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have nurtured the annual publication o( Otpheus sinc"e its 
inC"eption in 1973. Iam particularly grateful to my creative 
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It is with pleasure and pride that I 
celebrate the 25th anniversary of 
Orpheus, California State University, 

Bakersfield's literary journal. This 
commemorative edition underscores the 
particular importance of this unique 
publication in the nurturing of the creative 
literary gift in students and faculty. For 25 
years, fledgling, as well as more established 

poets and prose writers, have contributed to making Orpheus an 
important vehicle for the presentation of differing literary 
perspectives on our common reality. 

In our search for truth and growth, in our day•to•day concerns, we 
too often neglect to pause and feed our inner being, express ideas, 
and give voice to deeper concerns and emotions. Orpheus, by 
fostering the creative act and in providing opportunities to give 
voice to those significant deeper concerns, serves a most important 
need, especially in this University ambience of ours. 

So thanks and congratulations are in order to long-lived Orpheus 
and its esteemed editor, Or. Solomon lyasere. 

- Tom~s Arciniega, President 
California State University, Bakersfield 



Itis an honor for me to have an opportunity to congratulate the 
English and Communications Department and the Advisor to 
Orpheus, Professor Solomon lyasere, upon twenty-five years of 

the publication of this delightful literary journal. Orpheus has 
offered the opportunity for students, faculty and staff to share their 
creative works with us. Over one thousand students have 
published their work in Orplreus during this past twenty-five yea.rs, 
and for most it is their first opportunity to share their work with a 
broader audience. In that regard alone Orplreus has made a major 
contribution to the learning environment at CSUB. This twenty-fifth 
anniversary edition extends this wonderful publishing opportunity 
to regional high school students. 

Talented creative writing and storytelling is a staple for a quality 
human existence. As a consumer of their works I deeply appreciate 
the talent and work of creative people. 1 know that such talent is 
earned through experience, practice, and with the help of good 
teachers. Our lives are immeasurably enriched by the people who 
succeed in developing a talent for storytelling, writing and poetry. 
Orplreus has been an excellent avenue for developing writers and 
poets to share their thoughts and creativity with us a they learn 
from their mentors and teachers, and gain the experiences that lead 
toward succ:css. 

Join me in expressing our appreciation to Professor Solomon 
Iyasere, for continuing to offer our developing writers the 
opportunity to stretch their creative wings and share their works 
with us by publishing in Orpheus. 

- Fred Dorer, Provost 
California State University, Bakersfield 



It is my great pleasure to offer personally, 
and on behalf of the faculty and 
Academic Senate of California Stale 

University, Bakersfield, heartiest 
congratulationson twenty-five years of 
superb quality represented by CSUB's 
literary magazine, Orpl,eus. I wish also to 
express our deep appreciation for the beacon 
of light that this journal has provided for our 

university. We also highlight our profound gratitude to Professor 
Solomon lyasere for his conception of this journal and for his 
ou tstanding editorial leadership and admirable modeling of literary 
beauty and excellence. 

Any good university needs symbols of academic quality, of 
intellectual productivity and stimulation of intellectual faculties. 
Orpheus dearly has provided this during its twenty-five years of 
existence. In additio~ it has given us two more essential elements 
of a true university, namely, exemplars of student and faculty 
creativity and moving expressions of emotional aliveness and poetic 
spirit. And because a university of quality should develop and 
enrich the whole human person. we owe much to Orpheus and 
Professor lyasere. Congratulations to the journal and its staff and 
best w ishes for many more years of riches and fulfillment. 

- Jacquelyn Ann Kegley, Chair 
Academic Senate, CSU Bakersfield 

Otr,htus/'I 



Twenty-Five Years... 

~HE AllTS 
. -

Over the years, that focus has 
changed. 

"I woultl 88y student= :.cw ai e 
writing more the private experi-
ence, such as relationships and not 
as much with the cosmic. •"•iversal 
things," Iyasere sairl 

"Fifteen yep• -A\'((\ '!lore 
ideologic.o' \O'W:- . efo 1ed. 
Now ·· S 9, . \O\)C~~.....; . ~-

de( ......-~s 
e. O'' . _.d'J A,~..... 

.. ,._, ~£,'i.W-::.... ........ ...<;,,-•~~-"".8~tY \(\\.r' • ,,._~ .,~~~_;~,:,·o ., .,.,._ 1:i! ......... ..;,J...... · ~-'I""~~ ,;.,• ,~ '"ti-.%:;:-,.,,,.~ • 
h, --~::;• ....-.;._~"' ·•....... ...:~ ..--10, , .. ...,..J" .,, of : 
sak. fl..~•_...;~ 

", i?'~~.... IO print, it 
recha.\.,,i~ ~lleries. it kicks 
you ba. ~ gear." Sherman said. 

Perhaps that's why Orpheus got 
about 100 submissions for its 1987.a8 
issue and. after preliminary read-
ings by student !net .',!ejia , lyasere 
narrowed that to the work of >6 
students and faculty members. the 

In all. Mejia. a senior b10lo~y bot 
major. has been re.tHfing ,nanu• wo1
scripts for the pas1 three issues of 
Orpheus. WOI Ab<><e. MM Meml. wtlOSe po, 

em CK1blished i.n Orpheu$This year's submissions, w1lh dri· touched a studenl of hers.
their stories on the homele$s. lya Lett. 0rl)heu$' ,~. cse 

l"Oles.so< Saomon lyaOO<e. 

https://l"Oles.so


This issue ofOrpheus is dedicated 
lo Dr. Carlos l.Dzano 

Poet, Scholar & Teacher 
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MARSHALL 

Jeffery Scott Elwell, Ph.D. 
CSUB B.A. in English, 1979 

"An Ordinary Moming" 
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David H. Ost 

Same Thoughts for a Daughter 

As 1 encounter, are my experiences. me? 
Is life a journey or is it an illus.ion to be free? 

As the Velveteen Rabbit asked the toy horse ... 
"What is Real'?"' Does it matter? But of<eur'$C? 

.,You become," said the Horse, "but once you are real 
you're tumbled, and tussled, but never unreal."' 

To become real, is to lose the gloss of unknowing. 
It hurts, but it's change, and e\•idence of growing. 

To be real, is to authentkM<- ea(h feeling of life, 
Every sense ofjoy and each action of strife. 

Like well-loved toys, people get bnliscd, 
To be real can simply be kno\•ling one is used. 

B«oming, mJturing and changi"g. like rust. 
Changed by conditK>n.s such as sarcasm and lust, by 
cutting rtmark.s, lack of self<0nccp1, mistrust. 

But if love is the bond,, then you wilt go far 
For the sky must get dark, before you see stars, 

So, walk. easy in ~rrfoge, building monuments as you 
go, 
to bench~mark the realness of love and its glow. 

Use memories as nwasuremcnts to mark marvelous 
times. 
Repose in all experience and savor all dines. 

Remind one another to pul'$ue personal goals. 
to do so, is essential to free one's own soul, 

To be real, is to love1 love is giving. not a treasure, 
Not merely desire or getting pure pica.sure, 

To be real is to fear, but have hope and conviction 
that we're worthy of love and can love without 
question. 

14/0rphtvs 



Lonnie Lopez 

Errotica 

I make the same mistake I've made 
A hundred times before 
Of giving love, or <.•lsc its shade, 
Toone I should abhor. 
Sometimes it is his eyes I catch, 
Shine brown.. or green, or blue; 
Or else it i.s the mustard p.uch 
Upon his c;hin he grew. 
A twist of denim from behind 
From movement on a ~rd 
Hints at the secret I should (ind, 
A smooth but hard reward. 

His eyes, they coyly peep at me, 
Then rudely tum away. 
A curled up, Cheshire lip I see 
Th:.t promises to play. 
The silent intimation of 
The passion I'd receive: 
His smile, it is not meant for me, 
His wandering eyes deceive. 
6ut still he says my name aloud 
And moves to take my hand. 
His ind~isive Hirtings arc 
Too much for one demand. 

And thus Isttk to end this g.,.mc 
And this I do ttSOlvc: 
That never wilt I fall in love 
With one who will involve 
Both sexes in his love affairs 
To the consequence 
Of one who seeks the love ofone 
And will not choose the fence. 
But,. honest, can l say that I 
Would never love again 
A man who would not make a treat 
0( women now Md then? 

Otphws/1S 



Lonnie Lopez 

l take my resolution b;)(.k., 
But this I now declare: 
His heart will be my only prize, 
His lx.'tlding not my care. 
Those eyes th1ll wal\der will be s till 
And will 1)01 shy away; 
Those lips that once were turned in frown 
Rtjoi« for now they play, 
And though pcrh.iips it pains to see 
His eyes rove to her form; 
l will not quc-11 his open heart, 
Nor bend him to my norm. 

16/()wJ)htus 



Lonnie Lopez 

Pieces 

I never saw an albatross, nor 
Held a wedding groom at the door, 
Uut I indeed am bound to go from town 
io town, or stay within my place, to drown 
My thoughts with those ol others. Because I do 
Not hope to turn again, Ido not hope to 
Turn to you and teach you what I know 
8ccau.se I am afraid that yO\I v.'111 go, 
Disturbed by rantings in some other tongue, 
Picked with care from among 
An assortment I have found, 
Be-\-.•itched by the sound. 

And do I dance, and do l die 
Hen.,•ath this twinkling April sky? 

A handsome man named Jack., 
A man o( f"rench descent, on the Beat track.. 
Seduced me with his poignant rhythm, 
Traveling the roads, taking me with him, 
And always returning to the comfort of 
My lonely bed. I am in love 
With what is left: words on pages, 
Photos oi Jack at successive stages. 
And I'm jealous that I could never kiss 
His lips and hold him: what of this? 

And do I dance, and do I die 
Beneath this twinkling April sky? 

A choice is offered, dismal gray, 
To fend the light ol coming day. 
I struggle with the cold of slcc-p 
And fobor with a breathing deep, 
8ur$ting inward, crushing all. 
How much longer ti! dt'ly fall? 
That golden eye creeps over land 
And still unmoving is my hand.; 
Minutes cry, and seconds hiss; 
The climax of dramatic: bliss. 
The fifth act ends, the eurtain's up, 
The audience has left to refill its cup. 

https://8ccau.se


And do I dance, and do I die 
Beneath this twinkli1\g April sky? 

And in this hvilight <-ve of mirth, 
The movement tom from death and rebirth, 
I whisper the words ol a passion.ate song, 
That qut-nch my soul, no m.i.tter how wrong. 
Two voices climbi"S, one and tht-n two. 
Slithering under, then wandering askew; 
A joyous sutmisc and an ecstatic 
Shout from the du.st of an attic 
Bound upward by he:tven :and 
Do\,•mvard by land. 

Do I have a heart? And do I have a soul? 
And am I the poet for whom the bells toll? 
Anointed with oils and laden with gifts, 
I travel lhe gutters.. My mind drifts 
To yesterday, last w~k, forever, 
To when I promis«I never 
To wait and waited anywar. 
I h:ive not thought much o that day. 

And do I dance, and do I die 
IJeneath thi$ twinkling April sky? 

Shapcshifters, in guise$ of gender. 
Ask for a ciga~lte, but never ti lcndtr 
Nor a borrower be 
No one will loan a cig<'lrNte to me, 
I can not accepl the device of a lecture, 
All catalogue with no conje<turc. 
You only spe,iak what he wrote down 
And will not move or go around 
To what you feel, or what I think 
Or what. in Cod's name, made him drink. 

And do I dance, and do I die 
Beneath this h,•inlding April sky? 

l will not fight a losing battle, 
But still I move like so mMy cattle 
Along the road to the slaughtering hou$e. 
I speak so(t words and douse 
The name o( rebellion in my eye. 
I do not stop to ask them why. 



Lonnie Lopez 

Douse me with water, put out my name,, 
But leave me the grandest ol wishe,_, a name, 
To live in the spare between page and the mfod, 
Be subject to critics and readers unkind., 
Or kind, if they chooSit, 
ff they di.sda.in to use 
My words for the choru.s of someshort 
Video, filmed for sport 
By a nameless, eyeless boy 
With a dream or a ploy 
For interpretation and color. 
I do not want my life made duller 
Th.an I h:ivc already contrived 
And will no t be deprived 
The chance to speak my own namt, 
In my own voice., to bum my own Rame 
Of the twigs of these dull page$. 
6-ut still the dawn rages 
And approaches and neat'$ 
The coming light can not soothe my fears. 

And do l dance, and do I d ie 
Bene.,th this twinkling April sky? 

I open a window and let in the cool 
Morning breeze. I am a fool 
For buying a plant, a primrose, 
That will die in my care, but goes 
Through the process of lift and then wilt, 
Perched on a 1._>dge that strong men built 
Eighty-odd years ago, a pride 
Of brick and wood inside. 
And, Tom, I hear the mermaids singing 
With watery words of watery death, bobbles bringing 
Soft sounds to the surfare and Ihear 
The soft whispers disappear 
Above the waves, below the sun, 
And I reach for them, one by one. 

And do I dance, and do Idie 
Beneath this twinkling April sky? 

°"""""'9 
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John Rose 

In Retrospect 

Looking bac:k, it isallsoplain. Iknow now wha.t Isee. 
oruy Ioould hove rcm.'\il-..'d aIess boccNln•liru1 me,, 

I started hard v.ithmany gilts; knew them not asvain. 
They werebridgesof lifu's acamouflage of pain. 
Married thrlre and allMC gor<>. spent with yooth, aglow. 
Married lifewillingly pawned for sorrows yet to know. 
Bathed ina naturecoveted byall; temptation laced file's way. 
God'sgn,ceh-'ld be«> the 0.VU's,all; he'd bc<kon me to stray. 
It isn'teasygettingoM. The worst to be alone. 
Lifeisshortasw<!re. all told, but time yet to atone. 
lhegiltsolyouth.thougl>r.ded,hovenowMOOhcrlore 
lhegiltsolyouth not jaded are marulest m grace. 
With families cast and sprrod afarand though notCMt away 
Memoriesdo myslecpmg ,ror and linger through the day. 
Yesterday is vivid, short upon my mind. 
Olukl it be unplcosantry for mc,cy, !cit bchmd? 
Cuilt is like;) wandering dog; to st,y it must be(ed. 
lhebca<on ag)lt rutof the fos Cod's grace! By Him rm led. 
So lookingback'sto noavail but for;) moinent'srepASt. 
Hand in's Hand we will prevaiL Forcwr Life to last. 
He shall be served bye•dund allandsmgly with his plan. 
We aslcn faithfully for his call and ourmiracle throug)l his hand 
To be and say you'resonyshould not but<T05S yourmind; 
To beMdno< to worry,U you are but kind. 

20JOtphN$ 



John Rose 

Silhouettes 

Darkest of night, alone with the moon 
Harvest a kiss; lip sync with a swoon. 
No one will hear, no one will see 
Mutual heart beating for three? 
No one will know but your lips and mine ... 
How to unravel the weave o( our twine? 
All but alone when naught give nor taken 
But we were seen; our secret for$3ken! 
Now what to do? Our burden we sh.arc... 
Un•bwden like, heavier, as it hits the Air. 
What tell your trio whose father is missed? 
"I drove him away when amorous kissed?" 
Heavy with aching and weeping desp,111' 
Cloaking a family that's no longer there. 

Now what to do? Your burden though shared ... 
Hcavi~t by far, though now it be paired. 



Barbara Pugh 

What Passes for Entertainment Presumptious
Accessories 

We needed a laugh the threeof us dt'cidOO to go to the Ramada to hear a 
oomedian the paper pve theday the ti.rne the cost 

•. .•. . tv.'O of us leave together to pick up lheothcr Mshe tumsafter 
coming dovm tl1e s,epsofh<Tpom, he< b.tm.,I cactus att>d<.s hcr and 
becomes entangled in her skirtshesays it's never done that before 

it must begrttingmean 
On~ way - because we needed a laugh the threeo(us 
one ol us asked - where? - Oh. the Ram.add 
that'$ where Ibroke the plumbing! 
lne..,.toldthem 
Well I wasn'tsupposed to be in his room 
He would haw had to p:.y extra 
sodidhepayyou? 
nobut he paid me bock - he manied me 
and so it started 
a fewex-husband stories 
and wearrive•t tl1e Ramod.l - because we really need• laugh 
twcn?y minutes early - we sit in the room 
atfirst thconlyo,.,uhcrc 
we take tums hokling the hat 
oncolusalways~a hat - ~rt7.cd 
we really needa laugh 
a man comesinand tells us wehave to leave 
tl1ey have to secure tl1enx,m 
is it trying to get away~ the rest olthe motel? 
we decide to go get tea and maybesome muffin.$ 
in the rather plush dining room 
tl1e waiterisMything but plc>Sed 
he does<all us ladies 
who,, did people start rcf"'1'ing to my friends and I as i.dies? 
I used to resent ...girls"' 
but lately..... . I've begun to feel venerable 
we sit a.r¥;t watch toseewhenadm.ittarv:e tothe Ns«ul\.'d" room 
will allow U$toenter again - we really need :i l."tugh 
we talk about 
seeing my mothercrossinga busy street against the light 
wecould have hither 
my friend 53)'$ that mayhave&\n'lagcd our friends.hip 
or we could h3ve gotten on a talk show 
pooplc who hit their friends' motl1ers by occident 
- and the OlJ>hru,s 
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Barbara Pugh 

talk shows Md what kmdsofthings appear 
Md my hicnd say$ to myother friend 
your gbsse$ have unbuttoned your dress 
and wepause to consider the implication$ 
oisu<hadeed 
by ,;om,<hing designed to correct vision 
the ..vaiter brii1gs ourorder 
onc('Upof on.ion soup, two cups ofherbal ~onecoffee,, and four rolls 
.,.ore ooviously the highlight ofhis night 
weare re.adm.itti.."<I to tllC' "SCCW't.'d room" at&10pm 
the paper said the oomcdian would start his show at 8:00 pm 
wereally need a laugh 
ltle'1'C is musk - "Roxanne"' 
I remarl< <hat Ihare thatsong 
my mend says she isn't familiar wi<h. 
I tcU h<r this guy is telling hls girlfriend 
shecan put o,way her red dress and tumout the red tight 
b«•uscnow she has him 
what7 
sh< ..US a"°')' about h<r children inad,'CT!mtly talcingher to a plaa, where 
Too Live Crew Wa.$ playing 
herduldrm still tell <he"°')' oi thelook 
on her face when she heard the lyrics 
regurgitating fn,m a larg,espe.,l«rright in frontoihcr 
and we rullydon't shock that easily we Boomers 
I remarl< that this time herpurse has unbuttoned her dtcss 
and we reflectaloud about accessories which take those kind ofliberties 
pl\'.!SVmptuous .xt'CSSOrics 
at8:30 the showstill has not stWd 
and we ""11y need a laugh 
five minutes later we're waiting - getting impatient 
we' \'e discussed mothers. childm,, ex-husband$. one CUl'N!S"lt hl.l:Sb.l.nd 
l'\.YO n.a.rffi,and haves.tarted todisrussoursex th-e;. 
ve,y Uttle is le/t 
" 'e decide to le.l~get our money b.xk 
we walk to the car 
well, we reruly needed a laugh 
and we three: are natural comediennes inourown rights 
we kept ourselves very amused 
andsometimr:s the people around us 
Co,tabout three b<Jckseachand SM 
Lord, we really need a laugtl 
We decide to fonn a group called the ..preswnptuousac<'e$SOriC$"' 
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Barbara Pugh 

On Willi Flowers 

Iam here because that is where I am 
Water, sunlight - germination 
Tendrils test - is the-re enough. to sustain? 
To survive awhile is enough 
To send roots down 
Stem and leave, up 
This part may live, may not 
Gets cut down 
Enough remains to grow a.gain 
Tentative at first, then thrusting 
The s-un, the water, the nutrients are there 
Sometimes wind, $0metimescold 
Sometimes dr0ught and burning 
Mother, will I survive this? 
Mother, will I live? 
"Yes and I will give )'OU the power to be - more" 
There is a difference in me 
I am ready toshow mysclf 
To attract., to find, to mingle myself with others 
There is a strength building up in me 
I set about to show myself 
I oover the beauty at first 
I wait my time 
the be.luty grows within the buds 
The Mother $,lyssoftly, "Now"' 
And I bul'$l forth 
So much is attr.icted to me 
I want to dose up, to go ba<-k 
I cannot, Iam open 
lam compel I«! to attract what I can with my beauty 
For I realize it is fleeting 
My blossoms receive what they need 
Lose their beauty, fall to tht ground 
'J'ransfonned, what they contain is scattered 
Can I believe that all who experience me 
Arc transformed in some way, too? 
Can I prepare to bloom again? 



Barbara Pugh 

To Get to Know My Chila as a Grown Man 

I came out here alone, a new job blking me nc.uly three thousand miles 
From a home for twenty-eight years and my (amity 
Thought maybe they might emigrate, too, givtn the opportunity 
Or courage 
My son decides at Z'/ to make the CaJjfomia move 
He will stay with me (or awhile 

We have had oul' diffettt\(t$, many ~t us tstrangcd for p<.-riods or time 
He' ll stay with me and I am worried 
Can l ac«pt the changes in hjm that make him a man - has ht changed 

enough for us to get along? 
Have I? 
My moth~ lived with me 
She could not forget her motherhood long enough to recognize me 
Canl? 

My son is a tall, big man. He is a grown man before he is my son 
Can l remember this? 
I'm learning that he has gained a certain wisdom 
And it is wisdom on my part to listt-n 
So I ask hi.s opinions and httd them somelimes 
And think of the boy and the man 
And smile to myself for the part l had in this 

I am inordinately proud or him 
Heh.as always been an artist - exploring the wotld and m;.l.king his own 

sense ol it 
The art he has chosen is cooking - he is a chcl 
Mixing and combining foods and seasonings 
His art is a gift to a basic need 
He cooks for my friends 
They are impressed with the a.rt and the man 

He has been recognitcd for his skill and art ' 
Is confident of being able to forge a place here 
I worry as a mother 
He needs my confidence as another adult 
And as his mother 
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Barbara Pugh 

Michael ana I 

Weaving strands together 
are taken in weaving to leave some free 
Use tn(lugh to make the tt\~tries m•tch and make them flow 
Leave enough to retain the beauty of each 

Touching hands - weaving fingers 
Smiles - eyes weaving unspoken messages 
Voices soft - weaving understanding and trust 
Soft laughter - w«1ving tales of times unshared 

Weaving stops, threads are pulled, some tear 
Most threads hold - weaving again 
Slower, more 1entativc 
Care taken to weave strength with beauty 

Lips, then arms, then legs woven around 
Weaving an a.ge-o!d p.ittem 
Weaving - brt"ath comes in Threads 
ls woven in cadence 
Voices blend in ancient textures of sound 
Two - weaving Wpes-trics together 

On each - places frayed, threads broken 
Rendings examined - can be mended 
Weaving, mending. healing each with the other 
Places patched in slightly different p,mcm 
Memories exist, pain is woven out 
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Barbara Pugh 

Gifts Well Gotten ana Receivea in Grace 

I honor the East from which the light has ju~ come 
l'he light reveals a rain- and wind-swept land 
It is filrettd through clouds which hold more rain 
1 he sky is a non-varying gray 

I tum to the North and honor the hope of the cold for the return ofwarmth 
For the retum ofsun and susteM.nCC 

I honor theSouth for the wannth 
And the plants that touch my eyes with their differentness 
Plants show me, more than anything ehe, where I am 

There is a p.1lrn straight up from the sand 
Thick at the bottom and tapering at the top 
It is a friendly, comical thing 
With fringe ofdark brown b.1rk 
And a hairdo of grttnpalm fronds 
Uke the kind I've seen being used to fun a pharaoh 
In ancient murals on ancient walls 

The palm's sire belies its strength 
For las-t night only the fronds moved in the wind 
While 1 felt myself bulleted 
My hair like the palm's green topblown and caressed 

I tum to the West and there is the ocean 
I am at a time when these same waters were all there was 
Cooling: and washing a new planet 
When moments were eons 
Theocean, t~ sky, theel~ts,The Goddess 
C.1.me together and what is flowing through me is formed 

I merge myself with my beginnings 
Probing, the vastnffi of time and distance 
And the ocean comes closer chasing me 

I run bac-k, laughing 
It leaves megifts of foam and seaweed 
K• lp and broken shells 
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Barbara Pugh 

l tum again to the East, to the place we arc staying 
WMre my child sleeps who is no longer a child 
$he ha$ broughl us here to renew us both 
She pictured sunny ski~ and the enjoyment o( 
A different kind of oce.u'I. a different sun 
Yet last night we talked of dreams and joys 
And laughed at thi.ngs that wiJI build memories 

A life which c.ime from me 
Gives me life and renewal back 
the oc:ean kno ws that is the way of things 
That we are two, t0$SE'd on the shore by storm 
Are gifts 
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Melvyn Dutton 

Poem23A 

My thought$ drift off and lad< focus 
like the lens in my <:heap, store-bought glasses, 
and I have difficulty "seeio('. 

years wore grooves in my mind, 
thoughts controlled, 
like wheels stuck in ruts, 
and slowly, I am going nuts. 

A blur appears at my door, 
.. Man, don't blame the "specs .. , 
.. cause, you're o ld, like the ..bos.sa nova"', 
and on a bad trip,. 
with some mean glaUCQma. 

.. take heart, soul traveler, 
like new medicine can solve your plight"', 
then, he handed me a doobie 
a.nd oUered me a light. 



Melvyn Dutton 

Poem # 17 aka "Finals» 

Finals may ha\<e questions 
whkh art- from my reality 
or; on nonsense stuf(, 
like math and chemistry. 

Finals may Mve questions 
which will test my memory 
of the real stuff, 
like his.tory artd sociology. 

Finals may have questions 
which will probe my ability, 
to Ste what's written 
on the paper next to me. 



Michelle G. Zachlod 

The Thirst- Remembrance 

$he was walking beside the dusty rood 
bundled in 1.-.ycr-s of dirty clothes, 
her SCr'uffy dog walking slowly by herside 
a long rope tying them together. 

It was noon-hot, dry desert noon 
the sun beating down on them 
noon-shimmering head 
that makes the breath come in little gasps 
dcm,mding ~rifkc from the living-
water. 

Driving past with air<0nditioncd spe('d 
I ,,rondered 
Did she know how for she had to walk 
on this pal'(htd land 
no shelter from the head, no water? 
An apparition swathed in ~gs 
appearing in this desert 1noonsc-.1pe 
springing up from the earth 
to wake us who drive by in cool (()mfort. 

Look, look at life - the pain of life 
her desperation screams at me. 
Pro tC<'tcd from the heat 
waterboUle and food at my feet 
self-contained and self-contented, 

but the dog 
the stiff-legged, weary dog 
worn out with mindless p3in 
and her 
so alone. 
Her raw s-v((ering cries out 
for all o( us who arc afrajd to look, afraid to see 
what we might be. 

No! 



Michelle G. Zach/ad 

I won't ignore het humanity 
Turning the cir in a cloud of dust 
I almbst miss them 
half.hidd~ huddled in the ~gcbrush 
"Water, Jhave water," I call 
my arm outstretched with my offering. 

The dog's eyes light with an eagerness 
born of desper.·ue thirst. 
Tugging at the rope, 
he gulps the cool water 
again and again. 
I fill the cup. 
He docs not stop to breathe, 
just gulps. 

She stands patiently waiting, 
wrapped in layers ofdothin.g, 
pee.ring sideways with sky blue eyes, 
her scarf-hidden face blotch«! and bruised. 
"'God ble$S you, " she says 
And Igo. 
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Dzifa and Kafui Gbewonyo 

over the Grass Hills 

Over the grass hills there might be the lakes. 
The ducky gets lucky and the two•headed snakes. 
There might be a train.; there might be some rain 
And in Missl$$ippi the big hurricane. 



Dzifa Gbewonyo 

Love 

Love makes you happy, love makes you sad. 
Love makes you angry, love make$ you glad. 
Love is expressed. 
Love is confessed. 
Love is given, love is taken. 
Love is built on,. love is broken. 
Love is shown in amounts-. 
You think )'OU know how much you love, but you really don't -
not until that loved one's gone. 

Love is also sweet 
and complete 
Love is spoken 
Love makes you cry. 
Love is forever. 
You think you know what love is, but 
it takes a whole lifetime. 
By the time you're figuring it out, 
it's your time to die. 
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Dzifa Gbewonyo 

The Man Who Slept During Class 

The man in the college next to room 104 
wiped his face and said, .. I am bored.'' 
He g,we out a yawn and fo.id down his head. 
He didn't listen to a word the movie said. 
l passed him by and lnughcd with a sigh. 
As slowly -'She could, h,e opened his eye. 
I ran inside the bathroom and heard a snore 
and said, NThe next time he has dass he will do it on.ce more.'' 
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Dzifa Gbewanya 

ifyau see an upsiae aown e 

If you see an upside down e 
maybe it'saa.pitalG. 
If you see an upside down e 
someone wrote it with illiteracy. 
ll yousttan upsidcdowne 
maybe it makes the sound schwa. 
I f you see an upside down e 
maybe you have dyslexia. 
If you see an upside down c 
it surely is phooetic. 
If you see an upside down e 
you can just say, " I get it:" 



Dzifa Gbewonyo 

Life 

Life 
Short, scary 
Dying, star1,1ing. crying. 
Waiting (or help. 
People. 
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Dzifa Gbewonyo 

Paws ana Claws 

Cats and dogs have paws and claws. 
Dogs chase c.ats around the block. 
But cats never do get stalked. 
~y break the rules and break the laws. 
Cats and dogs have paws and claws. 

Cats get into all they can. 
Dog, ;lfe best friends to man. 
Together they can work like saws. 
Cats and dogs have paws and claws. 

Dogs can dig up lots o( nowers. 
Cats keep you company for hours. 
You don't know how much trouble they cause. 
Cats and dogs h.we paws and claws. 

Cats try to stay away from water 
Dogs are good presents for your daughter. 
Titey take care of their young like mamas. 
C."l.ts and dogs have piws and claws. 



Kafui Gbewanyo 

Was Black Not White 

Walking along the dirt y st.Teet 
looking down at his old feet 
everyone away they dashed 
and finally whipped him with the lash. 
He tun,~ his b.'.tck with blood and S<'ars; 
people watched him from their cars. 
They hosed him down, the firemen 
poured salt and ketchup on hi.s he.ld 
for he was black and was not white. 
He wM a person no one liked 
was ~ack, not white. 



Kofui Gbewonyo 

A Paintea Sky 

When you look on the highest high 
You're looking at a painttd sky. 

With streaks of white and baby blue 
And rays of golden yellow too. 

At night God paints his pictures wet 
And waits till morning so they $et. 

And every time it meets your eye 
You're looking at a p3inted sky, 

He makts it straight or make.sit tint 
Adds gusts of wind, but just a hint, 

And every time the wind goes by. 
You're looking at a pJinted sky. 

He makes it different every day. 
So great, I don't know what to St\)'. 

He changes it, I don't know why 
We'tt looking at a painted sky. 
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Lindsay Wilson 

Giving Darkness 

He lived 
in his created darkness 
of boarded up windows 
drawn curt.lins 
(like a sheet over a body) 
dull safe lights 
;;ind that snap ol rubber gloves. 
On his nets 
he hung life 
forgotten as laundry left on the line 
drying in the night. 
Captured cropped moments 
bum dark there 
dodge light here 
(one more try) 
His life 
living in the dark 
a merlin of non-light. 
His tricks 
more technique 
(relined) 
to create light out ofdarkness 
proof even darkness a,n give. 
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Lindsay Wilson 

The Hypnotists 

White, blue, vellow, 
green and wi,i1c again 
end over end 
spiraling to a m('tal!ic finish. 
My feet dansle offa table 
as the hypnotic dryers 
roll onward for a quarter's end. 
The sense, slow onto things 
like grass st.tins 
and pasta's finger print, 
from nights so.1kcd in red wine, 
grins and the smell of garlic. 
As my eyes shag over 
the room's dull landscape 
( take note o f a woman and homework 
a bulletin bo;,rd a,,d pinned flyer 
promising ans,,·crs to my 
P«sl Livt5, lrmru./ikt st"tes, Dllams and Soul Travel 
all I need to do, it said, was 
en/I 1..SOO•L.OVI-: COD to discovtr your own nn.$Wf1'$. 
Forgetting my past life, I continue my search of the present and a man 

hitting a c:oin machine then trying to make his dollarobey. 
Force and futil i ty, fo llowing back to me and the dryers 
my mind milling 
tran.,fixed <m rolling linens, 
soc.ks, shirts, blue jeans and towels, 
all dry once the quarters are spent, 
all dean for St.SO 
mind included 
emptied like my pockets 
of all its spa.re change 
and dusty remnants of days done dry. 



Paul Osaretin Era 

My Pet 

l have a pt:t 
a long thick bAld headed adventurer 
he exploits the lands of beautiful fresh veget~Hions 
in the thkk of the rainforest 
and the h.1sdous savannah grassland 
the bold and daring desert 
leaves him panting in e1.1phoria 

From !he south to the north pole 
every contour he ~plorcs and fondles 
the middle lands 
the land of the equator 
his favorite place to play. 

There's much made of a valteyand mount.tins 
a little ways from the arctic circle 
those entkin:gly loud pointed peaks 
rearranges the sanc-tity of his sanity 

My pet's got a mind of his own 
it does not matter whose bush it is 
he just wants to piss 
the beginning of most of his troubles 

When he enters the warm doorway 
in the heart ol the north pole 
his long thick frame loses control 
in tongue he stutters and stumbles 

But no matte.r where his adventure takes him 
he comes back home smiling, calm 
the obedient pet he is. 
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Paul Osaretin Ero 

Spitaling downward in a seemingly 
bottomless pit, standing: on solid 
ground with severely blurred vlSion 
holding on to bitter swe,et memories 
and lesson$ long learned 
alluding to low 
as the only rea:.<m why 

Holding on to life in the abyss 
of emotional tunnel 
resisting the urge 10 step out 
into the bliss o( spiritual joy 
claiming the light might be too bright 
in the waters of uncharted quietude 

dune.ring the<luttered 
one's spine iscrushed 
by the- featherweights of life's 
experiences 
an improbable feel 
only being in tune per«:ivts 
the freedom of setting love free. 
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Poul Osoretin Ero 

Sunflower 

My sunflower's enchant«! lifo 
emb~ced the world as a free spirit 
smiling at alJ 
smiling with all 
spreading nectary wholeness gracefully 
inviting hungry human strangers 
to bask in the glory natu,rc breathes 
unselfishly standing her ground 
to those whose mean spirits hurt our innocence 
though your godly golden petals 
were plucked and delicate stem cut 
before your run porcntfal Ls yet 
etched in time (Qr all to (eel 
l hold vigil with gratitude 
your demise is the world's to sh3te 
my sweet bubbly lively sunnower 
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Paul Osaretin Era 

Same Material 

It is not a celebration 
about the colors of our skins 
the spirit tr.mscends 
the bc11.1ndll.ril"S of mundane misgivings 
tiresome journey by those before us 
in the punishing bowtls of heartless steamers 

It is not about their pain, our pain 
a resounding physic.al beating 
that strengthened ourspiritual muscle$ 
the confusion o( being in an unfamiliar space 
where our welcome belies the labor we offer 
o ur offerings He in $pirit 
the wisdom of countless ancestors 
before us and after us 

It is not about reliving the atrocities 
heaped upon our conscience 
deliberately for ccnturi<.'$ 
and incidentally by habit 

We proclaim not a knowtng 
that surpasses the actions of our captors 
it is now agreed upon 
by virtue of the mirror we view 
victims and villains in unity 
this path shall never be road again 

Th.lt regardless of texture and hue 
the fabric that weaves our purpose 
emanMes from the soum! sin.g:ull\r 
of the same material. 
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Paul Osaretin Ero 

The Drive 

The drive bothers me not 
same old tr;,ffic 
s.amc old faces 
chugging along the cluttered freeways 
in the city ol lost angels 

I have this thing called a i(,b 
forty odd minutes of rubber n<'Cking 
snaking along a he-adIC$$ snak<-
content with layered tar 
on the belly of the earth mother 

crawling out of bed is an art 
Iam nowhere near perfection 
cars generally keep their feet on the road 
unless a d river has a fetish for trauma rooms 

Herc oomcs miss spedol 
I'll call her special 
dozing along in traffic 
mu.st not be slow enough for her 

Her re:>r view mirror is lilted 
make up time on the freeway 
my Jhilicn« has boiled over 
have very littlt> to start with 

She holds us up to indulge in thC disguise 
getting up an hour ~ rly 
would do the m.igk 
sinre she has so much to hide 

I cut c'lcross the lanes 
getting a rise off;, pissed oH driver 
he finds a reason to sulk all day 
it's all the make up lady's foult 

My temper flared like a buming tor<:h 
I pulled even with the bitch 
my vent is $lumped in mid sentence: 
the bitch i.s a bald headed guy 
whose day i.s made 
by pissing oH people like me. 



Poul Osoretin Ero 

Eye ofthe Valley 

Tht!re was a !And 
Between the hiJls 
in the eye of the valley 
on the rivcr bank 
wheresun castssh.ldow 
invisible to the people 
where birds sing 
nobody hem 
where cows moo 
lambs take the blame 
where day is night 
and shine is dull 

Dwellers o( this parcel of parchnwnt 
partake not in the splei,d orof the waters 
and d islike with rnort)id passion 
dance$ of the heart 
they elate i.n the climb 
o( how enlightened they've become 
an eye for an eye 
often a foot Md an am more 

They bathe not in the winds ofthe hills 
norswim in the calm of the river 
smell like they smell 
affronting the man they sc-c as blind 
one who sees like it is 
without the persuasion of perception 
who wades in the spfcrldor of moming mist 
feels the chimes in the winds 
one that is and not of them 
the eyeof the valley 



Casey Oslund Reynolds 

Untitled 

Royal tresses drapt thy placid frame well 
Around the ivory face to perfection. 
Shifting through my veil of ptttC:nsiOl'I, I, 
Feigning nonchalance, th.is day failing still. 
Stature small, but grand thoughts reside in thee, 
Mutual fondness for bodice and mind, 
A reason for me love cannot thee find, 
Simply open thy azure eyes tosec. 
Perhaps in time thy heart will tum to mine., 
Making youthful wiliness seem far away. 
Perhaps in time forthcoming plans will play. 
In the aged meantime, Jpray thee be kind, 

Other gentlemen whom court thee nigh 
Not one is worthy o( me, queen on high. 



Jennifer Seib 

an enduring strength 

whoami? 
I am the one expected to stay home 
to dust and to mop 
to wash and to iron m.iking sure 
we all have dean clothes to wear 
i am the one whose arm grows weary 
from pushi1,g the vac-uum deaner 
the magician to find the lost lhings 
assumed to be lost by me 
i am the one who loses my name, my identity 
and takes on the one of my ~rtncr 
i ,m the one who does the grocery shopping 
who dips the coupons and pays the bills 
who cooks the meals and deans up the 
mess when we're through 

i am the one who goes unnoticed 
the one who works without pay 

whoami? 
i am the one who gives life to a child 
and suffors the pain ol their birth 
i nourish their bodies with life and love 
though the cost to my figure is dear 
i am the one who is up with sun 
and the last one in bed at night 
to dress the children 
comb their hair and brush their teeth 
call the doctor call the dentist 
to el\Sure their health and safety 
i am the one who worries about sunbu~ 
and kisses the boo-boos away 
i glow with pride at each step they take 
yet hold on tight for (ear they should fall 
i make sure they are bathed and ready for bed 
bedtime wishes and eskimo kisses 
tucked in snugly and two times each 
the cat in the hat, green eggs and ham 
i am the one who sits lovingly by their side 



Jennifer Seib 

when the stars are bright in the datk of night 
and chase the fevers and monsters away 

i am the one exhausted with love worry joy 1md 
fatigue 

who am i? 
i am the one who not long a.go 
demanded the right to stand up and (ight 
years of oppression gave w.-iy a little 
as i collect my meager pay 
i am the one who works just as hard 
but gets less in return for my labor 
s:till determined, i refuse to give in 
desiring the freedom a paycheck brings 
i am the one who stands behind 
the other who s tands in line 
my path to the top seems eternally 
blocked by the ceiling built out ofglass 
i am the on.e who still believes 
in the :i.mcl'ican dream 
i am the one who is just like you 

i am the one w ith enduring strength 

iama woman 



Jennifer Seib 

Wings 

protector in primary period 
selfless in her sacrifice, 
with outstretched wings she wrap$ them in 
the love whidl is hc-r life. 

the leaves change colors 
the young ones too, 
they spread their own wings 
and ot( they (lew. 

she waits in her nest her wings at her side 
her shining eye, watc:hing their clumsy dance, 
the rain starts to fall reflecting, her heart 
as the )'Oung ones fly on.. taking a cMnce. 

as shaky wing:. flutter away with the leaves 
she watches them go with her heart,. 
their love shines brightly as they look back again 
and she .smill-s, knowing they've been with her 
from the start. 
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Jennifer Seib 

An Open Book 

A Fathet's love 
is an open book, 
unfolding a talc 
oft said with a look. 

Its <.:hnpters renect 
a bairn's phases in life, 
his unfaltering presence 
through laushter and strife, 

Words sometimes hazy 
tho l shed not a tear 
for the meaning beneath them 
is perfectly (!car. 

Father Time waits on no one, 
thus the chapters must close, 
yet the love held within them 
is an unending prose. 



Jennifer Seib 

Indifference 

The road is cluttered 
As you drive, exhaust 
Puffing out the btd: 
You strain to see through 
The rain hitting your 
Windshield, the add rain 
Eating at yourc.,r 
A$ you toss the 
Butt o( yourUl1,1tl out onto 
Highway you don't notice 
The styrofoam cups, trMh bags 
Empty soda C;)llS, ncwsp.:.pers 
Or dirty diapers lining the road 
You stop for a red light 
Look to the lelt and see 
Through the haze and 
Grime a pl~yground 
Children are playing 
Asign is posted nearby 
"Future sitco! toxic waste dump" 
The light turns green 
You drive on 



John Young 

El corriao ae Cortez 

Look what h<1ppened in the county 
that men call ErCarm~n: 
TilC Major Sheriff lies murdered, 
a bullet in the brain. 

In the morning the officials 
came to check out the affair. 
11,ere were no su$pccts in the jail cells, 
none anywhere. 

11i.cy nosed about for just an hour, 
demanding answers in the place, 
then suddenly n deputy !cit fall 
the name of Cort~z. 

from that moment on, Gregorio 
Cort~z was declared a heinous killer 
by the US. District Mars.hall, 
a 5.'ng:ull'4~ fellow. 

"Gregorio CortOz: W:,nted 
Oca<for Alive;· the broadsides 
in the borderfonds to the North 
where Mexic.ans die. 

Gregorio Cort~z, 
armed with a pistol as he fled, 
folt no sorrow for the Sheriff 
who shot his flesh and blood. 

" Ramon was shot right in the mouth," 
he d<.-clart'd with pistol high., 
"When he was just having a good laugh: 
A just alibi'". 

A cavolry of ra~-...ridcrs 
descended from that wild North. 
Their mounts were wobbly on their hoovc.s, 
and they o( no worth. 

The bounty reward was one thousand -
three hundred strove to be the first 
The yellow hounds were on the tr.1c-k, 
savage and a«urscd. 

rat'IChero they were l)ftCr 
s truck out for Gonzales pueblo. 
N o 1\C followed him in: Fear hi,,d brovght them 
to a standstill. 
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John Young 

The yellow hounds were sniffing hatd 
the dark smell of the outJaw. 
Untimid like their h,mdlcrs., 
they'd hunt a red-hot star. 

Crcgorio Cort~z watched and though~ 
"What good arc the:irstrategics? 
They can't take me with their hounds, 
nor with their pOS$C$.." 

Then the cavalry of cowards 
.spoke up~ to a man., 
"'When and if we catch up, 
who among us will return?" 

He headed into Brownsville 
where they had him in a trap, 
but he led RJmcm's sorrel mare out, 
giving them the slip. 

There was a rumor that in Encinal 
an cxchM~ of gunfire rattled 
momentaril)' the sleepy town, 
and a lawman toppled. 

'(h('n said Gregorio Cort~z. 
his pistol smol<ing white, 
"l was dclcndini mysclf: 
A rightful alibi.' 

At the Cypress Ranch he said 
to good m:an Juan, ;;You can tum me in; 
they can arrest me now, amigo. 
I'm not on the run.N 

The sheriffs came in numbers 
and led him back from that balmy grove 
wh<'tt his handsome head was resttng, 
his heart in love. 

He told them with a mellow tonpue, 
"You are taking me bct'ause I wish, 
and not the other '~t around, 
Only madmen dash. 

1'he grief-felt family ofCortb. 
saw one mauer replnce another: 
Cleared, he was then charged with stealing 
the mare of his brother. 



Mary Lou Macllvaine 

I Know the Roaas 

I know the roads ofHell 
been down to all the sites 

stumbling down precipitous grades 
letting go the guard rail 
yielding lower 

chasing phantoms 
called from distance 
legs wom down running 
pelvis long undone 
giving in 

screaming down alley 
cornered overpowered jump«t 
down fighting blood 
burning rage 
hawking sputum sweating 
spent 
gasping breath 
lying heavy sticky 
foll 

asphilt comes into focus 
scraping my face 
a bird pe<king my Mlrline 
its feet scratching my ear 
searching for tidbits 
cross the mad landS(.ipc 
finding over time 
down high road and low 
lies falling away 

a brtt.ze Lifting 

b<..-cn down and back 
so many times 
I know the roads 

OrphtuS/S7 



1

Mary Lou Macl/vaine 

Holy Heart 

Holy heart hiding,. dressed in black 
OlOmping at theDit. Wanling something back. 
Drummingand demand ins to be seen and heard. 
Caged in tension. Captive by the word. 

Tet1der heart Sle,ill'(hing. Where is He.)ven? What issin? 
Tell me whoCod is .\gain, wm He let me in? 
Printingcareful alphabets. Lcam to read the mood. 
Breathe in unison. Wam'lth and food, 

Fond heart harboring yc-t the spoils orCain. 
Brilliant for the sakeol show. O.kulatinggain. 
Touching li:stene:rs to the quick. Wanting something dearer. 
Sucking on a knuckle. Angry at the mirror. 

Hungry heart leaping up to a soaring nisht. 
Spinning in the night sky, something in its sight. 
Passing overone to talon down upon the next. 
Eyes ofchildren. Baited breath. Body heat connects. 

Lonely heart hunting from behind steering wheel. 
Deer in the headlight. Collision ol steel. 
Rustlins, in the legs. Sones and muscles shudder. 
Slippery doings. ~ufned fur. Blood down the gutter. 

Waki 1g heart opens an eye and peeks. 
Looks the room over, over many weeks. 
Sorth'S,wt phot<>sraplu. Workil'\g out the maze. 
Find what's there. Foc:us the gaze. 

0.1.ring. heart standing the infant pain. 
F.asing the pulse. l.etti,,g up the strain. 
Takinga e:han«-. Feeling what's true. 
Breath keep on breathing. Lct God through. 

Holy Heart 
Epilogue 
Cenius and madness. Home iswhere the heart is. 
Wisdom and folly. Beware of who's thesmartest. 
Not our fault the fol-der-ol. Little is known. 
Now the child's rime has oome to oome into her own 



Mary Lou Macllvaine 

Only Connect 

Who are you? 
is that realty you 

Ot someone else's half-prof'ile? ·-I reach for you 
through a closet of ca.st-off clothing 
again 
t,,kCi, by surprise 

only connect. $3yS instinct 
only I can't, says darkness 

I want to sec you real and full 
but mire in poetry and bull 
I look; I think I see you plain 
but then I have to look again 

wh.,,t pulling power you have 
you wouldn't be 
an t'ngt-1, wouId you? 

unknowable, still 
you are 
luminous throughout mc-

(be silent; 
wait and w."ltch) 



Mary Lou Macllvaine 

Generosity ofLife 

Wild nature is something else 
Standing in my hiki,,g boots 
by a rough•bo\lldercd river 
what if I could take root 
down into the ~1,dy soil 
as if 
right 
here 

A surge of energy pushing 
down through my thighs and calves 
springing roots out from my soles 
and ticklish toes 
thready tendrils through my socks 
bursting my htlp!ess boots 
then wiggleworming into the cool ground 
branching out to And dark moisture 
in and around soil partklcs and rocks 

Fixing me solidly to this slope 

Opening new pores 
l would sip ~ter from underground 
to feel the wetness slide 
up bene•nh my skin 
rising higher up my trunk 
to my amu reaching skyward 
brM1<hi1,g freely into angle$ in the sun 
leaves sprouting from myriad fingers 

Well-tended skin going barky 
clothes straining and ripping 
genitals, bc-lly, bottom, back 
and breasts encased in darkness 
heart at a s«ttt depth within 

beating with al,arm as new leaves 
stir on skittish stems 
with the first breeze 
g45ping at the sensation 
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surrendering to the inevitability 
of responsive motion 

Accepting what Icannot understand 

My lungs at fast will c:easc their work 
yielding to the breath 
i,, my lc:avcs that sets them di\ndng 

My heart to be relieved 
by insistent pulsing commel'('C 
from sunny foliage 
down vaS('ular channels 
to C'OOI roots 

And genitals d im, go mute and woody 
as I embr.'lcc th.:: moist d:,,rk soil 
within the secret silence 
of my root1.one 
opulent eroticism 
th<' arboreal shift complete 

1 tell you I would feel my presence 
expanding from forthcst root 
to forthest leaf 
the gcnetOSity of life 
within me and around me 
unafraid to die 

My bootprints would lead 
from rny car to this tree 

Mary Lou Macllvaine 
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Mary Lou Macllvaine 

Hollow Wina 

I fight shy of 
d ('.1ths' m.-i~hete, 
foar the rea.ssuring smiles of 

h('roin ,\l my door. 
hc.-tr the hollow w i1'ki o( I lades; 

.,nothcr habituct' 
to hack at my heart. 

Anew character steps onstagc; 
the noorbo.uds groan 

in foreknowledge. 

Oh, ht lp me, God, 
I, too, have been like Hell, 

how hapl~s still, 
btought suffering into others' hearts 

and they had me. 

How do I say, 
" Happy to meet youN? 

Who would walk willingly into 
t~ whirling b~des of tomorrow 

that they could see? 



Mary Lou Maclfvaine 

Can it Really be Spring? 

Can it really beSpring? 
Pears and almonds have blossomed, 
set fruit, and leafed out. 
8ees worked the bloom. 
doing no ol\C's bidding. 

I mysel( have stepped into 
the earth•-S(ented inotning air 
and felt it splashing like a wave 
through my clothes 
to my timid, thrilled skin, 
my jacket indoors. 

It's n01 too cold 
to aper out in cotton socks 
cutting callas for the table, 
<.tmclliM for the crystal bowl, 
stepping crunch into snail 
and pulling back. catching my breath. 

Nature asks us to be brave. 

Now, 
New -hatched pinkg:reen leaVff 
breathe tenderly on the camphor tree, 
th(!ir dise3rdcd pa~ry sheaths 
on the ground, 
rustling underfoot 
like onion skins 
or Autumn. 
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Mary Lou Macllvaine 

Dazzling Dark 

no m.im, you ca.n't 
see the bottom of the lake D.C. Jone$ 

sure, 
I' ll risk being 
a fool 
d ive into life's da.zzling d.trkncss 
risk confusion, humiliation 
for pearls 
or emerging truth 
maybe come up with abalone 
sometimesjust balonry 

risk being changed 
by the sea, 
by seeing 
what I sec 

let go 
the gunwales 
who I should be 
what I -'!ways knew 
splash l<:erplunk 
things sink 
into the drink, disappear 
out o( reach 

trusting 
the tides o( life will wash me up dean 
or something like -
tiding myself over in between 

a lifetime's work 
the cure through love 
to be a splash more human 

carrying home the ocean 
by teaspoons. 



Portia St. Claire 

Mr.Jellison 

During high school, you filled my c-mptine-ss. 

You aroused me with ..yellow daffodils .. and the 
.. Ode on a Grecian Urn," 

To the beat of bongo drums,Sidney PoitK':r talked oi the 
life in Plato's 

C."lv<', as l felt my first kiss from a boy in your 
ch'tssroom. 
On stage, actors lived the Bradbury tales on the Illus-
trated Man. 
After you played Hamlet, I brushed your hand acciden• 
tally and 

was amazed by the heat of your palm. 

You said "Observe, observe the life around you. 
Keep a ;oumal, and write of the spedaJn(:Ss of each 

doy, 
Only as you see with your eyes.... 

Idid not write in journals then, but I write everyday 
now. 
I have forgotten what I wrote on assigned ess.liys, 
6ut yes, I remember how you read my words to the 
class, as tenderly 

as the words of Dylan Thomas. 
I wondered then are my words .and thoughts just as 
profound ? 

For this wonder, l writC' wishing you wcrc rc3ding my 
words 

tomeag~in. 
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Portio St. Claire 

Kim Chee 

Cabbage kim<hec, cucumber kim-chee, radish 
kim-chee. 

The peasant savored the peppered, pickled com-
panion to ritt. 

Soaked in salt and compacted into earthen jars, 
Large enough to hide a thic(. 

Jars dug into the $110WY ground, 
Tl-..e harvest preserved for the dormant winter 

months.. 

Cabbage kim<:hce, cucumber kim-<hee,. radish 
kim-dlee. 

Became a pungt-nt n.ects:Sity at the empe:ror's 
banquets. 
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Jason T. Grist 

The Momentary Glory ofBasking
forwhitman 

Be no gre-atcr ilium.in.ate joy 
Than a man reduced to a boy, 
On faces t~around 
His moment shnll be found, 
ISricf instant for 10 see 
And now unknowingly, 
Once reaching to touch the hand 
They crucify the man. 



Jason T. Grist 

ASan Joaquin Sunset 

Surl$ets m.lke wonderful protagonists 
Cast against a setting of blue. 

Witnes,s of aged expansion and (Onquest and 
Provider of life to both sides, 
Accepting the defeat and victory 
And always an integral role. 

Spoken whisptrs of true -
Unmatched in appearance and grandeur -
Humble in approach to perfection in closure-
Master of the masters. 

Inner thoughts and days of grace -
And the jealousy of the rainbows, 
Only the: sunsets of the San Joaquin 
Have such ~rok Mtagon.ists. 
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Jason T. Grist 

the sting of air 
so heavy filled with fragrance 

musty in its blossoming world 
perfectly matching the thickness of April 

bee$ sounding to produc:e what is seasonally dt$ired or 
undesired 

escaping only in mind 
with feet to follow. 
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Jason T. Grist 

In the Shadows ofthe Sierra Nevaaas 

Whisper me a tune wind 
f\S pure as watl'rS- that swirl at the bottom 
Of cryst.il dNr riv('rs. 
$pc.1k to the spirit that resides in my soul 
Like the thunder speaks to a thirSting flower. 
Scatter my thoughts <'tCtOSS Si)Cred pleasure$ 
As pore$ are strewn across desolate plains -
l will listen. 

Play on wind -

Awaken my unconscious thoughts' wind 
As the rain awakens these hills that surround me. 
Reveal to me the cssc~ of my being in its simplest form 
Like the wa~s that exposeevery grain or sand 
On a virgin beach. 
Magnify thtse (('('tings that allow me 
To stare into C;)lm waters -
Uke tht time you blew away all th!!' dust 
As I lay in theshadows of the Sierra Nevadas. 

https://cryst.il


Joan Desmond 

Gram 

I found your box 
at the bottom of the pile 
shouldering the weight 
bent 
yellowing like old ncwsp.1p<-r 
it tells s1.1c:h ;) story 
I almost didn't hear 
in the clamor 
1hesorting 
the moving 
sining there small silent 
unassuming 
I put it aside 
for a time 
t~re never is enough 
Now while phantom mice 
chase the cat in the dark 
the Nlf.full boxes a1td life-things pile up 
surrounding me as I sit 
withyo\ltbo.x 
understanding 
wht1t I've only guessed at before 
from your smite 
and your wrinkled eyes 
yout breath 
your shape rises 
takes form through th~ clippings 
these words 
people th.at your blue eyes 
sought 
held and cradled 
in this box 



Joon Desmond 

Shirley's House 

My mind can still smell the Buffalo rain, 
musty city.,breath of cement 
choking damp gardens. 
The rain's fat movement outlined the steeped dark 
roofs 
its rhythm echoed up front por('h steps 
- trumpeted from purple demotis mouths. 

Wt"watchcd 
sheltered 
on the borgl.ar:;.didn't-want-these assorled chairs. 
Shfrley's low voice purred forth from the comfort of a 
squishy yellow one. 
Dangling feet and cigarNte over a tan leather sting. 
Deanna sent out laughter like fireWes dancing around 
our midnight thoughts. 
And I, loose in a d ircc:tor's chair 
wove words in and out ofconvers.-tion and through 
the svcculents.lined railing. 

The three of us 
not being vtty hungry 
dipped pita in lemony hummus and ate too much. 
We drank White Zinfande-1 
and were a.rticulate, rambling. and verbose 
talking of ordinary thin.gs and great thin.gs and art. 

Slow time and fatigue enveloped us 
sealed us tight. 
And the rain blurred the moment 
the words 
and washed us off the porch on Anderson Place, 
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Joon Desmond 

The Deception 

Against the fading sky 
the pine trees rimmed the mountains 
focc-Uke 
A$ if some billowing bla<k vetvet skirt 
was thrown carelessly to the ground 
cr~sed and folded 
into mounds and valleys 
And this 
whkh hardly merits a passing glance 
in a brighter time 
beckons mysteriously 
against the fading sky. 



Joan Desmond 

That Place 

This is the house that used to exist. 
Collared memories are chained here 
somehow 
its size, its form 
seem different 
thinking maybe it would rouse 
barking the neighborhood to awartnes:s 
l drove slowly, carefully 
l searched its eyes remembering 
shadows I found were fed 
beneath this roof. 
How the hedge i.s trimmed 
how thin tht' grass 
around its edge remembering 
my mother throwing dishwater over roses 
everywhtre 
washing out the aphids. 
Could this possibly be the same 
this so small and oolored 
entirely wrong 
it doesn't 
recognize me. 
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Joan Desmond 

Dreams 

Lonely nights 
come filled with full moons 
that glare past dangling gfosses 
raised up to painted foces 
spilled o,, synthetic velvets 
l..Qnely women 
glide on moonbc.-.ms 
into sortlit corners 
filled with silent screams 
for gentle arms that never hold 
onto dreams 
born in young hearts 
and filled with secret hope, 
of papcrOOck heroes 
1h.lt have no bre.-ith. 
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Joan Desmond 

Lessons 

Leaves have le(t the trees now 
standing bare-boned 
In this ...this hard light 
I'm reminded 
of the weathering seasons 
leaving us leafed-over 
to the sun 
unable to f~I tht' warmth. 
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Joan Desmond 

Shaaow Puppets 

Nol MllCh else ever felt so rotten for so long 
as that last conversation . .. 
Til('! words appear, ns shadow puppets 
moving bchh,d the white screen. 
Clarity exists; within the words, beyond the drama 
it breaks the hush...the c-ro.s.hing song 
then fades .. . 
whil\! the puppet master unfolds an old tale 
of the 001,rnce between while and bla(k 
and the g<1mtlan sing~song weaves a spell 
in sh.1des of gray. 
All is pretense and confusion here. 
11\e hero wc.trs .> mask 
·111e heroine blend:- with the .,udience 
immobilized ... 
watching the silhouettes dance. 
For eoch time the tale is told 
mc~inings change ... 
in the ending silence 
when the shadov.•s bte,1k ;1nd foll 
she thinks of you. 
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Joan Desmond 

Poetry 

There is no money in this 
You know 
prose is just another market 
available toeveryone 
using Fanlg-Newtotl$ 
to put you behind the wheel 
to charm the love 
to line the pocket. 
Slovenly pullcd-<>ut words 
spilled randomly, h'\lthlessly 
amassed to build protective walls 
fashioned into Uti.s ol rhythm and rhyme 
scooped up with the $hovel of mistrust 
like droppings burl~ quk:kly. 
Ah ... bvt lh0$C of us who love the word 
who find its core, its shape 
seek its texture, color 
that wesculpt, caress 
to give it our breath, our tongue 
have a socret. 
And when they ask what we do we say 
we write a little 
and they pat us on the he;ld knowingly 
thinking that we are poor. 



Joanne Schmidt 

On This Piece ofPaper 

On this piece of paper 
there Jre words 
that are 1nagic. 
'rtlCse words can weave 
in and out 
of people's ears 
."ind tickle them 
as they travel. 
Th1.•sc words can keep 
eyes moving 
ond send pleas.urc 
to the brain 
over and over again. 
These words ciln touch 
your sel'\Sitivity 
and cause tears 
to produce themselves 
and moisten the page. 
These words c.'ln b<': simple 
and make lifo easy 
with a direct m<!SSagc 
of love. 
These words c.an be tailored 
to say 
ju$! about anything 
and to assume any shape 
possible. 
But once these words are 
on this piece of pilp('T 
they nrc power(ul words 
that c.an live a lifo 
of their own. 



Joanne Schmidt 

Extase 

Extasc, de vraies extascs 
jc pense done a toi 
jt tehumc-sur l'cnvc-rsdr ma main 
je hume ton p.ufom 
c'est le jour qui (etc- l'amour 
c"tst le four qui m'~nivtt de toi 
je peux me souvenir de chaque instant 
arrNes mon amour de me rcndre folle 
je te d~sire dans mes mains et mes yeux 
je te d~ re; extase d' Antiope 
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Joanne Schmidt 

Siena, Italy 

One becomes a blurry dot 
walking through the streets 
of Siena. 
A dot encloseJ 
in windins stone streets 
with imposing lacad1..>S 
hovering above. 
The lt,,lian sky 
bt.x:omes a horizontal 
strip of scotch t.1pe 
t.,king turns 
in m<1nv dir..xt1ons 
.,ccordi'ng to its chosen path. 
The sun tore 
thro1.1gh the <loud, 
,11 once, in sudJl•n light 
Si\'11.i red brick 
sloping in scver.ll 
diffcn.-itt Mg!es 
.,II converging 
in locked triangles 
of m.1them.:itic.ll harmony. 
The soothing sound 
from fount,,insculpturcs 
of she•wolves 
.111 'Pl"()\Jting w,1tcr 
through their ,vise mouths. 

https://m.1them.:itic.ll
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Joanne Schmidt 

S.S. 

Such a sage at fi(ty smashingly brilliant years 
You are a tal('flted crone indicating the path ahead 
Love and amiable con<e-m exude from your eyes. 
Vivid, o;os vivos, clear, pellucid blue eyes 
Instill an C\'Cr..spiraling welcome and empathy for others 
All hearts m romfol'tcd by your grJdousJy generous spirit. 

Serene ren«tion and lively dialogue oomplement your soothing 
touch 

Inquisitive, you are, for the best reasons; Wanting to connect 
Mee1i11g MCC members and openi,,g yovrsclf to new and old 

seekers 
Much spiritui'll energy is communicated through your song 
Such pilSSion for la \'ida y la genre is your ever-growing lepcy. 



Joanne Schmidt 

My Mina 

Seeing what my mind is like on its own 
without passing pages to encumber it 
without othcr~dir«tcd assignments 
but rather allowing: it to meander 
and fttl its own way. 
It focuses on the heart and the love in it. 
It roet.lse$ on the fine fabric of ~ion, 
It f0<:uscs on the walls o( moist emotion. 
Its peregrinations and intuitions arc 
cdectic and redolent with illogic. 
This high level of thought free-fulling 
to its own delight 
often reaches its fruition 
to make the mental world 
as rich and as alluring 
.lS a multi•rainbowcd 
pa.tchwork quill. 
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TL 

Space 

There is a~ - mine but not of me 

The body isas the rainboi." with noedge 
where blue.sky, where red refracted? 
(Even the artist's brush fails to know.) 

Selfs boundary blurs 
I tere my cells, there encumbered air 
Beyond the place with no memory of this ne:igh-

boril'\.g life 

My self"sspace was on~ unshared, aloneness defondcxl 
even 

Now a visitor comes to this place. He peek$ inward 
beyoud the «tis and straight into my soul 

There is a space - no longer mine alone 



TL 

Release the Stars 

Let them go; it is time to relc~ the stars., 
The ones placed just for you, the ones that served so 

well 
They were your bc:icoM to bc.luty, your fire pots of 

w.armlh 
Your merry teasers. You never d id own them 

Now, before they slip aw.-.y with the independence 
always theirs~ 

lend your hand. 
Take part 
Release them as they go. 

It is time to release the stars. 
Prepare for the wrc-nching task. Steel yourself. 
You mlly have known lo,,eli11~even in this crowd 

oi brightness. 
But now you will know Alone 
In darkness dense as if SQlid, 
Alone. 

It is time to release the stars 
Time to hold each one. Prepare it for fledging 
Pick a ribbon from your heart 

the heart once gaily festooned with mementos 
here a song ribbon., there one of desert sand 

flowing 
(How can each grain be so unyielding, 
yet the whole fluid and sinuous?) 

Pluck a ribbon, smile at the memory, but do not 
nin<h when 

the heart's life-sap flows from the pore where 
the ribbon bl0:r 
somed. 

Hurry, catch the drops whkh quickly become 
slivers of coldncu. 

Give up the Sl31'S but not your life drops. 

It is time 10 release the sta.T$ 
Cuddle gently each vibrant pulse. 
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TL 

Coil a ribbon round this one, fashion a bow for that., a 
gentle kiss for each. 

Do not care that lip gestures are nothing to the stars 
already focused on lighting another heart's 

galaxy. 

The kiss is bvt for you, the soon to be Alone, the you 
swirling in 

confusion of honor and pain. 
Let them go. 

Release the stars. 
Hurry now, do not think. 

Uncup your hands, the open palms are freedom's 
platform. 
The st.'lrs need not your toss, nor help to launch. 
One star, ten, one hundred - gone. 
Exhaust yourself with the ribbon wrap; it dulls the pain. 

One last star. 
One last cuddle. 
One last bow. 
Uncup your hands. 
One last kiss before the dark. 
Now Alone. 

It is time to weep. 
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John Young 

Posthast:£ 

I. 

11 istoolateforW-aPoimd 
to come to American univ('.r'Sities 
ru,o ~<~•John F. Kennedy; 

for a rcvit.wcr/intcrvicwcr 
toi,cqui:rcgenuine appreciation 
and praise - to find order; 

for the Nobel or the f.mCr$0fl.TIIOttau 

It matters makes more sense 
beside Considcrab~ effort to ruin me 
thon all the posllwtc and brot>haha o( thepo6I Pound Eta 
iconcxiasm 

WeonlyNlvctheoncday and the one life; 
we spill ourselves onward in, and a.s.. the stream; 
we are bom fornaivct~ Md k\lveb.vely kn<Mine; 
meanwhile, we try not to waste hatingand caring. 

Posthasto, posthaste. I heard osamild, 
not knowing il'S meaning, in our pira~play. 
Today it soundslike Latin. I am unccrtun 
it means what I think it means now, now. 

Responsibility rtmains a <ommon theme. 
Don'task me how guilt emerged. ·rne warinhim 
stretched beyond theart, you ru,d Euot 
disdooc, none •pprisc withovt guc,swc,k. 

He locst hisCMter - lost it,admittedJy, 
fighting the worid. Ifguilty ol.nything, 
Hesought preservation ofan old globe 
chang,ng, nodoubtsavos<>ly, all around tum. 
·101MOl understand yoo poets,• hcodmonish,d 



John Young 

at SL Elizabeth's. "There are twenty.four hours in a day, and 
you are not hell-bent on gettingyour messagesout." 

In our time ,veveseen the mess.1gcsdissolve 
like salt Can anyonebe fust t.'l'lOUgh 
tostay onefoot in front oftht-swiftguilt.god? 
1$ it too late (orposth.lSOC-, for honor? 

3. 

In ~ Surntl'\tT at h.1ying time, 
you seedJtcl-..s thkk with shadow, 
and im.,gine, as you point your scythe. 
CS<'.1p..xt Nazi$ hiding in the weeds. 
.,Paranoia d«-p," runsth!song. 
Yearslaterin a di((~t place 
you ccmor Clll1e who thought you natve. 
Have you reason tofeara ft\Scist crkkct. 
in the gras.sand thisage-old custom 
C\'M ln Hl'W Ham~.ofbundlingcut hay? 
0 flee il migUorc f.lbbro. 
aliasN(!ftS:: f'loo.. flee the phantom 
poet spewing Mti.SCmitic scrap. 
Wal<h out also (o, )<Je Ke,uwy, 
Jolank Luce, and Nicholas theTsar. 

4. 

No guilt-trip; and no ,,\,-,_.k-!ongj3unt o( pity. 
Eruditescholarship, book publishing, proles.sorial 
dutks - the$:: don'texactly bringin.n()C(!nro 
pos<haste bock into the world,bl,t you don't nc<d 
to tear your heart out for want ola justice 
mc>rt- Md more pooplcs,v.tllow asimpossib!<.', 
Afterall, ifwe·re to wony ilbout thischa.roctcr 
whoset the expcrime-ntal versevortex 
of English towardsome high acfli<.-vcmc:nt, 
we must still n..X':kon the injustice!; do~ 
ordinaryJoes. the()!X'S without l'('S()UtC'CS 
er the i.nordin.1tc l:,r.wc.ry tosingout. 
Westi!J h.we to reckon k:sscr poctS. 
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John Young 

Wtcan enter another country, anotherM'lbition, 
and never have to answer the question 
of the relativeeffect oflustful alliances 
on M obviously evil world. More than his t\"e\v- Age 
expcrien« told him war likea puu.le piece 
Atted into a I~system bcnefitmg rich. 
l\llhlesscoolitions. Wecanlookatooseooll 
if you can talk of flood. We CM enjoy«>dctl.ils 

healthMd •gc pcmut. The~• 
of luxury isso embraceable; and fault 
is.soc~y tocst::iblish tMt the- prop3g;tnd,1'1 
of tomlfflt isnot yet equated 
with the pejor'OCT.)C)' we know it to bl>. 

We must commend you who traveled to Rome b}' car, 
....1th wife and .$0~)1chikfn!I\. to hear an old man 
try a last time to put his world Humpty•Dumpty-wise 
togtthc-r~n. Ht wasour last C'Ol.lntrymai, 
to suffer the tragedy o(a whoJc sutx:ontinent, 
broken ant.heap, Md the endgame l'IOtover. 
You who did the drivi11g and picked up the tab 
llC('(I to be s.1lutcd f0rbringing the-old m.m out 
into sunlight, throot cq,osed, hat over de,l,alte e)'i.'S 
F.:iiling to finJ the Orcus Maxim us was not probl,em, 
butsurely .'II the elevator you could hil\'eilVOOed letting 
him down. 1n.lt you stumbled on the Batt\$ 
rerninds us: t~ p«\nut<runching crowd is pcu dtvt. 

5. 

Our teammate Ez isa heavy hitt<-r and t~opposition -
they mushhim bn<k. they throw ot hishead, 
They g<tour powe,M slusgersroky. 

And what do wedo? Do weC\•cr brush them b.'Ck? 
Oo we protect our hitter fa? Do we throw 
at thclrhitttrs' he-ads? \>Vhy, no. 

We pitch them over theplateoroul:side 
and they !<,an ;n and take lwl swing. 
Andsmock! They rutthe long lxill oil us. 
They win lhc grunc,. They ,,.;n the Po,mant. They 
take the World Series year aft(,-)'«\I'• 



Wearenkeguys. Ezdoesn'tapprecfate that. 
He $l)'S, "Youare out to ruin me." 

Not us. The opposition. 

Hesays. "Youdon'tcarei(thcy leave me in f'ragmrots.." 

It's too bad he hasto take it so personi,1. 
It'stoo bad he has to retire. 
It's too bad he has to slink into sh ..,dows of silence. 
But Gahdam.n! Heshoukln't blame us pitchers.. 
Afterall, we are very, very, very nire guy~ 

True,..... ;s.mortal S""'albeit h.w, 
c.1pab1e, at times, to livebeyond rebuff. 

From the monists and the material minds. 
bod, n,/u,;ng thespirits'cripple, killand plant 
visionary,sceptci1es$ men in &13\'<'S o( knaves, 
Just then the tlorentino sees his f)aradisc 
whiloclambering up, skyward from cruel pits. 
Ntar the Empyrean.sovereignty and order 
are loo,encd from thedutchesolage-old kings; 
and on the body ol wom.1.0i:sh Earth, weSiCC 
$1.i.ght glorification,. FoUowing giant foot:ileps thus 
makes the modrm worid seem willltins, dolorous Md cold. 

More than this was mixed up. LionelJohnsoo 
and William Monis no longer influi.'OC\' the ear 
of the early tw-eritieth omtury. Dist3tes 
(or Victoria settleinto Edwardian.isms. 
And the '-"""tia)jlyofaul<lmobiles, 
mdios, and airplanes diverts the liner wiL 
Despite American idiom and his friendship 
\vith the ~tcrson doctor, his art isblum!d -
obtuse upoo obtuse confounds both acute and grave. 
lhe Oantcsquan tOOught-push, no k>ngcrSL10oma$, 
presses through Kant to Nietzsc:he torments twisting 
into gloom. Yet a n.ishlight ha$ led b.ack to splendor, 
reeds and water shimmer, and blacksky hates no one. 



7. 

Howdowe praisegreatmen? 
By knowing cfthdr d«ds. 

Whocan malced..d ey,s respond? 
A wizard by his lamps. 

Howdow<> assuage the controversy? 
By showingwhat tre.1SOnis. 

It is too late (or posthaste? 
lf breath exudes. it's nottoo late. 

0 Jet usnot be so nice 
lor t-o. woold ncitheTwdcomo 
dC3thwithmorethonsll<nre 
noc life with anything Jes, 
"""'11\0Slt'riul truth. Our tambourines 
are u,effoc:tuaJ in the effort. 

NeitheTyou nc,r I - ncithc,........,..,. -
go to the inward-leoding hall. 
t,r.,,dlsh,d, where the thrones sit cmp<y. 

Thrones de ""'Cantares sl,aJI 
oome to know its rigl>tful kin~ 
notjust ils reviewer<ads. 

John Young 
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"An Orainary Momill/J" 

Lights co~ up ona lower middle-class kitchen. 1nC're is a t\blc with a Formica 
topand fu.r <:hairs. 11,e refrigerator and sto\<C are ldtovcrs from the iwoc:ido 
period. A 10\.., olcabinets runs above a red count<.'l10p, punctuated bya white 
ceramic double sink. A phone hang.son the wall at ldt, next toan open doorway 
which leads to therest olthe house. A frying pilJl :,.its wajti.ng on the stoveand the 
morning paper ison the table. unfolded. thephone-rings. A \\'Om<'ln enters the 
kitchenand picks up the phone. She issomewhere between SOand infinity. She is 
wearing a cheap pnnt housedress and nondescrip! slippers. Aci~rettehan&$ 
from her lips and she continues sudcing on ii as six- talks on the phone. 

WIFE 
Hello. Hi,Al.ice..._another? ReaUy? lknow,honey,metoo . . .l'msuretheywill. 
1hey always do. F.ventu.a.Jly. Yes. I will ... you too .. . goodbye ... 

The .,..-om.m's husOOJ1d wru.~ in and sits dO\vn .it ti~ tolbreDSshc-h.11~ upthe 
phone He is fiftyish. la:l?c. with a bit d a p.1und'I butstill in good shape. He is 
w~ri.ng woric overallsoTthe type th.1.t a ~ or painter would wear. He is 

ddinitc-ly a laborer. He works with his hru'lds ;).nd prolxlbly h,u for his en.tire 
life. 

IIUSBAND 
Who WM that? 

WIFE 

MUSBAN-0 
What'd shewant? 

WIFE 
(to stove) 

'There's l:>eui another. 

HUSBAND 
(pk-Icing up p,per) 

So soon? 

WIFE 
She t.»rd it on theradio. 

HUSBAND 
Too late for the p.1per, I gucss. 

WIFE 
Nothlr,s there? 

Ol'~9S 
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Not•~ 

Worked late last rught? 

Al,;t. 

Need to becareful. 

Ialways am. 

Worked upan appetite? 

Sameas usual 

Three eggs. too,o, -~cclf<e? 

Make it four. 

My, you did work up anappetite. 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 

NUSllANO 

WIFE 

HUSBANO 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 
Things took a1,;t longer than USWII, 

Wll'E 
Same routine? 

JIUSB1\NO 
Had todoa bitofimprovising. 

WIFE 
RW'I intosomeproblems,did you? 

HUSBANO 
Yes.some. 
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HUS3ANO 
AU in a day's work. Makes it abit more int-eresting. 

WIFE 
I don'l lhink I could adjust so cMily. 

HUSBAND 
You do like everything to fall in pla«', don't you, darling. 

WIFE 
Jam a creature ofhabit. 

HUSBAND 
Somttil'nCS I think you get upset wht.-n Iha\!('a fourth tggorskip tb.- toast. 

WIFE 
I confess I doi.'11 times,. sv,<rethcart. No harm meant 

HUSBAND 
I bet you sometimes positivdy boil at me. 

WffE 
C.otmeagain. 

HUSBAND 
Natural enough, l suppose. 

WIFE 
We've got to get it out of our system one way oranother. 

HUSBAND 
True enough. 

(pu1$down poper) 

Look here,some wife killed her husblnd with a ba.seball b.lt. 

WIFF, 
That'snice. Dotheysaywhy? 

HUSSANO 
Sheapparently got tired of loo!dngat him. You don't hovea Lowsv;UoSlugg,r
under lhcbod, now do you? 

WIFE 
1hopeyou'd g;ve mecredit for aUttlc more imagin<,tion. 

IIUSSANO 
A waffleiron? 
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WIFE 
Bette,. Still ot,;t tame, thoo&h, 

HUSBAND 
Dor{t mean toundcn.~tcyou. darting. 

WIFE 
A python. Ithink. 

HUSBAND 
That is imugiNtive. A bitdumsy, though. 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 
Not many pylhOn$ in the area. Verysuspicious~wouldn't you think? 

WIFE 
You may have apoint And whatabout you? Surelysomethingldobothersyou. 

HUSBAND 
Nota thing,darling. 

WIFE 
Nolhing? 

HUSBAND 
Not really. 

WIFE 
There must bc,omeehmg. 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 
1bat'sbetter. What? 

HUSBAND 
Nothing. really. 

WIFE 
Coofcssion ;sgood (or tJie soul. 

HUSBAND 
Uyoo insisl... 
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WIFE 
ldo. 

HUSBAND 
You dosometimespush things too f.v. 

WIFE 
I pus!\, do I? 

HUSBAND 
Don't get upo<t,dorlln~ You <An't help youJSelf. 

WIFE 
What do you mean? 

HUSBAND 
You like toget to the bottomol things. 

Iam a wee bit rurious, aren't I? 

HUSBAND 
Positively cat•likc. 

V.1FE 
WelL we knowwhat happened to the cat 

HUSBAND 
Yes. "--edo. 

WIFE 
Ican't hcfpmyseU. 

HUSBAND 
I wouldn'tNveitanyotherway. 

Motherwas right. you know. 

HIJSBM'D 
About me, you mean? 

WIFE 
Natura!Jy. 

HUSBAND 
Mothersquite often are. 
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WIFE 
She said we'd oomplement each ether's person,lity. 

HUS6AND 
l\~ a"'tt'f romantic term.complement. 

WIFE 
Do we have enough rotnane(!? 

HUSHAND 
IthinkSQ. 

WIFE 
You only thinkso? 

HUS6AND 
Ican'tbe-SUtt. AfteralJ. you aremy mt wife. 

WIFE 
And y<>ur I.isl 

HUSBAND 
Nodoubt. 

WIFE 
Sowh.lt happened last n;ght? 

HUSUAND 
~dJdn'tgoquite righL 

No? 

HUS6AND 
Somctimes these thing.,s full right intoyour lap. Not last night Took mehours. 

Thowue brings hlsc()(fee to the tilbl,, 

WIFE 
Hereweare. Hot and black. justas you like it. 

HUS6AND 
(sippingcoffee) 

AndthcttSI? 

WIFE 
Cooling along. ConungaJons Egg,doo't scramble themselves, you know. 
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HUS6ANO 
Ofeoursc not.. mydear. 

(sippingroff«) 
Whatwou.1d I do withoutyou? 

WIFE 
Well. you certainly wouldn't eat. IfsomethinghJppcncd to me, I think you'd 
starve todtath, 

HUSBANO 
Probably so. But whatcould happ<n to yo.,, ohcr,lll? 

WIFE 
Icould be oneof those poor \\'Omel\. 

HUSBANO 
You? Avictim ofthe RoadsideStrangk-r? 

WIFE 
Wh.lt a hidt.'Ous namt'. 

HUS6ANO 
l believe the police named him. Not vcryoriginal. 

WIFE 
But fitting.. . . 

HUS6ANO 
Yes. 

WIFE 
Uttering the roadside with their lifeless bodies. 

HUSIIANI) 
Yes. 

WIFE 
Thedescriptions in the p.1persca.n give one nightm.,res. Nude bodies. Rope 
bums. l know it hasn't been reported but I wonder i( they've been assaulted. 
Sexually. 

HUSBANO 
Idoub< tl1cre'd beenough time. 

WIFE 
StiU the Strangler could do it. Ouringorafter the murder. 

HUS6ANO 
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Unlikcly. 
(looks up) 

Egg.5 ready ytt? 

WIFE 
Soon. Still hungry.ch? 

HUSBANO 
Why tix'svddcil intl'f\.'SI i1l thcStra.ngler'ssexuru Nbits? 

WIFE 
Just got to thinkjng .tbol1t iL 

llUSBANO 
lstt. wen. you're safe from thrStrangltt. 

WIFE 
Oh? 

HUSBAND 
Afterall, you aren't outon therood atall hours o(the night,. are you? 

WIFE 
No 

She pops the toast in. 

HUSBAND 
All the victims had car trouble. Outcar i$ very dependabie. 

WIFE 
8ut yov never i<no'l,v when I'll need to run an erra.ild at night. And the car could 
b<e>J< down. 

HUS8ANO 
You have \/Cl')' ljttle to worry about. The pol.ice seem to be e,.·erywherc ll'ICSC da)'$. 

WIFE 
l don't thW: he wowd be rrigllrencd by the poUre. 

The toast pop5 up and she sooops the eggs and booo,, out ol the skilkl and ontoa 
plate. butters the toast andcarries tli> me-al tot~ tablt. 

Here v.-e are. 

HUS8AND 
(lti,oing her vu theche<k) 

Thank yoo honey. 
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Hebe-gins tating breakfastMd ('Or\tir\vcstodoso during the next several minutes. 
All ofthe actiof'I Md oonVt'r'S3t!on that takes platt during tnis timedocssoat a 
p.><e whkh ollows the breakfast tobee•ten. 11-., Wi/e gets hercoff<e and her 
dgarcttos from tJ,ccounte,Mdjoins herHusb.uid •t the table. Shebegins to "'1CI 
asection of the papt"r, 

WIFE 
This latest would make thirteen, wouldn't it? 

HUSBAND 
Yos...l think so. ~- WIFE 
Tut polkc talkaboYt :i dozenvictimsbl.It ll'l..lt wouldn't include last 1l!ght's. So, 

HUSBAND 
Yes. 

WIFE 
An unlucky number, I think. 

HUSBAND 
Yes? 

WIFE 
Yes, l'msure he'IJ bcon the lookout for MOthcronesoon. 

HUSBAND 
With till lhc police? 

WIFE 
He proOObly enjoys thc:ittcntion. rm sure he'sa~insecurelittle man with 
m.,ny probkms, 

HUSBAND 
Problans? 

WIFE 
Sexwl. moot ~ly. A bh too fond ofMommy. 0, maybe Uncle Albert. 

HUSBAND 
Thafs rughly sp«u!ative. 

WIFE 
But it would explain why he !roves all those bodiesin plain sighl 

HUSBAND 
Maybe hedoesn't hav~ time tohide them. 
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WIFE 
Maybe. 

HUSBAND 
Maybe heenjoys thechallenge. Knowing that the police aresearchingfor him at 
the very moment that he'schoking the lifeooto( those poorgirls. 1'hen leaving 
behindtheir bodiesbutnot one bitofhard evidence. 

(pause) 
Yes. ~·s been verydcvcr. 

WIFE 
Maybe;:, bit tock.-\'t'r, 

IIUSBAND 
Oh? 

WIFE 
They always trip themsclVC$up. 

IIUSBAND 
l)oll,ey? 

WIFE 
Oh, yes. Pl-actica.11yalways. There've been manycasesol nearperfect oimes 
spoiled by a,;ng1e t,;t oi<arelessnes,. 

(pause) 
Thars how meygot the Bost<>nStrangJer. 

HUSllAND 
YQl.lrean expert, areyou? 

WIFE 
I....i the most ;nt.....,;ng thing:, these day$ 

HUSBAND 
I'm glOO: that you'vcfound soinething todo w'hjle I'm at 'A'Ork. 

WIFE 
A woman's f,'01 todo something bcsid,. takingcareofhe, husband. 

HUSBAND 
Doesshe1 

WIF~ 
YO$ 
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HUS8ANU 
Idon'tsupposeyou'd careto trade pl.lCCS with me? IooukistayhomeMd read 
•nd you oould toke myjob. 

WIFE 
Idon't think I'd like that. 

Toophysi"'1 fo< you? 
WIFE 

No, I'd be afraid youcouldn't handlemy ~biliru!S. 

HUSBAND 
Thccoolongancl thcdconing? 

WIFE 
Tha(sright. 

HUSBAND 
I imoginc I oould lcam. 

WIFE 
Ooyou remember thatlasttimcyoucooked? Whl"nl was in thehospital? You 
nearly bwncd the housedown. No, I think weshould k<ep ourpres<r>t role< 

HUSBAND 
II you mslst. 

WIFE 
I'm afraid Imust. Besides, you'd have to teach nw what you do. 

HUSBAND 
Thatwoukln't bc dif6c:ull 

WIFE 

HUS8ANO 
PcrhapSsometime I will,evai if~ won't beswitching. 

WIFE 
Thatwould be interesting.. 

HUS8ANU 
Whmyou'rcready... 

WIFE 
Whataboutnow? 
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HUSBAND 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 
But what? Now, Idor{texpect you to doa thingbefore you finish your breakfast. 

WhQ\'10Uld I demonstrateon? 

What aboutme? 

You? 

Why not? 

No reason... 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 

IIUSBANO 

WIFE 
Then fuush yourbmlkfast. QI\, oh;. will bee«iting. 

HUSBAND 
uyou insist. 

WIFE 
QI\, Ido. Now,what doyou n<edl 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 
Tomake it authentic? 

HUSBAND 
Yoo nughtget dressed. A robe is hardly the proper •Hire. 

WIFE 
Right away. Can Igetyou anything? 
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I'm fine. 

WIFE 
I'll be back in a few minutes. 

HUSSANO 
n ..rs hardly likely. 

WIFE 
f\'ow don't besnide. 

She exits. 'The Husb.\ndoontinucswith his mcaJ and theT'le\'lsp,3pcr. 

HUSSANO 
Oby. 

(<ailingoft)
11'1C ncwsp..,pcr $\)'S tNt all the victims wereblood. 

WIFE 
(o/Q 

Has• lhing fo,- bloodcs, hos he? 

HUSBANO 
AJ'PM"'tlyso. 

WIFE 
(o/Q

c.ood thing I'm not one. Whntelsedocs the p:ipers.iy? 

HUSSANO 
Let'ssec.. , they Wert'all wearingdn:'S:S('S. 

Wire 
(o/Q 

I thougltt they'd be;m found nude? 

HUSBAND 
True. Buttheirclothes have been found elsewhere. 

WIFE 
(oft) 

Any partkulartype ofdress? 

HUSSANO 
Doesn'tsay. Short.. I would think. lnfiame his passions, you know. 

WIFE 
(oft) 

Orpheus/107 



Jeffery Scott Elwell 

Quite p;cky, thisSlrongler. 

Anylhingclse? 

HUSBAND 
No. But I imagine that these women are the type who wear too much makeup 

WIFE 
(ofO 

HUSBAND 
I would think so. 

WIFE 
Will this take i<lngl I've got someshoppu,g to do. 

HUSBAND 
Half an hour, tops. Ifyou don't Nvc the time.. . 

WIFE 
(ofO

No, no. t have time. Iwasjust wondering, that'sall. Be ready in a minute. 

HUSBAND 
Fme. l'U rinse thedishes. 

WIFE 
That'sadear. 

HUSBAND 
Fair is(air. Ifyou're going to try your hand at my line ofwork. the least I can do is 
lend you a hand ,'lith yours. 

The husl»nd OOSSle$ to thesink with his dishes. He begins running water and 
starts rinsing them. As he busies himself with this. his Wife enters, having 
undergone an amazing transition. She is wearing a bfonde wig and a tigh1. short 
dress with high heels. Herf.x-e isoverly mooe up. She looks like ti hooker. 

WIFE 
Ready. 

HUSBAND 
(not looking) 

Let mefinish this.. . 

He turns around and is so shocked by his wife's appearance that he drops a coffee 
cup on the floor. It shatters. 
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Damn! 

Jle bends down to pick up thepieasasshecrossesto hclp him. 

You gav<' mea start. 

WIFE 
(smiling) 

I gut'SS we' re down to five from theoriginaJ set. 

HUSBAND 
Sony about that. 

WIFE 
It's only chin..,. We C'MI: repbcc it 

Awfully clumsy of me. 

WIFE 
I hopeyou' re not this carelesson the job? 

HUSBAND 
(S1andmg) 

WIFE 
How do I look? 

HUSBAND 
Pwcct. R<>dy? 

HeCT05.'SeS to the- tr.'IShcM Md thr'O\vs away thebroken pieces d china. 

WIFE 
lsuppo,eso. Whntshould ldo? 

HUSHANO 
Sitdown, 

WIFE 
(sitting in ch.lit) 

Okay. 

HUSIIANO 
Now doyou want to b'O through thew hole thing? 

WIFE 
If th.lt'soby withyou? 
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HUSBANI) 
Fine. Now 1hl;.>n. si1 lhcreas though you were in lhc driver's seat olanautomobile. 

(p;lusc) 
Let mejust arr,,ngc this chair. 

In a single motion, helifts thee-hair withhis wife ln itand fores thlm perpcndicu• 
kitchL11 1ablc. His .urns are practically bursting through his shirt slce,.,('S. 

I f«I strange. 

Stnngehow? 

~1<,t nervous but. . , 

Excit,d perhops? 

lhal may be it. 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 
It mig.ht helptoget moreincharacter. 

o.amctcr? 

Yo~1 know, ;)Ct the part. 

Oh,dramatics .ind .lll. 

R;ghl 

Would they act sassy? 

WIFE 

HUSBAND 

WIFE 

IIUSBAND 

WIFE 

HIJS6ANI) 
More likely Sf'IObbish Md condcsoending. 

WIFE 
'rhcy're like th.it, are they? 
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HUS8AND 
Most. R<ody'I 

WIFE 
Okay. 

He walks around the kitchen as his Wife stares straight ahead. HeTnO'Ve$ to her 
sideand bends do\.vn as though he were looking in her car window. 

HUSBAND 
Havingsome trouble, Miss? 

WIFE 
It's thisstupid earl Ooyou knowanything about cars? 

HUSBAND 
A little. What happened? 

WIFE 
ltjuststoppcd. ltwon'tmove. Andl'mlate. 

HUSBAND 
ru take • look ii you'd like. 

WIFE rn pop,i., hood? 

Thewife reaches for the "'knob"' and ,.pops"' the "hood"'. The Husbr.md mQ\'<'S 
around in lront ol the.,car' and look.$ under t])C "hood". 

HUS8AN0 
Hmm! 

WIFE 
Will this take Jong? I really don' t have ti.me for this. 

HUS8ANO 
lt'$a mess.. You should have a look. 

WIFE 
I think rtlstay in lhecarwhilcyoo gocall for a tow. 

HUSBAND 
Ican fix it but l'U n«d yowrelp. 

Oo)w haveaflashijght? 

WIFE 
In the glovebox. 
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Sh,"""'°" in the"glovcbox" and pullsouta "floshHght". She holdsitout (<>r 
tum. 

Hen,. 

HUSBANO 
Could you bring it tome? I think I've found the prob~n. 

The wire looks "100l\d and th,n t<r>tativcly bogins to get outo(the "<ar. 

WIFE 
I'm not sure l should bedoingthis. Thereare a lot o(wcirdoes out there. Agirl
can't be toocareful. 

Shewalksaroond to the m,ntQ(the' <ar and stands next to the Husband. 

Where should Ipoint this? 

HUSSANO 
(under hood) 

Ov<rmy shouldet 

5he mov<sdoser to rum and points the "flashHgllt" o,,er his shouldc,. 

WIFE 

HUS8ANI) 
(undc,•hood·) 

Perfect 

In a single movt. he Sprin&,' upand g,obs the Wire, kno<kinghcr to the ground 
and straddling her. Hedampsahand over her mouth, 

Don't saya word, bitch!. You think you're sosuperior. WeU, who'ssuperior now? 

11,eW~e looks up.U him. terrified. 

Ican do wNt Iwant withyou,slut... 

He rubs his hand across hcr cheek, coUccting the resid uccl her blush. 

Look at this!. Youwomm.disgustmc,doyouknow tlklt? YOUrcall lhesamc, 
yougrabhold olsome poor fad and don't let go until you'vesucked him dry. 
You take hismoney, hispride,hismanhood. Welt who's got who, know? Look 
at you, t:remblin~ likeatrapped animal. Youcan't fool me.sister. You're no 
ruum.11. No, you re a reptik, • cold·b!ooded suthering thing. What have you got 
tosayabout that,, huh? 
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(removes hi$hand from her mouth) 

WIFE 
What do you want? Don't hurt me, l'Ugiveyou whatever you want 

HUSSAND 
(sm;J;ng) 

Oh, you'll give me what I want.all niht. 6ut then.. you don't have a choice 
(pullin& nt her hair) 

WIFE 
Stop! That hurt<! 
She lashes out at him futilely. 

HUSSAND 
It hurts. does it? What about this? 
lie gr.abs her wn5t and squ~. 

WIFE 
YoUre brealong my ... 

HUSSANO 
(clamping his hand over her mouth. stiffing her scre.,.m,s) 

We can't have you soumingout liktlNt. It mistit o.ttract the _polkcand we 
wouldn't want that. Not yet 3")'WJy. Not until the Ro..'\ClsideStrangler finishes 
with you. 

The \We S1rugsl,.'S, ...,1 fear in hereyes. The H usb."'<l easily hods rer in hisgrip. 

0op$,. 1 shouldn't have tokl yov th.-l t. I\OW should l have? Now I c.,,n't let you go. 
YOUd gostrajght to the polx:e, " ,:,uldn't you. 

The IWesh.>kes herhe.ld. 

Don't lie. whore! 

He sl3 ps he-. 

Did you Uki, lh•t? 

TI""' an, "'"1S S1n""'"1g down lhe Wife's face. He gen~y wipes Ihm, away. 

1here now. Things aren't so bad. You'regoing to be (amous ... number 
fourteen .. . you picture all over the papers. 

The Wifo b\'mbll's, 

Oh, don't worry, they won' t see \ 'OU like this. No. only a select kw will see you as 
l l«tvc you. 1l,c p.-ipcrs woukfn1t dare show thal No, more likelya prom picture 
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ormaybeone from graduotion... 

He grabs her lclt hand and playswith the Woe's wedding band . 

. .. or mJytx'}®rwedding photo. Yet that would be nire. 
(dropping her hond) 

I know your type. dearie. Out here all alone, late at night. Bee., out on the to\YI\ 
have you? Running around on the old fool? Answer me, and don't try to scream 
or l'U jam your teetfidown your throat 

(remol.'lnghand from mouth) 
Go ahe•d. ldl me wrot youw: bee,l up to. 

W IFE 
Shopping. Iwasjustshoppi.ng. .. 

liesl.>ps her"°"'" the roo, and shecri<S O<Jt in prun. 
HUSBAND 

Don't lie bitch! Sllopping1 ln !hot short dress? 
Herips thehem. 
And that scent you'tt wearing? You expect me tobelie\•e you were only shop-
ping? 

W IFE 
(nods. grimacing in pain) 

Y cs ... just shoppins, 

J-IU$11AND 
Don't lie to me! 

He punches herin the stomach. knocking the air outofher. 

What's thilt? I can't w'ldel'Stlnd you. 

WLFE 
lt's ...it's the truth. 

HUSBAND 
(slapping h<!r) 

Liar! Iknow what you need. 

He pulls out a pieceofrope from his overalls. 

WLFE 

HUSBAND 
Oon't worry, it's pain)c-5s.. . almost. 
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He SINgSlcs with her. 

WIFE 
No...pleos<! 

HUS8AND 
Ycll all yoo want Noonecan hear>""· It' ll be eosier ifyou don't fight""'· 

He haswrapp<d tho ropearound hcr ncd<and pulls at it until sh< goeslimp 

(rclo...ing her) 
Now, that wasn'ttooood, W.1$.it? Shame you had toend upthi$waybutitwas 
your own faulL If yoild stayed i.n your9.f<l<'.C.. noneci this would havt happen('d. 
You' re like all the rest. neverS.'ltisfl('(I w"lth whaty()l..1\-e got,. always oo thefook for 
somcor,c morehand~. with a bit moremoney . .. 

(looldngdown •t her body) 
Set what it got you? Shou.ld have let't w-eU-enoughalone, Wdl.can't le.lvc you 
hett"at thct'dgc ct thrroad, now can we? 

Hograbs tho WMS>nTIS and~to pull herdo,-,, ldt when hcrsldrt bund>cs 
up, exposing her leg,. 

Mighty :,ttracti~ for a corpse. Too ood we're runn1ngshor1 on time-,deruic. 
Othcnvisc-, the tv.-o ofuscould hook up. 

(runstu, hMd downherlog) 
Nire, Very nkc. 

(lookingarow,d) 
Ifsomething were to hoppcn., who "''Oulij t1,e, wiser? 

(SW1S®<SSi"S her) 
You do fool nko. Coolingoff• lat, though. We'd have to make~•qukkic.
Wouldn't w.mt the p0lic:c tocatd\ us i.n thcact, n01,v would we? Bc.i bit hard to 
explain yourronditiOn, 

(ttmoving ashoe) 
Lovely feet. 

(Pulls down her pantyhose, throwv,gthem upolllg,>) 
Novcr did like stoclong,,. MOChcractofdl'«ption. 

Hobegin, kissinghe, foot. As hc do<s, tho Wifo ""'hesout and grabs the leg ola 
kitchend,ai, 

(kissing rugj,,r and rughcrupher leg) 
I think you and laregoing to ... 

With a S\.lddcn motion, th!:? Wi.'e pullson the chair and sitting up, slams it down on 
her .-1usb.1.nd'shro.d. He falls backward, hitting his head on thefloor a.s thechair 
spfinters. She jumpo up. 

WIFE 
I KNEW m How many times have I told you not to do thatwith them? 0oyou 
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ever learn. lienry? There are too many d~out there for you to indulge 
yoursclf with dlCSe women. Just think what you might beexposi.ng me to. It's 
i:nsvlting. havingsexual relations with a ... acorps,e. It dis~me. I can certainly 
understlnd howstrangling a beautiful young woman might be exciting but rm 
afraid I must insist onyourfidelity in the future 

(p.,use) 
You' ll beout forawhile tNt's<.'ertain. Just look at that chair., ,it's hopelessly 
shatt'-'"'<I. Thnfs thelhitd one this °""'th. 

(takes off the wig) 
Iwon't be needing this anymore. 

She C1"06SeS to the kitchen and tosses the ,vig in the trash can. Shecol.locts the 
ponl),ho<;eond '°""'them ;n as w,11. 

can·t leavethesetru.n&S lying around, nowcan we? 
(crossins to husoond) 

Somc<imos I lhlnl< you'reso smartru,d then y<>u godo somcthiJlgstupKI... 
(leans downand losses him) 

But I guess wecan't expect too much from the malcol thespcdcs oowcan we? 
Now, torugn~ you'll find• redhcod...yes, that's good ...• redhead. That ~,u 
throw the pouce oil )'OW' trail. And noSEX! Icould poison you, y<>u kno,v. It 
would really bequiteeasy. 
Shestandsand during the course ol thisspeech. sbipsdown to her undergar• 
m,nts, 

A littlearsenic in youreggs.. . .some lye in yourcoffee...yes. it woukl be veryea.sy 
to do...you ~<heck your bre.i.kt'ast..• and ~n RQ.ldsk_le5tr:an.der ~-ou.ld 
forever rcmrun• mystery...never to besolved ... juSt lilce the Rive,,;;deR.lp,st. On. 
you would h>velilcehim... ~,oroughly pn>icssio,,oJ. Now,howdid herue? Thnt's 
righ~ I n.-m<mber now. Someone injec,<d aS)'MS" Mlofair in to his bloods.,..m 
as heslept . ..thedoctorscalled it a heart .mcu.rysm... quite a sudden death ...but 
then he wasn'tM strongn man as you a.re, HCl'lt)•. But he w:.s a very sound 
sleeper. No, I don' t think you'U dw,o(an•~dear. It will tak, something 
much more inVffltive whenY.o/veoutUVOO. your usefulness.. Somethingtxotk. 
We need to makesure I doo t draw too much attention to myself. l wouldn't 
,,..,ant to have to change my name again. Orget pLtstk surgery. I do wish you 
were a bit more handsome...or made more at the factory. Alfinall, tio,..,•ever, l 
guess Idon't have too much to complain about 

She bends down and losses him again 

Swret dreams,dw. 
(shee,cits) 
(offstige) 

Yes-, number fourteen should definitely Ix! a redhead. 

The husbond ......comingru-ound, grabbing his heod, looking at the broken ch>ir. 
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HUS8ANO 
Whatdid... wheream... 

1lle Wife enters dressed as she was earlier. Sheaosses tohim. 

Another blackout? 
She helps him IO achair. 

HUS8ANO 
Yes... ! suppose Idid... odd, isn'tit? can't remembera thing. 

WIFE 
Poor dear. 

HUSBAND 
(looking at brol<,nchair) 

A.nothtrchair? 

WIFE 
rmafraid so. 

HUSBAND 
rm i,eg;Ming IO wonyabout theseepisode$. 

WIFE 
rmsure it"snothingserious. 

HUSBAND 
It's the oolence . ..l'm afraid I mjght hurtyou. lcoukln't- lhethouglltolth>L 

WIFE 
Icru, tol<ecareol m)'Sd(, Heruy, The kilehenchaJrs, - .. . 

HUSBAND 
Sony.dear, 

WIFE 
Nothing 10 be don,, Isuppose. 

HUSBAND 
1hird timethismonth. 

WIFE 
It's not as if weneed more than two. 

HUS8ANO 
We're notverysocial, are we? 

O,pheVJ/117 



Jeffery Scott Elwell 

WJFE 
Ifit w<ren't for Alice I doo't think rd talk to another soul. 

HUS8AND 
No, I gue,s not. l)o )'OU everwish you'd manied better, dear? 

WJFE 
No, darUng. Youre thepc,fcct man for me. 

HUSBAND 
What would l dowithoutyoo? 

WJFE 
Lct's not 6nd out. 

HUSBAND 
(kissing he'cheek) 

I' U !al<, this... 
(p;clongupthebn>k<nchair) 

... out to the workshop as Ifeave. 

WJFE 
Be carclul d.,..., 

Jwill. . . You11 ,,Wt up for me? 

Ofoour,;e, darling. 

HUS8AND 
I must beone ol the luck;,,, men aliv,. 

The husband swts toexit the kil<henwith the brokendwt. 

WJFE 
The hxkiest. 

HUS8AND 
(Ill doorway) 

Maybe we'll do somethingexciting thisweekend. Something to shake the dust 
lrom underou.rheels. 

WlFE 
Thatwould belovdy, He,uy. 

118/0rphwi 



Jeffery Scott Elwell 

HUSBAND 
Dono. Seeyou thls evcnlrtg 

(e,dts) 

Asthe Wife tu.msaway, the phonerin~ Shecros:sc5 and pic::k.s itup. 

WJ~'E 
Hello, A!.;e. Th;, morning? No nolhing spedal, just an ordinary morning ... 

The lights fade to block as she continues tall<ing 

THEEND 
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The C-Opy 

Is.11bel nipped the pages of her appointment book. The mauve nail on her 
index finger traced across the lines, Only eight days lclt to the weekend of 

visit with Chelsea. 
"'Hizuibcl" 
A voice whispered from behind her. She tu med to respond. No one was 

there. It must have been Chuck. 
Picking up a thin sheaf of papers, she walked across the room.. stopping 

to glanC'Cat Mt foce in the mirror' beside the door. A stray wisp of l'\'ddish• 
brown hair escaped from the strands pulled into a french braid closely plaited 
to the back of her head. She licked the tip of her fingertips and used them to 
smooth her hair neatly into place. 

•Walking two doors down the haJl, she «mtered the room with the 
presid~t's title on the wall, "O,uck. did you can me?" 

'''No, Bell. but I was thinking about you." He looked up at her and 
smiled. He wMtcd to tell he-r how lovely she looked, she always d~ so 
tastefu lly. "'Have you looked at these numbers from the donations? Almost a 
quarter of a million dollars! Just think what th.is money will do for the 
community."' He stood rather than stay seated while she was standing. As he 
moved closer to her, he found the light Oower scent she wore h,1oxkatil'\g-

"l know, the employees have given so much and . , ., .. she looked at the 
sp.ukJe in his eyes. He was staring at her'. She looked away. " .. . vohmle('l'ed 
so much free time to raise money l"or the children's cancer ward at the 
hospi1al." 

"We-JI, don't forget your efforts. I( it weren't for your organizing and 
hard work. this wouldn't be happening." His voice was soft, endearing, full 
of respect. 

" It was your idea, Chuck. I've had very little to do with it." 
"WW you tv.·o stop patting yourselves on the back? You sound like 

rcj«:ts from a mutual 00:mirat:ion society." O.umen joi,,ed them from the 
hallway, Shealway.s managed to appear whC1,cver the two of them were 
alone. 

"Carmen. have you seec, these numbers?" He sat back behind his desk. 
"Yes.Chuck. very impressive.'" Shesmi.led at him seductively. "Here are 

a few more purthase orders you need to sign before the groun,Mm.i·aking 
<X're1nonics in two weeks," Carmen said. S~h.'tnded Chuck the folder 
standing close enough her breasts touched his ann. 

Chuck unconsciously leaned away from her. Her spicy perfume tickled 
his nose and he hv'itd'ied in an effort not to sneeze. Cnl'mcn's pink, dose--
fitting dress and full head of long, tightly penned cutls wereattr3C'tive, but 
not beautiful and el('ga_nl the way lsabcl was. 
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"Oh, by the way. the serviceman just dc:livcred the new ropicr. He's 
hooking it up now." Carmen leaned in front of Chuck to gather her 
docoments. 

"Good, I need to make copies."' Isabel waved her papers in the air and 
walked through the door. 

Chuck's eyes followed her out and lingered on the empty doorway . 
..Hiz:Vlhcl" 
A quiet male voice caJlcd. She turned to look - no one. Shaking her 

head, she continued down the hall. Till! ~Kernan was just finishing his 
work. • 

.. I hope this isn't a diff,cult model to use?"' She spoke to the bade of his 
head. His black hair poked down his neck across his collar. His clothes 
smelled like a burnt cigar. 

'"No, it's not complicated at all."' His voice was deep, echoing through the 
small room. '"Let me show you." He grinned :at her. 

Isabel was stt\rtled. There was something sinister in the curl of his lips. 
His e,,·es were narrow dark slits, his complexion ruddy, hiiS face had deep 
acne scars. Short, black,. unruly hair framed his forch<'ad and a thi.n beard 
outlined his face. She turned away repulsed. 

Even without looking she could sense his grin. She could fee] him 
watching her, obviously waiting fOlf her to step forward. J.sabel shuddered. 
His leer made her nervous. She moved closer and stood next to him. far 
enough away the movementsol his arm wouldn't brush her. 

Nit's all so simple. Would you like me to copy those?" 
Nodding her head, she hnnded the papers to him. 
He i~rtl'd them Jn the .-iutomatk feeder and rested his hands on the 

comers of the copier. As p.1ge after page slid through the ml\C:hine, he seemed 
totally fosdnated by the rhythm.k Ricker of light from under the edges of the 
lid as though he drew energy from the flashes. He relc<'ISOO ad~b~th. 

"'There you go. I'll put my things together and check out with the 
receptionist. If you ever need anything,"' he re.1ehed into his pants pocket for 
a business card, .. don't hesitate to call." 

She took the card and held it by the comer,, studying it, avoiding his 
eyes. The card was a matte black with lettering in muning red, the same color 
as the wide tic he wore. Milek S.1tio S.1lcs.aod Sender Toe Cow Wmk:s 

'"Should I walk you to the lobby?"' she asked. 
"'No, I have one more adjustment to make. 1'11 find my way." 

It was a few days before Isabel needed the copier. She'd been out of the 
office Friday and then the weekend. She ,vanted to avoid the small room. but 
that wasn't practical. Hcsita1,t, she lifted the copier lid ru-w;J started to pl~re the 
first sheet face down. She g:asped. There was a reflection staring at her from 
the glass. 'The bla-ck background undemealh gave the clear plate a smoky 
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shadowyc-ast. The image was ghostly. Quicklysheslammed the lid. 
"'OeMer. The glass needscleaner. Must have been an illusion from the 

toner n'.':Sidue." Shejerked open thecabinet and grabbed a spray bottle of 
Windex then ripped papet to"'1!1s off the roll. cautiously she lilted the lid, 
then vigorously rubbed and polished the glass. 

"AU dean."' Setting the bottJe aside, she breathed deeply, the scent of 
Windex filled her nostrils. She tossed the paper in the large trash can nearby. 

She picked up her paprrs and started to place one face down, 
Spontaneously the hidoous image jumped into vi<'w wobbling slightly. The 
shiny glass gave the aberration an iridescent luster. It was a male foce with 
leering eyes and unruly black hair. A small horn curled up at each comer of 
his forehead. Framing his upper lip, a pencil mustache grew down to his 
di.in, meeting the thin beard outlining the triangular-shaped lower half of his 
face. 

"Hizc:'.rlbel .. 
"Aaagh!" She jumped back. The image disappeared. lsabtl beg.an to 

tremble. Her shouldm heaved and her breath came in short gasps. "Too 
much stress.. That's all. Too much stress. All the prq>arations, all the 
organizing, all the overtime and worry 3bout coordinating, Collin and 
Oelsc.i, too much stress!" She felt the room muttering to hersell. 

NYou okay?" Ctrmcn a.,kcd p.'5Sing her in the ha.II. 
"'Y~whyr' 

NYou look pale." Cam'lffl's large, green eyes evaluated ht.-r. 
..We can't all have your natural tan,N Isabel said. 
Carmen laughed and started to walk into the copier room. 
NCatmen, have you noticed a,,ything odd about the copier?" 
..J..ikc what? Did you $ee a ghost in it or something? 
..Haveyou?N 
#No, but l saw Robert Redford.N cai-men's eyebrows bobbed up and 

down. "What d.id you sec?• 
,.Nothing, I just don't like the machine." 
.. So, complain to the receptionist and get the serviceman back.N 
"'Mavbe I will." Isabel turned back toward heroffice. She settled into her 

desk and tried to<OOC'\'nlrilteon work, chiding herself for being silly. It was 
sometime before she was interrupted by the intercom and a pholle call. 

Isabel's face puckered into a frown as she listened to the voice on the 
otherend of the line. 

"'Collin, pl~.O,efsea and l have planned this weekend for months. 
You can take her to the amusement park anytime." She knew it was no use 
arguing, He would do as he pleased. 

"'My p.u-ents got tickets for Ibis weekend They didn't know you were 
coming. I can't disappoint them."' 

'"What about disappointing Chelsea and mer 
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"You think she isn't going to prefer an amusement park l0);9JU visit?" 
"Maybe I could join you?" 
"Are you kidding? Do you think I want anyone toseemewith you? My 

p;,rents would have a car'diac iJ you sudd('1'11y showed upat a fom.ilyo~1ting. 
It's OOd enough you're coming for a visit What's one more weekend?" 

"You promise the following weekend?" She hated to whine. His 
promises meant nothing, but for Chelsea's sake she had to try. 

" Is.aid next weekt'fld, didn't I? JU$t remember, I'm not leaving you alone 
with her (or a s«'Qnd. I don't w3nt you influcn.cing her with any o( your 
trashy idcM. And yov'll stny at a hotel. I don't want you around <'!ny mott 
than absolutely ~ry. I gotta go. C~lsea needs me." 

"Tell Chelsea I ... " 
Collin disconnected. 
" ...I love he1-."' A fe:w tearscsc.aped bcforesheclencficd herjaw,tight 

enough to regain control. Pullinghermirroroutof her purse she held it up to 
check for makeup smears .lnd noticed strands of hair were slipping ftOm her 
braid, With moi.sh.•,,«t finS('rtips she tittemptcd to smooth the curls straight 
into pla,cc. 

It had been a long. hard day. Isabel was glad to get home to her modest 
apartment decorated sparsely with tasteful, used (umiture. l...iving alone, she 
had plenty ol time to search the da."'Si(icds and $CCOndhand stores (or 
inexpensive finds. It was nothing like the lavish house she had shared with 
Collin and Chelsea. Those days were gone. That didn't matter. IfonJy she 
had Chelsea with her . . . 

Her job paid enough to support the two olthem but now she saved every 
pc-nny, Isabel sighed, There probably wasn't enough money in the world to 
buy an attorney powerful enough to beat Co!Jin. 

She dipped her fin~r in the chocolate batter she was preparing and 
sucked it off her finger before placing the pan in the oven.. Soon the aroma of 
bro\Vnies baking filled the air. She would rrtt7.e them to take to OielsC'.t. 

The phone NU'l.g. Chelsea's disappoi,H«t v~wanted to know why her 
mother w."lsn't coming for the wC<'kend as proiniS('(!.. 

" I know Sweethearl, Mommy misses you, too:" 
" 6ut why can't you go, Mommyr· 
"I don't think daddy wants me to. l'hat'sokay. There will be lots of 

times for us to do things together." 
''I'll bet Eli1,.abeth goes. Idon't Ukeher. O.iddy never pays any attention 

to me wh(-n she's around. You could go and hide and I could sneak away so 
we could be together." 

Isabel bit her lip. "You bea good girl for Mommy. I want you to have 
lots of (un, Did you get the letter I sent you? 

"Daddy is calling me." 
"You better hang up if Daddy says. I'll talk to you soon. I love you, 

Sweetheart." 
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'"l k,veyou, Mommy. I miss you. Bye-bye." 
'"Somehow I'll find a way to be with you again." Isabel closed her eyes 

artd SJ10ke ln10 the deod line. 
How much money would it take to hide the-m from Collin? He had all 

the marbles and played the game his way. $heshould have never married a 
self-indulgent, rich boy. No, that wasn't true, without him there wouldn't be 
Chelsea. She wasv.-orth the torm.cnt. 

Her chest .-.chcd ttmembering the custody hearing, watching as people 
she thought were friends lied under oath about alleged aUail"$ and neglect ol 
Chelsea. She could still see the light shining on the judge's bald head, glaring 
off his glasses,. She could hear his high-pitched voice reverberating in her 
m.ind, dedaring he-ran unfit mother. 

Aftcrward,shc found it impossible to remain in thl- small town and make 
a living, She moved to the city to find work where she could hide in a sea o( 
unfamiliar faces. Taking nothing but a chic wardrobe, fifteen hundred dollars 
of her own money, and her college education., she tried to start over. 

She went to the bathroom to wash the tears from her cheeks.. Thick wisps 
of hair around her face had escaped from the braided ropes. She unfastened 
the bow at the end and with her fingertips combed out the wavy locks. 'Ole 

of burnt brownies permeated the apartment. 

Chuck looked up at lsabel as she passed by his office. A whiff o( strong 
mus.k flo.:ittd h,to the room. He noticed a change in her appearanc-e. Her 
dothcs were louder, bright yellows and omnges, tig,hte:r. Instead of swept up, 
her hair fell in curls around her shoulders. 

lsabel only had a few copies to make She had begun to dread going into 
the room and lately had requested the receptionist make copies for her. But 
Sally was at lunch and not having the duplkates was holding up progress. 
She was being foolish. 

"Hiwbf:I" 
She pretended not to hear the voice as she walked down the NII. The 

pages were charts and graphs of unusual sius, she would have to do them 
manually. Ignoring the face that leered up at her from the glass. she quickly 
covered it with the first sheet 

"Bell." 
Isabel jumptd. 
-rm sorry." Chuc-k reached out and plactd his hand on her elbow to 

steady her. He stood within inches of her. her perfume overpowered tum. "I 
didn't me.an to startle you.N 

"Oh, Chuck. I was just deep in thought.., 
., Arc you sure you' re oka yr 
"What do you mean? Ofcouise 1 am." 
"Bell, look, l don' t mean to pry. but itseems th.at something is bothering 

you." 
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"Oh. there you nvo are." Carmen interrupted breathlessly. ''Have you 
seen these latest reports on community donations? We're up to half-a-million 
dollars." Carmtm shoved a hilndful ol p.1pers under Chuck's nose. 

Chuck turned toward 1\-tr S(()wlin.g, N<:armen, could you put those on my 
desk? I'll talk to you about tht'.-m in a bit."' 

Carmen looked from Oiuck to Isabel and back. "Okay. Sure. I thought 
you would be .lnxiou.s to see them." Otjected, she backed outol the room 
and turned down the hall in the direction ol Chuck's office. 

Chuck stared out the door until he was sure she was out o(hearirig then 
tumcd b..,ck to Isabel who Nd retumOO to copying. 

"'~U. I certainty don't want to overstep, not M your lxl$s, but as someone-
who would like to know you better, if you would ever like to talk, I'm a pretty 
good listener and l'vegot broad shoulders." He fif'ted hisshou!d<'Tsupand 
down smiling at her. 

She looked upat him, Hi.seyes weresoblue,so full o(concem, his 
fc,uurcs finely d'tiseled. The essence of his light, masculine altersh.wc was 
c.1l rning. She quickly looked away again. 

"Pcl'hapswc <ould go out fol'acupol coffN?ol'dinncl'," He was 
.speaking to her back. 

"Chuck." she avoided his ey('S. "Chuck, I havt' some person.1.I things to 
work out. l appreciate your wanting to help, but there'$ really nothing you 
can do.'' 

"Bell, jU$l remember;· he put hi$ hand on her shoulder, "l can be a trusted 
friend if you ever need one." WhJtevershe w;1s runni,,g from, he would have 
to wail until she stopped tOC-.)t<h her. 

The speaker on the inte~m c.)litd out his name. Chuck left to answer 
the receptionist's ~,g<-. 

Isabel began to tremble. She tri~ to pickup her copies from the tray but 
her hand was shaking so hard she knocked them to the floor. Gasping.. she 
jumped back. A photocopy of the relentless im,1ge in theglffl gl.lred up at 
her from one of the sheets she had dropped. She g-r,1bbed the paper by comer 
as if it were hot to the tou<h and j.:1bbed the end into the paper shredder. I\$ 
the .;iutonw.tic fttd slkcd the sheet into strips. a hoffi"ndous squeal scrc«hcd 
into t~ air. She covered her head with both JXllms but tht'sound ptcm'.'d into 
her cars. 

Isabel excitedly packed a few things in her suitcase. She was anxious. It 
was only one day before the grouodbfc3ki11g<X'l\."ll'!0ny and then she ,vould 
(('ave to be with ChelSll.".a. 1he phone ringing unner"'cd her. Something told 
her it would be Collin. 

"'Colliil, you promised this weekend. Chelsea is counting on it. Why are 
doing thi.sr 

"'Look, t-ramp.1 don't owe you any explanations."' 
Isabel ignored the stabbing pain his words caused. NOclse~ loves me, it 

doesn't doany good to keep us apart." 
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"Maybe she won't (eel that way when she knows the tr\lth about you and 
why~doesn't live here anymore," 

•What do you mtan? She knows I want to be with her. What are you 
telling herCollin? 

"Nothing she didn't hear in idle gossip." 
She could hear him chudc.le. 
"You'll be sorry. lswear you'll besorry!. Don't hang upon me... 

Collin!" 
Slamming the receiver onto the base in her hand. She threw the princess 

phone across the room jerking theoord out of its sock.et. She fell to her knee$ 
on the Aoor, and laid her he-11d on the rose corduroy cushioo in lh<' seat of the 
wooden l'OCkil'IS, chair. Clutching the bars in the OOck oi the cha.ir she cried 

guttural sobs. How long before Chelsea believed his vile lies about her? 

It wasmoming, the day of the ceremony. Chuc-k had a few details he was 
anxious to go over with Isabel. As he walked into her office,. he could,n help 
a look or astonis~nt as heappraioc-d her. His nose crinktOO from thc- wave 
o( incense that washed over him. Her eyes were heavily o utlined in black and 
dark brush strokes of green and gray changed her a!moc1d-shaped eyes to 
looking more feline. Her auburn hair seemed redder, wilder, fuller, framing 
her face in a mane. Two wisps ofcurled b.1ngsstuc.k up from each side of her 
forehe;;,d. Her king nails were mt'lni(Vred flaming red, and on her ears were 
large, red metal inte-ttwincd triangles th.l.t dongkd to just above her 
shoulders. She wore a black, skin-tight, turtlc--t'K'Ck dress with long. fitted 
sleeves. Below the short hemline a pair of black-stockinged legs stood in 
crimson red high heels . 

..Good moming, Bell. You look different today." 
.. Oo I? I feel different." She winked at him . 
.. When you have a moment. I have some last minute things to disco$$ 

with you," 
,;All right.just let mt"finish what l'mdoi,,g." Sheptill<"d a mirror and a 

tube of lipstick out of her purse and c,uc(ully applied the thick, vcmi.ilion 
color to her lips. 

"WelL if you'll excuse me, I'd better look over my spe«h for the 
<X'TCmony." Chuck tumed to Jeave but looked back. His lips moved to My 
something. but the words wouldn't come. "fll see you later." He shook his 
he.xi and left the room, 

"Yes, later," she answered distracted. 

It was much later' when he got his mind off Bell and onto hjs speech. 
Wh.1tever wa., bothering her was getting worse. P.'ldng the floor, hedecided 
to i0$ist she go to dinner with him to talk. He would tell her it was a 
cclebr.llion for their hard work on the children's center. He would have to try 
to find a moment alone when Qrmcn wasn't around or she would e.xpcct to 
join them. 
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.. Chuck,. it's all gone!"" Carmen burst into his office in an ~cited state. 
"What's an gone?# 
.. The money for the children's center! l just checked .,..'1th the bank to 

arr.mgeto transfer funds and the money is CONE."' 
.. Calm down. There must be some mist.1ke. Maybe Bell .dready made 

the tr.i1'\Sf<'T." 
.. There's no mistake!" Theaccount is cleaned out." 
"'f-lowcould that be?"' Chuck pushed the intercom for Bell's office. "Bell, 

could you step in here?" 
ihere was no response. 
"Sell?"' He got up and stepped toward the hall. 
"She's gone." 
"What are you Miking about!?" Chuckswung to face Carmen. 
" I went to her first. Ooyou think I wanted to tell you this alone? Her 

name is 01\ the withdroh,•al slip for th.t money. Nobody in the building has 
seen her for hours. Chuck,. she took the money and she's goner 

" I just spoke with her a short time ago:" He abruptly sat back in his chair. 
I lis las-t image of Sell bla7.ed across his mind. 

A fla5h o( electrical light suddenly illuminated the ha.II and lit Chuck's 
omce. A loud si1..zling explosion foUowed. 

.. What the hell was that?" Chuck jumped out of his chair and r.m toward 
the noise. Puffsor thi,ck, bll)Ck.smoke clouded out or the copier room and 
quickly dissipated in the hall. A strong stench ol burning elC<triml wires and 
.s<:orched p.ipcr Cl'l\3nl\ted from inside . 

.. Oh, my gosh!"' Onnen stared at theoopier, a blockcncd shell. Class 
sh.ird$ glittered throughout the room. 

A piece of paper had ej«tcd from the copieras the explosion occurred 
and now floated through the smoke slowly, down to the bottom cl the trash 
bin. In the background or the lost page was the famili.ar male face that had 
plagued Isabel for days. In the front, slightly to the rig.ht wasa fem.))e image 
with gray sl,adowcd feline eyes .i,x! loog, unruly hair cnc+rtling her fa« like 
a lion's m.lnewith two tiny homsc\niingupate3Choomerolhcr fort'head. 
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The Riae 

Night was little mon2 than an hour away when she finally le.ft the 
offlre. Pushing open the he.-ivy glass doors she gratefully bl'('athcd 
decp.~1isfyi1,g breaths of fresh s-pringair, real air, after being 

confined to windowless cla$srooms and office all day. It was a beautiful 
ewning - slightly cool with the promise of warmer weather soon to come. 
Walking to herC.\r with arms filled,, high heels clicking on the pavement, she 
delighted in the freedom o( being outdoors. 

There was a flash ofanticipation a.-. she unlocked the car door and slid in 
~hind the steering wheel, She st.'tcked her books, bags, containers and 
a$SOrted belongings on the passenger seat next to her, feel ing light and 
unburdened. Wiggling d01,'ln into the indentations that she had made from 
countless hours in the driver'$ seat, she fastened the scat belt, started the 
engine o\nd t,q;.,n the ride. 

There had been times in the past when she would inadvertenlly mention 
the distance ofhercommute. She usually was greeted with shocked and 
sympathctk looks flickering across people's fa«s, lr)C'J'(!(h.1lous, they would 
want to know how she could do it. How could she stand driving three hours 
a day? At first she used to make up excuses. She used to explain almost 
apologetically that she listened to books on tape. TN:1 was true. She d id go 
through many book.son tape, particularly during dark, late nights when she 
wasn't sure whether she would beable to keep her eyes open for theduration 
of the trip. But there was much more to the ride than that. There was an 
excitement, a sense o(adventure, an essential freedom in thechange of time, 
place and reality that driving long dista.nccs seems to create. There was the 
experience. 

Driving along Sto<:kdale Highway she felt impatient. Trafftc lights 
flashed on and off- stop,,l"Cd•dutch in•downshift<lutch out-clutch in-grtt'n 
light--shift-start. She hated the stop and goo( thecity and oouldn't wail until 
that moment when she turned onto Highway 58. It was then she felt she was 
on h<'I' wJ.y. Sometimes she would stop at the CITCO gas station on the last 
comer before the freeway and get ice cream and gas. Junk food, espe<'i.lHy 
things with a crunch, del-initely improved the trip when she was tired. Out 
tonight it was not latcands~had gas. She would keep on going until she 
wM home - no stops. 

Making the tum on 58 she gasped with delight at the vista that lay ahead. 
Huge cumulus nimbus clouds in shades of grey that ranged from charcoal to 
pearl loctd with swirls ofwhite and streaks of gold were l'-'lycted on a pale 
blue sky. In the distance the Tehachapis stretched up from the flat (am, land 
like majesticcmtcnnials- their sides smoky grey patched with pale, sunlit 
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yellow and green JXltlems. Soon she would be climbing up and over those 
impressive mountains to the desert on th<: other side and he-r home. 

She drove by the deep glossy, green rows of orange trees and smelled the 
he.wy s«nt oforange bl05.50ms. It saturated the air with a heady perfume 
that made her think of tlw lush tropical nights shr had spent in Florid.i at her 
pan'.'nts' home. She would 1.\lways remembcl" that lhkk smell perrnt\tting her 
senses as she drove along the sliver moon-soaked road next to the warm, silky 
black of the ocean. Her pan.."111$ were gone now. f-1oridri, a mem,ory, :i dream, 
an o«.isio1'U'II yc;>n\i11g laced with the sense o/ 105$ (or times past and the scent 
ol orange blo.~rns. 

W<'t.'dp.11ch-Edison • no more g.assuitions now. The ro.1d,, tlot .tnd 
sn-,,ight stretched out in fn:mt of her. The clouds were so low here that they 
were almost scraping th<- n~vly plowed (ie:ldson either side. ""They must 
have done the plowing today," she thought, not remembering the panemson 
the way in. The soil to be planted was swirled in a geometric design o( 
concentric rings bordered by ta.I.I trees and a sc.lSOnal rivcr that eut through 
the brown earth and fanned out increases and layers. A huge sprinkler made 
of metal pipes and hoops sat by the road looking like a sculpture perfectly 
pktc-cd by some ex~rimental artist. 

In the distance she $ilW the sign posted above the road (lashing the 
or.angt--dotted message that it had been warning for almost a year, Detour 
Ahc;,d One Mile. Pulling into the lct't lane she mancuvt'red the car lhrough 
the narrow, curved passage bordered by white barriers that protected what 
wovld someday bca bridge again. This evening it didn't bothl"rhcrto 
navigate the tight space. It did bot Iler her on black. stonny nights when the 
lights ofher car glistened in surreal patterns on the rain-slick ro.id and 
reOcctcd off the b.1rricrs giving her the feeling of being out of oontrol as if she 
would suddenly careen from one side to thcolher. She (elt a tight, panic-
lactd. excitement, an adrenaline rush on those dark, wild nights and many 
times had found herself holding het'breath until she w.lS on the other side 
s.,fely climbing the first hill. 

To1tigh1, in the waning light, the foothill.s were a green vclvN that looked 
like the fabric that would grace a 19"'century gentleman's fnx:kcoat She 
wished she could get out of the carand roll down one of the smooth hills that 
were not smooth at all., knowi,,g that the wish wn.s M impossible as the deed. 
They looked so inviting though, bathed in sun and sh-'dow, dotted with 
brown and white cows and moundsol tan boulders. She loved this part ol 
the journey - you could sec fore-.•cr. Down the ttlOl.intainsid<", for, hlr in to the 
hazy valley on the right she could see Arvin and far beyond an endless stretch 
ofgreen. In her rear view mirror she caught a glimpse of the gUttering lights 
in an already darkened tbkcrsfteld competing with the 1\,-'CI-Or.-ingeglow of 
the setting StJn. 
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·mecare-limbed over the first NII and rea<hed the platc;)u and the 
continued up, steeper now. 'The big rigs began to slow down to a crawl 
following e3Ch other like prehistoric giants heading toward a water hole as 
they gro.·uled up the movntni,, in a determined line. She p.1ssed them tasily 
and occelerated to get in front of the pack and soon left them far behind. 

It wa.-. gel ting dark. The mountains blanketed by clouds were darker 
than down in the \•.'I.IICV, Miniature houses dotted their sides and the train 
tracks wound in and 0~1 ol lhe tunnc-1s like c..1.rthworms burTOwing in the- dirt. 
The scene she saw reminded hero( her father's Lionel train set that he l~d 
whe,n both he and she were young, The house she grew up in was small and 
there was no place to set up a ~-nuant'"nt train display so her father would set 
it upat Christmas around the base of the O llistnms tree. He had a little milk 
c.-.r the lot1.ded milk cans from a pfotform, a cattle car, a s-tation with a tiny 
light and a wonderful red caboos(', Houses with lights in their windows 
would shine as the trJin chugged around the tree. The et1gine ma.de a hoot, 
Hooooot! And when her father put a pellet in the smoke .stack a thin stream of 
white smoke would oomeout. living diorama of the TehachaP1s brought 
back to her a poign,mt. bitter-sweet memory o( times past, m~gic, and a 
child's world of make-believe. 

She had almost reached the thrtt Tehachapi exits. Cold air blew in 
through her window and theclouds were thick with s!oom. Exit one, exit 
two, exit thrtt - soonshe would~ on her way down the other side of the 
mount.-iins, The windmills stood white and erect waving a spinning b'Tttting 
with their speeding propell<.'fS. Yes, it was windy and co!d in the Tch.l<:ht1p~ 
this evening.. No stops tonight Then, the mounts suddenly opened up and in 
front of her was the dese-rt vista .. bright with golds and ornngcs, ooppcrs and 
tans, dusty greens ol the J06hua h'ec$ and sage brush dottil\g the l.:inds,c-ape, 
hazy, snow<.ipped moontains in the far distnn«!. She made a quick tum off 
58and was almost home. The light was m,vv<"lous to11isht - vivid cartoon 
reds, greens, )>el!ows o( the road signs stood out like dazzling beacons as she 
p.uscd. Evcr)1lhing shimmered in the.setting sun's- light. There is a quality to 
the desert air lhat makes is dance and t'tel alive. In oomparison to the 
Tehachapis the temperature wa.sso!t and warm, the sun still buttery golden. 
And then like a grand finale toa great play, suddenly, over the edge of the 
mountai,,s to the cast slid a huge, sparkling gold sphere - breath1.i.king in its 
enormity, surreal in its absolute power as it bec.;,mc more and more visible. 
Like a slow motion movie, the moon rose - in command o( all who saw its 
mar,.'$ty. 

The rnountainsbec-amedarkera.nd th<" moon wasalmosta«>mplctcdrdc 
in the minutes that it took her to get home. $he didn't want to stop - the 
show was still on - but she tu med into the drive·way, clicked open the garage 
door, and was home. The ride was over- at least for tonight. 
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Plum Wine 

Late Saturday .,ftcmoon and l have nothing to do. I howeoomplcted the 
laundry and grocery shopping aftttstr.iightcning up the house. Idon't 
need to be back at work until 8:<Kla.m. on Monday - I have a little time 

on my hands. 
When I dose my eyes and let my mind wander and noat, I see you in 

your kitchen prep.'1ring dinner. Your kitchen isso like you, purpcmful, 
expedient, and dean, rcc:tntly painted COTI).1 walls are a perfect b.xkdrop 
for the Japanese food you arc prtJXl.ri.ng. l remcmbl'r how proud you were of 
your son David when he painted the kitchen for you. You takesue:h pride in 
your child rel'\, cooking Md home. You arc d('atly an evolved ma.le - a man 
who is not afraid to be himself, 

A$ I pour the plum wine, you continue to gather all the ingredients for a 
great meal. We chatter away about this and that: 1he movie I saw and the 
pressures from my kids or yours, no dog:s~ phones, or (rie1lds;: ju$t you and 
me. If~l good watching you take control in the kitchen. Your strong hands 
pccl .uid sliC'C the C3'1"r'OtS, wash al'ld dice the zucchini, and de-string the celery. 
Are you usually thJs dedkated to produceor are you trying to aw.-ikcn my 
sensual being? Eac.h long hard bit or produ<e is wa.ihcd with loving pulSi'l,tin.g 
strokts and re3Cts to each cutting thrust or your knifo. Are you attempting to 
drive me wild? If so, it's working. 

As I move closer to you to refill your glass with plum wine, I want to 
touch you; just barely rub my hands down your back as you dice and slice. 
Rub your shoulders and release the tension. You never miss a beat You 
don't stop the dicing and slicing. I put my hands in your front pant pockets, 
stroking, you gently - you don' t s:top slicing and dicing. You are dearly 
intent upon ('C)Ok;jng, or perhaps you like theC'Nse, it's too early to even call it 
foreplay. I retreat to m.y chair as you serve the elegant meal. The prescnt3tion 
ol tht- m~l. On white pom!kti,, plates with a blue spiral stripe, is cxcclk-'1'1 
and only outdone by the aroma and Ravor ot the feast. 

After the meal is consumed and we have teased our visual senses while 
feeding each other orange slices as dessert, we retire to the living room where 
large red pillows beckon us to recline. l relax with a pillow beneath my head 
as you lay upon your.slon'l.-ich with a pillow supporting your a mis and chest. 
The fire in the (ireploce set1ds light to cast spidery shadows on the walls. We 
arc at peace; full orstomach and restful of spirit. We r«Jine together and the 
only intcmti1,g ling ol touch is your hand upon my stom<'ICh, Ian sec the 
w~l.s tuming as your eyes takeon a special sparkle. NSakir you suggest. 
I've never tasted Sitki and the offer is eagerly accepted. The liquid is served 
warm and has a heating sensation to my entire body. You continue to speak 
in rounded tones of the color o( my eyes and the fire light gleaming on my 
hair. After another glass of saki yoo position yourself to le.is$ me, gently at 
first, but clearly with trepidotion. I., as usuaJ, melt at your touch. Your mouth 

Orphe:\,,113) 

https://prtJXl.ri.ng


Susan Pasquale 

is sweet from the meal and the oranges. Each thrust of your tongue within 
my mouth make$ me warmer and more resolved to have exactly what I want 
- you. 

I have finally come to a«ept your terms of sum.?1'1dcr: Absolute freedom. 
I know this g-ives me the power to let you go knowing you will come back 
and give me tcl\fold of what I want - you! 

You lead me by the hand to the Japanese bath; the large tiled tub is deep 
and inviting. As you fill the tub with hot water, I pin up my hair. You him to 
me and kiss me while removing my clothes. I reciprocJte in kind. Each 
g.:umcnt is removed with a fluid movement. Never t;'l;king our eyes from each 
other, never hnving both hands free, we touch, stroke, caress, and fond le each 
other. You hold me ngainst you with your anns surrounding me, pulling me 
closer to you until we arc almost one. Your tongue never leaves my body -
from neck to nipple to navel - you have sedl.Kro me to my fullest desire, 

The Japanese bath ritual is $leeped in tradition. The ritual of bathing is a 
lu.xury and can be an extremely pleasurable event The walls of the bathroom 
are li.ned with shelves which contain oils, soaps, and spol'\gcs; all the: adult 
toys Myo,,c could desire. We wet the sponges and father them fiet<:e-ly. 
i\pplying tho lather laden s.pongtS to each other,caressing. fondling. rubbing, 
stroking.~ wash each other. We gracefully massc'lge tired back muse-Jes, 
tense shoulders, and ne,c:k. Each movement is strong and reassuring. Each 
movement is caring and loving. 1he hot water is carefully poured rinsing the 
lather away. Standing apart only long enough to ente.r the bath, we reunite 
with my back against your chest and me beh.,eenyour lep. You lean back 
and support yourself ag.,inst the wall and I lean against you while you anoint 
oil to my neck and chest. With each long Ouid stroke, you flow from my neck 
to my nipples- and then down to my fur. With both of your hands on me, I 
rub your thighs with oil, From your intense stroking and the sound of your 
moans, I tum to f.K"e you. With eyes locked. we each m~ssage lhe other with 
firm, dclibefo1te motions. The oil lubrkiltes you so welt The heat from the 
tub, the plum wine, the S3ki.,and your touch make me dizzy with des-ire. I 
onJy want mo~of you. You deep inside me, you having me, you moaning 
with ecstasy, and you plNsing me beyond my wildest dreams. I smooth oil 
on you. I want and I shall not be denied. I don't want to be frustrated 
because you are too big. I hope the oil on our bodies will allow us to join a.$ 
one. lstraddleyourhipswith a knee on each side and mount yO\I. With each 
ol us sittins, you slide deep inside me. My breasts agai1'1SI your chest and my 
mouth surrounding your tongue, we fulfill our wishes, wants, needs and 
desires.. We find the long t'waitcd musk to the tango we havt! been !caming. 
Each thrust brings us cl()S("r togcthtt, closer to the pleasure of each other and 
ourselves. Ooser to being one. The explosion for you is strong and sure 
while l conlinue to enjoy you again and again. Your body supplies me with 
all I need. Our relationship continues to grow as we give to e:ich other wit, 
charm, and soul, even if it's only in my t¾-ad, on a Saturday afternoon.. when I 
have some time on my hands. 
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Jack Moon Gallon 

Hello, Is Anyone There? 

Pat an.d l were friends, We shared so much ti~ in the boughsorgrowing up. 
We live now in the time we c:rcated, Unfortunately, the time we have treat<'d 
is apart from oneanother. Because you cannot rcnwmber days pr«iously as 
they happen, they $tern a dist.ant past recalled to a present now dimly 
recollected; they have become what I remembt'T...have seen, have folt. .. and 
they are apart. Good, bad, or indiffen"lit days. they were just become the past. 
And when Iattempt to recall them, they stubbom.ly refuse to declare their 
t:T\le worth and take on a life of theirown., as they are pulled through tim~ 
premises of light and fee-l i,,g sense. Th.eend result is Pat and Ja.re no longer 
together. 

Feeling sense. The day was non•d~pt. Just another day in the valley 
ofJooquin. Wann? Don't remen,bcr! Cold? No. Just another da)' in life, 
until the blast or tht'lt gun. t.o.,d. Loud. Into my life and into my body that 
proj«:tile pcnctri'lted. It spent through my body like a non-d('S(ript projectile 
on a mission todes.troy. That bullet was like my lifo. Idid not know that 
then. Iknow that now. 

In my case, pass they did, the days, and particularly fast, like that bullet. 
That l say only because it feels so. l a.m, at SO, still trying to figureout what I 
really want to do when I grow up. And Pat is in his life somewhere. 

I have matured. Today, Icould chose to say. "Serious about doing 
something in your life, with your life? Just do it. I havedone so many things 
with mine. l just can't get them into perspective because they are so diverse. 
My father says Ishould teach. My inner soul says Ishould be a musicfon. My 
pocketbook says IshooId grow pot for a living. 

Too quiclc and in retrospect ... the(Ulrnin3tiveefftct ol living has not 
been too unpJcas.M'II, Just the death part. If Ihad it all to do over :igain, I 
would do it again. If I would do it diffol'CfUly, Iwould miss somtol the most 
blissful tim('S., 

The things Ihavedone in my life have, over.lit been done with purpose. 
Unfortunately, rmny of the d<'Cisions made with purpose were left+h3ndcd, 
m«mc:clved, mishandled and somt.>times just plain blown. Like the year, 
actually the second yearol my graduate school education. I wrote editorials 
critk:i.:dng the administration, theSchool olSocio:ogy, for misuse of M:Jdemic 
power. I really expected them to accept lhecriticism with a senseol tt\lth, the 
truth with which all .1C",1demics work. But with 3c:rept3nceand intcll«t, they 
bfac-kl>alled me. Mistake? M;iybc. My gr.idu:ite progr<'lm wasder.-.iled, Y("S, 
but Iwrote wha1 I felt needed to besaid. It wasaU, after all, the truth as Isaw 
it and it needed to be said. I s:,Jd it 

My lifetime has beet, a time of ch.1.n:gc. I took my life in my hands like I 
knew what I wa., doi 1g.. Unfortun:itely, mos.t of the tim,,-, Ih:,d no idea what I 
was dealing with. And I wasonly hoping lo find value...actually a great 
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vAlue. .. some meaning in li(e ... to leave a message I could be proud of. To 
realize what a fortune is was a great thovght; to know real love was and is a 
continuing pursuit. Unfortunately, what I have found, after these SO. 
something years, is that life only slows as you grow old, giving you time to 
reflect . .. so much time to lose ... and so little time to realize what it is to live. 
And the greed ol humans is appalling. 'fheir ability to use one ~ulQ-ther like 
roats to provide shelter from the r.iin, then discard them after wc;:iring is done 
is justdisg:usting. 

Human greed witl\St.:mding, the proccsso(livingisad.aily process so 
slow that you art lulled into oompl.iccncy, like your lips curled around the 
rim ofa tup fill<'d with hot coifce. After awhile you begin to live with the 
sensation, to expect the sensation. to know your morning ca.nnot be the same 
without it. The expectation isso great; the reality of it is what you want. Life 
becomes so famili.u that the real heat ol living is lost. The perversion of the 
human spirit, the greed.. the killing ... You get lost in the little dicks of time. 
··uoncy, we have 24-houl" notice. 1ney arc going to tum off OU.I" cab?e TV.'' 

Agnin i.ssudta magnifK:tnt mcc:hanism. Oon'tgct me wrong. Life 
toughens you (or the constant battering. While life pursues its course., your 
body, windngand writhing in the pain ol it's process, dulls the negative, the 
hurt. The sights before you unfold with some jaundiCOO eye. You see but you 
disregard the throat cutters, the heart breakers and the thefts. 

Unfortunately, the present soon becomes past th.at has no relation to the 
present, and, forgonen once, becomes only a vague memory, not real, but 
suspected of h.wing been real...was real...not, maybe. I don't know if th.lt's 
the act\lal process, but it is asdose as I can come to what I ren,,cm~r of time. 
The pain Md the happiness remain as distant rccoll«t:ion. 

Where is the oontinuity? Nowhere, if you don't look into the past and 
paste it alJ together in your mon1"ge of irn.i_gcs you think make the whole of 
your existence. But then it is only iinagined experience, in a series ofcelluloid 
images, like a movie ttw:.t has nothing todo with rcality,and much to do about 
nothing. 

This really is a funny proc("S$,, this life. 
Tonight, l don't know where my tv.•o 50ns are. Well, I do, but I don't. 

They are in thehand$of timeandchance, a$ it were. Maybe (should have 
kept th\'m home. They arc my sons and they arc out there in life, being a part 
oiit.•. doing what there is to be done, being a part or 3 living process I know 
nolhingabout. I know a lot about living th.ings, the 1'vo--lcgscd kind.. and my 
~pcrienre makes letting them have their c,t'pcrk-ncx- very scary. 

I've bttn around the block. Okay, twice. But my children arc out there 
now! Not me! I am the par,>nt. I can;t be out there with them because I must 
be here. And here i$ in my home waiting to be needed, just in <'ase they need 
a support unit. What the fuck is that? Home? Unit? Home is a hat mk,, a 
dog, lawns to mow; routines that happei, day aft~ day without <:hang('. That 
is home? 'That's the way I see it. Iam the home unit. My family needs me 
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here. But I am jealous only for an imagined .. out there."' Something I miss in 
my own mind is what Jbelieve my sons may be enjoying. It is only dancing 
water upon the hot highway ol li.fe. It is a n\irag,e, 

If Ididn't have to be home-, l would be with my sons. Or I would just be 
with me out there. And I wish I were out there. That is where it is-'11 
happening, Out there. With tM people, who are out there. Just stayi"8, home 
takes the mystery out of lifo; thechant,"('S or the world pass by ul\disdoscd. 
and I sit here in my home wondering; '"Who'll goeson out there?" I oould 
make it around the block three times more, and I would be with thcni and not 
here alone. But so, it is, here I am with my wife, who won't say yes to 
anything I say. And I'm here.and myh.,,osonsareout there, in the world, 
SC<'ing what it is all about. 

One son is seventeen, the other h\·enty. and I am !irty-something. Not a 
happy <am per. My youngest son wants to take all of the good and none oi 
the work of life. My oldest son wants the good in life, too, and he works. But 
there arc too many thin_g$ wr0ng with the world to allow my sons to just walk 
among the worlds' inhabitants. It is too dangerous. They cannot see like I 
can, because they have not seen what l have $.l'tO. 

Iwas once eightttn, once. And I n.-mffllbcr dreaming of bei.ng an adult. l 
was going to make love with a woman every day. I was going to have the 
freedom to do what I wanted. And that day d id come. \-Vhen I had the 
fre«tom to make my decisions a$ they came. And they were ea.sy decisions. 
They were good, easy decisions to make, because the majority of the decisions 
had to do with making myself feel good, pleasured, and full ol feelings; A 
touch, hearing the words that made me feel good ...the inner body of a 
woman in wetness. Th.is girl is pretty. I want to be with her. This girl is very 
pretty. l wi.ll be with her, too, if she wants me. Easy. Co for it! The kind of 
f«-lings that you have- nothing but d~ire for. 'l"M ones you haven't felt very 
much ol, you want to be real alt the tim<':. But, then after you have had sex for 
forty-so«ld years, sex doesn't Sttm that important. Only in my imagination. 

Then there are the: life forces that collide with you. In my ease it was a 
,.police action" in the little country called Vietnam. It touched me real hard. l 
d idn't want todie. Like my child ren, l was not a well-focused youth, but J 
knew J did not want to die in a war (or an imagined enemy. Nixon may have 
believed ii, but I d idn' t. I did have enemies., buttheywerenotthe 
Vietnllmcse. 

My world was just keeping a com.fonnble p&3ce for mysc-lf, where I WM in 
a world of pleasure-findings. 1 wanted my life to be as comfortable as an 
eight~n•y~-old could keep. I wanted to build on wanting. l was in my best 
friend's parents' home, a fine Catholic family, with an alcoholic father, with a 
devoted mother . . 

My parents were divorced, too. And I was seventeen, and in junior 
college, living with old friends o( my family. Things were good. Then there 
came this war to throw my life out of balanc:e. I knew I WO\lld be drafted 
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because I was a terrible S!udent. I missed my Biology final t\vice l.>calu~ I 
slept too late in the monung. (Carol was worth it. Oh, Qrol.) 

I went to the class anyway, just to be told I was too !:ate to take the test. 
tried. But, I ,Ya$ a student of the social .sdcnce: How to fuck a lustful, wN 
pussy. I was not a student pursuing academic knowledge. Idid still, 
however, bel;eve in the notion that my country was right, right or wrong. I 
wasn't doing right. My country had to be doing right. (I did believe that 
dying for my <X)\mtry was not the greatest idea I had heard nxcntly. ) I 
enlisted in th<' Air Forte. I had to do my duty, because I wasn't leamil'\,g., l 
wasn't a good student of academia. 

I lost friends in that war. They were living and then they were gone. I 
still know and have friends that lived through the experience. They are 
wounded now, as I am. We were all wounded by the experience. \Vhether it 
was a physical wound or menl.il, we all had wounds. "The nation was 
slashed, bl<"Cding blood of id«alisrn on the soil of Vietnam. In fac-t, that whole 
craolthe60'sandearly7f:/swasa woond: John Kennedy, Robert Kennedy, 
Martin Luther King, the Chicago OemOCT.ltk Convention, Malcolm X, Che, 
Kent State, and the Black Panthers that died in their beds, shot in the OOCk of 
the head. 

Ir's that something in this life we havecalled the political system.. the 
media, and the money. They all work in concert to focus the popul.1eeon 
what they believe is of utmost importance. And they left a l>loodied corpse of 
huma1\it)' longing for the phitooophic-al leadership a people deserve, a mirror 
ct rightoous rol\Scieoce. 

It is unfortunate tNt the leadership ofour (()\Intry did not sec fit to !ct the 
voicesol idealism speak in their pur$uits. And equally unfortun<'ltcly the 
leadership had them "elimin.,ted:'" bec.1use they didn't believe in dogmatic 
truth. 

Yes, life is a real bitch. Now, in the 90's, it's business people in thls 
country that find it better to do business in thr third world. The labor's cheap, 
the profit margin is much better and the environmental issues are not heard 
as loudly by the stMving throng, of people in the countrie, of hungry and 
need. And I don't have a job. Well, okay, I'm woridng .. . for $5.SO, no benefits, 
no medic.ii, and no retirement. Ain't nothing. Ju.st another day in the ju1tglc 
called life, America used to bl' a nkc pl.Ke to live. This ustd to b<- a place 
where promise was offered to everyone. Not .1nymore. address has 
changed ... ca.n't get there from here. 

I hope my sons can get from there to a place of greater scetJrity, where the 
wotld is not threi.\tened day in and d.ly out, where the earth is he.1lthy and 
vibrant. 

I wonder what Pat is doing tonight? 
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1971: Bumper Stickers and Other Fringe Benefit$ 
I 

He had one of those strawberry birthmarks on his fa«-. The shape of 
Texas. The cxi>et shape. He wasn't a cowboy. It would have been 
better if he had been a cowboy. Orone of those- Okies who drink 

beer on 50turday nights out along Edison Highway. But he w,1sn't He was 
her boss, A clkh~ bure3ua'".'ll with an origiN'II h3ndic'ap. 

She didn't like him. She thought she'd like him when.she we:nttowork 
there. But it didn't work out - me,aning she didn't work out. He didn't like 
her. And, by all rights, he should have. She Wa$ a whiz with parallel 
constructions and caught her own dang.ling modif,cr'$ most of the time. 

It started with a sign that 3ppeared mysttriously in he:T cubide one 
moming after she had tried to carry onan intellectual conversation with him 
while he was ttying to tmns(er her from City News to the Women's Section. 
Sol'l'\OOne had put the sign in there. She decided he had. She was not one of 
those jerks who put signs upover their own desks. EspL'OaJly this one would 
not have o'lppealed to her . .,Some people's minds a.re like concrete . .. 
thoroughly mixed up... and solidly set."' She struck the right po.se before 
answering b.lck aloud. #Like heavy, man:" It sounded a lame comeback ~en 
to her. She tried again. "Okay. And some people need 1001 FaromnOuotes 
in order to have anything to say."' She thought a lot more things but none of 
them dkl any good. 

Civen long enough, the br-ain always comes through. Given long enough. 
even Atha's would. Bcing very much into self.reward it the time, she then 
went for coffee. In the hall, she pa..~ Birthmark on his way from his ofiice 
to the newsroom. She started to say, "'Tell that platitudt'-findtt of yours rm 
not a few lines short. I don't need a filler," but she didn't say anyth.ing. He 
wouldn't look at her, simply muttered. "'Cood morning,"' to her feet and 
anklts. After he went through the door that opened onto the floor.she 
walked bac.k to the doon11ay ind watched, hoping he would goon over to her 
desk. As he leaned over the partition ofher cu bk.le, she congratulated her$Clf. 

Her assignment finished in an hour, she Speflt the n'St of the mom.ing 
sipping coUee and admiring her red~ink graffito on the sign: "Some people's 
minds are likeJell.O. They melt when the heat's on. -Atha Crant.• She 
dreamed about how far her~for endearing herself to others would 
c-arry her in life. Closing her eyes. she visuali:-,ed in tedm;color S.ebbens 
leaning in and reading her message of love, his Texas turning redder in the 
flush of that excitement. Her uptilted face was radiant as she swung b.-i.ck and 
forth in her swivel chair. 

Two days later, rurlving late for work. she went straight to the coffee 
room to eat her cold steak wr.lpped in.t bread heel. Noone thought much of 
her sandwkh<'S from home; the coffee room crowd had taken to c.alling them 
.,impom". The room was empty, but someone had put up anotherof those 
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signs; ,. A smile isa gentle curve tl'W\t sets a lot of things straight.. Her 
brealdas.t ruined, she held the sandwich between her teeth and wrote on the 
bottom or the sign: "You mean when Nixon smiles, that set$ things s.lnight? 
You are a politicfa.1,·sdream . ...A,G," She hekl her breath until she got to the 
front desk r«eptionis:t. Her face a vivid red, Ath.,_ s.,id she wl\S going home ill 
for the rest of the day. The receptionist smiled at her. "You just got here." 
She then reached foe the ringing phone but did not pick it up. "Atha.. it's the 
ideas that are lolling you. You thrive on words. Just thost' few and you're 
already beginning to look okay again." 

"'That'stMworst phase of the illness," Atha told her. 'Tve got to hurry." 
She held h« br<oth the length ofthe lobby, the mruble noor resonoting under 
her heel$, face absolutely purple by the time she swung out the door. 

Whenshe came lxM::k tow0rk, so~coward had penciled in very dclkatc 
script," And you are a bore," with an arrow pointing to her initials.. She 
added."' And you're not one of course." 

The most revolting part of it was that no one on staff would run the tiny 
risk of s.1ying that to her face, noteven Joe Slebbcns. idea ofsomeone not 
able to say wMt he wanted to, except anonymously, did make hersick. 
although sht-oouldn't prove the illness. Electricity, vacuum cleaners, 
dishw:ishers, none of that h~d 311,evfoted thestrain of their lives one iota. 
Although ilell Telephone probably had. 

JI 
Atha watC'hed him take out a wadded hnndkcrchi,cf, spread it over rwo 

erect forefingers. He inserted a finger in each nostril and the wings of his nose 
rotated in unison for a full minute. This alwt'ly, signified that tht-middlcof 
someconversationorspe\'ChNd been reached. Sheh.td seen him do it as a 
guest speaker before more than a hundred people, totally unaware th.at the 
rest of the world didn't ma.ke a public spectacle of clc.1ning out its nose. She 
woode:rt!d how ht had lived so long without a s.ingfe person telling him that 
he simply could not do thaL It came asdose to bcing obscene as anything she 
had ever watdled. 
,. Miss Grant, l haven't the time to argue with you. Ofcourse, the article is 
right.'" 

'"Oid Wilkins check with nnybody other than this Mrs. McCurry, the lady 
who kicked her off the stage?" 

'"Who el$e would he have checked with? That woman who got kicked 
off? Mss Grant, this is a coi'IServ.ttivc a.r('a.," 

'"Joe, I'm talkingjoumalism, not gcogmphy. Palestine was a conservative 
area until Christ showed up. 'The moon was a conservative area until Sputnik 
tookadogupthere. Thesun is thconlyradka.1 area around. It's be-to 
immolating itself for cen.turies." 
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., Atha, you h.t,ve twent}•~five minutes to get that story typed, without any 
errors. And I want you to remember you're here only to hold the door for 
public interest as itcomes and goes. You don't hug it. kiss it,orsock it in the 
eye." 

Me was resting his shrouded right hand on the desk. onc boo~ron 
display. I-le took a final dab at his nose, the booger nkcly C3tdting hold 
among the hairs o/ his lelt nostril. He stuck the handkerchief in his hip pocket 
and swiveled his chair around until his back was to he,r, She tnOOe sure he 
could hear her stomp out of his office. 
Before leaving that evening, she worked her best argument for JoeStcbl)cns 
down to bumper -sticker size. liis office was unlocked but empty. She 
scribbled on a clean sheet of typii,g paper," Are you going to support all your 
l)rotcst.ant lifo the idea Martin Luther-shouldn't Nvc cvcr been 3 priestr' She 
left hcr note in the renter ol hisdean desktop. 

Ill 
Standing by the water ooolcr in the news room, Ath-i'l wasstvdyin.g the 

two drops adhering 10 the inside ofher cup. She had W3$ted several minutes 
trying to get them to come out and wondering how they were different from 
the rtSt ot the water she had drunk. Was it a matter of tiO\Jng? Was it a better 
destiny not to be drunk by someoneand end up in the trash can? 1ilting the 
conc-:.h.aped cup all the way upcovcred nose and she stood th.at way 
.ippt\.""Cioting the smell oi moist paper. Then she filled thec:up again and 
drank it off. She was beginning to study the implicationsol no drops inside 
the cup that time round when a woman.. all faintly ta.r'\ncd legs, arms~ and 
n«k, heaved open the heavy door that gave aa:css from the lobby. She 
push<.-d. with all the e:n<.-rgy and ~'\nk ol the Patna's crew juznping ship, the 
vastness of the room slowing her only after the door had closed behind her 
and she was nvclve feet into the room. At thM slower pace, she might have 
l:>cetl Lord Jim taki,,g the stand in rourt. 

Atha studied the womnn's red cotton knit dress that had been re-worked 
so that it wouldn't look so much likeHcldi. Joe gave the woman a nod from 
his throne. She appr03ehed him with appropriate gravity. 

" I wanl to speak toJoeStebbens, please." 
""O\at's me." He frowned in thcdit'\."'Ct-ion of the watercoole-, but Atha 

filled her cup again and then le.,,ned against the cooler, propping herself up 
by resting her a.rm on top. Alter all, she d id need to ronfomt.. as Joe himself 
had .,_dvised her. 

NI want to spe:a.k with you about the article you publishl.~ last week 
entitled "Educator Ousted While Play Barred.'' Obviously, the woman Md 
not expected to find JoeStebbens in the middle of this big. noisy room with 
thirty-five dervishes around him or to be left standing .\$She spoke to a seated 
man. 
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"'Yeah, what about it?" 
"'The article is run of untruths and I want you to retract them. That's what 

about it,"' 
Stebbens s-tar«I at Atha with his headlights turned up bright, as the woman 
before him talk«! on. Atha stared back. as demurely as possible under Uli.' 
circumstanoos. shifting her arm a bit as if adapting to the cooler gu.i.rant<-'Cd 
job security. ""Let's go to my off,cc," Stebbcns said. 

1newoman followed one step behind him as if $he were playing "follow 
the lead~ with a ltader who might try to give her the slip. As the woman 
flexed her a.rm to.--ditJst lhe sJ,oulder strap of hel' pul'Se, a little musde 
popped up, surprisingly solid and round on the stringy-looking upper arm. 
Joe's handkerchief was protruding from his hip pocket. Atha drained her 
cup. Shtdying the insideo! it for drops, she said., "I hope you have :i Popeye 
somewhere tocatl on. lady." 

Taking hcrcomp.ict and lipstkkout ol her burlap purse, Atha noticed 
they looked as if thC)• had follcn into disuse. They .\!ways looked tNt w;,y 
she reasoned because they were used only on Sund,,y mornings. She had a 
habit of being at somebody else's house Sunday mornings-. Tuming her face 
toward the over'~."ld light, she drew;:, P3lc outline on her right check. It 
looked a bit shaky but still unmistakably Texas.. She filled in the outline 
carefully, blotted the whole thing on her notice of termi1lation. Carrying the 
notice with her through the doorway of the coffee room and down the hall, 
she began to h~r her own version o( Wagner crescendos. (~ling her bust 
grow at least two inches. 

She stood at the door of the n('wsroom. He wasn't in his office \Vhich 
meant he Wa$ sitting at the circular dC$k in there. A managing editor with 
something to provt', he often went slumming - filled. in for the copy editor 
during break.$. Joe Stcbbens h.ad a heart condition, and she was counting on it 
for a reaction to her newly acquired birthmark. After all, that was all one 
could ever really count on: The condition of the- human heart wanting to 
declare itsell. As Atha swung into fu ll view of the newsroom staff, her face 
looked serene as the Indian Ocean cradling a thousand sunken ships. But the 
walk was dclinitcly Texan. With s.i.nd in the boots. With maybe even a 
bumper sticker pasted on the rear. 
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The Greatest Blessing 

She tu.med the knob with her free han,d, shoved the dooropen with an 
impatient foot, and stood for a moment clutching the heavy grocery bag 
in her arms. He was sitting there. as usual; in his favorite ovC1$hlffed 

chair with the wide arms. Hjs head had fallen against the frayed back of the 
chair, pulling the crocheted doi.ly to one side, while his hand still gripped a 
stubby pencil poised over a nol'Cp-'d on the arm of the chair. . 

Critting hc:r teeth against the nawe-a, she shuddered as she looked al him, 
his mouth open in sltcp (" catching flies" ns her grandmother would have 
said), so romfortabJc,. so content, so damned., .. 

"'Bill,., she spat out. 
Bill's head jerked forwal'd, mouth si,~pping shut, eyes jcrl<,jly tr.'lcking to 

where she stood framed in the doorway. 
"'Muh", wha ... what is it.Cora? What's the matter?"' am muttered ashe 

leaned forw3rd to groggily retrieve d,c faUen pencil his st.artled hand had 
dropped. 

Kkking the door dosed with her heel, Cora crossed to the cloth-<0vered 
tableset against the living room waU and dumped the hc.:ivy load from her 
aching anns. Next to a vaseol plastic flower$ and a small electric: fan bravely 
att.K"king the he-at, a scrotdicd and dCrtted radio softly droned out a love.song.. 
Taking a deep, c.areful breath, she tumed toward Bil~ her feet pl.anted, hands 
tight on her hips, black eyes su.bbin.g holes in him. 

NWhat's wrong? What's the matter, he says." she spoke mockingly. " I'll 
rell you what's the matter, Mister:'' She was almost whispering. 

Teeth grittcd,sheswallowed slowly. " l'mskk. And I'm tired of working 
those long. dead houl'$ at that factory. I'm sick and tired ol riding that 
strcctcardear down to the river every day and smelling that awful pt)rfume 
those '"°men wear:' Her voice rose with intensity and determinat;on. "I'm 
sick of those damned green uniforms we have to wearat the belt all day 
long." She pulled a wadded green doth from the paper bag and threw it on 
theOoorat Bill's feet. 

"t'm sk.k, and pregnant, and tired of seeing you sit here day after day 
doing 1\0th.ing but listen to the radio, gossip with your cronies, and doodle on 
the that notepad till rd 1.ike to throw you a.nd them all out the window." 

She gathl-red her anger d0$Cr. "You've been off work long enough. I 
notice your back don't seem to be so stiff anymon.\ Y2l,i. can.start hauling t~ 
groceries up those stairs too, Mr. Big Shot. I'm not carrying your lond 
anymore. l quit." 

Cora almost laughed at the expression on Sill's fare. His mouth was 
hanging Opetl ~gain,. but in consternation, not contented napping. How she 
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had loved him0 1\ICC; he was tht only man.she h3d C!tt want..---d. Oh Cod, that 
was in a dilferent world. 

Bill had been enjoying his time away from the grueling construction work 
that drained his energy like chaff blown away by dry summt':r wind as the 
years JX"l$$(..--d by. However, he~she mc,mt what she had s.:,id, Still,. his 
back dist hurt a bit yel Bes.ides, work just d id not have much appeal in this 
hot weathl"r. He decided to givc tht-soft touch a try. 

"Now, Coro, my little AJX"IChc darlin"' he began, using his favorite 
nickname for her, chosen because of her attr-.'lctive Indian features. Getting 
up, he moved toward h<'r, arms out to envelope her in what he hoped would 
be an cmbroce to dampen her anger. Got tocahn he-r down, She's always a 
little tired when shegets home, even if it is only from easy indoor factory 
work . 

..Oh.shut up, Bill!" Cora flung her arms in exasperation and tu ming 
from him, fled to the dartc little b3throom off the hall. As Bill he.ard her 
throwing up into the toilet, whatshe had said suddenly struck him full force. 

"Prcgnantr He ran stumbting to the bathroom and dung to the door 
frame for support. "Cora, is that what you S3id? You're pregnantr' 

She looked upat lum from on her knees before the toilet. Wiping her 
mouth with a wad of toilet paper, she.said slowly and deliberately • .,.That's 

what I said.• 
If she had cared, she would ha.ve indeoo laughed at the waves ol 

('xprcssion rippling over his fore. With Bill nearing sixty and her almost forty, 
it was the last thing either o( them had expected. She'd had one child n.venty 
years ago, a boy who had persuaded a local bulthcr and a boarding house 
ma.id to lie for him so he could !eave home early for the anny. Now this! 

She stood up and let a multitude of miseries wash over her. Bill, his eyes 
s1ari,,g at nothing, wtlSstill stuck to the door frame trying to co1ne to grips 
withhi$personal tu rmoil. She slowly passed by him and began to put the 
groceries away in the tiny, bare k.ilthcn, As another waveofnausea swept 
over her, she walked to the single windowovetlooking the red-brick 
apartment building's common back yard with clotheslines fu ll ofdothes 
hanging like tired old men in the heat. Squabbling children ran in and out 
among the drooping sheets and towels. She pushed the foded but dean 
curtain back to reveal a broken pane and looked toward Houdimont Avenue 
whe.re she would no longer cak:h the streetcar to ride to the l ums factory 
doYJn on4• and Clark Streets every day. She would no longer have to pack 
hundreds and hundreds o( little green boxes fu ll of round white pills. She 
would no longer have to smell the sickeningly sweet perfume that clawed at 
her nostrils, or watch the rowsof frustnited women workM (Oh, yes, Lord, 
me among them) in those damn green uniforms shoving the boxes down the 
conveyor belt. At least I don't spit in the boxes like some o( the women do. It 
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is easier than field work and Ido like to talk with the other women. but it's so 
damned b2tio.g . . ,;.lnd now this! 

She looked down then at the flat concrete area under the ,vindow. It's 
only one floor up. I jump and I'd prob.,bly just do myself damage and live to 
regret it Window's stuck anyway so I can't pull it up. 

She leanf?d against the sill and fo.Jt swe.it drip onto her Nnd as the spasms 
of nausea tightened her throat and gave her goose bumps in spite of the heat. 
Bill will just spoil the kid and leave me with alJ the work. I didn't think I 
could get pregnant. All those years . ... Why does he still wantse)(, anyway? 
Damn! 

Cora held her other hand to her still flat abdomel\, considering the child 
she k.new was there. Trial and hardship that this was, she knewshe would 
love it. Her angtt at Bill and her situation did not extend to the child, II it's .t: 
girl this time, I'll name her Vickie. She thought of her sister who had died so 
many years ago in achildhoodshehadalmost forgotten. It won't bring you 
back. Sis, but perht1ps it'll be a small comfort. -,.You'd just be looking at death wanned over. Keep your good 
memories," the funer,1 director told Vickie. She nodded. She undmtood. 
But somehow, it was nocomfort. She paid the funeral director thefinal 
payment so the body could lx' rc:le.-.sed for ('f'Cm.'ltion and w3lkcd out into the 
heal of the afternoon. Mechanically, she found her car and went through the 
motions nccess3ry to get back to work 

As she drove down Norris Ro-,d, functioning on NautoN, Vicloe could 
picture her mother's body, flat, warm and limp on the table before the 
cre~tion oven. She had last seen her the morningof the d3y she Md died 
but had not been there to say a final goodbye. But the funeral d irector was 
right. She needed to hang onto htr good me~ 

Her mother had spccif,c.\lly told her she h$d wanted no funeral orservice 
o( any kind. When the funeral director had asked her pref'erenccs at the 
pfo.nni,,g mcctii,g, Cora had asked what was cheapest. 

NCremation." 
"'Okay, fine, do it." 
,.Do you want the ashes buried with your husOOJld orscattcn."-d over the 

ocean?"' 
.. Which is cheapest?" 
NScatteTing over the O<X"an." 
NScatte-r them, then.N 
Oh. Mom. you were so tough and strong. so practkal . .. and so caring. 

You didn't want me to have debts, I know. I w-ishsobad I rould have done 
more for you. l wish l had insisted you move in with me long before you 
overdosed on morphii,c:- and I knew you coukin't be independent any more. l 
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wish l<0uld have quit work to be with you all the time. I wish, . . 
Oh, Cod. cancet's such an ugly disease. Oh, Mom. you were such a good 

mom. my best friend. I could never have returned to you all you did for me. 
I'm sorry IwolSso sick t\nd so much trouble to you for so tong. 

Sweat dripped down Vickie's forehe.:id into her eyes. Substitulc tears. 
She couldn't cry yet. Too numb. Her hands tightened on the ,-ecn,,g whecL 
She'd make it. Silt could be tough too. 

As she turned into the parking lot, she briefly wondered how she had 
gotten there. She couldn't remember the drive from the funeral home. Oh.. 
well, it's best l keq, busy. Can't do anything about mud, of anything 
anyv.•.-.y. 

Vickiespent the afternoon at her desk. Oippi,,g pages of neat rows of 
numbers as she plotted graphs of oil production in neat little lines on smooth 
thcc:kercd pag~. Her Walkman poured music and distraction into her head, 
keeping thoughts of her mot:hc(s frail body and the cremation smokestack at 
bay. 

Later that evening. as Vickie tu.med the knob and kicked the door open to 
her empty apartment, the telephone rang insi.stcntly from the darkness.. She 
crossed the room.. sat the plastic bags o( groceries on a tab!e and nipped on 
the switch to the air conditioner. 

"Hellot shebarely whispered. 
"Vickie. this ii Doreen. I got your message about Aunt Cora. We all 

kne-w it was going to happen but I'm just so sorry Vickie." Hcrcou$in's voice 
came d<'arly from St. Louis; from 2,500 miles and, itseemed, as many yearS. 

"Doreen, I can't believeMom'$gone. $he was my best friend;.-ilwJys 
there for me. Ifoel so bad I couldn't have done more for her. made her going 
:. littlccasforsomchow," Viddcconfided to1hisco1>Sinshc remembered but 
didn't really know. 

"Vickie, I know it's hard for you. But I've always known you and Aunt 
Cora were dose and you don't l"-"00 to \\•onyabout not doing enough. She's 
always kept in touch with us and it wasn't long ago she called and talked 
about how good you were to her." 

Vickie htld the phone tighter to her ear, her eyes d~. 
"Vickie, your mom told me ju$t a couple of weeks ago how before you 

were born, she'd thought about how hard it would be to raise anotherch.ild 
after so many years and your dad being the way he was . I know too how she 
shared a lot about her life with you but she may not haw told you something. 
Shes;,,id that what she had thought would be her gre;itest trial had turned out 
to be the greatest blessing o( her life. You need to know that, Vickie. She 
loved and apprcc:fatcd you :as much M you did her."' Doreen's words reached 
here clcatly from the distance. 
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Vickie $0..t down in the dark room, the ~"\IC light and heat ofeven..ing 
reaching in through the open door, the air oonditionet' s cool fi ngers faithfully 
pushing the heat away. With the phone still tight to her carand her eyes still 
dosed, Vickie kMw her mothefs honest friendshlp hod be<n the g,-eatest 
blessing o( her life and memories of her mother would provide more strength 
and comfort than any grief. Her tears fell onto the hand in her lap as she both 
mourned and wascomforted by the leg~of her gre.ltest blessing. 
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Anna andJohan 

Surrounded by tall white.skinned birch trttS interspersed with pines, fir 
trttS and sprure, lies the small vilfogc of Veteli, Finland, pl'OOObly not 
changed much since Anna Maki was born there is 1858. Veteli is 

sp,1rsely populated and is near to a town o( thirty five thousand or so named 
Kokkola, which isdose to the Gulf of 6othnia in central wcs~m Finland. 
Wide unfenced fields ol sJ'l,j1mrock-<Ofored grass abound in this area. 

Anna was the 5E'COlld child of Maria and Matti Maki, their only daught~ 
in a family of six bo)'$. 'Early in life Anna learned to work hard. Besides 
working with her mother in the ho~, rooking. baking, weaving, cle,1ning. 
and soon,shewasal50expected to help milk thecows,feed the calves and 
help with haying. Anna was a pretty girl, but a horrible accident altered her 
life, and made hc:r parents wonder ir she would every many. 

Matti would remern.ber the scene all his life. He and two of his sons were 
butchering a hog, .. Anna!# cried her father, "Gett~ knife from the kitchen -
the one Mama uses to out stew me.it 

"Yes, t>apa, I know," and o(f she went. Moments later, Anna came racing 
back with the huge knife clutched in her hand, the sharp side with its tip 
~med right toward her right eye. 

,. Anna, no, rkJ," shouted her father, but it was too late. Anna's mother 
had run out of the house when sill' heart Matti's shout. Anna had fallen and 
the knife had pierced her right eye. Thescreams were terrible- not only from 
Anna. but also from her mother. Ma.ria quickly regained her composure, and 
rushed to the clothes line for Urwms to staunch the flow of blood. 

Maria and Matti d utched e~h other, " And to think, she is only twelve 
years old, What will beher future?" cri()d her mother. 

ln Vetcli that night and for weeks ofter'\..,.lrd, the ta:1k was o( the Makis: 
and ,.the accident." Word spread to Kokkola. Some said it was the work of 
the OeviJ. Otherssaid the Mak.is were being punished for their pride, They 
had always been.so proud of their children ... especially of Anna. Not only 
was Anna pretty, but she «NJld make such lovely things with her hands. 

"Pride goeth before destruction and a haughty spirit before a fall," quoted 
MrS. Erk.ala from Proverbs 16:18. Forh.inately, most of the village- folk paid 
liUle attention to such talk. lnste.1d, they brought over food and tried to 
rom(ort the family in any way they could. Someorn? suggested a glass eye, 
and tM Makis kioked for someone who provided this service. Soon Anna 
wM fitted with an orb that was almost idenri<'al to her remaining eye. Anna 
was delighted but was distn..>Ssed when it didn't move with her own natural 
eye. Being a phil0$0phkal and intelligent child, she learned to ignore stares. 
Maria. had wamed her daughter that there would be those who would stare, 
point and even laugh at her. Her mother also said that she was a finegirl and 

148/0l'pheus 

https://lnste.1d


Helen Josephson 

people would soon notice that and not a little thing like an eye. Matti was not 
as talkatl\<e as his wife, but he loved to pull An.na'swheJH:olored braids and 
call her his "favorite daughter." To Anna this sounded ridiculous. She 
protesled, N6ut I am youronlydllughtcr." At this, Matti always lau&hcd. It 
was a routine they orten repeated. 

Ann.'l'schildhood went byqukkly. Shelovedschool,and found she 
enjoyed helping clnssmalcs who did not leam as readily as she did. Anna 
thought of becoming a teacher, but she knew she would be needed at home 
and she did want to many. • 

Maniage was a topic Matti and Maria often had on their minds. Anna 
hOO bc(omc a lovely woman but no suitors appeared. At eighteen, Anna was 
quite will(nvy. Her lean frame had gentle butobviouscurvtSrcv«ikd by the 
fitted bodkesof hcrd~sheandhcr mother joyfully made. rlcrstill 
whe,ll-coloted hair fell down below hel' neck ,,eatly in back in heavy honey• 
silkened braid$. Her oval f;,ce was <ent~ with a slightly long but fine nose. 
l-ler skin was a cameo color and her high cheek bones were toudwd \\.'1th a 
pale r05e hue. Anna's eyes were still the pale smoky aqua ofher childhood. 
At second glance, one: noticed her hands. 'They were small and delKate 
looking but at the same time looked strong .. hMds that knc;)dcd bread and 
milked cowsas well as drew and embroidered delicate designso( flowers and 
plants. She- drcsstd mostly in natural shadl"S oflinen and wool, saving the 
treasured handmade items dyed blue or vivid dear red for special OCC.'\Sions. 
Anna and her mother, cnjoy<'d much private talk over embroidery pro;ccts. 
olten break.fog into foug:htcr. 

Soon after Anna's nineteenth birthday, Johan Leino appeared at the living 
room door of the large but humble looking wood f-ram«t Maki home in all his 
twenty•h\'O year old masculine splendor. Among the neighborhood Finns, he 
wM one of the fow whose hair was dark enough to be called black. His skin 
was a light olive tone that tanned easily and it was the arctic sunUT1Cr; John's 
glacier blue eyes glittered from the bright summer sun. Hestood on the small 
covt"red pord\ with his arms folded in front of h.isc:hest.. which made his farm 
hardened muscles even more obv;ous. Hr tefnoved his navy colored cap. 

Alone at home, Anna brightly spoke up first. "Come in and have a cup ol 
coffee. I'11 see what I can find to go with it" Anna excused herself and 
walked in the kitchen. She found only some everyday bread inside a pine 
c.ibinct. 

"All I can see is some fresh rye bread; my brotht.'r'S must have finish.--d up 
myc-,3.rdamom bread.* 

"Sounds great," Replied Johan. They had a litdeceremony with Anna 
bringing out the family's favorite blue trimmed potteraaps and copper coffee 
pot. Johan could not he-Ip but appr«iate Anna's gracclul movements and 
gr,1cious manner. 
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Johan looked around. Although the Mak.is and Lcinos had been neigh• 
bors for years, he had never been in the Maki home. 'f'M house looked clean. 
More than that, it looked pleasant and friendly. It must be an the embroidery 
work 

"Do you do all ol this?" asked Johan. 
"Most of it,N ,mswered Anna. 
For awhil,e,Johan completely forg<>,1 why he had come to the Maki home. 

His father, Cabricl, had sent him to ask for help with the important ;obof 
harvesting the hay needed despcratcly for the dark and prolo,,gOO winter 
neither animal nor man could escape. At Joh;m's query, Anna replied that she 
wa., sureseveraJ ol her brothers would be happy to help. 

Weclc$ went by and during most of them, Johan found an excuse to drop 
by. AMa could be found humming and looking up favorite recipes foroolfee 
cake and bread, and volunteering to do all the b.1kin,g. Maria would smile to 
herself and, if she caught Matti's eye. he would wink at her. Matti noticed 
thcirhouscwaisevcndtaner than usual with both Maria and Anna d e.\ning 
as they only did before Christmas and Easter. Rugs were shaken out twice a 
day, dirty dishes didn't stay dirty vtty long and there was the smell o( 
cinnamon and fresh baked bread throughout the house. Maria often sang as 
she worked and Anna ;oined her - not un1JSual - but now Matti noticed a 
delinite lilt in their voices. He like to sing too, but mainly in church in his 
clear baritone. 
Matti shook his head and looked puzzled while his wife ~nd daughter spent 
hours discussing thread, colors. yams, and pieces of cloth. At such times. he 
would check on one of thcir rapklly growing sons who were apt to be playing 
instead o( doing the vital fa.nn work. 

Sometimes, Joh;in visited with Matti. The rest o( Anna's family lc(t them 
alone. They spoke in low tones, but back in her room, Anna oould hear the 
words .. Russia," .. the US. Immigration," and .. the west coast o( the United 
States." 

Anna and Johan had become a rouple, much to t~ delight o( her ~rents. 
Johan's parents were also pfe-il:SOO. 

Anna and Johan entered their relationship with a great deal o( ignorance 
and ine:xpericnre. Maria had o(ttn told ht-r daughter, " Watch the :mirnals. 
Sec what h.-.ppens," Anna did as she was told but oould ste- little cx:ccpt 
horsesorcattlejumpingononeanother. What th.i$had to dowilh foals and 
calve$ she was not sure. As she grew older, she began to understand the 
animals better, but was unsure of people. Johan's sex education was limited 
to the crude jokes he heard his father and uncles rcpc.1t. AMa and Johan 
were both romantics. They loved softness and gentleness. But quite soon:. 
Johan began drawing Anna soclose that she could h hardly breathe. Also, he 
kept re~ating. "l loveyou." Anna knew he was the man she wanted to 

1 S0/Orphtus 



,

Helen Josephson 

many, so she would reply breathlessly, ,.Ikweyou,Johan."' Ann.a knew 
instinctively tht'I he'd soon want mort- than hu~ and k.isses. so when she 
knew he was pl.mning toemigrate to the United States, she determined she 
would yield to l'url'\. afraid hecould perish in the waterSof the Atlantic and 
she would not see him again, They became lovers in the short glorious 
summer savored by those who live in that region. Johan left Finland soon 
afterward on ~mgc out of a Norwegian port. 

Anna had dreams of the US. too. A pl.ace where you could pick your 
climate, \Yhcrc you could pkk an orange in the wintt.r, but mostly.she hlkt 
he.lrd of the freedom - freedom from Russian ni!c. Johan was on her mind 
every waking moment. They were not formallyengaged and she worried off 
Md on thnt he would svc:wmb to the clurms ofsomeone such~ the vi~nt 
Italian women some seamen had spoken aboutor a lusty Irish lass ....1th 
«,p()<"ry gleaming hair. No, s~ was not sorry Johan had known allot hcr 
delicately carved beauty. She tn.isted in God nnd prayed for his safety and 
embroidered delicate designs in white linen thread on her underthings. 

In the United St.lies, things were not goins well for Joho-n. He Nd 
trouble finding a job. "Foreigner$" were not welcome in m0>t place$. es~ 
d.-.Uy wh('n tht-y spoke $1.JCh an unu$Ual languagt-. Johan vowed to ~am 
English. This and his struggle to manage his dwindling funds, leftJohan little 
timt to think of Anna. 

Joh3n's life soon ch.lng«t. He h3d lc;)med 10 spe.1k and tt.,d bask 
English. Ht saw an ad announcing; "Fishenncn wanted. Good wages. 
Seattle." 

InSeattle there was a settlement o( Finns. Johan would never have to 
mis.s -,nothtr m~l. He found a boarding hoUS(' n.in by a Mrs. &kkifa. And 
then there were the mothers with eligible daughters - spy you inchurch a1'1d 
you didn't h.avc a chance. 1neir pork roast orchicken in the oven was always 
too much for their own foini ly. And dessert WM always made by their eldtst 
daughter - ,.Leana.,. Maia," or "Liisa." Seeing these pretty girts reminded 
him ot Aru,a. He tried to think ofhow hecould get her to jointhim, but he 
was so tired from his days out on the Pacific ~n. 

One Sunday afternoon, Johan w~ taking a nap in his longcharcoal gray 
underwear when he thought heheard Anna's vokt-. Could it be? 

Mrs. Bakkila's voice bellowed, ..Someone hl"rc to see you. Johan.'' 
" Iknow, I think she i.sgoing to be my wife." 
" Ihope so. There is SOl'l'\('()ne you need to meet." 
"Anna!N 
"Johan, meet Charley, your son, He just rumtd six montM old." 
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The Roaa from xanaau 

If a m.,n could pass through Paradise in a dream, and have a flower presented 
to him as a ¢edge that his soul had really been tMre, and if he found that 
flower in his hand when he awake - Aye! and what then? 

- ANIMAEl'OETAE 

We fAmericans) are inclined, possibly. to read poetry rather th.an more hastily 
and more impressionistk:ally than the English do, and arc di'tcrmi~. when 
we do read it closely, to do something toitorextTactsomething from it rather 
than mettly to see it and enjoy it. 

- Eli.53bcth Sdmcidtr 

H eand SamueJ looked out from behind a single brow upon t~ 
wOT1der they had cre.l.ted, A1'(:iet1t ."Ind new, familiar ."Ind cx:otk - a 
conglomeration of many things. and yet a thing wholly unique to 

itse!( - tht! dome swelled from the land, as much a deliberate oonstruction as 
the towers and walls that girdled it, and yet i,s unrefined and guileless as the 
tree-,spiked hills and the mazy swagger of sun-rippled Alph. He knew 
Samucl would lattrcrtdit the drug for the vision. but he also kntw that 
Samuel did 1'\0t need drugs for vision, or. at that, creation. 

"This, S.1muel, is all that is needed." 
As hespoke,a blinding pressure behind his eyes socked the color from 

the \</Orld. The pain ,.vas horrible, but not as horrible as seeing that pleasure-
dome's glimmer fodcand it$ caves of ice melt. A precursory rumble, like the 
ignition of an engine of desm.iction.. greater than the fountain from the ch.)sm, 
lurthcd him off his focl 1'ht'n the engine fired; a jagged proi,e(tion of voice:s, 
heavy as coJ'l(r't'te, rolled from the caverns. They threatened to collapse the 
dome, and river, and gardens. Even the waning moon above trt"mbled under 
the weight. Ifever a wotNn wailed for her demon,lovcr hn-e, th.'tt vocal 
rending would have silenced her and sent her hell-beau SC)mpering. 

Sounding for the ch.lsm he called, .,No, Samuel, this is enough,., as 
anothcr wave warped t~ world. The land spli1, laytrs peeled away, frag• 
mented, dissected like the leavesoi a book sliced apart by pens with dry, 
razored tips. lhe gardens faded, the ancient hills and forests winked away 
with them. SuMyspots darkoocd, greenery blackened: and crisped. He ran, 
le.aving the dancing rock$ to dance still, and the flung water to v•tporiu-. 

The mouth oi the chasm broke into view, but the ancestral voices, which 
on~ h3d bet,, heard prophesying w3r, were stricken mute by thost' other 
voices which told ol darker, dismal and more final ;:,pocalypses. With those 
voices, deep within the caverns, mingled the measures ofa dulcimer. The 
bl:ick mouth yawned wider, M awful maw where poured the sacred water'$ 
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of Alph down., down to sunless depths. 
Into the cavern he ran, and down into the darkness he peered, crying 

S.imuel's name, but even the fuU's watery roar WclS smothered by th(oother 
voices' demolitionaryintent. Only thestringsolthedulcimer and lhesongo( 
a maid, breathy as wind, braved their dominion. 

He dutchcd the slippery rocks and began his descent, his head drowning 
in sound and words, his thoughts desperately latching onto thecfority o( the 
maid's melody, whkh was ncithcr purposefully his friend orhis foe. His 
climb"-as constant, neither quick nor long. but never fast enough to ease his 
desperation. Many times the moist stone sloughed o(( his fingers and feet, 
th~.ittning to dislodge him and plunge him out into the aimless dark. Other 
times the ho~vl of the vokie, solidified into :i ph)'$ic:.,I for« to drive him 'oock 
up. At Oll('point hesaw themaid,stil.lsm.imming the strings. She drifted out 
there, out in the dukncss, dearand bright as though cnwmpped in a dot ol 
sky-filtered daylight. Her song was the siren call for the voices. Yet, no Mger 
could he And in himself for her, for she was also the conduit foe Samuel, and 
without him the domeoould never have been built. 

He continued to descend until f'inally he heard a splash at hi$ heels and 
felt the slop and slosh of pale water around hisank:l{'S. His ;oumey was half. 
over. He pried a large stoll(', the si.7,e of his head, from the waJI for a,, and'IOr. 
Cradling it to his chest. he dove. Thestone took him down,heelsoverhca4 
the rush ol dark water OOtterii'3 his cars. deMcni,,g all'but thc-vok'es.. He 
closed his eyes, a blackness deeper than sunless depthssurged to hjs core. I 
have failed, he thought, then thought n0 more. 

The voices still buffeted hi$ head, but now he though1 hcoould make out 
distinct words. In fact, he thought he could ascertain a distinct voice. A 
child's voice. 

''Sir? Sir, ate you i!J? Sir?" 
A sharp point jabbed his shoulder. He picked his head off the rough 

ground, felt the imprC$Sion of pe,bbles in his chttk. The stone tumbled from 
his arms. He propped himself on one clbow,crancd his hC3d up, blinking to 
sec two blurry formsstandingabovehim,onesmallerthan the other. His 
vl:sion cleared. The taller form was a little girl, ten. perhaps.. The other was a 
boy o( above f'ive. The boy looked up at the girl who was holding a stick, 
poised (or <mother poke. Hesaid: 

"Look! I told you I saw 'im breathe?"' 
"Shush"' the girl said. 

"You should 'ave let me'avea poke at 'im '(ore he woke." 
"Shush!"' lnen, moving her anent-ion fTom the boy said., "Are you well now, 
sir? Shall l fetch a physician?" 
"No, miss/' he said. "Just having a rtst. Tired from a long journey."' 
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NWhat a silly man." The boy wrinkled his pug nose. 
"Shush!" Then, "We'll beoff then, sir. Afternoon." 
The two children trotted off. He bid them adieu as he heaved himself up off 
thegt'O\lr.d, The out.skirts of a small town lay behind h im, a rood, dented by 
horse$' hooves and rutted by wheels, stretched out before him. His destina• 
tion, he knew intuitivcly, as was his nature, lay down that road. 
He started off. 

"This is the land from where the voices c;ome." he said to himself. He felt 
the press of atoms and tM wcight of logical structure and rational order. He 
looked at the ro;)d, the rolling hills, the woods beyond. The looked \xlck at the 
road, the rolling hills and the woods beyond. They looked the same as the 
first time . 

.. So precise,," he said. His voice trembled. ,..A map oould be drawn of this 
place,.down to the very last pebbfe." Hecounted the numberof steps he took 
fonvard, and knew that they would be the same number ofsteps he would 
tlke back worse, he understood that that was the reigning force of this plll!CC: 
Cold equations. He looked back at the town, and now saw a Euclidean hell, 
more terrible in its normality than the mighty fountain which made boulders 
da.nc:e and the s:icrcd river float. Here, the inh..'lbit.i.nts of the upper air were 
only clusters of moisture; here a dead albatross was merely unmoving 
foatht!TS and meat, an offense to nothing. 

"Here a maiden could never draw m.iJk and honey from the rivers," he 
said, and with that revetation the logic and order of this world began to freeze 
hi$ mind,.ooldcr and harder than the slopes of the i«aves, and slkktr, too. 

A farmhouse broke into view as he CTCSted a rise. He lelt the road, 
making a bee-line to the structure, his feet stumbling over theeroded eairth, 
hi., body t:r('mbling, the mind-nvmb S(.'('ping down into his heart, then 
circulating out into his limbs. 'The soft purr of the coming breeze rose in his 
ears, though str.ingely he felt no air on his skin. PerhapS I a.m too frozen, he 
thought ; then, gr11du.llly, understood it was not wind he heard, but a 
woman's voice raised in melody, accompanied by the strings ofa dulcimer. 

"The maiden." 
Hersong resonat'Cd like an ~ura a.roui\d the fam'l.house, melting his 

numbness like a warm current in a sunless ocean. His limbs were invigo-
rated, his mind cleared, the weight of ky rationality lifted. He went to a 
window and looked ins-jde. Therein sa.t Samuel .'I t a. dt.'Sk, quill clutched in 
hand, making swooping words on a pieo: of paper. 

Hecalled Samuel's name, banged on the glass with his fist. Samue-1's 
head slowly rose and turned. He was at the core of the maidcn'uong. the 
summit of its power; its force wreathed his face with his Oying hair, his eyes 
Rashed like to the sunlight o(f sacred waters. 

''Let me in, Samuel, quickly!" 
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S.,muel struggled up from his chair; the maiden's song would not so 
easily be denied. Yet, the wonderof seeing who wasst.inding at the window 
sc..-mcd to push him forward toward the door. His v~itor raced around to 
meet him. 

A latch clicked and thedoor yawned open. Samuel stood there looking 
out. He said, "'How have you come hcrer 

The visitor said, "'That is not important." tie stepped inside and walked a 
cir(le around Samuel. ,.Xanadu is perfect."' The ser,g began to d im, l\S did the 
light in S.,muers eyes. Another circle ...To reveal more would be to pave lhe 
road to its destruction. There are those who wish to reploctd Xanadu with 
empirical words.,. A third and (inaJ cirde: "These are ones who would 
dissect a c.11 to find out why it purrs."' 

.,Ridiculous. Adcadcatcannotpi.uT ... 
"Of course not. You underst.n1ld, then?" 
S:,muerseyes were tired and half-lidded. " I supposed. l do." His hair fell 

around hls shoulders in limp Wngl{'S. He lowel'td his hCOO, lookin.g at 
nothing in particular. The light in his eye$ dulled to the illumination of this 
world. He was silent, then looked up, blinking as if just realizing someone 
else was in the room with l'Um. As he looked at !us visitor the recognition had 
vanished from his eyes. 

·•1 am sorry. t seem to have ... gene t1way fer a bit."' 
"No matter. Our business iscomplete."' 
"'Good. Good. Well then, I don't mean to be rude, but it set:ms as though 

the Muse was spe..lking to me just ....<hen you an-ived .md - .. 
...And you wish toget bock to your v<.'T$t'. O{ coorSe."' 
"lbt'sgood ofyou. And you'll be he.-idi,,gb,.l(':k to. ... I'm sc,rry, I secm 

to have even forgotten your place ofresident."' 
The vi.iitor pointed \•:tguely up the ~,d. 
...Ah, Pol"lock, then,... Samuel said. 
Samuel closed the door. The visitor went around the house and looked 

through the window. lnside,Samucl had already retake., his seat at the desk. 
Thequill was in his hand, poised over lhe paper. He looked down at the 
words he had written, lowered the pen tot~ paper, hesitated, raised it again. 
His eyes \vtre kl'St, his face~ it was when the visitor ha-d completed the third 
circle. 

'"Do not ~Oum/' tht- visitor whli,pcrcd ...The road will remain open 
forever, now. 

He turned and let't, riding the notesol the dulcimer and the song of the 
ma.ides\. He looked out from behind the same brow, and a thousand inner 
eyes were there looking with him, wonclc-ringat X;)naduts lhous.tnd forms, its 
singular and oompound beauty. 
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Afterword: 
Re.iding1he Introductory Note as Integral Part ofColcridge's " Kubla Khan" 

Whether there really was a person from Porlock, or if he is just an inven• 
tion of Coleridge.. theeUect ol the Introductory Note on "Kubla Khan" 
remains profo..md and ts:Senti3I. Without it, the pOtm truly is a fragment, 
diminished in power. As David Perkins points out, '"The no~istcnt lfr~ (of 
the poem! haunt the imagination more than any actual poem could,. (Harth&: 
Maho1'1Cy, 97). 

The lntrodudoryNoteand the final tightttn linesof" Kubla Khan" have 
much in common, save for tone. The Intro has a sort of.. Aw, shucks" feel. as 
though the writer .. whom we should not n('(CSS."lrily assume is Coleridge" 
had indeed entered Xt11\i1.du.. but has retumcd to Eruth left only to w(>a:,dcr at 
the vision. Conversely, the speaker of the poem's final lines takes on the guise 
of a vision.,ry. and though separated from that spectral land he's seen, he i.s 
still above the ran.ks of the earth-.inchorcd souls around him. Mc is a tom~ 
pany<reator, a bridge to wonder, dreJd(ul in his abilities . .. Beware! Be-
ware!"' ru$ (potential) .iudi<..'ncc wams itsel(, barely able to look at him. 

But the !'Cader is not nt'«'SS:)rily part of that fearful crowd, for we also 
have been to Xanadu. We have seen the pleasure dome wilh ilS caves o( ice. 
As Elis.,bcth Sch~ider note;s,. "The topography of the scene is somewhat 
unprecise so that the reader could SC'Ar((.'ly dr.)w a m.ip o( it (242). Our 
imaginations have been energized by the first 36 lines. 'their imprecision i.s an 
invitation to join Coleridge in hiscre.ition, as ts the " Aw, shucks,. tone of the 
Intro. And by the p,ocm"s fil\lll 18 lines, we align oursclves with the poc1., 
almost feeling ourown eyes fl.ash and hair float with the mental adrenaline 
rushing through our im.iginotkm. 

The person from Porlock may be €act or fiction, but regarding the Intro-
ductory Note as an integ.ral part of '"Kubl.a Khan,. completes what would 
have only been a fragment a *ps>•chological curiosity." 

KUBLA KHAN 
o, 

Avision in a dre~m 
A fngmcnt 

This poem is now usually interpreted as a poem about the act of poetic 
('re<'ltion in which the major images are symbolic. 

The following frJgment is here published at the request of a poet of great 
and deserved celebrity, and, as far as the Author's own opinions arecon• 
terned, rather as a psycholog_kal c,.uiosity than oo the ground of any sup-
po600 poetic merits. 
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In the summer of the year 1797, the Author, then in ill hc-ahh, h.,d retired 
to 3 lo,wly fonnhou.se bctwee-n Potloek and Un ton, on the Exmoor confines of 
Soincrse-1 and Devonshire, In coc1seq1,1enceol a slight indisposition, an 
aoody~ had been pr<'Seribcd from th<' effects of whkh he ft!! asleq> in his 
chair at the moment that he wl)S rc.>ding the following sentence, or words of 
the same substance in ...Purch.lS's Pilgrimage": ·Here the KhanKublacom• 
manded ti p.,lacc to be built, and 3 st;Hcly g.,r&c-n thcn:-unto. And thus ten 
milesof fertile ground were enclosed with a wall,N The Author continued for 
about three hours in a profound sleep, at least of the external senses, during 
whkh time he h;,s the most vivid oonfidcnre, tNt hc(()\lld not have com• 
posed less th.an from two to three hundred lines; if that indeed can be called 
composition in which all the images rc,,se up before him as thinf;$, with a 
p,:m,llcl production of the correspondent expressions~ without any sensation 
or consciousness of effort. On awaking, he appeared to himself to have a 
distinct recollection of the c wholc;and t.lking hi pen; ink and pape:r, inst3ntly 
and eagerly wrote down the lines lhat are here preserved. At this moment, he 
was unfortunately called out by a pe:rson on businC:5$ from Porlock and 
detain«! by him above an hou.r, and on his rerum to his room, found, to his 
no small surprise and mortification. that though he still retained some vague 
and dim rc<:ollcction of the ~neral purport of the visiot'I, yet, \Vith the- excep-
tion of some c.i,ght or ten scattc-r«t lines and linages, all the rest had p.:"ISSCd 
away like the image!. on the surfaceof a stream into which a stOM hM been 
ca.st, but afa.s! without the after restoration of thc-latterl 

Thc.-n all the chann 
Is broken - ;1II th:it phantom-world so fair 
Vanishes., and a thousand circlets spread, 
And each mis-shop,e(s! the other. ~y awhile,. 
Poor youth! whoscarcelydar'st liftupthir~eyes -
The stream will soon rmew ilS smoothness, soon 
Thc vlSions will rctum! And lo, hestnys, 
And soon the fragments dim of lovely fonns 
Come trembling bac~ unite, and now oocc more 
The pool becomes a mirror. 

Yet from thest:ill surviving recollections in his mind, the Author has fre.. 
qucoHy purposed to finish for himsclf wh3t had been orig.in.'111)', :is it wm, 
given to him. Sayepon a th ion a$0! but the lo-morrow is yet to come. 
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In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree: 
Where Alph, the SolCTed river~ ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 

Oowri to, sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile gTOUnd 
With walkand towttSweregirdled round: 
And there were garde~ bright with sinuous riUs, 
Where blossomed many an ince~bc,1ring tree; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 
EnfoJd;ngSUMY spots of greenery. 

But oh! that dttp romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a ccdam cover! 
A savage place! as holy and enchanted 
A.5 c~er beneath a waning moon was haunted 
By woman wMling for her demon-lover! 
And from this chasm, with ce.tseless tunnoil seething;. 
As if this earth in fast truek pants were breathing, 
A mighty founta.in momently was forced; 
Amid whose $wift half-intermittcd burst 
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 
OTch;lffy g,ain beneath lhe thresh('( s fuil: 
And 'mid these dancing rocks atcone and ever 
It flung up momC1'llly the sacred river. 
Five m.iles me.indering with a mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 
Then reached the cavems measureless to ma.n, 
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean: 
And ;mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voke$ prophesying war! 

The shadow ol the dome of pfea$Ure 
Floated midway on the v.'.lves; 
Where was heard the mingled measure 
From the fount.ain and the caves. 

It was a mir:icle of rare device, 
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves o( ice! 

A damsel ,vith a dulcimer 
ln a VU:ion once I saw; 
It waisan Abyssinian maid, 
And on her dulcimer she played, 
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Singing ofMount Abora. 
Could I revive within me 

Her symphony and song, 
To such a deep delight 'twould win me, 
'That with mu.sic loud and long, 
I would build that dome in air, 
That sunny dome! whose cave$ ofice! 
And all who heard should Stt them thcre, 
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
His Ra$hing eyes, his floating: hair! 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
And c!.osc your eyes with holy dread, 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 
Md drunk the milk of Par•dise 
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James McKinley 

Elegy on a Favorite Cat 
Louis Rukeyser, best-loved friend, c:onstant companion 

and all-time-favorite pet ofJames, McKinley: 
Born 15Ju...,1992, Oc:<,an Bead,, CA; 
d;ed 9 October 1997, lkikmf>cld, CA. 

Resurg."lm 

Idon't know what caused him to die. A s-pider,acar, 3snakc, a N te(\11 
redneck, a fall fTom the root, a poisoned sparrow, antifree1..e? Idon't want 
to know. HcwMat the front door when l left for my morning class, 

mu.sing my invitation to come inside, preferring to loll about on the dootmat, 
looking pretty. Iii«- a rccakitrant tctnager at the mall. I gave him a scratch on 
the b.l,ck of the head ;:md tugged ooc of his ears. When I got home two hou.rs 
later, he was lying peacef'ully in his spot at the bA<-k door, where he 
commonly waited to come inside. 

"'Louis,.. Icooed., ''Wf!n.na rome in?"' Then I realized his open eyes, still 
blue but darkening,\~vacant, non-responsive. "LOUIS!" I barked., sharp. 
insistent., p.1nkkcd. I touched him. He was dead. l pkked him up; he was 
still warm. His body bctr.1red no violent end. 

Icried and held him while my roommate dug a deep ho!e with nke clean 
edges in the flower bed in the front g."lrdcn, and then l covered him with dirt 
that !elt a metallic patina on my hands. 

'HELL FUCl(JNG NO l' M NOT ALL RJGHT, l'M FUCKING 
GODDAMNED DISCONSOLATE.' 

Last year, Louis was my mainstay through what I hope was the most 
sev~ontological crisis ol my lifo. Jn a world o( elegant, well-heeled, 
hardhearted people who fall about one another like so many bits of sleet on a 
winter street, he reminded me of who I really am: A possibly plain but not4 

~imple ro1m1ry boy who'd pr'\'fer nothing to whiling the hourS away with a 
cat in my lap and a book propped on my knee. 

We ~re supposed to bt' together a long time; in cl even or twelve years 
he'd be- fat, bllnd., di3bctic and the- vet would ten me it was time to put Nm 
down.and I'd cry, "No, I c.an't! Ca.n;tyoudosomething? Can't you clone 
him a new kidney? New Cyt'S?"' He was supposed to go with me to colder 
climates 3nd keep me wann at night. 

It's been getting colder here, so last week I broke out the itchy blanket 
He had taken to lying in with me in the mornings,, as opposed to his 
a«ustomcd m.foowing insistently 31 S:30a,m.• "Get up! feed me! Let me 
out!" 

A lot of people won't get it. How can a man over thirty be so 
ovcnvroughtabout the death of a cat ? Jt'sevtnhard for me to comprehend, 
I'm not ordinarily gi1,•en over to an excess of sentimentality. I was raised in 
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the country, where the pr"OO'Cation, lifoand de.'llh of farm animals are an 
everyday concem, but moist often a pra.gmatic one: It was one of my first 
grave lessons in life, when oor prized Olarolais bull di«l, that death can have 
a commcrclal imp.ict. It wasn't the same with the little white-f;)COO heiferwho 
died a week after being calved. She didn't yet pos.sess any commercial value, 
but wechiJdren felt her loss with sincere grief, possibly because she, like us, 
wMbutae:hild. 

But these people who don't undmtand the depth of my grief for Loui$ 
don't know how (01" possibly don't care) in a dark time for me in 
Hollywoodland., his was the compelling voke whie:h saved me from 
committing a Lily Bart. There were days when the only reason I got out of 
bed were to take care ol his needs, responding to his gentle, earnest call, "Hey, 
I'm here~ I'm alive, I need you." 

A$ my emotional wounds healed, he was the balm which kept my heart 
from being hardened over. He was unconditionally loving. warm. never 
judgmental. His voice never echoed theself-castig3tion which resounded 
through my head, or the dis.approbation I heard from others. Idoubt l could 
ever have that from a wife or lover; I certainly don't expect it from my father 
or a brother. It's not a reasonable expectation. But when one lives life to the 
(ullest, attempting $upeffluman efforts and passing through 5Uperhuman 
loves, one must have some other in order to sustain. in order to ~ure:. In 
those lonely days, that other was my cat. 

Su.ffi~ it to$Ay, he will bl'sorely mis.std. I know that this is simply lifo. 
This i$ merely one further probation to subdue my heart to human joys. 
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Discreet Mail 

Ihave to have highly sensitive ears. I'm a piano tuner, you see, and a 
damn good one. But a few 1nontM ago, I let myself get too affected by the 
sounds in my head, started tre.,ding too much into things, which is whal I 

think got me into trouble with the law. "Good luck telling the judge that.., my 
atton,cy told !"rle. "Unle:M you want to make a plea ol insanity." 

h'IS.lnity? You wont to he.Ir about insonity? I'll tell you all about it. It .-.11 
started when I wa.'i tuning pian05 inside the music room at St. Joseph's High 
School. I 1topped what I was doing to use a nearby bathroom. when I noticed 
that the.squeaky toilet Mndlc pn_~s..-ly rcplic.itt.'<I the first note of the '"Lost in 
$p.lCe"' theme song, which is, I believe, the derivative ol a Borodin 
symphony. For those of you who don't know anything about ,.Lost in Space, .. 
let me tell you that it was a very popular 1V program in the 1960s about the 
Robinson fomHr who,. as the title suggests, were quite lost, severtll g,llaxics 
away from the planet Earth. The plot usually centered on some plan of 
returning home, which w.u sabotaged by the greed or rowa rd ice of one of 
their crew members. the supcr<'ilious, bom\xlslic Or, bchary Smith. Most of 
my childhood friends hated him., and they always wondel'\.'d why the 
Robinson family didn't just shoot him in the head orabandon him on some 
inhospitable pfa,,ct. But I always knew that Smith was the star, His 
<0ndescending verbosity, calling the robot an "insidious ignor,lmus" or il 
"contemptuous ninny," was what made the show t:ick It's ,vhat provided the 
rotnk relief that I found so im.-sistible. 

8ut thethemesongwasanother story. It was a sinister piece that 
disturbed me so much that I would often watch the show's introduction with 
the volume all the way down. 

Which is why, twenty years later, as I depressed the shrill toilet lever. an 
alarm went off in my head. Surely, the tuning fork in my brain had picked up 
some k.ind of portC'nt. one of such urgency that a subpoena had to be issued to 
my most repressed memories. I Cl(pressed my concern late-r that day to my 
boss and mentor, Wolfg.mg, who was the owner of the piano store I worked 
;;'IL l-te was bom in Ccrm,my, then moved to Mexic:o In the 1970s to direct 
soap operas. Whenever I asked him to explain his move to 6.\kersfidd he 
would just look at me sadly in the eyes and promise to tell me some other 
time. 

"Something bod's going to 1"3pp<->n/' l told him in side his office. "I can 
feel it." 

J-le was pulling at his uncombed salt and pepper beard, staring at me 
with his crazy gr3y eyes, whkh seemed tocontain the galactic enormity of the 
universe...'Lo&t In ~cc; you say? Good show. Best of its kind, anyway." 
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"So what do you think? 1he toilet handle. 1be opening s<:<>re. Am Ion 
to something? Am I in some kind ofdanger?" 

"Ofcourse not. Look 3t you., Howard, You're young, sing.le. You've got 
the world by the balls. What have you got to worry aboutr 

NOkay," I told him skeptically. "But 1 really think I might putoff thi$date 
tonight." 

"No. Co out with her. You're just trying to punish your.self again." 
I decided to take Wolfgang's advice. Went out on a date that evening 

with the very lovely M3til<fo 53nch<"'..c. enelement3ry school teacher with a 
three--year-old boy from her last relationship. She had assured me that 
everything was o~r between herand herex•boyfricnd, and I was willing to 
believe it. That night we ate mcdiocr,e,.ovcr•.pric:«l lt.ilfan food, then drove to 
my place for a little piano recital It was her ide.a. She said she was dying to 
hear me play. Aswe were getting out of mycar,sheslammOO hcr doorshu~ 
and I heard that alatming I\Ote again - the openit'!g or the "Lost ln Space" 
theme song. I immediately went green. was reminded o( an episode where 
Judy RobinSOn was trapped in Hell, h<>:Sted by a very handsome iiuoudant 
devil. "What's wrong?" Mal'ild.-a asked. "Feeling au right?" 

"I think so," I ansv.1t!rtd, too preoccupied to muster a calm fo~c. We 
walked toward my ap,,rtmcnt room, and l stopped at the wall or mail boxes. 
"Forgot to pick up my mail two days in a row now," I said. 

"I never forget my mail. In &kc1"Sficld, mail isa very big deal." 
She stood close to me and blew on t™: ba<k of my ne<k as I inserted my 

key into my box. "Hope you don't have any love letters in there," she 
whispered. ''I'm very jealous." 

The wa.nnth ofher body sent a delightful s1>3sm throughout my 
abdominals. I smiled at her, opened the box, and with trembling hand, 
grabbed a huge bundle or enve-lopcs. 

"What's that?" she asked, hereyes wide. her mouth ;,gape. 
"Whatr' 
"That!" She was pointing at my stack of correspondence, which I had 

pressed to my sweaty torso. As I looked down. I noticed a glossy ca1alog oi 
adult videos. I was so startled that I let outa shriek. then dropped the bundle, 
causing dozens of adult vidoo catalogs to scatter acros$ the h'TCM,md. 'They 
weren't even covered. I thought this kind oi stuff alway:Scame in a plain 
brown wrapper. But this arrived in clear plastic: with nude photographs right 
on the front. Cir ls posing on the rover with black stars covering their 
pudenda and nipples. And thecompa.n)"s name in big pink letters: "Oise:rcct 
mail." Ois.c:r«'t? My date was looking at me like was radioactive waste that 
had made its way out or Chernobyl. What w.is I supposed todo? I kne\y that 
if I old her the truth, which is that I had never ordered this junk in the first 
pla,re, th.at I would appear even more guilty. I would look like a cow,1rd who 
has to cover thjngs up. I decided to tell he-r that my brother ordered it, 
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"Your brother?" 
..He used to live with me. He's in San Francisco now. Couldn't take the 

heat." 
She looked skeptical. Wi1hout a word,she looked at the SC--'ltered mail 

with d isdain, then helped me pick it up. I threw it away in the outside 
dumpster,dappcd my hands as if to say, '''That's that,,. and led her to my 
a~vtment. But the mood WolS still tense. M3tHda asked £or a glass of water, 
sptnt a long time in the balhroom. looked at the books on my shelves, then 
final ly calkd her sister to come pick her up. 

'Tm not feding too well," she explained after getting off the phone. 
"Uut what about my recital?"' I asked. 
"I'll have to take a rain check," $he saki. "I'm sorry." 
"H~,"' ls:.id,sitt:ingat my piano. "I'll playson1ething white we wait for 

your sister. 
" I think l'U just wait outside," she said. 
She madea quick escapt, not even bother to shi\ke my hand. I knew tMt 

WM the last of her. 
I was inside Wolfgang's oft,ce the next morning, explaining what had 

happened the night before, "You SA?Ct I told him, "something did happtn. 
.. Lost in S~.. is coming b~k to h:,unt me. 

.. It was nothing, .. he answered. " I( anything, something good will come 
of this. I think you're tilgging too many nl.'gativcs to ..Lost InSpa«-."' It wa, 
really a positive experience for you... 

NWh:,t are yov talkingaboutr· 
"Dr. Smith. He was a positive influenct". lie was literak', articulate. You 

can't say that about allTV pcl'$0nalities." 
..But hew.as made out to be the foo1." 
.. Pr«isclyr"' Wolfg:,ng sl:,mmed his fist ng;iii~t his dcs-k. He's:, little 

crazy, you see. Prone to getting all philosophical about the stranges-t things. 
Now he was pontificating on the nature of Or. Smith. ••Americans, .. he 
continued, "have a fondness for ignorancc,,so the hcrocsareal,~ys 
simpl~tons. The brilliant chamtcrs are always cowards, ch.-itlatans, villains." 

"'The robot was smart. .. 1., rgued ...And he Wa$a positi,ie force in the 
family's survival... 

"'They could afford to make him smart,'' ht s.1.id, "because they castrt\led 
h im. Don't you gtt it? A little neutered robot going around with a better 
vocabula.ry than the family, a bener \IOC.lbulary than everyone - but Smith, 
who was the ba-d guy, and probably a homo on top of it." 

.. Wolfgang, you're rea.lly smart. What are you doing in Bakersfield?" He 
just looked up at me with sad, heavy eyes. 

About a week later l had forgotten about all this .,Lost In Space"' crap. 
But then one afternoon while I was coming home for lundl, l spatted a 
Oiscrc-k' Mail cMalog on the ledge next to the wall of mailboxes. The dMU\ 
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thing had my address on it, with my big, fat Mmespelledout.cle.a.rforthe 
whole damn apartment complex to see. 11\is was unacceptable. I couldn't 
have my name associated with something as sordid as thi~ I make my living 
tuning pin.~ fol' people, most of the moomingfroma veryeliteclass,not to 
mention churches, private schools and other conservative institutions.. If my 
clients ever established a connection between me and Discreet Mail, my career 
would be ruined. 

I picked up the catalog, opened my mailbo'I, and sure enough, fourtd 
mon2 lurid ads. It was beginning to occur tome that perhaps this was some 
kind of joke, pethaps rnalicious in its intent. Who knows who my enemies 
are? It's easy to rub shoulders the wrong way in a small town like this. And 
I'm sort of derisive anyw.iy. It's my nature. Maybe that's why I've -,Jways 
liked Or. Smith. I know we share some kind of component inside ourselves 
that makes us playfully sneer at the world. And if it c.a.n't laugh back at us, 
then the hell with it. 

That afternoon I decided to write a fetter to Discreet Mail down in Lo6 
Angcles. It went something lik~ this: "Look. geniuses, I'm not on your 
moifo,,g list., and if you don't get me off of it in two shakes, I'm going to Mve 
the Postmaster General on your ass real $001'1. Cot it?"' But things got worse. 
Two w~ks later, my ncighbor, a little old widow by the.- name of Elaine, 
knocked on my door and told me the UPS man h.-.d left a F)t)Ckage for me at 
her hou.$e. I knew something was wrong right away. She was k>okingat me 
funny, like she was nervous or something: This wasn't normal. She \ Ve\$ 

alway.shappytosee me. She loved the way I played piano. It showed how 
seMitive I wM,sheuscd to say. She was always ma.long me food and 
bringing it over and wa1,ting to talk to me for a long time. And I let her keep 
her Comish hen$ and pot roa.st in my free7.C'l'since I never cooked a.nd Nd all 
SOl1$ ol freezer sp.,c:e. She thought I w-'San angel. But not today. This time 
she looked funny, and she wasn't Sllying ei whole lot. 

"What's wrong?" I asked. 
"'I just don't think this is good for the neighborhood."' 
"'What's not good for lhe n,cighborhood?" 
She was on the verge of tears. Told me to follow her to her apartment. 

lnside was a huge p.,.ck."lge with a pre-inflated sex doll inSideof it. You could 
te!J there was a sex doll in there bec:ause the cardboord on.ly (OVCred the body. 
1ne head was showing for !he whole world to see. Yellow hair, wide blue 
eyes and a l>ig wide open mouth as red as a cherry. Looktd like she had~ 
charged wilh five thous.,nd volts. 

"'This is some kind of mistake," I said, taking the box from her living 
room. The retum label show\.--d that the pock.age was from Discreet Mait of 
course. 
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,.Don't you worry, Elaine, I'll get to the bottom o( this, and when I do, I'll 
have the Coast Guard raiding theoompany thatsent this tome. And that's a 
prom.ise."' 

But my words did little to assure her. She wa$ looking at me the way 
Matilda did aftershe saw my ul"l$Olkited mail. 

"Howard, I think I'll take m>• food out of your freezer." 
"Don't be silly, NI said. 
''No, really, I insist." 
Over the next rouple ofweeks I was getting fewer and fewer 

appointments. Manyol my clients had canceled, without explanation, I might 
add. But I'll teU you right now, Elaine had something to do with it. I love her 
to death,. l't"ally I do, butshe is an undeniable gossip. And I'm sure her 
rumors about my little package circulated far and wide. spreading into my 
dient base. 

I went to Wolfgang to tell him the- gravity ol the situation. -rhanks to 
OiSCTttt Mllil, I'm n.m.1\ing out oi gigs and girlfriends, and I've got a neighbor 
who took out all ofherComishhensout of my freezer. She's just letting them 
spoil outon her kite-hen table - shit, l can smell the damn things rotting 
through the wall! - and all bec.ause she would rather leave them for the 
vultures than keep them with a scum like me.N 

"Relaxt Wolfgru,g said. "You're goingoo a Little journey right now. 
That's all. And you'rescared because you wish you were back home where 
everything is safe. But is home really what you want?"' 

I've ~id it before, and I'll s:iy it ag.iin, Wolfgang is craty. 
I guess I shou.ld tell you right now, I'm not from Bakersfield. I grew up in 

Berkeley with my divorccd mo-thcr and ma;orcd in music at San Francisco 
SU.t<1, dropping out my SC(()nd year. I was never good at finding jobs, but did 
manage to teach piano lessons for a while. Hated it. I'm not a very patient 
person. My youngcr brother, tht-succcssful oil rompany t1crount.i1,t, told me 
there was a big piano tuning market in Bakersfield,~ city he visited frequently 
on his business trips. He had associates there who would give me a free pl.a~ 
to stay until I got settled. That wns five years ago. Since that time, I've 
established my own domain here. People know me, they wt\ve, they smile. I 
can't go anywhere without bumping into someone Idon't know. This has its 
advantages, You go around thinking that everyone loves you. 

But now Oiso"eet Mail enters the pklttreand th.t'lt's ru.1 ovtr. It was time to 
write them another letter. "Hey morons. this is Howard Lyons. and I'm roaring in 
your jungle. Eitherget me offyour mailing lis-toryour ass i$ grass.., 

I tokl Wolfgru,g how Iwas handling the situation, and he told me I 
needed to exercise a little more suhltpty. "'This is a legal matter,"' he said. For 
the first time he was taking my problem seriously. I suspect his decreased 
piano sales had something to do with this. "'It's time you write them another 
letter and spell out, in a ca.Im.. educ.\ted manner, how you will contact the 
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Postmaster General, The FBI and your attorney. You might evtn tell them 
you' re under twenty-one. They'll have a shit fit." 

"Cod, you're smart," I said. "I don't know how you ever landed in 
Bakersfield." 

He 1~,ned and dis.-.ppcan'd into the OOthroom. 
I followed Wolfgang's advice, but the p,lCkages kept coming. French 

ticklers, fruit«entcd lubricants, penis cnfargt-1"$, finvorcd condoms, edibtc 
palltics. whips, leather masks. and a state-ol·the-art sex doll imported from 
Japan made with real pubk: hair and removal parts - all di$hwasher safe. J 
reported all of this i.n m.etkulous detail to the Postrn.""IStc-rGci'IC'roL But those 
candy•"ss bureau(TJIS wel"tf'l't taking any 3ction.. appa~ntly. The majl kepi 
coming, Another six weeks and I could have gone retail right in my very own 
ap.vtment. My gi8$ kept getting smaller and smaJler. My phone stopped 
ringing. J>eople were avoiding me at the supermarket. 

It looked like Oi:;crcct ~1ail and I were headed for a little he.-.d-on 
collision. I~al!ed Wolfgang up and told him I couldn't make it to ,,.,'Ork that 
day. ''A little business trip to Los Angeles." I whisptted with an air of 
intrigue. Wolfgang knew what I wM talklJ,g about. "Drive s.,.fely," is all he-
s.aid. 

Two hours later, after driving on the! tom rushion of my Chevy a,evctte,. 
I had a sore ass and a cmbbydisposition. f took my Swiss Army k.nife from 
my glove box, and wa.lkcd to Discreet Mail headquarters on Wilshire 
Boulevt'lrd, It was ln n two•stOty building, .tbo\·c an insurMccoffkc. I 
walked up the stairs and introduced m)'St?lf to the secretary, a hetp(ul k,oking 
worn.an who looked better suited as a libr,trian. Behirtd her were dozens and 
dozens of cardboard boxes, many of them be-ingstu((ed with all sorts of 
goodies by about live or six workers,. tired lool<lng young men who looked 
llkc they were n.'OOV('ri1,g from ha.ngovet$. Pre-inflated sex dolls .. some 
sitting up. otheJ"$ lying down - were all over the place. 

"Can I help you?" the young woman asked. On herdesk was a plaque 
that said something about Ncustomt'r satisfoclion." 

I'm afraid you can't help me," I said. .. You've already had your chance 
for that."' 

"l'm sorry." She looked confused. I pulled out my knife, e><tended the 
biggest blade, and pointed it at her. 

• All rig),~ ""C')'body out," 1,.;d. 
"He means it, you guys." the receptionist s.»d. My knife was dose to her 

throat and my hand was kind o( shaky. 
"You're .ill a bunch ofcon~mptiblc ninnie$.." I shouted, saliva spraying 

all over the place. "'Insidious ignoramuses!" 
The n.'(:Cption.ist and the young men Red out the door. I dosed the door 

behind them, locked it, and had Discreet Mail all to mYS4.'ll, IStt'lr1cd with the 
five or six compvtcn;. Crushed aJI ol them. If l was on their m.ai.ling fist then.. 
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Isure wasn't on it now. I then opened desk drJwers and threw papers all 
over the place. Kicked fomiture. Knifed all the sex dolls. I kept goi1,g. I had 
a lot ofenergy that afternoon. A lot ofanger. Outside l heard sirens and then 
a polke officer shouting through a bullhom. He was asking me to come out oi 
the building with my hands up. 

Si.x months in prison and all the: tabloids had grown tired of me and my 
tale ofoutrage. My attorney didn't seem very optimistic. I was looking at 
another two yea?'$, with the possible transfer to some sort ofcushy place that 
gave you yourown room and cable TV. My rich brother had so1nething to do 
with this, God btess him. But before my trMsfor as I waited in my cold and 
lonelycell,a visitor came to see me. It was Mati!d;,Sanchcz. l walked down 
to the visiting quarters and talked her through a wall of g lm . It was right 
there trot the Distt\.~t Mail mystery was revealed to me, It tumed out that her 
ex-boyfriend, after finding out that Matilda and I were dJling. had rigged 
Oiscreet Mail to start sending me stuff. It turned out he was a good friend ol 
theoompany's vice president and he w~1tted to pll'ly a little joke on me. 

"Little joke," I said. "Ph!tty much ruined my whole life."' 
"'It was no excuse (orwhat youdkl,'' she l«tured. "'You blew the w'holething 

oot of proportioo.· 
"Maybeso," I said, turning to my side. I really wasn't interested in talking to 

her. 1noticed a \'l.'t'ddingring on herfinger. "'You got hitchl..'CI, I~ -" 
•yea1,, wegot bock tog<thor." 
"IOJUldn'tbelieve it. She married the tTas,h that did this to me. I just shook my 

htadandspit." 
"Don't be that way," she said. "We had a c:fllld together. This i:s best forour 

son.· 
I told the guOO'd Iw.iint«:I to go b:aiek to mycell. &tter than hearing about the 

prison she chose to be in. • 
Prison's not sob.\d. At lrost no1s;ncc my brother pull<'<! the rightstringsand 

got me IT.msfem.'d to lows«uri,Y, They()//crcl..,,. here Md ""'"Ythu,g, Right 
now I'm enrolled ina film w'Ork.shop. I'm thinkingofresurrecting "Lost In~." 
Making as,qucl 0<so,nctt.ng, Only this time 0..s.n;th is going to be the good 
guy, the hero. And ru mal<ed.lmn sure he finds• way to get the Robinson romily 
back home. 
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