubber wheels or the gurney clicked and 1rcmbled on lhe rough p.a\'emenl. 
as though it too was afraid to enter the acddcnt scene. The slim man was lifted onto the 
cold rubbe, pad and offe,cd no ,e.sistancc as )'ellow lcalhcr bands were strapped around 
his bony ankles 3nd wrists. Anderson closed 1hc swollen eyel ids 11™' placed 1hc head 10 
1he side, so he would not choke if he \'omilcd. 

The ambulance doors closed tigh1 behind lhe gu,ne)'. creating a sligh1 thud lhal was 
not loud but had enough impact 10 cause the body to stir slightly. The eyelids nuucrcd 
sortly, alld the slack mouth grimaced. The rookie paramedics. seated on either side or 
him, took no notice of his actions 111 1hey fixed an IV, an~hed clectrodts to monitor 
hcar1 and brain activity and prepared a defribulator in case 1hc victim went into cardiac 
arrest. 

Manuel nuuered his eyelids and snuggled to open his eyes, but they (ch as hc3vy as 
bricks.. He heard loud wailing sounds, insistent beeps and warbled voices. Slowly 
emerging from his drugged fog, he rcalitcd ht was in an ambul11ncc. Still unable to open 
his eyts, he began to remember what had happened. 
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His Cuny tongue re-minded him of all the alcohol he'd had at Pouchy's Bar. The 
JMinkillerS and sleeping pills he had 1iken were probabl)' starting to 1ake effeei now. His 
entire bod)' felt like • piece of ham someone had clloppcd into one hundred pieces. God, 
he had 1hough1 by laking over forty pills and downing them wilh three or fo1.1r bottles of 
tequila. he would be dead b)' now. Bui oo. he definitely was not d(ad, or he would not be 
hearing tha1 terrible wailing or smelling this stale air. 

H~ndtr what Ma will say when slit finds out about tMI. PrObably w<1n't be sur• 
pristd, she's ahwzy.s upecring .stupid shit from me. 

He had called her u1lier in the day, before he had gone oul drinking.. He'd been 
de.pressed about somelhing. but now he couldn'1 remember what the deprcs.sion had been 
about. 

Al first all he goc v.-as a busy signal. and half an hour La1er when he finally r~ched 
her, she ht.d put him off. 

"l'm really busy right now. Can't this wait? I'll lry and go over there later." she said. 
and hung up quick before be could try 10 convinct her. 

Later, right. lt was always later with him. Since they had come to this country, his 
mocher had always put his i.ntercsis last. She had made him stay behind with his grand• 
paten1s in Tijuana while she crossed 10 LA. with his 1wo sisters, She promised that la1er, 
when she had money she would send for him. After seven ye.ars ofwaiting for "later," he 
came over on his own. To say the leasl. his tamily was s.urprised to soc him, and while 
his mother did not welcome him with open arms, she allowed h.im to stay. Manuel didn'I 
care what kind of reception he goc. He was just glad they were all togc1hc-r again. He 
Md wanted to ~mend school. learn English, but he neve, go11he chance, 

His mother 1old him, "Later on, mijo. Right now we don'1 have no money, so if you 
wanna live be1e you gona so to work.,'" 

At sixteen, he began working in a sweatshop for S'2.50 an hour. Fa1igued. filthy and 
hung,r)', he would arrive home 10 find his laiy old(r sistc:s draped on the front stoop, 
waiting (or their greased-haired, monkey-faced. motorcycle-driving unemployed boy• 
friends to show up. Inside the apartmcn1 building he could smell onions and peppers. 
chicken broth and spagheui sauce, but all th0$C smells came from apanmcnts other 1han 
hi.c, own. In his apanmenl no warm meal waited for him, and no cold meal either. Even 
tOOugh he gave his mOlher money (or food, !he cupboards were. always empty, and he 
usually ended up going to 1he Wend)''s on 1he corner for dinner. 

A sharp pain in his stomach jollcd Manuel back to the present. His stomach was 
cramping up, probably trying 10 expel an the pills. He could feel a rubbery mask 
covering: his nose and mou1h. at1d he gulped al the 1iny oxygen in an a11emp1to calm his 
SlOmaeb, 

lYtsli S()meont '"'t>Uld turn offthat horrible wailing. Sounds ju.st liJc~ the baby ... 
The wailing sounds reminded him of !he nightmare he'd had for so many nigh1s. The 

nigh1mare always started wilh a baby cryi.ng. The cry was a plail'llivc wail, like 1he sound 
of lo.s1 soul bumin_g 1he in 1he names or Hell. Then a 1i11y baby would appear and cling 10 
h.is nec.k. 
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"Why did you do ii, why did you kiU me. I wan1ed 10 Live! Why, why, why?" lbe 
baby would wail, scratching at Manuel's fact. 

The baby appeared now. As he came closer, Manuel could see he was carrying a 
bloody knife. Manuel siruggled to escape. He squirmed and twisted. When he turned 
his head again, the b.aby was gollC-. Manuel relaxed and 100k deep brea1hs of II\<: tiny 
oxygen. 

He had begun lhese horrific nightmares more than two month$ ago, after disoovering 
a fact so disgusting that he'd thrown up afterwards. 

He had been in a good mood lb.at day, so long ago. When his shin at the swe-atshop 
ended he decided to go to Pouchy's fOr a game ofpoot A group of guys had gathered 
around 1he pool table and were talking and laughing when he entered. As he appr~chcd 
them, they suddenly became silent and some started toedge away, avoiding eye contact 

"What~ up. wha1's going on?" Manual asked, already suspici0\1$. 
Marco was lhe firs1 to answer. He approached Manuel with a smirk on his ugly face. 
"Hey man. How are you? Jlow's your sisier'?,. 
"My &iseer? Why the hell a,e you so interested?" 
"Calm down, c,hico. We juSI heard Mari wa.s, you know, sick Guc.ss her little 

operation dktn't go so well, huh?"' Ma,oo looked around and smirked aS the crowd 
laughed at his comment. 

The sounds of the sarcastic laughte, thundered in Manuel's ears as be grabbed Marco 
by lhe lhroa1 and nanened him on lhe pool ,able. •ir you don', want me 10 smash your 
fact in, you bcttc.f tell~ wha1 the hell you're. talking abou1." 

Maroo pushed him off alld smoothed his shirt. •·Ease up, bro. How the hell did I 
know you weren't informed? Your sis go1 knocked up. okay? She didn't wan1 lhe kid, so 
she got an abortion. Everybody kno-ws, man. Except shedidn't even know who the 
rather was, so it 100k her awhile to ge11he dough. ya know, almOSI three montbs, that'$ 
why .... " 

•shut up! Just $hut 1M hell up!" Man11tl exploded. He w;)S so scunncd and angry his 
eyes narrowed into tiny slits. and the grec-,n felt or the pool 1able1op $Uddenly seemed to 
glow bright red. He ran out of tile.re as fast as he oould, as far as his le~ would take him. 
When his legs foiaUy gave out. he found himself on the other sidt; of ,own. He sank 
down on the slroct and sobbed. Go1 luiock~ 11p, didn', know who 1he fa1Mr was, go, an 
abortion. 

He retcltcd on the sidewalk, and fell his whole stomach heaving as he empcied hts 
breakfa.s:1 and l'uncb onto the ground. 

When he returned home, he had wanted anS'\\·ers but got none. His mother oon-
firmed thal Mari had gotten an abortion, but 1old him that it wasn't any ofhis busineu 
and that she would explain the whole situation to him later, when he was older. 

"Forget later. l wan110 know now." He had opened a cupboard door to lean on and 
was surprised to find the cupboard run orfood . 

.. What is this? You accually have food?,. 
"Well, l had llla1 money you gave me last week so I went grocery shopping." his 

mochcr smiled. 

Orphwl/$9 
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..But f gi\•e you money every wtek. How come you never bought food before? I 
was always having 1oea1 a1 ...,'Ork cause there wasn't any food here." 

..Well, actually I had been Hving 1ha1 mor,ey, wtll just some or it, for an emer• 
genq. You know, in case someone goi sick." 

I/somcooe got sick. ... sh.e couldn't get the money, it took her lhrumontlu ... Manuel 
suddenly clicked on to wha1 his mo1her was saying. "You gave Mari the mor,ey for 1he 
abortion, didn't you? My money, 1he mooey I give you for food? She u.sed 1hat mone)' 
to kill her baby!" 

Manuel W3$ in $hock. His mother dc,nied everything, but he knew he wa$ rig.hi. 
He wujust as guilty of that abonion 3$ his sis1e,r was. He had provided the money 10 
pay for ii. He was a baby-killer. 

Shortly after 1h31 inciden1. he stopped giving his mocher money. Ho a1e very liule 
and took up drinking. He began to have nighImares about babies coming 10 ldll him 
for revenge. Even awake, he would sonmimC$ hear a baby crying, calling oul and 
laughing hysterically. He drank excessively 10 esc-apc 1hese sounds. and wben he came 
home drunk on his cigh1centh birthday. his motl\cr had kicked him Otll ofthe house, 
decla,ing 1ha1 he was a good for noching drunk juSI like his father. Thal was how he 
~l\dcd up in room 212 or the Haven, 

But af1u gelling seuled in a1 the Ha,·en, thing.t s1a,1od looking up. He stopped 
going to Pou<:hy"s e,·ery day aoo stirted sa..,ing his money. He h34 a plan, a good one. 
He was goona save more money and move out to New Y01k or Chicago in about a 
mon1h <>r lWO, Maybe: lhere l\c would find a wife. seule dO\l,·n, have kids. He "-""uld 
finally have 1he family he had always wanted. 

So why was he here now? Why had he tried to kill himself? Try as he mighl he 
could no1 remember why he had taken all 1hose pill$. 1Yhor hapf)<m:d? WJia1 or who 
was I lhinfdng about? He racked his brain bul couldn't come up with anylhing, He did 
remember bting very angry, downing pills and wai1ing 10 die. When 1he pills didn't 
lake effect quickly enough, l\c had driven tiis rusty '67 Oievy down to Poodly's and 
drunk e,·cr)1hing in sigh1. He didn'1 remember going back 10 tiis room. and who called 
the ambulance anyway? Probably Che maid. Stupid woman. Oidn'I she know when 
someone was lrying to die? 

But wiil. He didn't really wan110 die now. And he couldn't remember the reason 
he: wanted to die before. No, no way did he wan1 to die. He was going to g,o through 
with his plan as soon as he got betler. He'd 1ake ort 10 Chicago and not 1ell anyone. 
Sllil, lei 1hem worry about where he w3$ and wh.a1 he was doing for once. Yea, he was 
definitely gonna 1ake. off. He was 1hroug.h worrying about them. They didn't gi,·c a 
shh aboo1 him anyway, only came 10 see him when lMy wanted money. 

Jesu$, he fell tired. His body was s1ar1ing lo feel heavy and he still couldn't open 
his eyes. The wailing sound W3$ gelling lower, thank God fm that. He didn'1wan110 
think about his nigh1mares rigti1 now. The beeping was gelling fain1cr now too. Beep 
....... Beep ....... Beep. $()fn~ne tum offthat damn bupe,r. Fctl so tired, just waMa 
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sleep. The beeps were soft now. He couldn't hear all of them. Jus1 one beep tha1 s«med 
,..cry drawn out The cold fog was rolling in again. A pain in his ehw felt like two giant 
steel hands were pressing into his heart and keeping him down in the fog. He (cit as cold 
as steel. Finally all sounds stopped and the cold fog lhankruny rolled away, leaving just 
siJent. black walls that guarded his deep, deep sleep. 

The para.medics had done all 100y could to save. him. He had been responding well, 
his brain scan showed a lot or activity, he'd probably been dreamfog or remembering 
something. His heart be.al had been strong. but i.n an instant it all changed. The brain 
activit)' slowed to a crawl. the heart rate bcc.ame wc.ak. Anderson tried to shock the hean 
b3Ck into rh)•thm with the dcfribilator, but 10 no avail. The heart g-ave one la.s:t pump and 
Stopped. 

Jose Manuel Tones, Jr. was declared dead at 9:37 p.m. at Los Angeles County 
Hospital The cause ofdea1h was listed as accidental drug 0\terdost. and Robcr1 Payne. 
one or the rookies, was given the task ortaking the body 10 the morgue and no1ifying the 
relatives. 

Payne rolled the gumey down 10 tl)e chilly morgue and 1,gged it with #8S948485. 
He rolled ii into box #3,857586 and 001cd both numbers down ror his report. Wonder if 
I'll ever get used to the cold ln thls room. He picked up the morgue pbone to call lhc 
number he'd found in Tones' wall-el. No answer. He lried lhe ocher, which was listed 
under ''Ma: · Busy. Poor bastard, no one ewn kn<1ws whtrt /te is right now. n~u. 
probably another junkie who dldn't cort aboutOn)'()nt but himself andshut out liis fa.mily 
whtn they trt'ed to http, Payne tried the number again. Still busy. Oh wtlt I'll try again 
later wht.n I gtt my break. 

On his way up to the. break room. Pa)•ne ran in10 Anderson whose shin hid jusl 
ended. 

"Got 1hat body 1aggcd. Payne?'' 
..Yea. it's down in the morgue." Payne answered quietly, shuffling his repon papers. 
..Hey, you okay? .. 
"'Yta, sure,. I jus1 thought for sure lhis one would make it. He almost made ii to the 

hospital, if he had just held on a little. bit longer." 
"'Yea, it's tough to .see that. But listen, I've been here ten )'C.ars. rrthat guy would had 

made it he probably would have gouen another hil tom0rrow. Believe me. I've seen it 
happc-n. These gu)'S get ou1 Monday and they're back Oil Wednesday. They are prtll)' 
clueless. Don'I plan anything,. Just live tor the high. So just try to forget it, okay? MO\'C 
on, Oh, and be sure 10 no&if)' 1he relatives so lhey can come pick up the body,'" 

.. I uied, twice, but the number was busy." 

..Well, uy again later." Andcr$0fl responded, stepping into the elevator. 
'"Surt, laies." 
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Homecoming 

Ma always told me she'd probably •·~roke out" someday, but when I saw her sitting 
in the wheelchair, her blue eyes sLruggling to expt'CSS the thoughts she was now unable to 
put into ....-ord.s. it hi1 me. I had been celling myself when she gets out of I.be hOS-pital, 
she'll be fine again. But it was clear after lhat fil'$1 moment ofsilent oommunication, we 
both knew $he· was not going 10 be fine a.gain. SIM: smiled and ki.$$Cd me as I bent down 
10greet her . 

..Fo, cryins ' out loud Ma," I said, .. after all the times you said you were going to 
•suoke out' I ntvtr dreamed you'd actually go off and do it!" 

\\~ both laughed. She tried 10 answer, mumbling something unintelligible. "No." 
she said shaking her head. She began again mumbling something I.ha. ~ndcd aboot 1he 
same to me.. ll\-cn in frustration she sa.id with perfccl clarity, "Damn!"" Waving her good 
am, 1hrough 1hc air before slapping it down on her leg. 

"'At least you've still got one useful word in you vocabulary ... I said, "'Jr )'OU can still 
flip your arthri1ic bird with your good hand you might be in bcfter $hape than you think." 
We both laughed again. Ma had ncv« bttn )'OUT stereotypical grandmother, and $he 
wouldn't 1olera1e being 1rcatcd like one. My sister, Gena, and I used to laugh at Ma when 
we rode with her in the car. She was oonstandy shouting. ••oamn campers! Can'1 see a 
damned lhing when )'Ou're su'.:ck behind one!"' Occasionally, she would flip the bird at 
some unsuspecting RV driver. or courie. no one ever kDCw what she was doing because 
he.r fingers wc-1e so arthritic that 1hey just curled up into a sort orclaw-like gesiuu which 
she waved around her race. The cff~ was something Ii.kc what halians do wtien they arc 
describing what they had for lunch. 

We were still laughing when Rhonda, her nurse, appcircd with her evening mcdica• 
tion. 

"Arc you comfortable Barbara?" Rhonda as.ked Ma. "Would you like me to bring 
you a SY.-cater?'" 

.,Yes." Ma answered bobbing her head up and down in an exaggerated, childlike 
mo,..ement. Rhonda lefl 10 get the sweater. 

"'Do you like her? .. I asked. 
Ma shrugged. I knew she resented l\aving a stranger in the house. It would hamper 

her drinking from now on. 
Rhonda reappeared with a bright blue v-neck and a brown velour pullover hanging 

from her forearm. "'The blue or the brown. Barbara?'" 
Ma pointed to 1hc blue with her good arm. As Rhonda helped her with the sweater, I 

realized Ma was no longer capable ofdressing herself. 
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" ls !here anything el.$e 1can get you?" Rhonda askod. 
..¼>dka." Sbc said. 
"Absolutely noc." Rhonda answered on her way OUI of the room. 
''You're noc serious-?,. I S;aid, but l knew she Wll$. Ma $aid nothing. She was staring 

at a piece of lint on 1he royal blue c.arpel. 
I knew sh(: interK1cd to s1art drinking again even after this. This 1ime wM the worst. 

She had had the stroke while she was drunk. She fell down and couldn't get 10 the 
telcpllone. She-lay on the floor for threedays, her left side paralyzed, listening to lhc 
quaddng of her decoy duck pl!Olle, its red eyes f rantically lighting up each time i1 rang, 
until Aun1 Jack..ie, her y01Jnges1 daughter, wtnt by to check on her after being unable to 
re.ach tlcr- on the telephone. Luckily Aunt Jackie found her in 1ime and got her 101he 
hospital, but 1hc damage was severe, re-quiring her 10 spend over six weeks in the 
hospital, 

Ma leaned forward and lifted the pack of red More cigarettes, which were lying on 
the ooffee table. She shook it until 1ht c.nd of several cigarettes cmcq;.cd from the pack. 
Sh-e lifted 1he pact 10 her mouth and pulled out a single, long brown cigarette. She put 
thepack down and pid..ed up the )·e-llow Bic lisflter lying beside lhem, and squinted her 
eyes as she inhaled to light the cigarene which wa, li lted aI an upward angle. I wondered 
how $.he brushed het 1cc1h by herulf. 

.. Arc you going to be able to drive again?'" I asked, 
She $hrt1ggcd 1hen exhaled slowly. Ihe $moke blowing from her mouth like the 

exhaust f rom acold engine on a (ogsy morning. When Lhc smoke clea.Jcd she looked 
1»$1me 10 the window and soflly she said, "No." 

.. Never?- I asked. 
She shook her head while flicking her thumb on the end of the cigarette,- causing a.n 

ash to fall into the large cul glass !ray. When she lif'tcd her head to inhale again, !here 
were to rs ln l)ci eyes. We both understood what 1ha1 mcin1. 

I remember a hiking Irip wt 100k when I was fifteen years old. Mom. Dad, Ma. 
Gena, and my best friend, Traci all in one car for the threc.-hour drive from Arroyo 
Graoot 10 1h.e Pinnacles Na1ional Monumen1. I hadjust gonen my dri-.•er's permil whidi 
allowed me to drive a car with adult $Upcrvfaion. In six monIhs when I got my driver's 
license. I would be free. independent. 1 would never have 10 depend on other pcOple to 
take me beyond bic)·cle range again. Tr&d had also jus1 gouen her lcamc(s permi1, so 
natur.1lly, we offeccd to drive home. 

Ge-na. who was thirrccn and had recently begun perfecting her own brand oftccl\8ge 
chann, snarled, " Why should WC kt )'OU?" 

Traci and I simul1anoously shol her dir'ly looks, pleading our case to Mom aOO my 
sIepfa1hcr. Ken, 1hc W3y kids an inch 100 s.horl for 1he roller COOSler plead wi1h the 
anertdant at an amusemen1 park. 

'"Just imagine." - I said, ••if you le.I us drive all )'OU would have to 6o is $ii back and 
relax all 1hc way home. Ooc.sn't that sound like a greal idea?" 
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"Yea!" TrKi took over, "just like having your own private chauffeurs." 
l lriod whining. "'Plcecasc?" 
Traci. joined me, "Plccease. Verna?'" 
"That's cnoogh!" Mom M.ver put up with whining for \'ery long, "What do you 

think?.. she a$ked Ken. 
•·They could use the prac1kt .. " He answered. 
..Then again," Gena pointed out, ••jf Traci drives maybe she'll gi\·e us all a break and 

stop her flippin' singing!" 
•·-Watch your moulh.,. Mom warned. 
"She has a good point,'" Ken said totally disregarding Gena's Language. 
Tut moming in the car. Ken and Traci had been waging war. Ken dr<we. Traci, 

sang. loudly and continually. Finally, during the umpteenth rcndilion of hc.r favorite 
song. "Oime•A•Oance," the mp side of Vicki Lawrence's hi1 4$, ""The Night The Lights 
Went Out In Georgia;•she sang in a country western twang. " Icame to the cily 'cause lhe 
folks bade ho-orne 1hought I was pre11y enough to m.ake it. They bought me a 1icke1 on a 
star bound Greyhound. I was on my waaay-/ · Ken ail her off by 1uming the radio on. 
drowning her out. 

Glaring a1 him through the rear view mirror, she started again even louder. "...singitl' 
hey mister ta.lee a chance it on1y costs )'OU a dime-a da-a-ancc an if )'OU're loolcin' for 
roma-a-ance-," Ken increased the volume culling her off again, the smug smile on his 
(ace revealing pleasure in his power. Ken «>nttdent he had won this war ofwills, 
swi1ehcd the radio off with 1he flair of a concen pianist accenting the final no1e of a 
concerto. 

Wbile Traci sa1 quietly fuming, Lhe rest of us enjoyed the silence. She inhaled $Jowly 
before bursting oul, ai the top of her lungs, songs (or her role in the chorus ofArroyo 
Grande High Scbool's producLion of the musical, Bye Bye Birdie. She scrocchcd in a high 
pi1ched, nasal voice causing the hair lo rise on the back of my neck and down my spine 
the way an alley c.ars does when h sees another cat on Ms fen(C:. "Hi, Nancy! Hi £lien! 
What's the s.1ory, morning glory? What's the-talc nightingale? Have you heard about 
Hugo and•··• at which point Ken flipped the radio on and the whole thing stancd again. 

"'For God's sakes you 1wo!'' interrupted my mother. 
..Yea!" Gena snarled from the fron1 sea1, "would you just t<,p singing? Gaawd! 

can't 1.ake it anymore." 
.. She should be able 10 sing if she wants to!" I shouted from Lhe back sea1. 
"Noc if I have 10 listen to ii!,. GcM: countered back. 
''That's righ1." Ken agreed. 
We were a car divided, I supported Traci's f1cedom of expreuion. I h.cl to. Ken and 

Gena would seule for silence even though 1hcir preference.leaned more towa,d a public 
gagging. Secretly, I agreed with them, but I would never admic it. Mom aOO Ma were 
neutral territory, the Switze,land of tbe station wagon. 
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Ma sat next to me in 1he back sc.a1 staring ou1 the window and wondering how k>ng 
she wooId have 10 wail for a drink. 11 was her "medicine." Ma ha-s been "'Ma'" e,•ery 
since I was 3 kid jus-1 leaming 10 talk. I was eating an ice-cream cone in my high di.air 
and she asked me if Iknew who sbe was. I couldn'l manage to say the whole word 
'"grandma.. so Iannounced in recognition. "Ma!'" Then I pushed my ice<ream cone in 
her face.. ··•O1t.1y,'' she said wiping ice-cream from her e)'C.S, "['ll be )'OUr Ma." The naim 
stuck. 

Ken pulled the brown Ford sunion wagon with wood slats to the side or the road. 
Traci took 1he wheel first. Mom sat in the center creating a human b:urier be1·wcen Ken 
al\d Traci in the front sc-at. There was an air of excitement asTraci care.full)' positioned 
her hands on the wheel 01 10 and 2. exactly as we had been taught in drivcfs uaining 
class. She drove nawlcssl)'. The sense or cxci1emcn1 lifted like a fog as we shifled our 
;:mention 10 other things. Iwondczed if lhe faa 1ha1 her fa1her was a highwa)' pa,trotman 
had anything to do with tbe skill Traci had betlind the wheel. Then it ocamed to me, 
what if I didn'1 do 3.S well? td make a fool of myself in front of ever)'0ne and (i.en:a 
would nevet let me forget it. By the lime Traci pulled onlo the shoulder and parted I had 
wmked m)'SCI( into a nervous ftenty. Traci goc ou1 and we 1raded pl)Ct:S, Gena elbowed 
me ti r slid past her reminding me that she would be watching. She smiled thinking of 
new poss.iblitiC$ for my hatll$$mcnt. h was my 1urn. A sick feeling passed over me as I 
took the wheel. I sci( consciously put my hands at 10 and 2. I dled:ed lhe mirror and 
adjusted 1he seat. I was ready. 

..JuSI relax." Mom advised putting her hand on my shoulder. 
I !lied. Toking a deep brca1h, IS1epped on the gas. The Slalion wagon sprang 

(OfW1rd like a bull out of a shoot, the spinning wheels screeching and spitting up a trail of 
dus1. Rea<:1ing quickly, I applied 100 much pressure on the brakes, propelling everyone 
forward. I ~ard the $0Und of ice moving in the chest at 1he rearofthe car . 

..F.asy!'' Ken said bracing himself on tile dash board, "Take it easy." 
"Good going.'' Gena taunted from behind. 
"'Sorry!" I said, clenching 1he wheel, 100 nervous to rebut. 

excitement was back. we sensed it like a buzz. After a few minutes, I began to 
gain my composure, managing to maintain a fairly consistcnl speed, or maybe the bencr 
word would be rhythm. Westill lungtd forword a bi1 when I aC(Clezated but n0w I only 
lifted my foot from the pedal to slow down rather than braking for conuol before lung.ing 
forward again. After a while, I $1aned 10 rela.x somewhat untiJ I passed a sign informing 
me to slow to 25 mph due lo a aitve ahead. I worried how rwoold mJ1nage to get ffl)' 
speed down 10 exacl/y 2S mph. A,:, the curve goc closer, m)' he.art sianed beating fas1er 
and my palms $-latled 10 swcal. I must have been scepping on lhe g_as instead of the brakes 
because we ktpl going fJslcr and faster. I remember hearing mom say, "'careful" and Ken 
say, .. slow down" as we arri,..od at the cur.·c going considerably fa-s:ter th:an 2S mph. The 
perspitation on my palms caused my hal\ds to slip. I 10$1 my gtip and panicked, I made 
the curve 001 con1inued zigzagging bae:k and forth as I repeatedly over-corrected. Every-
one was S(ared sileni. The only sound ins.ide tbc c.ar was the sound of tt.e ice chesi 
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sliding back and forlh banging the sides or Lhe car again and again c,ach time we abruptly 
changed direction, II mi_ght not have been so bad, if only I had 1aken my foot oft' the gas, 
bul 1 didn't and we went speeding off1he shoulder nose first into 1he trench then shot 
straight up the other side, the front end ofthe st.ation wagon rearing up like a stallion. 

Finally ii occurred to me. TAKE YOUR FOOT OFF TH£ GAS! We landed. creating 
a mushroom cloud ofd'USt, which showered down over the car like a wave for what 
seemed like £0fev«. We all sat quietly in shock. I was still denching the wheel. Ken 
broke the silence saying. .. Damn! Have I got a cramp in my ass! .. Everyone started 
laughing but me, As they laughed, I decided Jwas ne\'er going to dri-.·e again, a really 
impr11etical decision 10 make when you live in California. 

"Is everyone OK'?" Iasked wiping the tears from my eyes. Luckily, everyone w3$ 
still in one piece and I was relieved (Of 1ha1. "Nobody ever has to worry abOul this 
happening again because. I'm never, never driving again. E\•er." I whimpered. I w11s 
miserable, and everyone knew it. I even lcll guilty for almOSt killing Gena. 

'"It'$ OK. Don't worry. Nobody"s hurt.,. Mom said rubbing my b~as she hu3&ed 
me. 

" A cramp in 1he a$$ never killed an)'onc ... Ken said 1rying 10 make me feel beuer. 
"\Vhat abool the c.ar?,. I uskcd between s00$ . 
..Don'1 worry a.boul the car," Ken said gening out on the passenger's side. He walked 

around to the back orthe car and opened the 1ailg.ate-. Reaching inside: he pulled the lar~-
rcd and while Coleman ice chest $Lill heavy with mel1ing ice. c-ans orsoda and picnic 
leftovers 1oward him and pulled 0ul a bologna. sandwich and a Seven-up . 

.. Anyone wan1 something 10 drink?'" He asked before-getting into 1he drivd$ scat. 
No one $aid much on the ride home. 
"Ma, do you remember that uip we all took to 1he Pinnacles'?" I asked after a while. 

"'The one where I nearly killed everyone alld I swore I would ne\•er drive again. Remcm• 
bet that?" 

"-Yes. I do." She said. spe.aking her first ~entence !-incc my arriv.al. 
.. I don't know ir I ever would h.ave driven 3g3in if you didn'i make me drive all 1he 

way to Porterville 1he nex-1 weekend." 
She laughed while she put out her cigarene., tapping down twkc then rubbing the 

butt ~ck and forth on the bottom orthe ashtray .as though silt were trying 10 wipe away 
1hc !!$MS and sec through i1. 

"I remember I didn't want to drive, but you told me ;You're driving and that's it.' 
There was no arguing with you. I was so scared pullingou1 of the dri\'eway, I almoSI 
backed into the \-\>nRuden's fence acros:s 1hc s:irec~... I said ...and the-whole time you 
never said a word, even when I hil a divider or went ofrlh.c shoulder. It must ht\'e been 
tM longcsc four hours of your life ... 

M.a chuckled a1 the memory . .., ... I ... smoked,'' she $Sid . 
..At leas.I a pack just on the trip over ... I said. ''Then you told me about Aunt Jackie, 

I never would have suspcc1ed, Aunt Jackie nunked tter dri-.,ing tcsi the first 1imc! Funny 
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she never men1ioned that whenever she cold me wha1 a bad driver my moiher wa.s. You 
took her on a uip 100. all the way 10 San Francisco!" 

Ma bobbed her head in ag,eemen1. '"Shhheeee was .. bad." 
"Somehow knowing lhat made me (ee-1 so much bcller. Come 101hink or ii, I never 

did say a word abou1 ii," I said. 
"I know," Ma said. 
"I guess 1here never w.is a reason. When she found ou1 you 100k me to Porte.rville, 

she ~ver mcn1ioned driving to me again. Did I ever thank you for lhal?" I a.tked. 
She shook her head oo. 
"It mean1 a loc 10 me, I'll ne\·er rorge1 it." I said and I meant ii. 
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Chicken 

Chris had always 1ried 10 oonvinoe me aboul Lhings that were felt 10 be ju.st essential 
to the a,.·erage persor1. 1hin.gs like who was the best polilician (who invariably wu simply 
1hc leas1 worst), or which rruit went with which ehcese Of who was simply the moo.t 
fabulous author curRnlly. Ac; ir I could even care about such things, I mean, really, you 
ate ehcese IMt tasted good and you ate fruil that tasted good and if they didn't 1astc good 
together, you didn't eat them together, simple. But Olris was never oonvinced, in fact 
sometimes Chris would gel down right whiny aboul it and then Jhad to really not cate 
abou1 whai was being said before l would finally juM nod and say, "Fioc, fine, wba1e,.·er, 
now shut and pass me some of that slimy bric and a cracker." Chris could be so annoy• 
ing. 

It's noc u if I really had 10 put up with Chris it I d idn't want to, there were 001« 
poopJe in my life. but whenever I would look at them I would remember how I relt about 
Chris when we !i.rsc mcL Even with the knowledge and die abilily to remember all 1hese 
interesting little tidbits about all sorts ordifferent places aOO lhings, I never won a trivia 
game in my life but ii was always a rout when we played. It was Cun when we went 10 
museums Of the philharmonic and I would find ou1 just the m0$.-I a.s1onishing 1hings ibout 
this author or 1ha1 composer. Liszt, what a stallion! The sheer expanse or the degeneracy 
in 1~ aru. it gives me chills. He would eventualJy go ovetboard though and star1 saying 
1hin.gs 1ha1 were jus.l a little 100 ridiculous. I mean, really, some people migh1 believe 
everything they hear about 1he colors. used in PolJack paintings bu1 I didn'1 even care. 
Chris wouldn't shut up though. I was told I was obviously miuing something if I didn't 
know the importanee of whatever the hell Chris was talking about at that moment. 
Annoying wasn't i dtscrip1ive enough wOfd sometimes. 

Alier a few months we had our first light. No big deal, I thought, but O uis rounded 
on me one night ilter I blew him off for saying someihing rully meaningless. Who ca,es 
if it's electi<:ln time? I got in upbriiding that I couldn'1 believe and at 1he end or ii, don't 
)'OU know, I relt bad. Guill $tricke.n like you wouldn'I believe, I actually apologiied. 
Later I realized th.at I hadn't done anything wrong and that ifanyone bad made an ass out 
of hilTIS(lf, ii wasn't me. I sa.id 10 myself from then on, if what Chris says is useless 
bullshit then Chris can go find a field to fertilize. Annoying was just halr1~ time we 
were 1ogetb«. TilC O(her halfwa.t a nightmare. 

I don't know what happened to U$. We were so happy together in 1tw be.ginning 
before it all really began to get to me. We had the fight to end au lights one night after we 
came OOme from 1he ballet, which I would have. enjoyed had I no1 been 1old 1hc St.K\lll 
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persuasions of most of the dancers, mostly because I felt lha1 one shouldn't have casual 
knowledge like 1ha1. The door closed aner we entered tbe apartment and lhere was about 
One second ofsilence before I just screamed i.n fru~radon. It was all downhill from 
1hcre. Recriminations and insult~ things )"OU wouldn't even say 10 your own siblings. 
We had it out and it ended with me using a ruime very similar to Oedipus alld slamming 
the door in the face of what had been. six houri earlier, the love of my life. I was a lillle 
beyond annoyed a fter that. 

Then c.ame the phone calls and the presents and the apologies. You can't get rid of 
all of you, feelings in one night. We Slartcd again with the pr0mise 1hat certain behavior 
was no1going to be indulged. The,e were liUle arguments after that and things were 
rock)' or O()Ursc but eventually we found what had attracccd each 01het in the beginning, 
[..ife was more full and all that happy romance. I'd 1ell all my close friend.Ii that we had 
finally found each other a.nd we were well on o.ir way 10 a wonderful future. 

Chris came over one nighl for dinner. I had decided 10 make my specialty, lhal I 
knew was well received and tha1 was honestl)' apprecia1cd. r hadn't revealed what was 
going 10 be cookod fOf that evening's rcpasl until my other halfarri\'cd but when I did, all 
of a sudden the Chris I didn't like was back. I wa.s now privy 10 the details ofsome 
honible television special 1hat was somehow delighlful 10 $0mc panics. I got angry. 1 
told Chris to shut up and let the damn wine breathe like everyone else said it shooId, I 
wa.s going 10 go cook dinner. 0u1 that didn'1end h, on no. I was tailed righ1 into 1he 
kitchen and told how I was once again missing an impor1ant part of life because ofmy 
obtuseness, I decided right there that I was finally going lO prove tha1 I wasn't missing 
anyihing a1 all. Sol reached for some1hing 1ba1 was going 10 end this discussion. 

1finished fixing the main course arMI set ii oot on the table. Serving the food wen.I 
very quickly in the ensuing silence. I <ul my ponion into small picccs and wi1hou1 
hcs.i1a1ing s1ar1cd to cat. I stared at my pla1e during that first sample and when I looked 
up I s ta,ed directly at Chris's head and said, "All right. maybe we do 1as1e like chicken.," 

When she fi rsl met him she had no idea who llC was or what he was about She met 
_him in class one day. Sile knew exac1ly wha1 she hid 10 say. 

'"Hi. Whc.re do you go when this class is over, by the way my name is Jennifer." 
.., go 10 a pla«: where I am fr« 10 underMand who I am. my n11me is Suscj." 
She immediately realized that this guy was spcdal: she knew something about him 

was rull)' different. Jennifer and Suscj talked spa,ingly each time their class met; their 
conversation never seemed 10 haive any real subs.lance; 1he)' always talked about relative 
lhings. I remember lilt day wtien Jennifer ,ealizcd Suscj was the type of person she 
longed for. Their usually meaningless oonvcrsation turned intoone where she didn't 
want 10 stop talking. Jennifer quickly ree<>gniztd 1hat Suscj was so s.imilar 10 herself 1ha1 
it was incredible. He didn't rely on the materialistic things of the world; he didn't partake 
in the moral slipping of society. Suscj knew exac1ly who he was and who he.wan1ed to 
bce<>me. I think Jennifer admired him because of this. She admired the raa Lha1 even 
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though his beliefs were no1 aocepced by all, he scill main1ained 1h<>se beliefs as his own. 
To really understand how much one person has made a difference In Jennifer's life you 
muse tirSl uode~and where Jennifer was in her lire. 

Jennifer had reached a poin1 in her life where nolhing mancrcd anymore. She Cell as 
if her world were cumbling down at such a f-as,1 ptOe tha1 she was being caughl in 1he 
downpour. She fel1 like the sus-r chat i$ poured into a black cup ofcoffee; once you saar1 
to pour ii in the hardc.r it is 10 pull it out. I can honestly say that there. was not a time in 
her life where she was completely happy. Jc.nnifer"s thoughlS were only of the fear of 
death and dying. She worried constantly why she even existed. for Jennifer ii seemed as 
iC lhere was no way ofescaping her dreary world until the day she met Susej. 

Jennifer's Side 

l 1hink I was really messed up. I can look bade at my high school years and wonder 
how I'm e\'en he.re today. I never truly enjoyed my high school years. I fell betrayed by 
so many people 1ha1 I could no longer IMt anyone. I remember gradua1Jng high school 
and feeling as ifmy lire had just ended. I felt as if I bad nothing to live for anymore, but 
scill r uicd to press on, and I hoped lhat somehow my lire would get bcuer. 

In some ways ii did. I regained my innet confidence~ and I was slowly able to 1nm 
people a.gain. l bad enrolled al lhe local junior college and I re11 my lire was finally 
turning around. But 1here was scill something misslng.1hc comple1encss 1ha1 I longed for 
was still noc theJe. I was a.1 this c,rucial lime in my life lhal I met Suscj. It was really 
s1range. h seemed u if I had me1 s·uscj before~ maybe under different circumstance$ but I 
had met him before-. Suscj showed me new ways to look at and appreciate lire. He 
showed me how 10 undemand and recognize wha1 was planned for me. I guess in some 
ways Susej renewed in me hope and failh, aDd for lhe first lime in a long lime I felt lotally 
happy. I no longer was afraid ordeath and I now had a new outl(l()k on life. I reallied 
now 1hat dea1h was nothlng to fear. I fina;lly h.ad 1rue peace in my bean. 

Afler I realized whit Suscj had to offer me, I realiud he was the missing link in my 
life,. He wa.sthe pan ofme lhal (or so many yemwas missing. 

For all of che )'t.arS 1ha1 I fell hopelessness, Susej offered me hope: 1he muy years 
1ha11 fell unloved, Suscj proved 1hc lo..,e that I was missing: and for all the years where I 
had oo raitb, in myself or the things around me, Suscj gave me faith. 

Suse-j soon became my life. I fell empty when t didn't ha,·e him close 10 my heart 
alld overflowing with joy when he was near. E•,entually I didn"I wanc to be withou1 St.JSCj 
. .. ever. 
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Sustj'$ Side 

When Jennifer (ir$l optMd her heart 10 lei me in, I think I was happtcr lb.an she was 
becaU$e• I knew what was in store for the both orus. I fell as i( she finally let go of the 
hand that pulled her down. I I.Dew Iha! Jennifer (cit as i(she had no purpose in life. so J 
tell like it was my responsibility to prove her wrong. Jennifer thinks 1hat I supplied her 
wi1h lhe hope and rai1h that she was looking for; I1hinl: that I simply showed her lhe path 
1ha1 she needed to 1ake 10 find 1hese 1hings. Day after day Jennifer and I 1alkcd more and 
more; the more we 1alkod the closer we became. Every night wi1hou1 fail Jennifer set 
aside 1imc for me and her 10 1alk intimately. II was ifwe bec.ame one; Jennifer was a part 
of me and I was all of Jennifer. 

1wanted $0 badly (Of Jennifer 10 meet my father, bul Ididn'I wan1 tO push Iler into 
any1hing, so when the lime g,me I wa.s more nervous Lhan SM was. I didn't want Jennifer 
to reje:c1 him like every one else in her liJe, bu1 the day finally came when Jennifer 
wanted 10 meet HIM, I introduced her to HIM, and it was then lhal she realized how I 
had supplied her with faith and hope becau.se HE h.ad supplied me wilh these same thfogs, 
This was 1he day 1ha1 Jennifer knew she would always have.$omeone 10 curn to. This WI$ 
the day that Jennifer round lo\·e; e\'erla.sting. never cea.sing. binding love. Jennikr knew 
1ha1 for as long as $he had faith and lruS& $he would never be alone agaln. 
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The Faces ofAngels 

He watched the commerci-al airliner from lbe airport terminal window as ii 8$· 
cendtd in10 the white billowy masses suspended in air. Staring through his reflocdon, 
he saw the airliner disappear rrom tbe afternoon as if guided by an ungodly celcscial 
rapture. His eyes tried to penc.irate those COflglomera1tons of mi11u1e panides, the 
ephemeral cigarette smoke of 1~ heavens. 

Wearing his CharlH:-'s Angels t•shirt and freshly cut goatee, with eyes fixated upon 
an unrecognizable point in space, he shuffled away from the heavens, down the marble 
tile ofthe airpo,t 1erminal. He was sure his plan would work. He "''Ould breeze into the 
Liulc House of Manm11. a shop in the airport spccialiting in women's hosiery and fine 
fra,granccs,jokingly demand unleavened bread while $Witlin3 his .22 caliber Refractor 
series handgun upward, and empty the register, He knew it would W()rk. 

A1 Cameras Cameras Cameras, the midpoint between his secret rendezvous, he 
Stopped 10 glance at an image 1ransmi1ted over a monolithic 1v. He did no1recognize lht• 
totality of the image, but in$1ead stared mesmerized by the thousands of pixel pools 
which were emitting different colors. eac.b a pulsing kaleidoscopic iris. They flashed a 
Cryplic meuagt. a mocking elearonic koan. Angered and <:Otlfused by 1hc image, he 
proceeded cocksure and s1cadfll$I wi1h his plan. 

A l the counter, a woman wilh acinnamon roll bouffant, wearing an orange jumpsuil 
wi!h a $Cries of numbers printed where a breas.t pocket might res.1. lumed away from the 
full lcnglh mirror long enough to smile larger than her narrow fact would allow: 
..Welcome to Uulc House of Manna, can I help you?" 

'"Where do you kttp your unleavened bread?" 
.. Sir?" 
··unlea..,enod bread, archenemy ofpita. You know. tbat Jewish bread that's $mashed 

all co hell." 
'"Uhh, sir. we," 
'")..Qok lady, where do )'OU keep 1he damn bread?'" 
An epiphany• two nights ago. white watching reruns of Sbaf1 on theTNT network, 

$he teamed in acomplicated scr~s or verbal exchanges that bread in the seedy criminal 
underworld was the equivalent of money. Readiing underneath lhecounter wi1h 
surprising s1eal1hfocss.. she grabbed and poin1od her .22 caJibcr handgun. asmaller 
model in 1hc Rcf~or scriu. She alwiys carried proceciion. The Linle House of 
Manna had be-en robbed two years ago by a pack of marauding: disco queens., leaving her 
shop hoseless and in debt. On every annh·crsary ofthe robbery, she wore the orange 
jumpsui1 10 work as asign to airport passersby 1ha1 $he wa:s a hardened and rejuvenated 
woman capable ofviolence. 

1()2/()r¢1cu, 
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The man, now as con(us«I as the woman had inil.ially been, also reached for hi$ gun. 
Mocionless. wordlc$$, with guns drawn, they floated out to the hallway like ballroom 
dancers. Bloody half moons arose against the mid-day grip or his non•shooling hand, 
while the pores in his forehead yakked up beads orsweat 'lwitclling ut)C()nlrollably, her 
ld1 eye was scu.ng by the-backwash of syn1hc1ic scickiness 1ha1 dripped from her 
hotitybun hairpie«. 

He $hot fir$!. 
The projectile whizzed arourtd tht bouffant. ricocheted from a seed brochure rack at 

an inform111ion ck.sic, offa scries ormarble-columns and into a mcmbe, orthe Airpon 
Safety Commission. Do-wn on bolh knees, the wooOOed m.an )'Cllcd a few S~nish 
euphemisms, pulled a gun from his jacket, and shot in tile general vicinity or the gunfire, 
His bullet followed a sc,ajght path. through a me.1al deteccor, sounding an alarm, and into 
the thigh or a dop,e sniffing 8..1Scnji. The compact dog. a result ofbudget cuts to airpor1 
security, broke out in a series of loud )'odels, being gcl)Ctically incapable of barking. 
Smart enough to r«ogni:ze this unparalleled commotion as the first and only time they'd 
be able 10 shoot thei, txpcnsi\'e haidwarc, 1wo securi1y guards squoczcd off thir1y iounds 
in10 1he. House of Manna, over 1he heads or 1he inS1iga1on, boch belly down and confused. 
An old man, angered by the audacity or his younger contemporaries, scnl out a lusd'illcd 
parade ofshrapnel from the gun conc:ealcd underneath his mobile chair, while II seven 
year old child, almost wounded by this antiquated creature, suffered a head injury from 
the kick or his stolen .357 Magnum. Stumbling and ditty, he managed two more shots 
from tbe gun, which had been registered to a HoDduras ballerina, before blacking ou1. 
Mocking the two instigators from the secortd noor with charade•like movemcnis, two 
teenage. fra1ernal twins, bored with !he inactivlly oflying on their s1omaclis, shoe invisible 
bullecs at a (c.male employee hidden do\lo'llStai,s at Jifl'e Com, a snack shop selling spicy 
corn on the oob. The 1wins wtre sure she was a lascivious linle harlot. 

Like mosquitoes awaiting a blood bank opening. hui,dreds ofdifferc.nt caliber 
proje<:eiles buzzed over head. AJthough 1bc citizen uprising was rcsulling in wound upon 
wound, causality upon causality, all involved were oonwmtd by a lethargic euphoria akin 
to the exhaus.tion experienced during love making. Under the moans and groans or 
shrapnel, them.an on his stomach h.3d become disgusted by the gunfire. not because or the 
prolonged mayhem and cam age, but because ii had swindled him 001 ofhis plan; made 
him an outsider at his own crime; he had been ro,ced inlo VO)'C-urism. He almost did not 
recogniu that his pa11ner had died, a bullet to the cerebellum. Immediately as he 
discovered her body, a bullet exploded inro his back. making a ricocheting excursion off 
his spinal column and through nearly every major organ. As the scarlc-t faces orangels 
appeared on hi.$ chest, in wh-at seemed like a rtflt.x action, his ha.nd -extended toward the 
woman. 
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991: MOVIE THEATER 

lha1 muscache and denim man 
OOC$notknow 
white knuckled ape. 
snickering over 
the macho illumination oC 
S1allone 
docs not realize 
1h11 while I sit 
muMing my commenlS 
in cinema1ic silence, 
Icould just as easily 
CUI OUI h is larynx 
wilh a b\lllcr kniCc. 






