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Sol Neely
Conceit of Wound

L paroxcysnr of negative capability; aschoribip of a goalt loss self

nauseous is the wound of becoming,..
faced with a vision, the void ruptures into
CONSEIOUENESS
as embedied impulse of word made self,
as self resembling word:
there is but one possession of this word:
the wound of its ewn nen-possession,

the language of consciousness compels itself
towards one moment of exhilaration,

a tonality of impulse echoing & reverberating
within the abysmal relief of memary,

moving upon iself as a nightingale moves upon

its song with invisible wings;

surgery of self, flight of identity.

wing of mind dissolving in unfolding,

crumbling & creasing further in intentness of flight
into impalpable shards & prisms of voice:

vocable shrapnel falling against the staric of its ewn indiscernment,

falling mute against the rage & silence of its own paroxysm,
falling against its corporeal ashness

with eyes that refract into language —
eyes thar are the abscess of irmament

of silvered poems & calibrated explosions.

into the void,

a thump of bruised sound..,
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Sol Neely

all light is sofely fallen parallels
birth torn from herizons, self ripped
from stone: vow one: these

eyes are stronger than chains,
weaker still than light.

& all over, the parallels burn into

each subsequent parallel:

bent axis matched with warped matrix,
distorting all our supplications;

our dithyrambic sensations

hallowing the graphs of our horizons;

each to the other, with lips confessing mystery,
we drown in the oasis of our own sweat,
smelting the irons of our shackles,

im.po:ing vows where u:l]}r impulnc eXists;

we suffocare in the prayers of our
unrequited passions,
laid out, streeched, 8¢ cur
by our own creations:
stones spilling out from our stomachs.

L] L] L]

Star, cataract, guitar

word is wound of mystery,

of cold folded fesh of shadow,

we are empiy-quivered archers,

firing diversionary missiles of intention

against untargeted space, delincated emptiness,
drawing fire upon our own reflections

to initiare ourselier back into their own mystery,
back into a mispronounced oblivion

of self into mystery of sacrosmance syllable;
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Sol Neely

& yet | cannot sew up this wound,

i stitch sinew with the spine of a

p¢r¢upin: of the hollow stem of a bost feather.
my skin is unadorned hieroglyph, cipher

of all the ancient voices.

already i ger the feeling that this is my last
courtesy of deach

i black out as all these gestures empry out into
the guise of absence...

& on a page berween two words i noticed
that not all things are equal.
In berween two voices a vision of valuation.
a sprint of shadow,
an avalanche of history.

burt each stone arranges into mountain,
cach globule of sweat conforms to lake,
every hand reaches for limb with flesh grafted into bark,
every passion nailed to the crux
of an accounted eternity, judged here
on the dissolute edge of
its disembodied heart, the herald of theses
hammering against this order.

D 'II'I'.'. tension Dfi muchu‘l autunumy’:

whar metaphysics we assume in perspective;
what perception we assume from

point of soul

less, specter of heart

my chest erupts into the broken-up jargon
of tongue, of some echo thundering across the
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Sol Neely

imprecise geometry of truths, of teeth detonating
across unscaleable skies (of rays azured &),
seitling into the very silicon sinews of impulse...
of electronic muscle spasming into ontological
indifference.

to mutilate & rekindle the heart.

L flech of seif made word: the question of archacontology

gmndfaﬂlcr’ in the desert, tossing bones,
reading crimes, steadied on the horizon
with wings breaking out between breaths...

O victorious rebellious a.'nge!!

archaic god of golden compass:
with one foot steadied in the cenrer
rotate the ather, there is your name
carved in the desert, there is your word,
your intimation of horizen, the
circumference of your heart in
wind-stretched sands:

a lifetime of intoxication in three steps.

skin dust,

man overcome
in the innocence
of his own
overcaming,

in the beginning was the wound:

radial dismemberment, sacrificial genesis; all copulation & co-polartion;
here was the positioning of the first altar,

above which tumbled in locked talons

death & the winged heart; no language,

only shricks & razored
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Sol Neely

vocables in the dueling ratios of blazed sound;
soon spesch setiled into

the circumference; every echo a

volcano erupting in dark cave.

words fell like ash onto the tongues of fields:
geomantic bas-reliefs; hypostatic omphales;
the serpents’ eyes turned upon themselves,
burning with capacity: their tongues at

each the other’ forked ends

like talons locked & tumbling:

for the first day we sat like thar,
brooded 8¢ kissed. death & the winged heart.

with death came prophesy & the first sicrament;
with heart came broken horizons 8 first graves.

tivwal & burial. are & negation.
then came fracture of interval by which
we measured our voices in rerms
of vicissitudes & frcqu:nc'tﬁ:
militant gematria

of formless infirmary.

in the caves we paing; in the caves we burry;
fire sharpens our sticks.
ritual of burial; art of negation.

Grandfather: soul: everture of history:
ashen burial, arganic hallucination,
sacrifice & ratton

(exenns)
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Sol Neely

with very patient hands came god the owl,

form of silvered wings & turquaised feet,

form of consciousness, dance of id:nt‘tty',

flight of tongue in hyperborean ecstasy;

then came spirit, dance, grandmother,

radiant suns: all pyre of combustables, swift

gods of unmixed elements, rain & the reservation:
dust like flesh, incapable even of crucifixion.

we are an entire tribe, with an entirely broken heart
heart overcome — rtalisman of a se.

grandfathers in the dirt, tossing bones, reading crimes
we carry children upon our backs,
steal fire’s smoke, chisel icons in tempered flesh, burn in rioeal:
haunt streams with steadied spears.
& chestr of corrugared sinew

flesh of self made word:

O protean awl; how swift the seeds

CATTY Past €Ven you -= your

deviant identities & incidental forms

do not so much suggest flight as penetration:
a variable space of infinicy:

O your wings tangled in death’s
mystagogic winds!
how they struggle for shape in irrepressed skies:

Word & wound

blade & nail
chaos & cosmos
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Sol Neely

And thus he confided:

and yet, i did not die this afternoon, nor did yo,
and in this shared metaphysical amumption

we shall set against each other

with the frail echic of memorg

de mot expect whispers, do not ecpect srarge
soliloguies of vain dismemberment, do not
expect umwﬂr{r in t'mmm’in} o mag
expect interruption of silence, do not

expect a fondmess for maps or artifacts -

& in the intervals between face

elo mor expect resemblance.

1L asphyxia of overture

heart beats irregularly without

warning, synapses misfire withour
warning, electrons jump orbit withour
warning, guitar string breaks across its
empriness withour warning,

album skips on the phonograph without
warning:

in this way absence subverts even origin,

O choked & cruel repression of violin draw.

star is signature of insomnia,
chance of sublimiry in this

the kiss of violent theory.
death portrayed on a thin plastic card:

touch here, turn this, read ro me,
ook there, where we stood,
under the star-light curvature of bad omen
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Sol Neely

i stand here armed only with
your ostensible innocence. blazes
of reciprocal infidelities. warning.

winds scrape this land clean, prepare

the cerement flash, convince

the azorine eyelids wo close & sound

out in the dusk; 1 extract from the wind

what for the moment i need; harvest of
ripe vocables: sensitive to the pinioned

wings & their gradual decay. lay there,

8z § will 1oss up words, off the cliff & across
Diaver, & warch

them parachute above the nervous hills.

lay there, & i will paint you as icon, as

cerulean arcograph of farigued nimbus.
pointess, the azure heart thinks

of the rembling weighted hand. aie.

& with every draw of breath an assumption
of new vaice. an assumption of new value

moment is ccho of cternity slipping
away,
& shpping away

still.

word is silent asphyxia of
wind: (breath of strained afflaus)

& poem
is slow
Suffocation =
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Sol Neely
V. A seqasom in parddise

of (rod  For Hr way never, ar any sime, ercated.
— Edmiznd Jube, foem
The Book of Resernblances

...for god was never,

ar any time,

innocent. you said:
there must be something
be wisher to share:

HOT SEAYS OF tigers,

ar the serpenting
apotheoris of deser,
perhaps retrear; perhaps
the otherness of &

son’ death; perhaps

the axes of crucifixion
the sword of vacancy
wielded against all our
banishments, against man.
father, we are exiles
fared to be devoured

by the subile effacement
of creation or

the still more subtle
annulment of innocence,
do we not hold each

the other” memory

in vengeance?

i have never left the
equation of the cross,
my maother with her
shroud ook enly my
name, & deach’s the wound
asserting only another
threshold. doves perch
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Sol Neely

on bath our houses &
keep vigil over the wounded.

he suggested:

god was alway @ numerical
system of distinction, & techmology
of linguistic ascassination,

my words fill space & obligare time.

i put off death in the name of the father.
you are the obligation of my words.

as j am the obligation of your silence.
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Sol Neely
Egquinox Eclipses Intimation

nothing is disclosed in these closed heours.
all is crowned by an halo

of OCCupation - a static field of revelation.
i draw a circle around my name;

i assume a ratio to the equatorial plane.

i cannot afford to lose a breath.

the lung exfoliates into rudely concentric
layers of verse. rocks shatrer in fire.
there are no movemenis — enly the
reversal of our ontologies: the
subversion of inertia: the dogma

of furious abandonment. unpoliced

riots of sound dynamite the equaror.
escape to the continental divide,

i the meantime.

fingers 8¢ strings trace

the laritudes & longitudes

as violin & voice imbibe

a srrange reverb.

ancestors & 1'|:-Migiml-s splic

the hours, tune their instruments

to the music of upturned graves, the
dispunctuated notes of buried

shadows & shells & skulls

(some melody of atonement).

the skeleton of atlas strugples be-

neath the burden of his lost flesh.
everywhere eyes spill graviry: rabid
poet scribbles an ode to every body part
retracing the laws of division & equality
hammers the texts spine against his
lover's navel to retrieve his lost eyes.
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Sol Neely

salstice sustains what equinox

eclipses -- assails us with dust

in the desert, reconfigures

a still unconsummared marriage.

the earth awakens to drive blood through its veins.
i wait for 2 sign, a pulse.

Grph:us.lrzl




Sol Neely

A Thousand Pages Toward the Sun

wdf anly merning meant oblivien.
-- Jorge Luis Borges

the night prior to oblivion, the maelstrom of moming,

a dream rehearsed for four and a half billion years

under such weight of curtain, in such theatre of com position
of recurring and sustained audience.

i interrupt the bed of dide, rob acneas of his canopy,
drive the acolian daggers to the very staged heart
of calypse’s fiber-optic stars.

did i not tell you she

was innocent? was not the king sl a silver-corded
bag of flesh, strobed in storm, now naked careied
across the planked expanse? back to the oblivien of his
unweeded garden? Frnctd:d by the ignominy

of old age and immortality? his nakedness is the
interruption of desert, the flower of this wasteland;

his sanitics are tossed seeds upen dry

rocks—and i am his breath of fool.

against his foolish breath. O what morning breaks?

your harps are incidental, your music validates only the myth,
saints toss roses from balconies, or else lower them in
applauded baskets across invisible diagonals. from stage

to stage i leap, destroying all with a toss of this coxcomb:

the morning star, halo of oblivion, music of crashing orbs.

someone calculates the spotlight, the thunder, someone
whispers verses from behind the usurped categorical scenes,
someone delays in remembrance, stabbing the players

behind draped nestalgia, a resemblance of interruption.

the opera and the scream... the stage a labyrinth, the seript

1 thousand pages roward the sun, burning by its own vanity.

i am not the architect of this house, bur the collective discourse
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Sol Neely

of its scenes. no, i am the godded machine dismantled
ar last by the players’ refusal, insistence.

O cordelia, icarus,
i too am assailed by an army of shades
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Sol Neely

Static Libretto of Crooked Throats

four and a half hundred years since

shakespeare found his paper
would not accept his ink.

with perfectly calculated variabilicy
emerged the fallnwing equation:

genre af impossible efficacy, or sublimated solipsistic atherness.
gﬂphfmﬁngnﬂ?ﬁ}; ar the universe rr_ﬁm&f fin thre sonls tarm,
vislent theory of naveiss, or cruel wbiguity of il

muaenads to fell machech, or hamiet o slaughter orphens.
ideniity withouwt precipitation af death,

i wish i could rranslare the faulr of this pen,

or the abridgment of archerype,

to understand delay, or murder in time

by the blood of this last feast, the last epiphany;

i would bring to the fool his pen, paper, candle,

his own image as a suggestion of freedem, or he insistence
of laughter strobed between the frequency of ambition.
{or translate the ghost back into his death)

i count the acts, the scenes, the players and the idiots,
as cruel metaphysics of icon.

mean organ, you never knew the stage, or

the authorship of such architecture,

wiere never so innocent as your own trapdoor

of inexorable breath, or beneath you the marble !Lu‘l.gs

of reclining kings == though paupers have since kept your time.

my text is full of hales, some of which are self-administered.
same of which parady themselves in direction

of suggestion, warning, or prophecy.

Orpheus/25


https://shakcspca.rc

Sol Neely

here in the fir usurping twilight, resistance.
capitulation and then recapitulation.
static libretro of crooked throats.

my pen is more a syringe than implement of blade.
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Sol Neely

Murder/Onel/Totalization

i have killed you & return now 1o collect your
crucible of ash - your geametry of effacement.

i throw coal at your eyes your genitalia
for life, or a vigil, kept by assassins;

a vigil, or 2 sublimation of prayer into
its mathematics where here i keep the
breathing cinder, the ceramics oflim.rgr
beneath pages of aberration, epiphanies
of obsession, birthing shrouds of poetry

H h:cathins cinder to

undulate like wings

buried under desert sands:
like some palpitating
hﬁ}rcl'lastic umpha[us
[ora ph«u-:nix escaping
the graviey of its death?)

you did not die like Cordelia, like so ml._m:l:
living flesh adjusting te uneertainty (such
a5 the curve of infinity as it approaches i
impessible asymprote)—no, you did not die
like god on the axis of resemblance, o
even like a thief crucified against the mystery
of some other’s golgothan death, stealing rime from
the bifurcated ritual of space, as unrecognizable
carrion handing limp before the sun:
or dark iconographic flesh that slips from its nails
& slopes from hills reflecting into still darker seas.

rather, you died naked like the golem of some mad angel,
like the erupted semblance of narcissus, not in trans-
mutation but translation; you died in sameness;

you did net feel the echo pushing at your back;

Drph.:u&ﬂ?



Sol Neely

your eyes in-themselves were bleeding icons,
yet in the vacuum of facelessness you collapsed
& died like a star,

i hold your ashes as all the ancient faces
of all the ancient poems

i am the echo thar fell in love with its own inaudible
effacement -- the assassin who gave you irreversibiliy
& unpardonable reverence, who promised redemption
only in the bicter ritwal of annihilation, of toralization,
who cradled your uncritical gaze like the circumference
cradles its center, beheld in the reverence of violent
murualicy; coal, ash, water—this is not medicine,

but your presupposed & incapable pyre

how the ash works through its fire!
as language works through irs face!
as icon & rose worl through all
their necessiry!
as time waorks through its own reciprocal self!
& echo works its way through voice!

& fire of ashen works
works its way...

i kicked you ingo the icon ul"}l‘uur self.

iam the rigor behind your question of love,
i write & rewrite the impugning eche.

Orpheus/28
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Abbas P. Grammy
Rain

Sky is angry. A lightning bolt illuminates the dark. Thunder strikes. Rain
starts pouring.  Birds fly hurriedly. Pedestrians rush indoors.

I arrive home, soaking wet, yet cheerful of walking in the rain. Sisters,
frightened, seck comfort from mather. She whispers a prayer and blows
safety wishes on them. The sky's rage intensifies. It is as if the goddess of
rain is whipping the elouds to make them ery from pain. Mother stands 1o
say Namaz. Sisters look at her frightened. Father lights a cigarette and

listens ro the news.
Anchorman: Tunigilh 5lqr will be clear with pa.u:h].r clouds and dust}r winds!

The image jitters badly. Father tumns the TV off. Mother goes to Rokew,
Sisters stand to say Mamaz. | search in my memory for school lessons,

Teacher: Clouds are formed from evaporation and condensation of ssawa-
ver. Raindrops are formed inside the clouds when the iemperature drops.
Clouds carry electricity. If clouds of different charges collide, lightening
occurs. The sound of lightening is thunder.

Mother finishes her Nanraz. Sisters go 1o Bakow. Father is sound aslecp on
the sofa. Rain pours even harder. A Iiglm:ning bale illuminates the dark.
Mother says Salevae. Sisters finish their Mamaz. Thunder strikes again.

Rain continues to pour. | go to my reom to change.

Urphmﬂ!ﬂ'



Beatrice Wiltrout
(reneration

this is our generation,

sucking down caffeine, booze,
sorrow, and glossy-paged
self-image

in mega corporation scylized
chains of pseudo-bohemian
coffee shops.

our generation was born long ago
and is still learning how o
totter upright, still trying to form
our first coherent words around
our technicoler pacifiers,

shoved into

babbling mouths.

our generation has no face,

has no ideas, has no idals,

has no identity,

and is not trying terribly hard

to find any.

our generation is stumbling
down the road toward the goals of
the last generation

blind 1o signs leading ro our
promise, our fulfillment.

our generation dreams of
becoming

bear, cool, hep-cars,

dharma bums, the

rebirth of ginsburg or dylan,
going on the road, cause there is
nething original left o do.

our generation can't seem to find
our place among the demigods
of the past, of the present,

of the future,

our generation looks through

Orpheus/30



blue lensed glasses and can not
understand why everything is so
dim.

our generation will never truly
understand hard toil or days
thiat last only as long as the sun.
our generation is digital, mobile,
techna babble and newspeak;

a brave new world for a
terrified generation, too

filled with self-loathing to love
ﬂEE'I ﬂd'l:r..

our generation will hide behind
the remains of our shartered
cOncepts

of rebellion and madness,

never truly realizing our
potential for greatness.

This is our generation,

Beatrice Wiltrout
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Beatrice Wiltrout
Is This A Personal Attack?

you have ereated yourself
in an image, false

two-dimensional.

so wrapped up in your

concept of you

that you have forgoten what

it is to be human,

you don't have real pain,

joy. er even fully formed thoughts.
instead, you cry cragedy,

laugh drama,

and speak in fashion and erends.
cooler than thou,

projecting your empry

idal for everyone o

worship, bur you are

the only one bawing before

the altar built 1o your self.

so long you have masturbared over
the desire vou have for you

and your passion for

self that you have hecome
numb to anything

ather than your own touch.
living behind thar mask of

false feelings you have become
blind to what is real.

shoving out lines to

anyone who will take them,

you bury yourself in

}"DIJF oW FZIJ!C.
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Beatrice Wiltrout

Poetry

was | once written in an immortal moament?
in day-time dreaming have i even once
conjured heavenly images of saintly salvation
calming the agonies of 2 tormented soul?
have i ever been lovingly, gently adored,
made eternal through another’s words?
have i ever been a poem
written in your hand?
black ink
whire pages
an instamt :apmn:d in p:rﬂ:ct chiarascuro
memory so exquisite that you dare not forget even a second
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Brandy Rodriguez
Nimbus

&uﬁr}wu imagine a wworld where I never said a word
Silent as a monk and viciously ignored like a girl

A place where all that passed did not sec a glow

But rather a lamppost on their walk to the evening show
MNaothing special to be listened to or laughed with care
Just another Joe, no magic chis time, (wink) [ swear

I do try sometimes to bring that world of silence to this one
Training myself to restrain, refrain, and just accepr the mundane
Ironed my pants just like the other blue collar

Ger the same hair cut like them for a dallar

Sing the same song

Hoping to just belong

L la la la s, doo doo dee, [wane o come out and play

WE can bave fen, lees be one, and [ will show you the perfect day

Something is wrong, It creeps behind the air that flows throughout my cells
1 don't feel night, munting me with ideas, demandy, cursing me with evil gpells
MNO! Focus, It means everything that | must behave

I gave my word that [ would be silent after thae day

I held everything inside, even when | was angry. you never hear a peep
But inside my head, | hear the sereams every second especially when [ sleep

I must confess to you my dear, that there is only lictle rime

You must leave, get away from me, my body is no longer mine

-n'lt' voice Fhﬂr ['dli you I'IC ﬂ.l'dﬁ-. d'l: ium:ls Thi[ opens your &}Of. l'j'l: cyes
that look into your heart

Acting!..f am a gquick study, I conld care less about all thar way, [ can'’t wait to
tear this shell apart

Manifertations, repressed memeries, dysfuncrional newrotransmiters, call it whae
youd will

It’s only so long it can be held in till it becomes the monster that can't be
stopped with pills

How glorious is that manent when [ am reborn, resurrected, and wpsterionsly rive
Seon, I will be back inside all your thirsey minds the inseant this onet will dies
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Brandy Rodriguez

Murmur

Given every chance, you waste it on spending your time with nothing. You
were granted the most amazing organism every eonstructed, the human
body, it heals itself, it can reproduce itself, hell it can even set itself on fire if
you rry hard enough, bur what do you want 1o do._..destray yourself,
could understand if you were suicidal and wished to die in a batde dealing
with the p:i_fchu!ag]c:l—tmurinnal effects of honor, pride, and even thar
candy of love. However, most of you choose a less nobler way, annihilating
yourself with booze and synthetics. What is the fun in that? You are
nothing mare than mortal waste, never pushing yourself 1o your maximum
potential, aceepting compromise. Please, Gods weren't made like this.

MNow look, | am not complaining. It is your 62 expected years and falling,
de as your lintle decaying flesh pleases. As you are owt filling your lungs
with smoke, your mouths with liquor, stomachs with filth, nore this, [ am
growing stronger. | rest when you waste, | focus when you make noise, |
run myself into the dirt when you sit down. With every beer you rake [
become five rimes stronger. Every puff you inhale T age one less day. You
could say | am doing this to get back at my father, you know he always
loved you mare than me.

But | am gong 1o show him, [ can't wait for the day for you and 1 to meet
on the apposite sides. [ have been thinking of that moment every time |
take that extra step, read that next age, dig a foot deeper. It will all be worth
it, for that glance of amazement, that second of doubt, and the sound of
your expected fall. I'll take advantage of your greatest weakness, the one
that you have made for me since the moment you opened your eyes for the
very first time. ['ll gee what he never gave me.

I"ll weait for you outside the bar, behind the alley of your faverive steak
house, ar you may even see me as you stumble to your fronr door Trest
me, | won't take long. Like [ said, you were given a chance, given the gift,
but you didn't care. Before | rake it, | want 1o hear it bear in your chest,

I will be the energy thar meves your hand.
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Camille Gavin

Beware!
Blinklessly serene

yellow-cyed hoot owl gauges
creeping encroachment.
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Camille Gavin

Message Interrupted

Ebony crow squawks
a-top fence post riddling

pale dove's fragile croon.

Orpheus/37



Emmy Darling
Untitled

she was the

prety peniny:

her own lirde

bit of luck; that
wild Jackie who
was never different
but changed
mql't.hing.
Words can jumble
and cities crumble
but noble Jack
always sang with
her voice like
stained glass.
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Emmy Darling
Untitled

whisper and let
the sky

press my words
to s ear

for if the love
of 2 woman
buys the night,
the moon is

its price
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Emmy Darling
Untitled

offer no resistance
to the lingering moon
and make no promise o fime
our day is shore
but the heart is deep
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Emmy Darling
Untitled

Beneath stars
thae fly and fall
like sweer ash,
the sky is reborn
and | am found
in the glory

of night
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Emmy Darling
Untitled

she was the

pretcy penmy:

and above me

burn the hundred
mysteries though
my words come fast,
my heart has
nu:pﬂ:ﬂd them into
that bright point
where the stars

will scream

around us
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Emmy Darling

Untitled

the stars chill

me wich their
baleful 3||:mr

and by the depth
of their distant circle
Do you remember
seeing the slcy

for the first time
SEALS O 2 SUIRE
they stand firm

itis | char

shiver and blink
spinning

in the giant’s hand
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Gabriel Diaz

The Ocean

I entered the acean on a windy night

How could | not?

[ was captivated by the force of the waves;

they seemed 10 be calling me

Stepping into its cold existence, 1 could

feel the kingdom beneath

So there | was; within the sea, floating

farther away from shore

What is the atrraction of the seean’s mystique?
Could it be something beauriful?

Amidst the icy warer [ could still remember the
summer smell of the forest

Teapped in this watery grave, [ miss the joyous
times, but there was always something hidden
The ocean can be a wonderful place, there is just
nothing beautiful new

Have [ reached the bottam of the sea?

Think of the pleasant thoughts that await me there
What dreams will keep me warm?

Let no nightmare haunt me anymaore
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Gary Graupman

Herman

Herman was a junkie, not just any kind of junkic

Bue a Texas junkie and an everweight Texas junbie art thae

He had steely blue eyes with pinpoint pupils when he was loaded

But being loaded was not the only thing his eyes gave away

Herman had the look of a man who was never loved

It showed in his eyes along with many other things

On a daily basis, his eyes broadease despair, hopelessness, misery, anguish....
Bur most of all his eyes showed the FEAR

The fear of using, the fear nfq:uiu:ing. and the fear of living

Herman went back to Texas; he said o kick-—-to Jones

I guess he didn’t get 1o Jones--he died with a needle in his arm

In a cheap motel in the bad pare of town

Mo big deal--happens all the time the local coroner said

I always wondered what he could have been if someone had loved him
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Jack M. Beckham IT

Uneitled

To The Blue-Eyed Girl:

Hello Sweetheart, do you remember me? | am the tongue; [ tasted
the sweetness of your innocence, 1 tasted the bitterness of your misery. |
arn the eyes: | mapped your artless flesh. | witnessed the light of your puricy
minify. 1 am the hands; T caressed your flawless bady. [ bloodied myself
with the murder of your chasticy. |am the ears; | fed on your soft words, |
still hear your erying in the God-filled silence before sleep arrives. [ am thar

man; I am 2 monster.

Yes Sweetheart, [ remember you. You are the blue-eyes: filled with
so much wonder, now clouded with the pain. You are the cream-skin;
cynosure of virtue, now polluted in your shame. You are the sweet-smell:
an undefiled fragrance, now acrid violation. You are the soft-lips; eye-closed

kisses, new obdurate mutilations. You are Beaury; | am the monster.
1 think of you always.

God | miss you so very much Love is a rainted thing  Like my desire
Lowe is a caustic thing  Like my need to own your beaury
What did | become 1 do not want to understand My brain is hot
It is ronic  Understanding is my castigation It works that way sometimes
| suffer But not encugh  God | miss you se very much | remember you
I hope you have forgeten me

Your Laover
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Jane Granskog

Because I Love

I walk with smiles on my feet

and splash in puddles of sunshine
for no reason

but that my erystal fine web

has the sparkle of dew drops

on warm spun golden strands,
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Jane Granskog
Webbed Reflections

There rmust be spiders to spin
those fine lined filaments
from transient nodal souls,
for chere they are:

strands of black despair
spewed from the unaware
and desperate, reaching,
seeking meaning in loneliness;
and fine fuzzy gray produces,
of flecting light in darkness,
limp dead reminders

of a past long gone;

and then

maybe a few

in time anew

of hoped for liquid sun.

Many different shapes

and lengths and strengths--
the mind-etched latticework
of processual spider art?
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Jane Granskog
Untitled

The pain of love is recognition
of the possibility of its absence,
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Janet Pierucci

The Date

He raped my daughter
As | lay warching Jay
In the safety of my bed

She cried out for me
To help her miles away from
The protection of my presence

As [ laughed at
One more fast paced joke
And snuggled into the down

She |=}' in the vile stain
Of his semen for hours
As she struggled to cll

And confess the deed
Thar orhers would accuse
Her of inviting

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

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

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

Although it was aver
Her pain had just begun
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Janet Pierucci

The Observer

You are the only one
I ever let
Watch me undress

Yo sar sill
Observing my every move
In silent anticipation

Your cool blue eyes

Surveyed my emerging body
As | shed my skirt and blouse

When | stooad before you
In my most
Intimate apparel

You rose and
Maoved toward me
Stopping an arms reach away

| could feel the tension
Build as 1 carefully
Hung up my clothes

As you wrned your
Head ever so slightly
And blinked your eyes

| reached into the closet
And selected my well

Worn jeans and sweater

As | pulled the soft
Fabric eaver my hips
And slipped the top over my head
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Janet Pierucci

You knew it was time
And we moved
Toward each other

Then 1 reached down
And picked you up
And you began to purr
As | stood stroking

Your soft white fur
You nuzzled my neck

With your tiny wert nose

You welcomed me home
Your 1:1.11' had begun
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Janet Pieruccl

The Seduction

His gaze kept mine locked
Into-the moment
As he reached ourt to touch me

His breath was warm and familiar
As his body moved gently
Toward the center of my being

At the last minure he rurned
And curled his bady close to mine

And.h-:g,:n o purr
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Jason Grist

Brazencool

for Keronac

Brazencool then

Running in a hard set-

Ladies and laughs

And not giving a fuck-

We pooled our money for all the

Beer we could buy
Searching for what was unrecognized
and stumbling upon repentance-
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Jason Grist

Fortune Wind

Suddenly gusts of fortune wind
Sends leaves downward spiraling
Ot away from trees

Dying in flight-

But light reflects off dying leaves
And surely they are thankful
This soberdecaying state,

Grass dancing all around

Wind whispering encouragement
Lifting them

From potential gravesites.
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Jason Grist

Lonely Friends

Come and B for a walk my friend
We'll walk both near and far,

Share a secret of your soul my friend
With ne care for whe you are.

Trust in me my sacred brother

I'll rake nothing from this deal,

My eyes reveal an open window

With no duse upen its seal.

Reveal naked rruths to me my brother
I stand with palms upright,

As dusk fades to dark

I see glimpses of your plight.

Across frozen fields you've fled my friend
I know just how it feels,

We've traveled the same path my friend
'Wil‘.h SCArs upon our hﬂ'ﬂh.
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Joanne Schmidt

yA

Just as the light settles

OQiling the lamps about to swing

And chasing the ashes in silence

Mot as the breast rises in breath

Nor in movement with the amber ring
Except in the 18 carat pen tip.

Searching in brown pools of laughter
Changing in rhythm with billowing fabrics
Helding a keychain to your finger
Melring the gold rings into paper weights
Inhaling the incense from your thoughes
Diesiring the calm blue of robin’s eggs
Tasting the pleasure of fine sand.
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Joanne Schmidt

Choo Choo, Here Comes The Train

Your love is like a train depor
Lots of tracks intersecting
Lots of trains taking turns
1o pass and
move on [o new
voyages and horizons.
Your love is like track nevworks
You hop from one train to the other
Not knowing which one to take
How long to stay on one
Before a nicer, newer train passes b}l‘
Thar looks more a.ppaling
A flash in the sky
A bright light in the cyes
A pounding train passes
And the light is transformed
into instant pitch
black darkness
But itsa n:mnfurting darkness
Which train to take
Which whistle to blow
Which track to choose
Which direcrion to travel
Ifs all 30 complex
1's all 2o complicared
Like our brains
Like our hearts
Like a new cerebral synapse.

I want to make choices
I want to make Euocl ones
| want to make right ones
I want to make love
on a train
1 want the sensual touch
of your body
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Joanne Schmidt

I want the depth of your eyes

1 want the depth of your flesh

Come to me

CEII'I'IE Bid: o me

Heat, is just what you are

Hear in the heart

Heat in the thighs

Hear in the tongue

Hear in the fingers

Hear is yours

Dance on my fingertips

Dance to my love and affection for you
Dance to the heat of your sway

The comforting sways and wild jerks
OF the good old choo choo train,
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Larry Etue

Gravests

The doldrums
found me

1 didn'e
seck them

they searched
and searched

‘ril they
found me

for it seems

they're uncasy
without a host

s0 I'll sutter

their presence
for awhile

then when
they tire of me

gladly see them off
as | would

any other
viral infection.
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Larry Etue
Alley Riches

The sun-blocked alley remains a
perperual shadowland with

no illumiration through the buildings
of business and commerce,

A concrete swamp of fetid odors
da.mpnl:a ever present.

Long before the truck arrives

dumpsters are searched by salvage erews,
bedraggled refuse of our species
furtively making their rounds

quick as feathered meat-caters

smtchi NE over rmd k.i“i..

The dumpster store is open
no waiting, no cashiers,
ene rule only

bear the rruck.

Boxes and boards for shelter
bottles and cans for cash
discarded food, newspapers,
magazines, stock reports
throw it in the cart

supplict for the dzy

work done by sight,

thar's AM if you please,

new sit with fellew “streeties’

pass time and the narrow necked sack
nod to the eyes of the nine-to-five
provender sources and give thanks

to the gods of the alley for the bounry.
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Larry Etue

The Wall Street creed of

“aming plus effort equals success”
is faithfully followed

in the markets of shadowland.
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Larry Etue

Anachronisms

Arm inarm
the couple shuffles by the hotel
on their daily walk

slowing, stopping,
remembering,

nodding to cach ather
they share a privaze smile

ir's ten stories high

holding a library of memeories

within stained lead painted hallways
and a faded grand ballroom,

her fire escapes appearing as abandoned
scaffolding, workers nowhere 1o be seen

and so she stands, this architectural queen
from the "Roanng Twenties,’

stands defiant as aged sister buildings
defer to the iron ball or the dynamire

ah, bur even queens have a limired life span
and a diesel fiseled felcrum, one ton ball

at parade rest, awaits the hour

of destruction, operator indifferent to

the shuffling couple’s reveries

it’s urban euthanasia for this old lady thar
proudly mocks the building codes,

red tagged unsafe, yellow tagged ‘no wespassing’
current provider of free housing for

vermin, roaches, termires,

waterbugs and addices
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Larry Etue

however speak not of current

to the shuffling couple

whose memories are in the ‘twenties
when they were young

and he was king and she was queen
and the ballroom was grand

and the dancing was never

going te end.
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Larry Etue
Jettisoned

Street coroner preachers
mixing with everyday sinners

sidewalk srrollers moving
among alley dwellers

all reflected in storefront windows
mirroring society’s multiple
images in dirty glass

once someone’s bright hope

the alley dwellers now belong

to yesterday among the unwashed,
the unshaven, the uninhibited,
muostly, the unknown unscrewed
from the customary social sockets

and as those ‘uns’ ga.l:h-:r at
bus sHop libraries to read of

a world of which they are not,
and which views them as not,

their cigarette burts are case aside

as more useless than they are and

fall among the rest of the street’s residue
to be now reflected in gutrer pools and
eventually, like their smokers,

swept from sight.
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Larry Etue

Latepayer

[ truly believe that my payments
remmain serously overdus

because my birth entry myth

has ir that |, too, was not
delivered in 2 timely fashion,
playing ‘catch up’ ever since

and for cause and effect

that’s as reasonable a reason

as a reason could reasonably be
except to my creditors

who don't appreciate the mystery of
myth and display their ignorance

to me every thirty days I'm past due.
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Larry Etue
Sarah and Minnie

Oine seventy, the other sevenry-twa,
neither remembering their own names,
ealking to memories

calling for 2 mother and sister long dead.

Bodh sit an arms |tngth. apart
grins fixed but not really smiling
eyes apen but not really seeing as
colors blur by with voices artached
uttering words withour meaning
for Sarah and Minnie.

Then somehow, through their braing’
rangles and plagues, Alzheimer's
cursed encroachment, Sarah’s extenders
connect with Minnie's receprors

drawing each to the other.

They stand, hold hands and walk
down the hall chatting in non-sequiturs.

Sarah has found her mother
and Minnie her sister.

Mow all is secure
among the tangles and plagques.
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Larry Etue

Fancifil Views

Theughts of Urepia

concgived in the womb

of romantic vision

quickly dissipate into

the realm of remembered fantasy
allowing us to avoid the present
which initially utopian in wish
transmutes to nostalgic remembrance
all too quickly honaring only
those two twins of time

furure and past

while neglecting

the immediate.
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Larry Etue
Thoughts

Theughes in multiples
march threugh my
minds gray folds,
field's for folly

and rare insighr,

gods o be honored
bur ot adored,

minor deitics
clamoring for recognition,
some playful,

some truly useful,
some frightening with
their requirements,
some bewildering

bur all roam unferered
secking being

through acknowledgment,
m:lnr m}l’ "ﬂ'!‘]'}' oW,
some from others

from long ago

when | couldn’t chink
and still cling to life

in my brain,

all equally important
and | must choose

which to faver with behaviar

50 that others may know
my observable “me.”
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Linda Kay Nash

My Own Mind

my own mind constructed a cape
without 2 door for the escape my soul demands
erected as shelter from regaining my life
delaying my debur as mother of my deceased child
entrapping me in the internal war that [ wage

a lock hangs within reach on the illusory door
as if the only obstacle 1o assail
knewing the combination to be but 2 few simple digits
chatlenges me to construct the sequence to free myself
thwarted by my sentence to endlessly endure yet more

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

weary combatant from incessant subliminal actack
numbed from forced emortional evacuation
disoriented without a recognizable image
unable to find the person who lived my life
unsure if [ even want her back

captive as my life is suspended in time
my cage remains impenetrable
while | remain lost inside myself

and my own mind
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Linda Kay Nash

Where I Am Not

All along I thought my torturous climb

wag an ascent 1o the pinnacle of acceptance
Where | would view my furure from the peak
then journey forth with vision of what could be

Rather my emotions have navigated me

to another sight, before unseen

To which I have been descending

off course by an extreme number of degrees

How could I have been climbing down racher than up
in my careful examination of each step along the way
The horizon must have been hidden by the summit

| was striving to ascend

My internal compass reversed
by the magnetic force of the grief that [ hold deep within

1 only know where [ am not

My enly vision is of all that [ choose not to e
The ance cryptic words

earved in the stone wall thar [ face

Mow scream

the implications that they bring

Christopher’s year of birth and death

follow the immurable letters of his name
Commanding my motherhood away

with all the benefits that once soothed my soul
to See, to Hear, to Touch my only child

the essential places my heart still needs o go

If he can not be seen

then what need does my sight sacisfy
IF his voice can not be heard

then how does sound serve me
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Linda Kay Nash

1F1 can not feel the warmth of his rouch
then whar do | need o feel

Have | led myself back to the rim of the abyss
the Black Hole that [ once fell in

Seeing nothing bur darkness

Listening bur hearing silence

ching nathing d'lrnu.g}'l. my pa.in

Caring not to live anether day

WL T Freefall back inte that vortex of gri:n:F
where | merely exist to simply breathe
There is ne tomerrow to contemplate
hence not even today matters a all

Only a state of psychic pain

that holds me captive without reprieve
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M. T.

1o B-

Creature, beautiful demeon of the night.
Wicked smile-sinister laugh.

You walk in Aoating warer

You touch the unreachable heighs.

You sold your soul for a picce of the sky.

I hate your loving ways
for you this maiden has sin.

You are what the masses mlk abour,
Old ladies char abour you-
the sign of the cross after your name.

Lard of the dark secrets of my nighus,
Ruler of my Hearr

You dance in the fire of my cyes,

You barh in che warers nfm}r desert lands.

Your indescribable beauty has my world smppﬂ!.
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Mary Lou Macllvaine

Transparency

Shall I show you my true face?

Late-blooming water violet, daughter of dragons
Everything all at once or as my colors change?
Would showing my face make anything clearer?

And what if you saw someone else in my mirror?

What is my face against the teeming depths of space?
What is this tissue against life and all its issue?

What is my birth against all that we are worth?
What is my despair against the energetic air?

I see through myopic eyes with sears

I breath with injured lungs

Hear through perforated cardrums

My skin so often burnt, my guts resected

My nese broken and broken and broken

And by grace see well and sense and meet the world

1 wrail dressings over pavement-covered earth,

Pondering how to let you know me, see me;

Giving shreds and threads o you can build a nest of empathy
1 am net easy 1o see or be, we are so many, many.

The truth is that [ lie. It's orue. The truth would be too hard:
Truth would rake far too long: your senses would be jarred.
Instead, [ use facades that stand for what is true.

They may not work, but in a crunch ic's all I know to do.

But what 1'd like, in truth, would be for you to know my heart.
1 haven't much experience but again I make a starc.

1 could build a bridge to me;

Safery in transparency.
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Mary Lou Macllvaine

I Know the Roads

I know the roads of Hell
been down to all the sites

stumbling down precipitous grades
lr.:tins go the gu.a.:d rail
yielding lower

chasing phantoms
called from distance

legs worn down running
pelvis long undone
gIving in

screaming down alley
comnered overpowered jumped
down fighting blood

burning rage

hawking sputum sweating

spent

gasping breath
lying heavy sticky
full

asphalt comes into foeus
scraping my face

a bird pecking my hairline
its feet scrarching my ear

searching for tidbits
€ross the mad landscape
finding over time

down hi.gh road and low
lies falling away

a breeze lifking
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Mary Lou Macllvaine

been down and back
$0 Many times
| know the roads
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Mary Lou Macllvaine

Hidden Works
With dusk just so
this time of year you see
the hidden works

A man in leg irons working
with an upward grin
Hearr clamps quieting the throb
when you step off the job
Ancestral curses spinning
webs inside our ears
Garroting and gags to
desecrare your breath

Hipcord rortures

cinched from whar we've learned and raught
Guis splayed and flayed and

pinched in burning knots

And worms and insects indicating hope

Yer I.'Ilrnugh the dusk we
dance and drink and ,ch and smoke
And take our knocks
And gobble junk and watch TV
And seek folks out
with keys
thar fir our locks.
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Mary Lou Macllvaine
Running On Regular

Hey, I'm fading here:
The local quicksand of grins and showing interest,
Old jokes creating moats and no mans land,
Locked in close and blocked: so far away,
Breath deadened in the grip of measuring minutiae.
Lord, how have I abandoned you?

What erick can foil this disease,
Release new stuff to breathe and please?

I search blind for some gimmick of
Onygen and blood, red or blue
Some living sprout, authentic juice,
Some catchy come-on or confession
To erip the latch
And open the sluice
5ol can flow o you
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Mary Lou Maclilvaine
Detaching

| cannot
get my house in arder
stacked papers slide
shew-wise
closets hiccough
and spew our jumble

refrigerator hot enough to bake in

eaps turning on at odd rimes
water pouring down in sheets
bathroom floor sodden
detaching
falling through

unbidden knocking
I stumble o the door
as the foundarion shifts

and no one is there
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Mary Lou Macllvaine

Upping the Amperage

If it weren't for that accidental
touch of warmth I'd still be complacent
and blithe but me,

there was that shock: it was WHOA

awe and terror rolled over
in bed in my downstairs rec room

and splic my fucking armor

thar was when the floods and

suffering began
and the excitement day and nighe

gerting used to more and more

[ confess: woe
broke up my calcified life
upping my amperage for love

and | walk abour in public
kecping private
the th mbb]n.g mystery aof renewal

while something inside me still irches
to bust out
and turn up the Juice
let my hair stand on end
take life hot
without words or motions

at the risk of burning fuses
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Mary Lou Macllvaine

Hollow Wind

I fight shy of
death’s machete,
fear the reassuring smiles of
heroin at my door,
hear the hollow wind of Hades;
another habituée
to hack at my heart.

A new character steps onstage;
the floorboards groan
in forcknowledge.

Oh, help me, God,
I, too, have been like Hell,
how hapless sull,
brought suffering into others” hearts
and they had me.

How do | say,
“Happy to meet you™?

Whe would walk willingly into

the whirling blades of tomorrow
that they could see?
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Mary Lou Macllvaine

Motionless

something
happened

lam gray, half

lifeless
motionless

a heavy

foot upon my sternum

pain berween my eycbrows

a great flat moonlic |amiscapt
humid
without a breath of air

wake up, legs
anybody home!
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Paul 0. Ero

A Reason

His lungs spewed hollowed cries

gricf stricken peaple

grabbing at dying straws of faded dreams
man who sees the faces of God

in every man, woman and child

has been plucked from us

by hate

like an unripe fruit before its time

His lungs spewed hollowed cries
that reached eternicy

in the heares of heartless men
the seeds of love he sowed

find Ferrile grounds

in the least likely places
germinating and taking root

in the mest cruel of minds

His lungs spewed hollowed cries

he managed a smile regardless of pain
saerificing his dreams and zest for life
wrging us 1o recognize

that love is mightier

than the bullers af war

a reason we hold on

a season we remember with hope.
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Paul 0. Ero

FRIEND

In practicing the humbleness of soul
I glow in the glory of dawn

The child in me frees

My spirit 1o laughter

Intoxicant for ageless sapes

Trusting the innocence of youth
When the thought of you

Dances upon my heare

A frown never crosses my face
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Paul 0. Ero

The Goddess

The smiling scantily dressed goddess
luxuriates in heavenly sea breezes

an opulently enriched abode

in the heart of an ineverent soothsayer
the soothsayer that we all are

Vision seethes innocently in myth
inherently always in truth

chasing shadows in shadowed caves
really never beyond reach

The goddess is happy
the world is whar it is

The Soothsayer's longings

is whirled by his desires

anguishing in haste

immersed in the illusions of dimensions abridged
the goddess is to be his

And b:lbng she does

1o those who interest not
in possessing her

to those who ask not

for a fidel relationship

Her love permeates everything
selfish she is

in sharing with all

is love

and thar the goddess is

for she knows

you are not different from her
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Shame

When my mind was in pieces
I warched half-men in their wrath
Punch through glass

Men rtied 10 their iron-framed beds
Laying glass-eyed hours in the
Appalling wrack of their selves.

DOithers toddled the eccentrie circles
Of their own prisons. We all
Had our hell, individual, unto us,

Cur minds inhumed inside
Burning sepulchres,

In humiliation you rattled the padlocked grille of the

sky,
Counted the bars of green light printed across
The bile-green ceiling

And each day the fan writhed in its socket
I|!."lillul were TII.'IITI.% o 'd\‘ﬁ Hl'd.ﬂll.irﬁ “"J.'I»D‘
thrashed weak old men for sport.

You just lay, lay the other way, on your bed,

Your rack of shame.
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The High Weald

Where the gr:.w:l]y anger of our first fathers sertled
The land cedes into infi ity

Saxon successors that moved like a
Levelling beast through the boroughs
Until hare was a river in spate:

Time cannot expunge all that spent blood.
Or the bullying ways of thanes
Whe imposed their will.

Thus when gales hurl mediaeval obsceniries
Or the seas stink leagues off
Recalls their visceral tongues

The past is thrust back down our throars.

This land may be tilled and obedient now

But it remembers more vicious times,
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Wiar Musie

Across the backs of the years
Kings break like reeds

Ascendane, vanquished,
in a chronicle of implacable feuding.

This war burchery never abares.
Lust for deminion is infinite.

Sanctified men have blood-drenched these parishes,

The centuries planted a raven battle flag
On these monster-haunted fens,

Till histary tells of ewe rage-blind soldiers
Whacking each other with shovels.

Such times do not fade,
The sun still spills in the sky
With the gore of congquest

Unril on every page of our annals
There 15 blead, ash.

Such brutal war music.
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Untitled

That morning

as | drove east on ng]:l.way 58,

as I'd just begun the climb up

off the Carrizo Plain,

as | was thinking about you

and the fumbled weight of our efforts,
as | was feeling the weight of that sadness,
I saw him standing

just 50 fezt from the road,

his coyote ears alere,

his grey-brown stillness

a fainr silhouerre against

the grey-brown hills of October;

Seruck by his stillness

I slowed the car.

His forelegs were firmly placed

as if resisting the movement of the carth,
his head forward,

his shoulders pushing against the sky.

his head slowly turning

as his eyes followed my movement.

but he didnt move.

Around the next curve

| found the reason in the middle of the west-bound lane,
her long covote nose in a pool of bleod,

her grey-brown fur rippling

in the wind

blowing down

off the Temblor Range.

The road climbed
but my eyes were still on the plain,
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still on that gaze,
pulled down by the weight

of his unformed question.

...and I thought of you
divorced

after 20 years of marriage

and the weight of thar sadness,
the weight of “what now?"
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Alone I Freeze

The changing of the winds comes so rgidly
From the raging sea to me | breathe

When there was rwo this was surfeit

Her arms around me caprured in the heat

1 remember her smile when these snowy times came
The feelings within my heart reacted the same
her hand in mine and connecting eye to eye

| thought | would held her until the day | died
Srill roday | stop from my steadfast path
While a chill of memories run down my back
Mot having her to keep me from the frecze

It's alone | walk and alone | breathe
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Waiting for Company

The mystery of where

it came from,

how long it can last

there by itself--

one stark cloud

floating in a hot blue sky.
God wants the whale stage
for the marvel of himself.
He hides

unless offered nothingness,
the mind blank as air.

The unconscious houses everybody.
Boarding house, flophouse,

halfway house, big house:

busy and demon-infested

as 2 Hieronymous Bosch painting.
Dreams come pell-mell

out of a shape-shifting chaos

thar hopes o kill you with lightning,
lay you ourt cold on the earth.

Foed for anyone whe needs a bite.

God loves silence.
Chaos loves noise,
the screech and whine of iself

in a run-away train,

Sleep wears you out,

but the first moments of morning
kiss you as if you've just been born.
Like that firse breath

before you began the cry

which became your life.
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And then--

Oh, God--

And then, you opened your eyes.
Tr was encugh almost

to make you

shur your mouth.

Lee McCarthy
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21" Century Digital Goethe

A photon from My TV dents My eye.

In an instant My brain registers it,

Drecodes it, combines it, processes it.

My occipital—never good at keeping secrets—
Blabs the info to the rest of his friends.

With serotonin and dopamine levels low

And with spirits playing in my head—this photon—
This photon with its mass-like properties,
This light wave with no mass at all

Daes not delight and entereain bur rather
Makes My situation grow the grimmer.

My TV—<My drug—My sedative—My delusion.

My ance babysitter, My old friend, My now lover.
Mew car, peace symbol-like embalm on its girl

My thoughts drift—

Why can't | drink gasoline and emit toxins out My ass?
Mictzsche himself teld Me “God is dead.”

—Looking around I believe him.

But where and when was His funeral?

If | were God, | would have Twain do My culogy.

He has a way with words, and we all know how much he
Loved the Old Man,

A pheton from My TV picrces My eye and

It scars Me for life,

My eyes close instantly from the pain, and

[ can hear Satan on My TV selling 2 product

“Guarantesd 1o revolutionize masturbarory efficiency.”
Mephistopheles taps on My window.

Faust barks three times—letting Him in—searing Me half vo death.
Why does he come over when he knows I'm warching TV?

He told Me the “Underground Man had been beaten to death by a cop.”
And here [ thoughe he would die of liver disease.

1 would sell My soul for some sleep,
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Angela Armitage
Core

The mousetrap snaps as she fingers it

licking earamelized bluffs from the tip.

His facial sit-ups ask legends.

He removes her cocked eyvebrow,
fcﬂding weevils to the slor.
Ladybugs fly as her jaw falls.

The two rock in gawking smiles,
leeting silt lodge inside noses.
Lips and tongues are old news.

Crabs peep up from rock dust,
thausand eyes see thousand eyes.
The sun makes hulz hoop spetlights.

Look, he points at gulls snarching;
here, she coos, with nails digging.
The seean sniffles, all lonely foam.
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Angela Armitage
Raised

freckle-faced overall boy, wash
your hands ([ see the stains of
this afternoon’s chicken) sit
tight. smile r.u'cl}t-uwhnrmr
you da, don't pick the flowers.

cawlick in tow, speed along the
highway. Don't erash don'’
shake (1 know that's not the
steering wheel) Kiss maryanne;
laugh about it—adjust yourself.

yesterday you dreamed of

corn meal and honey, didn't you?
stop it Ul rake the switch,

if it makes you feel berter, you
can choose which to get hit with.
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Opposable Thumbs are Important

wlt'ﬂ EI'IE ﬂpeﬂﬂd I'Iﬂl I'I'lﬂl.ltl'l. DI'II:FE 10“‘5“5 came out.
They had expected fire engines, or maggots, or lictle
frogs with hooked teeth. Only a tongue, sadly, and all

it did was wiggle around. The stars hung caraleprically,
acting neither cowardly nor special. The gaseous
things refused to even blink or shoot because stars don't

rcallydo that sort of thing. The dirt didn’% suction and

swallow pumas or skyscrapers. Everything stood as it
should be, indifferent to her perfectly human, though

delicious, kisses. This surprised them, and several hands
were thrown protectively above heads as though bombs
or boulders would drop. But none fell. One woman fainted

and the prostration wasn't significant because she soon woke,
scraped and muttering ouches. This disturbed the fellows,
@ they grabbed themselves reassuningly. Yes, still present.

Yes, still stiff Bun then they remembered that ic was only
their hands and her tongue, not some carastrophic Gwinevere.
The throng cried. It was quite romantic of them (her

tongue still milled abeur), bur there were no rivers of tears
or hearts pierced with tiny daggers. Afier the kiss, they
said goodnight. Everyone returned to work in the morning,
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Anna Darling

The Gumshoe

had just decided it was time to close up shop and enjoy the evening

when the knock came from my office door. It couldn't be my

landlord. he mever knocks, and since it wasn't the landlord, it was okay
to open the door. Who would want a private detective at nine o'clock at
night? Semeone in big trouble, someone in desperate need of help. Or else
someone who has spent all day being turned down by every ather PLin
town. Probably the larter.

“Come in!" | said, and a gorilla in 2 suit entered my office. That is to
say, he might have been human, bur it was hard ro see past the fur—I| mean
hair. He cracked a smile that would have bought an orthodontist 2 two-
story house with 2 pool.

“Mr. Malone wanis ra see ya, Gumshoe,” he said. Two-Tone Malone,
who got his name from his signarure black and brown suits, used o be the
second biggest mob boss in rown. I say used to because he's moved into the
number one slot since Ricky the Fich met with an unpleasant accident.
Although the police were unable to explain hew Ricky could accidentally
Step In wet cement befare going on a mi:lnight swim, they 'Lru.:incu'v:ly
knew it was an accident and looked no further.

“So what, you're here to rake my picture!” | answered. There was no
way | was going to turn down a request from the biggest gun in town, but [
had my pride.

“It would be in your best interest ta come wit me. Otherwise, I would
be forced ta use less than pleasant methods ta convince ya,” he mentioned
persuasively, [ shook my head at such an obvious cliche and grabbed my
jacket. | wasnt going vo get anywhere bantering with Jo Jo the dog-faced
boy so we left by mutual agreement. It wasn't long before we pulled up in
front of Malone's Soda Fountain, the official front for the Malone Speak-
casy. My hairy new friend rock me straight in to see Mr Malone himself.
He stood behind his shiny mahogany desk in, you guessed ir, a rwo-tone
suit. He must have them wilor made, | thoughe Idly; he was far too large
for off the rack suits.

“I require your services Gumshoe,” he said with no preamble. “You
don’t need 1o know alf the details.” | was opening my mouth to protest,
probably in an ill-advised wisecrack about my specialty being in ESP
detective work when he said, “The less you know, the less you can be forced
1o tell under ‘persuasion.”™ As | digested this less than pleasant reminder of
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Mr. Malone's business practices and acquaintances, he said, “This is for
you,” and reached into the top drawer of his desk. 1 didn’t get this far in my
business withour being a livtle paranoid (okay, maybe a lot paranoid), bur |
also have some commen sense. [t said thar Malone would hardly have
wasted his time with a cover story if he just wanted to kill me. Therefore,
he was probably reaching for something harmless in the right-hand top
drawer of his expensive desk. My paranoia acknowledged the sense in this
and [ shifted my weight o allow for a quick drop to the floor, just in case.
His hand came out of the drawer to throw a partially eaten sandwich ante
the desk, smudging its shiny finish. | relaxed, awaiting an explanation.

“Ir's our only clue,” he smid, gesturing rowards the mlami on rye. |
raised an eyebrow in surprise. “Find who ate that sandwich and you find
our thief” He looked expectanty ar me. This was my cue w do the
Dertective-Inspecting-the-Clue bit. It was a perfectly ordinary salami on rye
with a couple of bites our of it. As I looked closer, | noticed thar the salami
wasn't birten through cleanly. It was mare mashed and pulled than biren.
The bread also had 2 mashed look abour it. The teeth looked regularly
spaced, no help there. Ever notice that there are very few six-fingered or
one-armed criminals in the world? | suppose it would have been 1o much
to ask for the crock 1o be missing every third 1oath.

“Any ideas on suspects?” | fixed him with a stare that said, don't do my
job for me, just answer the question. Wealthy gangster or not, | ran the
investigations,

He shrugged. One of my guys suggested the night watchman.” Mot
exactly the most enthusiastic of leads, bur we've already established thar this
wasnt going to be easy. 'Let’s see him,” | said, committing myself 1o the
Great Sandwich Caper. Thar sounded oo d].ms}r even for me. | have 1o ger
out maore.

Tubbs Stubbman, the night watchman, looked as his moniker sug-
gested—iubby. [ wondered why Malone had hired him. He usually goes
for men who can rackle more than a seven-course meal. Maybe there was
more to him than met the eye, or, maybe it was supposed to be a cushy job
and Tubbs was just in the wrong place at the wrong time. [ was hoping so; [
wanted to wrap this case up as soon as possible. Two Tone hadn’t men-
tioned a time limir, but 1 didn't wane to [ingﬁ.

Tubbs was obviously nervous. He showed all the classic signs of guile:
he stammered when answering my questions. He sweated (although
Malone kepr the place well air-conditioned). His eyes darted nervously

Orpheus/102



Anna Darling

around the room, refusing to meet mine except for the bricfest moments.
Of course, these were also the classic signs of fear. That would wsually be
another reason te keep him on the top list of suspects, if it werent for the
rwo large and hairy goons that breathed over his shoulder during the entire
interview. ['d be nervous too, MNormally [ would eell Malone's goons to get
lost, as [ could rake care of myself. However, this interview was mostly for
show and what was a show without an audience? | knew he wasn't our guy
ac the first glance. | would like to say it was a gut feeling that had never led
me astray, that my hardened derective’s intuition was like a compass for
crime and guile. But that wasn't ie. It was plain, old, unromantic observa-
tion skills. The sandwich Malone showed me really was a clue. It was eaten
by someane with dentures. | knew at first glance thae the night watchman
wasn't the thief. He had a rerrible overbite.

“What do you want?™ he quavered.

“Your life story. Whar do you think | wane?® Mo need 1o soft-pedal it
with Malone behind the investigation. He was a man who appreciates
results more than methods, hence his chosen profession.

“I don't know nuthin about that! [ told Two-Tone, | wasn't even in the
room!”

“Shouldn’t you have been in the room? You were the guard, right?”

“I had 2 lot to drink that night. A man's got needs you knew! [ was in
the bathroom.”

“Dio you have any witnesses 1o collaborate your whereabours?™ One of
the goons, Jimmy Elbows, gave me a surprised look, but Tubbs was busy
denying everything. In fact, the denial was out of his mourth before I'd
finished the question. | nodded wo Jimmy's pariner-goon, who took Tubbs
out,

When they had left, Jimmy Elbows turned to me. “You always ask a
guy who was in the bathreom wit’ him? Thar's kinda sick.”

“Thar’s the point. [t was a bizarre question and Tubbs didn't even
notice. He was so nervous, he let me ask him if he took other Buys into the
bathreom with him. What kinda guy would let me get away with that?®

“Maybe he thought you were gonna pin it on him.”

“IF I asked you thar, what would you have done?™ That did ir. Every-
one at Two-Tone's should have mirrored the look on Jimmy's face. This
type of business tended to artract guys who were very concerned about their
reputation as tough guys. Tubbs was just killing every goon stereotype there
was, Could it be that the movies were wrong? Are real goons just pudgy
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guys afraid of losing their jobs like the rest of us? Nah.

“So, ya think he did i?® Jimmy Elbows interrupted my musings.

“Mao, but he is guilty of something.” [ needed more information.
“What's Tubbs" story anyway?"

Johnny shrugged. “He worked at the Speakeasy for a while. Then
started talkin’ about wantin' ta move up in the organization. He'd been on
about it for a while, then Malone let him have this guard job."

“He was in security at the Speakeasy?”

“Mzh, he was a waiter or dishwasher or something.”

This whele case was starting to feel wrong, Why on carth would a guy
like Tubbs be promaoted to security in a place where security meant the real
thing? I mean look at it: Malone, Speakeasy, illegal activities, and Tubbs.
What didn't fi in this pictere? Perhaps his outward appearance was deceiv-
ing. Maybe he was a real tough guy underneath. Malone must be a good
judge of character. He wouldn't survive ten minutes in his business withous
some way of judging who was 2 good tough guy. Besides, he handpicked
his last lounge singer from his waitressing staff and she's been the newest big
thing around town for six months now. It's part of how he stays in business.

Tubbs applics for a job at the Speakeasy. Someone takes one look at
him and says he's got janitor written all over him. Tubbs takes the job
because...Because why? He needs the money. Thar's always a possibilicy.
O, he takes the job because he's used to being mistaken for a softic and
plans to waork his way up. Okay, he proves himself a good, loyal worker and
starts making noises about promotion. The squeaky wheel gets the grease
and it eventually comes to Malone's attention. Malone, a good judge of
character, decides ro give him a shot and assigns him to guard duty. But he
failed as a guard. Whar does that prove? Tubbs wasnt cut out for security
after all? Bur, thar makes Malone completely wrong about Tubbs, Well,
maybe Malone didn’t hire Tubbs for the sccurity job. Maybe it was an
underling who will soon be answering for his mistakes, That doesn’t work
cither. Malone is too much of a hands-on kind of guy o allow the people
under him o hire worthless guards. He would have weeded them out long
before they were in 2 position 1o hire other idiors. Something doesn'r fir,
Tubbs is hiding something. Whar is it? Why did Tubbs Stubbman ever get
the security job? | filed these questions away for later and moved onto the
rest of the interviews.

| went through the entire waitressing staff, sharpening my tough-guy
detective routine and generally showing Malone that | was carning my pay.
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Mo luck. Everyone on the waitressing staff was really an actor and was just
waitressing until they made their big break. They all had perfectly capped
teeth. Trust Two-Tone Malone 1o ger the best looking waiting staff withour
having to pay extra for it. Although, to give the guy some credit, he does
audition periodically for new talent for the Speakeasy and allows anyone to
apply regardless of previous experience. OF course, this gave him a mo-
nopoly on their talents for the duration of their contract. The guy was all
heart.
I had finished interviewing all the ‘security agents’ Two-Tone had
around the joint. They were all your cookie-cutter macho men. Tubbs was
definitely beginning o look like the redheaded stepchild of the family. [
couldn't wait to find our how he fit into chis theft. In the meantime, |
started toward the kivchen. [ was getting a gut fecling thae said if [ intimi-
dared the kitchen staff, I might get something to ear. When [ walked in,
everyone in the kitchen stopped what they were doing and stared. [ would
like to think my reputation prﬂ:cdud me, or that | had ‘Hard-Boiled
Detective’ written all over me. But, 1 think it was the expression on my two
hairy-escort’s faces. They were men of action whose sole purpose in life was
to bust heads and whatever else was necessary to get results. | think my
non-violent tactics were Wearing down their nerves. Suits me fine, ['ve been
in action situations before. It's only exciting until you get shot. I could deal
with a little boredom.

“Is everyone here?™ 1 asked in my professional tone of vaice. 1 could
tell | hadn't lost my touch as two of the short order cooks winced.

“Everyone but Gramps, he's gone to get a pack of smokes,” affered the
chief. | nodded, making a mental note to track down this Gramps later,
and started in. Gramps showed up before | was through with my second
victim--| mean interviewee.

Mosrt of the staff turned out 1o be more actors, wainng for their big
break. You can’t throw a stone in this place without hitting 2 dozen furure
Clark Gables. Evidently, they were paid less than the waiters. Most didnt
have caps on their teeth. Perhaps they were going for realism. Yeah, right.

I broke for lunch before finishing with the kitchen staff; after all, [ was
in the right place at the right time for ence. | conducted informal inter-
views disguised as conversation throughout lunch.

“This is excellent,” 1 said, motioning to my chicken sandwich. It never
hurts to get in good with the people who make the food. The recipient, one
Tommy Dabson, glowed with the praise. “So, tell me more about this part

you're auditioning for.”
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“Well, I'm trying to expand my repertoire, so I'm trying out for the part
of an old man reflecting on his life in this play,” Tommy responded with
enthusiasm. | nodded and he continued. “It's a really complex part. I'd
love to get it. It could very well be the big break ['ve been waiting for. |
really want to understand whats going on in his head, y'know?™ [ nodded
again. [ had heard this sort of thing a dozen imes by now. “['ve been
researching this part for months now. I'm bound to getit. I've even been
ﬁ:r“ulking pc-upl: who resemble the character around—i1o et their reactions
and movements and souff”

It was one of the reasons actors make good waiters, They're always
studying their customers for some part or another. The customers enjoy all
the extra attention to their orders and drinks and nip aceordingly. Everyone
makes our. The waiter gets free up close and personal info, not to mention
the tip, and the customer gets their undivided arention,

“I was using Gramps as one of my primary sources of informarion,”
Tommy continued,” ‘cause he's about the right age and all. Bur, he didn'
really work out. So, now [ have to start over and rework all my theories.”

“Really, like what?" | asked, mildly curious. Tommy needed no more
encouragement. Like most of the would-be actors, his art was his faverite
topic. If one could phrase the question right, Tommy was a wealth of
information.

“Well, my character has all these regrets about life and seuff. He's ar this
point in his life when he feels the need to confess and justify his actions.
You know, the whele ‘Should | have taken thae turn in my life? thing. |
saw Gramps in a close conversation with that chubby security guard whe
used to wash dishes for us, Stubbleman, or something. Anyway, he was
head to head with him about something and | thoughe it would be a perfect
raedel for the characrer's relationship with his son. Bur, Gramps said thar
he didnt have 2 son and had never really known thar Stubby guy. Obwi-
ously, he's in some kind denial of his son because of his weighe and low-
respect job. That's just not what I was looking for in this character. S0 now
| have to find another model to see which of the behaviors and attitudes
hold rue. Hopefully, all that work wasn't for nothing,”

Well, well. [ think Tommy just became my best friend. [ chatted with
him a bit more and promised to recommend him to any producers or
direcrors that I ran into. | finished lunch and interviewed a few more
dishwashers before coming o Gramps.

“How long have you been in this job?™ [ tried to look bored and
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uninterested, befitting someone who had just spent the better part of the
day asking the same questions repeatedly.

“Oh, 2 while now,” Gramps said, switching his gum to the other side of
his mouth,

“Are you happy with your work? Has anyone looked suspicious or
angry lately?” [ asked routinely.

“Well, you know, A job’s a job. But this one’s been preity goed. The
only fight | know abour was whatever went on between Jon and Smithy,”
Thar one | had already heard abour. As far as | could tell it was an armst’s
dispure aver why they had both chosen the same monalogue for an audi-
tion. Hopefully, someone would point our to them soon thar 99% of
audition mu-nu1-u-gu.ci are from S.hakﬁpan: and the odds wege good thar
two would be the same,

“If you think of anything, please contact me direcidly,” [ said.

“Sure thing,"” said Gramps, flashing me a brilliant smile, and left.

It wasn't until later that day, in the middle of an interview with the
lounge singer, that it dawned on me. Gramps' smile came back to meina
flash. It was a beauriful smile. He had white, even teeth that showed no
nicotine stains at all. Gramps was a non-smoker.

| reported to Two-Tone at the end of the day with a light in my eyes
and a spring in my step.

“You seem pleased with yoursell,” aid Malone, narrowing his eyes.
“Did you find a lead?”

“Find a lead?" | replied, my eyes wide and innocent. “Why, Mr.
Malone, I've cracked the case!”

“Please enlighten me.” Malone leaned back in his expensive leather
chair.

[ spilled my guts, “Your thief is Gramps, the short-arder cook in the
kitchen. His denures tipped me off. Actually, | knew the crook had
dentures from the sandwich you gave me. Gramps® teeth blew his cover.
Whenecver he wanted he could claim he needed a pack of cigarettes and
leave with no questions asked. He had the perfect excuse o leave his job
and wander far away. But, where was he wandering? To a rendezvous with
his partner. Gramps was in collusion with Tubbs Stubbman, the night
watchman!”

Two-Tone looked surprised, but not as surprised as he should have
been. | decided to play it straight with him.

“lt was a setup, right? Actually, it was a setup within 2 setup. Someonc
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infiltrated the Speakeasy. You gor suspicious, so they sent you Tubbs—a
scapegoat. You'd find out it was Tubbs, figure you fixed the leak, and go on
with business as usual, leaving the real mole 1o continue reporting on your
every move with you none the wiser. But, you're no easy mark. You knew
Tubbs was we good 1o be true and, thus, there must be someone else. All
you had te do was follow Tubbs to his partner and their boss, Bug, that
would be showing your hand woo early. New that you have an ace in the
hale, why give it up when you can just hire 2 private detective to be your
front. [ come in, finger Tubbs for the theft, and give you a reason 1o ke
carc of him. I can only assume you knew of my superior reputation and
counted on me finding the real threar and tipping your hand all che while
keeping the infiltraror and his superiors in the dark.” I finished, resting on
my laurels, and awaiting the applause.

“Actually, you were the cheapest detective we could find on short
notice,” said Malone. “We figured you could probably muddle your way
through fingering Tubbs; after all, I gave him to you as the first suspecr.
The mole would then inform his boss of a job well done and, as we were
monitoring all communications and stoolies, all we had to do was see who
came out to take Gramps' report.”

So much for my superior reputation.

“However, [ will penerously reward you for your added work. I you're
as smart as you think you are, you'll keep this to yourself.”

*I'm smart enough not to start betraying clients, especially clients in the
*Soda Founrain' business,” [ said, stung by this attack on my principles.
“Besides, you're the best bet for repeat business I've had in months.”

Malone acknowledged this reasoning with a nod and I made my
EERWay.

I had just finished the sign announcing the raise in my rates when there
was a knock at my door. Now it couldnt be my landlord, he never knocks...
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The Bridge

v was raining. All the local weather people were predicting floading in

the canyons. The floods came in late winter and catly spring when

warm rains hastened snowmelr at higher elevations. This kind of rain ar
this time of year was known to raise the level of Bitter Creek rwenry feet in
an hour turning the normally bcni;n, meandering creek into a ;a;ins,
roaring monster that would do vielence 1o everything in its path. It could
pick up an automobile 2nd drag it for miles over boulders, scraping and
grating it into twisted parts and shards. The recently re-engineered and
reconstructed State-maintained canyon road would be ripped away by
morning, the remains deposited somewhere berween there and Scarchlight
along with barely identifiable cars and bits of destroyed homes and out-
buildings.

A man would be dead by morning when the monster lost fuel, energy,
and interest. Dismembered, he would be dropped off unceremoniously:
lefi, like an abandoned toy, on the banks of Birter Creck berween here and
there.

Weeks before, John Robert Benjamin stood on his bridge in a tartered
plastic poncho, high-water boots, and a soaked, ried-down hat, raging
back—shaking his fists—ar the angry, rising water. He was feeling agitated
but had already ourwitted fear by renaming it—a trick he learned in the
army. He saw flashes of eerie greenish light in the gray-brown water as it
ferociously swirled beneath the bridge. He realized large rocks were causing
the lights—boulders colliding on their way downstream—what he wit-
nessed was the lights from riny explosions, caused by the friction. The
bridge trembled from the constant impacer. It fele like electricity coming
through his legs and reacring throughour his body. His home was high, out
of the monster's reach, bur the bridge . . . was it rall, wide, and strong
:nuugh? 1 it makes it, he thought, his combar engineering skills would
have to be recognized. The locals all thought he was crazy.

“I already did it onee,” he murtered, “and if | can bear this monster
again, they'll have to respect my bridge, damn ir!™ His best friend accused
him ufbcing out of touch with reality . .. ].B. hadn't q:ak:n to him since.

He had lived near the creck for years and accepted its temperament,
I.B. appreciated the dual character—ihe moodiness of the creek. He
considered it his personal adversary: like Ahab’s whale. And, it certainly
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was a mighty opponent when it was in a bad mood; but when it was a lazy
litele creek, it provided. It provided a breeding ground for a million frogs
that would eroak their changeless tune to him in the still evenings. It
provided water to every living thing. It was, at those times, a friend to all.
The creek was fed by two immediate eributaries upstream, and the water-
shed high above, but alse by an underground spring below, an [.B.s prop-
erty. The spring, with its lone goldfish (God anly knows how the singular
fish gor there and thrived year affter year) provided his irrigation and
household water via a pump, a holding rank, and graviee 5o, in the late
spring, summer, and early fall—the quiet times of the year—].B. was on
good and friendly terms with the creek. Bitter Creck was his benefactor,
and the warter was sweet.

The cabin he once built there had been burned to the ground, similar
to ].B.s entire life. His woman and children had left him, He pined for the
twe girls and remembered the times he sewed their tights for school and
braided their hair. He did not want to remember the times he frighrened
thern with his outbursts of temper directed at their mother—calling hera
skinny slut and worse. He didn't want 1o remember their huge eyes—
speaking to each ather in the silent language only they understood—urying
to pur their Briar Horses away quickly and retreat unnoticed. ].B. loved his
children. He did the best he could, bur they left anyway. And he followed.
He went looking for chem willing to do anything necessary to keep them all
rogether.

During his absence, ane of the locals, who decided the abandoned
cabin would be a grear place o drink and parry, dumbly and drunkenly ser
fire to the place. J.B.'s cabin, builk hastily with only his own strength and
driven by the need to shelter his family, was charred and ruined when he
came back—alone. Krystal, the girls' mother, wouldn't speak to him. She
had her brother tell |.B. to get lost or they'd call the police. Also during
].B.s absence, a flash flood had punched a big hole in the land bridge; and
the entire culvert that the creek, in calm moods, had trickled through was
now gone. He no longer had ingress and egress to his land. So, as he
sought the missing family that didn’t want to be found, boath the cabin and
the entry to the property were taken too—and that was just abour every-
thing but the land itself. The land above the flood plane, with the charred
remains of the cabin, the melted copper fireplace hood that he had banged
out himself, now too worthless even for the scavengers . . . the thieves who

followed in the path of the guy who burned it down . . . the land itself was
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all thar remained,

When he recurned afver years of living here and there—down in
Flagseaff or Kingman—wherever he could find work, he could not bring
himself to rebuild the cabin. He slowly picked through and cleared the
rubble. He slept in his truck for about a weck and kept clean in the creck
until he could replace his stolen pump. He bought supplies in Searchlighe,
or if necessary Kingman, but he wasa't eating much. He grew a lictle thin.

He began ro picture a bridge thar could span the creek at its worst. [t
would have 1o be set into a deep foundation and be fasened rightly 1o
abutments on both sides. He created a crude footbridge and parked on the
other side for awhile. But as he stared at the footbridge from above, he kept
picturing a fortified wooden bridge that he could drive over. He could then
make the climb up to the property in his truck. He began to formulate a
plan. He planned a timber trestle bridge, like the kind made for trains, thae
would easily carry the weighe of anything he might want to ger up there. It
could carry an entire combat battalion . . . tanks and all.

Gerting any housing materials across the creck was problemaric. |.B.
got a tent and, for a few summer months, he slept in that. He got some
waork framing other peeple’s houses . . . mostly survivalist types who found
they couldn’t survive at all without someone around who could build and
fix things. Eventually, ].B. bought a cozy trailer. Louis Vasquez, a local guy
with grading equipment, helped him build a temperary land bridge o haul
it up there. Now he was comfortable enough even to have 2 woman over
when he wanted one. There was wsally someone around who would
visit—waomen he mer ar the General Store or ar a bar in Searchlight would
occasionally drive up. One lonely divorcee named Robin eame by occasion-
ally. He began to enjoy her company.

There was no television. He had a radio and had rigged some antennae
wiring hoping to receive anything from anywhere over the steep surround-
ing mountains, Sometimes he could ger soft rock on 108 FM our of
Kingman, but mostly it was talk radio (and it infuriated him). It was nota
life thar offered much comfort, and masdy he was alone.

He covered the bridge. He wanted the bridge in his imagination to
become reality. He drew it and improved it over and over again. Slowly, he
bought and found the marterials. He forified the abutments with huge
boulders that Vasquer helped him move. He built two gabions, which
reached deeply into the creek bottom holding rocks of all sizes. The smaller
rocks filled in the gaps between the larger ones in heavy, steel mesh cages he
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constructed. Shaped like small freighter ships, the gabions peinted coura-
geously upstream, They would provide the firmest possible foundation for
the trestles. He placed the phone-pole timbers deep within the gabions that
sunk into the creek bottom. The abutments were doul:lly fortified when the
top finally went on. Anything could be driven over this bridge. You could
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 creck made unenthusiastic passes at him the first and second
winters. Burt the third winter was different, ].B., knew the signs, The hills
were soaked and the water table was already very high by January. By
February, any rain at all would make a difference in the stream’s size. The
creek would begin to grow and ger angry again.

Then a big storm came in March and knocked down the levee above
J-B.'s propery. The water had its own ideas. It refused the diversion the
engineers had provided, which normally took more than three-fourths of
the water under the road and away from the bridge. It was awempting 1o
create an abandoned oxbow out of the far bank. The levee, built of decom-
posed granire, sand, rock, and whatever else was around, contained an old
car door. The water behind the broad flar door, demanding immediare
access to the most direct downhill route, created a tremendous force. Thus,
the doar was spit out and propelled broadside, directly voward the bridge.
Instead of protecting the bridge, the levee had been an aimed and loaded
gun. The car door gathered deadwood and other materials on its front side.
When it finally hit the bridge, it swiped one of the trestles out from under-
neath,

When the water finally subsided, the bridge was still standing—crippled
but defiant. [t slumped where the trestle had tried to drag it along until the
fasteners finally gave out. lts farigue was obvious. The one gabion was a
ewisted mess about ten feet from its original location. Mow empry, it had
grabbed desperately onte something with deeper roots than its own and
managed to stay there, hanging on by a single wire. Most of the trestle’s
component parts were within two dozen feet of the bridge, also hanging on
there as if through some personal determination,

J-B. summoned all his strength. He began gathering back what maeri-
als were still close by, A surprising amount of unbroken wood was retriev-
able, but it ook days. He nearly drowned twice in the still swiftly moving
stream while he pulled, dragged, levered, winched, and coaxed his bridge
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back into shape. He was able to prop it back up with one phone pole and
fasten it at the botoom in a makeshift way, The bridge has been severely
compromised. He made repairs hastily, supposing the worst was still ahead.

About 17 days later, just when he thought he, and the bridge, might
make it after all, it came.

The storm began in the afternoon. By 3:00 it was already dark and the
creck was high. ].B. stood on the weakened bridge in his rarrered plastic
poncho, raging back at the angry, rising water. By now, he didn't dare
mase, Ttt cl'ﬂk are lwﬂ.}‘ at I.I'.It' abutm:nu. even ﬂ:ﬂil'lﬁ SO ﬂfdﬂ:' [].fgﬁt
boulders away. The bridge twisted and creaked and screamed. It threatened
to abanden the rapidly eroding abutments. But J.B. wasn't leaving, he was
urying his will and his skill against the intractable water. The crippled
bridge stood like an old man on a cane.

By 7:00, the rain subsided. Ar 8:00, ].B. and the bridge were sll barely
sunding. Finally, carefully, he crepr off the bridge 1o whar was left of the
property-side aburment. He climbed the hill to the rrailer and collapsed on
the bed.

When he awoke, shivering, the sky was still dark. It was just before
daybreak and seill drizzling, bur parches of moming were beginning to pull
aparc the gray clauds. He went outside to survey the damage. The fload
was abaring and most of the bridge was still there—ecreaking and rocking—
hanging on weakly by one-eighth of one abutment, supported by one nearly
intact trestle, its gabion fully exposed—the creck having eroded five or six
rﬂﬂ DF bn[tam AWAY.

J.B. began to winch and drag the remaining materials with chains,
levers, and come-alongs, out of the steadily subsiding creek and up onto
higher land, He worked again for days attempting ro save what he could.
When he could get to 2 phone, he called Vasquez.

The creek had raken things away burt it had alse broughr chings . . . it
always did. A big piece of corrugared culvert from somewhere upstream
had managed to hang on there by embracing a huge rock on the road side of
the property. The Roads Department didn't want to haul it back upstream,
they said they'd rather bring a new one than mess with it. So ].B. and
Vasquez placed it carefully in the stream and piled and packed and leveled
the land up above it ta make another temporary land bridge. Crews from
the Roads Department had started re-grading and making preliminary
measurements and plans to repair the main road that now lay here and there
in double-yellow striped chunks—some twisted like affy.
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A few days later, ].B. and Robin sar close together in lawn chairs on the
property above. They each cracked an ice-cold beer. They drank a toast to
Armin Tucker whom they'd heard drowned trying 1o drive his truck over
Binter Creck ar the height of the storm. Apparently his engine died. As he
sat there helplessly, the warer toppled the truck over and it began to umble
downstream. He and his truck pared company, nobody knows how or
where, and parts of both were still being found days later. ].B. and Robin
shook their heads.

“Must have been drunk,” he said.

“Everybody thought he was a little crazy anyhow,” she said.

].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 outfies. J.B.
sneered at them as he always did. A pretty blonde woman cyclist said to her
husband, “I wonder if that guy every gets tired of rebuilding.”

“Yeah,” said her husband, *1 wonder.”
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The Hole in My Leg Completed the Hole in My Heart

week before the state championships for swimming, | was gold
A panning at Hart Park with my father. My puppy, King, was along

for the day. | suddenly noticed my puppy wasn't in the truck,
where | had left him. Panicked, I threw down my geld pan and mn up
stream, screaming out, “King, come here boy.” Finally a quarter of a mile
up stream, | saw King playing with a lirtle tay fox terrier. | calmly picked
up King, and began to walk back down stiream. Suddenly I felt a sharp pain
in my lefi calf, like two needles poking in my muscle. [ locked down and
saw the toy fox terrier gnawing on my leg. | pulled away, ripping the skin
from the dog bite, and making the bite larger and more painful as his teeth
got closer to the bone. Finally, pulling the dogs teeth out of my calf, [
began o limp back to my truck. When King and | reached the truck, |
wiped the blood off my calf and pur a towel areund the wound to stop the
bleeding. My father came up to me and asked, “Whar was wrong?™ [ just
pulled off a scab on my leg thar’s all,” | said,

I had lied v my dad because | was afraid he wouldn’ ler me compete in
thie State Swimming Championships in L.A. | wasn't Eding to ler something
so small stop me from accomplishing one of the most important goals of my
life. So, why did 1 swim in the state championships with a hole in my leg?
Oh, that's simple.

Since [ was ten years old, 1 have been determined o ::mmpiish rwo
dreams. One, to reach the State Swimming Championships. The other, w0
beat my fathers 30 year old record for the 100-yard butterfly with the time
of 56.16. In my heart, | knew chat it would be the last chance to Fulfill my
dreams because next year | would be 18 and oo old o compete in the
competition. | had accomplished half of my dream three weeks eatlier in
San Diego, qualifying for the Stave Swimming Championships. The other
half of my dream was vo beat my father’s record in the 100-yard burterfly
and give me the chance to shut my father up, once and for all.

Ever since | started swimming, at age five, [ have listened to the ame
old stories over and over; storics about how my father won the state champi-
onship with his calves completely knotted up, stories about how he allowed
a doctor to stick a six-inch needle in his calves to relax them, and stll his
team won the state meet. | was tired of him telling me that | didn't swim
hard enough, that | should be out of breath, or should be throwing up at
the end of a race. | was tired of him reminding me he was an All-American
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Champion and [ never would be because [ didn't have enough heart. My
father, for twelve years, had been a real pain in the butt with his stories. So,
| was devermined to win the State Swimming Championship and earn the
pﬂd.: and respect from my father that is ri!j"l.‘[ﬁlﬂ)l‘ mine.

Pride is such a powerful word in my heart. A linde dog bite in my lefe
calf from a toy fox terrier wasnt going to stop me from swimming. If1
didn't swim, | didnt know if | would be able to look my father in the eye, or
even look myself in the mirror. 1 would have been humiliated. After all the
hard work and dedication that 1 had put into my efforts, to get to where [
was, | could not just give up. | couldn't let my parents down, and, more
imporantly, | couldn’t let myself down over semething so small. [ kept
thinking pesitively about my pride using the old saying, “ne pain, no gain.”

Mo pain, ne gain. These were very strong words that had inspired me
every time | was hure. Those words motivate me to accomplish whatever |
start, Those simple words provided enough strength and encugh courage 1o
swim a week later in LLA. [ already knew the swim meet wasnlt going 1o be
a pleasurable moment in my life.

The day of the Stare Swimming Championships arrived a week after |
was bitten by the dog. | discovered that | couldn’t put all my weight on my
lefrleg. | wrapped up my leg with gauze wrap and warer proofed tape
tightly around the wound. My parents looked ar me very strangely, and
asked me if | was OK. | told them it was just a shin spline and that | would
be fine, Like the parents | knew they were, they told me if | was in roo
much pain they didn't want me 1o swim. [ said “I'll be fine, don’t worey”
while walking towards my racing block.

As [ began to walk to my block for the start of my event, [ already had
tears in my cyes; | knew [ had no chance of fulfilling the second half of my
dream. Out of eight swimmers in the final event, [ was seeded last, not
including an injury, and in the worst lane 2 swimmer could receive—the
lane right next to the side of the pool. The announcer came over the loud
speaker, “swimmers up.”

I got on my block in excruciating pain. | could feel my calf throbbing
with every heartbeat. [ took a deep breath, repeating to myself those
encouraging wondi: no pain, no gain. Then the gun went off. Withall |
had, | pushed off the block with my one good leg, splashed in the water,
and began kicking. | fought with all | had for the first 25 yards of the race;
| made 2 flip, werned on the wall, put pressure on my left leg, and began
gritting my teeth in pain.
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Suddenly [ fele 2 bit of a draft down my swimsuit. 1 realized that [ had
been s worried about my leg | had forgotten to tighten my swimsuit before
the race. After the halfway mark, [ usually look and see where my oppo-
nents are, bue at this paint my swimsuit was going down to my ankles. |
knew | was losing ground 1o my opponents. So, when | turned and headed
down the home stretch, [ was no longer swimming in a bathing suit, but in
my birthday suit. At chis point in the race, | wasn't paying attention to my
leg. [ just wanted to finish the race, get my suit, and accepr my loss. [ hic
the wall and finished the race. [ looked down to my left, and no one was
there. [ figured all the other swimmers were already done with the race and
out of the peol drying off. As | was swimming back towards my suir at the
other end of the poal, | saw the scoreboard flashing with "NEW STATE
RECORD!" Big deal | thaughe, until my name flashed with the time of
54.99. | could hear the announcer saying, “A thirty-year old recond has
finally been beaten, and by the old record holders son.” Thar gave me
goose bumps up and a chill down my body. | reached my suit, pulled it on
as my father dove in the pool and hugged me, and then, with his help, got
out of the pool.

As my father was pulling me our of the pool, | fell 1o the ground. |
couldn't get up, and [ began to cry again. 1 wasn't crying because [ fulfilled
my childhood dream, not because of the humiliation thar losing my swim-
suit caused me, but because the bandage around my calve was soaked with
blood and had began 1o throb. My father took off the bandage and looked
at me with a disgusted look on his face. He asked me, *'What really hap-
pened?” | responded in pain, “1 got bit by a little mute, gold panning last
weekend.” He just san there stunned and asked, “why didn't you tell me and
why did you swim?!” Because, | wanted 1o be like my father. And to make
sure the record stays in the family for another 30 years,

From that very day, my father has never teld another swimming story o
me. | fulfilled my childhood dream, and became a Stare Champion record
halder in the Im-y:lrd bultcrﬂ}r. The only bad thing about winning was
being humiliated on Mational TV when interviewed about my little incident
with the dog bite and my suit falling off in the pool, and how it felt about
beating my fathers record after 30 years. “[ was determined to accomplish
wm-:thinﬁ that | warked so hard for, and [ wasn't Eoing 1o let a lietle muce
stand in my way." [ sid, to the reporter.
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Fast Food

" J : ? hy not, Daniel thought as they pulled up to the In and Out.
His wife had killed the engine of their brand new silver
Missan Cab Cruiser and they stepped down slowly with

middle-class, middle-aged dignity. It had been a long, tiring day, and a cold
night. Daniel had been going to college for six long years and was tired of
doing all that was expected of him. He wondered if everyone’s life was so
stressful. He had high cholesterol but was going off his diet for a burger.
They loved greasy burgers. Orthers, driven by their desires, also headed
toward the entrance. The handle was cold, mechanical, and viclded 1o
Draniel's will. His wife went in and Daniel smiled politely as he held the
door open for the others, who trotted through as if they expected it of him,

Inside, the room was crowded and busy. They were sitting in the
booths and ar the rables relaxing, chewing the cud with their families, young
and old. Orthers were standing by themselves waiting for their orders.
Some were furtively glancing ax ethers then looking away, as if not 1o
inerude; some were condescendingly sizing-up others and wrning away
wearing smug smiles or showing prideful disdain. You could see it in their
movements and especially in their eyes. The rest were gathered in one long
line that began at the entrance. Workers, in bright colored red and white
caps, shirts, and smiles, fliced about the colorful reom wiping down rables
ot graciously removing rrash and plastic trays from occupied tables. One
worker’s job was to go around and around, from table vo table, smiling and
:u’lting :ifmryﬂ'ling was all right. then turning to the next table, smiling and
asking if everything was all right, then finally, after her shift was over, she
was excused from the tables to go home. Other workers were behind the
big red counter taking orders at the registers and punching the keyboards,
while others were yelling out order numbers and bringing the orders from
the back to the big red counter. In the back, the workers used the big
stainless steel machines 1o churn the shakes, sizzle the fries, and barbecue
the burgers. The factory was buzzing and the workers were frantically
ﬂipping, :d:mping. and baﬁinﬁ. The raw materials went in and the finished
pm:lu.cts came out,

It was kind of cold as Daniel and his wife waited in line for their tum at
the register. Ahead of them, the long line was moving at a eager pace.
Some of them were shooting the bull, others were just looking about. On
the white walls throughout the room hung many displays of modern art, all
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of which were interactions of color and movement designed to intrigue,
placate, and distract all whe looked upon them. But as Daniel looked, he
suddenly became aware of his dark ghostly reflection in the glass. He saw
the pudgy, lintle figure in the Dockers with the thinning silver hair, glasses
and tired eyes--and then, it was gone.

The line was goaded forward. Daniel and his wife were next at the
register. Daniel put his hands on the big red counter and looked at the
simple menu designed 1o ger the crowds in and out fast. “Good evening,
can | take your order!” her young eye weeth gleamed in a carnivorous smile.
Mervous, hungry, and growing impatient, Daniel was more outspaken
tonight, so he gave the order this time.

“Yea, she'll have the #2 with cheese and I'll have the #2 Animal.” The
Animal was grilled and spicy and tonight that suited his mood.

“My Sweetie Pie,” his wife’s eyes sparkled at him in that silly way and
she hugged his arm, Tr was like they were in some fancy restaurant. She was
proud of him for being so assertive in his silver years. He had paid the
price, and he loaked for a place to sit.

Theee in the boath he recognized them. They used to go to the restau-
rant where he used 1o work, but he had forgotien their names, Specked, his
first instinct tald him to run, but they were too close; he was trapped. He
had always avoided people he hadn't seen in a long time, because they were
like veachers, with their expectations. But now he was a teacher. He was
not a busser. He knew about smiles and he could give them a betver ane
this time. He shuffled over to their booth with his palm up above his
shoulder, pretending to be bussing. “Can [ take your tray?” he smiled.
Mouthfuls of burger and recognition grew on their faces. They were both a
lietle older than him, abour sixty. The oriental man was a doctor and the
whire woman was his secretary and his wife.

“Haven't seen you Daniel in 2 couple years,” her blotchy jowls jiggled as
she chewed her words with a hungry veice. “We were just ralking abour
you at the restaurant. Inez said you hadn't been over there in a long time.
Mow, on Saturdays, they have all you can ear buffer, and on Wednesday
nights, the special is pork ribs.” Her quiet-mouthed husband nodded and
gave a toothy embarrassed look, his imid eyes momentarily venturing our
tim:rugh the tiny slis and the coke bottle lenses. She ook another sloppy
mouthful, without missing a lick. The blood-red catsup oozed and mixed
with the cheesy burger grease. “Yea, Inez said you were teaching,” her
corpulent torso shifted in his direction as if the turgid sausage skin of her
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neck was unable to owist. “Did you hear about the latest shooting at that
school? A fifth-grader, can you imagine that, shot those kids. Good God, it
was a slaughter house,” she wiped the blood from her mouth and hands
anto the crumpled napkin and tossed it aside. “People just don't have any
respect for life anymere, whar grade do you teach?”

“ subbed first-grade today. They were a lictle wild, 1 had to get the
whip. Have to train ‘em when they're young so they can go to college and
get good jobs. Hell, look at me, I'm still going to school. They got me
jumpin’ through the hoops.”

“He’s in the credential program this quarter at Cal Seare,” his wife didn't
need an introducrion, she just walked up 1o the table, and starved chewing
the fat. They could have been sisters. “It's been a real struggle for him
teaching and going to school o, | pushed him this quarter to take rwenty-
one units, that's geing time-and-a-half. But in a year, we'll be making the
big bucks; and with me working too that will really beef up our income.

We just bought 2 new truck and . . ." Her voice trailed off as Daniel walked
aver to get some carsup, plenty of napkins and wait for the order. Noemally,
his wife would ger the order, bur sheld rather socialize, even more than ear.

Daniel was feeling bemter. He had been reminded how much better off
he was now than before. He had worked hard vo ger whar he had. His wife
was right. They deserved thar new truck; they deserved 1o be riding high.
Now he could smile like he hadn't in years. As he stood waiting for his
order, he looked around ax the workers and the others and could rell they
came from all walks of life. He saw the young and the old, the beauriful
and the ugly, the uneducared and the educared, the poor and the rich-- and
he had an inﬁcapal:lr fulinﬁ of su perionty-- he couldn'c hrlp thin!:ing thart
he was ar least better than mast.

His order came up, he smiled and ook it to his wife, sicting in the
booth behind the old couple, who were finishing their burgers, “Daniel, |
was just telling your wife, remember Bill and Margaret who used to always
go to the restaurant? | think they were always there when we were there,
well anyways, he had a heart artack and died last week,” she washed down
the burger as her lips pursed together on the straw. “Yea they found him
dead in his office where he was working overrime.”

“I used to talk with bim,” Daniel said softly as he sat down with the
tray,

“You knew he was anly forty-five, good Ged, | thought he was elder
than that.” Daniel dipped a fry in catsup and stared at the floor. “He had
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heart disease bur he just kept working overtime.” Daniel had never noticed
the lirtle white tiles. "1 told him to slow down bur he just wouldn't listen.”
The little white tiles were all rthe same and laid our in rows and rows which
seemed o paint to the end of the room. “You know life is so short and
then to dic early like that, why ir's a damned shame.” Tiler. . . ltke an army
of workers. . . each one whimpering imperceptibly for recogmition . . . before the
end. The straw sucked up the last of the drink. There was something about
the riles, [t was unelear 1o Daniel-- and then it was gone. Daniel heard the
couple say good-by and looked up 1o see the husband nod. He locked aver
to see his wife eating. Why not, he thought, and bit into the burger.
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uncven road along the pond bank. Even his car could drive i, just

as it was at that moment until he killed the motoe. “Duck, you
want me to bring you back a hamburger?™ He shouted it toward the
rowboat that held two boys.

“Yeah, twa of ‘um.” It was the older boy with curly hair who answered.

Shade had already started the motor, which entailed the air-conditioner,
and had relled his window halfway up when he heard the boy shout
somethinng else. He rolled his window down, cut off the motor again, and
listened with solicitude as the air-conditioner agonized in strangled tones w
its death. He stuck the hareed pare of his head out the window and yelled,
“Whar is 2"

“And a quare of chocolate milk.”

Swirching the air-conditioner o off first, he wimned the engine on,
"When the boy yelled again, the ear lurched twice, due 10 some uncoordi-
nated frustration inside, befare the motor fell silent.

“He wanis to know if you'll bring him a chocolate milk, wo.”

The roiling dust hid the car as it proceeded east on the pond bank and
up the road 1o the house. Only when it pulled onto the highway did it
become fully visible again. Two women fishing on one of the three small
plers were laughing berween themselves. The women belonged 1o the
younger boy. In a flowered dress and stockings with her heels kicked off,
the older woman was seated with her back leaning against one of the metal
feeders. She wore a straw hat with a pink velvet band that she'd bought in
Florida, one that 2 woman who didn't wear straw hats would buy for a day
of decp-sea fishing. The fringe curled wp in unexpected places from being
flung carelessly into her closet. The older woman was the only one of the
two really fishing: she was the only one of the two who knew anything
about it. She had warched the entire car incident in silence, her mouth held
apen by the smile there. Then she laughed, saying, “Your Uncle Shade. Ir's
3o hard an him.”

Sitring cross-leggred and stoop-shouldered, as if the sun itself tired het,
the younger woman laughed back easily withour taking her eyes from their
look across the pond. She had been her mother's daughter a long time. She
was busy gathering up the intense glare of the sun as if it belonged to her.
The humid, still air both supported her body and weighed it down, both
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burdened and comforted her. Home only for a visit, she no bonger minded
the boredom of it. Her hair was knotted up, accenting the giraffe look of
her small head and long neck. The sucking sounds thar followed the warer
lapping against the pier posts was soothing.

On the way to dinner he thought abour his father and the only tme he
had seen him angry.

“Where's my gun, Melissa?” his father had shouted even before he was
through the doorway completely.

“And what is it you want it for?"

“That man has poisoned my dog.”

= Wiar man, Moah Burtoni™

“That no-good Wesley Bostick.”

“You mean to tell me, Noah, you would kill 2 Christian man over a
dog? I'm not listening to ir.”

“Thar dog was worth two of him any day.”

He watched the back of his wife as she returned to the kitchen and her
churning.

“More character!” he shouted and then let the front screendoor slam as
he lefr.

When his dad had been dying, Wesley didn't come for a long time.
Then he did one day roward the end. Wesley never said a word. [n the
straight-backed chair Melissa brought from the kivchen for him, he just st
by the hospiral bed in the living room for mere than an hour.

In his weak, hoarse voice, Noah said, *1 fnrg_iv: you for killing my dog.”

Afver thar, Wesley came to sit for an hour every Saturday. "1 was just on
my way to town,” he'd say. “Thought I'd stop in and see if you all needed
anything.” He lefi a ten-dollar bill on tep of the vicirola each time on his
way out the door, as other visitors did. The cancer went on for three years.
Moah wouldn't be a burden to his grown children. Maybe it was he
wouldn't let them pay for the thing thar was killing him.  His children put
their money on top of the vicorola along with the other visitors, MNoah had
given to everyone all his life. Even the circus people slept at his house once
a year--the children and women on palles in the living room floor, the men
in the barn. He had raken no pride in giving. He felt no shame in taking,

Shoving himself out of the maroon boath, Shade picked up the brown
sack from the end of the table. At the cash register, he bought a paper and
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drove across the highway to the stare where he paid for the quart carton
with his change from the cafe.

Too careful in backing his car away from the storefront=<just like an old
man, Shade thought--bur helpless 1o do anything about it, he knew he had
to get away for a few days. He was going to get a bleeding ulcer. $40,000
sunk in eatfish. He couldn’t even keep an eye on them. [t made him ache
to think abour it. He would go to Mabel's in Tupelo. ]. D. would fix him
up. J. D was always talking about fixing him up, There was a divarced
woman lived next door who was always showing off her tan arms and
streaked up blond hair. Even though she didn't have sense enough 1o siten
those rough hands of hers, she was a drinker which would keep her from
being unbearable.

The worst was Duck’s orders. Alw:lys two hmburgrn and chocolate
milk for supper. Two hamburgers and 2 Pepsi every noon. If Duck came
the least bit carly in the morming, he'd whine until you teok him to break-
fast. Kid ate CBES, p:m:.ﬂc\:s. biscuits and Eravy, french roast, nrcr}'thing at
once. Four dollar steak if he came with Shade to supper. A grandson cost
more in the long run than paid help. That mother of his quit those bridge
clubs of hers, she could pack a lunch for him. Suddenly, he felt himself
going over 1o Duck’s side. She was the kind whe'd pack carrot sticks and
hard-boiled eggs.

“Dammit!” His fist came down on the steering wheel. He ran off the
road onto the shoulder when he thought of it.  Tie quarts of chocolate
milk. Mot enly did Duck not understand how adults forgor things, but the
words share and do withour were beyond him.

Carrying the ashtray from the table with her, she walked to the sofa and
sat down before asking if he wanted another drink. He stayed art the table
in the candlelight where she had left him along with their plates, glasses,
and silverware. Without realizing that was his cue to offer to make her
another drink, he picked up his coffec spoon and snuffed out the candles
with plaps hard enough to spatter hot wax across the tablecloth. She
reached up to turn on the Aoor lamp which was next to whiere she sat as he
walked over o sit by her. Her knee was as wide as his hand and his fingers
weren't all that long. He said, *I'm going to tell you a story. It a good
story.”

“About what!” she asked and moved her knee so that he had to find
another place ro put his hand.
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“About a house. The house was a Yankee’s idea of what a southern
mansion ought 1o look like. Just to prove a Yankee could never be southern,
someone talked her into painting it batdeship gray. Probably gave her a
good price on the paine.”

“Dull gray?™ She looked away. “Must have been a marvelous price,
And you're making this difficulr ro follow. Whe do you mean—her”

“Mrs. Meyers, of course. [ don't know her first name. [ doubr if
anyone other than her husband ever did. Maybe her children did. But
that's u-nl}' nuybr.'

He waited. She didn't say anything.

“By the time | was old enough to go in there with my mother—-my
mother traded eggs for marterial--she was known as M. Meyers, Ben Block
Meyers's mother. Even | understood that it was a rich, old lady who didn't
just rum bur presided over thar musty store, the only place in town thar
pretended o the name department store.”

“You mean the house?”

“Ma, damnit, the store. The Blocks owned the bank and half the stores
in town and, for all | knew, that was the reason the downtown was divided
into blocks. Unless 2 street had some old magnelias on i, it wasn't a street
but just where people lived, where Killough's Hill ar Shaver’s Ficld used 1o
be. She liked my mother.”

“Mrs. Meyers did?”

“Her house had magnolia wees. A huge one in each of the owo ten-foor
grass plots in front. Gave people something besides the house 1o look ac.
Took care of the short side walk that led up to her porch. House looked
like 2 hotel but it wasn't. The town hotel’s always been across from the
railroad station. On the corner of Hamilton and Camille.”

He studied the foam from the melted ice cube in his glass, the kind of
thing that couldn't have happened if he had convinced her te pur warer
instcad of gingerale in his bourbon. She knew how 1o ruin good whiskey,
that was for sure. She sat silent, killing the impulse to cross her legs. The
mavement might distract him and she wanted him to go on with the story.

“Only delusions fed by loneliness would have built a house that bigin a
town that small. Wood with 2 fakey plantation front. Artached to that was
a two-story spine of rooms. Ran back for the whale length of the block
with latticed second-story verandahs. Then it got wide again. Likea
woman’s hips. T've never asked abour that house. To see what anyone clse
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thought. | figured she knew she was going 1o live for ninery-five years and
would need somewhere 1o store all the stuff living for 2 hundred years could
entail. Especially if you decided 1o save everything of your dead mama's and
your dead papa’s and your dead husband’s and your alive son’s childhood.
Every letter some second cousin wrote you, [r'd be a pile. She'd done a
goed job gerting ready for it. If that back part was a carriage house, then
somecbody had planned on ten carriages.”

He shook his glass to sec if there was enough ice left in there that he
could get a rattle out of it. ¢ might bring her back into the party moed.
When nothing but water sloshed around in there, he said, “Farget catfish.
Nobody can keep up with even ice cubes.” Then he thought of something
more he ought to tell her,

“The bank, her son's bank which had been her daddy's bank, bordered
the house on one side. An alley in-berween. On thar side, she had a solid
board fence, Ten feet high and more gray paint, But the other side of the
house was protected by a high huericane fence. Inside the fence wasa
garden. Burt you won't be able to get this part. Even if you can picture a
hundred and fifty gallons of battleship gray. It looked like a vegerable
garden in there but the rows were filled with rose bushes. They moved
toward the house in the plodding, erdinary way of green beans until they
were smack against the house. No beans but fifieen kinds of roses. A man
ook carc of them most every day . . . ¥ He looked over at her and wrinkled
his forchead. “Well, | never saw anyone out there when it was slecting. But
the waxing and waning that took place there during the summer as thase
vellow, red, pink, white buds unfolded and then fell petal by peral o the
ground was enough ro flush our the moon.™ He wondered if her blouse
might feel like an overblown rose, a hand full of soft pct:l]:.

He shoved his face up to hers suddenly, causing her eyes to cross slightly
as she stared back ar him, and then he asked, “Mow, what do you think of
that story?”

“Umm.” She moved her head slightly, not enough to be rude but
enough to escape.

“What would you say if | told you | was going back and buy that house
and sit out on the fakey front porch in a wicker chair come all the way from
Hong Kong? And have ewenty beautiful women, lolling on the second-
story verandahs, watch those roses shareer in the moonlight.”

She felt atracked. “Why don't you just try New Orleans for a weekend?
It might save you from deing semething rash.”
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“I've done rash several dozen times. It's a habit by now. 1 married a
crazy nag named Fay after my real wife Claire died. Claire and | had made
these babies left and righe. Sweet children. We planned on being happy.
Then she died.” He needed 1o leave thar subject alone. “My larese rash is a
catfish pond.”

“Then why, hot on the heels of some catfish, do you want a house big
as a pond? You plan to stock it with mermaids?®

He stood up. She didn't stand up but said to his back as he walked
toward the door, “Were you making fun of me?™ Then the look on her face
changed and she laughed. °I liked the story. 1 didn’t understand any of it.
Bue I liked i.”

He bowed himself out the door and went down the steps. He would
call her. He knew he would, Because of her first name. Because he
couldn't call her by thar name. It was Claire’s. He could still remember
Chaire as she was in the beginning. He broke two bones in his foot the third
month of their marriage. He was on crutches for almost rwo months.
Claire insisted on holding onto his arm walking down sireets. Wich her
own unique brand of agile dumsiness, she invariably tripped one of his
crutches. What followed was exactly the same each time. He landed on the
maimed foot and howled with pain. Claire stood there, white around the
mouth and under the eyes, erying “Oh! Oh! Oh'™ These were the only
times he had ever felr the desire to hit a woman in the mouth.

When he diverced Fay, he moved her inte another house and then
maoved the furniture our of the living room and had two pool mhbles pur in.
He nailed up a rack for the cue sticks and placed some ashtrays on the
mantlepiece for his cigars. He was at heart a fastidious man.

He wirned off the highway onto the dirt road. With the car slowed, he
could hear the erickers making the dark theirs. The serarchy sound of
women's stockings as their legs crossed and uncrossed.

The cleaning table, made of two-by-fours, stood before the office. It
caught the carly hour moonlight and threw it a short distance back into the
night. The wood smoath under his hand, he ran his palm back and forth,
finding nothing. He got the spray hose and washed the table down,
anyway, just to be sure. Sitting in the chair that shouldn’t have been left
outside, he could feel the dampness of the plastic cushion through his pants,
He closed his eyes for 2 minute. They stung from the long drive back.
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Maybe he sdept for 2 moment, he wasnt sure. Bur when he opened his eyes,
there they were, the walking carfish, coming from Florida across Crowley's
Ridge toward his pond. He had 1o warn the others,

Mot having run in years, he went ar an uneven ot down to the firse
pier. He could hear the feeder dropping pellets. Dazzled by the moolic
watet, the fish were placidly bumping the wires below. He had seen people
dive before but he had never tried it. It had always locked easy enough.
The thing was to put power into it

He was underwater in his own pond, but he thought he was wandering
learning how to swim. In any case, it was so black inside he couldn't see.
After all thar fuss and bother—the damned truckload of paperwork that
went with buying anything--maybe he'd forgoten o have the electriciry
turned on. Bur then he was in another house. A familiar one. Fay would
fuss, He hadn't taken his field shoes off in the laundry room. He tried 1o
shove them off now, bu there wasn't a leg to balance himself on. He had
forgotten to ask Duck what he wanted from the cafe. He was abour 1o go
back. The air-conditioner was freczing him, anyway. Good excuse to wrn
it off. Then he remembered the real thing, the walking carfish. He opened
his mouth to yell “They're coming!™ but the rain-soaked mud fell into the
corpse’s mouth.

They almost forgot to close his daddy’s coffin that day. It had mined
hard all morning and Melissa kicked the undertaker when he tried to get
her to say goodbye to the corpse. With the same hands that had made
custard out of duck eggs, she pushed againm Kernodle's chest trying 1o move
him away. “You're a bigger fool than | thought!” she yelled. “You heathen!
You think that's Neah I'm letting you put in the ground?®” Keeping her face
toward the window and the passing countryside, she kept telling her
children and the driver of the limousine, all the way to the cemetery, “They
couldn't bury Moah if they had a ton of dirt to do it with.”

In the South, which is all Shade had ever known of the world, anyone
whe failed to live a shallow life was likely to end up in 2 shallow grave. But
if one had ever straightened up during the hot afternoon work in the fields
and worked his tongue over the grit of poverty there on his teeth before
lifting a dipper of water our of a pail, then the shallow life ran deeper and
felt richer than most people would suspect.

The undertaker spent 2 year trying 1o ger Melissa to pay for the funeral,
En.i.lhr. she offered t]m:dus;]r, black-suited man some eggs. In the end, she
insisted he take the eggs. He came to Shade’s thar same afternoon. Shade
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had written out a check as the eggs oozed through the weave of the man's
upturned hat onto the car seat.

When he laughed, the water rushed down his throar. He was sputter-
ing all over the place. Hadn't had such a good laugh in a long time. He had
to stop, though, and catch his breath. He threw up his arms and found the
moonlight. Then it was dack again. He didn't want the house, after all.
The verandahs were okay. The rest of it would kill him. Taxes and all. He
wanted Claire. He wanted 1o call her. Had he said anything abour calling?
He would have to get out of this house. A man didn't have lights, there
wasn't going to be 2 phone. Then he saw them. Flat-headed and wide-
lipped, the water aboil with their slick bodies. His mouth epened as he g
ready to give the yell of his life.
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face. She thought it affection. He simply felt the chocolate

heat from her heave-ho breath. As soon as Carla sar him down
on the floor with a “There you go, Mister Diggles,” he scampered away w
his creviced hole underneath the trailer. Space forry-three was double-wide,
a bright canary yellow with geraniums hanging from the front sliding
window. The small lawn was immaculate, complete with miniature gnomes
winking and smiling near the Secura-Trust chain link fence. Every so often
Carlo would have to take the hose and give them a thorough eleaning—no
from dog or bird greetings, but rather from the neighborhood kids whe
thought it funny to give yellow baths 1o the plastic icons, while giggling at
their ten-year-old deviance.

Carla was rosy, in cheeks and gair. Today in particular was faneastic:
she'd spent the earliest portion of the morning dusting and humming along
with her Gloria Estefan’s Greatest Hits tape. She'd taken a few breaks—one
can't work without some reward, after all, and by the time she had finished
spic-and-spanning her home, she had nearly eaten herself sick on Good
Humor ice cream bars. Simen was duc at two o'clock. Simon made her feel
lovely, took her into a tiny high heel world where her scale was taunted, and
spongy curlers gave way to glinting cye shadow. Simon was a bit older,
forty-five perhaps, and he certainly had a royal aire about him. In his back
pocket he carried a two-sided navy blue comb, which he used 1o style his
thinning hair with grace normally achieved only by Princes (Charles or
whemever). Simon was coming at two o'clock.

Carla sar. comphing into her torn recliner, and wrapped her sausage
fingers around the remote contrel. Her fingernails were cotton candy pink
that day. The talk show host appurcd. on the mabbit-ear ser, 'Injucting 'Ful}*
into his raving audience. The cousins whe were starring in the television
lighting cluiched one another, screaming We Love back at the minister whe
condemned them for it. Carda dropped peanut brittle onto her lap as she
ate. She began to sweat with the late moming hear, and her eyes drooped as
she entered her familiar mindshift. Mister Diggles dug deeper beneath the
trailer, occasionally pausing to nip at his leg.

The walls were pristine plywood. There was a series of K-mart frames
surrounding photographs hanging from one of them. One image, peeping
out from the hallway, showed a thin Carla ar eighteen years old. A riara
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rested upon her fiery head, and she stood embraced by a crowned boy
against a backdrop reading Homecoming Courr, 1979, Her sleeves were
poofed and her arms silky. even through the smudged glass that the photo-
graph rested behind. Her feet were dainty, as they are now. In the photo-
graph she looked fragile. In the armchair, she looked woppish. Size four
slippers, bunnies or no, seemed ill-firting on her marshmallow frame. The
second photograph was Mister Diggles, dressed in a doggy ruxeds. lewas
Halloween three years ago, and she smiled whenever she passed it. The
third frame contained a newspaper clipping, a picoure of Carla s:f.r:l.'lght-ﬁca:[
and looking successful. The passage below it described her achievements in
her local Neighborhood Watch program.

As she warched Television, Carla fell asleep and dreamed of blucberry
boys leading her back ro vown with muskets and chariors. She waved to the
crowds, smiled from her hourglass figure. Simon kissed her neck from
inside her compartment. He didn't come to repair her leaking faucet in the
dream.
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