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Nicole C. Lobello 

Schoo/Daze 

My eyes begin to sting, 
From tears not falling, 

From effort now expended 
To hide my embarrusmcnt. 

From tears not falling, 
My mother eyes £lit around, 

To hide my embarrassment, 
I spcak of you in this room. 

My mother eyes £lit around, 
Remembering holding you, 

I speak of you in this room, 
Discovering new found worlds. 

Remembering holding you, 
I let go ofyour small hand, 

Discovering newfound worlds, 
We both begin this new day. 

0,,,,,,, . .... 10 



Nicole C. Lobello 

she breathes 

breathe 
he told me to relax as they 
ripped my body open 
you writhed defiantly 

bloody wet cold 
your first taste ofearth's air 
filled your lung, 
exchanging my life water 

for shrill screams 

you breathe 
as they marry the seams of 
my body together 
i watch you leave 

scared tired confused 
cared for by loving strangers 
but not me 
longing to fall the empcincos 

inside my womb 

you breathe so 
they allow you to finally 
return to my side 
i look deeply into you 

miracle stranger mine 
they say you are hungry 
for my breast 
awkwardly fumbling not knowing 

what to do 



Niccle C. Lobello 

you breathe so softly 
lying amidst the warm curves 
of my chest 
you sleep soundly 

protected loved rerurned 
no longer empty inside 
i am filled 
holding you and taking in 

your sweet breath 



Maria Georgina Cebreros 

Girl to Woman 

A git! in the walk ofa woman 
Her soul cries without rest 
Loneliness is stronger than sadness 
Her eyes express her destruction 
Her smile fades over her tears 
She suffers when no one secs her 
She cries when she's alone 
A girl in the walk ofa woman 
There's no turning back always forward 



Gabriel Ramirez 

Shattered 

He won't leave Mc alone 
And You alone have left Me 

With every rick I lose more ofMyself 
With every tock I fall further into the darkness 

He is taking over who I am 
Growing stronger with every f.ul 
You are &ding away 
Becoming no more than a memory, a dream 

I no longer know who I am 
What will become ofMe? 

He has become a huge part of my life 
Contr0lling my desires 

While You serve as my conscience 
You appear to be on vacation 

I want to find Myself 
My quest could damage Me 

He threatens to destroy Me 
His sin will consume Me 

You remind Mc that I am human 
You make Me weak 



Gabriel Ramirez 

I want love 
He wants lust 
You want compassion 

I. . . 
He .. . 
You .. . 
We ... Me ... 

0,,,,,.,, · Po{/, IS 



Gabriel Ramirez 

All in Five Minutes 

Every five minutes 
I wonder what will become of this life 
I am warmed by people's potential for goodness 
I hunger to know everything 

Every five minutes 
I think about last night~ reality show 
I look a.c rny hand and wonder how it work$ 
I blink to see ifanything around me will ch.ange 

Every five minutes 
I sec someone J\Cw 
I wonder if] am attractive 
I take a breath ofair just for fun 

Every five mir\utes 
Five minute$pass 
I become someone else 
And still I wonder what will become of this life 



Gabriel Ramirez 

Amary Ser Amado 

En cl amor no se manda 
Lo saben bicn 
Mi con.Wn no decide a quien amar 
Pero me est.in pidiendo que tire mis sentimientos como una basura 

Lo Un.ico quc dcsco cs amar y ser amado 
Es lo que quiero 
No pucdo ignorar lo quc soy y lo que siento 
Mc clicen quc mis sentimicnt0$ no tiencn valor 

~esolo debo concentrar en hacer feliz a otros 
(YYo? (NO merczco ser fcll'Z? Ser a.mado? 
Vivir en cl pariiso que cs cl amor? 
Mc quicren condcnar a un infiemo, sin felicidad 
At:rapado, sin poder ser mi persona 

No, no pcudo vivir como cl 1o6n en cl circo 
Tengo que scr libre 
Tengo que scr yo 

La vida nos a jugado una mala bat"a.j,a 
pcro un jucgo sc pucde gtnar 
El problem• es cl gran prc<:io que le h•n puesto a mi felicidad 

,Qiic ser.i? Nose? Solo se que? 
QyeSoyHUMANO 
Yo AMO, yo SiENTO, yo SOY 



Luke Austin Donatello 

Idealism 

The innocence of my youth 
Is impaled on wooden posts 
Resembling• picket fence. 
Disappointment, 
Which was once • facet ofself-betrayal, 
ls to me, now. a missed 
Appointment with the Dentist, 
Or some orhe.r such sterile 
Practitioner, 
Not getting what I want for Christmas, 
Or, perhaps, all of this. 

Media delusions on the morning ncv.--s 
Pue a luxury-burying sorrow 
In a quicksand ofsmiles. 
And I hunger for flesh and bone 
That my teeth m•y feast 
On something real. 

My devouring days 
Puc loud with familiar sounds 
-All of them in Dolby Surround 
Until the swooning parade 
Lulls me in a fitful sleep 
-Asweat band ofheat and horror. 
But I'm adrift and the nightmares 
Are murmurs 
And only a vague desire for dreams 
Still burro"~ in my skin. 
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Luke Austin Donatello 

Stopping on a Street 

Sitting on the sidewalk 
Warming-nearing midday 
I AMcrouchedbetweenPARKED CARS 
Like trench warfare only 
The walls arc not made ofmud 
But fiberglass and plastic 
Like Disney. 

Across from me AI< 
Rows ofTrecs 

Juniper 
eveRgReen 

Long scooping boughs 
Decrcpidy knucl<le-dr.tgging the ground 
Like Heroic Cro-Magnons 

rows ofcars parked beneath 
Glistening in noonlighc 
Their grills facing me 
Like teeth shining 
Rimmed in designer hr.tees 

To straighten was crooked 
w hat 

And a crow squ•wks somewhere 
above 

I look co the trees but it's higher 

And I give a shrill whistle 
In the hope ofrecognition 

There is a home hiding somewhete 
Amidst the chrome 



Va/OeMuro 

Dog's Body 

For. Atticus,Jonnie &.Mabel 

Joy comes in the shape ofa dog's body. 
It's in the wag ofa tail 

wd the full-body wiggle. 
It's in the doggic-dance when their 

person returns from whe,rcvcr they've been. 
They always give a standing ovation. 

Joy comes in the exhilaration of running 
or fetching a ball, over and over. 

D<>gs ooze joy from the tip of the nose to 
the offering ofa belly. 

[)¢gs are joy in a pure form. 
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Va/OeMuro 

Smart Cookie 

She was one smart cookie 
who could smell a rat in 
the blink ofan eye. 
She now has both feet on 
the ground, after being 
on the brlnk ofdisaster, 
after being left in the 
lurch, without a leg 
to stand on. After suffering 
a broken heart, believe it 
or not. 

But that's beside the point. 
Now she lives far from the 
maddening crowd, since hell 
hath no fury like a woman 
scomod and there would be 
hell to pay ifsomeone played 
fast and loose with her. He 
would end up going offwith 
his tail between his legs and 
that's the long and the short 
of it. 



Angelica Pantoja 

Tear Drop 

A thought, 
An act, 
An image, 
A slap. 
Now I sec it coming down my eye. 
The salty, crystal clear, melted diamond 
that cuts my flesh 
and in mf soul penetrates. 
The pain that I gain 
I keep it all inside 
until I burst with my cry. 
Now I've formed a river 
that leads tO your ocean 
where I drown. 

0,,,,,,..·P(J!Jt22 



Taira Beyer 

Behind Waking Eyes 

Idealism fades. 
Perfection- forever lost in dreams. 
Bombarding reality renders life ... repossessed. 
False perceptions perpetuate ignorant beliefs. 
Innocence Corrupted. 
Abadoned hope leads faith ... astray. 
Wilted confidence empowers ... doubt. 
Govemed by fear ... Manipulated by hate ...The Heart Rerircs 

Solace is love's only salvation. 
Isolation befriends the soul. 
Patient solitude silences bleeding sorrows. 
The Heart faintly beats to life's rhythm. 
Vague acceptance questions obscured ttuths. 
Abrupt oonfronration rebelliously collapses images ofan atheist 

Eden. 
Quiet desperation is defeated by love's independent will . . . Behind 

Waking Eyes. 

Relax ... Breathe ... Calm ... Serenity ... 

No longer deceived by the masquerade-unyielding love .. . 
Es.apes adversity's cold clurches. 
Discovered strength perseveres .. . Passion its fuel. 
Exhausted ...victimizing loneliness surrcndcn The Hean to 

compelling desire. 
Conscious prevails ... Behind Waking Eyes. 
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Mariam A~Kalby 

weakness 

the hovering weakness that hung in the air 
drew me close, 
inhaling me, 
embracing my soul 

i struggled to pull it away from me, this weakness 
th.at wants to cnvclopel 
and smother me away from strength 

weakness is bouldering over me 
while the strength dissipates 
like a faded moonlight, 
the whispering irony 
echoing in the thick air 

weakness is crushing me, 
strangling me, 
its panlyung eyes frothing with hate, 
with overwhelming desire, 
to never let me sleep in a peaceful song 
to have s trength warming the air, 
humming its luUaby to me 

weakness empowers me now 
and strength is a was 
and was it will never be again 



Jason Gutierrez 

Pieces ofMe 

It's easy to shift pain into anger, it can help you survive 
For so long we've lllyered our hurt on !Op ofold wounds 
Old scars that still sting, while new ones begin to bleed 
But pain is no savior, it's an unwelcome friend ofmine 

Fear fuels fury, and rage clouds our eyes 
Words that should never be spoken fly like fireflies 
They cut to the core and damage over and over again 
I just Jay down and cry 

Whu happened to the days when I could get lost in your eyes 
The days seemed endless, •nd the nights brought pleasurable 

surprise 
I found something special in you and haven't been the same since 
Now each day that passes by we barely survive 

Am I what you want, am I want you need 
Or does something else look like it might be better for you? 
Do you know ifthey are the way they seem 
Or are they just pieces of me that you have never seen? 



Jason Gutierrez 

Stifled 

You stand t1ll and you stand proud 
To say you are an American, there's nothing that compares 
So why would you sign your name to denying others 
What kind ofan American could live with something like that 

You have the luxury ofholding hands and kissing unash•mcdly 
When you sec her kiss her you turn your head out ofdisgust 
When you sec him w.tlk in the park holding his man's hand 
You would be the lint to throw a stone in the glass house ofAmerico 

No one t0ld you thot you could not mury the one you love 
No one denied you from r.iising a beautiful child 
So why not stand up for the Americ:.n dr ..m 
So why not wake up America •nd journey towards a utopia 

Where she has the right to provide for the woman she loves 
Where he has the right to become whoever he so chooses 
Without having to look over their shoulders 
For fear of the hate that may come their way unexpectedly 

What docs it feel like to be afraid to speak your mind 
What does it feel like to live in the shadows of hate 
What does it fccl like to be held down and made to feel wrong 
What does it feel like to live in uncertainty-you'll never know 

You quote your scriprurcs and stand upon your wooden soapboxes 
You rant and rave ofthe holy word and say god punishes sinners 

and s-aves saints 
You talk about god as ifhe were your personal best friend 
Ifyou were made in his image then I would cringe at his face 
Because thanks to you some are already living in heU 



Jason Gutierrez 

How do you manage to sleep soundly at night 
Knowing you arc slitting the wrists ofa dream 
Leaving a shell ofwhat you call the land ofthe free 
Bcausc you have chosen to bind and gag dive.r>ity 
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Robert Holloway 

To MyDaughter 

Today, Presidcnr's Day, was a holiday for my sweet wife. We had 
breakfast, went shopping, and then to a movie. Our weather is 
mild ... it,..,. 60 today, and the days are long enough for plants to 
sense the longersunshine. Some trees arc in bloom, lots ofearly 
flowers arc up, and weeds are sprouting. 

Chris is still going to San Francisco on many weekends to earn 
certification in an advanced form ofyoga. She is also planning on 
,ncnding conferences to proscnt papers ... part ofbeing• 
profC$$0r. Her next trip will be to Atlanta and she will visit •n old 
high school friend. It arnaus me, since I have no idea where any 
of my classmates are, and the school is no longer there. No loss, 
but it does indicate differences. I don't especially want to see any 
ofmy high school crowd. I still have friends in Flagstaff, but I 
don't keep in touch much. There are enough relatives to take care 
ofany outreach I feel like doing. 

I'm still pla)ing in the yard. We have a good start on greens, and 
in fact, cooked a pot yesterday. 

Strawberries have come in on the coast and have shown up in our 
market. There has been a long strike ofsupermarket clerks so I 
have not been in the big stores. (Pad was aunion man and I was 
raised to never croos a picket line .. . and I think the clerks have 
real issues a.bout health insurance.) 

I'm still working with asearch committee at the Unitarian 
Fellowship. We are preparing to hire a minister ... but it is a slow 
process and UU ministers arc a strange lot. Interesting work. but 
Ia not wam to be on another search committee. I am trying to 
help Chris prepare her papers for promotion and tcnwe. It is sort 
offun for me, but she is not sure she really wants to do it 
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Robert Holloway 

perhaps just retire. Either way, but I think she has a lot to 
contribute to the teachers in her da$$C$. I'm working with some 
other new faculty as well, pro bono a.nd no money, which means I 
can do what I want. 

I had a nice talk with Evelyn, the widow of my Uncle B:ilford who 
was Mom Sue's oldest brother. She says she is doing some writing 
and must be feeling better since she is also doing some oooking. 
I'm going to send the hints I got from the Mormon ladies. Ifshe 
docs short recalls it would be more productive than a full history. 
This week my short class in writing st2rtS. I'm looking forward to 
it. 

Love 



Christopher Mulrooney 

agiggle ofdeconstructionists 

It's a basket case. 
-from an economic report 

'tis springtide everlasting in the Kush 
like a civic banner unfurl'd 
Wal•M•rt &.Tyson&. Clinton &. Bush 
take over the goddam world 
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Christopher Mulrooney 

discussions 

the world economic policy ofa great nation is 
properly dicl1lted by the young men 
who ae<ompany the Exchequerry on junkem 

the real gizmos wac.k it out and we 
true it up we valiant we 
holding hands around the table 
and bowing our heads 



Christopher Mulrooney 

deconstruction ofan abhorrent vacuum 

The Death ofSuperman 
is what the comic book says 

the word Postmodern means 
after everything else is over 

theTV exec is a wily coyote 

he brings in noisemakers to crowd you round 
until you rurn on the TV 
short ofkilling younelf 
with• dose ofsalts 

what's it for? 
uks the little mite 
in a grand movie palace 
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Amanda Adams 

Dear Fat, 

You have always been r.herc for me, 
Around when I did not want you, 
Began teasing me in puberty, 
Tormenting me in high school years, 
Ruining chances to have dares, 
Attracting attention to you, 
A,; well as to me. 
Always together. 

As a child, you were cure, a baby 
Then lingered, being comfortable 
On my frame, finding more or less 
Ofyou every week, could not stop 
Your growing infatuation 
With my body and my esteem; 
You won't go away, 
Sometimes together. 

I've tried so many times to rid 
You ofmy self, but you don't see 
That I don't want you around me. 
I've tried towalk,jump, pedal, run, 
Making you go away for a 
Month, maybe aweek or a few, 
Making me happy. 
Not always together. 

I haven't been able to cat 
Because ofyou, my bittersweet. 
You have taken away so much 
From my control and for too long. 
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Amanda Adams 

My mind is made up, you are gone 
Forever and ever no more. 
Goodbye my dear friend. 
Never togcthet. 

But wait! I don't know what to do 
Without my constant companion! 
Your absence makes me so hungry 
And lonely for you 10 come back 
So we can share the good times lost 
And become ourselves once again. 
Always there for me. 
Always together. 
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Jason Grist 

Chasing Fall Colored Leaves 

Lying Beneath the Inner Round Wurld 
Ofatree 

Lying beneath the inner round world 
Ofa ttce-
Moving through the limbs. 
Toward heaven--
You meet the sap--
The plum-colored blood 
Reflected on the outside skin 
Ofsuntouched leaves, 
But inside all is pale yellows 
For these trees are humble 



Jason Grist 

Chasing Fall Colored Leaves 

ASummer)Bu 

Wings blur in futility-
A summer's bee 
Meeting with winter's wall in aurumn 
And death is as constant as living-
Crawling to rest 
In the shodow ofa tree-
Offall itself-
And company is found in 
Paired and unpaired leaves 
Dying against that same Wllll 



Jason Grist 

Chasing Fall Colored Leaves 

Its LateApril 

Hills tn.nsitioning 
With you 
A lighter green and brown-
Winds whisper to grasses 
That whisper to you 
T he feel ofcold winds 
And in the sway 
Of taller grassco is conversation 
You speak in return 
Not wanting to part, 
It's late April. 



Brooke King 

The Art Colony 

I strangled a language 
Poet in my Jocks this morning 
Before he could murder any more 
Lilies with his babble. 

The Hung.,-ian neo-futurist 
In the adjoining cell 
Despises flesh so much 
He g,.ve up plastic swgery for art. 
Here in the Moj,ve he 
Regularly mangles the faces 
Of Hopi princesses and never 
Once is sued for malpractice. 
The Botswana blossom tea we share 
Every afternoon gives me 
Blinding headaches. 

A seven story bass guitu 
Stands in the courtyard. 
Every evening Nick the perform,nce 
Artist performs •cactus Impersonating God" 
On its huge string,. 
He calls it Big Music and has 
Applied for a grant. 

You're not i 11 any ofmy poems. 



Brooke King 

a night with bukowski 

he reads my 
poems and says 
; supp,se if 
ifa,l )'()U 

you'llwrite a 
po,ma/JQutit 
andewryme 
willAn<>W. 
i slide my hand 
up his thigh 
slither my way co his 
ear and whisper 
no one reads mypqetry. 



Brooke King 

Sofiloquy 

This is not myself who speaks; 
but a cardboard Venus with 
Yellow hair and stained glass eyes. 
I am not the talented cleric 
who spins tales for wistful children 
To arabesque upon. 
Thin.king. instead, upon waves ofpoppies; 
and the insanity ofknowledge, 
Which violets, in their flurry, emit. 
I am not a muse to be catered to. 
Some tiresome wench with feckless ways. 
I am no wayward oracle. 
But, rather, a clown with paintbox fcaturcs 
content wi1h rhe flagnncy of Laughter 
and the sudden comedy ofPeace. 
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Nancy Edwards 

Sister 

It may come quickly 
As frost before midnight 
Lengthening strides toward 
The end of the journey, 
Slipping away from us, I summon you back, sister, 
The only like to which Mother gave your name, your voice, 
Your inner coil, 
Frost forms crystalline molecules, 
Midnight footsteps break into sounds 
Clattering as I run toward the hospital 
To call you back at midnight, 
This is rhe middle ofyour life, 
And you are enshrouded in opaque funnels 
With machines pumping life in and out, 
I nearly buckle at your hospital door 
When I see you, 
You ate the youngest one, 
The family baby, 
Last ofMother's children, 
Systems are shutting down your life, 
One by one, you are hurtling 
Toward the other sid~ 

When you could speak, 
You told me you were in a meadow, 
Going out to rest, 
You asked me to get a doctor, 
You thought you were born on Mother's birthday 
You will not leave, you can't 
I need you back, 
I ask God, I ask the nurses coming into your room 
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Nancy Edwards 

To infuse drugs into your body to save you, 
Give herbackto me, 
She belongs to me, 
l tell youover and over, 
I tell you whenyour eyes arc open, 
Your face furious at being ill, 
And even though we arc infinitesimal, 
We arc minutiae, microns ofprotoplasm 
ln the uni\ferse, 
You are 1he youngest and you •re needed, 
Something must stop the soprano, 
The final aria must not be sung, 
Someone must stop the impulse of the last note, 
Deflu e the voc:il chords swollen with the last sounds oflife, 
And, mi.racu1ously, l am heard, 
And when you do come back, 
You are delivered slowly 
As ifevery 1lew 1ote must be carefully 
Created and cherished. 



Janice Alexander 

Time, You Thief 

Time, you thief, when did you steal my youth? 
Was I so busy livi.ng that I took no note ofyou? 
My days were filled with endless tasks 
And joys and sorrows too. 
And never did I think that this would someday end. 
But1 Time, you thief 
You've proven not to be a friend. 
Did you creep in on silent feet 
When someone left the door ajar? 
Or were you always waiting there, never very far? 
Was this theft done day by day, a little at a time? 
It must have been, for I never missed a moment that was mine. 
Then one day I looked and saw that all my youth had flown. 
Time's thief had sneaked in quietly and took my moments for his 

own. 
Now some days I look back t0 a time oflong ago 
And wonder at the speed ofeach precious passing year. 
Then all the memories I have made become especially dear. 
Oh, that I had known back then the things that I've since learned, 
I'd close the door against the Thief and make sure the key was 

turned. 



Sari Gilfenbain 

Open Doors 

I skip to the door with its impenemble lock. 
What's this I sec, there is nothing to block 
Do I dare enter in, what's it like on that side? 
Do demons await? Things I can't abide? 

It1s a young boy's heart, shredded and tom, 
Seeking the answers to why hew-as born. 
A small flicker ofhope, bouycd by drc-.tms ofold. 
Never deserted, but always, untold. 

The daily struggle for answers not found. 
Weighted worries burden and silently surround. 
HeS becoming an oucsider, an observer oflife, 
Keeping safe distance, avoiding the strife. 

How can that be, it cannot be done. 
You must play the game to create any fun. 
Open the windows, the doors bc-.tring locks 
Fear not my dear one, listen for the knocks; 

The tapping offriendship and love hovers near. 
Offering solicc, support, no nourishment for fear. 
Love is the answer-ltS love you must see. 
Then rainbows oflight will dance round you and me. 



Freedom 

My heart is pounding. 
Bound to soar. 
My body screaming, 
WantUlg more. 

Though physical pleasures 
Numb the need; 
It's spiritual connection 
For which I plead. 

Oh, thejoy, 
That satisfied feeling 
Has my head and heart, 
My whole essence, reeling. 

My body and soul 
Floating rhythmically in time. 
The tender sharing. 
Oh God, how Divine! 

Sari Gilfenbain 
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Camille Gavin 

Retro Fourth 

First one lad, then another shinnies up the greased pole 
planted in the courthouse lawn, only to slither down, 
whooping with glee. 

A pause to gulp cheek-sucking lemonade proffered by a 
rcd-ribbonod lass, then off to launch a spirited attack on a 
much•h.ammcred tree stump. 

Now in pairs, their ankles hobbled by gunny sacks, they stumble 
off 

in a three-legged race, hell-bent for beating a path, ragged but true, 
to the finish line. . . 

Flags Ouner, firecrackers pop-pop-pop, in a splendid 
re-creation ofaglorious tic that once was and-God willing-
will visit us again. 



Camille Gavin 

3 Haikus 

Shelter 

Gende spring shower> 
turn weeping willows into 

silken parasols. 

Urban Critter 

Red squirrel, tail unfurled, 
streaks across the grassy mall, 

cheeks plumped with booty. 

Interrupted 

Fragile song-birds pick, 
peck, pick; raucous blue jaysoars, 

swoops, and splits their perch. 



Terry Redman 

Othello. A Dog Who Died Too Young 

All you ever asked was love. 
You did your part ofthe bargain: 

You were warm, and soft, 
You loved me unconditionally, 

You didn't bark much. 

You learned so fast to be a gentleman. 
You endured the car, and shots. 

Had to go to California: work you see. 
Had to drive a thousand miles. 
You'd never approve the trip. 
Then, the cost of finding you a place 

I cried and sought a better way. 
I cry now, miss your eyes. 
I gave you to the vet-to kill! 

I went home, had a drink. 

Ofall my sins, Icannot repair the crime Idid to you. 



Terry Redman 

killer kern 

In the arid hills, 
this river kills. 

Blue skies, and cool air, 
call to the family, and sportsman, 

and swimmer, 
1lnd diver. 

In timeless seconds 
the srong, bold swimmer is taken, 

--., broken day ofplay. 

Blue on black, 
green, and yellow, and red, 

and white. 
Diamonds dance on water, 

reborn when dashed by rafts, tubos, swimmers, ,nd 
rocks. 

Black 
diamonds sleep on sand, and silt, 

nursing fish, and death. 

She calls to artists, fishermen, nudists, 
dog'$, divers, drivers, 
canoeists, tcchics, liars, 
priests, hookers, truckers, 
bikers, drinkers, and poets. 

Perfumed air hints of the Colorado, the Snake, and the Mi$$0uri-
re-generation, re~creation, 

rc..frcsca, rewlifc. 
Swimming, tubing, and the other water dances 

diminish the sterile, ominous signs: 



Terry Redman 

·216 Drowned. · 

Her caress is fun, and invigorating. 
White diamonds reflect dark, brooding boulders 

shaped by time, water, 
stqnes & IHmes. 

In a. few timeless seconds, 
she can set her embrace, and mortal kiss 
ofrocks, and water, and current, 

and death. 

This river kills. 
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RonaldJodo 

Troth 

Do you believe in love? 
Well how about happiness? 

Do you believe in joy? 
And what about heaven? 

Do you believe in life? 
Or perhaps in hope 

Do you believe in the future? 
Or maybe even peace 

Do you believe in good? 
Or ultimately, even God 

It's difficult to believe in the good 
Bec:tuse it seems to happen so rarely 

But it's easy to believe in the bad 
Because it happens so often 

The consistently emphasized 
Ultimately becomes the truth 
So tell me, what's you.r truth? 

And I will then tell you my truth 
And they, too, shall tell us their truth 

And the sum ofour truths shall then differ invariably. 
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RonaldJodo 

Pride ofMine 

What shall I do with this pride of mine? 
That will not cry when wounded 

Willing to die rather than run 
Will not be helped because it won't ask 

Stands alone because it can't share 
Never bothered to say sorry 

Knows not the meaning of compromise 
What has gotten into me, this pride of mine? 

My worst enemy, ofcourse 
So I fight this pride of mine 

But I fight to no avail 
Yet l'm running out of time 

A, I fight to no avail 
Is there a bank for this pride ofmine? 

So I can c~sh it for a check 
They told me to swallow this pride of mine 

At the bank ofself respcet 
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RonaldJodo 

Life is a Blank Page 

A blank page is akin to a blank check 
It's a DNA code yet to be wrinen 
Much like a story, ye, to be cold 

The page speaks ifonly you listen 
For a blank page to remain blank 

Is an atrocity in excess 
For your life's page to remain blank 

Is a life embittered with unlivtd regrets 
Write a story or paint a picture 
Share younclfwith the world 

In your mind dances a mixture 
Ofstories that must be heard 

A blank page is potential 
All you have to do is translate 

Translate its potential 
With pen-patterned imagery 

Some may write books 
Othecsjust a page 

What mattecs is the quality 
Ofwhat's written on the page 

Some may write nothing 
Others may scribble 

Let your writing say something 
Something, however little 

Life is a blank page 
And time is your pen 
Life is a blank page 
Begging to be filled 



Janet Sellers 

Your Words 

The words you say 
Sweep my heart away 
They are always so kind and so sweet 
They ofren make my heart skip a beat 
Thank you for every lovely word 
For I have hidden them ill in my heart 
And when you are not around, Iremember their sounds 
And I listen to them because they comfort me 
And make my heart so lovingly pound! 
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Janet Sellers 

A New Start, A New love 

A clew slate 
Oh how I wish my life 
Were a clean slate 
A slate to start all over again 
To change some things 
I wish I had known back then 

Oh, pardon me God 
I know rhat you arc 
The master ofmy destiny 
I just thought I might 
Personally enjoy a little genuine passion, 
Some giving back oflove 10 me 



Karen Kuckreja 

Hearts at Stake 

8 lb delivery 
Light ofour lives 
Joy ofjoys 
Dreams fulfilled 
Smelling, yelling, telling 
Sprawling and crawling, 
Turning and squirming, 
Sunning, runni1lg, punning 
Pretend, protect, provide 
Time on t.tsk 
Make things last 
Leaming, yearning, burning 
with anger unabated 
UnexpC<ted letter 
loaded with despair 
Accusations \-Yiitten 
emotions to compare 
Explaining, and containing 
The pain of it all 
How to help 
Not to hurt 
Nothing right 
All a blur 
Tears fall 
Sromach concave 

Empty hem 
Where to start 
Time is there 
But where are we? 



Virginia Bush 

Addiction 

From sweet sips of the heady potion came 
S!uplcss nights, dizzy days, 

Anorexia and voracious hunger, 
Flights to mountain peaks, 

Visions of auras., blue and entwined, 
Spirits regressing to past lives 

Witnessing apre-existence of 
Two fragments ofsoul; 

Kaleidoscopes ofhummingbirds, butterflies, 
Red tulips and gnndiJlora roses. 

Withdrawal came with 
Fragmented voice patts making no SCllse, 

Strobe lights flashing Jove and hate, 
Violent sobs, 

Trembling body 
Crouched in acomer, 

Cursing yet craving 
The drug called 

YOU. 



Bonnie Randall 

Vintage 

I give to you this cup oflove 
Kept 'ti! now for you 
Oh yes, I've given love before 
But, not so fine a brew. 

This cup I kept protectively 
I hoarded it long years. 
I siored it safely in my heart 
And guudcd it from tea.rs 

I thought I'd keep this cup of love; 
It wis too dcu to shue 
For who but me could ever know 
It's value, worth and care? 

But, when you came to visit me 
And knocked on my heart's door, 
This cup oflove, matu~ and full 
Was =dy tO be poured 

So, drink it slowly, sip by sip, 
This love stored long away. 
It bre,ved and mellowed, year by year, 
To give to you this day 
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Terry L. Tripp 

The Kindness ofStrangers 

So I leave you alone 
To depend on the kindnC$S ofmangers. 
I hope they don't let me down, 
Or better yet, you down 
Because you let me down 
To depend on the kindnC$S ofyou. 
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Terry L. Tripp 

Guidance in a Dream 

I know you are waiting 
The same as I 
With eyes wondering 
Into the endless sky 
Waiting for me 
To be free 
Sowccanbe 
Together 
Onccag:un 
As it was then 
In that dream 
So long ago 
That we both know 
With music and stars 
Elusive moments 
In that dream 
Or a tomorrow 
lfl believe you 
To be true 
And a forgiving God 
Tobe above 
Guiding us by music and starS 
In that dream 
Together 
Once again 



Strangers Within the Gate 

On this day, two television-born 
Pentecostal women, alluding 
to Book ofExodus injunctions, 
said the Palestinians should just 
comply, rejoice and be glad to be 
living as "'strangers within the gate.• 
Meanwhile, here in mid-February, 
the news said that two mountain lions, 
Pelis um,oltJr, descended the 
Rinc6n Range, mauling family dogs. 

And still, the sun looks down, and studies 
earth's strangers, even closer than men 
ponder canaries in the mineshaft 

Jeffrey Allier 
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Jeffrey Allier 

Ante Lucem-Prince Sultan Air Base. Saudi Arabia 

At this hour the desert broods darkly 
upon i!$clf. Pre-dawn sparrows reach a 
mad gathering in their fortresses of 
plane trees. Narrow islands ofdim-lit streets 
whisper incandescence, printing shadows 

for the few transients pacing along 
their 90-day circuits home, each wearing 
auniform colored to elide a 
predation in sand. Like the fint searchlight$ 
at Charing Cross, watchtowers on the rim 

of moonlight ever strain the vision of 
sentinels into the distance, where the 
minaret$ echo against dunes ofsleep 
their prayer call's wavering tone, for a God 
the faithful rcll us is unknowable. 



Joanne Schmidt 

some strange, some familiar 
rooms haunted with our boisterous laughrcr 
rooms filled with our sacred whispers 
now all gone ... 

washed away by the rain 
I .. .I..J..J . ..1. ../ . ..I 

I ...I..J..J. ..I . .J. .J 
I...I. ..I. .J...I..J..J..J..J 
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Jane E. Granskog 

Sister Spirits 

Three soul sisters we are 
wending our way from afar 
as unknown distant threads 
now newly woven together 
in telling tapestry patterns 
three days in the making--
Spirit transcending difference. 
The Goddess in her many forms 
laughingly brings in light and joy 
to the potentiatcd dark ofbefore. 
The sharing ofstories unfolded 
womyn healing life's lesions of 
abandonment, abuse, and despair, 
finding voice to expose the wounds 
so mother1 daughter, sister, Self 
can be made whole once more. 

Black wolfnurtures and protects, 
when needed is always there. 
Mother Bear's enduring strength 
hibernating winter to reflect 
now spring awakened cubs to grow 
as hummingbirds of paradise 
dance among the daffodils 
and spirafo\g snakes transform 
he,aling wisdom from past pun. 
Interwoven threads ofmeaning 
shaking in empathic feeling 
brings forth the love we share. 
Above all, this is for you 
with heart failed joy and gratitude 
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Jane E. Granskog 

\.YC honor what you have borne. 
Your story brought to light 
imaged vision ofbody scars 
mapping the roads ofpain 
endured and transcended, 
witness to strength in sharing, 
healing the wounds ofwomanhood. 
You bless us with your presence. 



Valerie Lupei 

Don't touch, I might break 
Caution, unstable ground 

Step back, look but don't feel 
You don't know what you've really found 

Looks like a gem, but it crumbles like sand 
Don't ay to hold me, I'm ashes and snowflakes 

Melt in your heart and pool in your hand 
Don't look too close, it's thinner than you think 

A fly's wings, an ocean breeze 
I'm nothing like what you dreamed 
tum away ir's not worth your dime 

The allure fades much too soon 
I'm sandcastles, snowmen, a summer love 

Disposable, fleeting. beautiful yes, but never worth the time 
Keep walking I'm not worth your time 



Rafael Gonzalez 

A crack: 
My skin has become like brick and my eyes replaced by windows. 
Accompanied ones who speak only of their own names, dr.twn by 

my smell 
Do not be afraid to stare life and death in the fac,:, 
They will only shatter my glass and destroy my walls, 
Let it rain, if it doesn't, my talk will soon echo in my chest. 
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Kimberly Guion 

Kaleidoscope 

Your yellow locks of hair 
Axe ruflling feathers, and you say 
You wish it were brown, 
And you talk a blue streak. 
As you spin around in circles, 
You cry, "Ashes, Ashes, we all fall down!" 
I pluck out a white hair 
Swimming in asea ofcopper, 
Like my grandmother's 
Hair and ashen face 
The night the gray rain fell 
Down in February 
I cry •ashes, ashes, we all fall down."' 
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Kimberly Guion 

Waiting 

I wait 
As I pass by your lllble 
"Excuse me! Miss! Waitress! Ma'am!• 
So now I'm stuck with this label? 
Talentless, I balance four plates with case. 
Hopefully they'll be served on time. 
Jes true you won't remember me, 
Just that I forgot that third glass ofwine. 
And I wait 
very slowly, my patience starts to unravel, 
For my last party can't make up their minds. 
Today I've talked so much, my voice is now gravel. 
Ever accommodating, my response comes; scripted: 
"'It's okay, take your time." 
But it's here I'm encrypted. 
And so I w.iit. . . . 



Kimberly Guion 

Dusk to Dawn 

I sit here crying 
Red-blood teardrop, glass is stained, 
And I can't find 
My journal, so blue; 
With the sun, moon, and stars 
That was given to me 
Three C hristmases ago. 
I remember it when 
I sit here crying, 
Looking at pictures 
Like she used to sit, 
In her chair, velour and so green. 
Rocking the tears fell 
Down cheeks, wrinkled 
I sit here crying. 
And i w.int 
Myjournal, so blue 
With the sun, moon, and sra.rs 
I lay here crying. 
The sun will stare up at me 
And look at me, smugly. 
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R. Kolar 

The Life Force: A Note to MyDear Daughter on First 
Loves 

Pray sit and listen; this I must .say. 

There's nothing so precious 
As the wilt ofa rose 
Trailing its fragrance 
Eternally close 

Its stem arched in stasis 
With eminence near 
Releasing its essence 
The tragedy's clear 

Don't he J(> saddened; itS qnly thefray. 

G lowing in aftermath 
Conctding the fight 
Relaxing contentment 
Engulfing the light 

It's the solution 
Though hard to release 
You can't give in 
Or rebirth will cease 

You'll be replenished;gracefinds its way. 



R. Kolar 

The Boy Who Came From the Jungle 

Relaxing in my chair staring at the blurry-eyed, hypnotizing TV 
with the sound oftraffic buzzing by outside like the water-taxies 
in the big river on my mind. 

Matt was outside pacing back and forth-tack rag in hand. 
"Those bastards stole my hubcap and keyed my frigging car." 
111Cars a.re too damn expensive." 
Pride wained. 
"Hey! You don~ have to talk like that" 
"You dozit know what goes on in my mind!" 
"I think I do" 
"No! What?" 
"What do I do now-damn you?" 
"Do you think I'll get that job?" 
"Nobody wants me" 
"Boy, that would be great'-bcnefits 2nd all" 
-Yeah!" 
..But what now?" 
"You don't get i~ I hate this place." 
"You don't know what goes on inside my mind." 
"Why\! you do it?" 
"I'm not agood transplant.• 
•1~ rather be fishing-out there!" 
Wandering back in looking for a photo album, I noticed a shuffling 

sound. 
I turned. The tack rag floated softly to the ground. Beyond that, 

Matt was moving fut, 
"'Man! Don't! Come back!• 
The inevasible-traffic piled up. 
"No! No! No! Matt" 
"Come back!" 
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R. Kolar 

"'Come back!!" 
"Come back." 
"Oh no, come back," 
"Come back ... noooooo!" 
"Oh ... no . . . ,. 
"Wake up Dad, Wake up!" 
I came to relieved at the realization; relaxing in my chair starlng at 
the blurry-eyed, hypnotizing TV with the sound of tnffic buzzing 
by outside like the warcr-taxics on the big river in my mind. 



Prose 



Brooke King 

AMiNe/Z, Po, & RaWLiNZ 

"CodA11geldevil /cwr. In my house. Mak.e it hot &WI it 9ufrk. " 
-Henry Rollins 

M ost writers have a story of how they came to the 
rcali-z.ation that they were, indeed, &tcd to become 
writers. This is my bizarre tale. 

I wu supposed to be a musician. If my family had anything 
to say about it now, I'd be under>tudying in a symphony. They 
rosed me to be the perfect "fine arts geek": 15 year> ofclogging, 13 
year> ofvocal truning, 15 year> of£lute, 6 year> ofopera workshop, 
7 yem offunk/jazz, 10year> of piccolo, 3 year> of trumpet, and 5 
years of pcrcu$$ion. However, they don't have to say that, and $0 
I'm awriter. They see it as a•cute hobby."' 

How I made the decision is a gruesome, bloody tale. I fell 
in love with the craft after many years ofreading, and the turning 
point arrived the summer before my sophomore year in high 
school. 

I desperately wanted to please my family by partaking in a 
National Honor Band Tour of Europe. But in order to do that, I 
had to come up with the money. At the time, I wualso saving up 
for college expenses. I thought I shared my f-amily's dream of 
going to the VanderCook Conservatory ofMusic. 

A lack ofoptions led me to Pete's butcher shop. It was the 
onlyjob listed week after week in the classifieds. Money is money. 
I had been hunting before, seen my grandfather skin pigs, and 
helped pluck feathers from chickens. No big deal, right? 

In order for me to get to the butcher shop, I had to walk 
across the street and into the yard adjacent to mine. That took me 
into the dual parking lot used for the butcher shop and Dr. Holmes 
&. Son, the local dentists in town. In Dr. Holmcs's office, there 
were no comfy couches or chairs- in the waiting room. Instead, 
there were these small benches that resembled teeth. Atcheck in, 



Brooke King 

the patient would be given a number. Later Dr. Holmes would 
come out, large toothbrush in hand and say in avery manly voice, 
..Cavity number one, your time has come.• 

As I was walking towards the wooden building, butterflies 
swarmed my stomach. It's going to be great, I assured myself. A 
big porch fronted the one story building. Often men would Wllit 
for their orders drinking Old Style on the front porch. A gold sign 
hung on a pillu, tarnished with age. The structure read, "'This 
building is a historical site built in 1931." It looked more like 
something straight out of Ponderosn. 

I opened the door and felt a Strong whoosh ofcold air. The 
heavy wooden door latched behind me in a loud thunk. My eyes 
had to adjust to the darkness. There was a glass case full of meat 
sining on what looked like bloodstained parc.hment paper. Shiny 8 
x 10 pictures with r.cky gold frames hung on the walls. A large 
silver door was in the far left comer. Bluegrass music echoed in the 
background. The one window by the door was trying valiantly to 
provide enough light for the whole room, but it &.i.led miserably. 

Then a man came out ofthe back. He had on awhite 
smock covered in blood. Walking towards me, he was dabbing his 
hands on a crumpled paper rowel. The same rough brown paper 
towels that high schools and public restrooms are equipped with. 

Pete reminded me of a hickelf, ifone ever ~sted. He was 
short and had stubby legs, somewhat bovine. Bifocals accentuated 
his small squinty eyes. His few strands of hair were styled in a 
fashionable comb over. He had alarge grin, but ironically, not 
enough teeth to fill it. This didn't seem to conccm him, as he 
would find it amusing 10 pop out his dentures while talking to me. 

-Yer Brooke? I'm Pete." His slow, southern twang drew out 
each and every final syllabic. 

"'It's nice to meet you." 
He extended his hand toward me. It was blood sr:uned. 

My stomach churned. I decided in a last minute action co just give 
him the "'two finger salute" as it's known in Farmer City. This is 
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what farmetS do when they're driving or walking and see someone 
they know and want to recognize them without saying anything. 
They raise their index and middle fingers like a boy scout's honor 
and bring it up to their eyebrows, like a salute. 

He chuckled at my "'two finger salute." 
"Ready fer tha rer?" 
I nodded meekly, not really knowing what the "ter" was. 
The tour ("ter"} began where we were. On the wall hung 

the "Hall of Fame• pittul'C$ offarm animals that had won the loou 
FFA Fair "Best ofShow" in their category. The photos were of 
pigs and cows with red velvet robes and crowns offlower$ upon 
their heads. Beyond the entrance, a door that lead to the 
"'opcraring room/' a room full ofshiny silver equipment and silver 
tllbles that reminded me of my chemistry lab. On the south-side 
wall, a huge array of knives hung. (Tius would later be known as 
the "Wall ofSlaughter.") 

Pere showed me where I would wash my hands and handed 
me a smock from a hook. I put it on, and we pro~d further 
into the building. We re-ached a cold room, and he spat into one of 
the many brass spittoons placed strategically throughout the store. 

As we entered the meat locker, I began to feel a bit more 
nervous. Huge slabs of raw meat hung from the ceiling by hooks. 
Chains were drawn through every orifice ofthe animals. I felt like 
I was walking through some sort ofS&M torture palace. There 
were slabs ofmeat that were over six feet tall and weighed over 300 
pounds. I was., to say the least, overwhelmed. 

"Do ycr have aproblems with killin anirnafa?" 
I found it ironic thu a man who worked his whole life as a 

butcher mispronounced the word animal. I was sure the ad in the 
paper was a misspelling. HO\\·evcr, now I was less sure. 

"What?" I replied. 
"'Killin. Farmers come in with their livestock: pigs, 

chickens, and the sort. We kill cm and give em the meat." 
I took a minute to comprehend what he was saying. 
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"Ummmm .. . sure. Shouldn't be a problem.• 
.,,Good thing lit' missy cause we got 12 chickens coming in 

'bout an hour.'" 
That afternoon when the chickens arrived, Pete took one, 

laid it down on the •operaring table" and hacked its neck offwith a 
huge knife. I stood in awe as the chick,n -.ig-taggcd headless for 
the next few minutes. The day had become a bad dream. 

I tried holding a chicken with one hand and cutting offthe 
head with the other. It was an endless fight between us. I broke 
every bone but it$ neck. The chicken scratched up my arm and left 
a nasty chicken bite on my elbow. I still have that scar. I called 
Pete back in for help and he told me it w.,s no problem. 

•Just snap their necks."' 
Easy enough, I figured. Pete stood by, thinking I could 

easily follow his oral instructions. Bones arc a lot sttonger than 
people think. After a few attempts, Pete srcpped in and 
demonstrated the proper technique. He put the chick<n under one 
arm and with one quick, fluid motion snapped the neck with the 
other hand. I trapped the same chicken that I had tortured earlier. 
Its eyes were full of such sadness. I could sweat he was pleading 
with me to let him live. 

Why wu I doing this? I wanted to go home. At that 
point, in that summer, I could have walked out and chosen another 
life following the devotion of my family's idea ofwho I was. But I 
stayed. 

After a few hours of torturing those chickens, I achieved 
my goal. That afternoon, I took 10 lives, literally, in my bare 
hands. I went home with war wounds. To this day, I will never 
forget the sound ofa bone snapping or the feeling ofa once live 
body going limp in my hands. 

I didn't car lunch that day. In fact, I didn't eat supper that 
e,·ening. I was sickened by whar I had done. I lay down and my 
cat, Otis, glared at me. I could feel his contempt. I was killing 
animal-s-living creatures just like him. Sure, cats usually kill mice, 
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but mine didn't. He was a born vegetarian, it seemed. Anytime a 
rodent or bug would come near him, he would hightail it 
underneath my bed. 

l felt dirty, but l couldn~ quit this job no matter how 
horrible because it was the only one that paid more than minimum 
wage. This was my remaining choice. I needed the money. I was 
going to Europe. I was going to college. 

Meanwhile, by taking this job, my social life (whieb wasn't 
very active to begin wirh) began to take a plunge into the 
downward spiral. I tried very hard to fit into a clique in high 
school. Prior to working at Pete's l was just the "freaky redheaded 
band geek who always had her nose in a book." Now I was the 
"freaky redheaded band geek murdererwho always had her nose in 
a book." Instead oflaugh.ing it offlike so many other nickn•mes in 
elementary, junior high, •nd high school, I let it eat at me. Not 
retaliating in response to the name-calling, 1 allowed everything in 
my pasr to reach boiling point. I knew when I would explode like 
Pompeii it would be unpleasant. So for a bit of consolation, l 
turned to my books, thinking Henry Rollins's narratives could help 
comfort me. 

l picked High Adventures in th< Great Outdoor, in which 
Rollins dis,usses survival in the world around him. There was a 
particular passage that helped me endure my first summer working 
as a butcher. Rollins described his job working in a lab facility. 
After an outbreak ofectromelia, he had to execute of300 rats: 

They called mt a munkrer. A saint maybe, a murderer, 
no. After all, it was I who cured the illness. It was I 
who stopped its spread I des,rr,y,d the illand the weaA, 
those who were not fitfor sul"l/ival. Can't yqu seet IfI 
did a job that had to/Jedqne, I tritd tqgive rise to a 
Slrt1ng, pe,fttt. diJuse-free race. and)VJU call me a 
rrimi,u:/1 I am a humanitarian in the strongest sense of 
th,word 
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After I read that for the fust time, I realized that this man 
truly understood my circumstances. He did not compromise 
himselffor anyone. He lived his life and still wu an individual. 
From there on, Rollins became my mentor and I have bought every 
book and spoken word CD since with the knowledge that he 
would be there for me regardless. He became my dear friend that 
summer. The one I could tum to foran explanation. 

A few days after I settled into my job, the reigning De W itt 
county FFA Fair Pig Qpecn and fellow schoolmate ofmine, Krista, 
ca.me to the store. Krista represented everything that I wa.s not-
athletically inclined, fashiona.bJy dressed, homecoming queen, 
prom queen, cheedeade.t, and every te,achet's favorite student. At 
lunch she s.i with at the wooden bench reserved only for the 
popular clique, eating take out, while I sat in the cemetery with my 
best friend eating Pringlcs. I didn't understand why I was shunned 
by so many. They didn't take a chance to get to know who I really 
was. Every day that passed in high school, I felt more 
disconnecred from them, and every day I began to hate them more 
for excluding me in their world. 

She brought me her pig, Sarah, who had won the "Best of 
Sho~ that summer, After winning, the animal goes onto the FFA 
state fair. If the pig wins there, it is put on auction for corporations 
like McDonald's. The grand champion steer that year went for 
S45,000. Krista's pig had brought in 516,500. Sarah was the grand 
champion barrow. This stopped me. Barrow? I asked myself. A 
barrow is simply a pig that has been castrated before reaching 
sexual maturity. Who would call their male pig Sarah? I didn't 
have the courage to ask. 

Krista led Sar.th indoors on a leash and handed the reigns 
to me, like I was hu slave. I brought Sarah outside in the fenced 
back lot. Fint, I had to hose her down. Then Pete gave me the 
choice to distract her attention or to stun her. Pete said this was so 
that the animal would feel comfortable and not see their 
forthcoming death. I chose to be the entertainment. I lured Sarah 
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with a bucket ofslop but didn't allow her to eat because the 
digestive S}~tem has to purge for 12 hours before slaughter. He 
snuck up behind Sarah and shrugged his shoulders as ifto say, 
11Hcy, it's aliving/' and stunned her with his 650,000-voh gun. 
The powet dropped her to unconsciousness. 

We then carried Sarah inside and tied her up by her back 
hoofs to achain. Pete drew an imaginary "X" on her forehead. 
Raising his rifle, he shot her at point blank range (about an inch 
away). He hauled her up, and I put a bucket down to catch the 
blood. All ofthe blood must be completely drained from the body 
before the actual butchering process can begin. Pete defined a 
•good bleed out' to be at least four quarts. We would later reuse 
that blood to make blood sausage and blood pudding. Pete handed 
me the knife and told me to stick Sarah. I took hold ofthe knife 
and punct\lrcd her chest to sever the arteries ofher heart. 

Pete would then perform this ritual after each bleed out. 
He would dip his hands into the bucket one at a time. When each 
was sufficiently covered with rhe warm stickiness, he would then 
make acroo on the pig's torso like a priest baptizing a small child. 
Pete considered it a very religious ceremony himself. He said that 
it would help free the soul into the next world. Ir was his way of 
providing a eulogy. 

I stood at the operating table while Pete began Sarah's 
brining process. He put her in acold storage room to improve her 
flavor and retain the moisture. After a few hours, Pete began 
skinning Sarah. Most places now will just de-hait the animal, but 
Pete said he didn't like those "newfangled" ideas, and that they 
were wastes ofhis time. l went back to my work place, preparing 
for my first gutting. 

We hung her with her head to the floor, and I placed a 
garbage can between her hoofs. Pete started his incision and told 
me to put my hand inside her to catch her intestines. As he 
unzipped her, the heavy mass fell gracefully into my hands. 

•Beautiful, ainl it?" Pete asked. 
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I had to agree with him. In a stnngc way, it was beautiful. 
Ir was like a rainbow ofreds: crimson. maroon, burgundy, claret. 

We washed off the intestinal mass and threw away the 
waste. Then we hung her up to chill. Pete congratulated me on a 
great job and told me that I would finish up on my own. 

"'Finish up? I thought we were done:" 
He laughed softly. "Nope, I'm going to let yer do the 

primal cuts. I've gotta do some things up front." 
I stood, feeling very confused and scared. Pete motioned 

over to one of the operating tables. 
"It's all ready fer ya. Just foUa that thcr diagram on the 

wa11.• 
The picture showed a pig with lines sectioning offwhat 

section was which cut. There were also written directions below lt. 
It read that my first step was to remove the head. Great, I 

thought, another head. I felt like I was an immortal in the 
Highlanderseries, and that for every head I seized lightning would 
strike and I would absorb their strength and wisdom. That was not 
the case though. 

I began reading Edgar Allen Poe that summer. During my 
lunch I read "T he Tell Tale Heart." 

If,tillyou think me m,ul, you willthink ,o no longer 
when I desrribe the wiJe praautiom I took for th, 
concealment ofthe body. The m"ght waned, andI 
worked hastily, but in silence. First ofall I 
dismembered th«orpse. I cut offthe head andthe arms 
andlegs . . . I then replaad the boards J() tleV<rly, 10 
tunningly, that no human~()/ewn hi1-<tJuld 
hawdetected any thingwrong. Thm was nothing to 
wash out-no stain ofanykind-no blood-spot 
whatro,r. I had been too waryfor that. A tub had 
caught all-ha! ha! 
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I used my small knife to poke around the neckline for a 
severing point. After that was found, a hammer and cleaver were 
used to break rhe vertebrae and chip away the remaining bone. 
Then it was tiinc to break out the reciprocating meat saw. Pete's 
saw looked like acordless screwdriver, but on the end was a 
serrated knife. 

There was the sound, the roaring of the meat saw, the radio 
playing Hank Williams,Jr.'s "Hey Good Looking," the clinking of 
the tools hitting the steel table, the sniffing of my nose from the 
cold room, the ticking ofthe clock, 

Almost two hours passed when I finally finished separating 
what was left ofSarah into ham, neck chops, bacon, ribs, loin 
chops,jowl bacon and shoulder. Even her intestines were used-
her stomach became someone's fine hog ma.w dinner. We would 
sell the skin to dog owners, as dogs love to chew on pigskin. 

Afterwards, I stood at the operating table, images of Sarah 
still screaming through my mind. Hands resting on the ice cold 
metal, I could see my reflection. I needed to wash my hands. I 
scrubbed under scalding water to cleanse myselfof the bloodstains. 
I thought I wo,~d never be clean again. 

That night I dreamt ofSarah. I massacred her 
unmercifully, without stunning her or even shooting her at point 
blank range. I was skinning her alive. She was screaming in the 
voice ofa small child. Sudden!)\ an arm ofpot-bellied pigs and 
other bovine attacked me. T hey were •ngry that I was killing their 
king, their !coder. I was asstSsinating their Kennedy, their Martin 
Luther King,Jr., their Lincoln, their Gandhi, their Malcolm X, 
their John Lennon. 

I woke up in a cold sweat, my cat sitting on my chest, 
watching me sleep. I don't know how, but Otis knew what my 
dream wos about. Since I had started my job, he wasn't ts friendly 
to me as usual. Instead ofwaiting by the door for me as I would 
come home, he now slept through my entrance. At first I thought 
it was the smell ofother animals on me, so I would wash up 
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thoroughly before I came home. I now realize he was disgusted by 
the aura of death. 

As the weeks went by, I became quick at killing chickens 
,ind skinning pigs. I became aslaughtering machine, one animal 
after the other. The species didn1t matterj it was my duty. The 
quicker I finished chopping up the medium sized chunks of 
venison for Mr. Dubson, the quicket I got to cat my free lunch 
provided by Pete-a BLT sandwich. 

Although I became one of"them; nothing could prepare 
me for Mr. Harold Miller and Mr. Gene Sparr. These two men 
were the odd bunch ofall ofour customers. Most ofthe customers 
we.re farmers or hunters bringing in their kill These men, too, 
were "hunters..-but ofa different kind. 

Mr. Miller was a man ofabout 40 with a long scraggly 
mullet and a glass eye that he would pop out on Halloween to scare 
young children. He would kill opossums for the skin and expect us 
to be able to sell the meat to other people. He did the same thing 
with road kill. He didn't realize that people wouldn't want to buy 
this the eui,ine ofduck• ht four-wheeler or deer with• side of 
headlights and a touch ofbumper. Later I found out that he liked 
to shoot stray cats with his BB gun, which made me despise this 
man even more. His response to the ...cat shooting?" •I didn't kill 
any ofem- just srumcd them a bit." I used to think that man 
himself should be stunted. 

Mr. Sparr, on the other hand, was a bit more sane-not 
much, but a bit. He was in his 50s and had graying hair. He 
would hunt squirrels and other small vermin. Hd:i lure them with 
nuts and seed, wa.it for hours in the brush, and then blow them 
away. He would come in with six or seven squ.itrels in hand 
(holding them by the tails) depending on what the battle brought. 
He alway, wore fatigues and face paint as ifhe were in a war. In 
his mind he was. He said his enemy was the vermin. He told me 
once that it was Vietnam in his background. He told me only the 
strong swvive. I'm glad he never spawned children. 
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I remember specifically one day when Pete had to leave for 
a house call. He was like a doctor-except people paid him to kill. 
He was going out to butcher chickens for a housewife/widow. We 
were falling behind in work at the store, so Pete asked me to stay 
by myself. 

I never liked working the register. There was a.n underlying 
sense ofparanoia that filled my body when I was left alone in that 
building. The moment the paranoia started was when I began to 
read Edgar Allen Poe. I feared I could hear the pig he-..rts beating 
and the cow tongues whispering, "murderer" beneath the glass. 

.. [admit thedttd!-Tearup theplanh!hn-e, 
herd-It is the beatingefhis hideous heart!" 

As soon as Pete left the building, I changed the radio 
st>.tion to Farmer City's own WWHP, "'The Wrup." WWHP 
played bluegrass and cou.ntry from 3 a.m. until midnight. From 
midnight to 3 a.m. was my be<t friend's underground metal show. 
But within the vicinity ofFarmer City, there were only two radio 
stations-the other station was oldies. 

As the day went by, I slcinned some rabbits for me.rand 
slaughrered a few cruckens. I remember humming along with the 
Monkee's "Last T run to Clarksville" as I was preparing the cuts of 
the rabbits. It hit me then that I actually enjo)"'d my job. I had 
gotten over the initial shock ofkilling an animal to the point where 
my feelings softened into ambivalence. 

That summer I sta.rted writing to Henry Rollins. I never 
expected aletter back-I just wanted to vent to someone, even ifit 
was the guy who scans the mail and throws it all away. I did get a 
letter back though, which is now framed by my bedside. In it he 
told me that it1s easiest to be alone bec-ausc people get in the way. 
At the bottom, he wrote his email address and told me thar I 
should keep in touch that way, since he was always on the road. 

After four summers ofworlcing as a butcher, I decided it 
would be be<t to hang up my bloody apron and leave. And 



Brooke King 

although people look at me oddly when I tell them I was a butcher, 
I don't feel bad about it. I was not Hitler. I was ordered to 
terminate and I did so as efficiently as possible. I terminated lives 
because other people needed to survi~to eat. 

I met up with Rollins a few years ago before a show in St. 
Louis, a.nd we discussed our writings over coffee. During our 
meeting, Rollins asked me, "'Have you given up on people yet?" 

I told rum that there was a time in which I had. I was 
alienated as a child because of my religion. In high school, I was 
alienated because I was the *music geek:• I became used to not 
letting people in. I lived in no man's l•nd. I shut people out. It 
was a reflex. Anytime I needed to talk 10someone, Rollins was 
always there: in musicJbooks, and spoken word-ready and willing 
to sympathize. But I soon realized that he was in a very lonely 
place. 

"Brooke," he once told me, ..-Yoo can't go to where rve been. 
It'll destroy you." 

It's hard to make asocial transformation when I've been the 
*odd ball out• for so long. I'll never be this perfect, beautiful, social 
butterfly. The most I can hope for is to evolve from the quiet slug 
I've been for so long into a •nonnal" person, not quite as secluded, 
not quite as inhibited. T hrough my writing. I've made some of 
that transformation. I a.m no longer the ball ofhatred; hating 
because I was not accepted. 

As I write these words-outside, alone, listening to 
Sepultura, smoking my Reds-I am somehow filled with a sense of 
completion. Another door has been closed, another chapter 
finished in my Ufc-at least for now. 
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The Swim Cap 

I eon still hear the sound of the rushing water. It is like the 
filling up ofa very large milk bottle as I sank deeper and 
deeper toward the bottom of the swimming hole. 

My thoughts flashed through my head. •1 am going to die 
and I am only 11 years old!• I felt the gooey mud against the 
bottom of my feet as I pushed off the bottom. "Yuk, I can't 
imagine what might be down there!" It reminded me ofaweek 
earlier while swimming. I grabbed what I thought was a frog. 
When I pulled it out ofthe water, it was a foot long s:alamander! 
"Oh my God," I screamed. I let go ofit much faster than I 
grabbed it. 

Suddenly, I was conscious ofsomeone pulling me out of the 
water by one arm and sitting me on the deck. It was the lifeguard. 
"What happened to you? How come you fell in?" she asked. After 
rcgtouping and realizing I wasn't going to die after all, I tried to 
rcC211 what had happened. Then it came to me. Oh, no, my worst 
nightrnue had happened! I began weeping and yelling, "my cap, 
my cap!" I haddropped my swim cap in the water and in my effort 
to retrieve it I fell into the water too. AND I had not caught my 
cap. It had disappe..-ed into the muddy, murky water below. The 
lifeguard dove in and tried 10 find it, but to no avail. It was truly 
losrl My cryi.ng intensified. The lifeguard kept trying to question 
me to gtasp the significance ofthe cap. 

"It is my mother's cap . , ." I said, sobbing. The lifeguard 
tried 10 reassure me that it would be okay. Through my tears I told 
her, "And I d idn't ask her if! could use it! I just took it out ofher 
dresser drawer ffld used it1" The lifeguard just said avery big, 
•OH!"' Walking home from the swimming hole, my mind was 
busy trying to find a way to solve the p roblem of the cap. By the 
time I reached home, I had what I thought was agreat idea. "I'll 
wrhc aletter to my Grandma." 
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I quickly found a pencil and paper and began to write. I 
described Mom's cap in what I thought was vivid detail. "It is 
white, with wavy lines, size large, and it has a strap that snaps on." 
"Please Grandma; I wrote, "Would you send me a swim cap as 
soon as possible? I lost Mom's cap and she'll never forgive me for 
it!" I feverishly addressed and licked the envelope. I was so 
pleased with myself and proud of my letter. Then it dawned on 
me,"] have to have a stamp. I don't have astamp. Where will I 
get a stamp? I don't have any money. !fl ask Mom she'll want to 
know whom I am writing to and what is in the letter. What to do . 
. . what to do . .. Dad wouldn't be able to help; he lets Mom do the 
entire letter writing and mailing ofthe letters." 

When my mother came home that evening, I gathered up 
my courage and asked her if! could mail a letter to G randma. The 
expression on her face made me think she already knew something 
about this letter. I thought, "Geezc she not only has eyes in the 
back of her head, but maybe she can read my mind too.• 

Since I was never very skilled at lying, in a matter of 
moments, the whole story spilled out. My mother just looked at 
me with disappointment in her eyes. I was immediately sent to 
bed. For the next three days my mothe.r would not speak to me. 
She treated me like I wasn't there. By the evening ofthe third day, 
I felt like I was dying inside. Finally I asked her, "Whatdo I need 
to do for you to stop ignoring me?" She said very quietly, "You 
need to apologize." 
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The Red Hat 

My gnnddaughter, Calico Rose, came to.visit me and 
stty overnight las-t weekend. Being a curious little six-
yc,.r-old child, she spotted some large round boxes on 

my closet shelf. "What's in those big boxes, Grandma?" she asked. 
I explained the were boxes for hats I'd worn years ago in the 1980s, 
and since I still liked them, I kept them all these years thinking I 
would have occasion ro wear them again sometime. •woutd you 
like 10 sec them?" I asked. "Oh, yes, Grandma," she answered. 

I took the boxes from the high shelf and handed them 
down to her. She placed them all in a row on the floor. Opening 
them one by one, she uied on each hat and admired herselfin the 
mirror. She really looked cute in those old hats. She decided her 
favorite was abrown velvet with aveil; a little cocktail hat that was 
very chic. With her golden hair and brown eyes she was to be 
admired, indeed! 

One particular box contained a red hat. When she put it 
on her little head to model, a whole flood of memories came back 
to me, and I just had to tell her a Grandma story about another 
little girl with flaxen hair who one day acquired a new red hat. 

T he year was 1938. Wearing hats was common then. My 
Father never left the house without a hat on his head. He had a 
Panama straw hat for summer, avelour hat for winter and a white 
chef's hat ar his place ofbusiness. Mother, being a homemaker, 
wore hats less often. On Sarurday afternoons, she would do her 
weekly shopping, and my older sister, Peggy, and I would 
accompany her to town. Peggy and I didn't wear hats that day. It 
was sueh pleasant weather, and Mother had curled our hair nicely. 
Ringlets adorned our heads and bounced as we walked and skipped 
along the sidewalks eager to get to the stores and see all the 
merchandise the world had to offer. 

Going from store to store our accumulated purchases grew. 
Peggy and I were engaged in carrying some of the packages and 
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our arms were getting rather tired as we made our way to the last 
store before our walk back home. I felt pretty special as we entered 
the doots of the upS<:ale Grey Reids department store. This was 
the place for good quality items, and even at the age ofsix, I knew 
it was a special store. To wear something purchased from here 
made you feel really important. 

Mother took us directly to the children's department. My 
heart leapt at the prospect ofsomething for me from this store. 
Even just a pair ofold anklets would be special! I was excited! 

Mother stopped walking and turned to us and said in a 
serious, but kind voice, -You arc to be on your best behavior. We 
have come to buy winter coats. I will pick what is appropriate for 
you. I do not want any disappointed faces or pouting; (which was 
sometimes my cxpre$sion when things did not go my way). •1 have 
a limited amount ofmoney for the coats: she continued, 11and it is 
important that we choose carefully. Do you understand?" And we 
nodded yes, knowing that any coat from Grey Reids would fill our 
hearts with joy! 

The sales lady began to show Mother the coats in our srz.cs. 
I was trying on a navy blue mclton double-breasted style when I 
saw it. The red hat. Perched on ashelf with all the other children's 
hats-it stood out like no other. I couldn't r.kc my eyes offofit. 
It was so alluring! T he hat was ofrtd felt with a full brim and a 
red grograin band with a sort of half-bow around the crown. It 
wasn't so much the style, I think, as it wu the color. 

"'Mama, the red hat! Please can I try it on? Please, Mama, 
please!"' I pleaded. The coat didn't seem imponant anymore. I 
wanted the red hat. •Mama, please/' I begged. "After we've 
decided on the coats, you may try it on/' Mama said. 

And so the process of choosing a coat proceeded and ended 
with the navy blue for me and a camel hair for Peggy. It was time 
to try on the red hat! Down it came from the shelf, and the clerk 
placed it on my head. Looking in the mirror I was convinced it had 
to be mine. Peggy tried on hats too, but I would not remove the 
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red hat. I had no desire to tty on any other. I knew it would be 
perfect with the navy blue coat if only I could have it. 

I was expecting resistance from Mama to buy the red hat 
for me, but it never occurred! The price of the hats and the coats 
must have been within her budget because she did not say no when 
l asked if! could have the hat. It then dawned on me that we were 
to have coats and hats. Was this a sp<:cial day or what! 

There was, however, reluctance on Mama's part when I 
asked to wear the red hat on the way home. Mother always took 
things home so she could carefully look them over. They could be 
returned, ifnecessary, ifthey had not been worn. Shoes especially 
were to be tried out at home on the wool living room rug to be sure 
they didn't pinch or rub your toes. But this time Mama said yes. 
We could wear the hats home. 

We were almost there. Home was just a block away. Our 
arms were really tired because we had most ofthe packag,,s and 
Mother had the heavy coats. We'd all be glad to relieve our gone-
to•sleep arms of the heavy loads. 

Walking on the tree-lined streets had never been a concern 
in the past. Talk about being in the wrong place at the wrong time! 
The red hat and I c:eminly were. Walk-walk ...skip-skip ... 
tweet-tweet . .. plunk-plunk! The plunk-plunk landed on the 
brim ofmy new red hat! I took it offand looked at the white spot 
and ofcourse, I began to cry. It was no use for Mama to tty and 
console me. She said she could fix it ... clean it and the hat would 
be as good as new. I knew it would never be like new. I knew I 
could never wear the red hat again! 

But, l did. Mother did clean it. I don't know how. It was 
my only winter hat that year, so weu it I did. 

So beware oftrees bearing birds. Walk around them and 
never wear your new red hat home from the department store. 

As for the red hat on my closet she!£ It is awaiting its 
resurrection; waiting to be worn again. When I am an old, old 
woman, I oould join The Red Hat Society. There are lots ofold 
birds there, but none who perch in trees. 
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Resolution 

Until I happened upon the kid that had hayseed written all 
over him I had pretty much eonvineed myself to quit 
being a sucker for people who hang around outside the 

supermarket asking for a hand-out. The folks with the tinkly bells 
and red kettles, they're okay. It's the ones dressed in rumpled 
clothes, the kind who side up and ask me to drop adonation for 
God knows what through a slit in the lid of•n industrial sized 
pickle jar, those arc the ones I avoid. Just don't make eye contact, 
has become my mantra, u I duck my bud and slide put. 

Yes, I'd convinced myself almost completely until the other 
day, the day I eame upon the lanky youth with the farm-boy-come-
to• the-city-look about him. Shoulders hunched under a too-big 
jacket, leaning against the shopping cart rack, stuing off into the 
distance, unaware of my approach. •Excuse me; I said, my hand 
on the outermost cart, don't want to bump you. •Oh, sorry;' he 
said, quickly rising to his full height. 

Then, in a timid vo.ice tha.t was: little more than a whisper, 
he said, •Ma'am can you spare a little change so I can buy some 
groceries?"' My immediate thought was, no way, I'm not giving you 
any money. Huh, groceries, I'll bet. Drugs are more like it; how 
dumb docs he think I am? Yet he didn't look like a user; this boy 
with the whitish hair that seemed to defy a comb, he had .bout 
him an air ofinnocence. Maybe he really is hungry. He's skinny 
enough. But what clinched it was those blue, blue cyc:s-<:yes u 
virgin as the Sierra sky, young'"Old eyes that had seen too much and 
for far too long. 
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The Room Over the Garage 

The room over the gar2gc wasjust a.n unfinished attic space 
when the fumily moved into the house. It remained 
unchanged for several years until the young boy decided he 

was too old to share aroom with his sister. He was right about 
that, but the house only had twO bedrooms, and his mom and dad 
had one, so the two ofthem had to make do with the other. At 
least for a while. 

When he first moved out ofthe shared bedroom, he took 
up residence in a room attached to one end ofthe garage. The 
garage was about 25 feet from the house and had a large room 
added to one end ofit in which the washing machine and deep 
freeze had been placed. It had always been used as a laundry room 
and was equipped with stationary mbs that the previous owner had 
installed. Still, there was plenty ofspace for a bed •nd other 
necessary items needed to complete aboy's room. 

It even had a clothes closet and a little gas heater. Pretty 
neat for an eight-year-old. He felt very grown up having his own 
room and not even in the house. None ofhis friends were so lucky. 
They all had to sleep under the same roof as their parents did. He 
felt so macho! He wouldn't have admitted it ifhe had been afraid 
out there alone. Ofcourse he had his dog, and that dog was the 
best protection a guy oould have. He wouldn't let an intruder 
anywhere near. So, he was plenty sue. 

And he was his own boss out there too. No, he~ never 
move back into the house. Why, this was just like having your own 
place. No one bossing you around or messing with your stuff. Of 
course, he still had to come into the house to use the bath.room, 
and Mom wouldn't deliver his meals, so he had to come in for that 
too. But, all in all, he really liked his new found freedom. 

What he~ really wtntcd was the attic space above the 
garage. Man, that was really ne.i. Way up there, and you could 
look out the window wd ifyou leaned out far enough, you could 
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look all the ,vay down the street in both directions. But for now, 
he'd just have to settle for the laundry room. Someday he hoped to 
move upstairs, when he got a little older. He'd fix it up so it was 
liveable, then he'd move in and take his dog with him. 

It w11sn'1 too much later that his dad decided to go ahead 
and fix one end of the attic so the boy could move in. The other 
end didn't need to be finished beyond what it was. It was just used 
for storage. But his hiliwas going to be a real room. He'd 
decorate it with posters and trophies and such things as boys 
deemed essential. And he did exactly that. The posters were 
acrually as much on the ceiling as on the walls because ofthe way it 
sloped. The center of the room was ofregular height, but it sloped 
down to the walls which were only about four and a h.Jffeet rugh 
due to this being an attic. 

No matter, he wasn't any taller than that anyway. He put 
rus bed and chest ofdrawers and such against the walls and had 
plenty of"wl room• in the center. Gccz. His mom liked it almost 
as much as he did. She had alw•)~ said it should be illegal to build 
a house without an upstairs and a basement. It seemed she spent 
an awful lot oftime up there in his room. Naturally, she had to 
paint it and put down a rug and make currains, ill those dumb 
things moms do under the guise ofhelping out. 

But, that was fine too. Pretty soon even she would have to 
~dmit it was finished, and then she'<:i go away and it would become 
all his. And it was all his until he grew up •nd joined the Navy. 
Then it seemed th.at Mom took over again. 

She spent an awful lot oftime up there. She kept all the 
letters he sent home, and she<! go up there and read and re-read 
them. I guess it made her feel closer to him that way. I think 
sometimes she cried while she was up there, but she never said so. 
And then came the day about three and a hiliyears later, and he 
was home again. 

It wasn't too much later that he married and moved into a 
house ofhis own. Then his mom used the room for her vast 
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collection of books, art supplies, •nd a bunch ofother stuff. She 
didn't send too much time up there like she used to, but once in a. 
while, she would climb those stair> and dig out the suitctse filled 
with letters sent home and read them once again. 

They're still up there after all these year>. She just couldn't 
bear to part with them. 



Nancy Edwards 

When the Earth Calls 

W hen I finally sec my fint dead person, it is my father. I 
go into Palm Mortuary in Las Vegas with my mother 
:ind sisterand walk into a pale blue viewing room. It 

is the iUuminata, a resurrection ofspirrus. atipping ofthe angel's 
wings onto earth. He is perfect again. His silver hair is brushed as 
softly as he would have done it himscl£ He is dressed as ifwe will 
go out for Christmas dinner; he is immaculately conceived in the 
nonheastcrn Cornell University tradition which belonged to him, 
dark suit, Ivy League striped tic. My mother and sister cry because 
he is so beautiful. I cry at the incompleteness, the unfinished 
business ofcraving a pa.rent's praise. This is my descent into a 
place I never imagined possible. 

Only 72 hours ago, I had called my mother long-distance 
and asked, "Aft you sure he's really dead?• The truth is a large 
indelible spot on my mind at 3:00 a.m., and I am unable to •bsorb 
something so final and terrifying. My mother docs not wait to 
convince me herself. 

Mother speaks in her languid southern draw~ "The 
coroner's here. You want to talk to him? He'll tell you." She 
hands the phone over to him. 

I sit on the 0oor by the bed to lean against something. I 
a.sk ifhe, too, is sure that Fatheris really dead. The coroner's voice 
comes from deep inside his diaphragm and hymns could originate 
from his lips. 

"I am sorry about your father; he says. 
"A,e you sure he's dead? H e could just be asleep.• I say this 

instinctively. I want to protect my father. 
-Yes," he says.. •He has passed on." His voice is deep, 

serious. 
"How do you know?" I cannot believe these words have 

come from my mouth. 
"We know these things,' he says. 
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I c,,n hear the phone being handed over to my mother. 
There is awhoosh of air, as ifsomething had emptied out. 

I tell my mother I had first called the Las Vegas Hilton by 
mimke. I could hear the slots and whir of the casino in the 
background as the oper.uor spoke. Mother's neighbor called me 
and said I needed to contact my mother immediately. It was 3:00 
a.m. I had called the wrong place. Now it was clearly my mother, 
the coroner, and no father. 

When I pack for the trip home to Las Vegas, the urgency is 
gone. There will be no rush to take Father to Sunrise Hospital 
again, no desperately contacting faraway relatives, no Father to 
rally and 10 bring back home to stay with us. 

Mother wants a photograph ofFather in thecasket before 
they bury him. I want a lock ofhis silver hair. I have a camera, but 
I can't take the picture. Every time I sec him, he is on the altar of 
the other world. The casket is set on a pluform, silver, lined with 
ivory satin, and he must not be distu.rbcd. I have cried so much 
that the funeral director has tried to comfort me by giving me the 
programs with Father's names and dates free ofcharge. The 
funeral director tells me about tragedies in his own life. He has 
lost a child; I cry for him, too. 

It is October in Las Vegas with the slightest wind. The fiat 
land parallels an open, smooth sky. I have known these Octobers 
and welcomed them all through high school and college. 
Everything will be different now. A cashier at the Golden Nugget 
casino told me only hours ago when I had dinner there that this is 
my lucky day. I said nothing. I could not speak this truth to her. 

The archangel ofdeath has come to take my father away. 
We srand ar the weighing srarion, in the routing a.rca, in the 
terminal of the last will. No one is able to take the picture ofhim 
in the casket. I cannot touch his hair to trim a. piece to keep. I am 
too sad. 

When my mother, my sister, and I go ba.ck to the house and 
I read through some ofhis irnport?.nt papers, I see Father's date 
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book. He has noted •haircut" for Octobct 12. He is already dead. 
I will dream repeatedly that he resurrects and takes us to dinner, 
then dies again. The earth has summoned back one ofits souls. 
The eatth accepts and delivers. The earth remembers, and the 
earth comfons lts tired and weary. And even in the silence ofhis 
eternal rest, Father~ le$$0nS will fulfill their destiny. 



Nancy Edwards 

Physical 

Suzannc slammed her tennis racquet in the back of her car 
without caring where it landed. She was disgusted with 
herself. She was off her tennis game luely. She felt achy 

and tired after only one set, md her legs felt rubbery running the 
balls down. She thought she was a good competitor. She started 
obsessing, living on the edge ofdoubt. At 36, she had just been 
annihilated by awoman in her 60s at the tennis club. Suzanne 
couldn1t hold her serve. The older woman had out hit her, out run 
her, and barely let her scott a point. More embarrassing to 
Suzanne's ego, Marge Apperson, had barely broken a sweat while 
Suzanne wis drenched. Marge bragged a.bout a tennis camp she 
had attended. She said Suzmne needed to be in berrer shape first 
to even qualify. Suzanne played doubles every week at the dub and 
did workout$. She thought she was in good shape. Doub!$ about 
her health nagg,d at her now. 

She did not want to tell her tennis friends, but she made an 
appoinrmenr with her inremist, Dr. Cmig C•ppell. He alway, 
listened to her carefully and reassured her. Suzanne wondered if 
Marge mightjust be an iron woman competitor or ifshe was just 
not measuring up. 

Two years had slipped by since the lasr physical, so she 
agreed to rhe big ticket, the complete workup. Suzanne dreaded 
the cold, s~inlC$$ steel instruments, but she knew it was going to 
be asked for. No use fighting it. 

Dr. Cappell had a really good reputation. She had known 
him for nearly five years. He was on many short list$ ofthe best 
doctors in town. 

She left work early to make the appointment in rime. She 
told the secretary in the high school where she was a counselor that 
she had a doctor's appointment. One ofthe counselor> would 
CO\'er for her srudent$ forthe afternoon. The school was teeming 
with student$ and staff. She liked her fellow counselors and her 
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principal. This was the bestjobshe had ever had, and she could 
feel people treating her differently now. She was helping to change 
kids for the better just as she alway, hoped she could. 

Suzanne pulled her cu into the parking lot beside the 
doctor~ complex. There were few spacesj she could see that Dr. 
Cappell was in demand. There were some high-priced cars in the 
puking lot. She was proud he was doing so well. He had started 
in a really small office when she fu>t knew him. They had talked 
about their goals when she f>.l'St went to him and now, both had 
moved up the success track. Amazing. she thought. She felt a 
little nervous to see him. She felt sure nothing serious could be 
wrong. 

She found a comfortable place near the coffee mblc and 
picked up magaiincs she never bought for hcr>clf. She chose 
8-ntun for younger girls and scanned the lead headlines. She 
wanted to sec what her students read. She knew very well what 
happened 10some ofthem. 11,cy cunc to school battered, with 
babies; some overdosed, some she saw once or twice and they never 
came back. She hurt inside for their Joss ofinnocence. She 
wanted to write in their school files that they needed their parents 
to take them back, like eggs still needing incubation, to let them 
finish ripening before going out into the world at la,ge. The girls, 
particularly, were damaged irreparably so easily. It did not toke 
long in her job to sec how much you were needed, yet how little 
you were allowed to do. She lcuncd something new daily on the 
job. 

The Se'f.lenteen magazine had stories inside on Raising Your 
Child Solo; Date Rape; Avoiding Sexually Transmitted Diseases. 
She could not have thought about these things when she was 17. 
She remembered at 17 wanting to travel with her best friend, 
Miranda, before they went offto college, each trying to decide 
which college to attend and whether or not to live in acertain 
dormitory. That pursuit seemed absurd nowi girls wa.ntcd 
lifesaving information. She thought ofher yoonger brother.Jack at 
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16 who had let her win at tennis and taught her to ski downhill. 
He did not seem like the boys the articles were about. She was 
nearly finished with an article about an unmarried girl of15 raising 
an infant when she heard her name called. 

She left the magazine in the chair ,nd followed the nurse to 
on examining room. She felt foolish when the nurse began asking 
about her symptoms. What should she say? *This older woman .r 
the club beat my pants off at tennis and said 1am out ofshape, so I 
must have something wrong with me/" and that she wanted all 
sorts ofmedic.I tests. She phrased it more appropriately with 
worlds like "sore muscles,. and ..more easily fatigued than usual." 
The nurse took notes, looking up at her quietly. Not even a smile 
or word ofencouragement. Suzanne wanted to leave now. She 
changed her mind. 

*Just toke offeverything and put the gown on. The doctor 
will be in to sec you in a few minutes,.. were the nurse's parting 
words. 

She felt trapped as she undressed. Her blood pressure was 
norm.I, and her weight held steady. She draped the green gown 
around her with gaps open, leaving sensitive areas on the edge of 
exposure. She sat back in the straight b•cked office chili and 
thought about what to say to the doctor. 

He was easy to talk to ,nd like a friend when she first met 
him. He had been new to town when she first came to his office, 
and they hit it offright away. She had confided in him about a 
relationship that had broken up after she sruted working at the 
high school. He promised her that the right one could come along. 
A number ofright ones seemed to come and go in and out ofher 
life since then. She wished one would stay, and she could come in 
ond tcll him she was finally with someone permanendy. 

Suzanne touched her left knee where some pain had come 
when she ran to rcru.m balls on the court. She remembered the 
childhood accident-when a neighbor boy had accidentally cut her 
with the tip ofhis small h.rchet, and she had run home to her 
Orr/>M · Po,;e102 



Nancy Edwards 

father crying. He held her on his lap when she got the tetanus 
shot and stitches until she fell asleep. That was when she was five. 
She missed his voice and words of c,ncouragement. Some days, she 
was caught offguard by how many decisions you had to make as 
the so-called adult. Her decisions now impacted lives she barely 
knew. 

Dr. Cappell came in filled with energy and seemed happy 
to see Suzanne. "Two years is a long time! Let's nor wait this long 
again, Suzanne," he told her. He shook hands with her. He looked 
better than ever with slight hints ofgrey in his blond hair. He had 
always worked out and now moved gracefully and used his hands 
gently and skillfully as he examined her. The nurse stood to one 
side as he did her breast exam and pelvic exam. He was careful 
considerate. Suzanne did not feel the embarrass:menr and 
awkwardness that she had with some doctors. 

He used a little hammer to check reflexes in her knees a.nd 
she admitted that she felt some pain at times in her knees after 
running in tennis. She had heard ofall kinds oftests, like MRI's 
and scans. 

•1t•s not that bad, just a little pain at times.• He put his 
notes in her files. 

•&e you taking anything from other doctors or over the 
counter? Or recreational drugs? He had to ask her. 

"No recreational drugs. That might be a hit with the kids, 
but not with my principal." 

They both laughed at the way she said it. She sounded a 
little dramatic. 

He listened as Suzanne spoke about her father's sudden 
death last June just when they thought he was reoovering from• 
heart attack. She heard her voice break as she said she bad hoped 
to be married, more settled, before he died. Now it was too late. 
Dr. Cappcll said he understood her feelings, that he had been close 
to his father, too. 
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He completed his exam, listened to her heart, ordering the 
tests, and lab work. She waited for him to tell her she was fine. 

He touched her shoulder gently and told her to get dressed 
and then come into his office down the hall when she finished. He 
had never said that to her before. 

"Sure," she said. She stiffened and looked at him. The 
green examining gown hung leo<ely over her. She felt vulnerable 
now. 

"I'd like to talk to you," he said and quickly left the room 
She felt her hands shaking and slightly dizzy. What had he 

found? she wondered. Did he see some terrible thing in her 
physical? She wanted to quickly call her sister or her mother or her 
friends. She went into the restroom and tried to compose herself. 
She didn't want the doctor to think she was already p2nicked. Her 
face felt flushed as she went into his office and sat in a chair facing 
his desk 

Dr. Cappcll's private office was the kind any professional 
would Wfflt. He had a large, expensive couch, a fine leather office 
chair for himself, beautiful plants, and agreat view outside. 
Picture$ ofhis wife and children were in various places. His 
bookshelves had rows of medical books. Diplomas and medical 
awards were around the room. His life must be nearly perfect, she 
thought-a.nd it hit her that she might have something terrible 
happening to her-unexpected. 

She regretted all ofthe junk food she had eaten. She could 
have some rare illness. Then she thought about having a sexually 
transmitted disease from her college days or from someone she had 
trusted-how could she tell anyone? She had heard stories about 
people who had to list all p,mner in the last 10years because they 
carried communicable diseases. She coold see herself contacting 
men she knew who had married since their relationship with them. 
She imagined telling her principal that she had to be •way on sick 
leave for something drastic and the teachers' lounge buzzing with 
st0ries about her. She had been very careful- and selective. It 
wasn't fair . ... 
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Then he came in. He had her file in his hands. He ms 
calm and pleasant. 

"Did you ftnd anything wrong?" She could not wait for the 
buildup. •Anything weird or terrible?" Suzanne tried to disguise 
the fear in her voice and sound casual. 

"Oh, no no! I'm sorry ifyou thought that! Everything 
looks fine with what I saw today. Perfect." 

Suzanne felt her shoulders loosen and her legs relax. It was 
nothing. He just wanted co talk to her. Probably recommend 
exercise and viramins. She felt herselfsmiling at him again and 
waited for him to speak. 

•Everything else going well for you?" 
"Yes, I think so." That was easy to answer. "I love my job. 

Just had some concerns about running and tennis and all/' 
"Your knees might be helped by some warm ups, but they 

look fine. We can do x-rays, a few tests, ifyou want. And certain 
exercises." 

"Yes, that would be great," she could sec he had something 
else to say. He turned his head slightly, more toward her. 

"Axe you seeing anyone special?" He needed that 
information to see ifher problem could be stress-based. 

•oh, no, not right now. I am $!ill looking." She did not 
mind telling him the truth. 

He shifted forward in his leather chair and looked directly 
at her as if she were the most delicious ice cream sundae he had 
ever seen. 

•'Have you ever been up to Cambria or Santa Barbar.t? 
Seen the Channel Islands?" 

"Sure, ir's great up there. Are you going to write me a 
prC$cription for aweekend over there?" She got it now. He was 
going to recommend that she relax more, take some time off. 

"Would you like to spend a weekend with me? I have a 
very nice place over at the coast. I have aboat, ifyou like sailing. 
It's all very private." 

°"""4•-IOS 



Nancy Edwards 

Her face went bright red. She could feel it. It was hard to 
speak to him now. She did not expect this. Her throat was dry. 
She hoped he would not notice . 

..I can't right now. I have t lot ofschool work on weekends, 
you know." She heard her voice sounding childish, not like a 
grown woman. 

"'I have been wanrlng to invite you for a long time. I think 
we have a lot in common, and wc<I get along really well." He was 
unfazcd by her embarrassment. 

"You arc easy to talk with." She hoped he did not think 
that would evct be ayes. 

•J'd like to spend more time with you and get to know you 
better." He stood and shook hands and offered a very friendly 
smile before leaving the room. 

Suzanne put the order, for the tcsi:s in her pur>e and stood 
when he was gone. She paid with a check ,nd left the office with 
her checkbook still in one hand and her keys in the other. She 
yelled at him and at herself all the way home. She did not want to 
face work. She did not want to talk to anyone at school now. She 
wanted to call the doctor and tell him he was out oflinc. She 
wanted to tell her friends to watch out for him. He was not the 
person she believed. She had met his wife at a charity function; his 
wife was a good person who didn't deserve this. And there were 
his kid,. Suzanne felt like the offer was really just a bad drc1m, an 
abcrrati01\ ofthe moment. 

Then she remembered how comforting he was, how gentle 
his hands were, bow she had fantasized about being with him. She 
had even joked with her friend about what a line ofwome.n there 
would be ifhc were , ingle. She was f11ttered th1t he wanted her, 
that he found her body and her mind attractive. He had seen 
many women, yet he chose her. 

She took a shower and ate dinner in her robe. The efi"cct 
was like astrange pain to her, an exhilaration and adeep ache at 
the same moment. There was pain in knowing someone she cared 
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for was different from what she thought. There was pain in 
knowing that her fantosy could be made into reality. 

In the morning, Suzanne's view shifted again. She 
remembered dating an accountant she had met while getting her 
taxes done. Maybe the current life styles allowed for profo;sionals 
to relate more closely. Still, Dr. Cappell had examined her, seen 
her entire body-and he was married. Something felt wrong about 
all ofthat. She felt odd, out ofplace in the reality oftoday. 

She thought about Darlene Connors, her friend who was a 
nurse at the university hospital. Darlene was astrong tennis player 
and knew Dr. Cappell. She could confide what happened with Dr. 
Cappell to Darlene and at least get back on m.ck. 

Darlene was one ofthose women men fight over. She was 
tall, very full-breasted, blond with blue eyes, and self-assured. She 
could walk into a room and have everyone listening to her 
immediately. While Suzanne had a shy streak, Darlene was 
completely outgoing. Darlene was a magnet to men. 

Darlene had been married twice and had numerous liaisons 
with men. She had a large appetite for life. Her sense ofhumor 
made Suzanne want to spend rime with her, and she was a talented 
tennis player. Darlene was a sort ofauthority on advenrure and 
men. 

They met over at Beacon Park, close to D2.rlene's home. 
She was on call and had to be near the hospital, so they were not 
sure how long they could play. They spun Suzanne's racquet for 
fi.rst serve. Darlene won and hammered the first serves in, sending 
Suzanne hustling. She rerumed half of them. 

"You're getting better,' Darlene yelled across the net. "Arc 
you in love, yet? Mu1t be that!' She laughed while she served. 

•Maybe so, I'll tell you ifyou double fault." 
•Not a chance. Your secret will die with you, babe." 

Darlene did not take the bait. 
They had a banter going. Suzanne really relaxed when they 

played together. They complimented each other when one made a 
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good shot. It was a warm October afternoon, and the sun \Yil.S still 
high as the women tried to outdo each other. Darlene was quicker 
and placed the ball at Suunne's feet, hard to pick up. Her 
overh..ds were accunte and chopped just beyond Suzanne's 
racquet head. Suzanne managed a few double-handed 
backhands-swinging the racquet with full force like a baseball bat. 
They c:alled •good shot• and "nice try" to each other, enjoying the 
game together. Su-zanne played better than she had with Marge. 
She felt her game coming up. She was quicker, stronger than she 
had been before. Darlene gave her confidence. They stopped to 
rest after the firnt set, each puffing a little. They sat with their 
backs against the court's mellll cyclone fence, side by side. 

Suzanne opened the subject of Dr. Cappell when they 
caught their breath and finished their water break. Suzanne told 
her about the physical examination and Dr. Cappcll's invitation to 
spend the weekend together. She told Darlene she was surprised--
embarrassed, disappointed in him. Darlene was smiling, using a 
white towel to wipe the back of her hair and her arms damp with 
sw,.t. She did not ask for any details. All she sa.id was she could 
see how that shocked Suz.,nne. 

"Want to play another set?" They could page me any 
minute. 1have time until they call, Suzanne."' 

They changed sides and walked over to their new courts. 
Darlene to0k the service position, her blond ha.ir catching the 
bright October sunlight. Her tennis whites stood out ag3inst her 
tan skin. She looked like someone who should be on the cover ofa 
tennis magazine. The first serve was in, and Suzanne ran for it; 
and connectedi Darlene went back from the cross court forehand 
and scored the point. Then she stopped the game suddenly. She 
had both balls in her hand as she walked up to the net. Suzanne 
came forward to the net. too, her racquet at her side, surprised that 
Darlene had interrupted the game. 
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Suzanne wondered ifDarlene's pager had gone off, or ifshe 
wanted to quit for the d,y. D..-lene looked at her friend across the 
net and said, "You should have gone. You would have liked it.• 

Suzanne looked at her, waiting for more and Darlene 
turned, w,Jked back and threw a yellow-green ball high into the air 
and connected in adeep spin serve which sprang in the opposite 
direction th•t Suzanne was ready for. She took a full lwd swing 
and missed the ball completely. The serve was awinner in any 
book, dean, powerful, with an unexpected turn. 

''How do you know?" Suzanne h.ad to say it. 
Darlene was laughing now at her friend. Suzanne smiled, 

too, as the ball went past her shoulder and danged against the 
fence. 

"You missed out. He's grut in bed. You should h,ve 
gone." 

Suzanne had to call the next ball out,just past the line. 
Their hair wu wet and curling and their checks were flushed from 
running. D..-lene be•t her friend two stnight sclS, but she could 
not help noticing that Suzanne was improving a little each time. 
She could sec that Suzanne would be able to pick up the spin 
serves soon, that she would nor be thrown offbalance by the 
unfamiliar coming at her. 

"You are definitely coming closer. I can sec you rc,ching 
for it/' Darlene said. 

-i can feel it, too. I know the pattern better now," Suzanne 
called back to Darlene. Her knees did not hurt anymore and she 
felt better with each shot. Darlene was pushing for them to pby a 
third set. Suzanne would h,vc turned down the offer only • week 
ago, but she felt stronger than she had before. She might even uk 
Darlene to teach her the spin serve. 



Nicole C. Lobello 

We have to diJtru.rt each other. 
It's our only defanst against betrayal. 

-Ttnness,, Williams 

Kind ofCancer 

H e was dead. No grey limousines and no endless roW$ of 
relatives patting hands and wiping tears. I miss the hum 
of mindless c-hatter rising above steaming, bittersweet 

chicory coffee. I need to sit in the back room ofthe funeral home 
and surround myself with the usual w2fu ofcigarette smoke. 
Where are the familiar proofs of his passing? Will there be any 
point in searching for them now while drowning in the pink sea of 
my bathroom floor? Sprawling my legs and arms across the 
ootton•candied tiles, cool drops ofsouthern humidity chill my skin. 
Couldn't hear the faint strains of Dixieland jazz announcing the 
funeral procession, but it was real . . . he was gone. 

We found out too late that it was the kind ofcancer, the 
kind that slowly unknowingly eats away at its host. Reminded me 
ofa piece ofsummer frui t, so perfectly ripe for the taking. Ever 
notice once the apple is rolled over how startling the rot polluting 
from the inside can be? How many times had I touched him and 
not known? How long had it taken for his outward signs 10 show? 
Perhaps we discussed the newest political scandal or the outrageous 
price oftomatoes at the market, and I didn't know he was slowly 
slipping away. Why the guilt? Why is it always the person who 
isn't sick who feels like dying? 

Plun< ...plink ... plink. Drops ofhumid water fall from 
the bottom ofthe toilet onto the tiles-a c-.um, cool quiet. The 
bathroom had always served up a time to think. Run a steaming 
bath, stand in front ofthe mirror, and lift the glass to my mouth. 
Alone, I could pick through the pieces. Surely there were signs. 
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Think. Replay the memories like movies in my mind and search 
for his eyes. Look for the dimming in his eyes. Did the rumor 
spark life during a lazy weekend walk through peddlers' stands in 
the French Market? Ma)be he grew more ill over drinks at 
Antoine's with our friends. I couldn't see anything. No signs. No 
dimming in his dark brown ,vindows. I had watched him close 
those familiar shades so many nights. I had acknowledged the 
black glazc--thc emptiness in them that last time. 

Soak in the rub, close my swollen eyes, and tty 10 think of 
something else. What the hell am I doing listening for his 
footSteps? Stop looking at his toothbrush on the sink. The damn 
library won't stop calling about his overdue books, and I c•n't seem 
to throw out any ofhis things. What if! threw •way something 
that held a clue, among his technical books that always confused 
me, underneath dozens of muslj- r-shirts that still hold his scent, 
lurking in a snapshot ofhim or us or something . .. anything? At 
least one item might provide an answer. He didn't give me one. 
No, he left me here alon~ soaking in atub, staring at his 
toothbrush, listening for him. 

Slosh. Water pools on shiny pink tiles, and I tty to reach 
the ringing phone without slipping. Sympathy calls. Friends 
trying to sound empathetic, but just sound pitiful. ".I'm so sorry ... 
heard about it from Ellen yesterday .. . woulda called sooner but .. 
. how ya holdin up?" Words picked with too much care. Some 
people can't handle it, incapable or unwilling ofrevisioning me 
without him. They choose to fade into the phone c,alls not 
rcrurned. It's easy to spot the ones who can't, or maybe won't, 
accept the fact that he's gone-have I? 

Hear the answering machine pick up, "Hi . , , we're not in 
right now. Leave us a message ... we'll call ya back!" I slump into 
the chair next to the phone, the pain radiates from my stomach, 
stinging my limbs. My hand numbly picks up the receiver, but I 
cannot make words come out ofmy mouth. 
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A voice on the other end softly speaks, "Hey, girl, it's me . . . 
umh, how's it goin?1' 

A grunt passes through my lips. My oldest girlfriend 
knowingly pauses then tells me that she is stopping by to check on 
me. I set the phone down but cannot get back up from the chair. 
My body refuses to listen to me anymore. My eyes resign from 
crying and refuse to release anymore pain. My heart insists on 
pumping, ignoring my protests. My brain remembers things that I 
beg to delete. 

Ding•ding•dong. She will understand. I held her in my 
arms when she lost her fiancc two years ago. She knows. She 
spoke to me about missing the small things. I finally understood 
what she meant. 

I miss the indulgences. A note, a touch, a glance. He 
didn't care ifwe spent all morning in bed. At least that's how it 
was in the beginning. Not much time for those things rowatd the 
end. 

•Just too busy, honey . .. catch you this afternoon ... we'll 
make a date for this weekend." I knew how important his work 
was to him, so Ididn't want to pressure him for more time,. 
Anyway, I was regretfully busy, too. However, I pretended to 
understand when he had to work late nights and made excuses for 
him at dinner parties and holidays. 

My legs stand up and walk toward the door; my hand pulls 
it back to reveal her-the one who began all of this. •Got this 
great guy for ya; she had said, "We'll all go out ... nab, it doesn't 
have to be a real date . .. just come out and meet him.Ill A coupJe 
ofvodka martinis that night and several months later, without 
searching, it became more than a real date. After seven years of 
marriage, I could tcll you the name ofevery girl he dated swring 
back in junior high, the exact direction he liked his hair combed, 
even the neck si-ze in his dress shirts; but I couldn't see inside. 

UJ can't believe how fast this happened," she tells me, as we 
sit down next to each other. "How ya handlin it~ 
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Try not to sereamJ throw up, pu1\ch her in the face. •rm 
NOT!" I shriek, "W hatcver,just don't fccl sorry for me. I'm bout 
to go offon the next person who gives me rthe look.' " 

111Sorry-but ya gotta admit, there's gonna be questions 
people'll wanna ask,• she shoots back. 

"I've got it ... how bout I just paint a sjgn and nail it to my 
forehead? It'll read, 'He's gone-rm here-Get over it!!!' 
<l!iestions answered- problem solved!" 

"Hon', we're hcte for ya, not out to hurt ya more," she 
catches herself and shuffies a bit, -what I mean is sometimes it 
helps to talk through stufflike this. Well, I mean, uh, some people 
get caught up analyzin why things happen and all to help 
understand the loss. I mean, did ya cvc-n know what was goin on at 
first?'" 

The urge to stab her with my sorrow and somehow have 
her hurt as well overtakes me, "Guess ya might as well tell me how 
stupid and clueless I was.• 

1111 don't think you're stupid," she presses my hand into hers, 
"I think you're just as surprised as we all were, and ya shouldn't 
blame yourself." Still holding my hand, she leans in more closely, 
-],ut whar'rc ya tellin everybody? There's questions, right?" 

I look inside her eyes for more than a moment and t2.kc in 
who she is. I've learned that now. She doesn't deserve his anger. 
It's not her fault that he's gone. C losing my hand around hers, my 
lips tell her, "When they ask, I'll tell them it was a kind ofcancer. 
I didn't know how long it had been eatin away at him. I didn't sec 
the signs because he kept it well hidden. It was a kind ofcancer 
that took him from me .. . and now be belongs to her." 
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A Summer in the San Joaquin Valley 

In the San Joaquin Valley, summertime means extreme 
rempcran.ircs. There arc times when it gets so hot that you 
can feel your sweat boiling as it evaporates from your body. 

Emmffluel was the son ofa farm laborer, and he was accustomed 
to this type of heat. He had been working in the grape fields of 
Delano ever since he was old enough to balance tr.I)'$ filled with 
grapes on a wheel barrel. His first summer working in the fields 
almost caused him to faint from heat exhaustion. Not because of 
the heat, but because he was ahotheaded adolescent who wanted 
to be the best damn grape-picker to walk the grape fields of 
Delano. Emmanuel was aMartinez; he knew that alazy worker 
would bring dishonor to the family name, but the fact was that a 
worker who fainted at work brought more shame, and this was 
what g,,ve him the strength to get through his first day at work. 

Emmanuel did not like working in the fields. Hell. His 
father did not like working in the fields either. but it was an honest 
job that put food on the table. He worked in the fields because he 
needed money to go to oollege. He had been going 10 oollege for 
two years and he felt ashamed of himselfsometimes because 
people could not undmtand why a college srudent would work in 
the fields. At times he did not understand it either, because every 
summer it fclr like it would be his last summer working in the 
fields, but he oould not escape the intoxicating smell ofsulfur and 
pesticides. It was as ifhe needed the fields, because they humbled 
him, and because he liked the field workers; they were like the 
water that strengthens the roots of the grapevines. They were 
people that he oould relate to, and at rimes his srudcnt personality 
evaporated in the intense summer heat, and he would return with 
the morning dew not as astudent, but as a person who had been 
working in the fields his entire life. 

The heat exploded in the afternoons, and there was no 
escaping the backlash of the mushroom cloud that it created. 
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Emmanuel hungered for a breeze, but there would be no breeze 
today-they bad been too engulfed by the summer heat. 
Emmanuel thirsted for water; this meant th.at he had to take the 
wheel barrel to the other end ofthe furrow. Two hours had passed 
since lunch time, and he had been working nonstop. He felt 
exhausted, but the thought offresh water empowered him, so he 
took the wheel bartel. As he approached the end ofthe furrow, he 
felt as if he were coming out ofa black hole, and as he observed the 
mechanical movements of the workers he felt like a drone. This 
feeling alw,ys caused him to be depressed, because he realized that 
all of the people that surrounded him were used to being treated 
like drones. It wis as if, little by little, the summer heat had melted 
their hopes ofobtaining a bener life. They had been working 
inside this bla.ck hole for most of their lives, and had no desire to 
come out. Some dreamed of returning ro their beloved Mexico 
and retiring there, others felt like only death would free them, and 
others were illegal immigra.nts, whoJ like Ernma.nuel, only worked 
in the fields for a few months and then rcrumed to their normal 
lives. 

After finishing his water, Emmanuel left his thoughts and 
returned to his place in the furrow. He vanished into the 
grapevines like a ghost. At times he felt like a ghost. He began to 
pick some grapes, and a gentle wind that felt like a stroke ofGod 
began to cool his sweat. T he smell ofsulfur and pesticides began 
to travel with the wind. I t is strange how a gentle wind changes 
the cha..ractcr of the fields; workers begin to sing, and conversations 
that were mute find their sound again. Emmanuel did not t'alk 
much, not even with his partner who picked grapes with him. 
Teresa was an illegal immigrant; she was married with two children 
whom she had left in Mexico under the care ofher mother. She 
did not say much. Probably because she felt that a married woman 
should not be tal¼ng 10 a 20-year•old single man. The things that 
Emmanuel knew about her he learned from eavesdropping on 
conversations that she ha.d during lunch time with the other 
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women who worked packing the grapes. At times it felt like ifshe, 
too, was a ghost. 

Sometimes Emmanuel talked to her-mostly when gentle 
breezes like this one brought out the conversationalist in him. He 
told her that she should go and get some water. It had been three 
hours since she had any water to drink, and Emmanuel had seen 
the empty water jug that she carried with her a couple ofsteps 
behind. It was common for the illegal immigrants to be over 
achievers. They knew that the more grape boxes they picked and 
packed-the larger their bonus would be. The"bonus" was 
something that the ranchers invented to increase their profirs at the 
expense ofthe strength of the needy immigrant workers. 
Emmanuel got no anS'\ver, so he insisted, but this time in a louder 
tone, and moved towards her because he knew that she was ahead 
of him. 

As he moved forward he thought she was probably sleeping 
on the ground. Ir was not uncommon for women to lie down on 
the grass and f.ill asleep during the afremoon break, but the break 
ended 10 minutes ago. The grass was too tall for him to see that 
she was lying down. He approached closer and found her in a fetal 
position. Her silhouette reminded him ofthe Sierra Mad.re 
Mountai1ts that stood immobile in front ofthem. She lay at rest, 
her head covered with a trucker's hat, and her face wrapped in 
handkerchiefs to protect her , kin from the sulfur of the fields. He 
shook her, but she did not react. As Emmanuel unwrapped her 
face, her skin felt like snow, and a cold chill ran through his blood. 
He checked her nose and mouth for air, but she was nor breathing. 
Immediately he nn out of the furrow. He wept. His tears mixed 
with sweat as he was trying to talk to the foreman. Emmanuel 
knew it was too late. He had seen her lifeless face drenched in cold 
sweat, an image that would bum in his memory forever. 

The next day •s Emmanuel approached the grape fields he 
saw a site that was too familiar. All the field workers were in a 
circle with their hats offand their willets out. Farm laborers died 
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often in the summers, but mostly because they \-Vere involved in car 
accidents where the overcrowded vans in which they traveled did 
not have enough seatbelt$. Rllr'C!y did they die ofheat exhaustion. 
The family ofTeresa was asking for donations because they could 
not afford the transfer of her body to Mexico. Everyone gave some 
money. Then the foreman said it was time to get to work. 
Everyone placed their hats back on their heads, returned to their 
furrow, and prepared for another hot summerday in the San 
Joaquin Valley. As Emmanuel placed his pruning shears in his 
calloused hands, he hoped again that this would be his last summer 
working in the fields. 



Craig Owens 

Black Car 

I stand there, with beads ofsweat starting to form on my face. 
On the inside I am panicking, my heart is raci11g, and my body 
feels as if! have battery acid running through my veins. My 

knees arc weak, and my palms are sweaty. I stand in disbelief as a 
gust ofwind sways my thick black curly hair. A, I think about the 
events thatjust took place, I clinch my fists, and all the muscles in 
my lean muscular body retract. I am fighting the urge to yell at the 
top of my lungs. I am in so much pain that my heart slams in my 
chest at the thought ofwhat took place. On the outside, however, 
I know I seem to be calm, cool and collected-never losing my 
cool, ever. There arc people passing by me; they arc moving as ifit 
was acro,vded mall, but in reality, school has just let out. They 
push past me, struggling to move through the herd. 

I wonder to myself, what would ill of these people do if 
they knew? Would they laugh 2t me, take pity or c.U me a fool? I 
attempt to shrug the thought off and continue on my way. I walk 
on along the pavement avoiding the wet grass. Looking up at the 
sky, I see run clouds above my head, thick dark clouds, bruised 
with a purple tint. The sky is already beginning to dim, and yet it's 
only 3:00. People continue to move about. They arc mindless, 
faceless puppets. They do, say and think what they arc told. It's 
like none ofthem can think for themselves, moving i.n unison like 
ants. There is noise all around me, and yet I hear nothing amidst 
the chatter. To look through my eyes would be like sitting through 
a s:Ucnt movie. Only a silent movie ofants, as the time moves 
forward, and I walk in slow motion. 

Across the open yard I sec a girl. She is standing by the 
front gate. She is beautiful with long black hair to her shoulders. 
Her tan skin matches her striped shirt. Just by her look, I can tell 
she is not from around here. I continue to watch her as thin Asian 
eyes survey the area. With just one glance you're trapped, unable 
to break free ofher spell. She leans her petite body ag,.inst the 
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green painted steel gate. Just then, a gust ofwind picks up her 
silky black hair and for a moment I wonder; is this some bad 
dream? She is the root ofmy sorrow. 

Just then the unthinkable happens. The silence breaks and 
the movie of perfeet unison is disturbed as asharp and sarcastic 
"Hello Craig!" splits the air. I am startled as I snap back to reality. 
A plump girl si.nds in front ofme. She has a smug look of 
superiority on her acne prone face. "'Hello," I mwage to force, 
while trying to keep the look ofdisgust from overwhelming me. 
"Sorry about what happened to you, but what can I say, some 
things aren't meant to be." I look on in quiet disgust as she moves 
her chapped lips. I can sec right through her as she gives me her 
false sympathy. Her only interest is learning what she can from 
me, so she can report back to her friends. "So have you seen her?,. 
She says as her checkered collared shirt hangs on for dear life. 
"No!" I reply as I look over the top ofher head; the girl is no 
longer st2nding at the gate. The plump girl continues to say 
something else, but I continue walking. 

Once more the silence takes over, and perfect unison is 
once more. A few more moments pass, and it is as ifit had never 
been disturbed. More people move through the gate, and the 
inside ofthe school i$ almoSt empty as the last ofthe heard moves 
forward- I along with them. Mo.;ng along. she catches my eye 
once more; she is closer to me now. I pass the green gate and walk 
toward the parking lot; infested with people getting into cars, 
smoking buses, parents yelling for children to get in their cars. She 
is standing on the curb. Even though she has caused me so much 
pain, I still care for her. She looks in my direction, a.nd at once, a 
thousand hot needles enter my flesh. The pain is almoSt 
unbearable; yet I maintain my cool. I wonder what she is thinking. 
l wonder ifshe ever thinks of me? At this point, l realize that I 
never received an explanarion; no good-bye-nothing. The feeling 
ofemptiness comes over my body; a quiet a.nger fills my heart. 
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We are now in speaking range, and once more the silence is 
broken. "Hi Craig!' She is looking me right in the eye and flashes 
me 2 smile. That same smile that I had once fell in love with, but 
now only brings me pain. ..How'llrc you," the only words I can 
choke out as I feel myself breaking down. Drops of rain :uc 
beginning to fall on my head, sprinkling down my nee, down my 
neck, and into my soul. j&What have you been up to?" that sa.me 
smile still on her face, never &ding. I say nothing. It's too much 
now. As the rain drops begin to thicken, I wonder how she can 
stand there and act as jf nothing ever happened, as ifwe have never 
held hands or kissed-never been more than friends. I wonder if 
she can sense my pain? Ifshe can, I can't tell. She doesn't even 
give a damn! The parking lot is almost empty now. Most of the 
cars are preparing to leave, except one: a nimble moving black 
Passat. I can feel the vibrations ofthe rap music playing as it 
approaches. It's new, with chrome 22 inch rims and a body kit to 
match. It looks like it could have been in a TV ad, quickly moving 
through the other cars as if it were on an obstacle course. The 
falling rain only complements the car's beauty. I glance back-she 
is also admiring the car. 

The vibrating music finally reaches it's peak as the car Stops 
along the sidewalk. "l got to go. I'll see you, ok?" she yells, and 
without any response from me, she quickly opens the door on the 
passenger side. I lower my eyes to take a look at the driver and I 
see him. The laSt person I would expect. We make eye contact for 
what feels like an eternity. H e steps out from the car. He has dark 
skin with Asian eyes. His hair texture is like mine, in fact, we 
could be mistaken for brothers. He has on a dark leather jacket 
with matching faded blue je1.n.s. I am doing all I can to fight back 
tea.rs- but it~ no use. This man was my best friend, and until this 
point, I thought of him as a brother. •Do you need a ride~• I say 
nothing. He steps away from his car, approaching me he whispers 
"! know I should have told you about us but .. ." I can tell he is 
searching for the corrcc:t words to say, but at this point, the.re arc 
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none. The rain is pouring, and it's the only thing hiding my tears 
as ifthe sky took pity on me. "Just get in Cmig, we can talk on the 
way.' "No thanks, you've done enough ilieady!' lsay coldly,"1 can 
walk!' ! tutn to walk, "but Craig!' It's too late, ilieady the silence 
is taking over again. 

As I begin walking out ofthe parking lot, and in the 
direction of my house; the mud from the ground slows my pace 
sticking to me, holding me in that painful moment. I tell myself 
there is nothing I can do about what has just taken place-nothing. 
I look over my shoulder as the black car rides offinto eternity, and 
I am left. But I am not alone; I have my tears. 



R.M. Murry 

The Bottle and Baudelaire 

Great, he thought to himself. It's raining again. It seemed 
like it was :,!ways raining. He left C:uifornia for the big 
city on the East Coast hoping he could make it. 

All he bad was rain. It made him sad but he wouldn't let 
anybody b2ck home know it. He wrote to his p2tents often and 
told them that success was right around the corner; they didn't 
believe him, and he pretended not to notice. 

He found a bottle ofwine in the closet and sat in front of 
his typewriter. He tried to type but nothing came. He drank 
straight from the bottle because it made him feel invincible. He lit 
a cig2rette and smoked it quickly hoping to find inspiration. 
Nothing. 

There was a knock on the door. It was the landlady and 
pretended that he was somewhere else. "I know you're in there; 
she yclled. '1 can smell the cigarette smoke.• He let her in, and 
she sat on the couch. She sat on the far end where it wasn't too 
lumpy. She made herself comfortable, and it bothered him 10 
know that ,he felt sorry for him. "You're behind in the rent. I've 
given you every break I can.• He nodded his head solemnly. 
"'Please give me another week," he pleaded. He was too sweet ofa 
kid to throw out, so she agreed and left. 

He punched the wall like it was his own bad luck. He was 
angry because there was nothing in him and nothing in the 
typewriter. He put his j2cket on ,nd walked down the stairs and 
found himselfoutside in the rain. He had three dollars in his 
pocket. It was cold but the wine wouldn't let him feel it. 

He walked past r.he hustlers, the winos, and the prostitutes. 
This was his new home, and he still hadn't gotten used to it. 
Tomorrow he'd look for a job, but he really didn't want to think 
about it. He walked up the block to Lou's and bought another 
bottle ofwine. He w:uked down the street 10 an empty parking lot 
and drank. 
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When he finished he th.rcw the bottle up in the air and ran 
towards the street to listen for the crash. It sounded and he smiled. 
It had been the first time all day. He was drunk and thi.ngs were 
looking up. He walked back to his small room and sat down in 
front of his typewriter. 

It was cold in the room because the heater was broken. He 
shivered and took another drink. Then he wrote: 

Bianca was there and we were sitting in the grus and the 
sun was shining and your blonde hair was in your eyes and I 
was reading Baudelaire and you called me a Romantic a1td I 
felt silly even though I knew it was true-

He stopped writing and dried hi.s eyes. It had been a long year, 
and he missed home. 
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Meh, Weary 

Mch weary, meh weary bad! was Sammy's reply. You 
weary . .. Lard Geeesus, meh know how you feel! But 
we still hav life. Eh he, replied Sammy, weighted down 

by the load he carried on his back. He was returning from a hard 
day's work in the mountains where he maintained a provision 
ground. There he watched over the cassava, the sweet potatoes of 
various colors and rexrure, and the peas he pJanred some time ago. 
When harvested, Sammy would take his crop to the local market 
on Sarurday morning during the reaping season. Left over produce 
was sold during the week to the villagers. Each day he would pull 
weeds1 hoe, water, and rt$t when the sun was hot. No one knew 
what kept Sammy out all day. His plot of!and wasn't that big, 
maybe a little more than a half acre or less. Nevertheless, Sammy 
started his journey at dawn and rerurned at dusk. You could set 
your watch by him, ifyou had one. Most villager's didn't. Time 
was told by the sun and the activities ofthe villagers. Everyone 
had a routine . . . rise at 6 a.m.; brush your teeth; fetched water for 
a bath ifit wasn't done the night before; take a bath; dress, eat 
breakfast and head down the hill to the main road, and off to 
school. This was my routine . . . well the routine of most ofthe 
school age kids in the village. 

I watched Sammy five days a week return from his 
provision ground. I never saw him leave in the morning for he left 
before my day sOlrred. He was a man I decided should have been 
retired. This decision wa.s not based on a long history ofwork for 
the government or on any age limit-forI had no idea how old 
Sammy was. Some ofthe villagers speculated that Sammy was 
nearing seventy, some rhought he wu past seventy. I can sec how 
someone mightconclude th.at he was around seventy, his face and 
eyes told ofa life that was long and hard. Yet, in the rough lines of 
his face and the sun-parched skin set around brown eyes was a 
story. A story th-at I decided needed a voice, my voice, his voice, 
our voices. 
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Sammy's face was quite acontrast to me with its dark skin 
and brown shiny eyes. At times his eyes appeared soft. Soft 
because they were the only thing left on the landscape ofhis f.tce 
that suggested Sammy once had awarm, inviting spirlt. Eyes that 
s:ud he had seen happier, better days. Whether this was true or 
my wish, or hope for him, a man I did not know I am not sure, 
nevertheless, his eyes spoke to me. They were like a beacon of 
hope in the rough and rugged landscape ofhis face. 

As• little girl Sammy was always old and dis,.nt. He 
seemed lost ... always as ifhc was waiting for something, or for 
someone ... who I don't know,1 for he did not have any children. 
At least that is what everyone believed. We held this belief because 
110 one ever came to visit him from away, not from America or 
England. I have never, on those rare occasions when I overheard 
him talking to Miss Teacher, heard Sammy speak ofa wife or 
children. I guessed that what he was waiting for was relief, relief 
from whatever it was that pJagucd him. I now know it was life. 
Living plagued him. Yet, it appeared to me tht he lived 
expectantly, but sadly, .. almost as ifwhat he was expecting was 
inevitable but unwanted. Almost as if, that thing will come, must 
come, but it was slow in coming. This I decided, was why Sammy 
appeared distracted ... even haunted. The waiting was htunting 
him daily. He was ready and w:uting, w:uting for that thing to 
come. This in itself is haunting. Haunting because no one knew 
when it wou1d come, yet they were ready for it, so he and others 
like him lived in suspension. Suspended in time, blank f.tces, 
empty lives, waiting. This is why as a little girl I was afraid of 
Sammy, yet his existence uoused my curiosity. He seemed 
mysterious to me. No one in my child.hood captivated me the way 
Sam.my did. He was someone to watch, to figure out, to 
understand. Maybe in understanding Sammy, I would understand 
me. I don't know ... I was a thirteen year old girl who was 
captivated by an old villager. An old man, I can't say why I had 
such an interest in this old villager because I ne,,-er really spoke to 
Sammy except for the usual greetings between an adult and a child. 
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We never exchanged more than a few words ... Good morning 
(good marning}, ah how you ah do? Fine, was my reply, Fine? You 
fine? sa.id Sammy. Yes, came my reply. Ah-right, ah right he 
responded. Nothing more was said and he continued on his way as 
did I. 

This convcmtion was unusual, for most adulrs in the 
village asked a lot ofquestions, particularly the women. Most of 
which was to pry into my family's private business. My Mom 
v.-ou.ld caution us not to share anything with certain villagers. 
Particularly those who bore us ill will. Ifshe wanted anyone to 
know something, she, an adult, would tell them. Telling was left 
up to the adults. 

It was easy to obey my mother's wishes for most of the 
village women cursed at me for no apparent reason. At least 
reasons not apparent to a thirteen·ycar-old girl. When I was older, 
sixteen, I became aware of the reasons and thought them foolish. 
It was a case of, my family felt that we were better than them, the 
other villagers that is. In some ways we were better ... in what 
ways I wllSn't sure ... I just knew we were. This is how I felt. I 
can't speak for my mother, or anyone else in my family. They felt 
we had something they didn't have) what that something was, Iam 
not sure. Maybe• sense ofself, maybe dignity, maybe, maybe a 
sense ofwhere we were going, maybe, who knows it was not clear 
to me. I wondered ifit was clear to them. 

It was possibly the brief and empty conversations that made 
me curious about Sammy. Who WllS Sammy? What made him 
who he is today? How did he grow up? Who raised him? Where 
did he come from? Had he lived in America? England? Another 
island? Did he play soccer and cricket? Was he ever married? Did 
he have children? Who was Sammy? What was rus last name? 
Sammy, what? 

To me Sammy possessed the quiet humility of a man who 
had been taught a serious lesson by life mixed in with the noble 
demeanor of awise king. Nothing about him was pretentious, 
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nothing too complex for he was, he is, asimple man, aweary man., 
For Sammy, weariness was acondition of the mind and not ofthe 
body. It was astate ofbeing; his existence. 

Again, the latter may be • hope, a wish for a man I did not 
know, a man Iwanted to know, a mysterious man. It was my 
frequent observation ofSammy, my study ofhim that nursed my 
growing desire to sit and talk to him. I had so many questions and 
I felt somehow that he had the answe.rs. Not just to my questions 
of his life, but oflife in general,ofpeople. As• young girl I 
wondered what life held for me and I was curious about what the 
adults in my world thought my life would be lik<:. Adults often 
approached children and said things like, "You go grow up to be 
som-bady special." "Get an education and grow up an, besom-
bady yu moddah could be proud ah!" 

I looked for my future in the lives and dreams ofthose who 
had lived before me, those who were now adults in my world. Big 
people, as my grandmother used to say, big people. She referred to 
older people as "big." This meant they were not children or young 
adults. 

M.iss Teacher, an old retired school teacher; no one knew 
her real name, her first name, or her last name. She was always 
Miss Teacher to everyone in the village. She has always been Miss 
Teacher-that was what he did, that was who she was ... a 
teacher. Even the adults called her Miss Tee-cha. You will hear 
then echo her name as they passed by her small blue, three-room 
house with white trims . .. M.iss Tee cha! Ah how you ah do? Me 
ah-right, me deh, me deh-deh! came her reply from behind the 
makeshift galvaniud and wooden fence that surrounded her yard 
and which provided some semblance ofprivacy. 

I spoke to Miss Teacher often. I took math lessons from 
her. I was awful at math so my mother arranged for Miss Teacher 
to tutor me. She wu very focused on our task, no distractions a.nd 
very little talking occurred during our hour together. Always at the 
small kitchen table we sat; math book and my black and white 
hardcover notebook evenly placed between us. My pencil was 
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sharpened just afew minutes earlier with asharp kitchen knife. 
Miss Teacher would complete the first math problem, 

showing her work and then ask me to do the nC><t problem. Saying 
out loud what I was doing as I did it. I would mutter when I didn't 
know what to do next. This was when Miss Teacher would insist 
that I speak up and repeat what I was saying. If the problem was 
wrong and my answers to her questions were not s.atisfactory, I was 
firmly told me, "Nab waste meh time.• 

When she was frustrated, Miss Teacher spoke in the local 
dialect. It was music to my ea.rs, but I was jea.lous because I could 
not respond in kind. I was forbidden to speak the dialect. I went 
to a•good school/' so consequently I was to demonstrate the 
benefits ofattending a "good school"-a Catholic school. 

Despite the occasional reminder that 1was wasting her 
time, I lilccd having Miss Teacher help me. She was a gentle lady 
for the most part; quite slender compared to the other women in 
the village who were portly with large breasrs, stomachs and thighs. 
The mark of a black woman, the mark of the women Igrew up 
with. My mark, my God-determined mark. Miss Teacher was tall 
and regal. She carried herself well. Modestly dressed ... she never 
wore pants. She was considered a proper la.dy. Most of the women 
in the village wore panrs, I wouldn't say they were not proper, they 
were frcct free to choose what to wear. I too, felt free wearing 
pants. I could do anything in pants whereas I couldn't do so in a 
dress or skirt. Miss Teacher had no children ofher own. I don't 
know ifshe was ever married and I have never seen a man visit her. 
This was easy to determine since she was our neighbor. 

I don't really know the origin ofmy curiosity about the 
adults in my world. They were distant and as a child I wasn~ 
permitted to be in big people's business, especially when they were 
gossiping or talking about their problems. Ofcourse, as children 
we eavesdropped often, hoping to get a glimpse into their world 
which would probably offer some indication ofwhat our lives 
would be like. But, for me, what I heard was scary and sad. I recall 
vividly from my childhood how hard women worked, especially 
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mothers. How much they sacrificed for their children and for men. 
I witnessed the suffering ofwomen and I didn't care to hear it, I 
didn't care to be reminded ofwhat my life might be like when I 
became awoman-a life filled with suffering. 

The women in my village suffered grearly, both by the 
hands of men and other women, and in some instances by their 
own doi,ng. Women suffered in their relationships with other 
women. They suffered in their relationships with the women who 
knew their pain and used it against them; they were women who 
had suffered in the same way. This saddened me grearly. It 
frightened me that we could be so callous towards ourselves, I 
won't go as far as to say I hated women, for to do that woukl in 
some way indicate I hated myself and I didn't hate myself. I admit 
I suffered from insecurities about my social skill,, about my ability 
to play sports {roundas, tennis, net-ball, basketball, etc.), but I was 
never given a reason to hate myse.lf. I may have been jealous of 
friends and cousins who navigated the social scene better than I 
did-who knew how to handle the boys in the village. They 
would quickly come up with sassy responses to the boys' crude 
attempts at communicating and getting our attention. I never 
knew what to say, plus I didn't care to engage in coded 
conversations with boys I didn't care for as friends or anything else 
for that matter. Ofcourse, this wouJd change as I got older. 

Amazingly, I didn't feel terribly upset at being the odd gi.rl 
in the group of my coosins and girlfriends. This was especially true 
when I found something else to occupy my time- watching big 
people-Sammy. I wanted to find out what made him tick. I 
didn't know then that I was also gaining• better undemanding of 
me. 

Since I didn't fit in with the gi.rls my age, I kept to myself. 
Partly because I did not want to do what they were doing-go to 
the mango grove to steal mangoes or Tamarind or talk about the 
gi.rls they didn't like. I found myself more intrigued with the world 
around me, particularly the adults in my world. Consequently, I 
observed everything around me. Everything that would give me a 
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glimpse ofadulthood, a look into my future. My grandmother 
used to say I have an old spirit. My sister tells me that to this day. 
My friends constantly seek advice from me because, in their minds, 
I am wise. I agree with them a little bit. 

As we worked on my math homework, I would occasionally 
gau: around her home looking at pictures of her when she was 
young. I had hoped 10 get a glimpse ofher past, her family-a 
mother, asister, a brother, or even friends, but all that was prcsc1lt 
were two faded bI,.ck and white pictures of herself-one in a 
school uniform and the other in her Sunday best with her hymnal 
and Bible. Miss Teacher was a very beautiful lady. She still is. 

As we worked, I heard a faint voice call out, ...Miss Tcc-
cha." She responded, "Saammy, how ya doo? Meh weary, meh 
weary bad!' She spoke as she moved toward the door that faced 
the road and I followed her. I wanted to witness this exchange. 

You weary? 
Uh huh! 
Well Lard Jeecsus! 
My eyes caught Sammy's face. He looked at me and held 

my gau: for a brief moment as ifhe wanted 10 say something. 
Miss Teacher interrupted. Meh home all day tooday, arr II day, tired 
like anything. Tired, but blessed! It was at this moment that Miss 
Teacher appeared older than she previously appeared. Maybe it 
was her sp.ecch, the way she dressed- 1 can't say. But it was at that 
moment that I realized that she may be older than my mother, who 
at the time was forty. I decided 10 grant her the age offifty•fivc. 

My eyes caught Sammy's and his seemed to sparkle. 
Again, he said nothing. nodded and continued on his way. 

He didn't carry a load today,just his cutlass which he used 10 ttim 
back the bushes and small trees that crowded his land and his 
bucket once filled with his breakfast and lunch. 

I had my ,vish one day. That was 10 speak with Sammy, 
more than our usual exchange, He was waiting for the bus at the 
side ofthe road to take him to the capitol city ofSt.John (the 
locals refer to it as town). I had to run an errand for my mother 
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(buying bread from the baker shop in town for Sunday breakfast). 
It was Saturday, around 3 p.m. I was curious as to why Sammy was 
home early from the market and then returning to town on the 
same day. This was unusual. ] was extremely curious about this 
change in his Saturday routine so 1 asked. 11Sammy, where are you 
going? A bold and unusual question for a child to ask an adult. 
Sammy turned his head and looked down at me. It was the fint 
time I saw Sammy smile and his brown eyes seemed more shiny 
than ever before, almost as ifthey were sparkling. He said nothing 
for a few minutes and then he said softly, 'Meh a go tong (town)," 
he paused as he looked away. "For ah funeral, me ah go for ah 
funeral." Nothing else was said while we waited for the bus. I 
didn't think Sammy knew anyone besides Miss Teacher. Anyone, 
that is, whose funeral he would attend. The understanding was 
that you attended the funeral ofsomeone you knew well. You just 
didn't go to other people's funerals for show. Death was11't 
something you want to be associated with unless you h.ad to ... 
unless it wu your own or that ofsomeone dear to you. This was 
my first glimpse into Sammy's life as he lived it, not as I had 
wished it to be. He cared for someone enough to go to their 
funeral. It was later in our relationslupthat Ilearned it was: 
Sammy's brother who had died, a younger brother. 

Final exams were next week and I needed some extra help 
with math in preparation to pass my exam. My mother was 
unusually concerned since this would determine my promotion to 
the next level. Sammy's greetings to Miss Teacher distracted us. 
Miss Teacher smiled as she moved toward the door. She stepped 
outside and sat on the steps, I eagerlyjoined her. Sammy spoke to 
me. 

How you a-do? 
Fine 
F'me? 
Yes! 
Ah-right . . . he held my gaze. You grow up to be smart 

like Miss Tee-cha. 
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Yes! 
Ye,? 
Uh huh! I smiled as I responded. 
Then Sammy smiled .. . a warm smile accompanied by his 

sparkling brown eyes. 
Miss Teacher's voice jolted me ... Sammy, me hear your 

brother dead. 
Ehhe! 
T he Lord giveth, the Lord taketh away. 
Yes. 
He gib, and he tek 
Yes, he take and he gives. 
I noticed that Miss Teacher would o<:casionally switch from 

the Qyeen's English (as we refer to proper English) to the local 
dialect. It was fun to hear her mix the rwo. My mother prohibited 
me from speaking both. I could only speak proper English. When 
I played wfrh my cousins, I spoke the dialect. 

This was the beginning ofa many conversations with 
Sammy. A year had passed before I felt I really knew Sammy. 
Th.at was the year he died. 
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