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Do 
You 

Know 
What 

It's 
Like? 

by Gerard A. Siino 

It was a 45-horsepowcr Evinrudc outboard. 

I wasn't there. I wasn·I even born. Bui I'd heard about ii 

enough. How the motor had splintered Bobby Lcahy's 

fingers, sliced open three gashes on his stomxh and cut his 

penis almost clean through. leaving only one good testicle 

and a semi-permanent case of impotence. How his blood had 

cascaded down his legs. flooded the boot, covered spent beer 

cansandlifcj:x:keIs. 
You could hear that story al Jake's Tap. if you wanted to. 

But I didn't. That's not what I wa.<, doing there. It was 

raining and I'd just found some old photos of somebody I'd 

used to know. She was long gone but I kept remembering 

things, all of them good. And, for 1hc life of me. I couldn't 

recall what I'd done- the one b.'.ld thing I'd done- which 

made her not there anymore. Just one b..1d thing. And I 

didn't know what it was. I thought a drink or two might help 

me remember. 
"Nils," Bobby LC.'lhy said, "let's have one more before 

we go, my mOlher won't mind if we're a liule late.·· 

"No, Bob," said Nils, "Lilly will be waiting. Dinner's 

almoslrcady, I think.And l'vehadcnough.Sohavcyou." 

"Oh, come on, Nilsy, she won't mind." 

Nilsjuslstaredathim. 

Bobby s.1id, "Well, I'm having one. Fuck it." He pulled 

his silver money-clip from his pocket and removed Ihree 

ones. With his mangled hand he m01iooed 10 the txutender 10 

bring two more. 
"Herc's to my mother- Lilly," toasted Bobby, "and to 

you, Nilsy. The h.1ppy couple."They drank down their mugs. 

They didn't sec it, but I drank to them, too. 

Two young guys from lhe factory. and a hooker who was 

negoIiating doing them 

both, also sat at the bar. There were some others playing 

pool, sining at tables, booths. The usual crowd, nobody 

special. 
The two guys and lhe hooker got up to go. 

Bobby was a regular customer of the hooker's. Her name 

was Janice, I think. But we called her The Hooker because 

nobody wanted to gel too close, like we were a.II friends or 

something. 

"Hey," Bobby sa.id, smiling and stumbling onto The 

Hooker. "don't get a.II used up tonight. Save some for me." 

The shoner of 1he two guys pulled Bobby off of her. She 

th.1nked him and told Bobby she'd maybe see him later. 

"No," Bobby said. "Now. I wanl a linle preview." 

"Bobby," Nils pleaded, "don't do this. Let's go home. 

Lilly's waiting." 

"Be right there. Nils. I'm just going to get a kiss." 

"But Lilly's ... " 
"Fuckher,Nils,she'llhavetowait!" 

The shon one drove his fist into Bobby's gut. Bobby bent 

forward in pain, holding his stomach. He spit up some of the 

beer he'd just had. The Hooker left with the other two in tow. 

Bobby pulled out a gun and went out the door with Nils 

close behind. They ran onto lhe street. The rain was heavier. 

lheardashot.And thenayell. lsawthelightsofacarpass 

by and heard a sound likeithadhitsomelhing,maybca 

trashcan. 
When I gOI oul there. Bobby was sining in a puddle 

across the street and Nils was draped over a fire hydrant. 

There was no car. no hooker. Nils was son of hugging Ihe 

hydrant. his right leg extending forward fanher lhan it 

should. The rain sounded like quick drum beats on the back 

of his nylon coa.1. There was no blood. None. It surprised me. 

The ambulance came and took Nils away. Somebody 

called Bobby's moIher. Dinner had gotten cold, why go 

home? Bobby stayed at the bar. 

WeaJwaysstayed. 

The Hooker came back a couple or hours later. By then 

we'd all toasted Nils a lot. Bobby said that Nils had cala• 

pulled high into the air. He said it was majestic. 

She sat next to Bobby and ordered a white wine. 

He pulled out his money-clip and laid a twenty on 1he 

bar. 
She smiled al Bobby. ··Thanks, hon," and went to a 

booth. Her ass brushed against my knees as she passed. 

Bobby sat next 10 her. He didn't say anything. He took 

deep breaths. I though! he might be hyperventilating. She 

unzipped her lop and let her breasts fa.II out. 

He pul his ann around her shoulders. his nose between 

her breasts and breathed. 

Herhanddisappcarcdunderthctable. 

I tried to look away-and I did once. I looked at every­

body else in the bar. Nobody seemed to notice them. 

Then one of his hands went below the table. His other 

hand, the good one. was clamped around her neck. She 

moved a li11Je, almost struggling. He pinned her against the 

wall. ~he seemed to OC trying to get free. I almost stood up 

10 see 1f something was wrong. 

BuIshcheldhishcadtoherches1. And he just kept 

taking deep breaths. Her eyes were closed. She faced the 

ceiling. 
"Oh. yes,'' I heard her say. "you're on 1onigh1. honey." 

And then he stood up and scre.:1med. "No, bitch!" 

She looked at him. confused. Her breasts were just sitting 

there. Thehandprinton her neck was red and defined. 

Bobby staggered back to the bar. No one looked at him. 

Not even llie Hooker, who had zipJ)ed up. walked 10 the 

door of the men's room and seemed 10 be negotiating another 

deal with somebody inside. 

He stood in Ihc middle of Jake's. He covered his cars and 

screamed ··No, no, no." bu! nobody listened. 

He pulled out his gun and held it in his good hand. He 

rotated in J)lacc. with the gun poinled out. He seemed to love 

the look on their faces as he aimed at them. that sudden 

reali7-'ltion that this could be it, maybe Ihey'd bought it. 

Then he pointed it at me. Right at me. At my head. 

He said, "Do you know what it's like?" 

For a second I thought about the 45-Evinrude, and how 

could just one bad thing do so much? 

"Bobby said that Nils had catapulted high 
into the air ... He said it was majestic." 



Reasons Why 
Stevie Won't 
Ride His Bike 

Anymore 

ltstartedatabadtimc 
His legs feel good now. 

whatwiththedivorce.hcrbluecycs 
Cigarettes taste like dirt. 

and his propensity for leg-watching. 
The lock is rusted shut. 

there was nothing he liked better 
Andthekcyismissing. 

thanaVa\entinc'sDaysurprise 
Better 1ojus1 forgctaOOu! 

rcple1ewithallthoscvaguepromises 
That smooth-riding black twelve-speed 

conjuring hopes - no• fantasies-
A hundrcdyardsandhisassachcs. 

and many more than what is commonly viewed 

Pumping in tenth ge:tr. Potholes. 

as acceptable in tod1y'saction -
Breathe and you get any 

oul of touch with the new rules of disinformation 

In your mouth. Drivers opening doors 

likeRipVanWinklc'splcdge101hcaristocracy, 
Without looking. Unheeded stop signs. 

if he'd only known what wanting guaranteed, 

Can't wear a helmet without a dulling 

and that he should h:ive st:iyed off the Schwinn 
Of the senses. Can't look good either 

untilhefiguredhow1oridcit:igain. 
Trafficcopsandtrainingwhccls. 

Gerard A Siino 

How 
To 
Get 
Ready 
To 
Write 

By Bethany Mott 

Chew 
astick 
of tangerine gum. 
Makesure 
your hair 
is tangled (tie knots 
ifyoumust). 
Your toes 
should be free. 
Let them 
get cold. 
Don't forget 
to have 
an even number 
of walls. 
Nearby keep 
somelhingbrass 
or marble 
or glass 
(though:i rock 
from under the porch 
will do). Avoid 
shells. Avoid 
trees. Don't 
let ice cubes 
clink on a drink. 
Drink a purple thing. 
Find some fiction, 

read three books 
at once-a page 
then a page 
then a page 
(only go for 
a chapter or so). 
Throwalllhelamps 
in a closet. 
Goto your desk 
whcrcthcloosclc..'lfwaits, 
crinkle 
a single sheet. 

open it.smooth it. 
press it over your face 
andtrace(alight 
ou1linc is fine, don't 
puncture an eye). 
Fold the paper 

neallynndpinit 

to the b..1ckofyourshin 

Floss your teeth 
untilyourspittumspink. 
Pick upa gray bird 

fc..11hcrfrornthcwetstrcet, 
super glue it 
to the middle of your mirror. 
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Clip 
your grandmother's 
toenails. 
Talktoaman 
wringing a brown cap. 

Or.unfurl 
a sleeping bag 
(musty rayon, anny green). 
Lay it on the wood floor. 
climb in 
headfirst 
to the end, 
hold your breath, 
hold yourself 
around the knees. 
Take a hot shower 
atsixa.m .. 
drip dry. 
Lock a door. 
try to pick it 
with your mother's 
bobby pin 
(don't spend 
too long on this). 
Avoid music.Avoid 
stationary stores. 
Roll up 
an orange extension cord 
or a mud caked garden hose. 
Untieaplasticb.1g 
filled with old 
film negatives. 
hold each strip 
uptothelighl. 
Taste the zipper 
on your father's 
tobacco pouch. 
Masking tape 
your mouth shut, 
recite 
the pledge of allegiance 
then rub your thumb 
across the tape 
(inaBogartsortofway). 
Let your liltlebrother 
finger paint 
over your 
high school diploma. 
Unwrapabar 

Bite 
the rolls 
of the dog's rat neck. 
Slick your nose 
inaglassofwater 
until you smell it 
Findacalendcr 
from 1982. 
readthedaysinMan:h 
Hide 
all the pool balls 
under your bed. 
Toast bread. 
crunch it in your hand. 
Unsnap 
al11hesnaps 
you can find. 
Try to fit 
the curly phone cord 
(from1hcki1chcn) 
in your mouth. 
Make a mobile 
with peas. 
Dump 

all the board games ou1. 
Arrange the colored pieces 
intinydcsscnbowls. 
Search your body 
fora bruise. 

Fill your dresser drawer 
with macaroni necklaces. 

Now, 
take a second sheet 
ofp.'1pcrfrom the pile 
and write 
(in flowery script): 

Roses are red 
Viole1s arcblue. 

Then.takethcblackcrayon 
from your pack of sixty-four 
andcoloroverthosewords. 
pressing 

down 
hard. 
That done, 
you may begin. 

Bethany Mott 
ID 



Cocktail Hour: 
Age 5 

Aglassofwhiskey 
lifted from 
a watery circle 
on polished oak. 

··More ice," 
hcsays. 

I drag a stool 
acrossL-shapedtiles. 
climb101hecounter, 
kneel.balance and push 
back the door. 
Metallicfrcezcrbrcath 
escapes while I 
scrape the comers 
foricepieces,myarm 
inacastofcold. 

I back myself 
down.one foot 
atat1me 

to the wobbly stool 
and open my fist 
tothelr.lflslucentteeth 
melting in my palm. 

His newspaper rattles 
··nic ice," 
hccalls. 

Oily swirls swish 
as I walk. 
ltilt1heglass 
wmakcafal 
scalloped trim. 

Asplashthcnaspill 
over the side 
onto my shoe. 
I quickly lick the drips 
around the glass. 
like my mother neatening 
myicccrcamconc. 
The smell 
on me now 
is him 
breathing in my car. 
Andthcbiucrtastc 
is his fumbling good-night kisses. 
I walk slowly, 
careful not to spill again. 

"Dad?" 
He holds his paper 
and looks past me. 
Bloated worm fingers 
brush my hand 
and lake lhcdrink 

lwalchhimwince 
as he swallows. 
··rm sorry." 

I st.'ln to say. 
"Go play," 
he tells me. 

Down the hallway. 
I slide my hand 
along the cold wall. 
My scuffed shoes 
s1arcupa1me, 
the black buckles menacing. 

Bethany Mott 
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Snail Notes 
"You may find yourself 
with uninvited guests," 
the handbook says. 
Pond snails 
spouingmyaquarium. 
Sitting on green plastic pbnts 
likebirdspcrchedintrees. 
Positionedinnewpa11erns 
whenever! happen to look 

Chocolate gum chewed 
and stuck everywhere. 
In shells like dirty 
fingernails.curled 
and curled.An ear, 
.'.I frcnch horn.a party favor 
that won't unfurl. 
A deaf thing. 

Tied umbilical cord 
scabbed and dropped 
fromababy'shealcdbclly. 
Alivcagain,il'sgrownashell. 

Flauened foot of mud. 
rawskindraggingilsclf 

along gravel and glass 
Climbing surface to 
surface like a disease. 
Always connected, 
holding1igh1incalmwa1er­
neverfrcc 
unless dead. 

1l1enernp1yshells 
swirl lightly 
inthefiltercurrcnt. 
Fragile as ribbon candy. 
they crack and crunch 
in my hand. 

TI1escfeaturelesscrc.1tures 
breed like mad. 
Allhoughslow, 
slow.i11:lkesallday. 
Under bright lights, 
below orange 
and blue striped fish. 

Bethany Mott 

The Princess 
with Unruly 
Thoughts 

(after Anne Sexton) 
by Rebecca Poole 

Dear hearts. 
golden ones: 
Never question your elders. 
Noonewantsaprettygirl 
who thinks. 
Not even Phil Donahue 
and the women who love him. 

Not even Shakespeare 
and his idea.I sensitivity 

can suffer contradictions to live. 
It's only a gasp 
bcforeWillgetswindofbcauty, 
Ms. MENSA. a faceting jewel, 
andsclsherupwithsomeflawedprince 
who·11 cut out her tongue, 
lopoffherhands. leaveher 
a stick to mouth 
deadtruthinwetsand. 

Andthat'sassumingthcguylikeshismother. 

Think you·re 100 bright to be 
strung along.strung up? 
Well. Mr. Bard may insist you choose 
ast.'.l.invay 10Par:ldisc, 
your favorite escape: 
a bag of asps. poison.daggers.a lake. 

Atlention.ladics! 
Brains drained 
from too much racking? 
Mommy dc.1d before Act I? 
Shrink on vacation? 
Jester playing Vegas? 
Dial 1-900-SUI-CIDE: 
Youcantaketragedyintoyourownhands! 
If you're lucky 

Othenvisc. 
Mr.Comedy. 
Mr. Suntford-on Avon-Calling 
peddlespreuybrains.1mples 
(dowries included) 
island-to-island. door-to-door. 
Shrew in a bottle to thefirsl 
Pinocchio who dominates. 

Rest in peace. 
Royally who keep you 
pale.hollow-eyed. 
lost in the woods. a pliant Barbie, 
uproot. your body. your trust 
fund.your life. 



Never. 
Bettertodancewellwithagardener. 
the compost man, than to chance 
crapwithaprince.snake-eyed 

Not long ago. 
theQueenofSwedendiedinchildbirth. 
She left the king 
adaughterbrilliantasadiamond. 
As the princess grew, 
everyoneadmiredtheluster 
ofherskin,eyes.hair 
inthesunlight,moonlight,firelight. 
No one remembered her mind 
could cut glass. 
Soitmoldedforsixtcenyears, 
buriedundergoldlame'curls, 
gathereddustballsandmousedroppings 
next to crock pots and jello molds. 

Meanwhile. 
the king stuck to his daughter like Poligrip. 
He'dalreadylosthiswife, 
andrefusedtoriskhischild. 
He turned hot-tempered, agoraphobic and Republican. 
Heforbadetheprinccsstowander 
beyondthemoatorintoaclassroom. 
Poor meatball 
Permanently grounded. 
No skinny-dipping. No Junior prom. 
Day and night playing poker, monopoly, 
Trivial Pursuit with Daddy. 
Poor meatball 

Inevitably, 
curiosity took her like chicken pox, 
acommunicableitch. Yet, 
she feared scars would pit 
if she scratched. 
So what's an ingenuetodo? 
Life ain't so rosy 
when you·re young, blonde and Swedish. 
HaagenDaazrich. 
Breasts spilling like soup 
down the front of your blouse 
(Cream of tomato). 

lnevi1.ably, 
theprinccsssnuckout. 
She picked flowers and rested on a log. 
Poof! 
a lizard-witch popped up 
at her feet like a toadstool 
Thccreaturewassotinyandshriveled 

that the girl began to snicker. 
The witch swished its scaly tail, 
yowling: you·vestolenmyroscs, 
mychildrenfromtheirbcds! 
I will make sure no one calls you Wife. 
I will make sure everyone points and laughs. 
With that, she croaked words of knowing, 
her breath an electroshock, 
and vanished 
Poof! 
The princess' cranium swelled, suddenly 
asubwayfilledwithgangs 
of facts.questions, opinions. 
HerI.Q.skyrocketed. 
She ran whee-whee-whee all the way home. 

At breakfast 
the next morning 
the poor girl could not keep 
her thoughts undercomrol 
Neuronsplayedraquetball 
againstherskull. 
rattled her coronet until 
itfcllinheroatmeal 
The king growled: 
Child,whereareyourmanners? 
You look ridiculous. 
The princess shook her curls like Medusa. 
Listen.she hissed. 
that scrambled egg's been 
in your beard fora week. 
You're about as demure 
asa headchecses.1ndwich. 
Her father ground his teeth like a Doberman 
Heclutchedhischcstandtumedpurplc. 
Maidsscurriedtopinthccrownstraight. 
but nothing could secure it for long. 
Counicrsandscrvantssnickered, 
empatheficashyenasatakill. 

Timeforyoutogetm:trried! 
the king wheezed 
He offered daughter and kingdom 
to the first man who produced a non-slip 1i:i.r:1 
Scorcsofprincestriedand failed. 
And,ofcourse, 
nooncwantedawife 
who wouldn't behave. 
wearacrownandswirnsuit 
like the girls in Spons Illustrated. 

One day. 
three suitors dropped by 
forbrunchandabridc. 
They had spent four days 



searching for the Master-dwarf, 
a little man licensed 
to market magic headgear. 
Twowerecertifiedprinces, 
sporting gold crowns on silk pillows 
Thethirdclaimedhe'dlost 
hisl.D.inaswamp. 
He tried to hide 
cuts, bruises.and a dead nower 
behind his back. 

Timeforthedance-a-thon! 
The ultimate test 
Princess and crown 
took opposing comers 
till Sui1or#I closed in. 
Hemuttered,Smilc,darling. 
Don't think, keep your eyes on the noor. 
The princess thought. 
What an asshole. 
The crown went to the mat 
in the first round. 
Suitor #2 followed, 
nickedhistongueinherear. 
tripped over his crown 
and hit the ground. 
The king began to cry. 

Shyly, 
the third touched 
the girl's arm. 
He twisted his willed bloom 
in her hair, whispering, 
Wearthisinsteadofgold. 
Heandtheprincesswhirledaroundlikeagyroscope: 
around the marbled hall, 
through the castle doors, 
and deep into the woods. 
Whenthekingfinallyfoundthepair 
necking behind a tree, 
thenowerhadresurrccted, 
woundintoagrccncrown, 
dotted with white star nowers. 
It could be removed or worn 
as the princess desired, 
remainingfreshthroughthewedding 
andforeverafter. Guaranteed. 
Without pins.without parents, 
without a playwright. 

Good for two years or twenty-thousand miles. 

Fourteen 

Rebecca Poole 

Safe in thecribofthecar. 
mysisterandlwouldfall 
asleep as Mom drove me to ballel. 
Sarahalwaystooktheback, 
and I'd jump in front: 
thedcathscat,Momkidded 
before turning on the classical station. 
her favorite, 
tumingovertheday'spain. 
I was fourteen.the oldest, 
thinandtrueasaknife, 
and I joked, 
said school was fine, things were fine. my life 
a perfect incision. 
I knew only children 
could show hurt.so I closed 
my eyes. focused on trees and skies, 
alldancingagainsttheengine. 
Ineverdrcamtofaccident,justlhecu11ing 
perfection of my body, lulled by nothing 
but music and movement. I wanted to be 
nothing. l wanted to slip 
frccofthebeltholdingmcup, 
huggingmcinanddownuntilthestillncss, 
thehandonmykncc,thcvoicc 
keepingtime:We'rehere.Youawake? 
!jerked back. knowing 
J'dbelateifldidn't 
scramble for the belt, 
the door. the kiss goodbye as I left 
room for my sister 10 climb from behind 

Rebecca Poole 



Giving Yet 
purple becomes me. All shades 
intcnsifylhcvalucofmycyesandha.ir, 

andnothing'slovclyasabruisc, 
a cloud before a good scream 
slamsitsheatintohcathcrcdknolls, 
groundless.Nothing'sscnsitivc 
:lSanovcrripcplum.cachbitc 
droolingstickydownchcckandchin. 
Nothing'svitalasthclilacs 
seeing October through, still dressed. 
Yet 

nothing'sswcctcrthan the crop 
asacrificeofbluc-rcdwill 
yield.Evcnlowcragscanblecd 
amcthysts.Evcnoysters,irritatcd. 
snaptheirraisinbackstohatchapcarl. 
So with violet lids glued open, 
Ibrcakmyrilualbonds, 
andcrnmthcrcst 
of July's blueberries into my mouth: 
Swallow. 

Rebecca Poole 

Pink Sex 

Smellsofsexlingerintheair. 
llaynakedwithmylover 
Silkyhairticklesmybrcasts. 
Kissing my pink nipples. 
We drift into sleep 
Myloversmcllsofbreasts 
Andlicswithslcepyhair 
Silkyscxlicklesmykisses. 
Nakcdairdriftsinthcpink 
Thatlingcrsinmynipples. 
Tickling my silky lover 
My naked hair lies 
Ovcrmypinkbreasts. 
Smcllsofslecpynipplesdrifting 
Sex lingers in our airy kiss. 
Laying with my naked lover 
lticklcmyhairwithsilkybrelSts. 
Smcllingmynipplcskiss 
I sleep in lingering air. 
Drifting into pink sex. 
Mylovcrkissesmynakcdscx 
Tickling my pink hair. 
Drifti.nginthcsilkynipplcs 
Mybrcasts'smclllingcrs 
Andtheairlicsaslccp. 

Danielle Willis 
II 



Blo!soms 
Sale 

by Alicia Lobdell 

Iwassixtccn,andstandingonlhccomcrofWhal\cyand 
Church Street, selling flowers to the Yale students. My 
molher wasn't happy aboul my hours, but knew that I needed 
a job. So she would try to pick me up in the middle of New 
Havcnthrccnightsaweck,ahalfanhouraftcrthcbars 
closed. The other people who worked at the flower stand 
Jived in the city, so when my mother was at work, I would 
stay with them and take the public buses back up to my 
high-school in the morning. 

But one night a girl got raped right outside of Dcmery's 
pub at a flower stand, and we all got really scared. My 
mother wanted me to quit. but where else could I get $5.50 
an hour plus commission? My boss called us all together and 
told us that all the girls would have to work on a new buddy 
system after ten pm. That was cool because we would still 
get paid the same, but commission would have to be split in 
half 

That's when I met Linda LaCava. 
At about 8:45, my mother dropped me off at the st.1.nd and 

beeped her way around the city block. I sent Robert home, 
buthesaidhewouldstayuntilmynewbuddypartner 
arrived. He also said that he'd had a good night so far. In his 
fourhourshift,hehadmade l25dollars. lwasgladtohear 
thatmypartnerandlwouldbebusyforourf'irstnight 
together. Robert was waiting on a drunken freshman with 
two girls on his arm when I saw this blackened-clad woman 
approach the stand. My eyes followed her swaying hips, but 
became frightened to her eyes when she greeted me a throaty 
hello. 

"You must be Sarah. Hey, I'm Linda. Robert. d'jew have 
a good night?" 

"YeahLinda,theprepsarecomingoutindrovcs.Havc 
fun." Andhcrburgundylipsparted,strctchingintoasmilc, 
which pushed a dimple into her lert olive cheek. Her black 
eyes ran from my eyes to my knees as my face began to 
hotten.Iturncdquicklytowrapthcdrunkman'stulipsinthe 
plainwhitepaper. lncverdidsayhellotohcr. 

Robert left. kissing me on the forehead, and told me not 
to worry. "She's really warm ... on the inside." I wanted to 
tel1 him that she was warm on the outside but I didn't. 

Icouldn'tkeepmycyesoffher. Herhair.blackaspaint. 
blewintoherfacewhileshetalkedtopassers-byandl 
wondered if they, too, felt her warmth. I kept most of the 
business going that night, tryingtoavoidconversation,sol 
could keep watching her move. She was lovely. 

When I got home that night, I saw Linda's face on my 
ceiling,smiling,andmoisturizingherburgundylipswithher 
tongue.Andlneverwantedtoscehcragain. 

I kept working at the flower stand. A month had gone by 
and1hewcatherwasmuchbe1ter,sosaleshadgoneup.I 
went to work on a Saturday and saw Linda sitting on a milk 
crate behind the stand. I froze 

"Hey, Sarah. Thought you died or something. I'm doing a 
double shift. Everybody must have gone to the beach today, 
it was so slow. But it should pick up tonight. It's a great 
drinking night! Check out that hippy puking by the library." 

Her raspy voice made my arm hair dance. I didn't want to 
work. But I couldn't turn my feet around. They walked right 
besideherandforcedmymouthtosay,"HiLinda,I"vebecn 
thinking a lot about you lately." 

My face ran hot and my eyes stung. I didn't want to say 
that. But before I could argue. she reached an arm around my 
shoulderandsaidthatshehadhopedso ... l'mstillnotsure 
what 1hat mean1, but somehow her touch made me stop 
shaking. 

By some son of coincidence, Linda and I began doing 
buddy shifts together a lot. She would often stop at the 
package store before work and get vodka and orange juice; 
which for some reason cooled us off in August and warmed 
us up in October. She took care of me at work when a 
homeless person would beg me for change. She gave me 
good advice on how to stay in high-school and put up with 
my folks. She even pushed me 10 the side of 1he road once to 
avoid being hit by a taxi cab. Linda knew the city. And she 
seemed to know me. 

One night in early November a fellow employee whose 
house I usually stayed at when my mother couldn't pick me 
up, came by the stand :is Linda and I were counting out. She 
told me that she was leaving town for a week or so and I 
would have to find some other place to stay. I shivered as she 
finishedhersentencc.Iplcadcdwilh hertohousesitwhile 
she was gone, but she gave me some excuse about the 
landlordcheckingupontheplace,andhousingasixteen­
year-old was illegal. Once :igain Linda placed an arm around 
my shoulder and I stopped shaking. 

Linda walked me to 31 High Street on the founh noor 
andhandedrncthckey1olc1usintohcrapartmcnt.I 
couldn'tfindthckeyholcinthedark,sosheguidedmyhand. 
I opened the door to a dark flat lit only by streetlights shining 
through the windows. She lit candles, as she claimed not to 
havec\cctricity:ora phone for that maner. I looked around 

at the deep purple tapestries hanging on the wall beside a 
poster of Einstein and dried daisies hanging upside down 
There was a king-size mattress on the floor and several bean• 
bag chairs surrounding it. I noticed two old aquariums on the 
floor. One was filled with green and blue rocks, and I 
countedfournewtsandafrog.lntheotherwasalong 
chameleon dozing on a large stick. There was one couch, a 
marblekitchentablewiththreeunmatchingchairs,anda 
smell of salt that penetrated my pores. Off the main room 
was a galley kitchen and a small bathroom. On the other side 
was a walk-in closet with several black articles caught in the 
door frame. 

I was sweating. 
Linda reached for my hand and led me to the couch. I sat, 

and intently contemplated if my fingernails needed trimming. 
"How long have you lived hear, Linda?" 

"About a year. Can I get you anything? A beer, soda. 
water?" 

"Water,please."Aslheardthecabinetclose,ljumped 
off the old couch and stared out the window and witnessed a 
three car collision, but did not find it strange. Linda walked 
into the main room with two drinks and handed me my 
water. She took a swig from her beer and her 
burgundy lips made a wet pop as she pulled 
theneckawayfromhermouth. 

"Whereexactlydoyoulive,SarahT' 
"In Bethany,offthemainroad,inthetrailer 

park. It's about twenty minutes from the 
Demerey'scomcr." My ice was making noise 
against the glass and I placed it down on the 
windowsill. 

"When did you leave home, Linda?" 
"Whenlwasl7." 
Ipulledoutacigarellefromapackin my 

back pocket and tried to steady the lighter's 
flame. Linda asked for a drag and touched my 
hand as I passed it to her. She took the fullest 
breath leverwatchedandreplacedthecigarette 
between my quivering lips. She exhaled 
through her mouth and nose at the same time. 
Through that smoke, her words came lower 
than usual, "Do you want mer· 

Did I want her? It was a question I hadn't been prepared 
for. One! wasn't even aware existed. I was a ... but. why 
waslshakingmyicecubes? Whydidlfollowherhips? 
Didi want her? 

I was 16 years old and didn't know what or who to wanL 
lwasangryatherforasking.Delighted1hatshethoughtl 
did. Scared that she didn't want me. Confused as to why the 
question waslakingsolongtoanswer. 

"Does it matter?"' The sage cop-out came from my 
mouth like dust when I sat on her sofa. Did it matler that the 
girl got raped outside Demery· s? 

"It docs to me, Sarah. 1 think you are a beautiful woman. 
I would be honored to make you feel good." But that wasn't 
what I wanted to hear. The excitement had left and was 
replaced by fear. She took another swig off her beer bottle 

and added, "May I caress you? May I love your 
I stared at her left shoulder and pushed my head to a nod. 

Shereachedme,pressedagainstthewallofherflat,and 
touched my firm sixteen-year-old breasts with her cupped, 
olivedhands,andwatchedforfearinmyeycs. 

I continued to gel goose-bumps when I saw Linda 
crossing the intersection to the flower stand. She continued 
to buy vodka and orange juice. and to caress me in her 
candle-lit flat after our buddy job. A week before Christmas. 
after closing with another girl, I walke.d myself over to 31 
HighStrect,whilehurryingpastthealleysfullofeyes,and 
knocked on the fourth floor. After what seemed like 
minutes, Linda and her wine-stained lips me1 me. 

"Hi.just got off work. Did I wake you?" 
"Um, no. Sarah." I walked past her to put my bag down 

and saw the shape in her king-size mattress. My eyes shot to 
the ceiling and l noticed that itneededafreshcoatofpaint. 

·'Excuse me. I didn't know you had company." I grabbed 
my bag and reached for the door. Linda caught my hand. but 
this lime I only shook more. I guess my eyes made her 
answer my silent Why 

"Sarah, it's 1101 you. It's got nothing to do with you. But 

I havediffcrentnccdsthatarefulfilledbyhim. Can't you 
understand? I love you. I love you both." 

No. I could not understand and I left with a Jump in my 
throat. 

About a week later, Linda was my buddy partner, and the 
lump returned. Her burgundy lips were on everyone that 
walked by that night - from Officer Donalds to Ralph. the 
bum. And. though I still s.1w her mouth, I could not see her 
eyes. 

The once bl:lck pupils of this woman next 10 me had run 
into a grey mass. Her olive skin looked a bit j::iundice. But 
thoscwine-stainedlipsstillheldbrilliance.cven if they 
could no longer pierce a crease in the side of her cheek. 



Insomnia 

lcedrips,kissingthesnow 
and seducing the snow inlo cool. 
monotonous nvers. 
Thcriversdrivealong.cuuing 
crucllythroughandoverdcadycllowgrass, 
messingupthcdrcamsofthcslccpcrs. 

Loving sequin drops fall from every finger 
of the yard, falling in1osecrctspots 
and going on to join the rivers. 
Fallingintothick,whitecavesofprivacy 
and making lhc dc.1d bugs shiver again, 
dried littlebrainsandliulclcgparts 
disconnectingandfloatinglikelcaves 
out from under shadows. 

It would be nice to stop that dripping. 
secingthewaythelefloversoftheliving 
are exposed, 
tumblcdovcrandovcrsodisrcspcctfully, 
little bug back shells like so many boats 
ridingintoancwscason. 
lilllcspiritsexJX)scdtoflashbulbs 
offresh,ncwlight. 

Hold your skull together, 
tightly between the fingers of your strong. 
living hands. Hold it all together. 
likcthcbcctlestricd todo 
Try to enjoy the smell of green when it explodes. 
thcsoftnessofpctalsandthetastcofc\carwa1cr. 
Enjoy the starting over. 
But build yourself a nice. quiet. impenetrable 
cryptsomcwhcrcinthcdark. 
sothatyouwon'tbcaspcctaclconthat first 
wonderful spring day that you miss. 

Daydream 

Christa Albrecht 

The first man I fucked was a friend of the family: 
old jeans. shi1 on his shoes. mouth full of Skoal half the time 

I andsmcllinglikclivestock. 

He keeps an old Libby's can in the front scat of his truck 
andaimsatitaswepasse:ichtclcphonepolc.targcting 
the miserable. brown-necked sea at the bonom. 
Thesidcsarerustyand slick.and I can't help staring 
down into the raging depths as we cover jarring. rutted roads. 

Only the blank windows of the pot roast kitchen watch dully 
as we tum :lw:ly. No1hing cares. 
The fields lie dead a1 the end of summer. The mailbox h:ings 
empty from a splintered stump. Meager chickens scratch 
hungrilyatthcdirt. 

Whenever I come home. distempered cats stagger dismally 
to my feet as if they arc drunk, but they arc only weary with 
death. I know I should pity them 
My parents awaken from bcncr worlds of sleep and assume 
thatl'vcjustbcenoutkccpingmysclfalive.andlhavcbccn 

I do the only thing I can think of to make the cfays seem 
lcsslikcblackholcs.cavinginonthcmsclvcs. 
There is nothing but school in tiny. bleak classrooms: 
the s.1mc fi vc girls and twelve boys c.1ch yc.1r. staring up out 
of windows masked in grey wire mesh. Sometimes 
there are lr:lins to hop and ten-horse parades and blizzards 
tocoverlhingsup. 

I like to look off towards that pl:icc :it the end of our land. 
Anoldbamsitsbalanccdonthccdgcofcightyacrcs. 
wantingdcspcratclytodropto its knees and dig itself a 
gravc. ll1crcisadcadcowinoncofthcandentstalls.justa 
smooth yellow hide supporting a few sharp bones. 
It looks like a cruel magic trick: someone shook her by the 
hind legs and the body dis.1ppcarcd. There is a lot of unc.1tcn 
hay upin thclofl. 

In my dreams. the barn looks more like a cas1le. 
I yearn for foggy days to come along and envelop it like 
the apparition that it is in my mind. but the air is always dry. 
When I'm alert, ii is unmistakably a barn. 
In my fan1asies. the man coming up the drive in his pickup 
is a li11lc more like a hero. and rny life is more like 
a readable book. 

Christa Albrecht 



And on the Eighth Day 
God Created ... 

by R. Todd Corayer 

Igucssthatlshouldhavcbcenpayingmoreauention10 
what was going on and not to the people around me. I was in 
sortofadaze.mycycsjust fixedonthatlovcly,hcavcn-scnt 
creature in front of me. II did not seem possible that our 
meager Earth could have produced such a wonderful 
creation. Who needs the pyramids? My friends used to tell 
me that my parents thought I was a treasure. so they tried to 
bury me. I'd maim anyone who said that about this treasure. 
I think I would snap their neck. Maybe it would be better to 
break their legs first. Then I knew they could never get away. 
I tried not to think about that now because I was on live 
television and I was on a roll, so to speak. 

Pat snapped me out of my loving trance when he asked 
me to spin. I wan!cd to blacken his pretty little eyes. I asked 
for the letter "L." I got two. The game was so easy I was 
winningbyfivethousanddollars. The1wolittleninniesnext 
to me hadn't even had a chance to spin. I was winning 
everything.Thegamcwaspathetic.Isortoffeltbadforthe 
ninnies. They looked like they had spent all night quizzing 
each other with the Random House Dictionary of the English 
Language. I never could figure out why someone would 
pay fifty bucks for a book they could steal from the library. 
All I ever did was peal those little metal strips off from the 
inside of the binder and BINGO. instant home library. 

Well, I spun again, to the tune of five hundred smackers. 
Then I guessed another word. When I had won the round, I 
got to watch my Vanna clap those pretty little hands in 
perfect hannony. Soft as rose petals, they were. I never 
realized how wonderful the sound of clapping hands could 
be. I was naturally glad that I won, but all I really wanted 
was the money so I could give it all to my Vanna. Then she 
would marry me. I just knew she would marry me once she 
saw how much money I had. But then Pat Sayjerk stepped in. 
He had a strange look in his eye. Al first I thought it must 
havebcenbecauseiwaswinningeverything.ButthenI 
started to really ponder the look on his dweeby little face. I 
couldn't place that look. He told me I had to buy things from 
the showroom. I asked the little wuss if I could just have the 
cash. The whole audience laughed which made me very 
angry. I had asked very nicely. I was very embarrassed and 
decided that after the show I would break his knuckles, 
maybe one at a lime. I did what he said and wound up with 
a whole shi1-pile of green vinyl lawn furniture from Portugal. 

Justwhatevel)'guynccds.lliveinanapartment.Withthe 
money I had left over, I bought some foolish looking vase 
that was supposed to look like something that was a replica 
of something that some dead king used to spit in. I thought it 
looked more like something my dead Uncle Henry bought at 
a yard sale because it looked like something a circus clown 
used to keep his change in. I bought the damned thing and 
decided that I could give it to my mother as a present. I knew 
she was watching the show, but I figured she· d forget by 
Christmas,ifshcwasstillkickin'bythen. 

We cruised right through the next game with yours truly 
winning everything in sight. During the commercial, the old 
bag next to me told me that if I didn't let her win something, 
she would get her son to beat me up. I told her to shut up or 
J'dkickoutherwalker.Onccagain,lwasguessingthe 
words with only two or three letters. One of the words was 
"SHEEPDIP." I thought it was kind of funny because it 
made my lovely Vanna blush for a moment. I marveled at 
how gracefully she blushed. 

Pat had that smanny look on his face again, and this time 
I figured it out. He must be sleeping with my goddess. That 
liule snot-nosed ground slug was sleeping with the woman I 
had devoted my life to. He must have known how much I 
loved her and he was gloating. There was nothing I could do 
except think about sticking his tongue in a toaster and 
running him over with my mother's pickup truck. The real 
one-ton kind. 

After this, I was forced to buy more useless crap. I got a 
bedroom set made for pregnant women and a couple of wall 
hangings. They had pictures of some dumb river and some 
bent over dead trees. I figured I could use them as bath mats. 

"I wanted to blacken his pretty little eyes." 

Winningthelastroundputmcinthcfinalrun,thebiggie. 
That's when I got really excited. I hoped no one noticed. 
Not only did I have the chance to win a pink car from 
some country I couldn't pronounce. but I would get the 
chance to hug my Vanna if I won. Even the bottoms of my 
feet were sweating. She was making the sweat roll off my 
forehead and down into my cars. Thank God I don't wear 
glasses. They probably would have slid off my face and 
smashcdintoathousandshards.gcttingglassincveryonc's 
eyes and then some old geezer would have a coronary and 
I'dgetsucdforcverything,includingmybathmatsandthen 
my mother would never let me go over to her house and then 
I would never be able to take the T.V. Guides out of her 
mailbox before she saw them 

Pat walked up and looked into the camera. He 1ried to 
make some gesture of confidence or something by smiling 
and puuing his arm around me. I thought about him in 
the sack wilh my goddess and I got very warm. I wondered 
what Vanna wore to bed. Probably the pink chiffon gown she 
wore on the eleventh. 

I smiled back politely and stepped my 11 1/2 D's on his 
sissy little movie-star shoes. With a grunt and a grimace, he 
pointed to the word board. It was going to be a three-word 
phrase. I figured it would be something to embarrass me, like 
"YOU BIG CHUMP" or "GO HOME WISEGUY." He gave 
me a little hint that it was something that a coach might yell 
to his player. All I could think of that was. "WRONG 
GOAL.JERK"or"RUN, YOUPANSY."l never liked 
sports when I was in school. O gave it some serious thought.) 

While a commercial rolled by, I wondered if Vanna liked 
to drink beer and watch roller derby at three in the morning. I 
was going to ask her, but I changed my mind and decided, 
instead, to watch the crew touch up her makeup. It had never 
occurred to me how much makeup stars wore. I stalked up 
behind Patty and asked him what type of eyeliner he pre­
ferred. I guess having a lot or money makes people lose their 
sense of humor. because Patty didn't laugh. All he said was 
that I was never going to be on another game show this side 
of the Greenwich Meridian Line. I wasn't really too worried, 
but I did have to decide if that was a joke or a threat. Pat was 
a wimp. 

After the commercials we were back on the air. Pat told 
me to pick four consonants and two vowels. I was happy 
because I knew I was going to see my Vanna tum those 
letlcrs around. She would tum letters around just for me. I 
picked my letters with some help from the audience. I never 
remembered people being so happy to help someone else win 
prizes. As I stood gazing into my Vanna's eyes. one particu­
larly loud cry came from the front row. When Pat and I 

turned to sec just who was so damned happy. it turned out to 
be my wife and my three kids. I had forgotten that my family 
was in the studio. I had forgotten I had a family 

While I had been looking with horror at my family, my 
Vanna had turned around all the lcHers I had chosen. I 
missed it. Now I was really mad. I just had to win that 
foolish car. that actually looked more like a lawnmower. or I 
would never get the chance to touch my goddess. Nothing as 
dumb as a wife was going to ruin my finest hour. I felt 
terribly nervous when it came down to the point where I had 
ten seconds to figure out the word. I hadn't felt nervous 
before this. but now there was so much resting on my 
thoughts. Vanna White would never marry a man who 
couldn't figure out a couple of words. 

The lights went dim and I just knew I was going under 
Great, live television and I faint like a feeble schoolgirl 
seeing her first frog. Then I remembered that they always 
dim the lights at this time in the show. Relief washed over 
me as I strained to concentrate on the three words. Every­
thing that I had practiced at home was gone. Why did they 
have lo put Vanna directly in my eye line. Maybe that was 
their point; they wanted to screw up my concentration. There 
was no way to see the board without seeing Vanna. They 
weren'tgoingtocheatthisguy. 

The big yellow numbers above the board said 5 seconds 
left. I decided to go for it. All of a sudden it hit me like a 
salami to the thro.11. GO FOR IT. GO FOR IT. That was the 
phrase. GO FOR IT. I shouted it out with one second left on 

the clock. I was right I had done it. I had done the impos­
sible. My life's work was coming to fruition. 

As the lights came back up. I saw my wife and my kids 
come running towards me. I wanted no part of that My head 
filled with blood and I was crazed with excitement. I 
realized that my wife was going to ruin everything. I had 
little time lo act. In one great acrobatic move that would have 
impressed the shorts off P.T. Barnum himself, I reached out 
and landed a tremendous uppercut. right to the skinny chin of 
the gaily smiling Sayjack. He fell to the noor like dead 
weight. He was dead weight. And now my path was clear 
Lights flashed all around the studio. My wife yelled some­
thing. but I was too caught up in the heat of the moment. 

"I told her to shut up or 
I'd kick out her walke1:" 

I jumped forward and wrapped my arms around the 
goddess I had waited so long for. Unfortunmely. my 
acrobatics left me a lillle off balance and both me and my 
love went crashing to the tile noor. My wife and those 
pestering little food mongers that I had fathered came 
running over so quickly that they piled right over my 
goddess and me. I didn't really have time to see the whole 
thing,buttheywcntpilingrightovcrusandcrashed in101he 
backdrop of the 14-day vacation to Cuba. 

Then i1 all happened so fast. The big WHEEL OF 
FORTUNE sign came slamming to the noor on top or the 
lawnmower-car. The whole roof just smashed right to the 
scats. Pat tried to scurry away but I grabbed one leg of his 
sissy-trousers and tripped him backontohisnose.Noses 
make such a dull sound on some noors. 

The wall that had been supponing the sign went nying 
backwards as a hundred people from the audience tried to 

grab more trc.11s. It caused lights to blow out all over the 
studio. The worst part is that fell ba.ckwards right into the 
middle of another set. Who would have thought they L1pc 
Vanna's show and the Dukes of Hazard in the same building. 
Thelastthinglsawwas anothercargettingitsroofbashed 
in and a lotofpeoplerunningaroundcrazy. 

To protect her form all the sparks, I tried to cover her 
whole body with mine. I figured she'd be safer that way. I 
cventricdtoprotecthcrmakcupbypuuingmycheeksright 
against hers. Then that fat sheriff came running out with li1tle 
burning embers all over his white suit. There were little 
pieces of glass in his hair and even his makeup was running. 
I staned to think that maybe I was the only person who 
didn't wear makeup 

The audience was everywhere and there were security 
guards running around, but none of them seemed too 
prepared to dc.11 with all the people. Someone grabbed the 
rack of tics made from pressed guava pulp and recycled 
cardboard. Then someone sn:uched a pair of imitation fur 
Mickey Mouse slippers that were as big as Hawaiian mumus. 

UJ 



"I remembered that it is rude to open your 
eyes when you are kissing ... especially when 

you're trying to use your tongue." 

This caused a whole series of fis1 fights when everyone 
chose an object and another s1udio audience member 
disagreed with the choice. 

Vanna screamed something unrepeatable that even made 
!he rushing security guards stop in their tracks. I had never 
thought to ~k anyone if my Vanna knew how to swear. 
Now. mos! of America knew. I tightened my grip around her 
perfect waist and kissc.d her as many times as I could. I 
thought about opening one eye to sec if Pat could see me 
kissing my gcxldcss. bul then I remembered that it is rude to 
open your eyes when you're kissing. Especially when you're 
lryingtouscyour1ongue. 

Then my wife arrived. She seized a good portion of my 
hair and tried lo leave in the opposite direction. There was no 
way I was going to let my 105-pound ugly wife take me 
away from my true love. However, 1hc security guards were 
over their shock and were fully prepared to bring things 10 

ordcr. lgucssthat'swhy1hcyhadthosebigsticksinthcir 
hands. 

Some of the more industrious members of the studio 
audience had decided to help themselves to a few souvenirs, 
like a leather living room sci with matching end tables and 
someverynicegrecnlampsshapedlikedinosaurs.Inmy 
attempt to get free, I saw the biddies skipping out the door 
with some paper nowers and my vase. Then the one without 
the walker turned around and grabbed the wheel. 

Sometime after the confusion was over and I was 
unlocked from the closet. I was led out of the studio. 
Nothing.save for the bolted down items, was left. 01' Pat 
gave a good tug on my handcuffs and promised to sec me in 
court. I wondered if he had a separate wardrobe for court. I 
also wondered if Judge Wapoer would be presiding. As a 
city policeman was leading me 10 the door, my Vanna came 
out of her dressing room. She had fixed makeup and lipstick. 
She was wearing a new, flowered dress. She. as usual. 
looked divine. She gracefully glided over to where I was 
bcingrestrainedandsmilcdthcbiggcstsmilecver 
lhought humanly possible. I knew she had forgiven me and 
realized I acted only out of passion. My Lord, I thought, she 
isevenforgiving.Ismilcdalittlesmileinretumand 
looked at the noor, embarrassed. Her eyes got a certain glaze 
as she slood next to me. Wi1h the graces befitting a queen. 
shelcanedbackandpunchcdmcinthenose. This surprising 
action was followed by a series of quick blows to 1he 
kidneys. I knew then that she liked to watch wrestling. Then 
she kicked me in the privates. Real hard. I went black. As 
she strode away, I could fainlly hear the cop saying some­
thing about his contacts and that he couldn't see a thing. On 
the way to the stations he mumbled something about gelling 
glasses. 

R. Todd Corayer 

The Footlocker 

They told us to kneel down facing the plane. 
ldidit.smcllingfrcshgreenpaint 
as interlocking fingers rested 
on the beaten. sticky lid. 
The platoon sargcan1 made his inspection 
With the chaplain right behind. They said we were in a hurry. 

A knife with a sweat-stained handle, 
a sewing kit. Six once-blued 30-round clips 
empty except for carbon (no live rounds 'till we left.) 
Two canteens half-full of stale water 
to show the holes. A first-aid kit. 

The chaplain made the sign of the cross-

A camounage-pauem poncho. green. brown. 
andbl:icklikefacep.1intforhiding-

on the back of the neck where they say it's painless. 

and a flashlight withde3d batteries for finding. 
Tenpairsoffadcd.hecll~ssocks 
with foot powder. Two worn out boolS, 
unpolished and kept because they cost so much. 
Abrand-newkcvlarbrainbucket,nolworth 
thcspaceitt:-ikesup. A theoretically 
lcak-proofshelterhalf.anda fr:-imepack 
with dry red mud that wouldn't scrub off. 

I stood up. wondering how everything 1hey gave you 
Fit so perfect in one box. 
But actually it was only a loan. 
They took it all back when you got oul. 

Shawn St. Jean 



Sam Malory 

Sam Malory played with worms. She was tall for her age 
and gangally and had long coarse. stiff braids and thick 
roundglasscsthatslidoffhcrnoscbccauscshewasfair­
skinncd and Mrs. Malory was always coating her with 
sunscreenorsprayingherwithbugrepellent.Sam sat for 
hours trying, with Pavlovian determination. to train any 
wonn she thought displayed an aptitude for it, to be in the 
.. World's Greatest Worm Circus" that she put on annually in 
her back yard, under a big lop fashioned from stolen sheets 
and clothesline. Mrs. Malory thought playing with wonns 
was revolting and unsanitary so she bought Sam a cal 10 lure 
her away from them. '"Sec how clean cats keep themselves, 
Samantha?" 

Sam dressed the cat up in her doll's clothes and made it 
sit in the audience next to her younger brother Todd. She 

dressed Todd up too, in her old party dresses and made him 
pretend 10 be the cat's mother. And as the cat's mother it was 
hisjobtoendurehischild'sscratchcsand nips as he tried to 
keep it from hissingandscrccchingduringtheshow 

Todd is married now. and a father. His wife is a feminist 
andgivcsSampartialcreditforthcirsuccssfulmarriagc, 
claiming that ii was Sam's forcing Todd into a "gender role 
reversal" that has made him more sensitive 10 what women 
often go through with their children. But I was there when it 
happened and I can tell you that Sam's motive was purely 
to torment him. 

Samhasalwaysbcenalittlestrangc.Shcisthconly 
person I have ever met whocan,orcvenhashadthedesirc 
to, pick her nose with her tongue. This talent however was a 
side show and would cost you an extra quarter to sec. 

Sam had spent the entire previous summer in the field 
bctwccnourhouscs,diggingforthedevil.Sheunearthedtwo 
bluebottles.a hand forged nail.a rock that she still has 
andswcarstothisdayisanlndianarrowhcad.andacat's 
skullthatconvinccdhcrshewasgellingclose. II is also 
when she discovered worms and I think secretly. she related 
to them. They were both skinny and slimy and had spent the 
summer in the dirt. 

The closest Sam ever came to actually physically 
transforming herself into a worm was much later the summer 
hetumedthineenanddccidcdshcwastircdofbcingpalc. 
She took the money Mrs. Malory gave her to buy sunscreen 

by Sue Jensen 

96 or whatever number it was she used, and bought a bottle 
of"Tan in a Can" and turned herself an orangy, pinky, 
brownish Oompa Loompa color. 

Sam didn't care. She went to school all the same. She was 
used to public humiliation, especially in school. In first grade 
we were forced to march around the gym in our 
hallowecn costumes. And although the "Parade of Cos­
tumes" was only a smaller part of the larger "Fall Festival," 
the pressure and excitement of it all was too great for Sam 
and she wet her Tweely Bird suit, bringing the whole thing 
to a cataclismic halt. Gypsies and pixies, goblins and ghosts, 
magic birds and cartoon characters, even the plastic super­
heroes looked on in awe and a walking pay telephone fell on 
its side. It couldn't get up. It just lay there laughing.out of 
order 

Sam was always picked last in gym class after that and it 
took a lot of bargaining and sacrificing of ··good players" to 
get her on a team at all. The one time somebody finally hit 
the ball far enough out to reach where they always made 
Sam stand, she had wandered off to pick nowers. Sam didn't 
even notice that it was time to switch places. She was too far 
out,asmuchinhermindasintheficld,carcfullypicking 
justthcnowersshewantcd. 

It was this sort of defiance of rules and her ability 10 
focus on just what she wants lo, that impresses me lhe most 
about Sam. I think she must have gotten her ability to focus 
from Mrs. Malory. who used to decorate Christmas trees at 
Macy's for their window displays before she was married: 
and who has made a sort of ceremony of decorating the 
family Christmas tree all her married life. She begins in 
October, assembling the huge tin tree. strings the lights until 
Thanksgiving then arranges ornaments until Christmas Eve. 
Sam was never allowed to hang the ornaments she made in 
school on ii because they were "kitch .. and "hokey .. so she 
hung them on our tree because nothing is loo hokey for my 
family. 

I don't think Mrs. Malory really believed they were too 

hokey either. Bui she thoughtChristmas for her family should 
be only the best, Macy's perfect. and clothespin reindeers 
didn't fit in. Sometimes, by giving their best. mothers lc.1ve 
no room for their children's and neither one is happy. Mrs. 
Malory was probably as proud of Sam's ornament as Sam 
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was. They were both disappointed but neither one knew. 
Mrs. Malory and Sam are like a lot of people. They jusl 
don't communicate. 

When Sam was eight she found Mrs. Malory's maxi p:lds 
and inserted them in aU her shoes think.ing they were cushion 
insoles. Nobody would have ever known except that one 
rainy day her teacher saw them while Sam was changing 
from her boots to her patent leather Buster Browns and sen! 
her to the nurse who sent her home with a note for Mrs. 
Malory advising her to tell Sam what maxi pads are really 

used for. 
Sam has always been innovative. For her honors history 

project in high school she construc1cd a replica of the Globe 

Theater completely out of tiny bricks made from wet 
toilet paper. 11 has developed inlo quite a hobby over the 
years and she is currently working on the Kremlin and is 
planning to color it with Easter egg dye to make it look 
authentic. 

She spent the entire fall semester of our sophomore year in 
high school learning and perfecting the fine an of tying a 
cherry stem into a knot with her tongue because she read 
in a magazine that it made you a better kisser. She made me 

swear not to tell anyone that she used to pick her nose with 
this amazing instrument of love and told Todd that if he ever 
saidanythingshcwouldtcllallhisfriendsthatheusedto 
like it when she dressed him upin her old dresses 

When Sam was at NYU she changed her major four times 
before finally deciding on anthropology. She told Mr. and 
Mrs. Malory that when she gradumed she was going to 
go to East Zimbabwe or to an ancient Zulu village or 
something (I know it involved a --z") or go into the Peace 
Corps. Mrs. Malory knows a horror story about every event 
in the human experience and told Sam's advisor that she 
knew a woman whose daughter went into the Peace Corps 
and developed a growth on her tongue that turned out 10 be 
cancer. The girl had 10 have part of her tongue removed and 
needed to relearn to speak and that she did not intend for that 
to happen to Sam and wanted to know what he was going to 
do about it. He told her there was really nothing he could do 
aboul ii but for her not to worry. He assured Mrs. Malory 
thal it was quite common for college students to consider 
going into the Peace Corps. He said it was most likely just a 
phascandthatshewouldchangehermindasquicklyasshe 
made it up. 

Sam's advisor was right. 11 was just a phase. Whether it 
was a genuine loss of interest or a fear of losing her well 
trained tongue to cancer I do11·1 know. But she did change 
her mind. She withdrew from NYU to work as a salesgirl in 
the sleepwear department of Lord and Taylors. She chalked 
up her mother's disapproval to disappointment that she was 
working for Macy·s competition 

Sam is afraid of the dark and sleeps on a futon because 
onlysmallmonstcrs,ifanyatall,canfitunderit.Sheslccps 
inthebuff,butasaprccau1ionarymcasurewcarssocksso 
any particularly agile or small monster 1h.11 may have gotten 

undcr1hefutoncanno1grabhertocsMddraghcrawayin 
her sleep. Hcrcatiss1illalivc.Shesingstoi11oputi110 
slccp--and to ward off the monsters. She usually sings 
Beatles songs or the Monkecs· Grc.1tes1 HilS. It is a good 
watch cal. I know because it tried to kill me once. It lunged 
at me from under the futon. I think ii thought I was a monster 
coming to hide. 

Sam's fc.m arc not to1:1lly unfounded. Mn:. Malory is 
from the city and believes th:11 type of violence happens 
everywhere. Evcrynightsheshu1offallthclightsinthe 
house and went from room 10 room pecking out the windows 
at the neighborhood looking for murderers, psychotics and 
.. preevens .. as she called them. Only when she was s.1tisfied 
that all was safe could the Malorys go 10 sleep. 

In response Sam has turned to voyeurism. It is probably 
hcrcditarylikeherredh..1irandherwa\k.ButunlikeMrs. 
Malory who stays inside her dark house. looking ou1 its 
immaculately clean windows at the same neighbortiood, Sam 
walks through different ones and looks into the windows of 
1hc lit houses to sec how other families live. She is 1101 
looking for criminals or --weirdos": she is just curious. She 
doesn't think she is sneaking because she docs it in the open. 
And unlike Mrs. Malory who was h..1ppy to work behind 
Macy's thick, soundproof windows, Sam chose to work out 

on the floor. Every generation of women gets a little f:utncr 
from confinemcn1. Mrs. Malory's mother prob.1bly never 
held a.job in her life and Sam's daughter just might join the 
Peace Corps ., 



Generations 

Framed, 
In black and white, 

My best friend 
Stewart and me 

At the beach. 

Our names 
Maskingtaped 

To plastic baggies 
Identify the pieces 
Weare holding up. 

Beach glass, 
Misc.crab parts. 

Snarled fishing line, 
Seaweed that pops. 

And plum pits. 

Discards 
Left 

In the sand. 
Sifted and saved 

Through discerning eyes. 

Weholdthcbagsup 
By spaghcni thin arms 
Freckled with scabs 

From scratched 

Mosquito bites. 

Wesquinr 
Past the plastic 

Into the sun. 
lam missing 

Two front teeth. 

I smile 
Lopsided and scalloped. 

Like moonstones. 
Isearchfor 

My own bones 

In 1hesand, 

Poking a starfish. 

Stewart finds 

Ashark's1001h 
Andgivesittomc. 

Seven months old, 

Mynieceplayswithit 
Dangling 

Fromsalt-soakcdli!.'lthcr 
Around my neck. 

She doesn't have teeth 
To lose yet. 

Butwill­
Soon. 

Laura Moran 



Sea Change 

In your voice. 
like a shell. 

Icanhcarthcbeach. 
I remember it. 
remember you, 

as sand remembers being 
crushed into shards. 

Sifting through disintegration. 
I want your words 

1ofa1I 
into place 

like a dictionary 
not scdimental pyramids. 

slipperypieccsslidingoverthemscl~es. 
Silicone particles \ikedanglingpartic1p\cs 

mlkemedissectyourspcechinwaves, 
grind into syllables 

your sieve-like language 
that refuses 

to hold water. 
A full fathom five 

you will lie 
derelict 
inrclics 

to be washed ashore 
and interpreted as you arc: 

fragment 
by 

fragment. 
grain by grain. 

I will let you pour. 
brush you off. 

andlcavc 
you. 

translucent. 
to remain. 

Laura Moran 

The Kiss of an Axe 

Oneaxefullofsurgeryreveals 
Yearsincooccntricring.soncesealed. 

We number them. remember them, name them 
Accordingtotheroundresolvcofourlives 

Our years tum back upon themselves, 
Back from theharshbrushofbark. 

Back from the falling of leaves, 
Back to place when 

Weweregreenlikesaplings. 
Our hair like needles 

Sangtimewiththcwind. 
Thunder shook our roo1s. 

We rippled like rain. 
Welived.ourarmsoulstretched 
To catch ourselves in lightning. 

We lived, our laughter with the crows 
For those who could not bend, 

Whose backs snapped. 
Wholostthcirgripongravity. 

And lay.unanchored. 
Silent in our wake. 

Bu1,barklikemossgrows,too--­
Andhardcnslikesca.bs. 

ltscalswhatisvulncrable, 
Heals what remains after 
Laughter subsumes into 

Patience and waiting. 
Patience. Waiting. 

For the face of the sun, 
For1heheat renected 
ByamirTorglasslake 
Holding more than a 

Lightning vision of fate. 

lntime,lhebarkswells. 
The growth recounts you, 

Tracestheringsofyourlife. 
If, by chance, you encounter 

Thespliningofk.nots. 
Splintering like fingers 
FromhandsunclasJXXI, 
Your shell might crack. 

Theleakingcu1drip.s.1p. 
And you will remember. 

As you laugh. 
Theecstasyof1hunder 

Sungfromthckissofanaxe. 

Laura Moran 



~ 
An Interview by Mary Hurley 

Shoreline: Do you remember at what point you decided IO 
become a writer. or was there any one point? 

Hood: Well, I was very young when I knew I wanted to 
write, but I remember more 1he day I realized the power that 
words have, which was somehow conectcd with deciding to 
become a writer. I was in third grade, and the day _would start 
with morning e;,::crciscs, you know. a moment of s1lcnce. and 
all that. I was sitting at my desk reading Little Women. and I 
was just gcning to the part where Bet~ dies. and I couldn't 
put the book down. I just couldn't believe that she was really 
going to die. and I kept reading an~ all of a sudden I looked 
up,andlhadrcadthrougheverything. Thcyhaddo_nethe 
Pledge of Allegiance. they sang America the Be~ut1ful­
cvcryonc was standing up except for me. It was Just one of 
those embarassing moments in school. but I was so choked 
upbywhatlwasrcadingthatlhadn'tevenbeenawarcof 
noise or anything. I realized then that words w~re powerful 
andtheycouldreallymake~plefcelso~ethmg.solthink 
that's the moment that I decided to be a wnter. 

Shoreline:Wasitdifficullforyoutogetpublished? 

Hood: No, but rm a terrible example for peop\c who want to 
write,althoughlguessigno_rancei_sblissasf~asthat's 
concerned. I always wrote, 11 was JUSI some1h111g I had to do, 
soafterileftU.RJ.,Iwenttoworkasanightattendant.and 
J kept writing and pursuing it "'."hile workin~ with TWA, and 
at one point, I was laid o.ffdunng the rcc~s~1on. ~ou know, 
thatnever-endingrecessionthatwe'rest1\lm.llJustseemed 
like an emotional kind of moment in my life. and I had all 
these stories that rd never shown to anyone. It was just 
something that I did privately. So. I decided to ~•kc a writer"s 
workshop at NYU. and 1hc writer there, at the first one I 
took. really liked what I was doing, and he was so 
encouraging ... You have ~o understand. I w~s very innocc_11t 
of the whole process. I didn't know any wnters, and in high 
school and even college, every writer we read was either 
male or dead. Or if it was a woman. you always heard about 
hertragicdeath.Writingjustdidn'tsccmlikeaviablcthing. 

Shoreline: Right. like how many people do you know who 

arc writers? 

Hood: Exactly. Or you always heard about them dying 
tragically, do you know what I mean. as if in order to do it, 
you somehow had to have some type of terribl~ ... Anyway, 
this man was so encouraging to me. and I had JUSt moved to 
New York, and all of a sudden, I was around writers my age 
being published, and it opened up this whole new door for 
me. And then I started writing like a demon. I was so 
inspired. So I went up to Breadloaf for two weeks in August 
with the firsl four chapters of a book I had been writing. and 
the writer that I worked with there loved it, and asked if she 
could show it to her agent. So the agent took it. sold it, and I 
was published. And I think that if I had been more aware of 
what the process was Hke .. .l mean, I was just stumbling my 

way through it. 

Shoreline: So. you weren't sending your manuscript to aJI 

theseagents? 

Hood: No. I never got a rejection letter until after I was 
publishcd ... whichcaseditalittlc.Ithink. 

Shoreline: In Something Blue, when Lucy finally gets 
published.shescemsjusttotallyawcstruck.IsthisOOsically 

how you felt? 

Hood: Yes. I was floored. I still am floored. I think had I 
been pursuing a writing career for many years, I would have 
accepted what it meant. But as it was, I_ was almost unpre­
pared. I am always surprised to sec a display of my books, ~r 
if someone says I've read one of your books ... not that I don t 
knowlhatthey'reoutthcre-

Shoreline: You were first published in-

Hood: 1984, so it's still pretty new. When Somewhere Off 
the Coast of Maine first came out. it really got a lot of 
publicity, in New York City, at least_,and I used to try to 
disguise myself a little and go out with my camera and take 
pictures of the store window displays. 

Shoreline: There's a character in Something Blue, an editor 
named Nathaniel Jones, who calls Lucy "babe." orders her 
food for her in restaurants. and is generally pretty obnoxious. 
Is he based on someone you know in the publishing field? 

Hood: No. he isn'1. Actually. all the people that I deal with 
arc women. My editor and agent arc both women. I know 
sexismisstillprevalcntinliteratureandpublishing,butl 
think I'm lucky to be writing now, to have a voice that's 
being heard. And so I like to subtley somehow get across-

Shoreline: A woman's pcrspcctive? 

Hood: Yes, or just what it's like to be a woman. and that 
entails a lot. you know. That's why I like to write about 
women and their relationships with each other, as well as 
their romantic relationships. 

Shoreline: That's something that I really liked in Waiting to 
Vanish. Daisy is just so different from Mackenzie. I mean, 
heresheis,scllingMaryKaye,drivingaroundinapink 
cadillac,andyetyoudidn'tscemjudgementalatall.She 
seemed to go through as much growth as Mackenzie, the 
"intcllectuaL" 

Hood: One of the things, as you know, that I write about a 
lot is women's relationships to women. And I don't really 
believe the myth that women bond in a strong way. I think 
women are worse to women than men are. And I like to write 
from all points of view. You know, it's funny, but I think I 
can say.across the board, is that the character that I didn't 
like in the beginning is the one that I like the most in the end. 

Shoreline: Docs that come easy? 

Hood: No, it's a whole process. There's always one that I 
most relate to, not necessarily that she's based on me, but 
just that maybe she's more my type. And then there's a foil 
forthatcharactcr,andoftcntimes,in the beginning.you are 
judgementalofthatcharacter,butthcnyouseethingsfrom 
her point of view. It's really a learning experience for me, 
too. But I always know which character is the strongest in 
the end-it's the one who was the weakest in the beginning. 

Shoreline:LikeDaisy? 

Hood: Right, like Daisy. It took me a long time to really 
handleher 

Shoreline: So, do you plan out your books before you start? 

Hood: No, not at all. I'm very image-oriented rather than 
plot-oriented. Waiting to Vanish s1arted from a single image 
of a woman (who became Mackenzie). driving up to her 
house on Christmas and finding it gaudily decora!ed with 
garishbulbshangingoverthebushcs,andeverything. The 
image just haunted me, and I thought, well, why doesn't she 
livethereanymorc?Itjustraisedallthesequcstions. 

Shoreline: So. it started with one image in your head, and 
you went back and moved the character side to side-

Hood: And upside down. Really, there's no chronological 
order in my books until later. I'll gel these ideas. like 
shapeless lumps, and I try to get them in some sort of order. 
Then my agent reads it, and says it's not in any kind of order, 
solgobackandliterallycrcateatimclineandwritedown 
what happens when. Then I move certain sections here, or 
realize that I've lost trackofacharacterforten years.and 
decide, well, I'd better do something about that. 

Shoreline: Well, that's one of the things that I like about 
your books. that they're not very linear, you know, this 
happens and then this happens ... 

Hood: Yes. it's more fluid. 

Shoreline: It seems more whole, you get a more wholistic 
view that way. 

Hood: I hope so. That's what I try to do. I like to write in 
layers upon layers upon layers. I think it's more true to life 

Shoreline: If you could give a writer. who's just starting out. 
some advice. what would it be? 

Hood: I would say two things. The first is to read. I meet too 
many people who are writing without any sort of context 
They don't know what's being done, and they don't know 
what's been done successfully in the past. I mean. ifyou·rc 
writing short stories, why wouldn't you read Chckov to sec 
how it's done? And the other thing is to write-not to get 
published, but just write in order to write. Writing is hard 
work. and I still sit down sometimes and write a bad short 
story, or a bad chapter. II' s probably easier for me 10 handle 
becauscl'vcbcenpublished,butl still writcalotofstuff 
1hat'sbad. 

Shoreline: Do you think everyone's given this sort of 
allotment of bad stuff they have to get through? 

Hood: Yes. I think of writing as having three stages, but 
unfortunately some people never get out of stage one, or they 
stay in it for25 years. The first stage isthisautobigraphical, 
confessional writing. where you tell your life story-which is 
only interesting to you, or your family. And everything is 
about yourself. It's very sclf-indulgent-

Shoreline: Which is why you get a lot of stories about dead 
grandmothers in writing workshops. 

Hood: Exactly. Bui this is valid. you know. I'm not making 
fun of it. This is really part of the bigger truth that all writers 
needtofind.auniversaltruth.Andthcnthcrc'stheimit.:itivc 
stage, where you write like your favorite author. 

Shoreline:Andthethirdstage? 

Hood: Well. the third stage is finding your own voice. but I 
think you have to get through the other two in order to find 
,1. 

Shoreline: Speaking of finding your own voice. how do you 
feel about being called a ··sweeter. gentler Ann Beattie"? 

Hood: That Chicago Tribune quote. I'll never forget it. Well, 
justlikeeverythingelse.theyhavetomarketyou.andthey 
like to link you with another writer. I would much rather it 
be 'this is just my voice,' but I'll always be compared 10 
other writers. In a way. it's a compliment. I mean, it could be 
worse. It could be a "harsher Danielle Steel!" 

~ 



MUSIC 

Cornerstones 

womsmooth 
as wonnwood 
your bones 

pl3ccdncx1 

to mine knock 

in the tremor 

of her sex 

She shifts 

in bed pulls 
the covers to 
her head liflS 

herself to sec 
her lovers wed 
the firmament 
Dreaming she 

hears what only 
fools and madmen 

hear that music 
of the lonely 

seven spheres 
and the odd tone 

of bone on lxme 

withinhcrcars 

Gary Whitehead 

DROUGHT 

Al night. when it's dropped 

downtothesevcniies,she 

crccpsacrossthcd'lrkyard 

wilhajuicejugofrusty 
watcrdarkashcrconscicncc. 

1okeepthe1oma1oesalive. 
She denies her own thirst 

skips hcrfirs1coffcea1 five 

whensherises,hasinstead 

thelas1ofthejuicewi1hher 

sliccofbu11credswee1bread. 

The d:ui.'. ga.rdcn gives a whisper 

her husband gave on hisdcath­

bcd.adryhiss for1hc1as1c 

ofrus1ywatcr.pungcnibrea1h 

in1hcwiltof:mo1hcrAugus1 

nighlwithoutwind.Andstill 

shcdrinksitin;shcswallows 

ii all like the plants the spill, 

lhethirstquencheduntilitgoes. 

Gary Whitehead 



Arsenic 
and 
Old 

Lace 

Consumer murmur 
and the drumbeat 
issuing from some 
hiddensourcepulS 
the room to music. 
In the comer one 

lonely skeleton 

stands.the spew 
andspumeorrot 
about him.Jars 
of dried herbs. 
roots.and spices 
enchant one wall. 

the concoctions 
for what ails us 
or makes us whole. 
Behind the counter 
Wiccanwomcn.dark 

garbed. adorned 
with crystals and 
rings.count cash. 
explain the magic 
of this or that 
The scent of herb 
and oil cannot 
mask the smell of 
rot.and the musty 
dust sits too thick 
and tomblike, and 
the shawls of lace 
embrace the odd 
crannies of the 
placeandmakeme 
think of growing old. 

Gary Whitehead 

Dusk 

Onthesidcofthchouse 
where there were no windows 
I used to lie on the ground 

and pretend my body was part of the carih: 

skin brown like clay. 
breasts like dandelions 
still new and strange. 
and there wcrcncules 
crushedbcncathmyback 
and trees sprawled 
acrosstheskyaboveme, 

their branches connecting lhestars 

like dots that pulsed 
i[you looked re.'lllyhard; 
i[dinnerwaslate 
I could come oul after dark 

and weave my hair with the grass, 

whilelyingbesideanoldman 
who hid in thebarkoratrec, 

thickcrevicesgivinghimaraggedbcard 

making him look like somebody's grnndfa1her. 

or God. ir God had a face; 

I asked him qoes1ions 

and prayed, fora new bicycle 

the kind with lwo wheels instead or four, 

and that the girl next door 

might stop teasing me 

about my father 

who had left the ye.'lr before. 

my dreams crumbled in his pocket 

likeaha1r-smoked 
pack of cigarettes. 

Heather Moreau 



Am 
Treslpassing? 

My car grips the sudden turn as finnly as I grip the 
steering wheel. Ifcelmysclfliftoutofthescataseachhill 
slips behind me. I see a sign, it says "Speed Limit 15". My 
speedometer reads 35. My right foot finds lhe brakes and as 
it applies pressure, the car slows. I drive past a row of white 
condos. 

The nature here is artificial as condominiums. The trees 
are planted in local.ions ideal for any one of the sun's myriad 
of positions. The bushes arc sculpted twice a month and the 
grass is greener on thissidcofthefcncc. 

Ireachadcadend. 
The car seems to cough as I take the key out of the 

ignition. I wait a moment before I step out. The sun dips in 
the west. I look at my watch, it reads 5:00. When I was a 
kid, and there were woods here, my cousin Benny and I 
would tear through the leaves and fallen branchesat4:45 to 
gel home by five for supper. The woods were mapped in our 
heads. We even named each rock by its appearance. I look 
again to the selling sun. it's almost supper time. 

by Michael Gianfrancesco 

"Benny. it's almost supper time, we have to hurry!" 
"Look, there's the Babe Ruth Rock, we're almost there, 

stop whining." 
"I am not whining, I just got in trouble yesterday about 

being late, my mom gets mad." 
"Are you happy. now. crybaby?" Benny points to the 

dune beyond which lie our houses, "There it is!'' 
There it is. The sand where Benny and I would play. I 

walk to the edge, stepping over a newly paved curb. The 
dune extends about a quarter of a mile in every direction. 
almost a perfect circle. The cliff slopes down about 50 
yards.but it extends around theedgeofthedune ina ha.l.f­
circle. Three pillars of clay rise majestically in the middle of 
the pit. Perhaps this was a place for strip-mining, perhaps it 
was a potential landfill stopped by concerned residents, the 
kids in the neighborhood m:-ide it their playground. It was a 
place to charge around in every direction. to let imagination 

go. 
I back up my car. nearly tripping over the curb and take 

., in the condo development behind me. The dusk smells like 
fall. Naturecantouchthisplaceafterall! I thought it 
impossible, what with all the cloned buildings lining the 
generic streets. Thecurbsareallpaintedancggshell white 
color.as far as I can sec, not one curb is chipped or dull 
There are speed bumps that seem to be placed strategically, 
sothatpedcstrianscan'tscethem. The entire scene arrives 
Ii.kc a hiccup.each scctionli.kethelasl. Itwasn'taJwayslikc 
that. Once. we rushed, but on a different path. We followed 
a dirt path on Huffy bikes, not asphalt. 

"Michael,hurryup!" 
"Benny. it's hard to ride my bike down this hill like this. 

there's rocks and trees ... " 
"Just steer. let's go!" 
"I'm ... ".thetrccsrushcdpastmybi.keandthercd,grccn 

and brown leaves blurred into a single maroonish color. 
Ahead of me I caught sight of a tree, branching from the 
ground in a "V"-li.ke shape. My handlebars caught each of 
the extending trunks perfectly and the bike stopped short. I. 
however, did not. A latent gymnastic ability on my part lit 
up the woods as I did an unintentional somersault over the 
handlebars and landed on my back a few feet from the bike. 

Benny wiped tears of laughter from his eyes, lifted me 
up. picked a branch or two from my hair. and said, "Are you 
okay? Wow, over the handlebars!" 

"Yeah, good thing for a.I.I these leaves." 
All these leaves are now possessions. The woods that 

were here arc gone. Shaved away by the razor of progress 
-acleanshave,notevenabitofstubble. 

I hear the sound of a screen door open, and tum to sec a 
woman staring at me from her unoriginal doorstep. She 
squints to make me out over the closing darkness. 

"Whatareyoudoingoutthere?" 
'Tm sorry," my hands go into the pocket ofmy jeans for 

mykeys,thetightnessrcsisls.andmyhandsstingwithchill. 
"am I trespassing?" 

.. Well,no.''shepullshersweatermorctightlyaroundher 

shouldets. and I can sc.e even less of her now as she tries to 
conceal herself behind the door, "nobody but residents of 
theplatcomeinhere." 

"Oh, well , I just came up to check a few things out, I 
used to hang out here before.:•, I trail off, the woman looks 
disinterested. and I begin to wonder if it is her business 
anyway. 

"Yeah. well. some people might call the police or 
something, I wouldn't stay too much longer." The door 
slams shut as porch lights blink on up and down streets. 

"Sure." I say to nobody. cursing the woman to myself, 
but I know that I am the str:mger now. I start my car. my 
hidden lights come up and cast a glow onto the tallest clay 
pillar. A telephone pole casts a shadow across the pillar that 
seems to split it down the middle. My car glides off down 
the road.just as once. Benny and I used the rocks and dunes 
as roads for our matchbox cars. 

"My car goes down the road ... 
"Michael,youjerk.thisisclaydune,thercarenoroads." 
"Yes suh, I made them with the matchbox steamroller." 
"Oh. I forgot. but you goua make it flatter to be a real 

road." 
"But there's too many rocks and gr.iss." 
"So get rid of them, tear them out and throw them down 

there" 



Upon 
Entering 

the 
Public 

Restroom 

I noticed all the stalls were occupied. 
and cried a while for Palestine. 
I thought about world govcmmcnl. 
and assumed 1he role of moderator. 
almighty omnipo1en1 adjudicator, 
a side show philosopher. 

lnoticedeverysL1ll wasequal, 
four waJls and a porcelain throne. 
Envisionedallthemcnruling 
their own truly personal kingdoms. 
andassumcdtheroleofmindrcadcr, 
psychologist.a half-asscd postulator. 

I saw one man dead with a smile 
curling across his face. 
musingovcrthefactthatshonly 
his stench would be King. 

A poor man was meticulously 
constructing an extremely crude bomb 
forthesimplereasonofregaining 
his equality, which he foll was long gone. 

One man read the Communist Manifesto. 
aoother the Federalist Papers, 
and still yet another an article 
on bisexual dwarves who favor 
acu1inthecapiL1lgainstax. 

One man was wadding up tissue paper. 
entertainingtheideaoflaunching 
anauack against his neighbors 
to once and for all resolve the issues. 

The future President of the U.S. of A. 
wasscribblingadcscriptionofhis genitals. 
laughing at an 'oldmanfromMaine·joke 
he'drecentlyre.1dnel!aurin.1I. 

Onemanw::isreligiousandpure. 
Hesattherccountingtiles, 
only h:llf-dreaming of the lurid photos he'd seen 

in a news story about pedophiles. 

One man sat paranoid. 
shivering within his skin. 
posi1ive1ha1allfourwalls 
were inching in around him. 

OnemanrcadsomeNietzsche 
and subsequently renounced his God. 
"Religion was made for the weak," he said. 
while swallowing a pill for his failing hcan. 

Andonemangotangry 
at all the injustice around him. 
kicking and bc.:ltingon the walls 
thatsocomplelelysurroundedhim. 

The paranoid man began sweating 
upon hearing the rage of the other, 
and becoming all the more nervous. 
scrcamedoutinvainforhismother 
And the Future President peered from under 
the walls to sec the commolion, 
as the Manifesto Man, in one molion. 
tried to rip apan all the divisions 
andcmbracehismisguidedbrothers. 
while the man who h:llf-worshipped divinity 
made the sign of1he Holy Trinity. 
and the failing he.1n of Herr Ovennan 
pL1ycd out its final pathetic melcxly. 
but not before the tissue clown 
launchedhisissuesolvingmissile. 
whichhitthefoceofthedeadman, 
turning his smile into a frown, 
and the poor man who felt slighted 
sctanametohismakcshiftfuse. 
counting off the final seconds 
before all hell of hells broke loose. 

l1wasthenlhadarevelation 

I thought about modem communication, 
computer link-ups. fax machines. and isolation. 
lassumedtheroleofChrist 
come back (0( an encore prescnl.alion. 
pinched my nose 10 put off the fumes, 
andL1lkedaboutmyfather'shouse. 
theonewithmanyrooms. 

lprc.'lChcduntillheardsomemunering: 
"Who died and made you Kin gr, 
and saw all at once this human dimension. 
I turned my b.,ck and walked away, 

Scott Altonian 



An Interview by Sue Jensen,Laura Moran, 

Michelle Recchia and Gerard Siino 

Shoreline: How docs it feel to be back in Rhode Island? 

Kinnell: Wonderful. I enjoy Rhode Island. I'm here usually 

onceayearorso. I haveafantasy,pcrhapsmorethana 
fantasy because it is coming clearer in my mind, to buy a 

house in Rhode Island, near the ocean. Not right on the 

ocean, but near. 

Shoreline: It seems to be a unique lrait of na1ive Rhode 

Islanders to want to either stay close or not leave the state at 

all. When you were younger, did you feel that you wanted to 

escape from here? 

Kinnell:Yes! Yes! 

Shoreline:Whatdidthatfecllikeforyou? 

Kinnell: When I finally escaped? 

Shoreline: Yes. Have you? Or arc you still here, in some 

ways? 

Kinnell: I suppose one is always still here. But still one 

leaves. When you're growing up, or at least when I was 

growing up, Pawtucket seemed to be the world and Provi­

dence was the edge of the world. I knew there was a world 

somewhere else but I didn't know anything about it. I had a 

kind of difficult childhood and I wanted to start over. 

(Laugh) I wanted lO start my life again and do it better. I felt 

that could happen somewhere else better than here. When I 
did leave, and it happened, I felt much better. But it wasn't 

Rhcxle Island's fault that I had an unhappy childhood. It just 

happened to be here that I had it. 

Shoreline: When was the last lime you were in Rhode 

Island? 

Kinnell: I was here about a year ago. I gave a reading about 

a year ago at the Pawtucket Poclry Contest 

Shoreline: What will you be reading this evening? 

Kinnell: There arc some things from The Past which I 

thought I'd read because they're kind of set in Rhode Island. 

Perhaps I'll read the last half of"The Seekonk Woods." Plus 

maybe I'll read some new things. I've got one which is 

rather ... oh .. .it upsets some people 

Shoreline:Whyisthat? 

Kinnell: Well (Smile), it's called "Holy Shit." (Laughter) 

It's really about restoring dignity to this pcrfeclly natural 

substance which is part of the life of every mammal. But 

some people get offended by that. Do you think I should read 

it? 

Shoreline: Yes! The theme of restoring dignity comes up in 

your writing throughout your career - for example, in the 

treatment of the creatures in your poems. It's in "Freedom, 

New Hampshire," and later in "St. Francis and the Sow." It 

seems that the ordinary becomes transfigured, brightened 

Do you find that this is a natural theme for you? 

Kinnell: Well, I'm glad you find dignity in the creatures in 

my poems, but actually that wasn't my intent. It wasn't 

trying to bestow or restore their dignity. But in the case of 

this poem, I actually set out with a project to do this. I wrote 

an essay about twenty-five years ago in which I said I hope 

that someday somebody will write a poem called "Shit" 

which will show tha1 this substance is just pan of the natural 

cycle of things. But nobody ever did. So last fall I decided I 
would myself 

Shoreline: Did it turn out to be what you wanted? 

Kinnell: I didn't know what I wanted it to be or I probably 

woul<ln't have written it. If I had already the conception and 

knew where I'd get to, it wouldn't be interesting to read. I 

just set out to sec where the subject would lead me. ii went 

quite a long way. It's not a short poem 

Shoreline: How docs a poem begin for you? 

Kinnell: In different ways. This one was a matter of having a 

subject that I wanted 10 deal with and thinking about it quite 

a bit before actually writing it. While I was writing that 

poem, last fall in Vermont, there were mes that kept coming 

out of their hiding places whenever I'd light the stove 

They'd cover the sunny windows and land on me and sit on 

myhandaslwaswriting. lbccamequiteinterestedinthc 

flies. Every so often as I noticed something about the mes, 

I'd write i1 down on a bit of paper beside me, and then go 

back to what I was working on. But at a ccnain point. the 

flies became so interesting to me, that I just put the poem 

aside and took these bits of paJ>er and I wrote quite a tong 

poem about flies. So it happened entirely unimcn1ion:1lly 

when I was trying to resist writing about nics, because I 

wanted to concentrate on this other subject 

Shoreline: Do you wonder if "Holy Shit" will be accepted 
by the general public? 

Kinnell: Yes 

Shoreline: What do you think the reaction might be? 

Kinnell: Let's sec. (Smile) What adjective might they apply? 

Not "pornographic." Maybe they'll call it a "filthy" poem; 

disgusting and wallowing in filth. ''That's not poetry. That's 

just shit!" (Laugh) But I hope they don't say that. Perhaps 
they'll think that 

Shoreline: In another interview, you said that you were 

reading Keats and Dickinson. Who else do you like to read? 

Kinnell: These days I've been reading Whitman because this 

is the centenary of his death. I've been giving many rcachngs 

of his work all over the country. I'm giving one tomorrow 

night in New York. I haven't prepared for it yet. I was 

thinking about it on the lrain .. .I think I forgot my Whitman. 
(Smile) 

Shoreline: The freshman literature text that we use at Rhcxle 

Island College has cut out all of the Whitman except for two 

poems. What is your reaction? 

Kinnell: I don't think it's a good idea, but I have to see what 

other works they include. Is the teXl shoner or have they 
added? 

Shoreline: They added, with the apparent goal of a more 

diverse cultural representation. Do you have a favorite 
Whiunanwork? 

Kinnell: I like best those poems he wrote in the first five 

years, 1856-1861. Most of them I like. I don't like many 

things he wrote after that. I like "Song of Myself." and 

"Crossing Brooklyn Ferry," and "I Sing the B<Xly Electric." 

Shoreline: What is i1 about these poems that draws you in as 

opposed to 1he later ones? 

Kinnell: He only had aboUl six years of creative life. lbcy're 

much more alive and not self-conscious. He has a lot to say 

andaterriblcurgcncytosayit. Hesaysitwithakindof 

divine originality without worrying whelhcr it will be 

accepL1ble to the people. He suffered from OOing neglected­

from being unpopular. II made him a litlle paranoid. He had 

a litLle coterie of friends around him who worshipped him 

and that made him a liule swell-headed. And that combina­

tion of high self-esteem and paranoid self-loathing was very 

bad. So his work suffered as a result of the confusion he was 

going through. He also tried to make his later work more 

accepL1bte 10 the people-more like other poetry. So. other 

than a few later pieces which I do like. it doesn't seem as 
good to me. 

Shoreline: Whitman's IX)Ctry was very original because it 

brokeawayfromlradition. 

Kinnell: Yes. It was very original. It slill is 

Shoreline: The atmosphere of poclr)· was much different 

then. than it is now where we have so many creative writing 

programs inexistcnce.TheissueoforiginalityisYcry 

im1>0rt:mt for creative writing students. The question often 

asked by s1Udents is: "How do I make this sound new? How 

do I make it my own?" 

Kinnell: I don't think that's the right approoch. If )'OU have ~­Iii 



something to write about, you write it as well as you can 

without worrying about the reactions of people. I'm worry­

ing about the reaction to my poem, but I didn't worry about 

it while I was writing my poem. I've read it in many places, 

but I don't want to offend the people back home. (Laugh) 

But I will read it anyway. I think that if you start to worry 

about how to make your poems sound original, that suggests 

that it may not be original, but you find some way LO make it 
sound original. And how do you know what you sound like 

anyway? Until you've wriucn out of your heart, you don't 

know what you sound like. What keeps poets from sounding 

original 1oothers, however. seems to me to be their failure to 

befrcc.Thcirinhibitionsprohibitthemfromexprcssingor 

discoveringthethingsthattheyrcallythink-thcydon't 

knowwhattheythink,bccausethcyneverdarcdthinkit­

such as inhibitions against knowing what's awful, what's 

shameful, what's conventionally thought to be unspeakable. I 

think the degree to which one can break through those 

conventions, as Whitman certainly did in his first book, is 

what makes a book startlingly alive and recognizably the 

work of a particular poet. 

Shoreline: Do you think that works might get watered-down 

because they have to be handed in fora grade.and because 

thercaresomanyworkshops? 

Kinne\l: Actually, I don't think poclry should be graded 

There's some contradiction involved there that should be 

considered. Workshops could be inhibiting because you 

don't want people 10 laugh at you or 10 think you've gone off 

the deep end - so maybe you're kind of right, maybe you 

do restrain yourself. But if the spirit is right in a workshop, 

they want you to go off the deep end. They w:im you to 

embarrass yourself. They like you teucr. So, 1 think it 

depends on what you have for a workshop 

Shoreline: Tell us about your workshops 

Kinnell: I have my goals. And I have my methods. But they 

can't really OC imposed upon a group. Sometimes they work 

and sometimes they don't work so well, depending on who's 

there. But the goal is to have people writing appreciably and 

recognizably better by the end of the workshop than at the 

beginning - even if it's just a weekend workshop - have 

them writing bcuer Sunday afternoon than they were Friday 

evening. The method is simply a completely supportive 

atmosphere where nobody is worried too much about what's 

wrong with the poem. They're interested in seeing what's 

exciting about it. Herc, of course, I can't control whether 

some or the people in the workshop may want 10 pounce on 

somedctailtheymaynotlike.Butlbclievcthatthesmall 

details should be left for further discussion privately in 

conference later on. The workshop should be a place for 

displaying how far one has gone. This supportive atmosphere 

is one thing. And the other thing is a kind of daring of one 

another among the participants. "If she can say that about her 

life, why am I being so timid? Why do I hold back? Maybe I 

canalsostcpupandsaysomclruththatl'vencverdaredto 

utter before." This kind of mutual stimulation is a response 

to the daring of another by SlCpping up with some daring of 

one's own. 

Shoreline: How many people arc in your workshops? 

Kinnell:ltvaries.Thisycarlhavetcn,lthink. 

Shoreline: Asan undcrgraduatc,didyouparticipatein 

workshops? 

Kinnell: No. (Pause) There actually was a workshop, but I 

didn't take it. 

Shoreline:Whynot? 

Kinnell: I was afraid of being ... (Smilc) ... I was afraid of this 

kind of will to criticize, LO fault find. The leader of the 

workshop was R.P. [Blackmuir), who was a very severe and 

famous literary critic. I just didn't believe he would like my 

poems, which were not very well-made. I thought they might 

havcsomething,butldidn'tknowiftheydid.Ididn'tfccl 

like submiuing them 10 someone else to judge them at that 

point in my life. I was very backward. 

Shoreline: Do you find that you write very differently 

depending on where you arc? Is there a place you prefer to 

write? Vermont? New York? 

Kinnell: Not really. I can write any place where I feel at 

home. I don't think I write over the short-tcnn very differ­

ently; over the long-term, of course, the experiences you 

have in your life have an effect and arc bound to show up. I 

can OC working on this poem, "The Flic.'i," in Vermont and 

carry it 10 the Biltmore Hotel in Providence, and 1hcn to New 

York and just keep working on it. It doesn't seem to make 

much difference where I am once I'm writing. The world 

you live in makes itself the subject without your intending it 

to. So in that sense the subject is different. I don't know if 

the way is different 

Shoreline: Do you ever feel like a subject takes you? 

Kinnell: Yes, ldo 

Shoreline: Sometimes when you read what you've written, 

do you think, "Did I write it or does it simply come through 

me onto the page?" 

Kinnell: I don't think of it as "coming through" me. I think 

of the subject as being kind of a given. The metaphors, the 

images of the poem arc certainly given. As you walk out of 

your house and you're still thinking about this subject, you'll 

see something which will provide, or seem to provide, a 

perfect metaphor for what you're trying 10 express. And that 

thingbelongstotheplacewhereyouare. 

Shoreline: Where were you when you wrote "Seekonk 
Woods"? 

Kin~ell: I wrote the first draft of it rather swiftly, while I 

was m the Seekonk Woods. I worked a long time on that 
poem, probably wroLC it in a dozen places 

Shoreline: What do you think about the revision process? 

Kinnell:(Pausc)Revisionsarckindofdangcrousbccause 

they_ tend to ration~lizc an_d normalize odd things that come 

out m s~nge but mterestmg ways. Then, the next day you 

look at u and say, "Well, that's not really good." The rcsuh 

is that you take out some of the peculiar life. More poems 

probably have OCCn dcslroycd by revision than by any other 

single force. (Laugh) When my students come to me wilh 

~ms that they want to show me, I ask lhem to bring any 

prior drafts ~ause I know from experience that the early 

drafts are gomg to be OCtter than the later ones. Occasionally 

the later drafts are better, but ninety percent of the time it 

comes o~t best ~he first t!me. So, the rule that applies to 

automobile engmcs apphes to poems too: if it ain't broke, 

don't fix it. (Smile) But, you know, on the other hand, I do a 

l0t of revision and sometimes I damage the poem. But I 

know lhat, so I always keep my versions and at a certain 

point I go back to Version 3 and start again. But there arc 

somcthingsinVcrsion33thatareuseful,thatlcanputinto 

Version 3. I compulsively revise poems, but at the same time 

I'm aware of the danger. I try to compcnsaLC for my revisions 

byafaithfulrespectformycarliestdrafts. 

Shoreline: Did you revise "Blackberry Eating" many times? 

Kinnell: (Smile) What do you think? 

Shoreline: No. 

K~nnell: (Laugh) I did-a lot. Well, I'm glad you didll't 

thmk so, though. That's the point of revision-to make it 

seem, as Yeats said, "a moment's thought," as though itjus1 

~ame to ~ou. But i~ might take a lot of struggle. There were 

Just ccrtam places m that poem where the Lransitions were 

hard to get. I had to lry one thing and then another to get 
from the blackberries lO the words. 

Shoreline: I like that one a lot. 

Kinnell: (Smile) Well, thank you. I'll read it tonight. That's 

how I decide what to read. Somebody natters me. (Laughter) 

Shoreline: For you as a poet, is it more exciting to read to 

studentswhohavencvcrbccnto:irc.1dingbefore? 

Kinnell: For me as a writer. it's more exciting to read to 

people who know my work, and who know poetry. But for 

me as a person who wants to expand the audience of poetry 

and serve poetry, as I've tried to do all my life, the new 

a~dicncc is more exciting. So they're both exciting for 
different reasons 

Shoreline: What made you choose to write poetry as 

opposed to working in an0thcr genre? 

Kinnell: (Pause) ltwasn'texac1lyachoice. I felt that there 

~as a ~rcater satisfaction for me in writing poetry rather than 

m writing short stories. I think that's because poetry is the 

one art where a person says whal'sgoing on with him or her, 

what it is for him or her to be alive, saying itdireclly in one's 

o~n voice and speaking about onc·s self. Writing fiction you 

kmd~fcreateaworld,butyouncverhaveachancc,except 

occasionally through a character who stands for you. to say 

what's on your mind, and then it has to be shaped into the 
whole narrative. It's that wonderful momentof...wcll. it feels 

to me like what a bird must feel like when it sings. It wakes 

up and sings its note, its song. The song is obviously 

cxtrcmelysatisfyingtothebird.It'ssomcthingthatlimagine 

I feel. and that poets feel and that human singers feel when 

they speak, or half-sing, the words that tell about what it is 

for them to be. 

Shoreline: Whatisthefutureofpoetry? 

Kinnell: (Smile) This used to be the topic, "Whither Poetry," 

at the luncheon meeting of the CenLral Falls Poetry Society. 

(Laugh) "Our local poet will address the subject, Whither 

Poetry." I think there·s kind of an interesting and unusual. 

and perhaps unprecedented, thing going on in poetry in this 

country. So many people are writing quite seriously. I don't 

know if that's ever happened before. Probably there arc 

societies where people write and exchange poems. But 

there's a kind offcnnent in this country. networks of poets, 

workshops all over the place, readings all over the place. 

People in the workshops, then. have their own work.shops 

where they may teach or organize other people into writing 

groups. I can't sec that this has reached its saturation point. I 
think it will continue to develop, especially as pleasure 

diminishes because of the way our society opcra1es-lhere's 

a kind of resistance to social confom,ity which C3n be 

expressed in poetry. I would imagine-I think it's possible 

anyway-that fifty years from now poetry will be wntten m 

evcnmuchgrca1crdensityandcnergy.ltmightevcnha,-e 

some effect on the socie1y. It will become not onl)' a fon:e 

for individuals. but once again asoci::tl force. 



!I 

Pontius Pilate 

Rome, even a wolr cannot kill a tiger. 

lcanstillscclhcm,uponthathi\l, 
Cryingandwavingatlhcsky 
Likcitwillbringhimback. 
Evcryoncclscisout in thcstrccts 

Cavoning with that fiend Barabbas, 
Who should have died instead. 

The first time they brought him to me, 
Icouldhardlybclicvcmycycs. 
I thought I had been imagining 
The voice that prophesied his corning 

And told me thai when he came, 

I would have to kill him. 
When I saw him, I was so scared 
Of what I knew had to be done 

Thal I sent him away, and hoped 
That Herod would kill him instead. 
Butlkncwhcwouldn't,rcally. 
I knew it would all come down to me, 

And I hatOO knowing that. 
Even at the last momcm, I l!icd 

To delay, and prayed the mob would choose, 

And choosing, fear a savage 

Morcthanthatinnoccntbcforcmc. 
But again I knew it would not. 

I wanted to kill him even less 

Than he wanted to die. 
Butlkilledhim,andhedicd, 
The two of us serving one purpose 

That neither of us really understood. 

There is no voice now. h left me 

The moment his cross was raised. 

Thatterriblcscnscofpurposc 
Is gone. 100. When I was flogging him, 

I could have listed twoscorc reasons 

For why he had to die. But now 

I can not think of one. 
lean not explain that force 

Whichrnadcdccisionsoelusive. 

And commitment seem so fleeting. 

I have been forgotten. 

Today they say t1rnt poor dog Judas 

Was found dead, swinging in a tree. 

I feel the worst for him-scolded. leashed 

Likcthat,merclyforrctuming 
The stick lhat was thrown to him. Jeff Major 

The Hammerkop 

With roots of the plumbago 1ied 

Around the true lxlicvers' necks. 

TheXhosahurledtheirassagai. 
The prophet Mlanjeni cried, 

'Thewhi1eman'sbulletsofblacklead 
Will melt and tum 10 hot water! .. 
But rifle fire overhead 
Was quick to lay the Xhosa dead. 

CouldMlanjcniscc1hemfall 
Whilesiuingbythcriverbank? 

This ruin he could not forestall, 
Orsurelyhc'dh.·wetoldthema.11 

That Lightning Bird can stop the ra.in 

Before the river starts to flood 

But Lightning Bird can't stop the pa.in 

When a.II the water 1ums to blood. 

July brought the great Xhosa king. 

Sarhili. tothcrivcr·sedgc. 

Young Nongqawusc. there preaching 
That the dead would soon be living. 

Told him of slr.mgcrs come to warn 
The Xhosa of a prophesy: 
"ff we kill catUe and our com, 

Our ancestors will be reborn:· 

Bui famine. slow death. and the drone 

Of human suffering soon lurncd 
ThcXhosanat.ion intos1one. 

If only the young girl had known 

That Lightning Bird can stop the rain 

Before the river starts 10 flood 

But Lightning Bird can't slop the pain 

When all the water turns to blood. 

lt'sraininginSouthAfric:i. 
The hammcrkop h:ings upside-down, 
Butstillthcwatcr'srising. 

ThC'hanunC'rt.op,alsoC'allcJlhc l1ghtn1111bord,,. 
aSouthArncanbud1ha1,aoconhn1101tib.lm)1h. 
brings lhc heavy r1ins. W,1<:h doaon ,..ooW h.an1 

lhebordupt1dc-do•••n°"·"rnood1111nV\'n11tlhe 
hc1ghtthey ... uhcdlhc,.·11crioltopn11n11l,c 
lightmngbon.1,thcyrcuonC'J,,.ouldm.alr.,thcnun 

~~r~ kc~ iu,l( from dn:,wnin1 ,n the nHIIJ 

MlanJml(C'mih-li.n-jly•nn,),aprophrtolSouth 
Afria.'1 Xhou (ko-1uh) tnbo:. kd an umueotuM 
rrbclhonaga111Jtthcoteupy1n18n11shforttJ 
fromll.S0,.SJ.llcg11-i:hi.follo,..m,,,.ho,..crc 
am1cd with lpC'an called 1uaga1, dv.mu m1dc of 
roc:,uofthcplumbagoplantanJtolJU\C'mthc 

chann1 would make thC'm 111•'11"1C1bk qa111s1 the 
Bn1nhnnc1. 

Non1q1,.."UR(non·ka•W\l·U)'),.Ha 
fiftcen•yur-olJXhosa1,rl,.hociaunC'diohn·, 
been appro&Cbcd by mys1cnou1 ana:~on ,.ho 
prcwnn,ed 1h11 J the Xhou \11kd lhcu auk Md 
bumC'dtbc,room,lhc11dcaJ&n(U10n,.ould 

rr1um and !ho:""''"'"'°""" be upc-UC'd ffflffl 
South Afnca. 1lic cn11.11111 Xhou Cattk K"'I 
(1&56-.S7) dmmatC'J lhc >..llou n11oon 

Jeff Major 



Remembering Those 
Who Died in the 

Train Station Fires 

Denture-Dropper was found teaching 

Bar stools and empty glasses 
To sing and dance like Jolson. 
•·you ain't sccn ... you ain't...hold it ... " 

I remember the first time he got me 

By lcuing his tcelh fall inio my drink. 

A1lastthesortbluclightwasallhis, 
And he could keep them in his mouth. 

Charon was still on her barge 
When I.hey pulled it from lhc scene 

She used 1opi\011ha11hingacross 

The linoleum river, laughing, 

Chasinglatc-comerstolhcirtrains. 

Whcntheybrushcdhcroff,Lhcfinish 

Underneath her hardly looked touched. 

Tuxedo-clad Stands-In-Drains, 

Who used to roll around in the pools 

Of urine on the men's room floor, 

Making love to his dead wife, was still 

Lying on that noor, kissing the tiles 

His grapefruit foot wasn't even burned, 

Justscalyandpinkandpurplc 
From walking in the snow wilh no shoes. 

It never kepi him from running, though-

oway: 
Evenbcforethatsparkwasst.ruck, 

Those three were years out the door. 

Jeff Major 

September 

The only cars allowed 

on the road 
aresilver 
limagineyouwithawifo 

who blushes the moon to her brcas1. 
She is a foreigner 
a mediocre spy. 
She stirs in the pol too much. 

I hold a pretty gun 10 her head. 
Both apples and leaves 
fall. 

Yousayyou'venote,·er 
loved her. 

The metallic sparkles m )'Our h.:m 
are new. 
I believe you 
in the dark lane 

worn as our old couch. 

The giant autumn 
descends.a large cat 

on a small rood paradmg a black paw. 

Kate Kuenzle 



A Daily Watch 

ifl 

And the end of the d.1y comes. 
mouminguscd.sadncssandpain 
afcwdaysaftcrhispassing, 
when Gram says in that way 

curbed in Russian:takcthiswatch. 
though not his good one. My smile 
saves her apologies 
whcnlscchislifclhcrc. 

Jus1somcmomcntsrcally, 
1hc hands of a sun scratched face: 
timctogcttothcmarkct, 
crunchings.1ndonMainstrec1 

sidewalk.under swaying sunshades. 
the elbow of the morning paper -
hiding him. He'd hurry glances 
fulloftruclrishprcjudiceby 

ignoring the greetings of Rodriguez 
children. Thcy'dmak.cfunofthcskinny. 
suspended stranger. like his grandkids 
did. 100 young to understand grand-fears 

of Silver Lake undertows• said some girl 
drowned there. sucked right under. Then 
those slow drives 10 crazy. crammed kids 
inthcworldofasmallbackscat,places 

warsarcknown1obcgin. He never 
understood that weight, or of the endless 
hours of news reports. and always steak 
broiling sure at 5:30 aside baked "podadocs ... 

lcanstillhearthetinfoilcdsizzle. 
Afterdinneroureyesrichwithtime 
saw his worries as silly as the same 
card tricks we all knew the answers to, 

but wanting to be fooled by the old joker. 
who pushed us on purpose to fall 10 peals 
in such pishposh. Quiel and worried. 
rc1ircdSeawi1chbarman1ouskids. 

until the spying. groggy eyed child 
dreaming a glass of midnighl waler 
bumped imo his knee bent shadow al the 
Vic1orian sofa. praying. The Sid bow 

of an irreligious man. sloped shoulders 
10 a beloved lost Ireland and heaviness 
of young death of a thirteen year-Old 
sister. my aunt removed. who 

Mom said went stra.ight l0 Jesus. I 
gucssGrampdidn'tbelievei1.hands 
balledun-haughty.ask.ingandlwas 
scarcdandsorrywantingtohughim 

but when the rencc1ionofthcgold 
watchglintedin1hemoonligh1 
madebystreetlights,lcrawledb."ICk 
to a day in the wann sheets. 10 

a part of his daily life for years 
and years unknown 10 even Gram, and 
uptothiswatchface.mychild's 
loyaltyhasheldmesilent. 

Michelle Recchia 



1/ltfik 
by Michelle Recchia Y 

He stood behind his desk. hands resting behind his back. 
Hisshirtwasvcrywhite,histicpcrfectlystraight.Hcbcgan 
10 pace back and forth from the windowsill to the desk while 
Missy sat perfectly still on the large wooden chair in front of 
the name plate that read: Principal R. Manilla. Missy did not 
look at him whileshehcldthcscatofthcchairrcaltight. It 
felt like her throat was closing and it was as if she was 
shivering inside and could not stop. She had never been in 
thcprincipal'sofficebcforc,butitdidn'tsccmtomattcrto 
him. He stopped pacing and looked at her with suspicion 

'"Whywcrcyouplayingintheallcy?" 

Although the sound of his voice was much nicer than 
Missy thought it was going to be, cold ran through her. She 
fcltthctcarsfillingupin hcrcyesbutshcdidn't\ctthcm 
come. The air of the stuffy office made the pain she fell 
inside hurt more. She wanted to tell him but she just 
couldn't. 

He asked again, and again she did not answer. Her 
shoulders were rounded; she stared at the scrapes on each of 
her knees from two different bicycle accidents. They didn't 
hurtanymore,no1likethis. 

She knew it wasn't fair. But how could she. in her brown 
couondrcssandwhitesocks,tellthismanthatshedidn't 
want to play the stupid game? How could she. when he had 
seenherstandingthereinthealleywith his own eyes? 

And it was funny, she knew Mr. Manilla was not going to 
callhcrmother.Shewasn'tafraidofthat. lfhedidcall,her 
mother would understand. 

Missy looked up to the moustached silent face staring 
down at her and said, "They were chasing me. The boy 
didn't look where he was going." Mr. Manilla was not 
interested in their game. 

''Whywereyouplayinginthatallcy?"Hcaskedagain. 

Every child at Hopedale Grammar School knew that 
they're not supposed to play in the alley. 

Missy couldn'1 tell him that they chose her. Thal it was 
her tum. First it was Andrea's tum. Why didn't Andi come 
in here too, and help tell? She wanted Andi to come and tell 
bccauseAndit:llkedallthetime. 

The green telephone near the principle's right hand rang 
and Missy's neck tingled on both sides. She stared at the dots 
on her dress while Mr. Manilla talked on his phone 

The gaunt squares of sunlight on the floor seemed lo tag 
the toes of Missy's shoes. The sun was dull now. It seemed 
dark,notlikethismomingwhenithappened ... 

Among the band of freshly dressed, bathed, and kissed 
gOOO-bye children. Missy looked out the window. She 
couldn't wait to gel off the bus into the busy playground. As 
soon as she got off, she dropped her lunchbox near the fence, 
behind the already growing row of colored metal markers; 
each box saving a "place" in the morning line up. She 
scuffed :lcross the playground to find Andrea 

She looked for Andi at their place on the edge of the Big 
Sidewalk. She wasn't there. She had to be somewhere, 
Andrea's purple lunch box was third in line where it always 
was. She found her pl:lying near one of the boarded-up 
factory buildings. She was with some boys Missy did not 
know. She walked over to them, catching them by surprise. 

"Andrea? Andi? What arc you doing?" Missy called out. 

Three pairs of bewildered eyes met Missy's. She stopped 
walking toward them. They stopped whatever it was that 
they were doing and let Andrea's arms drop to her sides. 
Andrea's normally colored cheeks were scathed in smears of 
dirt and her eyes opened wide while Missy stood there. The 
girls' glances met as if they both knew a scary secret. The 
boys turned all the way around to face Missy. They looked 
mad. Then 00th of them started to smile as they walked 
toward her; Andrea didn't move. Missy broke into a run. 

One of them said, "Get her!" 

She darted across the playground toward the alley 
between the red brick lunch building and the sixth grade 
building. She didn't think they would follow her there. She 
ran fast and hard, her body screamed for air. The sound of 
hcrshocsslappingtheasphaltmixedwiththecxcitedlaughs 
and screams of children playing, and the noise echoed in her 
head so loud she almost couldn't see where she wa.,;; going. 
The alley was just up ahead. It seemed so small today, as it 
shook in her sight. 

One of the boys was at her heels and dirty hands nailed 
about, trying to grab her sweater. Missy pushed harder. They 

followed her down into the alley as she headed for the lunch 
doors. And as the doors bounced before her eyes, she 
remembered how Regina got it yesterday for entering the 
building before the morning bell rang. She turned to her left, 
rounding the comer of the blurry. gray mass. To her horror. 
one of the boys headed toward her. 

He smiled with delight as he and she realized she could 
not get away now. She sought refuge under the rusty metal 
grating of the fire escape, a place even more forbidden than 
thealley. 

"Get hert Get her!" Said the one who cut her off. 

"Mefirst!Mefirst!"Saidtheotherashegrabbcdthe 
sleeve of her sweater. They shoved each other, no1 letting go 
of her arms. The boy in the ugly yellow t-shirt held her left 
am1 hard: his hands were like metal clamps that go1 tighter 3$ 

she tried to pull away from them. He pushed her backward 
with his whole body, guided by his arm. 

"No, me! Mc first."Theothersaid. 

The ugly t-shirt did not listen to his partner, as he pressed 
Missy against the cold roughness of the granite wall. His 
eyes were gleaming. while an arm and an elbow stabbed 
her neck, stealing her voice away. She felt the cold of the 
building through the back of the wool sweater that her 

mother had made for her. It no longer kept her warm in the 
chill of this early October morning as the boy put his dirty 
hands on her shoulder. His breath smelled like sour oranges 
andhisclotheslikepcc.Missytumedherface.sidetoside, 
hittingherheadagainstthewall, herhairgettingcaughton 
the jutting granite chippings. pinching her head like pins. She 
pushed forward and to the side, and the boys held her faster, 
sandy pebbles crunching beneath them. She knew what was 
going to happen, a body pressed against her. She knew. She 
couldn't move now. crushing sneakers on her brown shoes; 
shegaspcdundertheweightofthem. 

Where's Andrea? 

The boy thrust his face to hers. He kissed her full on the 
mouth. Once. Then again. His lips were dry, and felt like a 
tissue that rubbed against a sore nose from a cold. The eight 
year old boy was slrOnger than Missy. He didn't let go of her 
annsandhekissedhcrevcnharder.shefeltakneeinherleg. 

The hard kisses made Missy feel cold and ugly in her 
brown dress. She could not breathe. She twisted her shoul­
ders and shook her hc..'ld away from the hazel eyes and 
smilingteeth.butitwasasifhegotstronger.pressingand 
shoving her. The boy pulled his face away smiling. Missy 
remained twisted in agony. The smell of pee 
made her feel sick. Hekisscdhcragain.andshefeltatumin 
her stomach; his lips were mushy and wet. like the black 
belly of a spoiled oyster. Fear and pain and sickness 
shuddered through her. His partner eagerly awaited his tum 
Hepulledattheothcr·sslceve.geuingm:idnow. 

"Let me. let me ... He said 

Missy pictured herself running, as hard as she could. like 
in gym class races. Al that moment a scramble of children 
ran by chasing a blue ball. The two boys turned quick. Missy 
lunged forward against 1hesurpriscd faces and fingers still 
clutchingherswcater.rustlingfrccwithal\hermightand 
bolted away. She ran toward the lunch doors again dashing 
by the monstrous blue dumpster parked at the left hand side 
of 1he alley. Before she jumped up onto the cement step. she 
heardadullthudandayelpcomefrombehindher. 

Missy stopped and turned to sec the boy who did not get 
·•1iis turn" staggering b.."lckwards with blood gushing from his 
mouth. Missy stood still. So did the rotten one. who gazed at 
him in shock. The injured boy had immediately covered his 
mouth and fell to his knees, shaking. Blood seethed through 
his finger. combined with the wetness flowing from his eyes. 
anddrippcdtotheground. 

Missy's feet seemed stuck 10 the cement. She could 1101 
move. She wanted to help. 10 go get someone. anything, but 
no. She. like the small boy on his knees by the blue dumpster 
could not move. 



"Andrea's normally normally colored 
cheeks were scathed in smears of dirt and 

her eyes opened wide ... " 

By this time. the alley was teeming with terrified chil­
dren. Still, Missy did not move. She watched from the step 

as Mr. Manilla and old Mr. Hartch, the janitor. ran to the aid 

of the 
boy. Meanwhile, the other boy remained behind them. 
gibbering in her direction. and the boy with an outstretched 

arm. pointed his finger accusingly at Missy. Mr. Manilla's 
eyes awakened with a mixture of anacr and disgust. Missy 

felt like one of the white dots on her brown dress. The man 

and the boy looked like they were gelling smaller, getting 
further away. She knew they could sec the redness and the 

hotness she felt. 

And here. in the antique chair. her hands were damp as 

she held onto the smoothed wood of the scat. Her heartbeat 

quick and uneven. Her forehead and checks got hot. She did 

not let goof the scat. 

Missy wanted to tell, but she couldn't. She couldn't tell 

him 1ha1 they chose her. Chose her to kiss her. Chose her to 

chase her.and make the boy get hurt. 

··1 don't understand why you children cannot listen. 
Why?" He asked with his hand resting on the green phone as 

he stood there. "Why? What were you doing in the alley?" 

Painfully the words came ... We were just playing." Missy 

said as she looked down at the scrapes on her knees. The 

tearscameagainandagainshefoughtthcm. 
··vou do know that you are not supposed to play anywhere 

intlrntallcy?Don·tyou?" 
Her checks got even holler as she piped out a weak yes. 

··That boy is seriously hurt. young lady. Seriously hurt." 

She did not look up ... Do you understand that that boy 

might lose his teeth?" He asked, but didn't wait for an 
answer. ··Now. I certainly hope I don't ever hear of anything 

likcthisagain.''Hesatdown.histies\appingthecdgcofthc 
desk. He shook his head again. 

He breathed in deeply. He dismissed her and handed her 

over to her homeroom teacher. Miss Evans. She had been 

waiting outside the oflicc. Miss Evans looked sad. From 

there she esconed Missy back to the classroom in a quiet 

frown. Even she did not undersland. 

Missy sat through the morning spelling lesson without 

looking up from her workbook - not even to sec if Andrea 

was at her desk. Miss Evan's voice buzr.cd from somewhere 

in the classroom, spelling the word 'playground' as Missy 

stared at the pages blankly. only to sec the face of that boy 

and the blood. dripping to the ground. Her tears wouldn't 

come and she got all cold inside. She felt stuck like a bug 

whose wings arc in molasses. and pinned under the weight of 

abig.blackOClly. 




