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Poems 



L 

Sol Neely 

Conceit ofWound 

paroxysm ofmgnriw ,11p11hiliry; au1honln"p ofa god's 0sr srlf 

n:auscou.s is the wound ofbceoming. .. 
faced with a vi,ion, the void ruptures int"o 

c.onseiou.snw 
2s cmboditd impulst ofword m2dc kif, 

:ts sdf resembling word: 
there is but one possession ofthi.s word: 
the wound ofits own non•poUC$$i0n, 

1hc b.ng1.1agc ofcon.sciousttC$S cornpcb itk'lf 
tow:irds one moment ofexhilu:uion, 
2 1on:tlicy ofimpulk tt:hoing & rcvc.rbcr1ting 
within the :a.bysmal rdicfofmcmOI)', 
moving upon iudf u a nighcing:ale ITTO\'ts upon 
iu song with invisible wing:s; 

turgcry ofsdf, Aight ofidentity. 

wing of rnind dimlving in unfolding. 
crumbling & crc:uing funher in intentness of night 
into imp:ilp2blc sh::i:rds & prisms ofvoice: 
vocable shrapnd &Hing against the smic of its own indisccrnmcnt, 
hlling mute against the n.gc &: silence ofits own paroxysm, 
falling 2.g2inst its corpoiul ashness 

ofsilverc=d poems & calibr.n~ explosions. 

into ,he void, 

a thump of brui.$Cd ,ound ... 
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Sol Neely 

.JI ligl,t is .ofcly F.lkn pmllcls 
birth com from horizons, sdfrippcd 
from $lone V(lw one: these 
qcs :arc $Uongcr than <hainJ, 
WW<cr still than light. 

&: all o,·er, the parallds burn into 
each .sub5equcnt parallel: 
bent axis matched with warped mauix. 
distorting all our wppl)ouions; 
our dithyrimbi.c sensations 
luUowing the gr-aphs ofour horiions; 
cad, to the other, with lips confessing mystery, 
we drown in the oasis ofour own swear, 
smelting the irons ofour shackles. 
imposing vows where only impulse cxin.s; 

·we suffoatc in the praycn ofour 
unrequited pusions, 
I.aid out, stretched, &: cut 
by our own acations: 

.stones spilling out from our stom:teh$. 

sar, cau.ract, guitu 

word is wound ofmystery, 
ofcold folded flesh ofshadow; 
we uc cmpty•qui,·ered archer$, 
firing diversionary miuiles ofintention 
avinst untargctcd .space, ddinc-.atcd emptiness, 
d r:twing fire upon our own rcA«tio ns 
to initiue our,r/ws back into their own mystery, 
back into 2. mispronounced oblivion 
orsci(into mystery or~Cf0$:lnCt •yllablc-; 
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Sol Neely 

& yet i cannot sew up this wound, 
i stitch sinew with the spine ofa 
porcupine or the hollow seem ofa lo.st feather. 
my ,kin is unadorned hieroglyph, cipher 
ofall the ancicm votea. 
already i get the f« ling that this is my Wt 
courtesy ofd eath 
i black out as all these gestures empty out into 
the guise ofabsence... 

& on a page bctw«n cwo words i noticed 
that n ot aJI things arc equal. 
In beewtt.n two voices a visio n ofvaluation. 

a sprint ofsh2dow, 
an aval:mchc of hi$COty, 

but each stone 2.rnngts: into mountain, 
each globule ofsweat conforms to lake, 
every Jund reaches for limb with flesh gnftcd into bark, 
every pusion n2.ilcd to the crux 
ofan accounted eternity, judged here 
on the dissolute edge of 
its disembodied heart, the henJd oftht$C$ 
hammering against this order. 

0 the tension ofa touched. autonomy: 

what mctaphysi« we a$Sumc in pcnpcc;:tivc; 
what per«pci<tn we assume from 

point ofsoul 
less, specter of heart 

my chest crupu into the broken•up p.rgon 
oftongue, of$0me echo thundtting across che 
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Sol Neely 

impr«isc geometry of truths. of teeth detonating 
ac.ross unscakablc skies (of rays aiurcd &), 
senling into the very silicon ~news of impulse ... 
ofd«tronic musdc spuming into ontological 
indiff'crc-ncc. 

to mutilate & rckindJc the heart. 

II. jl,,h ofsdfmad, .,,.,J, th, qunrion ofdfflNUOn<0f4v 

grandfather' in the de.sen, tossing bonC$, 
reading crimes, steadied on the horizon 
with wings breaking out between breaths. .. 

0 victorious rebellious 2.ngcl! 
archaic god ofgolden c:ompau: 

with one foot steadied in the ce.nccr 
rotate the other, there i.s your name 
cuvcd in the desert. there i.s your word, 
your intimation Ofhoriton, the 
circumfcrcnec ofyour ~rt in 
wind-i1rctchcd sands: 

a lifetime ofinroxicarion in th,cc steps. 

skin dust, 
m2.n 0\'CCCOnlC 

in the innoocnee 
ofhis own 
ovc,coming. 

in the beginning was the wound: 
ndi:al dismemberment, .sacrificial genesis; all copulation & co-polation; 
here was the positioning of the fim ahar, 
abo,<c which tumbled in locked ulons 
death & the winged heart; no language, 
only shrieks&: r,u.ored 

O,pheus/14 
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Sot Neely 

vocables in the dueling r1tios ofblued tound; 
$00n sptt<,h seeded into 
the circumfcrenc.c; cW!.ry «ho a 
,.,ofC:a'no erupting in dark ca...e. 
words fcU like ash onto the tongues of6dds: 
geommtic b,u•rdic&; hypo.Static ompha.los; 
the serpents' t\lrncd upon themselves, 
burning with etp:i.city: their tongues at 
each the other' forked ends 
like talons locked & tumbling: 

for the firit day we sat like that, 
brood«I & kiucd. death & 1hc winged heart. 

with death came prophesy & the 6m sacrsmcnt; 
with hean came broken horizons & fim gr.ivcs.. 

ritu::tl & burial. arc & negition. 
1hcn came fracture ofintcMI by which 
we mc:i.sur«I our voices in terms 
ofvicissitudes & fr~ucncid: 

militant gcmatria 
of formless infirmary, 

in the caves we paint; in the aves we burry; 
fire slurpcn.s our sticks. 
ritual ofburial: an of negation. 

Gran~thcr. soul: overture of history: 
uhen buria.l, organic hall 1c.i1t.uion, 

$3.CrifKC & taU<>O 
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Sol Neely 

with very pa1icnt hands came god the owl, 
form ofsilvered wing,s &. turquoiscd foct, 
form ofcontciousncss, dance: ofidentity, 
Right of tongue in hypcrboccan cata.sy; 
then ca.me spirit, chncc, grandmother, 
radiant suns: a.II pyre ofcombumbles, swift 
gods of unmixed elcmcn($., rain & the reservation: 
dust like llcsh, incapabk even ofcruciftx.ion. 

we 1tt an entire tribe, with an entirely broken hcarr 
hcatt overcome - talisman ofapocalypse. 

gn.ndf.nhcu in the di", tossing bones, reading crimes 
we carry children upon our ~ks. 
steal fire's smoke. c:h.isd icons in tempered Resh, burn in ritual: 
haunt $ltc.uns with 4teadicd spears. 

6 ,hats<>/c<>rrugaud sinew 

flesh ofself made word: 
0 prote2n owl; how swift the Sttds 
carry put cvc:n )'OU -· your 
deviant identities&: incidental form$ 
do not'° much suggest Right as penetration: 
a variable spac:c of infinicy: 

0 your win~ u.nglcd in de2th"s 
myn-:i.gogic winds! 

how chcy suuggk for sh.ape in irrcpresscd sk.iC$: 

Word&: wound 
blade & na il 

chaos & cosmos 

O,pheu,116 



And thu.s he confided: 
and?'• i di.d not Ji, this •ftrmoon, nor did you, 
and in thiJ slNtrtd mttt1physit'aJ aJJ"mption 

Jµ,O w 1tg11ins1 uwh tJthtr 
wiih tin for.ii nhia ofmm,ory 

dt, not cc~a whispm, th not rxp«t tlTllnt< 

,~i'°'fuinofvain Ji.smrm.lHrmmt, do nDt 
tt}MU uniwnality in immdia?, do n,,i 
ccp«t in1,m1ption ofsiknu, Jq Ml 

rxp<CI afondness for maps qr artifacts .... 
O' in UK intnvals /Htwun fac, 

do Mt ntprt1 rrumbktnu. 

Ill. aspl,pia ofowrt11rr 

hntt beats irregularly without 
v.t.aming, syn.a.p$C$ misfire without 
wa.ming. clcarons jump orbit without 
W2tning. guir1:r nring breik.t across iu 
emptiness without w.arning, 
album s.kips on the phonoguph without 
warning: 
in this way absence subverts c,,·cn orig.in, 
0 choked &. c ruel rcprC$$iOn ofviolin draw. 

nar is signuutt ofinsomnia, 
chance ofsublimity in this 

the lciss ofviolent theory. 
death portrayed on a thin plastic card: 

touch here, tu.rn this, re:i.d to me. 
look there, where nood, 
under the $Ur-light curvature ofheld omen 

Sol Neely 
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Sol Neely 

i s<2nd here a.rmed only with 
your 0$tcn:siblc innocence. bliUS 
of reciproc.11 i,,fidditics. warning. 

winds sa1~ this b.nd dc:2n, prepare: 
the ccrtmcnt flesh, convin« 
the :uorinc crdids to close&: sound 
out in the dusk; i extract from the wind 
what for the moment i need; harvest of 
ripe \·oablcs: sensith·c to the pinioned 
wing$ & their gradua.l decay. Lay there, 
& i wilJ t0$$ up wor<U, offthe cliff & across 
D<,,·cr, &. w.ud, 
them parachute above the nervous hills. 
l.ty there, & i will P2int you as ieon, as 
cerulean arcograph ofhtigued nimbus. 
pointless, the 2z:urc h<2n thinks 
ofthe trembling weighted hand. air. 
&: with every draw ofbreath an assumption 
ofnew voice, an assumption of new vaJuc 

moment is «ho ofeternity slipping 
away, 
& $lipping away 

still. 

word is sifont asphyxia of 
wind: (breath ofstrained :afflatus) 

&poem 
i,sslow 
Suffocation :: 

Orphws/18 

https://reciproc.11


Sol Neely 

JV. a UllSon inparadiu 

A,,,JR,I,~· ~,fawi,o,._hWIMl 
efc.J. fuH, ._., ,uw,; ,,, ""J tim,,,~ml." 

•• Edmond Jabts, rf'Offl 

TJ,, 8Hi ef'RtHm/,16.,tffl 

...for god was never, 
at any time. 
innoc;cnt. you said: 
1/nre must be somethint 
he wiJ~s 10 Jhan: 
no1 stan or titm, 
or 1hr serfNnlim 
11po1hrosiJ ofdnert. 
perhaps rcneat; perhaps 
the othcrn«s ofa 
son' death; pc-rhps 
the axe$ of c.rueifocion 
1hc sword ofv:ian~ 
wielded against a.II our 
l»ni.shmcnts. against man. 
father, we arc exiles 
f.ttcd to be dn-ourcd. 
by the subtle effacement 
ofcreation or 
the n iU more subtk 
annulmcm of innocence. 
do we not hold e.ach 
chc ocher' memory 
in vcngc:inc:c? 
i have never left 1hc 
eqta1ion ofthe cross, 
my mother with her 
shroud took only my 
name, & death's the wound 
auerting only another 
thrahold. doVCJ perch 

O,ph,w/19 



Sol Neely 

o n both our houses & 
keep vigil O\'C',r the wounded. 

he suggested: 
gqd W4IS 4/wap II num~rk11/ 
system ofdittinction, a t«hnok>gJ 
oflinguhtie anassina/Wn. 

my wordJ fill sp1cc & obligate time. 
i put offdeath in the n2me orthe '1.ther. 
you are the oblig::nion ofmy words. 
:u i am the obligation of your silfflce. 

O,phew/20 



Sol Neely 

Equinox &lipses Intimation 

nothing is disclosed in thdc d osed. houn. 
all is crowned by an halo 
ofoccuP2tion - a smic fidd ofrC\·dation. 
i draw a circle around my name; 
i assu me a ratio to the cq_uatorial p lane-. 

i cannot afford to IO$C a breath. 
the lung c.xfoliatcs into ruddy con«ntri( 
layers ofvusc. rocks shatter in fire. 
there arc no movements -- only the 
revers.al ofour ontologies: the 
subversion ofinertia: th<- dogma 
offurious abandonment. unpoli«d 
riots of$0Und dynamite the equator. 
e$Capc to the continental divi<k, 
in the mantimc. 

fingers&. suing;s 1r1cc 
rhc latitudes & longitudes 
as violin &. voice imbi~ 
a srr2n~ tt"Vt"rb. 
ancestors&: aborigin.aJs split 
the hours. tune their instruments 
to the music ofuprurncd graves, the 
d ispunctu-atcd notes ofburied 
shadow, & shells &: skulls 
($omc melody ofatonement). 
1hc skeleton ofadai struggles bc-
nn.th chc burden ofhi.s lose flesh. 
c~rywhcrc eyes spill gravity: rabid 
poet scflbblcs an ode to every body put 
retracing the laws ofdivision&. ~ualiry 
hammc,s the texts .spine ag;tinn his 
lover's n2vcl to rc-trievc- his IO$t cy<s. 

Orphcu,/21 
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Sol Neely 

solui« ,u.s:uins wb.u equinox 
ceJipscs -- ass2.il, us with dU$t 
in the dCKr1, reconfigure, 
a still unoonsummaccd marrtage. 
the carch awakens to drh·e blood through ic$ vc,in-S. 
i wait for a $ign, a pulse. 
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Sol Neely 

A Thousand Pages Toward the Sun 

... ifonlJ mDrning mrant ffliviqn. 
•· Jo,ge Lui, Bo,gc. 

the night prio r to oblivion, the mad.mom of morning, 
a dream rchcan:¢<1 fo r four and a halfbiJlion yearS 
under such weight ofcunain, in such the:mc ofcomposition 
o f recurring and susrained :tudiencc. 

i interrupt the bed. o f dido, rob acncas ofhis canopy, 
drive the acolia;n daggcu to the very , caged hca.rt 
ofcalypso's fiber-optic stars. 

did i not tdl you she 
was innocent~ wu not the king nill a silvcr-cordcd 
bag offlesh, strobed in uorm, now naked emicd 
1cross the planked cxp1nsc? back to che oblivion ofhis 
unwc«lcd g1rdcn? preceded by r.hc ignominy 
ofold age and immort2lity? his nakedness is the 
interruption ofdc-sc11, the flower of this wasteland; 
his sanities uc tossed seeds upon dry 
rock.s-:rnd i .am his breath of fool. 
apinn hi.s foolish bre.ath. 0 what morning brWCs? 

your harps .uc incidental. your music validates only the myth, 
sainu ton rOSC$ from b1konics, or dsc lower them in 
1.ppl:tudcd. ~dctts across invisible diagonals.. from st::ige 
to stage i lc:tp, dcmoying all with a toss ofthis coxcomb: 
the morning star, halo ofoblivion, music ofcrashing orbs. 

someone calculatC$ the spotlight, the thunder, someone 
whispers ,-crses from behind the usurped categorical scenes, 
someone dday:s in rcmcmbn.nc:c, stabbing the players 
behind dr.a.ped noscalgi1:, a rC$cmbla.nce of interruption. 
the opera and the .scrc:tm.. the tt2i-ge a labyrinth, the .script 
a chous2nd pages toward the sun, burning by it$ own va.nity. 
i am not the af(hitca ofthis hou$C, but the collc«i~'< dtSCou.rsc 
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Sol Neely 

ofits scenes. no, i am chc godded machine dismantled. 
at bm by the pla)ui ttfu.s:al, in.ii.s:tcncc. 

0 corddia, icarus, 
i too am as.sailed by :an army ofsludes 

0,phcu.s/24 



Sot Neely 

Static Libretto ofCrooked Throats 

four and a half hundred yeau since 
shakcspca.rc fovnd hi.s paper 
would not aceep1 his ink. 

with pc:rf«:dy cakulat~ variability 
emerged the following equation: 

!?nn ofimpossibk effi,11cy, or sublimll~dsolipfi11ic 1Jthmtrss. 
gUJba/ autobUJgrOph:,. or 1h, uniwrs< refkcud in the souli tarn. 
vioknt tkory ofnardJ.JUJ, or tnul ubiquiry ofulf 
,ruurutds to fall matbtth, or INimkt to sktughtnqrphaa., 
idtnti'l withou, P"tipitatiM ofdeath. 

i wish i could nans!ate the &uh ofthis J)nl, 
or the :abridgment ofarchetype, 
to understand dday, or murder in time 
by the blood ofthis last f«st, the last epiphany; 
i would bring 10 the fool his pen, paper, candle, 
his own image as a suggescion offrttdom, or he insistence 
ofb.ughter strobed between the frequency ofambition. 
(or tr.1nslate the ghost b,u;k into his death) 

i count the aeu, the soena, the players and the idioc$, 
2s cruel men.physic, of icon. 

m~n org2n, you ncvt-r knew cM nagc, or 
chc authorship ofsuch a.rchic«ture, 
were never so innocent as your own tr2pdoor 
ofinexorable breach, 01 beneath )'OU the marble lungs 
of reclining long, •· though paupers have , incc kept your rime. 

my text is full ofholes., some ofwhich arc sdf-adminisur«L 
$0mc ofwhich parody thcmsch-cs in direction 
of$uggcstion, warning, or prophecy, 

O'l'hcuv25 
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Sol Neely 

here in the f.t.ir usurping twilight, resistance. 
capitulation and then recapitulation. 
ttati~ libreu() ofcrc>okcd throats. 

my pen i.s more a syringe than impkmcntofbladc. 
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Murder/One/Totalizati,,n 

i have killed )'OU & rcrurn now to collect your 
csuciblc .ofash -- your gl!Omctry ofcfnecfl)cnt. 

i throw coa.l at your eyes your genitalia 
for life, or a vigil, kept by u.sassins; 

a vigil, Or a $Ublimation of prayer into 
its math.c.macics where here i keep the 
breaching cinder, the ceramics oflirurgy 
beneath pigcs ofabcrmion, epiphanies 
ofobsession, binhing shrouds ofpottry 

2 breathing cindc.r 10 

undulate Ii.kc wings 
buried under desert S2.nds: 

like '°me palpitating 
hcsychastic omphalos 
(or a phoenix neaping 
the gra..,i1y ofiu dc:uh?) 

you did not die like Cordell.a., like $0 mud, 
living Ot$h adjuning tO un«ru.incy ($udl 
:u the curve of infinity a$ it appro2~ iu 
impouiblc uymp101c)- no, you did not die 
like god on the axis of r~mb)ancc, or 
even like a thiefcrucified 1gainn the mystery 
ofsome other's golgothan duth. st«ling time from 
the bifurcated ritu:11 ofspace, as umccogniuble 
Carrion handing limp before the sun: 

or d.uk iconographic. ncsh tMt slips from its nails 
&. slopes from hills renccting into still darkct seas. 

Dthc-r, you died naked like the gokm ofsome mad angel, 
like the erupted Kmblancc: ofnarcissus, not int.rans~ 
mutation but cra.nslatt<>n, ;·ou died in s;amcness; 
you did not f«I the echo pushing at your back~ 
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Sol Neely 

your eyes in-them.selva were bleeding icons, 
ye:c in the ~cuum of &«lcunC$$ you coll.a.pscd 

& died like a ffl.r, 

i hold your uhes u: all the ancient f-acei 
ofall c.hc aneien< poem.s 

i am the «ho dut fell in love wich ics own inaudible 
cffi.ccment .. chc aU2$$in who gave )'Ou irreversibility 
& unpardon:ible revere-nu, who promi.s.ed rcdempcion 
o nly in the bitter ritual ofannihilation, ofcocaJtiicion, 
who cradled your unctitical gau like the circumfercn« 
cradl-cs its center, beheld in the reverence ofviole.nt 
mutu.ality. ~ I. uh, water-thi.s is not medicine, 
but your pres.uppost"d & incapable pyre 

how the ash works through its fire! 
u language works through its f.tOC 
:u icon & rose work through all 

their n«essicy! 
as time works through its own re<iproca.l sclP. 
&: tcho works its way through voice! 

&: fitt ofashen work$ 
works its way ... 

i kicked you into the icon ofyour .self, 
i am the rigor behind your qua:tion ortovc. 
i write & rewrite the impugning «ho. 

O'l'hcw/28 
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Abbas P. Grammy 

Rain 

Sky is angry. A lightning bolt illuminates the c:brk. Thunder strikes.. R:lin 
staru pouring. Birds Ay hurriedly. ~denri:ans rush indoors. 

I arrive home, soaking wet, yet ch«.rfu1 ofwalking in the rain. Sisters, 
frightened, s«k comfort from mother. She whispcu 2 prayer and blows 
S2.fcty wi.shcs on them. Th-c sky's rage intensifies. It is as if the godd,w of 
ra.in i.s whipping the douds to make them cry from PJ;in. Mother stands to 
say Nttmiu;. Sistcrt look at her frightened. father lighu a cigarette and 
listens to the news. 

Anchorman: Tonight, sky will be deu with patchy clouds and dusty winds! 

The image jiucrs badly, Fllther turns the TV off. Mother goes to Rokou. 
Sister, sta.nd to say Namaz. I s-«rch in my memory for Khool lcuom. 

Tachc:r. Clouds arc formed from c,'aporition and con<knsation of seiwa• 
,er. Raindrops arc formed inside: rhe cloud$ when tht- 1cmperaturc d ropi. 
C louds a:rry doc:uicity. If douds ofdifferent chuges collide, lightening 
occurs. The soun~ ¢( lightening is thunder. 

Mo1her finishes her N11mar,. Sisters g,o to Rolu,u. F:uhcr is sound asl«p on 
the sob:. luin pours even harder. A lightening bolt illuminates 1he dark. 
Mo1her ~ys St,/.a1111t. Sisters fi nish their N11ma:$. Thunde.r strike$ again. 
Rain continues to pour, I go to my room to change. 
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Beatrice Wiltrout 

Generation 

th.i.s is our generation, 
sudcing down a.ffcine, boou, 
sorrow, a.nd g)ossy•pag~ 
self-image 
in mcgi; eorporuion styliud 
chains ofpseudo-bohemian 
coffee shops. 
our gencracion was born long ago 
and is srill lca.rning how to 
totter upright, s.till trying to form 
our fint coherent words around 
our tcchnicolor pacifiers, 
sho,-cd. into 
l».bbling mouths. 
our gcncn.tion has no face, 
has no ide.as. hu no idols, 
has no identity, 
and is not ftying terribly hard 
to find any, 
our generation is stumbling 
down the road toward the goals of 
the last generation 
blind to sign$ leading ro our 
promise, our fulfillment. 
our gcncmion drc2ms of 
becoming 
bot, cool, hep-au, 
dharm2 bums, the 
rd>inh ofginsburg or dylan, 
going on the road, cause: there is 
nothing original ldl to do. 
our generation a.n't s«m to find 
our place among the demigods 
of the past, ofthe prCSC'nt. 
o( the future. 
our generation looks through 
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Beatrice Wiltrout 

blue lcnsod gla.sscs and an not 
under.stand why C\'c,ryth.ing is $0 
dim. 
our generation will never truly 
undCi.stand hard toil or days 
that last only as long as the sun. 
our gcncracion is digita.l, mobile, 
tcehno babble and newspcak; 
:a brave new world for a 
l'Cccificd generation, too 
filled. with .sclf~loathing to )o\'e 
each other. 
our generation will hide behind 
the rcma.in.s ofour shattered 
conccpu 
of rebellion and madnm, 
never truly rc:.aliz.ing our 
potcmUJ for grcacncu. 
This i" our generation. 

Orphcus/31 



Beatrice Wiltrout 

Is This A PersonalAttack? 

you ha,'e created your$Clf 
in a.n image. fal.$C 
rwo-dimcnsional, 
lO wrapped up in )'Our 

concept of )'Ou 
that you have forgotten what 
it is to be human. 
you don•c l,;m: real pain, 
joy. or even fully formed thoughu. 
instead, you cry tr2gcdy, 
'1ugh dr2nu, 
and speak in f.uhion and trend.$. 
cooler thu1 , hou, 
proj«.ting your empty 
idol for everyone co 
worship, but you arc 
the only one b,owi,,g before 
the altar built 10 your self. 
so long )'Ou ha,'C masturbated over 
the Wire you have for you 
and your •)Usion fo r 
self that you Juve l:1«0mc 
numb to any1hing 
other than your own touch. 
living behind thou ma.sk of 
falst" feelings you h,1.vc: become 
blind to what is real. 
shoving out lines to 
anyone who will take them, 
you bu,y your.sdfin 
your own fublc. 
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Beatrice Wiltrout 

Poetry 

was i once written in 1n immort.11 moment? 
in day-time draming ha~ i cvtn 0 11oc 

conjured hea\'enly images orsaintly s:ilvation 
caJming the agonies ofa tormented soul? 
lu.vc i ever b«n lovingly, gently adored, 
made ctema.l through another's words? 

have i ever been a poem 
written in )'"Our hand~ 

black ink 
white pages 

a n inseam captured. in pcrf«t chiarose,uro 
memory so exquisite that you date not forget even a second 
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Brandy Rodriguez 

Nimbus 

Ouk/you imaginr II world wlurt I 11ewr J.Aid d word 
Silent as a monk and victously ignored like a girl 
A pbce where alJ that paucd did not sec a glow 
But nther :a lamppost on their W2!k to the evening show 
Nothing special to be liscencd to or b.ughcd with care 
Ju.st :a.nothcr Joe, no magic this time, (wink) I swear 

I do try $0mtcimd co bring chat world ofsilence to c.hi.s one 
T~ining my$df to restrain, rtfrain, and just accept chc mundine 
lroncd my p:tnu just like the Ofher blue colbr 
G~ the amc hair cut like them for a doll2t 
Sing che same song 
Hoping co just belong 

LA /Jt Ill Ill "1, rklO Jqq du, I wt1nt ro (.()mt out andp/Jty 
<lln luiwfan, k:s bt o~. andI will showJ<'" tht p,t,f«r "4y 

Som«hing is wrong. It e-recps behind the air ch:a.t flows throughout my cells 
1 don't fed right, taunting me with icku, dlmnnds, cursing me with evil sptlls 
NO! Foa.is. It means everything tlu.t I must behave 
1gave my v.-ord that I would be silent after th.at day 

l held everything in.side, even when I wu angry, you never hear :i. peep 
8u( inside my he2d, I har the smams ~ry second t$peci2lly when I sleep 

I mun confcs.s to you my dear, 1hat there is only little time 
You must leave, get away from me, my body LS no longer mine 
The ,..oicc that cdls )'OU he cards, the hands that opc:ns your door, ,he cyc:s 
chat look into your bean 
A<ting.t ,/ am a qu;" stud,- I cquJd cart kss a/N,ut all that u.w, I ettn't waft tq 
uar this shtll apart 
Ma11ifistat;o,u, ,yprm«J mcmorUs, dJlfanaiqna/ ncurotrantmhtrrs, ,all it what 
JO"" will 
It's only IO long it c:a.n be held in till it becomes the moniter that can't be 
itopp(d with pills 
How glor;ous is tha1 moment wlNn I am rebom, re111rr«trd, 11,u/ "111'",'qu.,/y riH 
5:#n, I will bl' badt iruitk all Y""' thinlJ minds the instant this onri willdits 
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Munnur 

Gi\·en every ch2nec, you waste it on $pending your time with nothing. Yo1.1 
wc,c granted the most amazing organis:m c,-cry conn n.ic:ccd, t,hc hum:'ln 
body, it heals it$C.lf, it can reproduce itself, hdJ it e:an even w: itselfon fitt: if 
you cry hard tnough, but what do )'Ou w2nt to do.... demoy yourselr. I 
could undcrs11nd if you were suicidal and wished to die in a battle dt:tling 
with 1hc psycho logical-emotional df'ecu ofhonor, pride, and ~n that 
candy oflove. Howc-w:r, most ofyou choose a less nobler way, annihilaiing 
yourself with booz.c and synthetics. Wlm is the fun in that~ You arc 
nothing more tha.n mortal wutc, ncvi:r pv•hing you.rsdf to your ma.x.imum 
potential, :t«cpting compromi.sc. Pleuc, Gods wcrcn'c m:adc like this. 

Now look, I a.m not compbining. h is )'01.1r 62 cxp~«l )'GUS and f-alling. 
do as )'Our lin lc dce2ying flesh pleues. As you are out filling your lungs 
wi1h smoke, your mouths wi1h liquor, nom:i.chs with filth, note this, 1 am 
growing tuonger. I rest whe.n you waste, I focus when you make noif.c, I 
run mysdfinto the d in when you sit down. With C'Yery beer you take I 
bttome five cimcs stronger. Every puff' you inhale ( age one less <Uy. You 
could say I :i.m doing this to ge.t ~ck at my father, you know he alwa)'S 
lovtd you more 1han me. 

But I am gong 10 show him, I ca.n't wa.it for the. day for you and I 10 mttt 
on the apposite sides. I h:t\'C been thinking of that morm-m every time I 
take th.n extra step, read that next age, dig a foot deeper. lt will all be worth 
ic, for that glance ofamazem ent. 1h.a1 .second ofdoubc, and the sound of 
your expect«! fall. l'll take advanr.ge ofyour greatest weakness, the one 
that you have made for me since the moment you opened )'Our eyes for the 
very first time. I'll get what he never gave me. 

l'II wait for you Oul$ide the bar, behind che alley ofyour favorite scca.k 
house. o r you may e\·en s« me a.s you stu1nble 10 your front door. Trusc 
me, [ won't take long, Like I said, you wcR gh-c.n a chance, given the gift, 
but you didn't care. Before I take it, I wine to hear it beat in your chest. 

I will be the energy chat mO\'CS your hand. 
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Camille Govin 

Beware! 

BlinkJenly serene 
yellow-eyed hoot owl gauge, 

creeping cnero2chment. 



Camille Gavin 

Message Interrupted 

Ebony «owsquawks 
a•top fence post riddling 

pale dove's fragile croon. 
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Emmy Darling 

Untitled 

she was the 
pretty penny: 
her own litdc 
bit of luck: that 
wild Jackie who 
wu nC\'t".r different 
but changed 
everything. 
Words can jumble 
and cities crumble 
but noble J>d< 
alw.a)'$ sang with 
her ,.-oicc like 
,u..ined glw. 
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Untitkd 

whisper and kr 
the sky 
prcu my words 
co iucar 
for if the love 
ofa woman 
bu)'$ 1hc night, 
rhc moon is 
iu price 
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Emmy Darling 

Untitkd 

offer no resi.st:a.ncc 
to the lingering moon 

and make no promise to time 
our d.ay is short 

but the heart is d«p 
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Emmy Darling 

Untitled 

Beneath stars 
ch,dly ,nd fo ll 
like·.fW('c·caffl, 
che sky i.s reborn 
::ind ( a.m found 
in the glory 
ofnight 
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Emmy Darting 

Untitled 

she was the 
pretty penny: 
,and aho\~ me 
burn the hundred 
mysteries though 
my words come fut, 
my hcan hu 
outpaced them into 
that bright point 
where the stars 
will scream 
around us 
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Emmy Darling 

Untitkd 

thcsurschill 
me with 1hcir 
baleful glow 
and by the depth 
of their d istant circle 
Do you remember 
~ing the sky 
for the fir,t time 
s~rs on a sning 
they sund fir-m 
iti.sl thu 
shiver and blink 
spinning 
in the giant's hand 

O,phcu,t4~ 



Gabriel Diaz 

The Ocea11 

I enter«! 1he ocean on a windy nigh1 
How could I not? 
I wu c2p1iv-m:d by the force ofthe w:1.vcs~ 
,hey s.eeme<I 10 be ailing me 
Stepping in10 its cold ocis1e.ncc, I could 
fttl the kingdom bcnc:uh 
So there ( w:u~ within the Sd, flo:uing 
farther aw.1y from shore 
Wlut is the :iunccion ofthe octan's n,yscique? 
Could it be $0mtthing bt2utifol? 
Amidst the icy w::uer ( could n ill remember the 
summer smdl of the fores-c 
Tr2pped in this watery gu.vc, I miss the joyous 
times, but there was a.l'Nllys $0Mething hidden 
The o«in c:an be a wonderful place, there i.s just 
no1hjng lx:1uciful now 
Ha,·c I reached the bouom ofthe $Ca? 
Think of the plca.s:int thought.s that await me there 
What d~rns will keep me wum? 
let no nighunuc haunt me anymore 
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Gory Groupmon 

Herman 

Herman wu 2 junkie, not just any lcind ofjunkie 
But a Texas junkie and an overweightTow junkie at that 
He had steely blue eyes with pinpoint pupils when he wu loadod 
But b,cing loaded was not the only thing his C')U gave away 
Herman had the look ofa man who w,u never 10'-«d 
h showod in hiJ qa along with many other thing, 
On a daily basis. his eyes broadcast desp2ir, hopclmncH, mi5C'.ry, anguish.... 
But mon ofall his eyes showed the FEAR 
The fear ofusing. the fear ofquining, and the fear o( living 
Herman went N.ck to Texas; he said to kick--to Jones 
I guess he didn't gc-t to Jonc.s--hc djcd with a needle in his arm 
In a cheap motel in the b2d pan oftown 
No big dcal,4 happcns all the time the local coroner said 
I always wondered. what he <;0uld have been if'°mronc had loved him 
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Jack M. Beckham II 

Untitled 

ToThe Blu..Eycd Girl, 

Hello Sweetheart, do you remember me? I am the tongue; I tutcd 
the $W«1ncss of)'Our innOCffloe. I ta$tcd the bittcrnc$$ ofyour misery. I 
:am the eyes; I mapped your :anltss flesh. I witnmcd the light ofyour purity 
minify. I :am the h:i.nd.s-~ I a.,~scd. your Rawlcs.s body. J bloodied my$Clf 
with the murdct ofyour cha.sticy. I a.m the cars; I fed on yo1.1r $Oft word.$. [ 
still hear your crying in the Cod-filled silence before sleep :arrives. I am that 
man; tam a monster. 

Yes Swccthcan, I ttmembcr you. You arc the blu~: filled with 
so much wonder. now clouded with rhc pain. You a.re th e cream-skin; 
cynosure ofvirtue, now polluted in your shame. You :ire the swttMmcll: 
an undefiled fragran«. now acrid violation. You 11.rc c.hc soft-lips; eye-dosed 
kisses, now obdurate mutil-uions. You uc Beauty; I a.m the monster. 

J think of)'OU always. 

God I miss you so very much Lo\'c: is a tainted thing Like my desire 
U)\·c i$ a caustic thing Like: my need to own your bcaury 

What did I b«omc: I do not want to understand My bra.in is ho t 
It is ironic Undt--rstanding is my castigation It works that wa.y sometimes 
I .suffer 6ut not enough Cod I mi# you $0 \'C:ry much J remember you 

I hope you have forgone n me 

Your Lover 
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Jane Granskog 

I walk with smiles on my feet 
and splash in puddl¢i ofsunshine: 
for no reason 
but th2t my crystal fine wc:b 
has the fp.ukle ofdew d.rops 
on wum spun golden str.an d.t. 
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Jane Granskag 

Webbed Rejkctums 

Th<"rc must be spidert to spin 
those fine lined filamcnu 
from transient nod2I soul$, 
for thcrc thq :ar~ 
strands o(bb.clc despair 
spewed from t~ unawue 
and desperate, reaching, 
sec.Icing meaning in londincs.1~ 
2.0d fine fuzzy gray products, 
ofR«ting light in darkness, 
limp dead reminders 
ofa pan long gone; 
and then 
nu.ybe a few 
intimc ;mc-w 
of hoped for liquid sun, 

Many different shapes 
and lengths and strengths-
the mind-ctehed l.auicework 
ofpr<>c:fflual spider an? 
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Untitkd 

The pain oflovc is recognition 
of 1hc ~bility of its absence. 
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Janet Pierucci 

Th, Datt 

He raped my daughter 
As I lay watching Jay 
In ch, safety ofmy bed 

She c:ricd out for me 
To help her miles aw.iy from 
The protection of my presence 

As I laughed ,c 
One more f.ast paocd joke 
And snuggled into the down 

She lay in the vile stain 
Ofhis semen for houn 
As she struggled to call 

And confess 1hc deed 
T hat oth c.rs would accuse 
Her ofinviting 

Her body ripped open 
And bruised convulsed 
Once more in twisted protcst 

How she had trusted him 
To respect her dignity 
And right to comcnt 

Then her voice on the phone 
Mommy he hurt me 
But she didn't know 

Although it was O\'Cr 

Her pain had jun begun 
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Janet Pierucd 

The Observer 

You arc the only one 
I cv;cr let 
Watch me undrcu 

You u t still 
Observing my tvery move 
In siltot 1ntici j>2tion 

Your cool blue eyes 
Surveyed my emerging body 
A1 I shed my skin and blouk 

When I nood before you 
In myffi0$-( 
Intimatc apparel 

You rose and 
Mo~d toward me 
Stopping :an arms reac.h away 

I could f«I the tension 
Build as I a rcfuUy 
Hung up my dothC$ 

As you turned your 
He.2d ever so slightly 
And blinked your eyes 

I reached into the doset 
And ~lcacd my W<ll 
Worn jc.ins :and sweater 

As l puJled the soft 
Fabric over my hips 
And slipped the top over my head 



Janet Pierucci 

You knew it was time 
And WC movocl 
Toward c.ach other 

Then I reached. down 
And picked ) 'OU up 
And you bct,rJ.n to purr 

As I n<><>d stroking 
Your $Oft white fur 
You nun lcd my neck 

With your tiny wtt nose 
You welcomed me home 
Your tU.y h:ad begun 
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Janet Pierucci 

The Seduction 

His gaz.c: kept mine locked 
lntO"l:hc moment 
A.J he reached out to touch me 

His brath wu warm and hmilt1r 
AJ his body moved gently 
Toward the «ntc.r of my being 

At the l:m minute he turned 
And curled his body dose to mine 
And began to purr 
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Jason Grist 

Brazmeool 
far Ktrouac 

Brauncool then 
Running in a hard set• 
Ladies and laughs 
And not giving a fuck. 
We pooled our money for all chc 
Be« we could buy 

Searching for wlut WU unrccogniicd 
and $tumbling upon repentance-
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Jason Grist 

Fortune Wind 

Suddenly gu.su offortune wind 
St.nds lca\·a downw.ud spiraling 
Out away from trees 
Dying in flight,-
Bvt light cdlccr, offdying le1vc, 
And surdy tM:y arc thankful 
This sob«dccaying state, 
Grass dancing all around 
Wind whi.tpe,ing cncoura.gcmcnt 
Lifting them 
From potential gra~itcs.. 
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Jason Grist 

Lmely Friends 

Come and g.o for a walk my friend 
Wc'U w.a.lk both near 111d fu, 
Shue~ s«rct ofyou.r $Ou.I my friend 
With no cue for who )'Ou are. 
Tru$t in me my saeted brother 
I'll take no-thing from this deal, 
My c:ye.s revc2l an open window 
With no dun upon iu scsl. 
Rc:vttl n2kcd truths to me my brother 
I scand with palms upright. 
/Is dusk r.dcs 10 cLuk 
I see glimpses of your pHght. 
Across frozen fields you've Acd my fric-nd 
I know jun how it feels. 
We've tra\'dcd the $inlC path my friend 
With u:an upon our heels. 
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Joonne Schmidt 

JS. 
Just a.s the light settles 
Oiling the lamps :i.bout to $Wing 
And cha.sing the u hei in $ilcnc:c 
Not u the brwt riSd in bre1th 
Nor in movc~nt with the 2mbcr ring 
Except in the ) 8 carat ~n tip. 

Searching in brown poots oflaughter 
Changing in rhythm with billowing f.abrics 
Holding :i. kcychain to your finger 
Melting the gold ring,: into pa.per weighu 
Inhaling the inccnS<" from )'Our thoughu 
Desiring the ca.Im blue of robin's eggs 
Tasting the pleasure offine sand. 
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Joanne Schmidt 

Choo Choo, Here Comes The Train 

Your lovt i$ like a train depot 
Lou of tnck.s intencaing 
Lou of trains taking cums 

co pa.s.s and 
move on co new 
voyage$ and horiions. 

You.r love is: like t~ck nct"WOrks 
You hop from one train to the other 
Not knowing which one to take 
How long to nay on one 
Before a nicc:r, newer uain puses by 
Th:n looks more appc-,i.ling 
A Ruh in the sky 
A bright ligh1 in the C)'es 
A pounding train puses 
And the light is transformed 

into instant pitch 
black darknas 

But its a comforting darkness 
Which min m take 
Which whiStle to blow 
Which 1r2ck to choot.c 
Which Jirc.-etion co travd 
h"s all $() compkx 
h's all so complicated 
Like our brains 
Like our hctns 
Lil«: a nc:w «crebr2l synapse. 

I want to m-a.ke choi«s 
I wim to make good ones 
1wam to ma.kc right Ot\($ 

1want to make lo,·c 
on a train 

I wam the sensual touch 
ofyour body 
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Joanne Schmidt 

1wam the depth of)'Our eyes 
I want the depth ofyour Resh 
Come tome 
Come back to me 
Hen, i$ jusc what you arc 
Heat in the heart 
Heat in the thighs 
Heat in the tongue 
Heu in the fingtrs 
Heat is yours 
Dance o n my hngcnips 
Omcc co my love and affection for you 
~nee co che heat of your sway 
The comforting sways and wild jerks 
Ofthe good old choo choo tr2in. 
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Larry Etue 

The doldrunu 
found me 

I djdn't 
.seek them 

they KaIC'hcd 
a.nd~rchcd 

'til they 
found me 

for it s«ms 
they're u nCJ.sy 
without :a hose 

so I'll suO'er 
their presence 
for awhile 

then when 
they tire of me 

gladly SC'C them off 
ulwould 

any other 
viril infc-aion. 
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Larry Etue 

Alley Riches 

The ,un•blodced :alley remains a 
pe~~u.2-I shadowland wirh 
no illumination through the building,, 
ofbusiness and commerce. 
A con Grete swa.mp offcti-d odors 
dampness ever prCJCnt, 

Long before the truck arrh·a 
dumpsters arc Sdrched by Wv-igc crews, 
b«tragglcd refuse ofo ur spttics 
furti\'cly making thc.ir rounds 
quic.k as feathered me-at-eaters 
scrar,hing over r~d kills. 

The dumpster store i.s open 
no waiting, no ca.shiers.. 
one n,1lc only 
bear the truck. 

Boxes :and boards for shelter 
bottks and a.n.s for ash 
disca.rded food, new$p:tpcrs, 
mag.uines., stock rcpom 
throw it in the cut 
supplies for the day 

work done by eight, 
that's AM ifyou plea$C, 
now sit wich fellow 'snccrici 
pass time 2nd rhc narrow necked U;ek 
nod to the eyes of r!M: ninc-to•fi\'c 
ptovcndcr sources and gi\•c thanks 
to the gods ofthe :tllcy for 1hc bounty. 



Larry Etue 

The Wall Succt aced of 
"timing plus effort equals success'" 
i, faithfully followed 
in chc markcu ofshadowland. 
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Larry Etue 

Anachronisms 

Arm in :um 
the '(()uplc shuffles by t,hc hotel 
on their daily Ynlk 

,lowing. s.topping, 
remembering, 

nodding to each other 
they share 2 private $mile 

it's ten stori~ high 
holding 2 libr.iry of memories 
wirhin su.incd lead piinted h2llways 
and a faded grand ballroom, 
her fire: escapes appearing as abandoned 
scaffolding. workers nowhere: to be seen 

and so she stands, this architectur.t.l quocn 
from the ' Roaring Twcnt:iei,' 
na.nds Jcfiint u aged si.s-tcr buildin~ 
defer to th< iron ba.11 or che dynamite 

ah, bur even queens ha,~ a limited life sp.tn 
and a diesel fueled fulcrum, one ton ball 
at par2de rC$t, awaiu. the hour 
ofdestruction, operator indiffe rent to 
the shuffiing couple's reveries 

it's urban cuthanuia for this old lady that 
proudly mOGks the building codes, 
rOO t:i.gged unsafe:, ydlow tagged 'no trespassing' 
currcm provider offree housing for 
vermin, roaches, ccrmitcs, 
watcrbugs 2nd 2ddicu 
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Lorry Etue 

hoWC\'Cf spe1k nor ofcurrent 
to the .shuffiing couple 
whose nmno rit:$ arc in rhc 'rwcnrid' 
when chcy were young 
and he w 2$ king and $he was qu~n 
2nd the b:allroom wu grind 
a.nd the cbncing wa.s never 
going co end. 
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Larry Etue 

Jettisoned 

Street corontr prachcrs 
mixing with ewryd2y sinners 

s-idewalk strollers moving 
2.mong alley dw<-U«s 

aU rcRcctcd. in $lOrc-fron t windows 
mirroring society's multiple 
images in dirty gl:u.s 

on« someone's bright hope 
the 2llcy dwdlcrs now belong 
to yesccrcby among the unw:ashcd, 
the unshaven, the uninhibited, 
mostly, the unknown unscttWcd 
from th-c customary .social sockcu 

and as those: 'uns' gather 21 
bus stop libraries to r~d of 
a world ofwhich they arc not, 
:and whic:h views chem .u not, 

their cigarette bucu arc mt :uidc 
:u more useless than they arc 2nd 
f.tlJ among the rtst ofthe nrecc's residue 
to be now rcffectcd in guucr pools and 
eventually, like their smokers, 
swept from sight. 

Orphcus/65 



Larry Etue 

Latepayer 

I truly bclic,•e lh:at my paymenu 

rcnuin $C1iou,ly overdue 

because my birth entry myth 

hu it dut I, too, wu not 

deliver~ in a timely f.uhion, 

playing 'catch up' ever since 

and for ause and effect 

th:u's u rd.SOn:able a rcuon 

as a rc:uon could reasonably b,e 

occcpt to my creditors 

who don', :ipprccinc the ffl)'$tCry of 

myth and displa)' their ignor.1.ncc 

to me cv<"ry thi1ty day:s I'm past due. 
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Larry Etue 

Sarah andMinnie 

One seventy. the: other ~cnty~two, 
neither remembering 1hcir own name$, 
1,alking 10 mcmori~ 
a iling for 2 mother and sister long deld. 

Both sit an :a.rms length apart 
grins fixed but not really smiling 
eyes; open but not really seeing u 
colors blur by with \'OiCC$ anaehcd 
unc:ring words without me2ning 
for S1nh 2nd Minnie. 

Thtn somehow, through their br1ins' 
tangles and plaques, Abhcimcr's 
cul"$C'd encroachment, Sarah's extenders 
connect with Minnie's r«cptors 
drawing each to the other. 

They stand, hold hands and walk 
down the hall chauing in non--s«Juiturs. 

Sarah has found her mother 
and Minnie her sister. 

Now all l$ $CO.Ire 
among the tangles 2nd plaques. 
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Larry Etue 

Fanciful Views 

Thoughts of Utopia 

oonccived in the womb 

quickly diui~te into 

the realm ofrcmembertd funtasy 

allowing us to avoid th.e present 

which initi.ally utopian in wish 

transmut~ to nostalgic rcmcmbran«: 

all too quickly honoring only 

those cwo twins oftime 

future and pa.st 

while neglecting 

the immediate. 
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Lorry Etue 

Thoughts 

Thoughc, in multiple$ 
mudi through my 
mind'$ gray folds, 
fidd', fo, folly 
and rare insight, 
gods to be honored 
but not adored, 
minor dcitin 
clamoring for recognition, 
some pb.yful, 
$0fflC truly useful, 
some frightening with 
1hcir ttquircmcnu, 
some bewildering 
but all roam unfcnc~d 
~eking being 
through acknowledgmcnc, 
many my very own, 
some fro m ochers 
from long ago 
when I couldn't think 
and still d ing to life 
in my brain, 
all equally imporra.nt 
and I mu.st choo$C 
which to favor with bchavK>r 
so 1hat others may know 
my observable •me.• 
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Linda Kay Nash 

My Own Mind 

my own mind constructed 2 cage 
without a door for the escape my soul demands 
cr«t«l u shelter from rcg2ining my life 
dcb.ying my debut u moth.er of my dccca$Cd child 
entrapping me in the internal w:11r th.at I wage 

a lode hangs within re1ch on the illU$0ry door 
as ifthe only obs.tade to a.suit 
knowing the combination 10 but a few simple digits 
chaJl.c-ngcs me to consuuct the sequence to froe my.self 
thwarted by my ~ntcn« to endlessly endure yet more 

prisoner of my emotional war 
caught feigning control ofthe pain 
while struggling to remain free 
captured by my own demons 
dismayed by the content of their lore 

weary combuant from incessant subliminal attack 
numbed from forced emotiona.l evacuation 
di5()ric::ntcd without a recognizable image 
un2bl(: to find the pc-.rson who lived my life 
unsure ifl even w~t her lnck 

captive as my life is suspended. in time 
m)' c-~ge 1em:ains impcnetnble 
while I remain IO$C. inside mY'(lf 
:and my own mind 
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Linda Kay Nash 

Where I Am Not 

AJJ along I thought my torturous climb 
wu an asetnt to the pinnacle ofaoccptan« 
Where I would view my future from the peak 
then journey forth with vision ofwhat could be 

Rather my emotions ha\'C navigated me 
to another sight, before un$«n 
To which I have been dc$C.Cnding 
off~ ursc by 2n extreme number ofd,cgrec, 

How could ( have been climbing down nchcr than up 
in my careful examination ofttch step along the way 
The horizon must have b«-n hidden by the .summit 
I was suiving to ascc-nd 
My internal compass rcvu$C« 
by the magnc<ic force of the grief that I hold deep within 

I only know where l am not 
My only vision is of all that I ch00$C not co see 
The once cryptic words 
ouV(d in the stone wall that I face 
Now $CrC3m 
the implications that they bring 

Christophci's )'cu of birth and death 
follow the immutable letters ofhis name 
Commanding my motherhood aw-ay 
with all the benefits that o nce .soothed mysoul 
to S«, to Hear, to Touch my only child 
the C$$Cntial places my he.art still nced.s cO go 

lrhccan noc be .s«n 
then what need dOC$ my sight .satisfy 
Ifhis voice can noc be heard 
chen how does so-und serve me 
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Linda Kay Nash 

If ( cin not rtel the wumth of hit rouch 
then wlut do I need to fed 

Have I led mysdfb:tck to the rim of the abyss 
the Slack Hole that I once fell in 
Seeing nothing but d.uknffl; 
listening bu1 heating silence 
Feeling nothing through my ,nin 
Caring not to live another day 

WiU I frcefull back into that vortex ofgrief 
where l merdy exist to simply bre2the 
There is no tomorrow to oontemplate 
hence not e,-cn today matters at all 
Only a state ofpsychic pain 
that holds me captive without reprieve 
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M. T. 

ToB-

CrC"aturc. bcau1iful demon of the night. 
Wicked smile-sinister b.ugh. 
You walk in flo:uing water 
You touch the un~1chablc hcighu. 
You sold your soul for a pittc of chc sky. 

I h.atc your loving ways 
for you this maiden has , in. 
You arc what the maSSC$ r:i lk abouc. 
Old ladies eh:u :about you.-
the sign of the eross 1ftcr yo1,1r name. 

Lord of chc d:ark sccrcu ofmy nighu, 
Ruler ofmy Hdrt. 
You dance in the fire of my C)'d:, 

You ln1h in the w::uC"tSof my dcsen lands. 
Your indC"scrilnblc beauty has my world stopped. 
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Mary Lou Mac/lvaine 

Transparency 

Shall I show you my true face? 
Late-blooming water violet, daughter ofdragons 
Everything all at once or a.s my colon <lunge? 
Would fflowing my F..c:c make anything dta.rcr? 
And what if you $.1.W .someone else in my mirror? 

What is my face apinn the teeming depths ofspace? 
What is this tl$$.Uc against life a nd a.II its issue? 
What is my birth av,inn all that we arc worth? 
What is my dcspa.ir against chc energetic air? 

I $CC through M)'Opic eyes with S'2irs 
I breath wi1h injured lungs 
He1r throush perforated tardrunu 
My skin so often burnt, my guu rC$CCted 
My nO$C broken and broken and broken 
And by grace 50C wcU and $CnSC and m«-t the world 

1 trail dressings over pavcmcm<ovcrcd earth, 
Pondering how to Ice )'OU know me, $CC me; 
Giving shreds and threads so you Qn build :a nest ofempathy 
I am not t My co $«: or be, we arc so many, many. 

The truth is 1hat 1 lie. ]e's true. TM: truth would be too h.ud; 
Truth would c.ake £1.r too long; )'Our senses would be j:mcd. 
Instead, I US(: £:tea.des that stand for what is true. 
They may not work, but in a crunch it's all J know to do. 
But what JO like, in truth , would be for you to know my heart. 
I haven't much experience but again I make a nan. 
I could build a bridge to me; 
Safec:y in trmsparenc;y. 
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Mary Lau Macllvaine 

I Know the Roads 

I know ,he ro:i.ds ofHell 
down co all the titc, 

stumbling down precipitous grades 
ktting go the: guard rail 
yielding lower 

ch.u-ing phantoms 
allcd from disr.tn« 
kg.sworn down running 
pelvis long undone: 
giving in 

screaming down alley 
cornered overpowered jumped 
down fighting blood 
burning rage 
hawking sputum sweating 

Spent 
gasping brc,ath 
lying heavy n ieky 
full 

a.sph.ah comes into focu.s 
scraping my &cc 
a bird pecking my hairline 
iu fcc:t scmching my car 

snrching for 1idbits 
CrOU the mad landscape 
finding over time 
down high road and low 
lies falling aw:ay 

a brcete lifting 
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Mary Lou Macllvaine 

been down and back 
so many times 
I know th~ rosds 
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Mary Lau Macllvaine 

Hidden Works 

With d wk ju.st so 
this time ofya.r y<>u &ec 

the hidden works 

A m.an in leg irons workjng 
with :an upw:ud grin 

Hc:ut damps quieting the th rob 
when you step off t~ job 

Ancau,1I cur$C$ spinning 
webs inJidc our e-art 

G:arrOting and gigs to 
dcs«r:atc )'Our breath 

Hipcord tortures 
cinched from what we•~ learned and 1.tught 

Guts s.pla)'M :and Aay«I :and 
pine~ in burning knots 

And worms :and in~cts indicating hope 

Yet th rough th-c d usk we 
dance and d rink and joke ffld smoke 

And t.tke o ur knocks 
And gobble junk and w.uch TV 

And J«k folks out 
with keys 

1h:a1 fit our loc::ks. 
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Mary Lou Mac/lvaine 

Running On &gulttr 

Hey, I'm fading here 
TM loal quicksand of grins and showing interest, 
Old jokd creating moats and no man's land, 
locked in dose and block«i.: so F.u away, 
Breath deadened. in the grip ofmeasuring minutiae, 
Lord, how h:ave I abandoned you? 

What trick can foil thi.s disease, 
RelcaK" newstuff to breuhc and please~ 

I search blind for $()me gimmick of 
Oxygen and blood, red or blue 

Some living ,prout, authentic jui«. 
Some cacchr come-on or confcnion 

To trip the lacch 
And open chc duice 

So I can flow co you 
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Mary Lou Mac/lvaine 

D,taching 

I cannot 
get my house in order 

sucked papers ,lide 
s.kcw•wisc 

do.scu hiccough 
and s~w out jumble 

rd'rigcrator hot enough to bake in 

c-aps turning on ac odd times 
water povring down in sh«u 

bathroom Ooor sodden 
dctad,ing 

&Hing through 

unbidden knocking 
I $tumbk to the door 

as 1hc foundation shi(ts 
and no one is there: 
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Mary Lou Mac/lvaine 

Upping the Amperage 

Jfit weren't for that accidental 
touch ofwarmth l<I. still be: complacent 
and blithe but no, 

there was thu shock: it was WHOA 

awe and terror rolled over 
in b«I in my downsu.in re<: room 

and split my fudcing :umor 

dut was when the floods and 
11uffcring bcgi.n 

2nd the excitement day and night 

gccring used to more and more 

J confcs:s:: woe 
broke up my clciftcd life 
upping my ampe~c for lovt 

and I w2.lk about in public 
keeping private 
the throbbing my.s:tcry ofrenewal 

while .somc1hing inside me still itches 
to bun out 

and turn up the juice 
let my hair stand on end 

take life hot 
without words or motions 

at the risk ofburning fuses 
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Mary Lou Macllvaine 

Hollow Wind 

I f\gln ,hy of 
de.21h's-m2che1c, 
fear the reassuring smiles of 

ht-roin at my door, 
hear the hollow wind ofHades; 

:another habirutt 
to had<. at my heart. 

A nc-w chu-actcr steps onicagc; 
the floorbouds groan 

in foreknowlcdgc. 

Oh, hdp me, Cod. 
J, too, have b«n like Hell, 

how hapless still, 
brought wfTcring into others' hcuu 

and they had me. 

How do J say. 
..Hippy to meet you"? 

Who would w.alk willingly inco 
the whirling blades of 1omorrow 

that 1hcy could sec? 
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Mary Lou Mac/lvaine 

Motio11/ess 

t0mcching 
happened 

I , m gny, h,lf 
lifelcs, 

mot~nlcss 
2 hctvy 

foot upon my Sternum 

pain bccw«n my eyebrows 

a great flat moonlit landscape 
humid 
without a breath ofair 

wake up, lcp 
anybody homd 
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Paul 0. Ero 

A&ason 

H is lunp s~holle)\\•ed c:rics 
grief $tricken pcopk 
g_r2bbingat dying sc~ws of&dcd dreamt 
man who sees the f2ccs ofGod 
in every man, \.I/Oman and <:hild 
has bttn plucked Fto m us 
by hate 
like an unripe fru it before its time 

His lu,,gt spewed hollowed cries 
th:n 1(':.ched eternity 
in 1he h<'aruofheanlCS$ men 
the steds of lo,•e he sowed 
find fertile grounds 
in the lc-J.st likely places 
germinating and taking root 
in the most crud ofminds 

His lung.s spewed hollow~ cries 
he managed a smile rcgardlcs, ofp2in 
uc,ificing his dr~ms and ~t for life 
urging us to rccognit.c 
th;u love is mightier 
than the bulleu ofwu 
a reason we ho ld o n 
2 s.cason we remembc-t with hope. 
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Paul O. Ero 

FRIEND 

Jn pra¢ticing the humbleness ofsoul 
I gJow in 1hc glory ofdtwn 
The child in me frees 
My $pirit to lughtcr 
lntoxia.nt for :tgclcs.s ugcs 
Tru$ting the innocence ofyouth 
Whenthethoughtofyou 
Dances upon my heart 
A frown never crosses my f.icc 
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Paul 0. Ero 

Th, God,kn 

The smiling scantily d,esscd. goddess 
lu~uriues in heavenly sc-2 brCC'ZCS 
an opulently enriched abode 
in the heart ofan irrc:veicnt $00th$:iycr 
the soochnycr that we .all arc 

Vi,sion see1hes innocently in myth 
inherently alwa)'$ in truth 
ch2.sing .shadows in .sh:adowcd caves 
rolly OC\'Cr beyond reach 

Th, goddc,s it h>.ppy 
th<: world is wh:u it is 

The Soothsa>·cr's longings 
is whirled by his desires 
anguishing in ha.sic 
immc-r.scd in the illusions ofdimensions abridged 
the goddess is to be his 

And belong she does 
to chose who in1c:rc.$t not 
in po$$($$ing her 
co cho$e who uk nor 
for a fidd rd:uionship 

Hc-r love permeates everything 
«lfish she is 
in $haring with all 
is love 
a.nd that the goddC$$ is 
for she knOW$ 
)'OU uc not different from her 
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Robert Jomes Berry 

Shame 

When my mind was in pi«cs. 
I w.atehcd half..men in their wrath 
Punch through g.la.u 

Men cicd to their iron-framed bed$ 
Laying gl"'-<)'<d hou<1 in the 
Appalling wrack ofchar ffiVd:. 

Others toddJed the c:cttntric: circles 
Oftheir own prisons. We all 
Had our hd l, individual, unto us, 

O ur m inds inhumcd inside 
Burning sepulchres. 

In humiliation you rauled the padlocked grille ofthe 
,ky. 
Counted the bar, ofgreen light printed acr0$$ 
T he bile-green c.ciling 

And each day the fa.n WJithcd in iu: socket 
You were numb to the ordc,Lics who 
dn-uhcd wieak old men fo r sport. 

You just l:t)', l2y th.c other w.ay, o n your bed, 
Your rack ofshame. 
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Robert Jomes Berry 

Th, High Weald 

Where the gn.vdly anger ofour fim fuhers SC!:ttl~ 
The land cedes into infinity. 

Saxon $UCCC$$01'$ that moved like a 
Levelling beast thr<iugh the boroughs 
Until hate w:u a river in sp:i.te: 

lime cannot ocpungc: all ,hat spent blood. 
Or the buUying ways ofthane$ 
Who imposed their will. 

Thus when g:1-lcs hurl mediaeval obsecnicjcs 
Or the: Stt's s1ink le2gucs off 
R«alls their visceral tongues 

The pa.st i.s thrust back down our thr~u.. 

This land may be cilkd and obedient now 
But it remembcn more vicious cjmcs. 
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Robert Jomes Berry 

War Music 

Aerou the b2cks of the ye1rs 
King, bre,k like reeds 

Ascendant, v::anquishcd, 
in a chronicle of implacable feuding. 

This war butchery n~r abates. 
Lust for dominion is infinite. 

Sanctified men have blood,drcnehed the$C parishes. 

The GC"muria pl:uitcd a n.w:n battle Rag 
On thac mon.s.ter•hauntcd fens, 

Till history cells of cwo ra.ge-blind $0ldien 
Whacking each other with , hovels. 

Such times do not f.lcl c:. 
The sun $till $pills in the sky 
With che gore ofconquC$t 

Until on every p::agc of our annals 
There is blood. a.sh. 
Such brutal war music. 
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Susan Stane 

Untit/.,d 

That morning 
as I drove east on H ighway 58, 
as I'd just begun the d imb up 
offthe Carrizo Plain. 
as I wa, thinking a.bout you 
and the fumbled weight ofour efforU, 
as I w.u f~l ing the weight of that .s:adnCS$, 
I saw him standing 
ju$t 50 feet from the r~d, 
his c:oyo<c car$ aJcn, 
hi$ grey-brown sciUnc$S 
a &int , ilhoucnc agiinn 
the grcy•brown hiUs ofOccobcr; 

Struck by his stillnC$$ 
I slowed the car. 
His fordcgs were firmly pla«d 
u if resisting the movcmcm of the earth. 
hi.s head forward, 
his shoukkn pushing against the sky, 
his head $.lowly turning 
:u his cycs followed my movement. 

but he didn't move. 

Around the next curve 
I found the reason in the middle of the \\'CSt•bound lane. 
her long coyote n<»c in a pool of blood. 
her g~•brown fur rippling 
in th,c wind 
blowing down 
offthe Temblor Rsngc. 

The road dimbed 
but my eyes were nill on the plain, 



Susan Stone 

niU on that g:iic, 
pulled down br the weight 
of hi$ unform«I qucttion . 

... and I thought ofyou 
divorctd 
after 20 ~U$ ofmuriage 
and the weight of that sadness, 
the weight of"'whu nowt' 

Orpheus/90 



Terry Tripp 

Alone I Freeze 

The clu.nging ofthe wind, comes $0 turgidly 
Fr~m the raging su to me J breathe 
When 1hcrc wu two this wa.s surfeit 
Her ums 2.round me captured in the he21 
[ remember her smile when these snowy timd ca.me 
The feelings within my hca.tt reacted chc A.me 
her hand in mine and connecting eye to eye 
I thought I would hold her uncil the day I died 
Still ccxby [ stop from my nodfi-1t pith 
While a chill ofmcmorits run down my back 
Not having her co k«p me from the frtt?.C 
It's :alone I w.ilk and alone I breathe 
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Lee McCarthy 

Waitingfor Company 

The m)'Jtcry ofwhere 
it ca.me from. 
how long it ~ n last 
there by itself-
one stuk cloud 
floating in a hot blue sky. 
God w.i.nu the whole uagc 
for the m:u-vd ofhimself. 
He hides 
uni~ offered nothingnC$'$, 
the mind blank as air. 

T he uncons,c,ious houses everybody, 
Boarding house, flophouse, 
halfway houK, big hous,c,: 
busy and demon-infested 
as a Hicronymous Bosch painting. 
Dreams come pcll mcll 4 

out ofa shapc-.shifting c.haos 
th1t hopes to kill you with lightning.. 
lay you out cold on the earth. 
Food for anyone who needs a bite. 

God loves $lien«. 
Chaos lo,.-es noi.sc, 
the Krc«h and whjnc ofiuclf 
in a run-away train. 

Sleep wean: )'OU out, 
but lhc fim moments ofmorning 
kiss you as ifyou've just been born. 
like that fi rst breath 
before you began the cry 
which became your life. 
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Lee McCarthy 

And rhcn•• 
Oh,Cod-
And rhen, you opened your eyes. 
It wis enough almost 
to make >·ou 
shut your mouth. 
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Jeremy Russie 

21" Century Digital Goethe 

A photon from My 1V dcnu My eye. 
In an insta.nt My brain rcg:istc-rs it, 
O«odcs it, combines it, prOGCUe$ it. 
My occipital- never good at k«ping $CCrCU-

Blabs the info to the rest ofhis friends, 
With serotonin 2.nd dopamine levels: low 
And with spirits playing in my hc2d-this photon-
This photon with its mus--likc propcrtiC$, 
T his light wave with no mas.s ac all 
Docs not ddight and cnccruin but rather 
Makes My situ,ation grow the grimmer. 

My TV- My drug- My "dative-My delusion. 
My o nce babysitter, My old friend. My now lover. 
New car, peace symbol ..Jikc ~mbalm on it.J girl 
My thoughlS drift-
Why can' t I drink gasoline and emit toxins out My as.$? 

Nicu.schc himsdftold Mc "'God i,s dead." 
-Looking around J believe him. 
But where and when wu His funeral? 
If] were God, I would ha\•cTwain do My culog)'. 
He has a way with ""'Ords, and we all know how much he 
Lo,cd the Old M,n. 

Aphoton from My1V pierces My eye a.nd 
h sca.r.s Mc for lire. 
My e)'C$ cll»e in.mndy from lhe pa.in, and 
I can hear Satain on My 1V se.lling a product 
"'Cua.~ntccd. to re\·olutioniic m~turba1ory dJictency ... 
Mephistophelei 12.ps on My window. 
Faust ba.rks three 1im«-leuing Him in-scaring Mc ha.Jr to death. 
Why does he oomc over when he knows J'm witching TV? 
He told Mc the ..Underground M2.n had been bcat·cn to de;ath by a (Op.,. 
And here I thought he would die oflivcr di$C.UC. 
I would sell My soul for some sleep. 
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Angela Armitage 

Core 

The mouKtrap snaps aJ she fingcn ic, 
ltCking caramcliicd bluff, from the cjp. 
Hisfaci2.l sit~ups 2.sk legends. 

He removes her cocked q,cbrow, 
feeding w«vils co 1he slot. 
Ladybugs fly as herjaw &Us, 

The two roek in gawking smiles, 
letting silt lodge inside nO$C$, 

Lips :a.nd conguC$ arc old nCW$. 

Cribs peep up from rock du$1, 
1housa.nd cyci s,cc thousand eyes. 
The sun ma.kC$ hula hoop spotlights. 

look, he points at guUs snatching; 
ku. she COO$, with nails digging. 
The ocean sniff1cs, all lonely fo2m. 
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Angelo Armitage 

Raised 

freckJc.f.t~ overall boy, wuh 
your hands (l s«: the stains o f 
this afternoon'$ chi<:kcn) sic 
tight, .smik r.m:ly- wbatevcr 
you do. don't pick the Rowers.. 

cowlick in cow, speed along the 
highway. Don't crUh don't 
shake ([ know tlut's not the 
n«ring wheel) Kiss m:uyannc; 
laugh about it-adjust yourulf. 

ycsccichy you dreamed of 
corn meal :.and honey, didn't )'Ou? 
stop it• I' ll ukc the s-.vicch. 
ifit m~C'$ you foci beucr, )'01.1 
can chOO$C which to get hit wi1h. 
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Angela Armitage 

Opposable Thumbs are Important 

When she opened her mouth, only a tongue ca.me out. 
Th~r. had expected fire cnginc-S, or maggots. or little 
fr0p wi-th hooked. teeth, Only a tongue, Rdly, and all 

it did wu wiggle around. The surs hung c:at,a.lcpcically, 
acting neither cowardly nor .spe<ial. The gucous 
things refused to ~en blink or shoot bcau.sc stars don't 

really do that sort ofch in-g. The dirt d idn't s.uction and 
sw.illow pumas or s~cnpcrs. £.,·crything stood as it 
should be, indiffcrcm to her perfectly human, though 

delicious, kisses. This surp rised them, and SC\'cn.l hands 
wcrc thrown prot«ti,·cly .a.hove heads as though bombs 
or boulder$ would drop. But none fell One woman fain ted 

and the prostration wain't significant beau5C she soon woke, 
$Craped and muttering ouchCJ, Thii dimubcd the fdlows, 
so they grabbed thcm5Clvei rcauuringly. YC$, icill prek'nt. 

YC$, ,cill niff. But then 1hey remembered that it was only 
their h:111ds :ind her 1ongue, not some eu-utrophie Gwincvcre. 
The 1hrong cried. h wu quite ro1n2ntic: ofthem (he, 

tongue $till milled 2bouc), but there were no rivers oftcus 
or hcaru pictced with tiny d:iggcrs. Aft« the kiss. they 
said goodnight. Everyone returned to work in the morning. 
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The Gumshoe 

I had just d«ided it was time to d ose up shop and c.njoy the ~ning 
when the knock a mc from my office door. It couldn't be my 
landJord, he n~wr knocks, and since it wasn't the landlord, it wu ob y 

to opc-n the door. Who would want a private dc1ectivc at nine o'clock at 
night? Someone in big trouble, someone in dcspcn tc nttd o(hdp.. Or els(, 
someone who has spent all day being turned down by every o thtt Pl in 
town. Prob.i:bly the latter. 

"Come in!" I said, and a gorilla in a suit cn1crcd my office. That is to 
s:iy, he might have bttn human, but it was hard to sec p2$t the fur-I mean 
hair. He c.r.ackcd a .smile th.at would ha~ bought an onhodontist a cwo-
story house with a pool. 

~Mr. Malone wants ra u:c ya, Gumshoe," he said. T'NO-Ton-c ti.12lonc, 
who got his name from his signatutt blade and brown suits, us,ed to be the 
second biggest mob boss in town. I say u~ to b«:ause hls moved into the 
number one slot since Ric:ky 1hc Fish met with an unpl~ni aociJ cn1. 
Although 1hc pohcc were unable 10 explain how Ricky could a«idcni.ally 
s1cp in wet ccmcn1 before going o n a midnight swim, 1hcy inninc1ivcly 
knew it wu an acciJ em and looked no (un hcr, 

'"So what, you're here to ta.kc my pic1ur2'" I answered. There wu no 
way I wu going to 1u rn down a rcques1 from the biggest gun in town, but I 
had my pride. 

'"h would be in )'Our best interest ta come wit me. Otherwise-, I woukl 
be forced ta use less ch.an ple.ua n1 methods ca. convince y.a., .. he mentioned 
pcn.u.ash·dy. I shook my head at such :a.n obvious clidx and grabbed. my 
j1ckct. I wasn't going co get anywhere b.a.ntcring with Jo Jo the dog,faecd 
boy so we left by mutual .a.g.r«ment. h wasn'r long before we pulled up in 
front ofMalone's Soda f-ountain, the official front for the Malone S~k• 
easy. My hairy new friend took me s1r-2ighc in 10 sec M r. Malone himsdr. 
He s1ood behind his shiny m.ahovny desk in, you guc.s::s«l i1, :1 tvo-o-tonc 
suit. He mu.st h2ve them t:iilor m:ide, 1 thought Idly; he wu far t()() large 
fo r offthe r:ick suits. 

• 1 require your scrvkes Gu mshoe; he S:tid with no prcan, bJc. "You 
don'1 n«d to know 11// the dcuik"' I wu opening my mouth to protest, 
probably in an ill•2dviscd wi.s«r1dc about my spcci:ilty being in ESP 
detective 'WOrk when he said, ..The lcu you know, the less you can be for~ 
co tdl under 'persuasio n., .. As I digest«! this less than pl~nt remind« of 
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Mr. Malone's businqi pn:ctiOCJ and acquainf.a.ncci. he uid, •This is for 
you.,• and reached in10 the cop drawer ofhis dak. I didn't get this far in my 
business without being a liuJc para.noid (okay, maybe a loc paranoid), but I 
a.Jso have some common scn$C. h Aid th1t Malone would hardly ha\-e 
wuccd his cimc wich a cover itory ifhc jw-c W2ntcd l'o kill me. Therefore, 
he wu prob:ibly reaching for something humlcu in chc right•hand cop 
drawer ofhis cxpcniive deik. My paranoia ac:knowledgcd the Knse in this 
and I shifo.·d my weight co allow for a quick drop co the floor, ju.« in cue. 
His hand e2mc out ofthe drawer co throw a partially c.a.tcn sandwich onto 
the desk, smudging iu shiny finiih. 1 relaxed, awaiting an cxpb.nation. 

'"h's om only due," he $.lid, gCJru ring cow.trds the salami on rye. I 
rai.scd an ~brow in surprik. •find who ate chac £:andwich :and you find 
our chief." He looked exp«undy 11 me. This w.u my cue 10 do the 
Oercc1ivc-ln.spttting-chc--Cl1,1e bit. It w,u a pcrfecdy ordinary u.lami on 
with a couple ofbites out of it. As I looked closer, I noticed chac the salami 
wa.s.n't binen 1luough cleanly. h wu more m1$hcd and pulled thn bincn. 
The bread al$0 had a mashed look abo1,1t it. The tccch looked rcg1,1larly 
spaced. no help there. Ever notice chat there arc very few Jax-fingered or 
one-armed criminals in the worfd? I suppose it would ha,·e been coo m1,1eh 
10 1sk for the crook co be mi$$ing every third tooth . 

.. Any ideu on suspecu?,. I fixed him with a stare 1hu uid, don't do my 
job for me, jusc answer the quCS1ion. We2.lchy g,ngticr or no1. I ran the 
invcscig1tions. 

He shrugged. One ofmy guy$ sug&dtcd the night watchman." No1 
exactly the most enthu.siasric oflttd.s, but we've alrc-ady csublished that 1his 
wasn't going to be: easy. 'let's s« him," I said, commiuing mysdf 10 the 
Grc.u Sandwich Caper. That sounded too chefl:y e,<cn for me. 1 have 10 get 
out more. 

Tubbs Stubbman. the night watchman , looked as his moniker sug-
gested-tubby. I Y.'Ondercd why Ma.lone had hired him. He u.sually goes 
for men who an ca.ckle more tha.n a. scvcn-cours.c meal. Maybe there was 
more to him 1ha.n met the eye, or, maybe it wa.s supposed to be a cushy job 
and Tubbs w-;as jwt in the wrong place 2 1 the wrong time. [ was hoping so~ I 
winced to wrap thjs case up as soon as possible. Two Tone hadn't men-
tioned a time limit, but I didn't want to linger. 

Tubbs was obviously nervous. He showed all the clusic signs ofguilt: 
he sta.mmeced when ans-weeing my questions. He S'WC1ted (although 
Ma.lone: kept the plac.c: \Or'CII a ir-conditioned). Hi$ eyes d:mc:d nc:n·ously 
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2round the r00m, refusing co meet mine except for the briefest moments, 
Ofcourse, chcs.e were 2l50 the classic$ign.s of fear. Tiut would U$u.aUy be 
another rc:uon co keep him on the top lin ofsusp«u. ifit weren't for the 
rwo large and luiry goons chu breathed over his shoulder during the entire 
interview. l'd be n.crvou.s too. Normally I would tdl Malone's gooiu co gd 
lost, u I could cake care of my.sci( HoWC\-cr, this interview wu m~dy for 
show and wh21 W2S a show without :an 2udicnoc? I knew he wasn't our guy 
at the fil'$t glan«. I would like to siy it wu a gut fttling chat h1id MW:r led 

astray, that my hardened dcttttive's intuition wu likc a compass for 
crime and guih. Bue that wasn't it. It wu plain, old, unromantic obs«v:l-
tion skills. llic sandwich Malone showed me really w.u a due. 1t wu eaten 
by $0meonc with dcncurcs. I knew at first glance that the night w.uchman 
wasn't the chief. He Jud a terrible overbite. 

..What do you wan1?• he qua\·crcd. 
'"Your life story. What do you 1hink l want?• No need 10 s,ofc,pcdal it 

wi1h Ma.lone behind the investig:ation. He was a man who apprecia.tcs 
mulu more 1han methods. hence his chosen pro(cssion. 

'"I don't know nuchin abouc thal! l 1old Two-Tone, l wun't even in the 
room!'" 

'"Shouldn't you have b«n in the room? You \lt'Ctt the guard, right?" 
'"I ha.d a lot co drink cha.t night. A man's got nccd.s you knOW. I W2$ in 

che b:uhr00m.• 
"'Do you have 2ny witnesses 10 oolla.bome your where1bou1.s?• One of 

the goons. Jimmy Elbows, ~ve me a surprised look. but Tubb, was busy 
denying e,·ery1hing. In (aa. the denial wa.s out ofhis mouth before I'd 
fini.s.hcd the question. I nodded 10 Jimmy's .»rtner-goon, who took Tubbs 
out. 

When they had lefc, Jimmy fJbows curncd to me. '"You always ask a 
g:uy who was in the bathroom wit' him? lluc's kinda .s.ick." 

"'That's the point. Jc was a bizane question and Tubbs djdn'1 even 
no1i«. He wa.s so nervous, he let me ask him lfhc took other guys inco the 
bathroom with him. Whar kinda guy would let me gee away with tlu.c?• 

"Maybe he thought you were gonna pin it on him." 
•(f I .ukod you chu, what "WOuld you ha\·e doncr Tiu.t did it. E~ry• 

one 21 Two-Tone', should have mirrored 1hc look on Jimmy$ fu:c. Thi.s 
type ofbu.sin($$ tended to a.ma.et guys who were ,,:ry concerned a.bout their 
repu1arion as tough guy,. Tubbs wu jun killing every goon stereof)'J>C there 
wu. CouJd it be rhal the movies were wrong? Ase real goon, just pudgy 
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guys afraid oflosing their jobs like chc rest ofu.s~ Nah . 
..So, ya think he did icr Jimmy Elbows interrupted my musings . 
.. No, but he is guilty of.something." I ntt<kd more informatio n. 

"'What's Tubbs' story anyway?" 
Johnny shrugged. "'He worked. at the Speakeasy for a whik. T hen 

started talkin' about wamin' ta move up in 1he org::aniu1ion. He'd bttn on 
a.bout it fora whik, then Malone let him have th is guird job." 

"He was in sc:curity at the Speaknsy?"' 
"Nah, he~a waiw or dishwuhcr or .something." 
ThiJ whole e:a.sc w.1.s st.ming to fed wrong. Why on canh would a guy 

like Tubbs be promoted to $C."CUricy in a pl.tee whc-re security mc.1.nt the real 
thing? l mean look at it: Malone, Speakeasy, illegal activities, and Tubbs. 
What didn't fo in this picture? Pc1haps hi• outw.a.rd appe;uancc wu dc«iv, 
ing. Maybe he wu a real tough guy undcrncath. Malone must be a good 
judge ofchanctcr. He wouldn't survh·e ten minutes in his business withou1 
$0mc w2y ofjudging who wu a good 1ough guy, Besides, he handpicked 
h.is lut lounge singn from his w.1itressing staffand she's b«n the n~st big 
thing around town for six months now. h's pan 0th.ow he m1ys in business. 

Tubbs appl)C;S for a job at the Spc.a.keasy. Someone takes one look al 
him and says he's got janitor written all O\'er him, Tubbs t.J.kes the job 
b«ausc.. ,Bcausc why~ He needs the money. Th:u's always 2 possibility. 
Or, he takes the job b«ausc he's used to being mist.aken for a sof't:ie and 
plans to work his way up, QjQy, he proves him5('1fa good, loyaJ worker and 
swu making noises about promotion. The squeaky whcd geu the gre.ue 
and it n'COtually comes to Malone's auencion. Malone, a good judge of 
character, decides <Ogive him a shot and assigns him to guard ducy. But he 
failed as a guard. 'Wtut doa that prove? Tubbs wasn't cut out for kCurity 
after am But, that mJ.kcs Malone complc:tdy wrong about Tub\>$. Well, 
1~uybc MalMe didn't hi1e Tubbs for the security job. Maybe i1 wu .11n 
underling who will soon be an.swcring for his mis1akC"S. That dOC$n't work 
cithc.r. Malone is 100 much of a h:mds--on kind ofguy 10 allow chi; peopk 
under him to hire worrhlC$$ guards. He would have weeded them Out long 
before they were in 2 position to hire ocher idiot$.. Something JOC$n't fie. 
Tubbs is hiding something. Whit is it? Why did Tubbl Stubbrn:i" CV<r get 
1he security job? l filed 1hcsc quntions aw:ay for lau:r and moved onto 1he 
rest of the interviews. 

I ~nt 1hrough the entire waiuC$.Sing stiff, sharpening my rough•guy 
dct'«ti\-c rou1ine a.nd g<-ner2Jly showing Ma.lone that I was earning my JnY• 
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No luck. E~.ryonc on 1hc w,itrd.Sing suffwas really an 2Ctor and wu just 
w,itrcssing until tM)' msdc chdr big break. They all had pctfccdy cap~ 
l« th. Trust Two-Tone Malone co get the ~t looking wai1ing ndwithout 
luving 10 pay extra for i1. Although, to give the guy some credit,~ cloc-s 
:auiition periodically for new taknt for the Speakeasy and allov.-s anyone to 
apply regard.Jess ofprevious experience. 0(course, chis gave him a mo-
nopoly on their takms for the dun.cion of their contract. The guy was all 
heart. 

I had finished intc,rvi.cwing all the '$C<:urity a-g-cnu ' Two-Tone h.J.d 
a.round the joint. They were all your cookie-cuctcr macho mc,n. Tubbs w.u 
ddinitcly ~inning to look like the redhead«! stepchild of the f.l.mily. I 
couldn't wait co find out how he 6c into this thdt. In the mea.ncimc, t 
stantd tow.ard the kitchen. 1 was gnting a gut fcd ing chat said ifI intimi-
datb:I the kitdien suff, I might ~ something to eat. Wh~ I waJked in. 
~ .ryone in the kitchen stoppe,d whac chey were doing and stared. I would 
like to think my repuucion preceded me~or that J had 'Ha.rd-&iJed 
Oeteccivl wriccen all over me. Bue, I think it was the exptcssion on my cwo 
hairy-escort's bees. They we.re men ofaccion whose sok purpose: in life w.u 
to bust heads and wM.ce\'Cf dsc was ncccss:ary to get results. I think my 
non-vioknt taccics were wearing down the.ir nerves. Suits me fine~ l'\'C been 
in action sirnations before. h's only exciting until you get shot. I c.ould deal 
with 41 little boredom . 

.. h everyone hcrer I asked in my profusional tone of\'Oice, I (X)U)d 
tell I hadn't los.t my touch as two of the short order cooks winced. 

..Everyone but Cramps., he's gone to get a p41ek ofsmokes; offered the 
chief. 1 nodded, making a mental note to end< down this Grampi bte.r, 
and surted in. Gr.1mps showed up before I was through with my .second 
victim--) me2n interviewee. 

Mon of the suffturned out to be more aaors, waiting for their big 
break. You can't throw a none in this pb.cc without hitting a doun fuc\lre 
Cl~ric Ga.hies. Evidently, they were paid less th,an c.h.c waic«s. Most d idn't 
h.1.ve caps on their teeth. Puhaps they were going for realism. Yeah, right. 

I broke for lunch before finishing with the kitchen stalf. :after all, I wu 
in the right pl.1.ce at the right time for once. I conducted inform.J.I inter-
viCWJ disguised a.s con\~.rsati-on throughout lunch. 

'''This isexcc.Jlenc," I said, motioning to my chicken sandwich. h ne\'Cf 
huru to get in good with the people who ma.kc the food. The r«ipient, one 
Tommy Dobson, glowed with the pnise. •5o, tell me mo re about th.is put 
you're auditioning for." 
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.. Wdl, l"m trying to expand my repertoire, so I'm trying out for the part 
ofan old mm rdl«ting on his life in this play," Tommy responded with 
enthusiasm. I nodded and he continued. "'It's a really com pin ~rt. I'd 
love to it. It could ,·cry well be the big breU I've btt.n W.1iting for, I 
r~Jly want to undcmand wh;a(s going on in his head, y'knowt• I noddc:<l 
again. J had heard thi.s sort ofthing a dozc.n times by now, •'I've been 
tCK"atching this put for months now, I'm bound to get it, I've even been 
following pcopk who resemble the character uound-to get their reactions 
and mo,·crmntsand stuff." 

h wu one ofthe rcaK>n$ acton make good waitcu. They're alw.iys 
studying their cu.stomc.ri for $Orne part or another. The cu.scomcu enjoy all 
the ex,ra ancntion co their orders 2nd dr inks and tip accordingly. Everyone 
m1.k.cs out. The ~tes gees free up dose and personal info, not co mention 
1he tip, and the automer geu their undiYidcd :anencion . 

.. , was wing Cramp$ as one ofmy primary $0urca ofinfonn:ation," 
Tommy continued." 'cause h<'s a.bout the right age and :all. But, he didn't 
really work out. So, now I ha,•e to su.n over and re\\'Ork a.II my tbeoriCJ ... 

..Re:aJly, like wlu.t?" I a.$ked, mildly curious. Tommy nce<lcd no more 
encour.agemem. Like mOSt ofthe would-be aetors, his art wu his favorite 
topic. Ifone could phmc the quCJttOn right. Tommy ~s a wealth of 
information. 

'"Well, my chu:a.«c.r has all thac regrets about life and scuff. He's at thi$ 
point in his life when he feels the nce<I to confCJs .i.nd jU$1ify his :aetions. 
You know, the whole 'Shoukl I have c-:akcn that turn in my life?' 1hing. I 
s:a.w GnmJ» in a dose conversation with th::at chubby s«urity guard who 
used to w:ash duhCJ for us, Smbblcm:an, or something.. Anyway, he was 
head to heid wi1h him about something and I 1hough1 i1 would be a p<rfcct 
model for the character's rebtio nship with his son. But, Gnmps said that 
h< didn't h'lvc a son 'lnd had never rdlly known that Stubby guy. Obvi• 
o usl)•. he's in some kind dcni11 ofhis son becau.sc of his wt<ight and low• 
respect job. That's just not wh:a.t ( w,u loolcing for in this characm. So now 
I have co find another model to s.cc: which of the behaviors and anirudes 
hold true. Hop("fully, all that work wasn't for nothing." 

Well, well. I think Tommy just became my best friend. I chatted with 
him a bit more and promiK<I to recommend him co any produc<rs or 
directors that I ran into. ( finished lunch ~nd interviewed a few more 
d ishwashers before coming to G1tmps. 

"'How long have )-OU b«n in this job?" I cried to look bored and 
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uninmcsu:d, bcfining someone who had just spent the l:>itucr pan oftM 
day asking the A.me quw:ions rtp<:ouedly. 

•oh, a while now," Cramps .s:aid, switching his gum to the: other si<k of 
his mouth, 

..Arc )'OU happy with your work? Has anyone looked suspicious or 
angry ludy?"' I asked routindy . 

..Wdl, you know. A job', a job. But this one's been pretty good. The 
only fight I know about was whatever went on bctwttn Jon and Smithy." 
That one I h:i.d alrc:ady heard about. /u far as l coukl tc-lJ it wu an artist$ 
di$putc over why they had both dloscn rhc nmc monologue for an a.udi-
1ion. Hoptfully. someone would point out 10 them soon dm 99% of 
audition monologues arc from Slttkdf>OtC and the odds ~re good tMt 
cwo would be ,he nmc. 

"Ifyou think ofanything. pl~contaa me di reedy: I said. 
"Sure thing," said Cramps, flash ing me a brilliant smile, and left. 
It wasn't until later that day. in the middle oran interview with the 

lounge singer, chat it dawned on me, Gr.imps' smile a.me back to me in a 
Rash. le was a bcauciruJ smile. He had white, ~en teeth that showed no 
nicotine stains at all. Gr.amps was a non-smoker. 

I rqxmed to Two#Tone at the end ofthed.aywith a light in myeyes 
and a apring in my step. 

..You aocm plc:a.scd with youndf: said Malone, narrowing his qcs.. 
"Did you find a lead~,. 

'"Find a lead~" I replied, my cyct wide and inn0¢ent, •w,,y, Mr. 
M:alonc, I've cr.a,ekcd the cue!• 

"'Plcuc enlighten me." Malone k1ncd in his cxpc,.nsiVc lcad)('T 
chair. 

I spilled my guu. ..Your thicfi.s Gr2mps, the short'()rdtt cook in the 
kitchen. H is dentures tipped me off. Aaually, I knew the cr00k had 
demurcs rrom the sandwich you gave me. Gr2mps' teeth blew hi.s oovu. 
Wllene,•er he wanted he could claim he n«dcd a pack ofcig2rcucs and 
lave with no questions asked. He had the perfect exrusc to lea~ his job 
and wander fu away. But, where was he w.a.ndering? To a rcndnsous with 
his p:ucner. Gramps w.u in collusion with Tubbs Stubbman, th<: night 
w:ttchm:an! .. 

Two-Tone looked surprised. but not as surprised as he should h,wc 
b«.n. I d CGidcd to play it straight with him . 

..It wa.s a $CtUp, right~ Actu.1.lly, it was a setup within :a sc:rup. Someone 
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infiltrated the Spe1.kca.sy. You got suspicious, so they sent you Tubbs-a 
sa.JX1oac. You'd find out it wu Tubbs, figure you fixed the leak, and go on 
with businas u W1Jal, leaving chc real mok to continue reporting on your 
C\'Cry move with you none chc wiser. Sue, you're no easy mark. You know 
Tubbs was too good tO be true and, thus, there mutt be $0me<>nc else. AJI 
you had co do wu followTubl» co his putncr 2nd their bou. But, that 
would be showing your lund too early. Now ch:lt you have 1n ace in the 
hole, why give ic up when you c:2n just hire a priY1tc dcccccivc to beJ<IUf' 
fron1. l come in, finger Tubbs for chc theft, and give you a rcuon co ukc 
care of him. I an only wumc you kn~ of my superior rcpura1ion and 
counted on me finding the real chrnt and tipping your hand all the whik 
keeping the infihr.uor and his superiors in the dark." [ finished, resting on 
my laurels, and a~i1ing 1hc applause. 

"Aau:ally, you were the cheape:st det«ti,·e could find on shon 
notice," said Malone. "'We figurt"d you could pro~bly muddle your way 
through fingering Tubbs~ after all , I gave him to you as the first suspect. 
The mok would then inform his boss ofa job well done and, as w~ were 
monitoring all communications and stoolies, all we had to do wu see who 
ame out to take Cramps' report." 

So mudi f'or my supe:rior repumion. 
" Howe\·«. I will g,c-nerously reward you for your added work. Ifyou're 

:u sntm as you think you are, )'Ou'II k.ttp this to )'Oursdf." 
"I'm sman enough not to start beuaying dtCnts, espec:i:ally clients in the 

'Soda Fountain' busineu: I ~id, srung by this attack on my principles. 
" Besides, you're the bat bet for repeat bwin«.S I've had in months." 

Malone acknowkdgcd this ,e~ning with a nod and I made my 
geu.w:ay. 

I had just finished the $ign a.nnouncing the raiK in my mes when there 
WU :a. knoek at my door. Now it couldn't be my landJord, he n,w, knocks ... 
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The Bridge 

II WU r:aining. All tht local wca,~r pcopk were prcdic1ing Rooding in 
the cany,ons. The floods amc in late winter and early spring when 
warm rains ha.scened snowmclt :u higher de-.'21ioru. This kind ofrain at 

this 1imc ofyear wu known to rsiS(: the level ofSiner Creek twenty feet in 
an hour turning th(' normally benign, meandering cr«k into a r:aging. 
r02ring monster 1hat would do violence to ~rything in iu ~th. It could 
piek up an au1omobilc and drag it for miles O\'<t boulders, scr.i.ping and 
gr.a.ting it into twisted pam and shards. The r«cndy rc--cnginccred and 
r«onsuuaed Smc~main1~ined c:anyon road would be ripped away by 
morning, the remains deposited som.cwhc~ between there and Sarchlight 
along with l»rcly identifiable art and bits ofd,cstroycd hom« a.nd out• 
buildings. 

A man would ~ dead by morning when the mon.n« Ion fud, energy, 
and intert~st. Dismembered, he would be dropped offun«rcmoni<>udy: 
left, like an abandoned toy, on the Nnks of Biucr Crttk bt-r.v«n he~ and 
there. 

Weeks bc:forc, John Robc:n Benjamin nood on his bridge in a uucred 
plastic poncho, high•water boou, and a soaked, ti-ed-down Mt, raging 
back-shaking his fou--at the angry, rising watcr. He was feeling agiutcd 
but had 2lrcady outwiucd fear by renaming it-a uick hc k.amed in the 
army. He ,-aw Ra.shes ofeerie gr«nis:h liglu in the gray.brown wiater as it 
ferociously swirkd beneath the b,idg,c. He rc.lizcd large rocks were causing 
the lig.ht.s-bouklcrs colliding on their way downmca.m- w-hat he wit• 
ncucd wa$ the lights from <iny explosioM, caused by the frKtion. Thc 
l>ridgc trembled fr<>m the <Onstant impaa. h felt like d«:tricity coming 
through his legs and re:aeting 1hroughou1 his body. Hi.s home wu high, out 
of 1he monstefs n::aeh, but 1h,e bridge .. . W2$ it tall, wKlc. and suong 
cnoughr If it m:akes it, he 1hough1, his com bit cnginttring skills would 
have to be recogniz.ed. The locals all thought he was crazy. 

"I already did it once," he muttered. "and ifl can beat this mon.s-ter 
ag~n. they'll have 10 res.pea: my bridge, CWlln it!" His best friend accused 
him ofbeing out oftouch with re.ality . . . J.B. hadn't .spoken 10 him $in«. 

He had lived near tht> creek for years and accieptcd its temperament. 
J.B. appr«i.Jtcd the dual char.mer-the moodiness ofthe cr«k. He 
coruidcrcd it his personal ad\~rsa.ry: like Ahab's whale. And. it cctuinly 
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was a mighty Opponent when it w.u in a bad mood; but when it W2$ a ln:y 
little creek. i1 provided. It provided a breeding ground for a milltOn frogs 
that would cr<>u chcir changclC".U tune to him in the still evenings. h 
pro..,idcd water co every living ching. h wu, at thosc times, a friend to all. 
The creek was fed by rwo immediate tributaries upstrc;im, :a.nd the water~ 
shed high abo,·c, but also by an undc.rground spring below. on J.B.$ prop,-
cny. The .spring, with its lone goldfish (God only knows how the singubr 
fish got there a.nd thri,·ed yeu after year) provided his iniguion and 
hou$ehold water via a pump, a holding tank. and gra.vity. So, in the late 
spring. summer, and euty tiJl- d1c quiet times o f the ;·c.u- J.B. wu on 
good and friendly terms with 1hc creek. Siner Creek was his bcncfac10,, 
and the water WU $Wttl. 

The cabin he once= built there had bttn burned 10 the ground. similar 
10 J .8 .'s entire life. His wom.1:.n and children had left him. He pined for the 
cwo girls and remem beml che cimcs he scwc<i chcir 1ighu for school and 
bnidcd tbar luir. He d id not want to re.member the 1imC$ he frightened 
them wi1h his ou1bursu oftemp<r dir«tcd :lt their mother-alling her a 
skinny slut and wortc. He didn't want 10 remember their huge eyes-
speaking 10 e:i.ch ocher in the silent l:i.nguage only they undemood- 1rying 
10 put che.ir Briu Horses away quid<ly and retreat unnoticed. J.B. lovt:d h is 
childrro. He did the best he could, but they left anyw.ty. And he follov.~. 
He wc.nt looking for chem willing co do :i.nything nc«U1ry co keep chc.m all 
1oge1her. 

Ouring his :i.bstnee, one of the locals, who d«ided che ab:i.ndoneJ 
cabin would bt a gre2t p1~ 10 drink and p:i.ny, dumbly and drunkenly set 
fir..- co che pla«. J .B.'s ca.bin, built hastily with only his own sne.ngch and 
driw:n by the n«d 10 shther his F.amily, wu charred and ruined when he 
came b:i.ck-alone. Krystal, the girls' mother, wouldn't Spt".ak to him. She 
had her brother tell J.B. to get lost or they'd all the police. Also during 
J.B.'s :abtc:n«, a Rash flood had punched a big hole in the land bridge; and 
the entire cuh·ert Wt c.he c1cck. in calm mood,, h:i.d trickled through wu 
now gone. He no longer had ingrcu and cgrC$$ to his l:a.nd. So, u he 
sought the missing himil)' chat didn't want co be found, both the cabin and 
the entry co the p,operty were taken to<>-and th:at wujust a.bout every• 
thing but the land itscl( The land a.bo\'C the Rood plane, wit.h the churcd. 
rc.m~ ns of the cabin, the melted copper fircpl.icc hood that he h:i.d ba.ng«I 
out him$el(, now too worthless e,.,en for the sca\•engers . . , the thieves who 
followed in the path ofthe guy who burned it down . . . the land itself wa.s 
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all that rcm:aincd. 
When he returned after yc2rs ofliving here and 1hcre-down in 

Fla&$tafTor Kingman-wherever he could find work, be could not bring 
hinudf to rebuild the ca.bin. He slowiy picked through and dea..rcd the 
rubble. He skpt in his uuck for about a Wttk and kept clean in the c::reck 
until he could rcpbcc h is stolen pump. He bought supplies in Sc:ud1light, 
or if ncccs.suy Kingma.n, but he wun't eating much. He gtew a little chin. 

He beg.iin co picture a bridge that could span the creek 2t iu worsL 1t 
would h:ave robe set into a deep foun<UttOn and be f~tcncd tigh1ly to 
abutments on both sides. He created a crude footbridge :and parked on the 
other side for awhile. But u he stared at the footbridge from a.bove, he kept 
picturing a fonificd wooden brKlgc that he could drive over. He could then 
make the climb up to the propcrcy in his truck. He lxgan to formubtc 2 

pb.n. He planned a timber ucsde bridge, like the kjnd made for lrain.s, chat 
would ca.Jily earry rhe weight ofanything he might want 10 gc.1 up there. h 
could e1rry an entire combat battalion . .. tanks and all. 

Getting 2ny housing m:uerials across the acck wu problema1ic. J.B. 
&01 a ten1 2nd, for a few summer months, he dept in that. He got some 
work framing other people's houses . .. mostly .suMw.list types: who found 
they couldn't survive at all without someone around who could build and 
flX things. E\·entually, J. B. bought a cozy trailer. Louis Vasquez., a local guy 
with grading equipmen t, helped him build :a. tcmporuy land brKigc to haul 
it up there, Now he wa, comfortable enough even to ha\'e a woman over 
when he W2ntcd one. There was 1.Uually someone around who wo1,1ld 
vi, it- women he met at the General Store or at a bu in Searchlight would 
occasionally drive up. One lonely divor-ccc nam«I Robin came by occasion-
ally. He ~n to enjoy her company. 

There wu no tdcvi.sion. He had :a radio and had rigged '°me :antennae 
wiring hoping to receive :anything from :anywhere over the ,tccp $Urround• 
ing mountains. Sometimcs he co1,1ld get '°ft r<><:k on 108 FM our of 
Kingman, but mostly it W2$ talk radio (and it inful1:m:d him). h wu not a 
life char offered mueh comfou, and mostly he was alone. 

He coveted the bridge. He wanted the bridge in his imagination to 
become raliry. He drew it and improved i1 over and O'VW:r again. Slowly, he 
bought and found the materials. He fortified the abutments with huge 
boulders th:at Vasquez hclpt"d him MO\'c. He built IWO gabion.s, which 
rachcd deeply into the-creek bonom hokling rocks ofall sizes. The $.mailer 
rocks filled in the gaps bctv.~n the larger ones in h~vy. $.tccl mesh cap he 
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consuuc1cd. Sh2.ped like sma..lJ freighter ships, the ga.bions pointed. coura• 
geou,dy upmea.m. They v.'Ould provide the firmest possible fuunduion for 
the trada. He placed the phone-pole timbcn deep within the gabioru thu 
sunk into 1hc c:reek bouom. The abutments were doubly fortified when the 
top finlily went on. Anything could be driven o,.·cr this bridge. You c:ould 
land a plane on it, he thought, rather grandiosely. 

And there he lived and worked and intended to stay for awhile. 
He missed his children. 
The cr«k made uncn1husi.uric panes at him the fim and &ee0nd 

winters. But the third winter was diffc,cnt. J.B. knew the sign.s-. The hilb 
were~ S02ka.i and the wit.er cable w.u already very high by Janu.uy. Sy 
Fcbr02,y, any rain u all would m2kc a difference in the suca.m's si-i.c. The 
creek would bqin co grow and gcc angry 2g.i:in. 

Then 2 big norm came in March and knocked down the le\'CC abo\·e 
J.B.'s property. The w.tter lud iu own idc:as. It refused che diversion the 
engineers h:ad provided, which normdly took more chan thrce•fourchs of 
the witer under the road and away from the bridge. It was :mempcing co 
crc:ate :an abandoned oxbow out of 1he hr bank The lcvcc, built of,k-com• 
post'd granite, sand, roc.k, and wh21cvu else wu around, conuincd an old 
c2r door. The water ~hind the broad fl:tt door, demanding immedi2te 
access co the most dirttt downhill route, c,catcd a tremendous force. Thus, 
the door was spit out and propelled broad.side. d irca:ly toward the bridge. 
In.stead of prorccting the bridge, the levee had b«n an :aimed :and loaded 
gun. The car door gathered dc:adwood and other mate,ials on i1s front side. 
When it finally hit the bridge, it swiped one of the trcsdes out from under-
neath, 

When che water f'inally sul»ided. the bridge wu still sranding-c,ippled 
but defiant. It slumped whcr-c the trestle had tried to dng it along until the 
f:uteners finally ga\,: out. lu fa1igue wa.s obvious. The one gab ion wu a 
cwis1ed mess about ten feet from its o,igina.l location. Now cmp()', it had 
gra.bbcd dc$f>e:ratdy onto something with deeper roou dun its own and 
ma.na.gcd to suy there, hanging on by a. single wire. Most of the trestle's 
component pa.m ~re within two doicn feet of the bridge, also hanging on 
there as if d1rough some pcrSOna.l dete1min2tion. 

J.B. summoned a.II his srrcngth. He bcg:a.n gathering back what maccri• 
US were s1ill dose by. A surprising 2mount of unbroken wood wa.s retriev-
able. bu1 i, 100k da.ys.. He nculy drowned rwiec in the still swiftly moving 
strca.m while he pulled, dnggcd, IC\·cred, winched. and coaxed his bridge 
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back into shape. He w:ai able to prop it bade. up with o ne phone pole and 
fasten it u the boccom in 2 m2.k~ hift way. The bridge hu been SC'Vercly 
compr<>mi$Cd. He m2dc rcpaiu ha$tily, supposing chc worst wu still U>Cad. 

About 17 days btcr, jun when he 1hought he, and the bridge, might 
make ir after 211, it amc. 

The storm began in the :afcc,noon. By 3:00 it WU alrddy duk and tl-w: 
cr«k wu high. J.B. stood on the Wdkc.ncd bridge in his m ccrtd plastic 
poncho, nging back at the angry, rising ¥r.1ur. By now, he didn't dare 
mo,•c. Tucrttk uc away at the abutments, ~n tearing some oft~ lug.est 
boulders away. The b ridge twisted and creaked and .screamed, lt threatened 
to abandon the rapidly cro<Ung abuuncnu.. Bue J.B. wun't lca..,ing. he wu 
trying his will and his skill againsc chc intr:1ct:2bk w:atcr. The crippled 
bridge stood like :an old man on 2 a~ 

By 7:00, chc rain subsid«l. Ac 8,00, J.B. 2nd the bridge v.-cre still l:urdy 
ltanding. Finally, arefully, he crept offthe bridge to wh1t WU kft ofthe 
property-side 2butmt'nt. He dimb«i the hill co the tra.ikr 1nd colbpscd on 
the lxd. 

When he 2woke, shivering, the sky was still d1rk. It was just before 
d2.ybre1k and still driu.ling, but patches ofmorning ~re beginning to pull 
apan the gray clouds. He went ouuidc to survey the damage. The flood 
was abating and most ofthe bridge was uill thcr~rcaking and rocking-
hanging on weakly by one-eighth ofone abutment, $Upponcd by one nearly 
intact trestle, its gabion fully exposed-the creek having eroded five or lix 
feet ofbonom away. 

J .B. began to winch and dn.g the remaining materials with chaim, 
levers, and come~alo ngs, out ofchc stcadjly s:ulntding e;rcck :and up onto 
higher land. He worked again for days :anempting to s:a~ what he could. 
When he could get co :a phone, he ailed VaJqut-1,. 

The creek had Wen things :away but it had also brought things ... it 
alwa)'$ did. A big piece ofrorrug:ucd culvert from $0n,ewherc upmom 
had m:11nag«I to hang on chert' by nnbracing a huge rock on the r~d side of 
the property. The Roads Department didn't want to haul it Nck upstream. 
they said they'd rather bring a new ont' th:11.11 mess with it. So J.B. and 
Vasqut-i pl.ac«I it carefully in the scream and piled and packt"d and !~led 
the land up abovt: it to m:akt' anothct tt'mporary land bridge. Crews from 
the Roads Department had stan(d re-grading and making prdiminary 
mcuurements and pb.n.s to repait the main road that now lay here and there 
in douhlc•ycllow mipcd chunks---ssomc twint"d like ta.fry. 
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A few d1ys l2tcr, J.B. and Robin sat do~ togc:thtt in l:i.wn chairs on the 
property :tbovc. They etch cracked a.n ioc-cold bttr. They dr2nk a tout to 
Armin Tucker whom they'd heard drown«l trying to dri~ his uuck owr 
Biucr Crctlc: at the: height ofthe: storm. Apl)2rendy his engine died. As he 
sat there helplessly, the W2ter toppled the truck over and it btg2n to tumble 
down.strd.m. He :.ind his truck p2ncd comp-1ny. nobody knows how or 
where, 2nd picu of both \Wtc: still being found d.1ys 1-ucr. J.B. and Robin 
shook their hcids . 

..Must have bttn drunk; he: said. 
"'fa•erybody diought hie was a link c.rny anyhow," she: said. 
J.B. looked away and down at the land bridge:. He pictured a bigger 

bridge. 
He missed his children, 
A bunch of mountain bikers rode by in their colorful outfits. J.8, 

sneered at them .u he always did. A prc:1ty blonde: wom:an cyclist said to her 
hu.sband, ... wonder if that guy evc-ry gcu tired. ofrebuilding." 

"Yeah/' sa.d her husband, "I wonder." 
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Th, Hok in My ug Completed th, Hok in My Htart 

A week before the state championships for swimming, l wa.s gold 
panning at Ha.rt Paik with my h.th cr. My puppy, King. wu along 
for the day. I suddenly noti<:cd my puppy wun't in the truck, 

where I bad left him. Panicked, I threw down my gold pan :and ran up 
nrcim, scr~ ming out, "'King. eomc here boy.• Finally a qu.mer ofa miJc 
up stream, I saw King pb1ying with a linlc toy fox terrier. J<:2.lmly picked 
up King, and began co walk !»ck down stream. Sudd<nly I fdc 2 $harp pain 
in my ldi calf, like tv10 ncedld poking in my muscle. I looked down and 
saw the toy fox terrier gnawing on my leg. I pulled a~y. ripping the skin 
from the dog bite, and m:i.k.ing the bite brgcr IDd more painful .u his tttth 
got doscr to the bone. Finally, pulling the dogs teeth out ofmy ca.If. I 
beg2n co limp lnck co my ttucl<. When King and I reached the truck. I 
wiped the blood off my calf and put a t(w1cl around the wound ro stop the 
bl~ing. My fa1her ame up co me and asked, "Wl\21 wu wrong?" •r just 
pulled offa sab on my leg chat's 111; I uid. 

I h.ad lied 10 my dad i)(Cuse I WU 1fr.1id he wouldn'c let me compete in 
che Sute Swimming Ch:11mpionships in L.A. I wun't going to lee somcching 
so small stop me from accomplishing one ofchc mon impom1m goals ofmy 
life. So, why did I swim in the s.tate championships wich a hole in my leg? 
Oh, 1ha1's simple. 

Since I wa.s ten ~ars old, I have: b«n determined 10 accomplish cwo 
dre2.ms, One, to rcaeh the State Swimming Ch.ampion.ships. The other, 10 
beat my father$ 30 year old record for the 100-y.ud buttc-rRy with the time 
ofS6.16 . 1n my heart, I knew th.at it would be the lur cllan,c;c to fulfill my 
dreams because: next ycu I would be 18 and 100 old 10 compete in the 
com~ti1ion. I had accomplished half ofmy dream 1hrc:c 'NCICb earlier in 
San Diego, qualifying for the State Swimming ClumptOnships. The other 
halfofmy dream wu to be1t my finher's record in the 100-r:--rd butterfly 
and give me the chance 10 shut my &1her up, once and for all. 

Eve, since ( surced swimming, at age five1 ) have listened co the same 
old nories over and over~ stories about how my &1hcr won the sate: clumpi• 
on.fhip with his calves complcccly knotted up, stories about how he allowed 
a d0<:tor to stick a si.x-inch ncc:dle in his calves to rdu them, and still his 
cc:i.m won the ,cate meet. I wu tired. ofhim idling me that I djdn't swim 
hard enough, th:i.t 1 should be out ofbre11h, or should be throwing up 2.t 
the end of2 race. I WU tired ofhim re-minding me he wu a.n All•Am«iean 
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Champion and I never would be b«:au~ I d idn't ha~ enough h-ean. My 
f.nher, for tvr-d\·e years, had been a real pain in the butt with his stories. So, 
I wa.s determined ro win the State Swimming Championship and earn the 
pride and respect from my bthtt that is rightfully mine. 

Pride is such a powerful word in my heart. A linle dog bite in my left 
calff'rom a toy fox terrier wasn't going to stop me f'rom swimming. (fl 
d id n't swim, [ didn't know ifI would bt able to look my F.nh« in the eye, or 
even look m15elfin the mirror, I would have been humiliated. After all the 
hard work and dedication thu I had put into my dToru, to gee: to where I 
~,, I (Ou(d not ju.n give up. I couldn't let my parents down, and, more 
importandy, I couldn't let M)'$Clfdown over $0mcthing so small. I kept 
1hinking positively about my pride u.1ing the old saying, .. no PJ,in, no gain." 

No pain. no gain. Thek were very strong words that had in$pircd me 
every time [ wa.s hurt. Those word, motiv:ue me to acxompli.s.h wha1c:vc,r [ 
scart. Those simple words provid~ eno\lgh suength and enwgh courage to 
swim a week later in LA. I ihndy knew the swim meet wa,n't going to be 
a pleuurablc moment in my life. 

The day ofthe Smc Swinuning Champion.ships arrived. a week aftc, I 
wa, biuen by the dog. I discovered that [ couldn't put all my weight on my 
ldt leg. I wr:tppcd up my leg with gauic wrap and w:u« proofed tape 
tightly around the wound. My parcnu looked a1 me very str'llngcly. and 
ukcd me ifl wuOK. I told them it wu j\lSC a shin splint and that I would 
be fine. Like the ptrcnu 1 knew they were, they cold me if ( was in 100 
much pain they didn't want me to swim. I $lid • r 11 be fine, don't worry'" 
whik walking towards my racing block. 

As l began to walk to my block for the narc ormycvc-m, I alr~dy had 
tears in my eyes; I knew I had no chance offulfi lling the second hair ofmy 
drum. Out ofeight swim men in the final cvenc, I w:u $«:dcd Wt, not 
including an injury, and in the wom lane a swimmer could receive-the 
lane right next to the aide of the pool. The announcer came over the loud 
speaker, "swimmcu up.• 

I got on my b!ocl< in excruciating pain. I could fc:cl my calf throbbing 
with cvcry hca.11.bc:u. I took a deep brc.ith, rcpe:ning to my.self th0$C 
encour.iging words: no pain, no ga.in. Then the gun went off. With all I 
had, I puahcJ off the b&odc with my one good leg, apla.sh<d in the water, 
and began kicking, I fo\lght with all [ haJ for the first 25 yarda orthe race; 
I made a Aip, turned on the wall, put pressure on my left leg. and bc~n 
gritting my ,ecth in p,2in. 
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Suddenly 1 fch a bit ofa draft down myswimsuit. I realized that I had 
been so v.'()rricJ about my kg I had fo rgotte.n to tighten my swimsuit before 
the r.ace. Mer the halfway m:ark, I usuaJly look and sec whcJc my oppo-
nents a.re, but at this point my .tWimsuit was going down to my ankles.. I 
knew I wu losing ground to my opponents. So, when I turned and headed 
down the home strct<:h, I was no longer swimming in a bathing suit, but in 
my birthday suit. At chis point in the r,cc, [ w:asn't p2ying attention co my 
leg. I just w2mcd to finish the ncc, my suit, and 2Ceept my lo.s:s. I hit 
the wall and finished the race. I looked &:,wn to my ldt, and no one wu 
there. 1 figured all the other swimmers were already done with the race and 
out ofdie pool drying off. As I wu .swimming back cowards my suit 2.c tbt 
other end of the pool, I n w 1hc scoreboard Ruhing with "'N£W STAT£ 
RECORD!!.. Sig deal I tho ught, until my n.2me Rashed with the c.imc of 
54.99. I could he2r the announcer $aying. "A thircy•yeu old record has 
fin:tll)' bttn bc:iten, and by the old record holder's son.• That rve me 
goose bumps up and a chill down my body. I re2ched my suit, pulled it on 
a.s my father dove in the pool and hugged me, and then, with hi$ hdp, go< 
ou1ofthe pool. 

As my f:uher was pulling me out ofthe pool. I fell to the ground. I 
couldn't ge1up. and I b(-g2n to cry again. I W1Sn°t crying b«a~ 1 fulfilled 
my childhood dre3.m, not ~cau5'! ofthe humiliatio n th:u lo$ing my swim-
suit cauS("d me, but lw:cauS< the bandage around my calve wu soaked with 
blood and had began to throb. My f.athn took off the ba.ndJ.ge and look«! 
at me with a disgu.sted look on his face. He uked me, "What rea.lly hajr 
pencdf• I responded in pain, "I got bit by a liuk mutt. gold panning la.st 
weekend.• He just Jat the,c $.tunned and asked, •why didn't you tdl me and 
why did y<iu swim?" Because, I wanted co be like my f.uhe,. And to ma.kc 
sutt the rceord sc2ys in the family for another 30 yc1rs. 

From Ulat \'ery day, my fa1her h2s: n~r cold another swimming story to 
me. I fulfilled my childhood drt:tm, and beame a Smc Champion record 
holder in the 100--yard buttcrny. The only bad thing about winning~ 
being humiliated o n National lV when intctvi<"w«I about my little incickm 
with the dog bite and my suit falling off' in the pool, and how it fdt about 
bc.uing my fathc.rs record ,1.ftcr 30 >-ears. •1 was d c,crmincd to :accomplish 
something that I worked $0 hard for, and I wasn't going to let a liuk mutt 
Sb;nd in my way." I 12id, to the reporter. 
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Fast Food 

W hy not, DUlid thought u they pulled up to the In and Out. 
Hi.s wife had kilkd the engine of their bra.nd new silver 
Ni$$an Cab CruiKr and they stepped down slowly with 

middlc-clau, middle-aged digni1y, It had been a long, tiring day, a.nd a cold 
night. Daniel had been going to coll~c for six long rc,an and wu tired of 
Joingall that w:u cxpc,c.tcd ofhim. He wondered ifC\'eryonc's life wa.s $0 

strcuful. He had high dlolcstcrol but wa.s going off his diet for a burger. 
They loved gt'C2$)' burgers. O1hcrs, driven by their dCJirc:t, also hc:1dcd 
toward the entrance. The handle was cold, mcchanial. and >•iddcd 10 
Cnnid's will. Hi.s wife went in and Daniel smiled politely u he hdd the 
door open for the others. who uoucd through as if they expected it of him. 

Inside, the room WU crowded and busy. They were .sitting in the 
booths 2nd it c.hc tables rduing, chewing the cud with their families, )-Oung 
and old. Others ·were standing by themselves wiiting for their ordcN. 
Some were funi\~y glancing at orhcN then looking away, as if not co 
intrude; some ,vett condCKcndingly siting-up others and turning away 
wc,.ring smug smiles or showing prideful disd.ain. You could sec it in 1heir 
movements and ~p«;ially in their qes. The rest were g21hcred in o ne long 
line 1hat ~an at the nltr-ancc. Workers, in brig.ht colored red and white 
caps, shirts, and smiles, flitted about the colorfol room wiping down ublcs 
or g~ciou,sly removing tra,sh and pla.uic trays from o«upied tables. One 
worker's job was to go :around and around, r,om table to cable. smiling and 
asking if' <Vt"t)'thing was all right, then turning to the next u.blc, smiling and 
asking if' ~r)'ihing was all right, then finall)', after her shift was O\'Cr, she: 
wa.s excused from the tabla to go home. Oth<'r workers W<'rc behind th<' 
big red countet taking orden at the rcgis1ers and punching the keyboards, 
whik others were )'dling ou1 order numbcn and bringing the orders from 
the back to the big red counter. In th<' back, the workers 1.1scd the big 
su.inlcu $lecl machines to churn the slu.kcs, sin.le the fries, and barbcwe 
the burgers. The factory WU butting and the workeu were fran1ically 
Ripping. scooping, and b1gging. The nw ma1·erials went in and the finished 
products a.me out. 

It was kind ofoold as OIDjcl and his wife wa.itcd in line for their turn at 
the rcgi5ter. Ahead of them. 1he long line wa.s moving at a eager pace. 
Some ofthem were shooting the bull, others v.~re just looking about. On 
the white walls throughout the room hung many displ.t)'S ofmodern an, all 
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ofwhich were inter.actio ns ofcolor and m0V<'mcm d esigned to inttiguc, 
plaa tc. 2nd d l$tnct all who looked upon them. But as Danid look«!, he 
suddenly bc«mc aware ofhi.s dark ghostly rcRcctio n in the glass. He saw 
the pudgy, little figure in the Docken with the thin ning silver Mir, gl.uses 
and tired eyes- 2nd then, it vns gone, 

The line wu goaded forw.trd. Daniel and his wife were next at the 
registe r. Danid put his hands o n the big red Q>untcr and looked at the 
simple menu dctigncd to get the erowds in and out fut...Good CV(ning. 
an I take your o rder?" her )"Oung t«th gle2med in a cami\'Orous smile. 
Nervous, hungry, and growing imp:uien1, D:ankl was more ouupokcn 
tonight, so he gave: the order chis time. 

"Yea, she'll Juve chc 1'2 with ehccsc and I'U have the 12 Animal." The 
Animal wa.s grilled and spicy and tonight that suited his mood. 

"My Sweetie Pie,• his wife's q,·cs sp,u klcd at him in that silly way and 
she hugged hi.s :nm. It w.u like they were in .some fancy resta.ur2nt. She wu 
proud of him for being .so ass,ertivc in hi.t: sih'Cr yca.n. Heh~ inid the 
price, and he looked for a place co sit. 

There in the booth he rccognitcd them. They us.cd to go to the rc$UU • 

r1nt where he used to work, but he h1d forgou en lheir names.. Spooked. hi.s 
first instin<::t told h im to run, but they were coo d0$C; he was trapped. He 
h1d always 1voidcd pc<>plie he hadn't seen in a long time, b«au.sc they were 
likie ttachcr-s, with their exp«utions. But now he was a ld(her. He ~ s 
not a busw. He knew about smiles and he could gi\'e them a beuet one 
this time. He shuffled o..-« to their booth with his palm up above hi.s 
shoulder, pretending to be bu" ing. •ean I take your m.y?" he smiled. 
Mou1hfuls ofburger and recognition grew on their faces. They were both a 
liule o lder dun him, about si.:uy. The oriental man w.u a doccor and the 
white woman was his s«:ret•ny and his wife. 

•H2vtn't $C1Cn you Daniel in a couple years," her blou:hy jowls jiggkd as 
she chewed her words with 1 hungry voice. "'We ~re ju.st talking a.bout 
you at the rcst.aur.lnt. Ina said you h:tdn't been ovct there in a long time. 
Now, on S:uurda)'S, they have a.II you an cat bu fret, and on Wcdnd<by 
nighu , the special is pork ribs." Her quiC<-mou1h<d husb2nd nodded and 
gave 2 toothy cmbamu~d look, his timid eyes momcn12rily \'CIHuring out 
th1ough the ,iny sliu and the coke bottle lenses. She took 2no1her sloppy 
mouthfuJ, without mi'"ing a lick. The blood-red cauup ooicd and mixed 
with the chcay burger grc.uc. "Yea, Inez said you wcu teaching," her 
corpulent torso ,hifted in hi.s d irection as if the turgid sausage skin of her 
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neck was unable to twin. •oid you hear about the lucn shooting at that 
school? A fifih•gradcr, can )-OU imagine tha.t, shot those kids. Good God, it 
v1:u a sfaughm ho~; she wiped the blood from her mouth and hands 
onto the crum pled napkin and tossed it aside. "Proplc jun don't have any 
rcspcc.t for lire anymore, what grade do you tcacM" 

"I subb«t fim-gradc today. They were a little wild, I had to get the 
whip. Have to train 'cm when rhcy'rc young so they can go to collq;c and 
get good jot». HdJ, look at me, ['m still going to.school. Thqgot me 
jumpin' through the hoops.• 

"He's in the credential prog,am this quarrcr at Cal State," his wife didn't 
need an introduce ion, she just walked up co the table, and sruted chewing 
the fat. They coukl have been s.istcrt . .,h~s been a real ttiugglc fo r him 
u:ichin.g and going to Khoo! too, I pushe<i him chis quarter co W<e twenty• 
one uniu. that'$ going timc,.and--a,half. 8u1 in a year, we'll be making the 
big bucks; and with me working too that will rc:illy beef up our income. 
We just bought a new 1ruek and .. . " Her voice trailed offas D2nicl walked 
over to get some cat.sup, plenry of napkins 2nd w.1it for the order. Norm:illy, 
his wife would get th.corder, but she'd rather socialfte, even more than ca.t. 

c»nicl was feeling better. He had been remind«! how much bcner off 
he was now rhan before. Heh.ad worked ha.rd to get wh2t he had. H is wife 
was right. They dcsco·cd tha, new truck; they dcserned 10 be riding high. 
Now he could smile like he h~n't in yc2u. As he stood waiting for hi.s 
order, he looked around at 1he workeN and the orhcrs 2nd could retl they 
came from aJI walks oflife.. He~w 1he young and rheold, 1he bcautifol 
a.nd the ugly, the uneducated and the.educated, the poor and 1hc rich-- 2nd 
he had 2n incsc2~blc f«ling ofSUP'(tiority0 he couldn't help thinking that 
he was at Ianbetter than most. 

His order ame up, he $milcd 2nd took i1 to his wife, sircing in the 
booth behind the old couple, who were fini,hing their burgers. "'Daniel, I 
wu jun telling your wife., remember Bill and Margaret who used to .1lways 
go 10 the restaurant? I think they were always there when we were there, 
wdl a.nywa)'S, he h2d a be-arc au.1c:.k and died la.st week," she washed down 
the burger as her lips pursed 1ogether on the stra.w. "Ye2 1hey found him 
dead in h.is office where he wu working <wcr(ime." 

"'I ud to talk with him: D.2.nid 1aid rofdy as he sac down with the 
tra.y, 

..You know he wa.s only fort>••6vc, good God, I 1houg.lu he was older 
cha.n th.ac.• O.micl dipped a fry in c:.atsup :and stared :at the floor. "'He had 
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hc2rt disease but he jun kept working ovcnimc." 02ntd had never noriced 
the lirtlc white tilde. "'I told him to $lowdown but he just wouldn't listen." 
The liulc white tiles ~re all the #me ffld b.id out in rows a.nd rows which 
sccmtd to point to the end ofthe room. "You know life is so shon and 
then to die ~tly like that, why it's a damned shame." Ti/n . .. likt 1111 army 
ofu,,or/un ... taeh ont whimptrinl imprruptibly for ru"f"irion . , . /Nfo,r- dx 
orJ. The stnw fuc:kcd up the last ofthe drink. There was something about 
the tilei. h was undcu to 02nicl- and then it wu gone. Oanid hcatd the 
couple say good-by and looked up to sec th.e hus~nd nod. He looked Ovet 
to Stt his wife ~ting. Why not, he thought, and bit into the burgtt. 
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Shade Comb, Burton 

T he back and forth oftrue.ks had packed down the dirt into an 
untven road along the pond bank. Even his ar could driw: it, just 
as it was at that moment until he killed the motor. "Duck, you 

want me to bring you !»ck a hamburg<r?'" He shouted it coward the 
rowboat that hdd two boys. 

"Yeah, two of'um.• ft wu c.hc older boy with cutfy hair who answered, 
Sludc had already su.m:d the motor, which cnu.ilcd the a.ir•cooditioner, 

and lud rolled hi$ window halfw.iy up when h<- heard the boy shout 
somcthinng d$C. He rolled his window down, (:Ut offthe motor again, and 
lim~ncd with solicitude u rhc air•conditioncr agonized in strangled cones co 
its death. He su.1ck the luucd pan ofhis h~d out the window and yellcd, 
"What i$ i1!• 

•And 1 quart ofchocol2rc milk." 
Switching the air-a>nditioncr to offfirst, he turned the engine on. 

When 1hc boy rclled :again, 1he car lurched twice, due to i<>mc vncoordi• 
n:atcd frunr:ar ion inside, before 1hc mo1or fdl silent. 

"'He wanu 10 know ifyou'll bring him a choool:a1c milk, 100."' 
The roiling dust hid the car as it proc=eedcd case on 1he pond b:ank 2nd 

up the ro:ad 10 t~ho~. Only when it pulled onto 1hc highway did i1 
b«ome fully vi.s.iblc again. Two women fishing o n one of the three small 
piers were l-:aughing between thcmsd~s. The women belonged 10 1he 
youn~r bo)'. In a flowered dress :and stockings with her heels kicked off, 
the older woman w:as seated with her b:ack lc:aning a.g:ainst one ofthe metal 
feeders. She wore a straw h:at with a pink vdvc« l»nd that she'd bought in 
Florid:a, one that a wom:an who didn't wear nr.aw hus would buy for a d:ay 
ofd« p•SCJ li.shing. The fringe curled up in unexpcc1cd pl:accs from being 
Aung a.rckss:ly into her dos.ct. The older woman was the only one of the 
cwo really li~hing~ she was the only one ofthe cwo who knew :anything 
about it. She had w21ehcd the entire ear incid ent in silen« . her mou1h hdd 
open by the smile there. Then she laughed, saying, "'Your Unck Shade. It's 
so hardon him." 

Sitting Cr0$$~lcggcd and s1001>-1houldered, as ifthe sun itJClf tired her, 
the )'Oung« woman l:aughed bade C2.Si1y without taking her eya from their 
look across the pond . She had boecn her morher's d:augluc, a long 1ime. She 
wu busy ga1hcting up the intense glare of the sun as ifit belonged 10 he,-. 
The humid, i1ill 2ir bo1h supported her body and weighed it down , both 
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burdened and O>rnfortcd her. Home o nly for a vi.sit, she no kmgcr mindcd 
the boredom ofit. Her h.a.ir was knotted up. ac«nting the ginJfc look of 
her small hc2d and long neck. The s1.1cking JOun<U that follov.-ed the w-atcr 
bpping agiinst the pier potts wu $00thing. 

On the vn.y to dinner he 1hought about his father and the only time he 
had seen him angry. 

""\'G'hcrc·s my gun, Melissa?'" his father had shouted even btforc he wu 
through the doorway complc-idy. 

.. And what i.$ it )'OU w.i.nt it forr 
•Th:u nun h2s poisoned my dog.• 
• What m1n, NNh Burton?,. 
•Th:u no-good Wesley Bostick." 
"'You mean 10 tdl me, Noah, you would kill a Christi:m man O\'tt a 

dog? I'm not lis1cning to it." 
-n:u dog w-as wonh tw0 ofhim any day." 
He watched the back of his wife as she returned to the kitchen and her 

churning. 
"'More chu.actcr!" he shouted and then let the front ~rccndoor dam as 

he left. 
When his d:ad had been dying, Wes-Icy didn't come for a long time. 

Then he did one day tOW'2rd the end. \'(fo lC)• never s:a.id 2 word. Jn the 
s1r2ight0 backed ch:air Mdis.s:1 brought from the kitchen for him, he just s:at 
by 1hc h<npir:al bed in d,c living room for mott: 1h.2n 2n hour. 

In his ~1k, houSt voice, No1h ~id, "'I fo,gi\'c you for killing my dog." 
After 1h.2t, Wesley c:i.me to sit for 2n hour ~ry S.uurday. "'J was just on 

my way 10 town: he'd say. "'Thought I'd stop in and sec if you aJI ntt<kd 
a.ny1hing.• He left a ten-doll:a.r bill on top ofthe Yictrob c:ach time on his 
w:ay out the door, a.s other visitors did. The c:a.nccr went on fo r three )Urs.. 
Noah wouldn't be :a burden co hi$ grown childrer1. M:iybc it was he 
wouldn't Ice them p:ay for the thing that W1.S lolling him. His children put 
their money on top of the vic1rol:1 :along with the othct vi.si to11. No:a.h Md 
given to evet)'0nc 211 his life. Even the circus ixople slept 2t his houSt once 
a )'-C.2r••thc children 2nd women on p:1ll«s in the living room Aoor, the men 
in the bun. He h:i.d t.iken no prick in giving. He fdt no s.h.ime in taking. 

Shoving him.self out ofthe maroon booth, Shade picked up the brown 
s:i.ck from the end of the tabk. At the ca.sh tcgi.stcr, he bought a paper :and 
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dr<wc across the highw.ay to the JCo~c where he paid for the qua« canon 
with his change from the cafc. 

Too careful in b1cking his ear away from the .storefront- just like an ()/J 

man, Shade thoughtubut 1-.dplcs, to do anything about it, he knew he h1d 
10 get away for a few days. He WaJ going to get a bl«ding ulcer. $40,000 
sunk in catfish. He couldn't even keep a.n eye on them. h made him ache 
co think about it. He would go 10 Mabel's in Tupelo. J. D. would foe him 
up. J. O. wis 2.lw.ays c:alking about fixing him up. There was 2 divorced 
woman lived next door who was a.lw:ays showing offher tan 1rnu and 
mWcd up blond h.air. Even though she didn't have sc~ enough 10 sit on 
those rough hands of hers, she was a drinker which would kttp her from 
being unbcanblc. 

The wom wu Duck's ordc.rs. Alw.ays two hamburgers and chocolate 
milk for supper. Two hamburgcr, and a Pepsi every noon. Ir Duck came 
the le.st bit early in the morning. he'd whine: until you took him to break• 
fast, Kid ate: eggs, pane.aka, biscuits and gr:a.vy, frc:nch to.u1, ("V('rything at 
once:. f.our doUar stc:.a.k ifhc ca.me: with Shade to supper. A grandson cost 
more in the long run dun pa.id help. That mother ofhi.s qui1 those bridge 
cluln ofher.s, she could pa.ck a. lunch for him. Suddenly, he fdt himsc.lf 
going 0\·er to Duck's side. She wa..s the kind who'd pa.ck carrot sticks and 
h,id,boilcd -· 

• Dammit!• His fttt ea.me down on the steering wheel. He ran off the 
road onto the shoulder when he thought ofit. T""" quares ofchocolate 
milk. Not only did Dude not undern:and how a.dulu forgot things. but the 
wordSJhdn and do :vitho,a v,.-c.rc beyond him. 

Carrying the: a,hlt2f from the table with her, .s:hc: walked to 1hc sofa and 
sat down before: aslong ifhe wanted another drink. He .stayed at the table 
in the candlelight where she had left him along with their plates, glasses, 
and sih'crw:uc. Without rc.a.lil,ing that wa.s hi.s cue: to offer to make: her 
:anothc:r drink, he pidtcd up his coffee spoon and snuffed out the: candles 
with plops hud enough to spatter hoc wax acros.s the tablecloth, She: 
reached up to tum on die Roor lamp whlCh was next to where she .s.it u he 
walked over to sit by her. Her knee was as w«le u his hand and his fingu-s 
"'-'eren't all that long. He said, •rm going to tdl you a .story. h's a good 
story." 

"About wh.a.tr she asked and mo\·cd her knee so that he had co find 
:.tnocher place to put·hi$ hand. 
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'"About a house. The house was a Yankee's idea ofwh,c a southern 
mansion ought to look like. Just to prove a Yankee could never be south<-rn, 
somronc talked her into ~ inting it bank.ship gray. Probably gave her a 
good pri« on the paint." 

•Dull graiy?" She looked away. "Must ~ve been a marvek>us price. 
And you're m2king this diff1¢.1h to follow. Who do yo1,1 mon••hn?" 

•Mr,. Mcyas, ofcourse. J don"t know her first name. I doubt if 
anyone other than her husband ~r did. M.tybc her chiklttn did. But 
dut'sonly maybe ... 

He waited. She didn't say :mything. 
"'By the 1imc I wu old enough to go in there with my mochcr••my 

mother tnded tggs for nu1cri.iJ••shc W2J: lmown u Mrs. Meyers, Ben 81oek 
Meycu's mochcr. fa•cn I understood that it was a rich, old bdy who didn't 
jU$t run but presided O\'Cr chat mu.sc:y n0tt., me only place in town th.:at 
pretended to the name dtJNl.rtmtnJ store.• 

"You mean the house?'" 
"No, damnic, the $tore. The Blocks ownod the bank and half the stores 

in town a.nd, for all I knew, that w.u the reason che downtown wu divided 
into blod<s. Unlw a sucet had k>mc okl magnoli.u on it, it wun't :a street 
but juic where people lived, where KiJl<mgh's Hill or Slu\·er's Field wed to 
be. She liked my mc>che,.• 

.. Mr1. M~u did?" 
-Her hou~ Md magnolia trees. A huge c>nc in each of 1he cwo tcn•foot 

grus plots in fron t. Gi:vc people something besides the house to look at. 
Took care ofthe short side walk that kd. up to her porch. Howe looked 
like a hotel but it w.un't, The town hotel's alwa)'$ been ~rou from the 
railroad station. O n the corner of HIDiihon and Camilk.• 

He studied dl< f~m from the melted ice cube in his glus. the kind of 
thing chu couldn't have h.Jpp,cned if he lud convinced hcr to put w.atcr 
inn~d ofgingcr2k in his bourbon. She knew how to ruin good whiskey, 
that was for sure. She sst silent, killing the impulse 10 orou her legs. The 
movernenc might dinract him and she wanted him 10 go on with the story . 

..O nly ddusions fed by loneliness would have built a house that big in a 
town that sm21I. Wood with a F.tkcy pb.ntation front. Attached to that wu 
a nvo-.ttory 1pine ofrooms. Ran b.ick for the whole kngth ofthe block 
with lani«d second-Story ven.ndah.s. Then it got wide again. Like :a 
wom:11n's h ips. I've never ukod :11bout that house. To sec what :11.n)'one d ,c 
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though1. I figurtd she kn~ she W2S going to live for nincry-fivc yc2rs 2nd 
would n«d som~hcrc 10 store all 1hc stuffliving for :a hundr«l )'CU$ could 
entail. Especially ifyou decided to ~vc n-crything ofyour dead mama's and 
your dead ~pa's and your dead hu.sb:md's and )'OUr 11ivc son's childhood. 
E~ry letter some s«ond cousin wrote you. h'd a pile. Sbc'd done a 
good job getting ttady for it. Ifthat b:ack psn was a ca.rriagc ho~. then 
somebody had planned on ten carriages.• 

He shook his glass to s« if there was enough ice left in the.re that he 
could get 2 rattle out ofi1. le might bring her back into the party mood. 
When nothing but wa1er sloshed a.round in there, he 12id, ..Forget catfish. 
Nobody can keep up with even ice cubes ... Then he thought ofsomething 
more he ought 10 1dl her. 

"The bank, htt son's Nnk which had b«n her d:i.ddy's bank, bordered 
the hou~ on one side. An alky in-bctwttn. On that s:ic:k, she h.2-d a solid 
board fence. Ten fttt high and more gray paint. But the other side ofthe 
house was protected by a high hurrK:ane fence. Inside the fence w.as a 
garden. But you won't be able to get this part. fa~n ifyou can picrute a 
hundred and fifty g~lon.s ofbattleship gray. 1t looked like a \'C£("tabl<" 
garden in there but the rows wcr<" filled with rose bushes. They moved 
toward the house in the plodding.. ordinary way ofgrttn beans until they 
w«c smack against the house. No be-am but fifc«n kinds ofroses. A man 
took care ofthem mo.st every day .. . " He looked ovc-1 at h« and wrinkled 
his forehea.d. "Wdl, I never AW anyone out there when it wu sleeting. But 
the wu.ing and waning that took place these during the summer u th0$C 
ycllow, red, pink, white buds unfolded and then fdl pt"t.tl by pen.I to rhe 
ground was enough to flu.s:h out the moon." He wondered ifher blouse 
might feel like an overblown rose, a hand full of soft J>("tals. 

He shewed his F.tcc up to hers suddenly, cawing her eyes to cross slightly 
as she stared back at him, and then he asked, '"Now, what do you think of 
that storyr' 

..Umm."' She moved her head slightly, not enough to be ruck but 
enough co c:sa.pc. 

..wtut Y10uld you p.y if I told you I wu going back and buy that hou,e 
and sit out on the &.key front porch in a wicker chair oome .tll the way from 
Hong Kong? And have t\\o-enty ~utiful \I/Omen, lolling on the second,. 
.story \'er.111dahs. watch those r0$CS shatter in the moonlight." 

She feh 2tu<kcd. "Why don't you just uy New Orleans for a wcckendr 
It might S.1~ you from doing something r.uh." 
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"l'w done rash several doz.en times. h's a h2bit by now. I married a 
cruy nag n:amcd F.ay after my rea.l wire Oairc di.cd. Claire and I had made 
these babies kft a.nd right. Sw«t child~n. We pla.nncd on bt:ing hippy. 
Then she died ... He needed to leaw chu subject alone. •My bcest rash is a 
catfish pond." 

"Then why. hot o n the hccJs orsome catfish, do you want a hous,e big 
a.s a pond? You plan to ftock it with mcrma.idsr' 

He stood up. She didn't nand up buc A.id to his back as he ~kcd 
cowud the door, "Were you making fun of md·• Then dlC look on her fa0e 
chi.nged and she- laughed. -1 liked chc scory. I didn't undcr'S'~nd anyofi1. 
But l liked it ... 

He bowed himself out the door and went down the uq,s. He would 
call her. He knew he would. Bceau5C ofher firsc n.amc. BecauK he 
couldn't all her by that name. h wu Cb.ire's. He could still remember 
Claire as s.hc wu in the beginning. He broke two bond in his foot the third 
month oftheir marriage. He wu on crutd~ for almost two months.. 
Oaire insined on holding onto hi.s arm walking down mettS. With ha 
own unique brand ofagik dum.sincss, she invariably t.rippcd one ofhis 
crutches. What followed. wu exactly the same each time. He landed on the 
maimed foot and howled with p:a.in. Oaire stood there, white around the 
mouth :a.nd under the eyes, crying .. Oh! Oh! Oh!" Those were the onl)• 
times he had ever feh the des-ire co hit a V.'Oman in the mouth. 

~n he divorttd Fay, he moved her into another ho use and then 
moved the furniture out ofthe living room and had two pool ublcs put in. 
He nailed. up a rack for the cue sticks and pla«d some ashuays on the 
m:a.ntlepiecc for his cigu,. He wu at hem a f.utKliou.s man. 

He turned off ct,e highway onto the dirt road. With the car slov.-ed, be 
could hear che erickeu m.2.king the dirk theirs. The scratchy sound of 
women's stockings as their legs crossed and uncross«!. 

The dnning table, made of cwo--by-four.s, stood before the officie. It 
<"aught the early hour moonlight :a.nd threw it a short disc.an«: Nck into the 
night. The wood smooth under his ha.nd, he ran his palm back and forth , 
find ing nothing. He got the spray hoK and w.uhcd thie tablie down, 
anyw.ay, just to be sure. Sining in the chair du,t shouldn't ha\'C been ldi: 
ouu:idc, he could fed c.he dampness of the plastic clUhion through his pants. 
He dokd his ,eyes for a minute. They nung from the long dri\-C back. 
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Maybe he s-Jcpt £or a momcnc, he wa,n'c sure. Bue when he opened his eyes, 
there chcy were, the walking catfish, coming: from Florid.a ac:ros, Cr0wkys 
Ridge coward his pond. He had co warn the othcrS. 

Noc luving run in yeart., he went at an uneven trot down ro chc first 
pier. He could Mar the fCNcr dropping pcllcu. 02izlcd by the moolit 
wu«, the fish were pUcid.ly bumping the wires below. He had s«n ptoplc 
di"YC: before but he had ncv« tried it. h had always loolc:rd easy enough. 
The thing wu to put power into it. 

He WU undcrw.a.tcr in his own pond, but he t.hought he wu wanduing 
learning: how co swim. In any cue, it wu so black inside he c:ouJdn't Ke. 
Aft.er all thu fu.s:s and bochcr-lhc damned truddoad orpaperwork that 
~nt with buying anything-~maybc he'd forgotten co have the clecuicicy 
ru.rncd on. But then he wa.s: in another houJC. A '2miJiu OM. F2y would 
fuss. He hadn't ta.ken hi.s fidd shoe$ offin the laundry room. He cried co 
shove them off' now, but there waJn't a I~ to babn« him.k:lfon. He lud 
forgotten co ask Dude what he wanted from the cafc. He was about to go 
back. The air-conditioner was frccz.ing him, anyway. Good exGu.k: to curn 
it off. 1hen he remembered the rca.l thing. the: walking catfish. He opened 
his mouth to ydl ""Tb.cy'rc coming!:,. but the ra.in-soa.kcd mud fdl into the 
corpK's mouth. 

They almo.s.t forgot to dose hU <Uddfs coffin that d:ay. It had rained 
hard all moming and Mel&$$3 kicked the undcrukcr when he tried co get 
her co RY goodbye to chc corpse. With the u,mc handJ that had made 
c:mtard out ofduck@• !he pus.bod ag:ainsc K«nodlc's chest crying co move 
him away ...You're a bigger fool than I thought!" she yelled. •You heathen! 
You think that's NfNlh J'm letting you put in the ground?• Kttping her face 
toward the window and the passing countryside:, she: kept celling hc:r 
children and the dri"YC.f of the limou,inc:, all the: way to the cemccc:ry, "They 
cou.Jdn't bury Noah ifthey had a ton ofdirt to do it with ... 

In the South, which i..s all Shade had ever known of the world, anyone 
who failed co live a .sh,illow life was likely to end up in a shallow grave. But 
ifone had ~rnraightc:ned up during the hoc a.fternoon work in the fields 
and worked his tongue over the grit of poverty 1herc on his Cttth before: 
lifting a dipper ofwatc.r ou1ofa pa.ii. then the shallow life Nin d~r and 
fd t rteher than most people would suspccc. 

The underukc.r spent a fdt trying to get Melissa co pay for the funeral. 
Finally, she otl'er«I the dusty, bla.dMuiccd man some eggs. In the tnd. she 
i,uisudhe: ta.kt the: qgs. He camt to S'Jude's that same afternoon. Shade. 
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M.d written out a check as the eggs oowi through t~~vc ofthe m1n•s 
uprumed hat onto the car scat. 

When he laughed, the wat« rushed down his throaL He was sputtcr-
intt all O\'Cf the place. Hadn't had such a good laugh in a long time. He had 
to stop. lhough. and catch his breath. He threw up h.is :um.s and found the 
moonlight. Then it wu da.rk again. He didn't want the: howe, after all 
The vcranduu were oby. The t'C$t ofit would kill him. Tues and all. He 
wanted Oairc. He W2nted to call her. Had he satd anything 2.bout calling~ 
He would have to get out of this hou.,s,e. A man didn't h:i.vc lighu, thctt 
wun't going to be a phone. Then he saw them. Rat-htaded and wid~ 
lipped, the water aboil wi,h their slid( bodies. His mouch opened as be g0t 
rady to give the ~II ofhis life. 
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Sweaty Armchair, 

M istcr Digglci whimpered when ,he prcucd him d0$C co her 
face. She thought it affcetion. He simply fch the chocolate 
hen fro m her hc2ve,.ho breath. As soon as Cub su him down 

on the Roo, with a "'There )'Ou go, Mister Oigglcs: he scampered away to 
hi$ cm ·ic::c,d hole underneath the tnilcr. Space forty•thrtt was doublc•widc, 
a bright a n:ary ydlow wit.h gttaniunu h.2.nging fro m the front sliding 
window. The small lawn was immaculate, complete with miniature gnome$ 
winking and smiling nar the Secora• Trust chain link fence. £ ..,cry so often 
Carlo would have to ta.kc the hose and give th em a thorough cbning-no, 
from dog or bird greetings, but rathc,r from the neighborhood kid.s who 
thought it funny to gi\·e yellow bath, to the pl1S1ic icons, while giggling at 
their ten•ycar-old deviance. 

Ca.rl:a wi.s roJY, in chccb and g,a.it. Tocby in in11icubr wu fanwric: 
.J,c'd spcnc 1hc earliest portion ofthe morning dusting and humming along 
with he-, Glor~ Estef.i.n's Gtt2tcst H iu tape. She'd taken a (ew brcaks--one 
caftt work wi1hout some reward, after all, and by the times~ had finished 
$pic•and -spanning her home, she had n~rly d ten herself sick on Good 
Humor ice ctt:tm bars. Simon was d ue at t\'o'O o'dodc. Simon made h« fed 
lovely, took her into a tiny high hcd world where her scale was taunted, and 
spongy curlers gave way co glinting eye shadow, Simon wu a bit older, 
forty.five pc-,hai», and he ccruinly had a roy:a.l aire about him. In h is back 
pocket he carried. a two•sidcd navy blue comb, whicl, he used to style his 
chinning tuir wilh grace normally a.chic\~ only by Princes (Charles or 
whome\•cr). Simon wu coming ac two o'clock. 

Gul:i ut, oomphing into her to rn rec.liner, and wrapped her uus.age 
fingcn around 1hc remote control. Her fingc.rn:a.ils were cotton candy pink 
that day. The 1:llk show host appeared on the rabbit-ear Kt, injecting fury 
into his raving audience. The cousins who were starring in the television 
lighting clutched o ne another, screaming We Lo\·e \»ck at the minister who 
condemned lhem for it. Ca.rla dropped pea.nut britde onto her lap as $he 
ate. She bcg:m co ~t with the late morning heat, and her eyes droopcd as 
she entered hct fa.miliu mindshift. Mi.net Digglcs dug dttpcr lxncnh the 
trailer, ~.sion:ilJy pausing to nip 21 his leg. 

The walls were priscjne plywood. There was a ,cries of K-man frames 
surrounding phocognph.s hanging from one ofthem. One image. p«ping 
ou1 from che hallway, showed 2 thin Carla at eighteen years o ld. A tiara 
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re,:tcd upon her fiery head, and she stood cmbra~ by a crowno:i boy 
against a b:ackdrop reading Hom«omint Court, 19-79. Her skcves were 
poo(cd and her iums slJky, cvtn through the smudged glus th.at the photo• 
graph rested behind. Her feet were d2-inty, as they arc now. In the photo-
graph she looked fragile. In the armchair. she looked toppish. Size four 
ilippers, bunnies Or no, s«mcd ill•6tting On her mardunJ.Jlow frame. The 
i«0nd photogr2ph w.u Mister Digg!cs, drcs:scd in a doggy tuxedo. It W2S 

H:allow«n chrtt yars ago, and she smiled whcnn-cr she p:wed it. The 
third frame contained a n~paper dipping. a picture ofCarla stra.ight-f.a.ced 
and looking successful. The pass.age bdow it dcsaibtd her achi~cnu in 
her local Neighborhood Watch program. 

A.J she wuched Tdcvi.sion, Cub fdl askep and dreamed ofblueberry 
boys lading her bade co town with mu.dccu and chariots. She wa~ co the 
crowds. smiled from her hourglass figure. Simon kis:s<d her neck from 
in.side her compartment. He didn't come to repair her kak.ing &ucct in the 
dream. 
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Statue at greta Green. Scotland 



St:aruc at grcta Green, Scotland 



The Animus 



Lose Dreams 
Bod.ic, California 



Bou Falls Sequoia 



Whispering Trolls 



Hearst Castle 
San Simeon, California 
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Our Lady of'Tight Places 



Our J...dy of ,he Lon and Abandoned 



Whac is ic about boys and bullets? 
Jump;11g Cowboy 



Silenced 



Silenced 



Thi, Flcc<ing World 



Pendant Mask, bcf0<c 1892 
Unknown Akan Artis1. Cote d'Ivoire 
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Mask, late 19th or early 20th century 
Unknown Mbagani Artist, Zaire 


