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Hot 
on the 

Shc,1ood1othcsideofthcblackclcctronicmat. Th■ d 
pumping the fro1~1 of her red t-shir'. in and out. Ir 
llcrchcsc looked like the breast ofa bird. hcan 

handingtheoldladyhermeat.Hecaughtit 
but didn't smile back 
··see anything you likeT she said. as she parked 
hercannexttothemaninfrontofthetank 

bca,;ng w;Jd and fast. ·n,c coo1,;,,ond;1;on;ng Floor 
of the jumbo supermarket hit Maggie, making 
hcrdi11.y.likcthewave,atthcbcachesaround 

"No. no. I don"t ... he said. a bit stanled 
He stood erect. a clear six inches taller than 
Maggie. His dark face was covered with stubble 
andmorethanafewpimples.andafcwstrands 
ofdinyoilyblack hair hungover his forehead. 
He began furiouslyrubbinghiseyeswithtwo 
crooked forefingers. as ifhe were trying to erase 

Ocean City. Outside the glass doors. the suffocat-

~~::c0~~:\:~~~-nf~~~~~:~1

;~

1:~::~re by Scott 
Altonian damp with sweat from the three block walk from 

her apartment. Errant white ~Lran<ls from the fringe 
ofhcrcu1-offbluejeanss1uck like ~cawccd to her thighs 

"Areal scorcher.ch?"saidancldcrly lady in a purple 

jump,uit who entered through the electric swinging doors 
"Yc,.ma"am·· 
·'Day like this drives people over the edge - makes them 

cra,y ... the old lady said . .\.taring at Maggie several seconds 

pa" politeness. then waddled off pushing a carriage in front 

of her 
.. I believe you·ve hit the nail on the head, as they say," 

Maggiemumbledtoher~elf.Shereaffixedthebarrettethatheld 

ht:r fri11ycopper-red hairoutofherface,channeling the 

uncontrollablemassbackbehindherears.thencommandeered 

alone can fromthecornerandbcgan pushingitdowntheaisle 
She pu~hed it with one hand and continued to pump her shin 
with the other. She meandered her way down the condiments 

ai,lc. cha-cha-ing to the sanitiLed Latin beat that emanated 

from the ~ix:akers on the ceiling. The dull flourescent lights 
ca,tan anesthetic glow on the colorful jars 

A, <,he was placing ajar of mustard into her can. she 

c,rnght a glimpse of Carlos, the young man behind the meat 
counter. down at the end of the ai~le. He was cutting something 

withtheelcctricslicerfortheoldladyinthepurplejumpsuit 
Every couple of seconds he looked over in Maggie's d1rcct1on 
I le d1dn"t move h1s head or his body, ,ust Im eyes. They would 

be fixed on the meat 111 the slicer, then would quickly roll up, 

before rollmg back down to the ,ob m front of him Maggie 
1urnedbacktothcshclvcsofcolorcdJars,rubbmghcrd11n, 
andw1thalltheemphas1sofanexh1b1t1onm,slowlyknch 

down to rctneve a Jar of tanmsh colored horseradish She 
1>auscd 111 a crouched po~1t1on, prctendmg to compare pnces, 

then ro~eand dropped the Jarm her cart 
Appearmgsausfiedwithherpurcha,c,andheract,she 

turnedandpushedhcrcarttowardsthesmallglasstankfullof 
lobsters and crabs A tall man in blue slacks and a button do,.,•n 
~tmt ;,,tood. bent over m front of the lobster tank, lus 
face inches away from the glass I las hands were stuffed 11110 

thepocketsofagrcyBarrac.udaJackct Magg1esm1lcda 
toothless !,(Tm at Carlos over at the meat counter who was 

them or push them back into his skull. He stopped abruptly. 
then shoved his hands back in thepocketsofhisjacket. ··1 

don"tlikethematall:·hesaid 
Maggiepeeredthroughthetranslucentglassatthemurky 

mass of lobsters and crabs ... I know what you mean:· she said. 

The tank was divided in half down the middle. lobsters on the 

left. crabs on the right. One lobster was making his way from 
one end of 1he left companment to the other by walking on top 

of the others. His impotent claws protruded in front of him . 
hindering his progress. The rest sat immobile in the anificial 

liquid atmosphere. soft small white air bubbles purring from 

thefilter.ltwasacrampcdmassofbrownandtanshells. 
segmented tails. tied-off claws. and black lifeless eyes on the 
ends of tendrils. The eyes moved irresix:ctive of the bodies. "A 

sorry sight ... Maggie said. looking upwards towards the man 
"Tm from Bahirnore:· She pronounced it Barmer. ·Tve been 

inthismarketeveryweekforthepastthreernonthsandl 
haven·1scenonelobsterorcrab··-pronouncedcrabe­
,.wonh spending money on. They're just too damn small and 

skinny. I guess you peoplejus1don·1 get the good stuff up here. 
The Maryland Blues" 

The man didn't respond. He stood. his mouth half-open. 

staring at the glass. He gave Maggie a quick sidelong glance. 
scratching the bridge of his nose. then looked back at the glass. 

stuffinghishandbackinthepocket.Hesniffledscveraltimcs. 
His eyes were dark. little spots of dried ink. ··You·re absolutely 
right."'heblunedout. "I don't likei1a1a11 •• 

"Well. sir. you w:int to get youn;elfsomc good crabs. you 
take yourself down to Ocean City" - pronounced Ooshin -

'"by the beach. Just south of1he Mason-Dixon. Th:it's where 
they're all :11. Or then J hear they've got lobster~ up in Maine .. 

Againthem:1ndidn'1respond.butMaggiedidn'1wait.She 
gave him :i polite smile then pushed her can over to the meat 

counter and Carlos. Mis ann<. were crossed and he was ,,aring 
at the tall man. the skin between hi, bushy eyebrow, ten<;ed 
mtoasmallnotch 

"You keeping cool back there. Carlos?" 

lie turned toi\.laggic. The notchdi,sip:tted into his face and 

was replaced by a lazy grin. "Oh yes, ma·am. Very cool back 
here. you know ... He was young and had dark features: smooth 

spotless brown skin. bony cheeks. and small glossy ochre eyes 
His thick black hairgaveoffashine. likethe feathers of a 
crow. and he wore it in the Continental look. The white smock 

that covered the fron1 of him was soiled with 
fadcdpinkandredandbrownstainsintheshapesofhand­

pnnts. 
··1 wasthinking.Carlos.ofareubcn." 
CarlossquintedoverthecounteratMaggie'schest.··A 

reuben. Miss BrightonT he said. She bent her head down. In 
large white letters on the front of her shirt read the words 

NEVER FEAR 
··Yes.areubcn."'shesaid.asshetumedaround.tuggingthe 

bottom of her shin so it was taut. The bad. of it read UNDER­

DOG IS HERE! 
Carlos chuckled softly. the laughter spilling from his mouth 

inshonstaccatobursts. '"Ah.yes.this Underdog. he is very 

funny character. I sec the canoon, on 1he tcled,ion ... i\.laggie 
turned b:ick around. nodding. "Ye~. \\ell. NO\\. \\hat you said 

about a reuben. Mi\s Brighton'.'" 
.. The ~andwich. Carlos. You knov.. pa~trami. hor,eradish. 

etc."!Arcuben." 
··You want ~ome pastrami. si'!" 
··Ye\, plea,e. Sha,e it thin plca,e. Carlo~. A halki.-pound."" 

Carlo\ cleared hi~ throat se\eral time, a, he reached into the 

glass casing and pulled out a halved. ,pherical ,hapedchunkof 

rare pastrami. He carried il O\'er to the ,licer w 1th care. as 11 11 

were something soft and delica!e. Maggie -...:ratched her che-.t 
lightly SC\era\ times as she watched him place the pastrami on 

the slicer. He flipped the safety handle O\er. on top of the meat. 

then flicked the switch. He \\Orked the 
machinelikeanaccordion.usinghi,v.holeupperbod). He had 
largewonghandsandlongfinger..Thc,htn)'\pinningmet,1I 

bladecaressedthechunkofmeat.thin,lice,ix:elingoll 111..e 

skin and piling up in the catch. The JUmpy Latin mu,ic coming 

fromthesix:akershadbeenreplace<lh> ai.lecp} rnelod) in 
minor. The sound of it mingled v. uh the monotonou, hum of 
the slicer. ··Carlos:· ~laggic\a1d.,1aring,ac:1.mly athi,haif) 

foream1s."v.ha1·smyfin.t 
name?"" 

··Hello.mister:·carlos,aid.rai,inghi,,oiceaho,ethe 
sound of the \licer. He di,continued the ,1i1.:ing to lean mer the 

counter toward:. the tall man in fr()nt of the tank. The man 

hadhi,Lict:upnt:xttothcgla";111<lv.,1,1.1ppmgat1l\\1th,1 

forefinger "You want to bu) one ol thlhl' thing,' 1"11 h.l\l' 

,omeone get one for you 1f }llU ,1.1.nt Ill hu~ llnC "The m.111 
,too<l up erect and ,ho,e<l hi, h.1.n<l 111 h,, fll-...:ket He n1o.J,t-J 

from one foot to the other. IIXlkmg Jt C"arkh 
"'fo. no. I don't like them.·· he ,.ud. ,,J,mg('Mltl\t,11 

Carlo, munerc<l 10 him"l"lt a, he v.ent t->a1.:l.. to the ,h...:mg 

\\henhcr1111,hc<l.hel">nlugh1.1h.1n<ltul11I p.1'tram11•1cr111th1 

I f f II s r r c1 t i o II b \" M i I o N t' r a E 



counter and dropped i1 on the scale. "This guy:· he said 10 

Maggie, lowering his voice just above a whisper, ··he been 
standing there twenty minutes. since before you ever come in 
here." He raised 1wo bony fingers. "Two time I ask him if he 

need help. This is number three. Every time he say. ·No. 1 
don't like it." whatever that supposed to mean." He made a 
twirling motion with his hand going away from his head 

··Jesus y Maria. these people. they are crazy. you know what I 
mean?" He began removing slices from the scale, eyeing the 
digital meter. ·-rm sorry now, what you said. Miss Brighton?'" 

Maggiewaschannelingbackbehindherearsafewstrandsof 
hair that had sprung forward out of the confines of the barrene. 
··Carlos. what's my first namer 

Carlos scratched his neck. continuing to remove the slices 
and <,till eyeing the digital meter. ··011. well. let me sec. I 

believe you tell me couple weeks ago your name is ... your 
name ... Maggie." He looked up. pointing the finger he had 

beenscratchingwithatherface."Maggie.yesT 
"Correct. How old arc your 
'"Me? Well. I turn twenty-three, two. three months ago .. 

"And how old do I look?" 
"You, I say you ... about twenty-live, twenty-six, something 

likethat.MissBrighton" 
··Carlos, how come you·re all the time calling me Miss 

Brighton if you know my fiN name?" 
"Well. I don·1 know.'' lie shrugged hi,; ,;houlders as he 

wr:tpped the meat in thick white p:1per. "[<, your name. You tell 

me couple months ago your name is Brighwn. so I just call you 
Miss Brigh1on ... He shook his head as he placed the package on 

the counter 
"Yes. well, my name is Maggie. I haven't heard anyone say 

my name in a week and a half. you know. Did you know that?" 
Carlos stared vacantly for a few seconds before realizing she 

actually wanted an answer 
"Oh.no.Miss Brighton" 
"Anyway. ldidn'tevenneedanygroceriestoday."shesaid 

"It was just too damn hot. I live on the third floor, you know, 

it's very hot. !just came down here to cool off. and maybe get 
the fixings fora reuben .. 

"Yes. I see. A reuben is nice on a hot day?" 

Maggie took the package from the counter and plticed it in 

thecannex1tothemus1ardandhorscradish.Shes1arcdatthe 
package and the jars. seeming to contemplate something. She 

ran her hand slowly back and forth along the metal frame of the 
can. Carlos scratched his neck. "l thought maybe you migln 

call me by my name today, Carlos," she said. the pitch ofhc1 

voice rising. She looked up. catching Carlos in the middle of a 
nod. "Anyway. Do you live around here? What noor do you 

livcon?Doyouhaveanyidcawhat rvebeendoingall 
morning?'" 

Carlos' eyebrows noated up on his face. forming a son of 

bushyblacktrianglewiththcapcxinthemiddlcofhisfore­
head. He wiped his hands on hi:. smock and fidgeted with a 
large knife that lay on the counter in front of him "Ahh. well. 

lll11s1ratio11 by Milo Nera 

Miss Maggie. I live on the second noor. just around 1his comer 

here," he said. looking up and pointing at the wall behind him 
"And I tell you, it gets very hot up there too on days like this 

Very hot it gets on the second floor also." 
"It was so hot. I took off all my clothes and danced around 

the apartment naked all morning, .. Maggie said natly 
Carlos crossed his arms on the counter and rested his chin in 

his hand with a look of mild confusion. A rather obese black 
woman with large breasts had positioned herself behind 

Maggie and looked around her at Carlos. He made a motion 
with his eyes for the woman to wait. The woman made a sound 

of annoyance with her tongue and the roof of her mouth. then 

inhaled deeply and forced the brea1h out her nose. 
"No clothes on:· Maggie said. "I just put this shirt on to 

come down here. And these shorts." She smacked her left thigh 
with her palm. the small excess of cellulite trembling slightly. 

then pinched a bit of nesh between two fingers. Carlos inched 
forwardonthccountcrandgazedatMaggie'slegs. "Because I 

think I look pretty good in these shorts. because I don't really 
know anyone in this town. Three months and I don't really 

know anyone in this town. Just woke up this morning and " 

"What you looking at. lady. for Chris1·s sake?" Carlos 

erupted. 
"\VhatT"thefatladysaid 
Maggie 1urned to the black woman. "I put on some music and 

startedbouncingoffthewallsin mybirthdaysuit.''shesaid. 

shakingherhead.Thewomansteppcdbackandcockedher 
head 10 the side like a turkey. "I ju:,t couldn't sit still. even 

though I was burning up. I took a cold bath for an hour ... she 

said. extending her thumb from a closed list. 'Then I bounced 
around for another hour:· shesaid.ex1ending a forefinger. 

"until I was all tired out. Then I ju<,\ sat in front of that damn 

rattlingfan .. -sheextendcdhermiddlefinger-"staringout 
the window at those damn pigeon:, nesting in the dormers of 
the.·· 

"Yes. yes, I know what you mean:· Carlo, ~aid in a burst of 

effusion. He placed his two outstretched h:mds next 10 each 
othel' as if he were holding something. "Sometimes my mother. 

God ble,s her, sometimes she just get~ - how you say it? -

she gels under my :.kin. I have to go to my room or lea\'e, She 
ju,t sta11s rattling on and on and •• 

The sound of smashing glas:.. coupled "1th the high pitched 

scream of the fat woman. seized the attention of both /1.laggie 

and Carlos.. ,,ho turned.just in time 10 <oec the lobs1er 1ank 
splinter into a thousand minute pieces of gla~s on the shin) 

tiled noor. hapless lobsters and crab, <.pcv. ing out. ~liding and 

tumbling in every direction.\\ ater slo,hing all the,, a} acro,s 

to the potato chip rack. and the tall man with the Barracuda 
jacket running down the condiment ai,le. \\Caving through bin, 

of fruit, and vegetables and couple, of \\an led elderl} people. 

slipping :md ,liding on the bright noor 
"Je.m.s y Maria! What the hell you doing m:m!" Carlo:. 

)ellcd. ··Stop! You stop, you crazy man!" 1\ ,ecunt) guard 

came nmning around the comer from the direction of the 

register, and was bowled o,er by the man in ,tad.,. "Get that 

guy! That cra,.y gu} just knock•O\'er-all-o-my-lob,ter<.!" lbc 

security guard s1ruggled 1ohis feet and ran out 1heelec1ric 

doors. "Jesus Christ·· 
Carlos examined 1he me:.s, slo" ly <,haking his head bad. 

and fonh. then disappeared into the back room ~puttering 

expleti,es in Spanish. The elderly people at the other end of the 
aisle stopped dead in their track<, and did not mo,e. a, if the} 

had just ~een a Gorgon. Maggie sur\"eyed the ,cene ,, ith a 

closed fist covering her mouth for" hat ~ccmed like a long 
time: broken shards of glass stre" n about 1he floor. lob~ter<. 

and crabs. some on their backs struggling to right themsehc,. 
some not mo,ing at all. one lobs1cr 1hat had been propelled 

across 1he aisle and into the bottom ,helf of canned <,0up, 

struggling 10 get back to the tile noor. knocking mer tv.o can, 
in the process. only to end up Oat on hi, <oegmented bad ... and 

the water spreading Out. touching the edge of her ,andah. ,lov. 
andsilent.theonlysoundthatofabland in,trumental ,er.ion 

of a popular song drifting do" n from the ceiling. To her kit. 

two lobsters were steadily crawling a,1ay from 1he carnage. 
seemingly unnoticed. towards the ,1Mck ai<.lc. She felt the 

wetness on her exposed toes and ,tepped b;lck 
Carlos reappeared from the back room toting a large" hitc 

buckc1 filled\\ ith water. He bur-.t into more ,puttering a<. he 

came around the counter and ,a,, aJ;;iin the me<., on 1he fl(ior 

The dderly people gradually began 11101 ing again. The} 
murmured to each other" ith naggcratcd look, of di,hclicf on 

their face,. lliey turned 1heircart, around and headed for the 
regi,1er.;. The black woman a,1,,cd Carlo, if ,he ,1,h going to tlC 
able to get her meat any time ,oon and Carlo, ,napped ... ,tit 

right no". lady. You"ll ha\'C to "ait." A man ,,caring;\ blue 
<..weatcr. the manager. arri,cd from 1he front of the ,tore 
He walked with a quick deliberate ,tcp. Iii-. name 1ag ,aid Bill 
lie began asJ..ing Carlo<. a ,crie, ofque,1ion,. a.II of them 

unan<.werable. "How did thi, happen? \\'h) did he do ii I lit'" 
could }OU let thi, happcn•lR Carlo,· itiit:c gre" ten<,;,: .h he 

a1i-.11-crcd. The ,ound of crunching g[a.,., could be.· heard .h he 

\1adcdtentati,cl} throughthcmcs..,c,1rdull>p1dingupbc.11h 

the dead and the living and droppmg them in the ,;une "h11c: 

bucket. llie made a eliding ,ound a, the} landed t'n top of 

cacho1hcr. 
''Thi,lad).thi, lady right here. Slu:,;1,1 the "hole thing 

Carlo, ,aid in an aggra\'atcd tone. looJ..ing to \l.1ggic h)r 
\alidation.''Tcllhim.thi,man"a,purcl} 111,;lnl·.n,,! .. \l.1gg1c 

turned to the manager. Both him .md C.1rlt1, "ere ,taring .11 hl'r 

poi-.cd for ;1 rc,pon-.c ... Lad), )OU \;l\.\ II, }OU ',,l\\ \Iha.I 
h:i.ppcncd.'' Carlo, ,aid ... Tell him·· 

"l!c,aidhcdidn'tliJ..cthem:·,hc,.1id,a.,1l11v.crc 

commonknov.ledg.c 
"What?'" 

A tooth[e,, <.mile cuncd ,icm .... her Lice ,mJ ,he l.iughcJ 

through a clo,cd mouth. the ,ounJ til 11 Cl1mmg out her nlhC 
"Jle,,1idhcdidn'11ikcthem.'',he,.ud.cnunc1aungc\c~ 

word 
lbe I\\O men ,tared a.t her a., 11 ,he "Cre dcr.ingcJ. then 

graduall~ re,umcd 1hc1r banter. \l.1gg1c tumc."d h.i,.:k Ill v.a.tr..:h 
the pmgrc.,., t1f the l\lll e,c.ipcc, a., the Mat:k \.\\llll:l.n Jl111li:'J m 

1hc ,irgumcnt bcl\,ccn the t\\O men The ll1b,tcr. had made 11 

p.i,t the ,n;K•k a1,lc. ,1111 ,1dc b} ,1dl". f\.\11 ~11lmg men a.m\cJ 



on the scene"' ilh mops 10 help Carlos. They didn't notice the 

1wo getting away. The voice, of Carlos, the manager. and the 

black woman faded into the back of Maggie"s head, like 1he 

'>Ound of a di<;1an1 muffled radio on a crowded beach. In three 

stride, she made up the distance the lobsters had travelled in 

two minutes and sna1chcd 1hcm both from the floor. Their 

,pidcr-likclegsco111inued10111011einthesilen1air.Shefelta 

pang of pain in one of her feel and looked down 10 sec a 1iny 

rub) colored drop of blood on her big toe. The pain pulsed in 

1imcwich1hcbeatingofherhean.1herubydrople1expanding. 

"Oh. no. Mi,,," the manager intruded. He was srnnding in 

front of her. "Plea,;c let me take them from you." He rolled up 

hi,,lce,c!.andextendedhi,hands 

"lwamthem."' 
"Oh, no. I couldn't pos,ibly let you take them. Mi,;s, 1l1at's 

not po,,ible. It wouldn"t be right." He stepped closer. M::iggie 

,tepped back, holding the lob,;ters close to her body 

--1..,,anttobuythem:· 

"But they rn::iy have pieces of glass on them. They've been 

on the noor. You saw "'hat happened. I can 1101, with a clear 

con,;cience, ,ell them to-Oh. my. you·11e cut your foot. 

ma'am. Look what you',·c done 10 your foot. rm so sorry .. :· 
"'My foot', okay. They're line. I'll take them·· 

Themanagerdroppcdhisarmstohissidesandle1ou1a 

deep breath. lie looked s1raight up into the ligh1sas if for 

di11ine as,i<,tance. "At lea,1 let me clean them off first. And 

they're free. Evt:rything you get today will be free, for all your 

troubles. This i~ a real mes, we have here. Here. let me clean 

them off for you. for all your troubles. I'm very sorry ::ibout all 

ofthi,, especi::illy your foot" 

When Maggie was convinced that he'd give 1hem back. she 

turnedthelob,ter,overtothcmanagerandhcslipped behind 

the nic:it cou111er. Carlo!. .... a, now invol\'ed in a deepdiscus­

,ion with the fat lady. He made thrashing motions with his 

hand,.Maggiecroucheddownandrubbedhertoewiththc 

bottom of her ,cretched ,hin. The manager reappeared 

momentarily carrying a small brown cardboard crate. He 

placed it in the can. After much resistance on his pan. she 

convinced him that she only wanted the crate. She didn't want 

thcstuffinthccananymorc.evenifitwasfree.Justthccrate 

As the two of them stancd for the registers. Carlos said 

~ome1hing about it being honer tomorrow. "Much houcr 

1omorrow. they say." he said. "Maybe you go buy an air 

conditioner,MissBrighcon" 

After maneU\"Cring her through 1he check-out line. the 

manager again apologized for all her troubles. "I hope this 

won"t affect your opinion of our store. These things never 

h:ippen. Please come again. ma'am" 

"MynameisMaggie."shcsaid,1henslippedou1theelcc1ric 

doorintothebrightycllowsunlight 

She squinted her eyes into thin sli1s. The suffocating heat 

engulfed her like a swarm of mosquitoes. She began 10 sweat 

The pain in her toe pulsed wi1h more intensity and she became 

diu.y from the change in temperature. The crate seemed to 

tremble and move in her hands as she limped through the 

parking lot and down the dry sidewalks like some damaged 

thing. When she reached her apanment her hean was beating 

fast and her shin w::is ::igain s1icky with perspiration. The blood 

from her big toe had oozed on to her sandal, soiling the res, of 

her toes wi1h ruby stains. The two young boys who lived on the 

first floor of lhc house and their friend from :icross the s1rcc1 

wereplayingwithabaskctballinthedriveway."What'sinthc 

cr:ite, lady?" one of the boys from the first floor asked. "What 

happened to your foot? Did you know you're bleeding? Lady?" 

She st:ired at chem for a few seconds, her breathing labored, 

strandsofherhairdampandmaucdagainstherforehcad.She 

looked. for a moment, as if she were about to say something, 

the words forming on her lips. Then she turned. and walked up 

the driveway towards the entrance in the back. "You have nice 

legs. lady." the boy from across 1he strec1 squealed. She heard 

the childish giggling and the bouncing of the ball, hollow and 

re<,onant.Nin•/eg.t. 

Sitting on the step, he scoops swirling slices 

of peaches from a can. She thinks of fat goldfish. 

The top of his head is a neat black square. 

A chain wrapped in red plastic connects a bike 

to the rail. With the spoon handle he picks 

pebbles from the tii:e treads. Be yawns, then looks 

down the street. She looks too. Be stands up. 

The spoon drops and clinks. Bolding the can with 

both hands he drinks, the thick yellow syrup drips 

down his sweaty neck. She closes the curtain and 

wishes she were dead. 

by Bethany Mott 

m 



Jl{,,Jonna wif/, //,, ..fon'/ .JI{,,£ 

Arcligionofdisrnnce,ofmanners,ofrcactions 
madeasaslccpingchildslidesfromhismothcr'slef1hand. 

No Pieta, these two: draped across the folds in her gown, 
he'sbarelyattachedtohcrheavylap.Outlinedt0gcther, 

thcycreatcanunstableimagc,anuncentcredform,adiamond, 

atear,andcvcnthough(itsccms)anysecond,hcwillroll 

fromhcrgrasp,offofthepainting,ou1ofthepicture, 
thispaleMarypullsback,oddlyunconsciousofherscene. 

BUI maybe she's just listening, back to hearing those damned angels. 

She could be resting, or trying to recall God-knows-what, 

her tapered fingers fluttering at her fragile breast, 
reassuringherswan-likeneck.Frightening 

how the oblivion in the mother's guarded mou1h and lowered gaze 

makes her mood unreadable. True she's oversized, overblown, 

adispropor1ioninblue,balancedonpatriciantocs,enthroned 
inmid-air,equalonlytothewhitecolumnbehindher. 

Bu1whythispcrspective?\'<'hydon'ttheattendan1sscream, 

drop their poses, their posies, their affects? 

Won'ranyonecatchthcbaby,savetl1cSavior?Andwhy 

choose1oworshiponly1hinfoet,longlegs,snakcshapes, 

indinedheads?Maybeit'sjus1aphase,agenrc,acase 
of post-partum distortion. Af1er all, didn'I Alice over-extend 

herself,turnexhibitionist,a11obnoxiousbluemonster, 

cndureserpentinccomparisonsaftcrgettingoffonthcwrongsidc 

of a mushroom? Curious, too, how these figures remain fro1.cn, 

aware of 1hcir skewed perfection, not looking al each other. 

Jle£ecca J>oo/4 

1),1,fa/, .J: Jam,on 

Frui1,wineandflowersforyou1onigh1. 

Man,youachelikcachild,andasachild 
youlie;builliewithyouan)'\'':I)' 
twistingwheatstn.ndsofha.ir 

in1olocks,lcavingmy$ccntlikeribbons 
throughthebra.idsthatlcreate-
oner • eryl"onwrest.lcd,oner ~rywoman 

conqucrcd.Myfa1herga'"emeaW2y100)-0Ung; 

lamtOO)-OUng1obeownailikcawoman. 
Forl tooachelikeachild,andmybodrha.sdccch·ed 

you,bloomingasfullandco,·e1edaslips 
onapetal,openingforspring.savingitsdfforsummer 

Samson,lc:i.llyou1ome1onigh1andr~chfor)"OU 

stillandd~ming,)"OUrhcadre.stingonmyle·p. 
lsmell)-ot1rha.irfor1hclas1timeandlc1)-0Ufall 

frommyhe:.i.n;andyoufalllikeJcricho 

atmyfec1.ldai111yourb.-aidslikeyouha,·cclaimcd 

my power. Don't believe what you may hear-

J did not takc thc bribc- I took thc scissors 

andcmthe5nakcintwo,cla.imingthcgardenformyown. 

:lJ'f Xatl,,rJ/foreau 
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The Darker Side of Life for Barbie 

My precious Barbie 
satin her box 
goldenhair,pinkskin, 
blueeyes 
andall 
She did not know what 

this little girl 
hadinstoreforher 
And Momma &aid, 
"Youtake61ack6arbie 
shewasmade'speciallyforyou" 

butlinsi&~donthe 
realthang 

Momma thought it was quiU innount 

So I looked at her hair 

so silky and yellow 
longer than mine would ever be 
MOurhair'stiaeiertocare 

forshor-t,"Mommasaid 
so I cutoff6arl::>ie's hair 

A shimmering crew cut graced 

her rubber head 
ltstillwaen'tenough 
Sowiththestickybrown 
molasns that Momma 

poursoverour5undaymorningpancakes 
I covered Barbie's hair 

Now she would know the 

strugglt:ofnevupassing 
acombthroughherhair 

Momma did not know al:Jout thl& 

Next,hereparkling blue eye& 

I easlly turned brown 
with a magic marker 
Brown, liki! the color of 
the muddy ground 
liki!mine 
Momma would say, 
"Keepyourfi!et planted 

on the ground" 
Now the ground would 

forever be planted in my Barbie 
If Momma only knew .. 

l then took a paintbrush 
to Barble·s pale skin 

stolen from Momma's 

supply of oil paints 
Dark Brown 
Momma yi!lled from thi! kitchen, 

"Getyourgrubl,yhandsoutta 

mypalnts,girl" 
I was done 
though 

Now let Barbie see 
thedarkersldeoflife 
lthoughtaslthrew 
her Into the 

dung·heapoftattered playthings 
I kept in mytoybox 
Thenltumedmyattention 

to my girlfriends outside 

running in the sunset 
brown ellhoui!ttes 
with bushywlldhair 
againstthetenemi!nteandhlghrises 
Theywereeobeautiful 

Eileen James 

lil 



Barbara 

Neeley 

us 

Interview by 
Beth Schulman 

Shoreline: Will you give our readers a summary of Blanche on the Lam? 
Neeley: Blanche White is a forty year old domestic worker. She's been doing 

domestic work by choice essentially all her life. She's tried other jobs and found 

them even worse than cleaning other people's houses. She has been living most 

of her adult life in New York City. She is in many ways a domestic par excellence 

in !he sense that she can do anything from laundry to scuffles. She is also the 

guardian of her dead sister's two children. She decides to leave New York when 

someonetriestoenticethechi1drenintohisvanforthesortofpurposesthatpeople 

dragchildrenintotheirvans 
She decides to move back home, back to North Carolina where she and the 

children were born. Unlortunately it is a small town and she is not able to make the 

kind of living she was accustomed to in New York City. She finds herself in a 

situation where a couple of her ladies have left town wilhout paying her and she has 

creditors to pay and so she's writlen some checks that bounce. She gets dragged 

intocourtonabadcheckchargeandisgiventhirtydaysrestitution.Andshe'salso 

slightly claustrophobic, so when she has an opportunity to escape from the 

courthouse she takes it and goes to lhe home of a weallhy family for whom she'd 

alreadyrefusedtoworkandessentiallyhidesoutintheirhouse.Whileshe'sthere 

acoupleofmurderstakeplace.Shethinksit'sprobablysomeoneinthehousehold 

who's committed the murders and since she is the blackest thing around she 

assumes that ii anybody's going to get blamed it's going to be her. Unless, of 

course,sheisabletofindoulwhoactuallydiditandshesetsouttodothat 

Shoreline: Had you read many mystery novels before starting Blanche on the 

Lam? 
Neeley: I have read mysteries all of my life, beginning with Nancy Drew. I didn't set 

oul to write mysteries and don't consider myself primarily a mystery writer. While 

I generally go to books to learn how to do everything, including swim, I did not read 

any books on the mystery genre before I wrote this book so I think it's only lair to 

warn you that the art of mystery writing is pretty much a mystery to me and that what 

I know about it I know only from havin'g tried to craft this first book and the second 

bookthatl'mcurrentlyworkingon 

Shoreline: What inspired you to start this novel? 
Neeley: I actually began writing Blanche on the Lam as a way of amusing myself 

I was stuck on another novel and back in those days I was so undisciplined that 

when I got stuck instead of staring at the wall with my linger up my nose until 

something came to me, I would stop writing and go find a book to read. Unfortu­

nately this time I couldn't lind anything I wanted to read so I started thinking about 

what I would read if I had something to read. I had recently published a short story 

in which one of the major characters was a black woman who was a janitor and it 

made me sort of hungry for something, and this was a story about class within the 

black community, but it made me hungry for something on race and class from the 

perspective of a sort of ordinary everyday black woman. I had also recently met an 

extremely black woman with a lot of attitude. When I met this woman it occurred to 

me we needed a heroine who looked, acted just like her. Now of course being stuck 

on my original novel meant that I was also feeling very murderous. So I went about 

putting together the sort or heroine thal 1 wanted with the kind of book that I wanted 

aboutraceandclasswithacoupleofmurders 

Shoreline: Are you inspired by other novels while you are working on your own? 

Neeley: While books are really my major learning tool. I never consult literature 

when I'm trying to develop characters because I always want them to be an 

outgrowth of my understanding, feelings, experience and intuition about whoever 

this person is supposed to be. Instead, I called on the memory of my own 

grandmothers, both or whom have done domestic work in their lives. 1 talked to 

women who I now know who are domestic workers or work in nursing homes or 

have done that. And I also dredged up a horrible, traumatic era of my own 

experienceofbeingdazedasadomesticworker 

Shoreline: Have you always considered yourself to be a writer? 

Neeley: I was at the University of Piusburgh in another life. I hated it because it was 

a school where there were about two-and-a-half black students besides me. and 

they were about twelve years old. I didn't go to the University until I was twenty 

seven years old. So kids would come by my room, knock on the door and say, "I 

wanted my friend to meet you. She's twenty seven years old!" But during those 

days I always had members ol the professorate encourage me to write, but I think 

the problem was I wasn't writing then except for some extremely bad poetry that I 

now claim was wrilten by someone who has the same name. I couldn't see writing 

ficlion as a career, it was like, how do you pay your mother's mortgage as a fiction 

wriler? So it took me a really long time to take myself seriously as a writer 

Shoreline: Where does your material come from when you create characters? 

Neeley: I am a great people watcher. I sometimes ride !he subway, I just write quick 

descriptive sketches of people who are sitting around me. And so I really think it's 

a combination of the two. My writer's group met, for example, and I gave them the 

first fifty pages of my second book and one of the women in the group said, "Now 

about this character who looks like Charlene." Anyone who knows me and knows 

Charlene will know this is Charlene, which isn't a problem except her partner, whom 

I also know and admire, is a total jerk in the book. I could change the character very 

easily by simply making her not extremely beautiful. So I think I do, I just sort of mix 

up people. l use folks sometimes without realizing it. After the first short story I had 

published in a national magazine, my mother called me up and said, "Ifs nice of you 

to put your grandfather in a story." And there it was, but it was like somebody had 

to point it out to me. On the other hand, I'd written this story in which the protagonist 

was exactly modeled on my sister, but that's never occured to the other members 

of the family 

Shoreline: Do you write full-time? 
Neeley: I'm writing now for the first time lull­
time. I'm living off of consulting money and 
the advance from my second book. And it's 
really interesting trying to come up with a 
writingschedulethatworksforme,ltrytodo 
it 1he same way I do work. get up at 5:30, get 
dressed, and start to write. What works for 
me is lo go to bed about 9:30-10:00 and 
startagaininthemorning 

Shoreline: You say that you accidentally 
felluponmyslery,butwhatisstrangeabout 
thisparticulargenretomeisthat1t'safairly 
stablegenrewithveryrestrictingrulesthat 
can't be violated. Did that occur to you? 
Neeley: It didn't occur to meat the time. 
likel said, I didn't read anything on the 
subject. It occurred to me when I turned in 
my manuscripl and my editor said to me, 
"Well, in real mysteries, lhe murderhap­
pensbeforepage75."[laughs]And.lthink, 
forme,asapersonwhoresisIsauthorityof 
allkinds,thatdoesn·tmeanshittomequite 
frankly. I notice, it seems to me, that num­
bers of people are taking the genre in very 
interesting directions that don't have any­
thingtodowiththoserules ... I thinkofitas 
being a book that has a murder in it as 
opposed to being a good myslery novel 

Shoreline: So in the next ones, are they going to be more mysteries, or are they 

goingtobemorecenleredon Blanche? 
Neeley: I've been sticking, at least with the second one, with a murder mystery and 

I think it's because I haven't given ita lot of thought. I just started doing it. I know 

that this has got to stop. First of all, as a social activist, it just feels so weird to me 

Sitting around, trying to figure out how to kill people when I spent my whole life trying 

to save people. And, I think that our interest in murder is sick. [laughsJ You know? 

Photograph by Marilyn Humphri£'S 



It is very strange to I ind mysell doing this. The problem is that it is such a wonderlu1 

vehicle for doing political writing because people will get information that they never 

would have seen and they will keep reading because they want to know who did 

11. ... I know that right after I linish this second Blanche book I'm not going to write 

the third one right away. I am going to wnte something else, because I am too 

concerned about being labeled as a mystery writer. I'm sure mystery writers don't 

even consider me a mystery writer. [laughs) 

Shoreline: What ever happened to the novel that you said you had started and 

weregettinglrustratedw1th? 
Neeley: It's one that now I want to finish. I worked on it at the writers' colony last 

summer and I would really like to finish 11. It scares me. It's a novel that I began out 

of a need of my own. I've always been. !or whatever reason, very conscious ol the 

sort of mythology that you lose as a sort or kidnapped slave. You know, you have 

no idea what sort of stories your great-great-great grandmothers used to tell around 

the fire, or whatever. And I've always been hungry !or that. And at some point I 

decided, the hell with it, that I'll write my own. And that's essentially what this book 

is about. And so I think it scares me at some level 

Shoreline: You mentioned that you have a friend that Blanche was based upon, 

but she reminds me of you. And I don't know ii that's true and you're just not willing 

to admit it or maybe you·ve kind of pictured that other woman and that's how you've 

characterized her, but really it's projected. 
Neeley: I think there is a certain, sort ol both smart and smart-assed and glib and 

reasonably assertive to aggressive type ol woman in our community of which 

Blanche is representative. So, I'm sure that in many ways she sounds like me, she 

sounds like my mother, she sounds like any number ol women I know, but she's 

not modeled on me. She did not have any ol my experiences, that I can think of. 

Shoreline: Will she in the next novel? 

Neeley; She certainly carries my ideas. We have similar ideas. The second book 

is also being somewhat more difficult !or me because this second book is about 

race and class within the black community. I'm letting myself off easy by saying 

race and class, that's not exactly what it's about. It's about class and colorism in 

the black community 

Shoreline: What do you mean by that? 

Neeley: I mean that within the black community there has always been, since 

slavery, a sort of differential treatment between blacks with light skin and blacks 

with dark skin. And it isn't simply that they get treated differently by a white society, 

they get treated differently by black society. And, you know, this is one of those 

issues that we're not supposed to talk about. And so that's what this second book 

isabout 
It's been really interesting to me because from my perspective, what J see, is lhat 

people who are light-skinned have advantages that brown-skinned people don't 

have in the large~ society. They get j~bs, they do things we can't do. But in talking 

to peo~le, !he thing that's been fascinating about it, is that light-skinned women 

complain about lhe fact that black people say nasty things about them, ask them 

hOw come they're so light and blahblahblah.They never mention the privilege they 

get. Whereas, you talk to dark-skinned women. they don"t complain, they jusl tell 

you what happened. Some ol lhe most horrendous stories you ever wan! to hear. 

No p~ea !or sympathy, no sell pity. I just think that that's fascinating. And that's 

certainly not to say that things are cut just along these lines, light skin on this side 

and dark skin on this side and there are no Ilg ht-skinned people who are both aware 

of their privilege and have good politics around the issue because that is certainly 

not the case. And lhey are as representative of my second book as other people 

are. So no. I don't think Blanche has any of my issues in the second book either, 

because I'm not dark enough to share her experience 

Shoreline: The issue ol isolation seems common to writers regardless ol class and 

gender.Canyoutalkaboutyourexperiencewiththat? 

Neele~: Yeh. I_ ha~e so many dilemmas around !his subject. First of all, I'm really 

active m orgarnzahons. I do a lot ol work. So I can always !ind something to do to 

break the isolation and sometimes when writing is going well, of course I'm 

absolutely happy with it [the isolation]. I like being an observer in a society that's 

a majority white. It's a role that we're accustomed to. I like watching and noting and 

doing all or that. I like sitting in my study and writing. The isolation that I don't like 

is the isolation that I feel when I am with people. 

Shoreline: I've !ell a great deal ol comfort m creative wrillng Classes here, the 

atmosphere. Do you feel that way with your wnters' group? 

Neel~y; ~h, absolutely. My group is getting ready to break up because we started 

out with six members and now we're down to lour, and one of them is leaving the 

country l~r 18 monlhs. So, we are essentially going to disband and I'm distraught. 

I don't think I could have gotten this book wriUen ii 11 hadn't been for the group. I 

was working a 60-hour a week job when I was writing this novel and part of what 

kept_me going was the pressure of the writer's group, knowing thal my turn was 

coming, that people expected to get at least 50 pages in the mail from me two 

weeks before th~ ~te_ we met, and that I was going to get called on that night. Our 

group is a very disciplined group. We try to meet every two weeks, we take turns 

~aving our stuff read, you ~end the stuff to people or deliver 11 to them so they have 

time 10 read 11 at lea_st twice. ~hen we meet, we go around, each person says 

generally what th~y like~ and didn't like about the piece. And then we go page by 

page over every little thing. (laughs] 

Shoreline: Have you ever taken any creative writing classes or workshops? 

Neeley: I have never taken one anywhere. I've never taken a creative writing class 

evenwhenlwasattheUniversity 

Shoreline: What do you think of them? 

Neeley: I don't know what you get from them. Which is a major reason why. 1 

guess, I've never taken one. Oh wait, I did enroll in one at Duke and I went to, I think. 

two sessions. You know, some wimpy little white boy gonna tell me how to write? 

l_don't think so! [l~ugh~] I've been asked_ to teach a creative wntIng class, and it's 

like, ! can't ev~n ImagIne what you do in a creat,ve wnbng class. How could I 

possibly teach 11? I need to go take one before I can teach ii! Bui, II what It does 

~s the thin~ you said, give you a place where other people care about writing. then 

rt's worth 11 !or as long as the other person isn't telling you how and what to write. 

~horellne: Supposedly: there's a "new field" that's opening up now, women's 

literature and Afro-American literature. What do you lhink about 1hal? 

Neeley: I guess it's .in:'portant for y~u to ~et literature at whatever point you get it 

On the 0th.er hand, 111s absolutely insultmg that literature by women and people 

~I color is in a sense ol afterlhOught. I suppose we ought to see it though, as an 

in-road into the bo(s game, that maybe we are ac!ually going to be allowed to be 

representedatumvers1t1es 

Sho~ellne: Our readers are moslly writers. What advice would you otter up-and­

commg writers? 

N_eetey: I w~uld say ... get yo~r bu~t on tha1 chair and write. There is no greater 

high. There Is. no greater sat1sfact1on that I have found. There is nolhing like 

creatmg this thmg. out of wh~le cloth. Wnte what you want to write. Wnte the way 

Y~ wanl I~ wnte ,t. Do .not listen to other people's advice about hOw you should 

w~1te It. Satisfy yours~lf_m thewnt1~g and Just do 11. Don't think about wn1Ing. Don't 

thrnk about how hard 11 Is. Don't think about the !act that you only have 45 minutes 

left to do it, Just sit down and do it. Do 11 all the time. Do 11 under whatever 

circumstance you have to do it under. 

I have had jobs in which I did ,ton my Job. I once took a job in California. I took 

a Job as an office manager in a small electric company. I was the only clerical stat! 

person. And I went to these boys and told them, showed them my resume and said, 

"You see what hot slut! you·re gettmg. I can do your job lour hours a day and 11 I 

do that. I want you to pr_omise me that ii l finish your stuff earty, I can work on my 

own Siu!!." And they did. [laughs] I have worked In other places where I was 

supposed to be typing a report, using the compu1er to type a report because I had 

to get it out right away, and unfortunately 1he secretary was out to lunch. I was 

working on my own short story! Cheat the world to wrilell! 



Memories of Childhood: 
Mary and Family 

I remember pain 
and fat ladies crying 

andl'vehcldmybreath 
and watched 

Grandpa's house 

1978 
sharing the room. 

faded and pink 
with young auntie Mary 

thcpickofthcliuer 

Just fourteen years old. 
but in our family 
Marywasjustas 

much woman 
as Grandma 

only younger 

Mary,inheroldrufflcdhousccoat 
greedy.dimpled fingers 
reaching under the bed 

to snatch at the hidden box 
ofTwinkics left for her by Grandpa 

wet lips.moist tongue 

double chin devouring 
spongecake and creamy filling 

I've heard in the dark 
the rustling sheets 
:mdmufflcdcrics 

and secretive warnings 
the big dark silhouette 

young womanhood spoiled. the sin. 

l'vccloscdmycyesbutstillsawitall 

Cheeseburgers and Tab 

corncurls and Y oohoos 
Mary hides herself 
freely in the kitchen 
she and Grandma 

spend all day 
baking pies 

theyshareapiebetweenthernselves 
!hen pop some tin frozen 

meals in the oven 
Grandma·snothungry 

she'll be doing the dishes 

Grandma's linoleum kitchen 
bright yellow curtains 

thcplaccforhcr 
tohidc 

in a set of plastic curlers 
allshc·severstrivcdfor 

was to be suburban 
buzzer's off.dinner's 

done 

Churchcrossel. 
badges for hypocrites 
beatings in a panelled 

living room 
overt.v.dinncrs 

... hailMaryfullofgracc ... 

Varnishcdoakandredvclvct 
the smell of bourbon or whiskey 

on a fiveo·c\ock:.hadow 
atsixo·clock 

-comcou1ofthcki1chcn 
thcrcarenodishcsto 

wash. Plcasccomcoutand:-cc 
me and Mary 
and Grandpa-

Eileen Jan1es 



Urge 

Napping on the couch 
afteraharddayofthinking, 
half asleep yet conscious 
ofan unconscious twitching 
betwcenmylcgs.thepressurcbuilding 
aslgrindmyhipsdownhard. 
the soft couch resisting. 
to facilitate that feeling, 
akindofitchingbctweenmylcgs. 
that calls attention to itself 
and requires scratching, I 
look up and around to see if anyone 

notieesthisaction 

First time I got that feeling 
lwasscvcnycarsoldandsilcnt. 
layingfaccdownonthebench 
of the red picnic table at the old house. 

(it felt like stealing) 
after a hard day of playing, I 
stumbled upon something secret. 
something singularly pleasurable 
andappealing,anexperienceimmeasurable 

against that of a child's, 
an unopened treasure chest, 
fullofunknownsandvariables 
(the things I did to my quilt 
afterthatdiscovery). 

This couch.it iscomfonable 
butlsitupatthesound 
of the front door rattling. 
rubbing my eyes alive 
(thefeelingbctweenmythighs 
subsides),andmymother 
labors up the stair. I 
fixmyfreshlyrubbcdstarc 
toa picture on the bureau 
ofa little boy with a toy. 
a plastic lawnmower. 
in the backyard 
ofan old hou:.c. 
and suddenly feel quite guilty. 

Pltotograpll by Milo Nera 

Scott 
Altonian 

too much seeing 

we could see 
wa1crbe1ween1recs 
rising in flood and 

avemyeye 
shot with white blood 
from too much seeing 
andtoolinlcslccp­
boringitsway 
1hrough the branchc~ 
andourannsached 

Deborah Zawadzki 



CATWOMAN 

1. PEELING 

took i1s skin off today 
it pulled off like anorange·s 
face 

them and peeled 
1hey1old us not to take any 
thing out 
so we just ~tared at 

mammary tissue 
andat 
thcfat 
the mustard slime 
that washer 
only privacy 

1. SACRIFICE 

thcsmcllofcatprescrvativc 
sticks in the creases of 
these paws 
you stand here 
withyourscalpclandprobc 
lookingwdissect 
too bad 
ican'tdie 
for you 
anymore 
like the nine 
time~ before 
too bad 
youcan·1 possibly 
hurt me 

,till 

ICa\'ClllClllYVilalorgan, 

for old times ~akc 

3.NAUSEA 

You did 
you did 
tawa 
puddycac 

andinoticcd 
you were looking 
for yourself 
in my eyes 
hopingi wouldn·1 

I maybe ~tiff 
asa board 

butican move 
your 
insides 
andcomumc 
you 
in my fumes 
inmytlamc 

don·1 stand 
so close 

4.ME-OW 

she'd had her 
mouth closed 
when ~he died 

tongue 
stuck 
bc1wccnhcr 
teeth 

they 
brought her 
like a lamb 
101hcslaugh1cr 
man and injected 
herwich,lccp 
and blue dye 

wctal,.c1h..:ca1 
omof1hc bag 
and ~hear her 
lil,.:ea~heep 
bleating 
herfinal 
regret~ 
loud 
to drown out our 
sihcrhowh 

DEBORAH ZAWADZKI 
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"]Cs too damn cold out there!" exclaimed my cousin's wife as what a bad night's sleep I had had. but she didn't seem to notice 

,he burst into my house and began peeling off her leathery black Or if she did. she found the stove much more interesting 

Jayef', of clothing. J closed 1he door against the stonn and tumed "I wish I could touch it," she sighed wistfully. I tripped over to 

to see her glove~ ,eparacing from the long. brittle stalks of her the percolator and plugged it into the wall to listen to it gush 

fingers. Her eyes were riveted co the large wood-burning stove in How has it been for you this week?" It was the first time I 

the kitchen. Bare to her long johns. 1>he rushed over to the stove had actually been in her presence since the incident had 

and knelt down before its hulking body. She raised her hands in occurred. I mouthed my phrases awkwardly. She seemed to be 

wme wr1 of pagan ,alutc and held them before the grate. A~ she unconscious of any lack of her own propriety. 

clo-,cd her eye,, I got the feeling that ,he hadn't really seen me .. Not too bad ... she said 

yct. It wa, more like ,he had made the five mile trek just to sec "Good·· 

my wood-burning stove. I gazed out of the window at the blank. ··Not too good. either. 1 still haven't let fay's cat inside the 

drifting whitencs,. TI1e short window bordering the highway was house. I warned him that if he left the cat would suffer. He's 

croppe-d offhalfwa> <;0 that only 1hc grey. crunchy tree tops were such a bm,tard .. 

,i,ible. The plo,, which she had followed out from town was "Why don't you bring it out here?" 

progres~ing painfully down the highway. and my shovel was still .. Because I can't touch the damned thing to get i1 into the car 

plunged into a snowbank ten feet from the door. where I had lost It just sits outside my bedroom window at night and meows tobe 

the battle again,1 the dense. wet wall and gone in for coffee. Her let in. Sometimes it jumps up onto the window-sill and thumps 

pickup had ,!idoffofthcdriveway into the ditch. I didn"t know against the windowpane. I'm afraid it's going to break the glass 

whctherw feel protected or trapped by all of the h's a twenty-pound cat. you know·· 

whitenes,. but before I could decide. the evening "Uh huh·· 

flakes began to fall. compounding the bleakness. "We never had him fixed." 

··1ca,1bel;myoocameoo11od,y:·1sa;d."o· I N "Solech;,n;,.:· 
ticingherhand,againassheletthemfallspentto "No!" 

:1;0~i!:s~: 1~~~!~~-l:::e~~:~;~i,::~it~~r:_~~~;;: wo~\::~:~~!::,!;a~ 1~r111.:;:;:\,~~ 1w quickly this 

two years. but the -.cars were still an oddity to me. "Because it remmds me of fay. They·ve got the 

The palms were like slices of white cheese that had same grey eyes, black hair. They both walk heavy 

been melted and crumpled and resolidilied. so that on the floor. hitting all the same creaky spo1s. And 

the skin ,,a, \hiny and fractured by strange lines 1hey're both cold as ice:· I wondered how a cat 

of tension where it had been une_v.cnly redistributed. H E AT could be cok.1 ~s ice. oppos.itio_n bui.ld.ing a wall 

le reminded me of the fracture Imes on old porce- beneath my skm as I thought 1l over 

lain. Each p:1d of each fingcrllp had also been "I don't thmk that's possible, Jessie. A cat can't 

bumedaway\othatshchadnoprints.onlyglossy- be cold"" 

::~~n~~:~~e:~1!~:/~~~ut:ji~~h~h;:1~~~~~~;
1
~~ by he~~~:. ~~~~~r;:,~c~~~ ::~ ~;.nh~;ed:-~a~;, ~~~ed 

~:::~~s~i;~:~r~:~1~~~:~~:·1~,~~~~i~~; :1
1
:::~;:~;; Christa ~~~~~ 1~1:::t~~:~

1 
~l:~v::~~:/~~~s~f ~!~ \~~n':t 

~:~::~~i;~:1~~;:~~:~h:~~~~i;~i~~~:~~1~~ ~;::n~; Albrecht i,.::ilt~~r~t~~~~l;l~:~~1!ts~:l:\!:·~1~:~y~~\:~1u~:
1
thc 

She smoked manically. taking double drags and re- counter and held her hands up around the 

minding me of a praying manti<, scooping out linle bug innards percolator. The rounded metal distorted her flesh even more 

She seemed insecure. like she only had a few seconds to finish than the fire had done. There was something about her blissful 

the smoke before ,omeone came in and chased her away. state that made me wish. for a flickering moment. that her 

"Yeah. well. 1 wa, cold and lonely. Mostly cold. So I skin was touching my own. Horrified. I tried to focu, instead 

decided to brave the elements for a vi,it Too bad you don't on her empty green eyes and the freckles that were scanered 

live in town .. across her bloodless face. 

"Too much society. Your power went out?"' 

··Jn Oti<,? I gue,s you can't e\capc society. even in a town of 

five-hundrcd.Myheaterisfine.lt'sjusttha1gashea1...wcll...i1·, 

not like your big black ,rnoke-puffing maria. Gas won· t keep me 

warm. I need a fire:· 
''That'\ kind ofwcird.'' I said. tos~ing the word, at the back of 

hcr,hon-croppcdhcad. ··Myexpcricncchasalwaysbecnthe 

revcf'>e. l wi,h I had better heating inhere. Thestovcdoc,n't 

heat anything but the kitchen. See'.1" 1 ge,turedconclu,i,cly to 

the sleeping bag I had folded into the comer. I gyrated a few of 

my JOinh ,o tha1 they would pop impre,,h·ely and let her know 

··1t doesn't anymore. Not ,ince Jay and I fought that night. We 

were in the bedroom with the cat. The cat was between u, on the 

bed. Jay called me a frigid bitch and I felt my hand ,tam across 

his check. It vibrated my whole ann like a two-by-four and made 

a noise like the crack of a baseball bat. I was too bu,y noticing 

thcca1·,reac1io1110evcnthinkab0111wha1 l"ddonctoJay.That 

animal wa,in mylaplikeablack tornado.ju,c,pinningina 

frcr11ied !xiii and \Caring me to death. Then. before I ,,a, able to 

defend my,clf. it jumped down 10 the floor and ,hot out of the 

room. My lap ,,a, a me,, of ,hrcddcd jean, and blood. The cat 

did a prctt} good job of ending thc fight. though. While I wa, in 

the bathroom pouring peroxide over the claw mark~. Jay was 

in 1he bedroom packing his bags. I was s1ill hurting about 

whathehadcalledme.soldidn'tevenfecltheliquid 
bubbling inside ofmy skin .. 

"And then he left.'' I concluded anxiously. Every time she had 

come 10 this pan before. she had been in the throes of some 

fabricated emotion. and I was glad to have her shedding just a 

little more light on the picture. dying for a way to crack open her 

headandlayitalloutformyself 
"Yeah. He only took one bag ... She still seemed the most 

intrigucdbythcfactthathelefthistclevisionsctathome. "He 

didn't take his papersorhispicturcsor his gun or anything. He 

didn't even wear his coat. 1 think he was honestly afraid of 

staying. I watched him pass through the house one final time and 

then he picked up the cat and went on his way. ·Don't expect me 

to take care of that fucking beast.· I told him. but he gazed at me 

and shook his head like I was pathetic to him. And then I spit 

across the room at him. knowing full well I was only a short 

range spitter. I didn"1evencomcclose to hitting 

him. I'm still embarrassed alx>ut it. I've never spit 

on anyone before. but God. I'd had it with him 
He'd been killing me for months. In bed. It always 

had todo with bed. He just couldn't take me as I 
was:· I was amazed at the seedy melodrama she 

was feeding me. and fully aware that it had to do 

with a great deal more than matters of the bedroom. 

but I listened quietly. trying to get an angle on her 
"Whydomcnhavetobesogrccdy? lcan·1he\pit 
ifhedidn'tdoitforme. lt'snotmyfaultlneeda 

volcano. you know?" she asked me coyly. as if ex-

1:,ccting an answer. Shegavemcaquick.charac­

teristicwinkbeforeshecontinucd.llcrlong.sandy 
lashcswerclcthargicarms.fanningtheairbeforc 

her eyes."[ <.tayed with him anyway. I loved him 

in spite of hb lukewam1 touch. Shit. he wa1> m} old 
man. Ijustdid11·1 like the sex. I didn"t like him 

touchingmcallthetimc. lgotthc,hi\'ers .. 

I offered her the most awkward of condolences 
It made me impatient when ,hc came to the pan 

alx>ut$Cx. lthinkitwasbecamcl wa,,ceingher 

from Jay·._ per<-1>ecti,e. There wa<. <.ornething alx>ut her that 

reminded me of a dummy in a wax mu,eum. something ,lick 

and unlined. a5 though she had been cooled in the perfect 

mold. Except for her hand5. It occurred to me then that I had 

never couched them. or allowed them to couch me. that e\·cn at 

that moment I was scooting farther do,\ n the cabinet from hcr 

She didn't even seem to care. Sheju,1 eyed me curiou,l). lhe 

blush that had risen to her face fading a,,ay. leaving herpa,t) 

again. I wondered. \\ ith her hand, so close to the percolator. 

,,hy ~he didn't begin to melt. Why hadn't ,he become 

deformed in Jay·, anm? I felt a longing tocon,ole him ,,ith 

my own compen~ating limb~ 
•·vou·rc 1101 disg1hted by my talking about him thi, \\:I}. are 

you?" Something in her \'Oice indicated to me that ,he \\Ould 

ha,ebccngrcatly plea,cdbyanaffirmati,crc,pon,e 

"No. no!"' I quickly lied. "No. I ,,a, ju,1 thinking about the 

poor little kitty. ou1 in the bli,zard. I ,,onder if ma}bc you ,hould 

let him in the house tonight." 
·Tm not going home ionight. I want to <.ta} here. if it", ok .. 

··Well..."' I gave a superfluou~ glance out the "indo" to a<.'>C<-'­

her predicament. '"Alright .. 
··And about the cat. try 10 see it from my poi111 of, ic,,. rm 

1hinking about saving my own ,kin. )OU know ?That cat want... to 

get al me.· 
"Uh huh."' 

·--ro get at my throat" With thc<.e la.,t word, her hand ro,e to 

playwiththebaseofhcrcollarboncinagesturc1hatmigh1ha,e 

waxed <.eductive. After sc,eral moment~ of ~ilencc I opened 111) 

mouth again. 
"Oh. Jc~sic. by 1he way .. .'' I wa, a liule a~hamed at ho" 

quickly my next que\lion formed ihclf. 
··ve~r 

··Well. I \\anted IO ask you one que~tion. It ma} he imponant 

to you in the future. in ca<.c Jay come~ back to you .. 

"WhatTshcaskcdflatl}. 
"Well. while you two were in bed. •• I \,1\\ her 

ja,, clench lightly at the hingc,on the ,i<le,ol 

hcrhead 
""\\'harr· The word, emerged ;b ddii:atd) a, 

theycouldfrombe1,,ecn,eamlc"teeth 
"Well.lknm, il',imponantto;lmanthat.,\ell 

he mentioned ,(1mcthing to me once ,1hout ) ou •• 

Hcreye,wcre,,idcnmv.anddark.herhanth 

clamped ,hut into fi,1'. Her knL'C.''-hohtx.-<l r.1pidl) 
1ne la,t thing l"d wantt.-<l todo \\J.\ e\pt.l'-C m}-.ell 

1oheren101ion,. I ,,a.,thoroughl} afraid,JlCmight 

be able to dctcct 111) inten,c concern ;1hout their 
sex life. "Did you e\cr laugh at hirn ... in ht.-d·~" 

Suddenly her face loosened up again and ,he 

grinned naughtil}, ,c.mning m~ fore internly 
'"So. i, th;1t what }OU guy, did all ththe lune, 

he,nuc'-:0\erhcreb) hirn,elf.1Tall,:.1t11.\Utt1ur 

' bc1~:
1

~a~:bi'1~~l:~:;:111t 1hat ,he tllrc\\ ·.111 th(',l' 

time,· back inmyfarc.andhumili;uedhy the,,.,~ 

' ,he ~~~~t :~: l~~~\:\;~·~~-~:l::~:~i::~~:l:~~l~n~ 

sometime<,. I mean. he \\il' ,o ,eriou, ,,hen he go111110 11. ~tiu 

know? There \\;h thi, \\hole formula 1h,11 ht· wcnt lhrough. 

,tarting with hi,handhcre .. :· She plaeedaw11hen:-d p.1lm 

o,erherleft brca,1.pu,hing it up,othatthe fle,h m.1de ., hall 

moon at the top. It cuned blatantly benc,11h her undcrne.1r 

... and then mo,ing hen:: and there. alwa~, the ,;1me \\,l). 

until. \\Cll }OU kn0\\. Until it \\a,rncr. 1 think ht•'d re.1J ,tlt1l(' 

book ~omc,,hcrc that ga,e ,1 li,t of the ,,oman·, ht1t ,p,;1t, t1r 

,omcthing. 1t \\3, ,o randtllll lhl· \\;l) he \\l'llt al Ill~ bi.id~ The 

car one ,ccond. then Ill) foot the ne,1. Would HIU hche,e hc 

actu;1II} ,10ppedoncetom;1,,.1gcm) foot'' llc"ud1hefrl(1t 

\\a,1he,e,1tof,en,u,11it). l1,,a,hkehcl,:cp1coming1odcmur 

,igrhorhcwantcdtnh<.',urct11n\\l.'ralltheh.1,e, IJu,t 

\\anted him to get it o,er \\ilh. The \\hok• tlllll' ht· .11,,.1~, h.1d 

thi, painlul. hopeful look on hi, I.wt•. ,md I \ttiul<l tf) Ill 1,:ecp 

co,crcd in the blanl..ct, I ,,,h i:t1ld rm1re th.111 .lll)thmg 

"And you l;1ughet.1·r I ;bl..ed. 1..·ru,lk."d. I''·"- .1pp.1\kd th.it ,ht· 

Photograph hy Milo Nl•ra 
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could "peak of him in ... uch a dispa,sionate way. His foot normal, acceptable. and uncommonly sensual when I'd met her 

ma,sage, had always moved me co great sensual heights at the gynecologist's office in Sterling. She had a way of flipping 

··Well. it was funny ,ometimcs. And I was bored " through lhe tattered magazines in the reception are.i that was 

"But did you laugh viciou"ly'!" Jes ... ic cried to look appalled by re ... tlcss. cagey. She wore the same suede boots that I did. black 

the quc,tion. I hadn't meant to come off so judgmental. but I and concealed mostly by jeans. but cutting high above the calf. 

couldn't help it. It hadn't taken me long in my familiarity with and when a bit of her air wafted my way I noticed that she wore 

her to pick upon hersub ... u1face features. the generally dark void the same perfume. too. Chantilly. I had offered her up to Jay as a 

ofhcrper,.onality. It had revealed it...elfto me by bit ... during their -">piricual sacrifice. hoping to gain points for my soul. But even 1 

coun.,hip. her apathetic acquisition of Jay. Whal was oddest to had been able to dctccc her weak spots soon afterwards 

me wa, that ,he never really even ... ccmcd 10 try to con ... cruct a Ncvcnhclcss. the union had been inevitable. the solution to all 

credible front todecci\'C me. who she knew to be so closely our problems. I watched queasily as Jay plundered on with the 

bonded 10 him. The puqmsclcs ... ncs ... of her possession came to relationship, determined to make it work, convinced that it was 

my full reali1.ation at the wedding. as they stood al the alter and the right thing to do. And when he left her. I didn't ask why 

,he allO\\ed him co take her limp hand in his for fom1ality's sake either. I jus1 let him in for coffee one night to hear him say Jessie 

while her \'OW~ echoed through the hollow cathedral in flat slaps was too much of a repcile 10 live with. After offering me a ride to 

again~! the walls that roblx:d the words of their solemnity. It was California. he asked if I might keep his destination a secret from 

at that moment chat I km:wwcwereall making a big mistake. 1 Jessie. I-I is eyes were desperate as he looked at me. his cup of 

wa, abk for the first time 10 fully dcte,t the jagged gleam in her coffee ~plashing over his hands. l-lis vulnerability was pitiful. and 

~;~;n~\:!;:~~: 1

1:~.::~;1;1~0:;:r~~~c~~;;ci~it: 
1
: 1~ "T H E ~~::t 1~;r~e~1 ~; ~::;, ~;1 up to the night. to do 

anm. It wa, a deliberate mockery. ~incc l had re- ·•[just need towam1 up fora while. There·s ice 

ccded\,..ell intothcmo,tobscurepanofthcanxious SHARPNESS in my bones. I praytoGodshedocsn·t kill the cat 

bevy. and as I held the tightly-wrapped ~tcms. the while I'm gone. I couldn't get him into the truck" 

flower, began to re~cmblc hot dollop•-ofblood Q f H E R •·She won·t." I told him hopelessly. "Maybe 

At che n.-ception ~he had danced in a frerl.ly with she'll just have time to ge1 all the meanness 

::~;\~~;t~
11

t1~~~~1:~: ~l~1~r~;:
1

~~~~il1tl~r~~v~r~~;,;:: JAW ou~.i°~ohn~:-~~ink so:· he said. "She's got a hunger 

moment. but I declined and ~he giggled decadently in her that I'll never figure out. She always says 

~:~~c'~\~~::c~gt~~~~ ~~~ ::~1!~:~
1
~~:11;:~~b;~~ WAS LI KE A :~;-~:~i!c~i

1
:.:.s~~;::;

1!~:~:;:·n1
~/\:~

1
~:

0
~~e 

would be whisked past U'> \\ith a shrugofhershoul- s p I KE wants. She's like a heat-seeking missile. I don't 

der, .ind a gay exclamation chink she'll ever grow out of it. She was born a 

·Tm ju,t trying co keep warm." in ~pile of the cold and hungry baby. That's why her hands arc 

:a\~~:~:
1
ri1~e\:~~e:~,;~~~~!:e~.~1~~:~~~~~ t:~~:t DR I VI NG :il~~~-1~!

1
~1:~yt~ :v~,~~.s;~e \;~::cbt~~~~:~ ~:n 

cellar men were ~kn ing away over a dead furnace barrier her parents had set up around the wood-

The dance hall was a bit nippy. but the conglomc- I NT Q MY burning stove they kept in the living room. She 

~~~;:~ o:;;~~::~:~}1~~~:~'.?1: ;:~~f:;v~1~r;1r~\~! f LE s H ,, ~:~~i ::. t;~rf:~t1~:\~c~~~~~;]~~J~::r:~~~1:i :;1 
to get his new bndc·s attcnt10n and we walked out- • palms and her fingerprints. And then she did II 

<,idc into the winter air to c,cape the scene and commiserate. again when she wa~ five. with :111 iron 

Leaning gloomily against his dented old mustang. 1 apolo- Jc<,,ic was pouring sugar into a steaming cup of coffee. She 

gi,cd for ever having introduced them clutched the black mug tightly. her knuckles turning white 

.. I gucs, I don't have co pretend with you, cousin," he'd said. Her lips were a pale blue, with red lipstick lining the edges. 

lighting up a cigarette and nodding 10 a couple of pa<,<.ing and there was a thin white band around the mouth. 

relative, who were on their way out .. You really don·1 h;1vc much circulation. do you?" I asked. 

"What i\ it. Jay?" I put my arm through his ... Go ahead and annoyed by the ferocious act she made of gulping che coffee. 

tell me. We've been telling each other everything since we had "Thi,'11 revive me. I'm sure." She didn't look very reviv-

our fir<.t kis\ in Grandma', wheat field .. lie fidgeted enough to able to me. but before I could think of something appropriate 

cause me to lighten my grip. to ,ay. I absen1ly mumbled 1hat ,he ,hould have been born a 

··Well. ,he'\ a bil of a whore.. candle, with an cxten,ivc wick. ,o that she might have been 

,towly. lifcles<.ly consumed by fire. She paused in her gulping 

forafcwminuteswhileldrcadedherreaction 

"Well."shesighcd.andgoc uptogazchatefullyoutofche 

"Very diqant ,omctime,." window. ·-rvc often wi,hed I'd been born ~omcthing else. 1 

l seethed in uncxprc,sed ~a1i,faction. ne,cr bothering to a,k nc,·cr thought ofa candle. though. You·,c got a neat imagina-

why he'd gone ahead and married her. She had ,cemed ,o tion. I ju,1 think fire i, -.o quick and so happy. Not like the re.">t of 

it." She gestured broadly with a crooked hand 10 the snow 

ornsidc and our surroundings in my decrepit home. She looked 

distastefully at thccheapglassdecanterofbrandy I had on the 

counccr. "I could never stand tohavccrys1al in my home. Jee£. 

I ju~t got done putting up cunains so I wouldn't have to look at 

the icicles hanging from the roof. The clearness of glass make\ 

me edgy·· 
.. But whalaboutthcstuffinsidethedecanter?" I mocked a 

playful. hospitable tone and uncorked the bottle. Quickly. I 
poured some of the liquid into her coffee. despite her bes1 effon, 

to stop me. Then 1 poured a large glass for myself. .. This'll help 

youtosleepthroughthecvening. Then youcangctupearlyin 

the morning and the snow will be reflecting the ~un·s rays and 

all the ice will be hot and drippy again .. 

"Have you heard from Jay?" I could tell it was a totally fresh 

thought in her head. I fell like we were casually tossing a cri:.is 

around in the air like dinner conversation. I didn't want to tell 

her he'd been waylaid in Nevada by a hotel room that was 

panicularly accommodating to men with bleeding 

hearts. so I just said. ··No·· 
.. Say.did I ever cell you red is not my true hair 

color?" 
"No:· I answered. a little un,cttled to find my­

sclf surpriscd by this new infonnacion. 

.. Well I wouldn't have brought it up except 1hat 

Jay was always talking about your beautiful honey­

spun hair. God. it was obnoxiOlh. He couldn't look 

at my head without mentioning ... ome1hing about 

yours. Like the way your hair floated above your 

head in the morning. or the way your eyes pn.-cbcly 

matched 1hc color of the aurora boreali~ that time it 

shined over Colorado. rm a brunette by nature. But 

most men love to play with red h:1ir:· Then. appa­

rc111ly as an afterthought: "Girh too. I gue". Do 

you...ccwhatl'rntl)'ing10,;.1y?" 
.. Thac you're intere~ted in ne,\ men .. 

"Panly. You know me well:· 
.. I have always a~,urncd that you would find ano­

ther one when you went broke. emotionally that is·· 

I ~pitcfullyoffcredhera new cigarette. She \,a,cd 

myannaway.llcreyespcnctr:itcddcepincom)O'\n.1he\\:l) 

they alway-"> did \\hen ~he ,poke to me. They v.erec;1p1i,ating 

spheres. willingtoa11achthem-.clve,1oany1hingalivcinthe 

vicinity.Bu1thcygavcnoindicationoflifc1he1mclvcs. 

..Actually. I once tried to gi\'C up ,moking. A long time ago. I 

\\:ts doing two p;1ck1> a day \\hen my lung collap,ed. I thought I 

\\:I!> having a heart attack. It \\a, before I met you and Jay. I \,a, 

so out of shaJ>e. My mom drove me to che emergency room. 

where they prnmpt!y cut a hole in my chc,t and ,hovcd a pipe 

down through my rib-cage to reinllate the lung. I tell you. 1110,e 

emergency cre,\ gur arc real profc~,ionals. It didn't real!} feel 

urgent until they ~toodover me on 1hc operaling table. J"\e nc,er 

bcensochilleda,\\henchcyputthcicconmy,kinandnumbcd 

my chest. 1 thought I was going to die. I guc" I a~ked h}-">tcri­

cally for a hoc pot;lto from the c:1fcteria. It ,\a,11·1 until later \\hen 

I lay on my bed waiting for a ho,pital room 10 open up that I 

decided to quit ,rnoking. But more imponallll}. I had to find 

someone to <.pend time v.ith. ,omc other life. It v.a~n·1Ju,t the 

numbnc,s in my chest that wa, making me so cold and scared .. 

Jessie '>COOted around in her ..cat. She held her hand up. uncon­

sciou ... Jy ... moking an imaginary cigarette 

• I guc'>" you had to quit. chough. huh-r I joy full) prompted 

.. Oh. belie\'e you me. I cried! It's \\Qr,.,c thJ.n 

amputation. 11·, wor.">c chan lo'>ing a man. I started \moking 

when I wa, ten. I grew up in a house full of ,moke .. 

"~le 100:· I :,aid ... Jay and I ~hared our fiN cigar in 1he barn 

on Thanksgi\'ing day v.hen \\C v.ere t\,el\e. \\'c ne,er ,tud v. ith 

it.though" 
.. Yes, that Jay hate~ ~moking. l'\c begged him to take it up 

so many t1111es 
..Jesus Chri,t. Jessie. Ja} ·~ a\lhrnatic" 

.. So docs that mean he couldn't light up Ju,1 once in a li11le 

\\hile? No,, that he·~ gone. I light them ,md le.l.\C them huming 

in the a:-htra). You kn0\\, like inccn,e. \\-'hat a poor cv.erp he 

• I tried to picture Jc~,ie·, hou,e no\\. cigarette, ,md 

candle, burning freely ine\el)· roorn.,tu...:k 111 

cheapa~htra},and lea,ing ,mall \OOI} circle, 

on the ceiling. ShC\\:tsgrinning,u me. her 

~harp upper h!eth coming dangcrou,l) 

.. Yeah ... 

clo,c to ,plicting a ga\h in her lo,\..:-r lip. I \\Oil· 

dcrcd \\h) ,he had worn herd,1rk red lip,tKk 

and dra,\ n the thin black line, around her e}C'-

Shc couldn't ha,e amieip,ued an encounter 

with a gullible mJ.n. But ,he looked frightfoll} 

readytowck blood 
··What I figured 0UI. ,ifter 1 g;1\'e up ,moking 

that one time. \\:hthat it \\a,the ,moke I \\J., 

addicced to. not che nicotine. \1\1\lmmm. She 

inhaled deepl) ,ome of the ,mokc 1h,11 h,id 

en\elopcd her from m} cigarette. A one in..:h ohh 

tumbled do\\11 the front of Ill) ,hin and I 4u11,:kl~ 

put the thing out. I kr hcJ.d \\e;J\ ed b..id, .md ll'mh 

:h ,he gulped dO\\n the I.hi of the fading gre} 

cloud ... lgue'.'>that·,,,h) l'm,till,mokmg." 

!>he re,igncd 
"lgue",o" 

"To brcache ,mokc. I Im e ,moking •• 

"] IO\e it. And \\ood ,to\e,. Your-. in p,inKutu •• 

• Well." I ,aid. lllO\'ing clo,er 10 the ,to\e, I kit ptllle...:11,e 

of the large me1:1l ca\em. I lclt like fencing it off from her Or 

frying an egg on the top. An)thing to ha\e 111) back 10 the 

\aporou, \\0lll<ltl. I opened lhe fridge. \\hKh \\J., \.J.:.lllt \ll 

eggs. But there \\a\ bologn;1 in the meat dra\\er. Su I thrcv. .1 

fcv. too man} ,lice, on the ,co,e top ,md \\,11...:hed them n..c up 

mtogrca,) Clljh. 

"Would)Olllike,ome hankenbcrrie,\\llh)OUrlxll(l)!ll,I, 
Jc,~je•l" 

"You kno,\. I reall) dnn'teat fried lxll(1gn.1 l'nle"}(lll 

blacken it J. little and m,1k~· 11 ..:ri,p~" 
"I don't kllO\\ if you can bl,K·k...:n llolngn,1. e,m )ou· 1 I mc.111. 

\\ithout turning it into ,ometlung el,e •• 

"Sure }OU c;ln. If, JU,\ me.II Bum II •• 

··Well it d(1e,11·1 rca\1~ ..cem like me.u: I grumbled ·1 

Photograph hy Alilo Nt•ra 



alway, think of it a, ... a foreign substance. Ifs meant to be 
cold and wet·· 

·•Like flattened out puppy noses. thafs what I 1hink •• 
When I realized Jessie had moved up behind me and felt 

her chin on my ~houldcr. a wave shook my body. The sharp­
ness of her jaw wa~ like a spike driving inlO my flesh. 1 was 
nailed to the floor. 

"But .inyway. didn"t i! bother you that Jay never brought me 
with him when he came to visi1? Didn"t it offend you?" 

"No. of course not." 1 didn't bother to elaborate on all of 
the game-playing Jay and I had done. I was barely able to 
admit it to myself. We had always been strongly attached. Not 
depcndent.butmutuallyattracted.Afterhavingseenhim 
sliding around in his underwear on my hard wood floor 

··You·rc a little chilly:· wearing my bras for knee c.ips. it was hard to believe either of 
··Bad circulation. I need a shower:· For once I wished for us cared wha1 anyone in the dinky town of Otis thought of us 

appalling body odor "Plea~e cat," I begged. watching the floating bits of cereal 
--1 wa~ thinking of you the other day. Andie. It was a sudden in her bowl come apan and turn to mush. I had done a good job 

urge. Maybe it's the weather·· blocking Jay ou1 ofmy mind once the blizzard had set in. My life 
"Snow makes me lonely. coo:· I agreed. trying to distance hardly seemed co exist with the glo::ie obliterated in one white 

myself. I felt lilsc shaking her off of my body. She was giving stroke. Except for Jessie. I hadn't anticipated nursing his freezer-
me fever chills. 1 pressed 1hc bologna cups flat. Her breath was burned wife with cold cereal and heat. I tried to imagine his long. 
~tcamy and oily. like the air that had popped out from under thin anns around her. pulling her sharp. twiggy body in close for 
th

~-1;
1
:1~~: w.1, a different kind of urge. lt was the MAK I NG ;,~;~c::~;;~:tobegouged in 

th
e soft spots by her 

,amc_kindof_urgc I get when I p.~ssthroughthe ~O~E "'Why did you let him go?" 1 asked again. 
\mokmg section of a restaurant almost to myself. This time her eyes rolled up to 

··oh. gee. It couldn"t be that bad! We haven·1 scan me sharply. suspiciously. It was a slightly 
,cen each other for week\.. TO YOU R sensual expression on her face. but it was also 

h~~;1:c~;1:
1
{~~~

1

:\~~i~
1

i\~; :~:~:,!!~:!e~:~tgo~~~; COUS I N ~1:~::~?he~~~;•;~~;. ~is~~;:da;t:::tl:~r\~:~,\~g 
their throat...,·· for it to dan out again. I wanted to see if it was 

.. Mayhcyourni~sfay.andyou·rc.issociatingme Is N 'T forked. 
with him:· Iv.a~ barely able to contain the absur- .. What difference does it make?"' she asked me 
dityofthercmark "I burned everything he owned in the kitchen 

.. fay never would bring me with him when he sink: the books. records. clothes. even his first 
cam..: 10 ...,cc you:· teddy bear. Can you believe he kept his first teddy 

··He didn·1 come a, often a..., you think." I said RIG HT, bear? I ripped off the legs and gouged out the eyes 
with a twinge of melancholy and tossed it in on top of the grey sweater you 

··11 pi<,scd me off. because I rca.lly like to see you·· gave him last year for Christmas. They burned 

th~ ::~u'i~~ :~~fr~; ;:~etrh: s~~l:~\~~de ~~l~l~VO:l NOT By A r~~:~:t::sq:i~~:yja;ry do you ask so many 

l!1 

··oo you have any marshmallows? We could "He's my cousin.·· I tried to make it sound 
\corchsomeinthefire! .. Shejumped frantically 
off of my shoulder and looked to me with the high­
e,1 cxprcssion of excitcmcnt 

··oh God. that would be the best! .. 

STRET( H gc_i_~~:.-but was he ever anything more than 
that?" For a moment her eyes turned black. or maybe it was ;1 
renection of the bologna she hadn't touched. I felt hot and 

"No. but there arc marshmallow..., in the Frankenbcrries • Her tingly all over. the way I had when l"d been caught by the 
body looked ready to break police spray-painting the back of the gradeschool. I felt like 

··011:· she ~aid, clearly deflated. ··Well. I guess that's there were hours of gmcling explanation and tonurc ahead of 
exciting enough. But remind me next time to bring some·· me. A night with no supper and a fitful sleep of phlegm and 

"You have some nu1ty cravings:· I said. attempting a giggle salty tears. She nrnst have caught the guilt in my blush 
and hoping that there would be no ·next time: But already I becau<,e her hands. both leathery talons. gripped my arms as 
could map out in my mind the inevitable days of seclusion with though <.;he would shake me to the floor. She stood up 
her to come promptly and set her weight against me. In all my imagined 

.. Don"t you jw,t love the texture of .1 charcoaled marshmallow? confrontation, with her. I had never felt so weak and sordid. 
It's like peeling bl.tels burned skin off of shiny white guts. Sweet .. Arc you in love with your cousin. AndicT 
little murder. The only thing I've ever craved more than rn.tr\h- I was gaping a, her treacherous play. my mouth gone dry and 
mallows at this very moment wa~ some charred wood in the duqy. My tongue flapped against the sides ofmy mouth like a 
remain\ of a campfire Jay and I made this spring. It got ~o bad broken wing .1, I cried to rationali1c. but all that came out wa, 
I had to \ncak oul of the tent in the morning and cake a bite·· a weak ... Fuck off."' after which. she gleefully released her 

I put all of the burned bologna on a plate for Jessie and grip and bent forward to ki!-.s my mouth 
poured her a large bowl of pink cereal. I was resigned to "Well. ,wcctie. believe me. I sympathize. 1--tc·, a man. They 
~rnrvc in her pre .. cncc have a way .ihout 1hem that"s sort of irresistible. E~J>CCially Jay. 

wichallhischivalryandscnsitivityand willingness to please ... 
.. I can't believe I ever introduced you to him. I c.1n·1 believe 

rm the one who put it all together:· My boot wa\ tapping 
wildly. creating an embarrassing echo between us. I tried to 
achieve a macho stance 

"You know what's right and what·s wrong:· she said 
conclusively. 

"What?" 
.. That's why you set us up. Making love to your cousin isn't 

right. not by a stretch! .. 
.. What do you know about making lover I hissed. Orange 

flame leaped behind the iron grate of the stove. For once I knew 
how it must have felt to want to be eaten by fire. Then she was 
close behind me again. Her anns twisted forcefully to encircle my 
waist. I could feel the case of her ribs and her slowly beating 
heart against my own pulsing.twitching frame. 

·Tell me something about love, Andie. You 
seem 10 know so much ., 

"I know you·re incapable of it. The feel of your 
skin shows me what a corpse you are. Without a 
flame. rigor mortis takes your body over. But you 
choke us out. You steal our oxygen and cover us 
like dust and suffocate us. You did it to Jay and you 
would do i1 to me if I let you. But I won·t:· 
.. Talk about love. Andie. ll doesn't have to be 

about Jay. It can be about me·• 
··How could it possibly be about you?" I asked. 

even as I began to stroke her arm. 
.. You love me. I think·· 
.. No. The only thing I ever loved wa!> a flock of 

baby chicks we ordered through the mail when I 
was twelve." I lied desperately. I hadlo,edmany 
things before and after the chicks 

.. You and Jay?" 
··Jayand1·· 
··You loved chicks:· Her voice was charmed. ... 

melodic. and lulling. The names inside ihe ~tovc :- -
were like a hypnotic medallion ... Little puffy. fluffy. yellow. 
round. soft. chirpy chicks·· 

.. I loved all twenty-one of them plu, the pri1c roo~icr •• 
"Named Jay?"" she cooed. "How did chi., love affair end?"" 
.. We fried them·· 
··And ate them?" she giggled 
.. No. h frolc early that year and their heat lamp went out in the 

barn early one morning. When I went to check on them. they 
were almost dead. huddled together like pop<,iclcs. I ran in to 
wake up Jay and we put them on a coolsic tray and \lucls them in 
the oven to warm them up. But we forgot about them. The heat 
wa, on too high. We were in watching canoon, and \\C didn't 
e\cn think to check on chem until we ,mclled them burning ... 

"Oh God! .. she cackled 
··011 hell. .. I said. close to sobbing. "I hope you go to hell. 

Jc:.,ie. Real ,oon •• 
"'They ~ay it\ wann there:· she purred. ··But don·, you .... cc? 

It could llC\Cr have worked between you and Jay. It would 
alway<, 
have been burning chicks. You needed a change .. 

"I need some more chick,!"' I '>Creamed wildl). flinging her 
off of me and grabbing the poker that \\ a\ propped again,c 
the cabinet 

"Holy shit!" she exclaimed. <,tanlcd. lilsc a \ampire confronted 
with a cross. It was the fir,,t time I had e\cr seen her true -.elf 
surface so <.;uddenly. I wielded the poker in the a1r J.b()\e Ill) 
shoulder. ready to plunge it down her throa1 

··ok. ok ... she whispered a, ~he backed av.ay to the oppo"tc 
side of the room. "'Maybe you·rc not ready }Ct."' Within second,. 
I watched her change from a frightened bea\t baels imo the demi• 
woman who had come into my hou'>e to wann up. She ran long. 
warped finger.,through hcrcherr)-red hair and e,en foun<l it 
v.ithinhersclftowithdra\\ lip,ticlsfrornher,lec\eandapply a 
bright new tint. For fifteen minute'> we ,tood there. I \\;h fro,cn. 
waiting forhertobearherp'>ychological fang,again. but ,he 

stood plea!>antly. her hand, folded in front of her 
Hcrtrnn<,lucem,kin wa .. mon:likechinaagain 
than the fle<,hofadead body. ··Ye\. I nee<la 

littlctimc:·1agrced.lo\\Cring1hehca\yironnxl;1 
linle.She!>hiftedhcrweightdelic;11ely.then 
poked her chin brn\cl) up into the air.,\ fre,h 

laugh rolled from her \Chety tongue. "01 eour-c. 
a fe\\ cooking le,.,011..., might not hun .. 

At that moment the phone rang. crumbling ,,ur 
s1andoff. I an~\\Cred it. the: polscr hanging heol\ ~ . 
swcatdrippingdm\n thehJ.n<lle. It v.a,Jay. \\ith 
the last of hi,\\ ish-you-\\Crc-hen: phone cath that 
I would be rt.--cei\ing for a \\hilc. I v..h gl,1<l v.hl."n 
he1oldmehehadfinJ.lly e-.c,1pedNe\a<l,1. Hetl,l<l 
mchehad.,hedthemo,tofherthercinthatrc<l 
plushroom\\iththegaudy gol<lfi,turc, llewJ., 
prcnywrchchadleflheronthc,ink\\ilhan 

emptycanofdcodor.mt. He \\.t,mming 1rom hell 
10 Purgatory now. Califomia \\;I\ •,cooping h11n up 
with gentle arm,. and he could only hOJ>e th,ll I 

wasmakingthe,amelsindofprogre" 
··Can I come \\ ith you. h) T' I \\ 111,pcrcd. hill~ 

aware that she could hear and n:li,h e\ery \\Ord. I \\;h ;1 child 
again. terrified by nightmare, and begging my dad to let me 
gee in bed with him. and at the ..,,une 1ime trying not to\\ ,1lse 
up mom. ··1 mis~ you ... I trcrnbled. lsno\\ing ho\\ h.i<lly 11 
wa._ true. His absence wa, real ;1gain. ,md crippling 

"lk110\\ ... hc~ighed ... Butdon·tyou~.1t',rM..ltJu-.tOu,an<l1L, 
JX.'Ol)le. \\\Cetic. lt'sme. I r:.m·tdoit.Lll}lllOre. I Gi11·1 be1hegu) •• 
There\\Crcafcw rninutt.-Sof,ilcncc. "Jdon·t lsnov. \\h..U todonc,t. 
Andie. Of how I got ~00 p!J.y mg th.it lT.V) g.unc w 1th )OU .in<l 
Je.-,.,ie. but r\'cgot 1obo.:decent. l\lJ)be-.het~u1 tc.k:h )f1u '()Ilk! 

thing. And I do !Jr.I} th.1t you'll be ;It the end ol the line\\ hen I cct 
thcre..,omeday. And that youdon·t bl\';lls <lm\n in IA'ath \ .111;\ 

"Whew! .. And \\ith that. \\e \\Cl\' off tn fin<l our,,cl\c, \\ 1th 
Je,,ic. I pla)ed along for hour-. refu,mg todo-.c Ill) C)1..·,,1, 
darlsne~~ approached. or to let the fire go ou1 \\ c \\Cre l·o1kJ 111 
opp<hitc comer- of the room. and I drc.1<lL-d c.1d1 \\ l)nl th,11 Ile\\ 
fromhermouthJ.ndbndcdinminclilsct;III) t1\hc<l1gL',tL-<l J 
lsnC\\ that by morning ,he \\OUld ha\e Ille \\.\ntmg IL) 111\)k,, her. 
that 111} tum had ronk!. Beneath till'\\ eight 1ll her g.vc. I ..:l.mL-<l 
my~lfintoeon,riou,ne"andli,1enL-Jfor1,1ll111g,nL1\\ 

Pho1ograph by Milo Nl'ra 



Cornered 

Whcnitrained.lgrew 
impatient with wonm drowning 
on sidewalks. in schoolyards. 
By recess. their squished corpses 
wouldbeach. laidoutontheblacktop 
like anemic licorice whips 

Still.theywerethebest bait 
for catching a third-grndegirl. her attention 
always claimed by the boys who tortured her 
downhills.aroundtrccs.underslides. 
worms dangling from their slimed hands 
like ponytails. They'd count coups. and scores 
ofvictirnswriggledaway.shriekingforateacher 

Naturally. I turned to moths 
gold and black spanercd bodies 
rattling wings at my window 
until I killed 
thcligh1andfloatedoU1side. 
nightgowned.unnoticed. Even 
themooncouldnotm::itch 
mywhiteness.sooncandlc-lit.asl 
plicdthoseinsomniacswiththeglass 
respite of a peanut butter jar 
and vows of eternal devotion. Always. 
l'dfindonedumbenoughtobc 
attracted toa h3lo 
Some cornered pest. 
a seizure.shadowy and fitful. 
andbigasthcfistthatfinallygraspcd 
hisfcatheredconvulsions,thcnlcfthim 
clc3rly bottled. Well, I w3nted to watch 
himjerkwhilecont3ined. 
gasp like some poisoned fairy. 
di1.1.yasashcs 
escaping 
But I nevcrcouldbclieve 
hisneeduntilthemorning. 
when it was too late 
to do anything but cry 
and clap his dust from my hands 
ninghistorn formtothc<.un 

Pho1ograph by Milo Nera 

Rebecca 
Poole 

All in a Row 

i have forgotten what your teeth feel like 
it must bclikebitingintoanapplcwhilcitisbitingyou 
it must be like maple syrup on snow 
i h3verealized whati hadlongforgoncn 
likesmokecatchinginthebackofmych3ppedthroat. 
i refuse to cough. to let it sting 
i swallow wax, smooth and healthy 
iam intrigued by the biological 
by wondering how chocolate ice cre3m got on the telephone. 
byslathcringpcanutbuttcrbetwccnmyfingers 
sometimesihave10bi1cthcs1ceringwheclsuddenly. 
fcelthcsoftvinylofyourarm 
ourlegs1wis1aroundeachothcr 
and bend at the knees like bean planh fallen off the pole 
our feet bru~h against the cggpl::int. 
the,ucchini 

ihavcforgoncnwhatyourtecth feel like. 
i1mus1belikepunchingdoY.nri,enbrcaddough. 
orbitingintothcncshofyourown hand 
wcareadoublchelix.railroadtracbuprootcd 
we twist.we garden 
wcareintrigucdwithbetwccn 
it force\ u, to come to term\ with 
thedualityofathreedimcn\ionaluni,er,,c. 
the oppo~i1ion of table tcnni,. it force<. u, 
tO\tay in one place. 
theobjcct of all the pulling 
a weed. a m3ypolc. 

i have forgotto.:nwhatyourtccth foci like 
let me sliclc them out of your gum~ 
iwillcollcctthcm 
in a matchbox in the frecLcr 
li!..e hail~tonc, 
iwill,i1ethemne>::ttomyo\\t1jealou,1ccth: 
,cc how }ellow. ,cc hO\\ chipped. 
i will be your dentist. 
andfillyourcavitiC,\\ilhmyO\\nenamel 
i am intrigued by tension 
theto.:ethcanncverbeclcancnough. 
the eyes sit too close together. 
the kiss i, too dry 
iwillnevcrrcmcmberyourtceth 
you will ~ii in the sun and tell me about them 
a<. i chum weeds into the pile of egg,hclh and coffee ground,. 
carefull) compo~ting e\et} word. 

Kathryn 

Duhamel ~ 



t. 

2. 

Big Sugar Creek, Powell, Missouri, 
August 1992 

lhadtowalkaway 
from you and your 
unnecenry 
remark about my u e of the word 
·kumquat' 
so 
ifollowed 
the creek upstream 
in love 
with the wave 
andthe~r1velbottom 
trippinamytlip-flop 
iwalked 
a waym:cg,mera 
han~in~on my neck 
andcauaht 
twoheart­
hapedbuttertlie 

conferrin~overstone 
chebuilderrejccted 
warminathoirdark-heart 
winf,l: beforethey 
flew 

muffled voices 
followed 
iturncdandturncd 
butdictn·tseeyouall 
tandin~ there 

apoloiitin~ 
readytolovemelike 
inoodedyou 

instead 
the water ju tlau~hed 
about my le& 
1boutmyf1n11 y 
th11inthehe11 
this dark heart's wings 
might lift me away 

iwalked 
in love 
with the fight 
in love 
with the night 

3. 

4. 

iwalked 
until 
an island made 
the water fork 

i :.topped divided 
cared 

divided 
youwereallamile 
in theoppo ice direction 
what if 
what if 
i aot lot back 
hereup1treamwhere 
therocks 
were hot 
and the stream 
rushed past them 
gigalina 

lrnowin& 

i turned around 
knowin& 

iwumore1fr1id 
of being 
found 

but i started back 
water from behind 
hovedp11methenw1ited 

formetocatchup 
1t lo1 and rock 
complainina 
awater nake 
motionless 
on a rock 
waited 
mypulsenuttered 
then sen led 

down 
scream 

istcppcdpasc 

" quietly 

5. 
iwalkcdback 
tothcspotwherei'dbegun 
intothes1illbctwecn 
the boulder and the trees 
to the pool lit and filled 
with bits of sun 
filtered through branches 
filtered through water 
filtered through stones 
and to Danielle 
("Godi myjudge") 
who'dbeenwaitina 
for me 
she pushed me under 
under again and again 
shouting 

Openyoureyes! 
(for the underwater shot) 
dunking me laughing 
(i kept floating) 

Sink! 
until finally 
she snapped it 

watcrwentupmynose 
andibreathed 

iimaginedwe'd 
found thejordan 
-here in missouri­
wheresomany first 
kissed 
the sun on a sunken stone 
and rose 

ihad 
to walk back to all of you 
to tell you 
iloveyou 
andi·m 

inlove 
with this 

Deborah Zawadzki 

Phorograph by Milo Nera 



Why I No Longer Cook 

Chinese Chicken Wings 

They would sit pmiemly i11 the soy sauce for hours 

11111if their shi11i11g mome111 011 tin foil 
\\'here they wo11hi all({ steam in <mticipmio11, 

in the white mu/ ki1che11. 

Oriental fog fillet! the room 
It 11·t1s s111111y am/ large mu/ ha11gi11g green plants 

mtule yellow pa11erns on the tile. 
Ami /, so young. Jell suffocmed 
and 1/iought of jumping 0111 the wimlow. 

But i11s1ead carefully flippetf orer the chicken 

with oven mills and fork 
ll'hile my mind ran in circles like the cat 011 top of the 

refrigera10r. 
The chicken \\'GS good, wul 1he garlic, and you 

tmd with the cal in my arms I remember 

cooking chicken in the s111111y ki1che11 

Elyse Press 

Waiting, 
After Li Ch'ing-Chao 

This cold rain tells me a season is lost. 
The 1rees hm·e SfO/Jped their dancing. 

Tlie,ir leares ar_e still anti waiting 
I SIi by !he c/111/ of 1he window 
Ami 1w11ch shadows sif1 
Like 1lwugh1s 0l'er ground. 
The face of dawn 
Creeping from 01•er a far-off hill 

A change of season bring~-011 similar demhs 

I ct1111101 slop 1he rai11 from striking a tumetl leaf 

Heather Moreau 



Clams 

Apurpleburlapbagfillcdwithclams; 
like fat gray rocks 
or so many small moons 
I reach into the fridge fora closed shell 
lhaven'theldaclaminycars 
Pressing1hccold to my check 
1 think of rolled-up sleeves, 
thesuckofblackmud­
somemorninginmypast 
Thenltastedrippingbuucr. 
the white belly dipped. 
andremembertheblackncck 
likeashriveledumbilicalcord 

The phone rings. the clam 
stillsitsinmypalm 
I ask my aunt. 
"lsitaliveT 
This bluish curve of beach, 
this future ashtray 
"Ofcoursc.''shesays. 
Already I have water 
heating on the stove. 
··sol'llbekillingi1T' 
··Yes. and ifit doesn't open up 
don·1eati1.Thatmcansitwasdcad" 
Wasdcad 
Shemeansnow.inmyhand 

Wchangup.Iturnthcfaucc1on 
andscrubthcclamlikeapotato. 
Nowlseeit'srcallyjustasmilcitsclf: 
like1hetee1hmolda11hedentis1's 
that always scared me. 
Except this is toothless and friendly 

I consider death 
as I clang through a cupboard of pans 
forthesteamer.lconsider 
1hesoftbellybetwccnmytccth. 
thecrunchycrystalsofsand 
andtherubbcryneck(thatlcaneatno\\ 
because I'm older). I con.<.ider 
theclamonthccounter 
rockingslightlyfromthcclatter 
Whenthcwaterstanstobubble 
Jpickitup.stillcold. 
and hold it mouth to mouth 
lalmostexpcctittotalk 
Just the grin 

Will it hun. is really what I wonder 
How can you hun a rock? 
!think 
This is just like a rock 
ltis 
Then I remember second grade. 
walking home from \Chool in 1he rain. 
rescuing the ,tones and rocks from the cold: 
how each shape was a face to me. 
I pulled my stool to the bathroom ~ink 
and made a tub of warm water 
Tiny plunks, then wa,hing away mud and grit. 
uncoveringsmoothgrny. I lifted each rock 
drippinganddrieditwithafunycloth. 
like a doll. like a baby. 
like thi~ wa, all that would ever matter to me 

I lower the heat :md add ~ah 
Later that night I dream 
rain and an ocean 
ofpurplerocb.E,enl:iter 
apanofsil,crwater 
andtheclam;mouthopcn 
inafro,enya\\11. 

Bethany Mott 



"Aslongastheblackman1samongh1sown,he 

willhavenooccas1on.exceptinminorinternalcon-

fhcts.1oexperieocehisbe1ngthroughothers·cFanon 

109).Consequenlly,accordingtoFranzFanon.a 

black hberationist philosopher. it is impossible/or 

BlackstobeBlackinaracmllym1xedsociety.They 

areonlyabletoexistinrelationtowh1tes.lnthiscon-

text.blackpeoplehavefewblackheroes,sothey 

adoptwh1teones.Whiteculturehasthepowertode 

terminewhatisandisnotofvalue.Bydevalu1ng 

blackness.theblackdesiretobewhite,tobeaccep­

ted,1sunderstandabte.Severalcharacters1nThe8/u­

estEyeexemphfyFanon'stheory.lnthenovel,Toni 

Momson1HustratesFanon's!Cleathroughvariouscha-

white ideology is predominant 

Janon 

and 

BLACK 
L I F E 

WHITE 
IDEALOGY 

t'I 

Betli 

Schulman 

Fanonsays,"therelsiden!ilication-thatis,1heyoung 

negro subJectivety adopts a white man's at\llude" (Fa non 

147), When Maureen Peale, a popular light-skinned mu­

lat10 girl befriends Pecola, Pecola shows no emotion. The 

damage has already begun from not being seen for so 

long.WhenMaureenaccusesherofseeingherlather 

naked,insteadofviciouslydelendinghersel!,she"tucked 

her head in• a funny. sad. helpless movement" (Morrison 

60),asiftosaythereisnowaytowinagainstagirlwhois 

accepred.Pecolastandsdefeatedbeforeherfightbegins 

Fanonalsosays," ... I am a white man. For uncon-

sciouslyldistrustthebtackinme,thatis,thewholeof 

mybeing"(191).Morrisongivesusseveralexamplesof 

characterswhodistrusttheirblackness,amongthemis 

In Black Skin, White Masks Fanon says: "And then the occasion arose When a pie is spilled, Mrs. Breedlove comlorts !he lime Fisher child 

when t had to meet thewh1te man·s eyes. An unlam1harweighl burdened me· instead of her own. And when the child asks, "Who were they, Polly?" 

(110). Fanon·s experience of meeting a white man and having to look (Morrison 87), Mrs. Breedlove does not respond. By doing this. she sepa-

h1m in !he eye 1s very much like Peco la's experience in The Bluest Eye rares herself from her roots, her blackness, by not even acknowledging 

Upon meeting Mr. Yacobowski, a white shopkeeper, Peccia "looks up at Pecolaasherchild.lnsteadsheactsasthoughthewtliteFISherc:NldiSherown 

him and sees the vacuum where curiosity ought to lodge. And something Mrs. Breedlove shows more respect for the white lamily, by placing 

more. The total absence of human recognition• the glazed separateness" them on a pedestal, than she does for her own. "More and more she 

(Morrison42).Pecolahasseenlh1sabsentgla2edlookbeloreanddecidesitiS neglectedherhouse,herch1ldren,h8fman-theywerehkealterthoughts 

herblacknessthatmakesherinvisibletoothers.Shenotonlyacceptsa onehasjus1beforesleep",weare1old(Morrisonl0l).PaulineBreedlove 

whiteideology,butinternalizesituntilthereisnothingleftolherown leadsadoublelife.Sheisunabletoleaveherhusbandandchildrenand 

identity bu\ the desire for something she can't possibly anain, blue eyes lully enter the lile ol a white. However, she is also unable to leave the 

ThedeJect,onofnotbeingseencausesPecolatonotbeabletosee 

he1sel1.ll1tis1ruethatweperceiveourselvesbyhowweareperceived 

byothers,Pecoladoesnotexisl.Thehatredsheleelsbynotbeing 

acknowtedgedsheblamesonherblackness,andthereforeshebegins 

todespiseherblacknessmoreandmore.Thuscomesherburning 

desire 10 be white. We are told, "Every night. without fail, she prayed 

forblueeyes"(Morrison40) 

while family, which is also her security, a place where she believes she is 

respectedandwherepeoplelistentoher 

she goes to the movies. She adores Jean Harlow and goes as far as at­

temptingtocurlherblackhairinthestyleolthewhitemoviestar.Byac­

tually attempting 10 physically look like a white woman, Pauline denies her 

blacknessandattemptstoreplacert.Thismasklng,however,isnolpossible 

WherePaulinefailsatreachlngheridealwhiteness.Geraldinenearly 

succeeds.ToGeraldine.blacknessmeanslowclassandfilth."ln 

Europe,"Fanonsays,"theNegrohasonefunction: thatofsymbotizmg 

lheroweremot10ns,thebaserillcima11ons.thedarksideofthesoul"(190· 

1).Geraldineac1sinaccordancew11hthisallitudewhenPecolaislured 

1ntothehousebyJunior.Wheoheabusesher,aswellasthecat.no!onty 

is Geraldine more concerned aboul the cat's welfare but she blames 

Pecora lor the tragedy. "Get out." Geraldine says_ ·you nasty hltle black 

bitch.Geroutofmyhouse·(Momson75) 

Geraldine not only toes 10 nd blackness from her hie m the form of other 

blackpeople,buttuestor1dthed,rtsheequatesw,1hblacks.phys1cally 

Geraldine attempts what is called "demgrlf1cat1on· _ She attempts to 

"whiten herself" (Fanon 111). She tells her son. ·colored people [are] 

neat and quiet, niggers (are] d1rtyand loud" (Morrison 71). So. she 
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scrubs herself and her son, to rid that "dir1y blackness" from them despises whites for receiving bener treatment 

Junior, Geraldine's son, is also an example ol a black character who Maureen Peal is just the type or little girl Claudia hates. Because 

identifies with whites, with terrifying results. Fanon says, Maureen is hght•slonned and rich, she is treated like a white child. Claudia 

Thereisident1fication-thatis,theyoung 

Negrosub1ectivelyadoptsthewh1teman·s 

withallhisownaggression•atthatageclosely 

linkedtosacrilicialded1cat1on,asacnfic1al 

iscuriousaboutMaureenandwouldliketobefriendher,iffornothingelse. 

toexamineher.Claud1adoesnotgetachancetobelriendher,butwhen 

MaureenofferslobuyPecolaicecreamandnotClaudiaorFreida,Claudia 

isappalled.JustasMaureenasksverypersonalquestionsofPecota,ones 

sheherselfwouldneverhavebeenrudeenoughtoask,sheispersonally 

dedication permeated with sadism (147) olfended. This leaves her more confused and angry. She wonders, i1 white 

Junior certainly illustrates sadism when he lures Pecola into his home. He (or light-skinned) girls are rude and low-class in their manners. why they 

·snatchesthecatbyoneolitshindlegsandbegantoswingitaroundhis deseNetobetreatedbetter 

head in a circle" (Momson 74). He seems to be projecting atl or the anger Claudia tells us that her attitude changed when she grew older. She 

ot his mother. as welt as his own anger toward the idea or blacks being says. for example. "I learned much later to worship her [Shirley Temple], 

inlerior,onPecola,throughhistorture. justasllearnedtodelight1ncieanhness,knowing,evenasllearned.that 

Toni Morrison does offer an example ol a black character who does not the change was adjustment without improvement" (Morrison 22). Thus, 

acceptthewhiteideology.Claudiaquestionsandlog1callyrejectsthe Claudiaisabletoconcealherhatredandjealousyandacceptwhitesin 

notion.Claudiaistheonecharac1erwhodoesnotperceiveherselfas ordertogetalongaseas1lyasposs1bleinsociety;she"adjusts." 

othersseeher.Sheiscertainofherident1ty,ofwhereshecomeslromand BothFanonandMorrisonotferhopeandliberationthroughstruggle, 

where she 1s going. She fights !or what she believes in and does not and both authors wrote to re-illustrate the problems caused by a white 

enslaveherself.Sheisthefreestofallthecharacters1nThe81uestEye.She ideology,andtopointootthefaUaciesthataccompanyit.Charactershke 

isproudofbeingblack.thoughnotolbeingpoor.andalthoughsheis Pauline,Geraldine,JuniorandPecolainTheBlues/Eyeillustratethe 

jealous o! white people for being treated better, she does not want to be struggle. However, Claudia is the one character who offers hope in a 

white. In facl, quite the contrary, she hates whites for being placed on an seemingly despondent world. Unfortunately, we do not know enough 

undeservingpedastal aboutherlaterli!etotellilshekeepsherstrongseU-image.Wedoknow 

She says, upon receiving a white baby doll for Christmas, ·1 had only that her "adjustment without improvement" toward Sh1rtey Temple is a sign 

one desire: to dismember it. To see of what is was made, to discover the ol cooformity, but a self.knowing one. By showing the masks that blacks 

dearness, 10 find the beauty, the desirability that had escaped me. but wear in an anempt to be accepted by whites, Fanon and M0<rison succeed 

apparently only me" (Morrison 20). Thus, not only 1s Claudia resistant to in un-masking the horrible lruth about white societal attitudes and the 

themythofhttlegirlness,"Whatwaslsupposedtodow1th1t?Pretendl coosequences 

was1tsmother?"(Morrison20),sheisalsoresistantbecausethedollsare 

always white. Unfortunately, she says, "the truly horrilying thing was the WORKS CITED 

transference of the same impulse to [dismember] little white girls" Fanon, Frantz, Black Skin While Masks, trans. by Charles L. Markmann 

(Morrison 22). Thus, instead of Claudia accepting the myth of whiteness as (NY:GrovePress.1967) 

superior,sheques11onsitanduponrind1ngnomaJord,fference,she Morrison, Ton,, The Bluest Eye tNY: Washington Square Press. 1970). 
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"Watching TV" 
by gregory pare 
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FIXED MINDS BLANK 
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0 
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SEE THE STARVING CHILDREN IN AFRICA THAT YOU CAN 

HELP FOR ONLY THE SMALL PRICE OF A CUP OF COFFEE 

SEE THE BLOOD ON THE STONE DRIP BECAUSE THE BAD 

GUY'S HEAD LANDS THERE WHEN RAMBO BLOWS HIM UP 

GIJOE IS READY HE HAS HIS UZZI 

~n~ X == 
IS IN E STORES 

NOWGET S ME ONE 

SOICAN V EZZEEE... BELIKE 

GI JOE I E F BOOM 'NAMIS 

BACKAS O R BOOM. . . BLOODY 

ASTHEN L ASMALL 

INNOCE E BANG NTGIRL 

WASFOU H N BANG. . . NDDEAD 

IN JOH O C NSTOWN 

SEETHE O E LIE BADGUY 

IN IRAQ T UZ DOWN... HEDI ES 

WE WIN ZI MOVEMY 

PEGUP3 S SEX SEX YOU' RE SPACES 

YOBART G G E E DEAD FLUSHD 

CHERRY U XS BOMBSS 

DOWN A R N TOILET 

I THINK D S SEX ILLTRY 

CLINTONPROMISED TOCHANGE AMERICA 

THE SUPERBOWL WAS ON SO THE PRESIDENT WAITED 

NOBODY HEARD HIM ANYWAY BECAUSE KICKBOXER WAS ON 

NOW GOD SENT A MEMO: PLEASE SEND CONTRIBUTIONS 

REMEMBEROURCHILDRENREMEMBEROURCHILDRENREMEMBEROU 

THESIMPSONS MURPHYBROWN 

MARRIED WITHKID 

RAMBO ROCKY 
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Kissing K. After the Aborti n 

0 

It was born out of Chaos 

andwasboundtodic 
in Order. 

ai,ourlipsmmcdcloscr, 
my hands by my side. 

my face the sun 
and you~ the moon 

in that moment before 
eclipse. 

whcnmovcmcntcannotbcdctcctcd 

andrcasongocsoutthcwindow. 
wccamc1ogcther 

in the center. 
av.hispcrofswcat 

imploringmetoact. 
:mdlv.ondered 

who came up with the concept 

ofprcssmglips? 
exchanging blows? 

andwasitreallyaconccptatall? 
or just an uncontrollable 

urge. 

like sneezing. 
something older than 1hebo1hofus? 

And with my hands on your shoulders 
wea1eeacho1her•sfaces 

lshppcddownyourthroal. 
achild 

on a playground slide. 
:m11Souts1rc1chcd.unawarc 

of1heEanhrushinguptomcc1him. 
eyes sky wide. 

embryo surprise 

And the world kept its mouth shut 

a, your tongue dipped and <,wirlcd, 
your eyes lrnlf-<,hut and glo~sy, 

foccl1kcababy 
inaerib 

intent upon a mobile of elephant~ 
and,crpcnts 

twirlingoutofrcaeh 

I I I 11 .\' r ,- a r i o ti b y S a II d r a M c D o 11 a I d 

My h:md,on your hip,. 
the only sound 

was yourc:rcla~hc, blinking. 
andthcrcwasnotc\'crthcthoughtofcnding 

this liquid ballet 

And1.1.i1hmyhand,onyourches1. 
I thought I ~pied a <,1-1.ay in )Our leg:.. 

a drawbridge ,101-1.lyopcning, 
and \till there 1-1.crcnofear, toalla) 

Bu1wi1hmyhand,on}ourbelly. 
I thought I hc,1rdyou thinking 

True. it\\;\, no longcr,wclling. 
yet I wa~not ,1,h,uncd. 

v,e\\crc,11llin/O\c, 
didn'tthatmuchremamunchangcd·1 

Thcnmyhand,onyourbcltbucktc. 
andyoutumcd. 

l1umcd. 

lthought1.1.cmightnc\Cr1Um,1ga111, 
forinthcrcticcncc 
ofth:nmutcdmoment. 

)OU ~poke, 

your,oicelikethc naming,v,ord. 
gutting1hc,ilcnce 

and--cream111g11hort 
,1,1h,i,ion\111yourhcad 

ofourC'.iin,ourAbcl. 
of,1II the po,,ibilitic, born 

ou1offony-fi1cminu1c, 
of iniquity. 

hutyou,1h1a),forgot 
thatthi<,-.orro,,.,,,.,a,di\idcd 

equal!) 
Ju,1 like )'OU to only U',C \\Of<h 

10,pc,1ktomc 
You \\Cre right. 

i1nc1crm.111ered\\ha1\\a,-..a1d 
thi<, ,,,,,eaf,,,,,hat ledu\ here 

inthcfir-.tplacc, 
butinthcworldofOrdcr. 

intlmthir<lfloor 
ap.inmcnt in PrO\ idencc, Rhode hland, 

latcOc1obcr. 
tha1baby,,.,illal,,,,,1y,bcdead 

Scott Altonian 

m 



From a Photograph of a Man wi.th AIDS 

This man is encased in a frame 

somewhere between the black an~ 
the white, set into pose, lookrng out 

as I look in, 
He sits alone on a hospital bed 
facing the window with his back 

to the camera. His body is bound 

deep within the frames: the window 

the photo the f'.ames that shape my mind 

seeing him. He 1s curl~d for~ard, 

his heart driven back rnto h~s c~est, 

the rest of his body enci.rchng 1t 

like a band of arms reaching out 

of his backbone. Every~hing depend~ 

on the endurance of thlS bone. It 1s large 

and extends like a wooden beam 

up to the back of his ~ea~ 
disappearing in the haullne. 
His back is bare and pale and wide. 

This man is caught in a frame 

that makes it easy 
for the half-interested to look 
and to walk away. It is painted to be presentable 

but underneath it is rotting as wood turns soft 

and l i.feless. 
To the man that lives in this photograph: 

I have cut your figure ~ut 
and learned to hold i.t rn my hands 

free of borders, 
warm breath releasing 
into the open ai.r. 

Heather Moreau 

!l!Hstratio11 by Mark Powell 

The ri h roo rah of the bi 11 ions of barkers 

and the strange and happy twi tterings )f little b rds 
just don ·t belong 

as much as the screeching of the jay 

and the groan of grey pigeons under the awnings. 

Frictional breathing of rubber on asphalt passes 

ear 

1 ike a modern recording from ear 
to 

The morse code honking of waiting or irritated driver 

comes in that broken window with the bap, bap. bap of the 

basketball kids 

Something else down the street stirs 

in what no doubt was once a bust 1 ing place 

of pride. product ion. and crowded street 

now suckling off the bosom of de, ay. 

Could that be a misplaced madonna 

That mad maiden twisting her sagebrush hal r. 

staring out at the universe 

uttering little chicken laughs? 

8 r i an Sheehan 

if 



Vita Sackville-West 
to Virginia Woolf 
g_~ 81e-6 <l-CC"-' ~ a,a,/!.,, 

(Vi/Cl Sach•illt!•\VtJf KOS 11 .... -rilt!r of l'W\"t!/s, ponry. tsSO)'S, 

and tra•·eloguts. In Ot!Unlbu 1921, sht! mt/ muhor 
Virglni,:i \Voo/fmodmnerparl_l. /ti 1917. Soc:Jmllt!-IV<"Sl 

;:s•;:,;: {~::1;:",~:n;;,,:t!hh:i::;;:::;; ;; 1:~:,::, then 
P,rsia.J 

This train shakes me 
rvc stabbed the window with a corkscrew, 
and the chill air ~,aggcrs through. 
giving me a stiff neck. I ill1l a barn owl. 
a Huie grey ass to 1hink I'd write 
winterinRussia\ooks,ibranl. 
This morning the steppes suffocate me 
more whitely than any London February. 
Can you diagnose this affliction? Do you guess? 
You are not here 10 smoo1h my hair 
or make me tea, or pull me out of a mood. 
My mannered companions turn their heads 
and count myforcedbrcaths,expccting 
me to complain, but I won't 
givethemthesatisfaetion.Haroldwould 
behavecoldly.lcc1Urethatlac1morc 
likeanadult.agrownmo1her 
Whycan·11?Amlmissing 
some 1ransparcnl explana1ion? I'm afraid 
Leigh's spoiled Scotland 
for the East. Last night 
I stood frozen, cast in plaster 
while he stomped the Highland fling 
ontopofmytrunk.Quitethcshepherd. 
Leigh. in 1hat rancid goatskinjackeL 
His horn-rimmed glasses and plaid knickers 
finally betrayed him to a Cossack mob 
They pressed in close and embraced us. 
begging for whiskey 
We'd stowed nothing but caviar 
But all those hands 

lwasnearlyrapcdyestcrday 
Noonehcrcunders1ands 
a simple flirrntion 
But Leigh saved me, so I suppose 
he can make himself 
useful after all. 
Miss Jebb hangs upside down 
from the luggage rack. 
waiting for Leigh to propose 

Miss Elgwood drinks 
mineral water.I miss 
my darling Virginia. I wam 
hcrcomfort.hcrclarity. lnccd 
1owrapmyselfinthecrash 
ofherwords.in1herhy1hrn 
of her words. those thousands of words 
aslus1rousasanocean. 
as almond-shaped eyes. 
unveiled. 

Whenlwasagirl, 
l"dhollowacave 
under my bed covers and hide 
in the warm blackness, imagining myself 
anunawakenedprincess.lbelie\ed 
the forest ou1sidewasguarding the palace 
withal11haticeand windforcingbranche:. 
and boughs to 1heir monstrous. crystallized knees: 
like a mausoleum of prismcd chandeliers 
untilthcsunfinallyslewwinter 
and kissed me.heaving 
thesoddenworldimoafreshheap 
at my bare feet. Forgive 
anystupidi1y.butlcannotreach1hecemer 
of what I mean 10 say. I remain stranded 
atsomeobscureintersectionbctwccn 
"Bad Novelist" and ··Good Poet," 
your honesty. my husband and children 
all circling. wailing for me m collapse. 
waiting to, ie for my bones. 
Don't ask that I detail this me~,. 
inscnyellowedemotion.wax 
some optimistic old photo .. 

The boys sometimes surface 
at Harold's side, 
andmywritingissome1hing 
which none of 1hem can snalch from my mouth 
or paw into an unrccogni1..able griminess. 
And why should I share 
that which belongs tome. 
to me. objec1s always dearer. 
morenatural1hanpcoplc. 
You know loss 
frightens me.so understand 
description breeds distance. 
Perhaps this is why [clasp 
my cmo1ions, my imprc:.,ion,. my v. ord-. 
to my brcaq and push 1hcm in the ,p.icc 
between l\\.O ribs. Ne-stied -.afcl) there. 
thcyfillc,cl)cmptinc,sandfc.-cd 
offmycorclikctin) whi1cworm,. 
like family. 



Lucille Clifton's poetry cannot be read in silence. It rolls off the tongue with few slops, in a rhythm distilled from 

kitchen tables and church pulpits, from front stoops and washboards. It is quintessentially female and black and 

quinessenlially American. When Clifton speaks of the talking, the storytelling that goes on between her daughters and 

herself, storytelling of all, "not just Black, America," she says, "It is our strength, this talking and listening, because we 

have traditionally shared ... the inward feeling and meaning of things.H It is this "inward feeling and meaning of thingstt 

which connects her to Whitman, whose influence she acknowledges. One can see their similarity in many facets of 

their worl<: and their attitudes. Whitman's great imperative was that one live with "perfect personal candor." This 

honesty shines through Clifton's work. She stands, as Whitman did, in the dead center of her poems, allowing no wisp 

of air between what she is declaring and her listener. She talks up close, not in your lace, but right at your side, and 

she does this in a verse as free as her hips, hips which she assures us, "have never been enslaved.tt 

Just as her hips have never been enslaved, so her verse could never have been confined to a set form. When 

Whitman wanted to celebrate himself and his native land he had to find a new kind of verse. It could not be a sonnet, 

a sestina or a villanelle, artificial frames on which to hang language, an external structure. What he discovered was 

that ii one listened wen and built carefully, one could create a free verse whose structure is a skeleton which, like 

Clifton's hips. is born and develops as the integral part of the poem itself: it is strong and needs no corset. In the 

1920's Mies van der Rohe coined the phrase 'form follows function' for his Bauhaus school of architecture. It was the 

same with Whitman - he wanted to write America, so he took the rhythms around him and built his song. When he 

wanted to sing himself, and he did the same, with a fine ear for the truth and that truth gave him image and rhythm 

together 
Clifton also sings her self and that self is remarkably strong. That strength also shines through in poems to her 

world. a world in which she feels totally comfortable with telling people what is wrong and how to right it - one almost 

feels the voice of God in "Come home from the movies": 

Singing Life Alive: 
Sound and 

Celebration 
in Free Verse 

by Jida Beade 

Come home from the movies, 

Black girls and boys, 
the picture be over and the screen 

becoldasourneighborhood 
Come home from the show, 

don't be the show 
Take off some flowers and plant them, 

pickussomepapersandreadthem, 

stop making babies and raise them. 

Come home from the movies 

Black girls and boys, 
show our fathers how to walk like men, 

they already know how to dance. 

lt is the strength and sureness of Clifton's voice which make her worl<: so interesting, because they illustrate so well 

the building of sound, meaning, rhythm and structure. When we look at this poem the thirteen lines seem to break into 

six parts, with lines 1 & 2 serving as a refrain: "Come home from the movies/Black girls and boys." lines 3 & 4 follow 

the imperative of the refrain with a reason: "the picture be over and the screen/be cold as our neighborhood." the off­

rhyme 'be over ... be cold,' connecting the two rhythmically. In line 5 we have a rephrasing of line 1: "Come home 

from the show,tt but it is a set-up, as we shciH see. In line 6 there is a different use of the word 'be' and it is here that 

the poem actually shifts, with the repetition of the word 'show' the beginning of a series of biting oppositional impera­

tives which, in lines 7, 8 & 9 carry not only the powerful reasoning voice behind the images, but the rhythm and sound 

of the poem 
It is the voice of judgment looking down and saying: "Take off some flowers and plant them/pick us some papers 

and read them/stop making babies and raise them." So much is in these three lines! There are the imperatives at the 

beginning of each line, followed in the first two with the repeated word 'some,' and then the two-syllable nouns: flow­

ers. pa-pers, ba-bies. Following the nouns is an unwritten, but underslood, caesura before lhe 'and' which creates a 

wave-like crashing of positive exhortations at lhe end of the phrases, all ending in 'them.' This is a masterful use of 

parallel for structure and rhythm. Lines 1 O & 11 are the refrain repeated, giving us breathing room for lines 12 & 13, 

where the noun 'show' of line 6 becomes the verb 'show' of line 12, and the rhyme !or 'know' in line 13, lollowed by the 

brutal infinitives: 'to walk" and 'to dance' at the end of each tine. 

She is sparing her audience nothing. All she has to offer is her poems and her truth. These images are almost 

indecent in their naked truth. Although the 'know' in the last line is not marked, it cannot be read olher lhan fully 

s1ressed. As sad and hurtful as it is because of the way she has told the truth, one may hear the click of tongues, but 

one must also see the sparkle in her eye 

It is this quality of real love and tolerance for the human condition that makes Clifton's voice so unique. Whether she 

is enticing a lover, killing roaches, chopping greens for supper or refusing to grow old with her graying hair, her voice 

digs deep into the elemental with a keen intelligence, a wry wisdom a fierce dignity and a joyous celebration of life 

Julia Wright 
♦ 

!),,le,vwwb,,1 

Betli SJ,,ilnan 

Sho_reline: Docs writing about your father present 

specm_l problems? For example, are some memories too painful 

orviv1dtorcmcmbcr? 

Wright: I think when you write about a person who's been 

vc_?' close to you, you are raising very special problems. You're 

raising problems of your own identity, of how close you are 10 

the other pe_rson. You· re exposing yourself 10 both a lot of joy 

when you d1sc?ver you're v~~ close to him and toa lot of pain 

when you realize there are l11111tations of closeness. 

I think adaugh1crwri1ingaboutherfa1herisaspecific 

problcm1hat,perhaps. is11·1prcscntwhcnadaughtcrwri1es 

about her rnoU1cr. A daugh1cr has always had a very ambiva­

lent. and often frnugh1 relationship with her father and pulling 

t1_1at on paper takes a cenain amount of courage, 1 have found 

1 here ~re areas I didn't want to deal with, but I think trying to 

~eal with 1ho~ areas helps. So the father/daughter relationship 

1s a very sp<:c1al one and needs.to be .trcat~d in a specific way 

My special pn:>blem of dealing wuh Richard Wright as a 

fath~r is that he died at the end of my childhood, so I only h,l\'e 

a childhood 10 account for him. For instance, if he died when I 

was about fony y~ars old. I would have so much more 10 say. So 

what I have 10 do 1s go back to my childhood and remember 

what the child thought and, of course, try to be mature about 

th~se though_ts. It's a li1tlc complicated. In fact, somebody at 

Princeton said, "You've walked through so many selves:· and 

Photography by 

I 1hought. '"My goodness. this person understands. I hai·e 

~alked_ through many selves." I don't know how many more 

I m gomg to walk through bu1 I hope it'll scnlc down. 

He was famous. therefore, there are many reasons he didn't 

bel·o,ng 10 me only. so that was a special problem. When you're 

wntmg about a father who was famous and you're his daugh­

ter. you're actually claiming only pan of him because the rest 

belongs to the others 

Andthenanotheraspectofil that does present problems is. 

si~ce the earl_y ~even1ics there have been a number ofbiogra­

ph1es. and bnll1ant ones at that. so the danger would ha\'c 

been ··everything·s been said" and ··what do I ha\'e 10 sa} 

!hat's so new and brilliant and marvelous" and besides J"m 

not an academic. l"mnotanexpeninthcsensetheothcr 

people were except for the firs1 person. who knew him. Her 

name was Comtancc Webb and she \\a<; a friend, but the 

other:,, wer~ all academics and I felt that their cxpcnise. 

perhaps,rmghthaveexhaustedmysubject,but I think that 

was.also, not true 

Shore/in~: Wh~t do you want your biograph) 10 do 1hat 

the _other b1og~aph1es of Richard Wright ha\'e not done? 

Wright: 1 thrnk that maybe what I can do. and that', the 

difference between my expenise and academic expertise i, thai 

I have the expcnise of a daughter at clo~e range, so that J 

~ould. perhaps, ponray the priv,ue man. J'm not ~a}ing the 

mner man because that's 100 ambitious. Who knm\s ,.,.hat 

~~~~,;~ ~:1'.~ec:~~;-~~:i,~;~;;~~~11~;:~1~~1;:, ~r~~n .. ~u~~t
1 

h1spnvate hfe was hkc \\1thou1 trcspa!>:»ing because then! i, a 

danger.even for me.to trespass. There',afinelinc,and I 

~\:~:; 
1
;okue~~~i.n,.~hae~;a;:~:;:~~: ::~~~::~~ :~ ,~nre,.::•:~ied 

the way he did, and who is \cry im1>0nan1. you tend to think 

··well, ~id I do this right? Was l dose enough? Wa, I 

suppon1ve enough? Could I not ha\e seen? Could I nOl h.nc 

guessedT And you go imo these cndle,~ ring, of,,.ondcring 

w~cther you·vc done enough and l chink that's good up 10 a 

po1111 and negali\C afterwards. I think 1he past i, pa,1 and I 

could not ha,•e been other than a child. I couldn't he Joan ol 

Arc. I don·c think he would ha,e wanted me co. 

I think also, perhaps, a specificity of Ill} biograph) could he 

to portray, for once. a positive rela1ion:»hip bctwt.-cn a black 

woman and a black man at a time \\hen black male/black 

female rclat!orbhips are being ponrnyed a, \Cl) fraught and 

often 100 painful. So I'm not saying my relation!>hip ,.,.a, pcrk·ci 

and golden and marvelous and e\'erything. but I think 1hat on 

balance, I could chart this rela1ion,hip in a po,iti,c ..,,a,. J could 

make the reader feel how much I benefited from being ~lo,c to 

him. It could be a beginning becau,e I think that black <laugh 

ters try to make sense of their rebtion,hip, \\ith their f:11hcr,,,, 

even very negative relation,hip:,,, like being beat up and 

wha1evcr else. I think then i1 would be ea~icr 10 make ,cn-.c ot 

\\ha1e,erdifficultiesthe} ha,e in 1hcirrelat1on,hip, "1th their 

black love~ and blad.. hu,band,. I think our relation,l11p, ,.,. 1th 

our father,,, 1s one of the roo1, of our future difficult 1c, or 

successes in our lo,c life or affa·t1,c life\\ ith our hl,lck 
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panners. So if we could do this homework with our fathers. it 
stans with our fathers, it stans with our mothers. maybe we 
could find a way out of this jungle of contradictory, violent 
fcclingsbetweenblackmalesandblackfcmales.ltcanbea 
beginning. l"rnjust taking an approach 

Shoreline. Did you take what's been going on in society 
as a consideration when you approached this? 
Wright: No. In fact it was unconscious. I just realized 
aftcrwardsthatitcouldbeananswer,butitwasjustavery 
natural thing because I needed to do it. But sometimes what a 
personneedstodocanhelpanotherperson. But itwas11·tsclf­
consc1ous 

And what el!>C could it be specific about. this biography? I 
thought that perhaJh I was well situated or located in his life to 
demystify a lot of the mythology, ~ince I was behind closed 
doors in a sense. And to demystify some of the gossip. espe­
cially around hi<; exile. because that period is not as well known 
as the period in which he was in the States. Of course. give a 
sense of his lh ing presence. anybody who knew him could try 
to do that. but ha\ ing been close to him I think that was one of 
my re'>pon-.ibilitie, a~ a biographer. To elucidate the circum­
\tances around his death. since I was 1hc only member of the 
family in Paris. when he died. My mother wasn't there. So that 
gives me a ,on of peculiar and particular responsibility which 
I'm aware of. Finall}, because ofmy age. I'm fifty and was 
born in 1942. and this is the end of the century. I think I also 
han.~ a good per.pccti,·e to spans. the hi\torical periods to 
,,hichhcbelonged 

Shoreline: You mentioned the four previous biographies. 
1·m wondering if you have a favorite and how you feel about 
them all. and if you want to disclose what is your least favorite 
Wright: Ba~ically I didn't feel I could compete with them 
then I felt perhap~ I could ... I know it'\ an academic tradition 
when you begin a biography to review wha1 the other 
biogragraphici.havcsaidandoftcnthatbecornesancgative 
critique of what biographers have had to offer. I would have 
tended to do that a year or two years ago. but now I feel like 
,aying the good points. and the fiN biography was by 
Con\tanccWcbb 

Amongst the biographers she was the only person who knew 
him. because all of those who came afterwards, except myself. 
were academics of another generation who didn't know him. 
who studied him academically. Constance Webb was the white 
American wife of Seal R. James. the Trinidadian critic and 
Trotskyite. I think hcrbiographyisintcrestingbecauseshc 
knew him. and therefore a certain preM!nce emanates from her 
book: that is 1he good point. However. her book is very nawed 

Nowletslakeanothcrbiographyl likconbalanccandthai's 
the one by Addison Gale. The reason why I think there's a very 
good dimension to Gale's book. although his book also is 
flawed. and that is he was able 10 show how much my father 
was harassed and pressurized by various categories of sccrc1 
police agencies, and I think we needed that because nobody had 
done it. and"° that was a good angle. and if it was a ra1hcr 
limiting one because his life and work can't boil down to that 

only.it was important. 
And then I think the standard biography by Michelle Falk, 

the French professor. is important only because it has a precise 
chronology. which even I use. and a respect for detail and, 
although on the other hand it is nawed. as far as I'm concerned. 
because Michelle doesn't always understand politics. and my 
father was a political animal. and so Michelle being aloof 
politically. can't understand some of my father's political 
pass1onssomet11nes 

Margaret Walker, have you heard of her controversial 
unauthorized biography? I don't want to say much about 
Margaret Walker, possibly because I don·t have many very 
positive things to say, and I don't like 10 talk about things only 
negatively. But basically. amongst all the biographers. 
Constance Webb and all the ochers who came after. I would 
have hoped and wanted and wished for a black woman biogra­
pher to seek out his black children 

Shoreline:. Constance Webb didn't seek you out? 
Wright: No she didn't. but being white. and having known 
my father. I can almost forgive her. because she knew me when 
I was little and she could draw on her memories of me in her 
book without. perhaps. really having 10 come 10 me. Bui here 
was a black woman at a time when black women arc united. 1 
feelvcryclosctosomcofthcblackfeministtencts.and 
would've just imagined that here is the first black woman 
biographer. talking about a Richard Wright who hated black 
women and obviously. I mean. I dori't know. if I had been her. 
the first thing th.-it would've come 10 mind is. "Okay. what does 
your daughter think of i1." because how does a famous black 
author who hates black women rel;11c 10 his black daughter. But 
she didn't. So. she carried a lot of fantasies in her book. which I 
could've dispelled if she had. I was willing to meet her. by the 
way 

Shoreline: Di<! he hate black women? 
Wright: No. he loved them so violently and so much, but 
he also went through a childhood of having been put down by 
them. because the matriarchy in his family was not only strong 
in character but strong in religion and forced religion on him, 
which he rebelled against. So that he had an experience of both 
the ferocity of black women and the Jove of them. and topUl the 
ferocity of a black woman together with an intense love of 
them. 10 put them together in the same feeling is going to create 
a lot of emotional mischief. so I think it's complicated 

You know. I'd like to say one thing, if you could write 
something in this interview which I havcn·1 put through before. 
is I don't think we should be afraid of complexity. I think we 
should tackle it. I know it's easier 10 say this is black and white 
and this is good and bad. and this is beautiful or ugly. but I 
1hink1hercali1iesof1hings.ifwccouldbcalittlemorcnot 
afraid of tackling complex things which are neither. or some­
times this way or sometimes that way. that's the way life is. 
greyness. if we could explore the greyness of things. which is 
what happened when my father married my mother and 
produced me. These arc the areas I'm sensitive to because 
thingsarevcrycomplcx:mdmanysidcd 

Shoreline:. Is there one specific thing you want reader!> to 
know about Richard Wright? 
Wright: He ran counter to the clichc stereotype about 
absentee black fathers.and that in spite of his literary and 
political commitments. he was a very creative father. In fact. I'm 
wondering today whether his absences made him even more 
loving when he was there and even more creative with us, 
because he had to be away most of the time on tours and lectures 
and inside his books, whether that didn't help him to be all the 
more perceptive when he was there. So I'd like to say that 

Shoreline: I have heard that your father once wrote you a 
Jcuer and warned you about the "dangers of the ivory tower." 
Whatdoyouthinkhcmeantbythat? 
Wright: Well, first of all. he was a creative writer and he 
made himself. He didn't make college because there was a lack 
of opportunity.obviously. for black kidsofhisage,and there 
still is. Butbeingacreativewritcrandhavingmoldedhisown 
knowledge, his own learning. and his own creativity. he wanted 
to be sure to let me know that there was academic learning on 
theonehand.andcreativityontheother,andtheydidn'talways 
meet. In fact, sometimes one can kill the other: in other in• 
stances one can fertilize the other. So I think that's what he was 
telling me, but as usual, messages arc multidimensional. 

He was also telling me that there was a danger universities 
would cut me off from the Biggers and 1hat as long as there was 
a contradiction between universities and the Biggers and that 
universities could not take in the Biggers. I should be aware of 
this. and never cut myself off from the Biggers. because it was 
important and still is in American society 

Finally. he wanted me just to keep in touch with that world he 
was born into. for reasons that I couldn't fathom when I read 
that letter in 1960, but which become clear today because. 
obviously I'm writing the book. and that means recreating the 
world he lived in. 

Shoreline: I'm wondering. just to go back for a second. to 
Bigger. Do you think that in a way. that was what your father 
did by going to France? 
Wright: Cuning himself off? 

Shoreline: And cutting you off? 
Wright: Culling me off? No, and it's a good thing you're 
mentioning that. because I think that people are under that 
impression.Butwhacpcoplerarelyrealize,isthatifhehad 
stayedhcwouldhavegoneundcr. He left. I said he saved 
mother and myself. he saved us a second time by leaving. but he 
saved himself and there are times in life when you·\'c got to save 
yourself. and you know. oh yes. you see you're taking me 
somewhcrelhavcn'tbecnbefore.becausethcre'sabcautiful 
story by Edgar Allan Poe. called .. The Fall of the House of 
Usher."andl havcn'1re-read1ha1s1oryinyears,bu1wha1 I 
have kept from that story, the essence of that story in my mind is 
that when a house is falling on top of you. you get out. Ob­
viously in Poe's case the characters had 10 stay in so the stol) 
could be wriucn. but thcrc·s a time when you have to choose 
between going under and there being no story or geuing out so 

you·re able to tell 1he story. I think that was the meaning of his 
exile. but you see. people don't want to really realize under 
what pressure he was. because he had 1old the truth in N{lfive 
S011 and he had told the truth in Black Boy. and thi~ v.as 
something that simply was not done then in those day<;. ii v.as 
a crime 10 do that. he was breaking the taboos. And he felt 
things were coming in on him. the hate mail and other things. 
and his getting out was 10 be able to continue to create. '>0 he 
had no choice. I really believe that's the truth 

Shoreline: Has Richard Wright cas1 a shado" on your 
own writing? 
Wright: Well let me just i.3.y. that is. I alwa}~. from the 
age of four or fi\'c, wanted to be a writer. When people a\ked 
me what I wanted lo be I'd say. "A writer like daddy, of 
course." and kids always do that. they say. "I wanna be a 
fireman like daddy. of course." or "I wanna be a dancer lil..e 
mommy. of course." And it's nc\'cr changed. it'~JU.'>11aken me 
through various guises of writing.Journalism or poetry, or 
today biography. but r,e always been happiest v.riting, 
perhaps, becau,;c I feel in touch with Ill} father that v.ay. clo".>Cr 
to my father that way. but it started when I wa~ a \Cl) linle 
girl. I think it's also a question of which parent )"OU idcntif} 
with 

Shoreline:. Has writing the book taught you thing, about 
your father you didn't kno" yourselfl 
Wright: I'll never be the ,amc again. rm no" able 10 
settle an old debt. 1·ve been indebted 10 my father a long umc. I 
think I'm going to be able to \Citic that. The book "ill be 
something I will leave to my children. becau~e. hO\\ am I 
going to hand down what I ha\'e experienced with Ill} father 10 
mychildrcn.whichcan'tnccessarilybeverbahzcd' 1 Becau;,c 
cvel)•day }ou·rc doing dishes and \\.'.IShingclothe'> and 1ak111g 
the kids lo school and you're domg "orkaday thing,. ,md 1t'~ 
not easy to sit down and say. "Thi~ i, ho" the world \\.'.I, ... 
and start lecturing a child. You don't lecture yourov.n 
children. So how was I going to pa~\ it on? I feel tha1 maybe 
the book. which they will be ready or not for \\hen 11 conlC, 

out. will do that. They might not v.ant 10 read it immediate!~. I 
didn·1 read my fa1her·s books immediately. I "ai11..-J unul Iv.a, 
rcadyandheletme\\aituntil I wa,rcad},butonedJ.) they'll 
say. "Mom, we wanna knov.." and 1hey'll ha\c the hook. I 
might not be around. but they'll ha\"e the book. So 1t', a \\J) of 
breaching the gap between the generation, ,ince 1hcirgrand­
fa1herdidn·11ive long enough for them to 1,.n0\\ him 

The outcome of the bool.. i, I rcJ.h,c I don't h:i,c :ill the 
answers. I might ha,c thought I had v.hen I ,tam.-J v.ntmg the 
book. All I can contribute arc a -.eric, of que,11011' v.hn:h J.re 

relevant and perhaps other-.\\ ill an,"cr them. hc~·.m--e thmg, 
will come 10 light. documcnh and thing, like th.ll. Aho. I ha,c 
more of him in me than I dre:imcd: and I don't thmk 111 th,: 
finalanal},islcantellyou\\h.'.llhi,gcniu,"a,about. 11·,a 
my~tcry 10 me. The writing of thi, book h~h taught me J. 
certain amount ofhumilit}. I ,:annot C\plain wh) he hJ.d hcen. 
and I thinl.. that', "ha1 gcniu, 1, about. that hnlc \Omethmg 
which i, unatt:iinable in .'.I nun or .1 "oman v.hu:h make, him 
or her great. 



"\ ha\'e something to tell you Katie:· says my father. walking you say pumpkin?" 
toward me like a Weeble. those plastic toys I had when I was "Shit Dad. I have school tomorrow. Are you sure you can't 
little, shaped like eggs and painted like people. I remember the drive?" 
song on TV, "Weebles wobble but they don't fall down." And "Don't swear at your fmher:· he says. ··Go find a phone 
they didn't. They had some kind of magnet or weight on the book." So we call a taxi and wait. 
bottom. My father. he just has his two feet. tied neat and snug in 
apairofolddeckshoes 

"Yeah Dad?" I'm untangling the bmsh that just got stuck 
in a bunch of my wet hair. This tiny airpon is right near a 
beach. We don't have towels. but he thought a good swim in 
the cold ocean migh1 help. So we walked there. Of course. he 
wasn't really able to swim and I was afraid the whole time he 
\vould drown. Now we're back at the airport. changed into our 
wrinkled clothes. trying to drip dry. 

He <;its next to me on the step. His hair is already slicked 
back in place. "Jesus. that's ho1:· he says. when his skin 
touches the cement 

··Feels nice." I say.stretching out my legs 
"Listen Kate." he says. covering my knee with his 

hand to prepare me for a blow, or just to steady 
himself .. His nailsaregctti1~g too.long. H/ 
looks at the ground. closes h1seycs and 

"Hey cabbie.'' my father says in his look-Katie-I-know the­
lingo voice. "what's your name?" 

"Randy,'' says the driver. looking past my father at me. He 
nodshisheadhello.lnodbackthenknockmykneeupagainst 
the bag of wet bathing suits that hangs from my wrist. It twirls 
around and around. twistingthehandleandpinchingmyskin. 
1l1enitloosensandspinsbackfast.Randywatchesthis,waiting 
for us to get in. My father curls his hand around my sunburned 
shoulder and steers me in front of him. closer to the cab 

"Say hellotoRandy."hetellsme. 
"!did" 

Then to Randy. "My daughter. I love her but she drives me 
crazy. ll1inccn going on twenty:· He says this to 

everyone we meet. then he laughs to himself like 
he just thought up the line. I don't know 

what he means. I'm not allowed to date or 
even wear make-up yet. ~hakes his head. Then he looks ma1gh1 

atmc.cyc,;widc.likehe'sjustbeen Red 
~tanled awake. "Your mother and 1 

Randy smiles again 10 be polite. His 
tcctharewhite-whiteandstraight. 
likcalineofpeppcm1intChicle1s 

l'mclosccnoughtonoticethc 
color of his eyes. There's astray 
fleck of green floating in the 
bottom white of his left eye. The 
grecnisgrayish.thcsarnecoloras 
his iris. It looks like a dab of paint 
that missed 

are getting a divorce:· he says 
"I know Dad. you told me I.1st 

night." I al~o know bccau~e my 
mother told me three months ago 
She just told him last week. 

Hcsqueczesmyknee.not listcn-

Radio 
Laght 

:~1~reS~~~::::sf~~/~~~c1~1~;::rs l.. J? ,l ______ m tf 
Does that make scn,;c? OiJ' (/_)eln.untJ 0 Randy starts to open his door to get 

our bags. "No. no trouble." My father 
putshishandoutlikeatrafliccop. ''I'll 

justputthethingsnexttomeontheseat 
K,,ttc you go .iround and sit up front with 

ldo"''"swoc ~ 
Well does 11') he asks lookmg at me 

l1kt.:I mher 
No Dad. It doesn t. I pick out the pebbles 

1h,1t are pres.sed into my palm from le:1ningon the 
cement 

"Gi\'e your old dad a hug." he tells me. I lean over. but 
before I can hug him he hugs me. like always. squeezing too 
tight. We sit together a while longer on the back stairs of the 
airpon building. He smokes his pipe. I rearrange the stuff in 
my pink pocketbook. My new cherry Chapstick is melted. I 
w.ilk 101hetrashand throw it out 

"Well. what do you think?" I ;i<;k him when I come back 
The gray parking lot stretche~ in front of us. empty. except for 
our little maroon car. My father stands up, takes out a hand­
kerchief, and wipes his forehead. He looks out at the parking 
lot, too, as if it will give him an an'>wer 

"l still don't feel that great." he says. That means he·~ -.till 
drunk. Which mean<; he won't drive, because he wouldn't 
wanttokillusboth. We're stuck. 

Suddenly he smile\, like a little boy. "Let's get a taxi and 
srnyatamotel.Thisi\acuteliuletown. lt'llbefun. likean 
adventure. One more day together, ju~t the two of us. Whal do 

Randy." I always end up sitting with strnngcrs when 
I'm with my father. That's how I remember places. He'll say. 
"Remember that time we went to the Ice Capades?" I'll say. 
"Was that when I sat nextto1heladywiththcpurplernittens 
and matching hat?" Anyway. you can't argue with him. He 
thinks he's doing me ;i favor. giving me the best view. the be),\ 
scat. Ontheplaneridcherefrorn the island he asked the pilot 
his name and said. "Joe. you don't mind if my daughter sits 
up front with you. do you? She c;in help you fly the plane." He 
thinks he's funny. 

I hand my father the bag with our swimming stuff. embar­
rasscd M1ddcnly by the bright pink of my bathing suit showing 
through. I walk around the back of the cab and think I ,;cc 
Randy's eyes watching in the rear view mirror. He le:m, over 
on the seat ;ind pushes the door open with a hand as big a, my 
fa1her's. but thinner 

"Wait a minute:· lie looks at my legs then touche, the 
vinyl :.eat. "It's b;1king. I'll spread a towel." The towel he 
pulls from under the scat i.<. .<.plotched with oil. He looks 

around for something else 
"lt'sall right." I say, liflingmyfoottos1epin 
"No. just wait," he says, tugging off hist-shin. He shakes it 

outlikehe'smakingabcdandspreadsitonthecrackedredseat. 
"There" 

'Thanks." I climb in and try not to look at his bare chest. the 
way I try not to look at people when they kiss in public. Inside, 
the cab smells like sharpened pencils and sweat. but it's light and 
sweet like your own sweat can be. My father fits himself on the 
scat next to the bags then slams the door shut. 

"Whereto?"Randyasks 
"Justgetthecargoingforabreeze. lt'ssodamn hot." He 

opens the airpon's Yellow Pages on his lap and breathes out a 
longsighastheeabcrunchesoutofthepebbledparkinglot.My 
fatherisbigonscenicroutes.whichinthisstatejustmeanstrees 
and more curves in the road. Randy seems to read my father's 
mind.Hedriveslikewe'reafamilyoutforaSundayride.never 
tumingontoamaJorstreet 

All four windows are down. My hair dries fast. whip­
ping yellow strands across my face. My father's 
blows in flaps of gray. Out of1hecomerofmy 
eye I watch Randy's black curls moving in 
the wind like waves 
On Randy's upper arm is a tattoo 

"So," Rand) says. turning hi!> face to me. hi'> arm !>till 
wetched out to the wheel. "You li\e on the island?" 

"No. but my dad grew up there." 
"No kidding" 
"Yeah. and now he owns a re!>t:rnrant .. 
"Closeitupchisweckend?" 
"Yup" 

He ungrips his hand from the wheel and flips down the \ isor 
for a cigarene. •·You ~moke?" he a!>ks. holding the pack out 
tome. 

"I tried once" 
"Beuer 1lOI to." His hand cups around the lighted cigarcue 

like he's protecting it from the \\ind. but the air i\ thick and \till 
1 read the \ignson the store \\indow. He ,rnoke'> and rip-,offthe 
white strings hanging from hi~jean ,hon,. My father lea\e, one 
store and walh into the otherwa\ing at us like he·~ surpri-.cd 
we're ~till there. 

"So: Randy start:; again. this time turning hi'> \\hole body to­
ward me. I notice hi~ feet arc bare ,md du,t). "What do 

you do?" 
"What do you mean'.' 11·, ,ummer. I don'1 &, 

anything" 
'Tha1mu~1bcniec" 

"lgue,," 
thesizeofadimc. lt'slenersl think. 
or maybe his girl friend's name. 
Everytimehernkesnleftturn I 
sneak a look. trying to read his 
skin. He catches on 

"You looking at this? It's my 
fraternity's initials." 
Myfatherleansforwardinhisscm 

fora look. "I was in a fraternity. I 

••He slidtss closer on 
the seal and takes 

the 1110011 f1·01n 1ny 
hand. His skin s111ells 
like soap and fresh 

Heflichhi,cigarcueoutthe\\in 
dow 1he11 look, at the floor near my 
feet. A ycllo\\ paperback la),open 
likcJ.fathutterfl}.Acro,,thefmnt 
inblackbk"K.'.klcttcl"i77u·Gm/lf.'1,,j 
l\'rmhi,printcd 

"Do you like to rcad·1"he.1,k, 
"Sure. my father buy, me book, all 
the time. Not thJ.t 1hick though .. 

could tell you some wild stories. But 
not in from ofmy little girl here:· He 
laughs and touchcsthebackofmy neck 

He lauglh. Then he looh ,traigh1 at cut g:t"ass. '' me..eriou, . .11 myeye,andchen,1tm} 
ncck,"hthatamtxm· 1" 

lliftthechainfmmrnyneckandtraL"e1tun 
til I feelthcchann. l tuck in my chin and look 

downtoexamineite\'enthough I knO\\ C\:1ctly \\h,11 it 
1s "Half moon," I tell him. "1\.ly hc,t friL"nd h,i-. the other 
half. Shelin•<,in Iowa now" 

l laughtoobccauscl'veheardthem all already 
"Where do you go to college. son?" 

heasksRandy.lstillsmellwhiskeyonhim.buthesounds 
like he·~ staning to sober up 

"Well. 1 don't anymore. I might go bad .. I 
don't know:· Randy ansv.crs. talking into the wind. He 
rubs hi~ lingef). over the letter$ on his ann. like he can erase 
them this way. 

My father leans back in the seat. I want him to a~k him 
something else. I want Randy co keep talking. 1 like the sound 
of his voice. It reminds me of the guy on 1he radio station at 
home. "Your all night D.J. Jeff Jenkin~"- When 1 can't sleep. 
I watch the red radio light glow in 1he dark. 1 flip the knob all 
the wayo\'eruntil I hear that voice: wise. friendly and tired in 
acozysonofway. 

"Stop at that <;tore over there. We need a few things:· Ill) 
father tells Randy. There's a package store next to a small 
grocery and an old gas pump out front. "Sta) here honey." lie 
points al me like you would a dog. He walks around the front 
of the cab. holding onto the hood for balance. He goe, in the 
liquor store first 

I hold the charn1 :i-. far away from me J., I cm. the L"hJ.111 
pulling the tin) hairs on the back of my neL"k lie ,lide, do-.cr 
on the ,cat and take\ the moon from my hand. 111, ,kin ,melt, 
like soap and fre,hcu1 gra" lie hold, the ,iherL"n:,cem 
bctwecnhi,fil"itfingerand1humh,andread,1he11hL"rip1mn 
ahno,c in a \\hi,per 

"To Katie. 8/F/F. Lo,e Emm,1" H1, hrc,uh i, ;1 m1\ {11 
\lllOke and cinnamon gum. "B/Ftr·l Wh;u·, that"' 

"Be,t friend, fore\'er" 
"That', really ,wcet." he '-l)'· pl.1rn1g 11 geml:, h.1t.:k. ('fi m~ 

~:~;~-!~f~~~~~:~~d:~\1~1~n,:i;1~~~~ee~h~e~:n~:1~~;:it:;: ~:~t 
bchindthe\\heel 

"Hey k1tk" /'.ly fa1hL"r \1alk, 1m1.1nl Ilk' l'.IT hk.c ,1 We\.'hlc 
;1gai11 from babncmg I\\0 hag,. lull t1! \1J11,k\.'~ .md ,na1:h lk 



drop, the b.,g., on 1he b.1d.. <,cat and pulls out his pipe and pouch of 
tobacco. The open door crcal-.".> from his ,, eight as he leans on 1he car 

10 bang the pipe against the ,;olc of his shoe. 11\en he fills and p;:1d:.~ it 
tight with new tob.1cco, hicl.ory. When he sucks at the bit I can hear 

the left ma spit in .. idc. He <.ih with his legs out the door. smoking. 
and flip, through the phone book. "TI1c Moby Dick Motel. 52 Water 
St. You know \\.here that i'>? .. 

"Ye, ,ir:· Randy say, with a grin. He swings his ann across the 
back of the \Cat near my ,houldcr. turns his head. and cases the cab 
out 01110 the \trcet. For the rc,t of the ride he keeps his am1 there. 

Noone talh now that we have a destination. like ifwc don't all 
conccntr-Jtc we won't get there. Thc car picks up speed and fills with 

ga,;olinc fume~. salty air, and whipping noises from the b.1ck scat. TI1c 

pla,tic ,kin of the bathing suit bag twists and snaps in the wind. The 
hrown paper bags make a deeper sound, a crackling and sometime'> a 

whump. l don't mind ~o much mi~,ing the first day of school tomor­
row or mi\<.ing my mother. my linlc brother. and our dog. The sun is 

hot on my leg,. I let my :mn hang out the window. my hand curling, 

c.1tching. fighting the breele 
We pa,!> at lea!>I ,ix antique ,hops. each one looks like the last· 

bro,,n ,hack. roof ca, ing in, hand-carved sign out front. piles of 
\\00(.lcn thing'> crowding the du,ty window and out in the din ]O( a 
rocl.ing chair. a peeling bureau. and a spokeless wheel. Down the 
road I think I <,ee a huge blue boat in <;orncone's side yard. then I think 

it', a bouldcror maybe a pool or ju\t a piece of sky. The closer we get 

the le<., di,1inc1 the shape becomes. Randy takes a left tum and 
prac1ically ,tccrsright into it. I nO(icean eye 

"Gue,., tha(, or Moby Dick:· my father says. poiniing to the 

blue ma" 
"I Icy. 1 thought Moby Did wa~ white:· I say. 
Randy ,ay,. "Yeah. he wa,. 'The great white whale.· This just 

\ho\\., up better. you know, \o people will stop here .. 
"Right" I say a.\ I get out to take in the whale: red smile painted 

on. up clo-.c blue paint chipping to gray. It sits heavy like a mountain 

on the ycllow gra". The tail curves and comes up from the ground like 
.i fro1,cn wave. I imaginc ways to climb upon the whale's back but I 
keep ,lipping from the ,hapc. from the smoothness. like trying to get 

on ,1 raft in the deep end of a pool. 
Randy i, helping my father lug the bags out of the cab. I walk 10 

their ,ide and notice the ,trap on my sandal is broken. My father 
will be mad. he just bought them for me. I wonder if I remembered 
mynip-nop<, 

"You're a good guy." my father says. paying Randy and palling his 

bare ,houldcr. I look at hi, whole body now. His skin seems familiar. 
He'<. 1.illcr than my father :md ,;ofter <;ornchow. My father asks Randy 

ifhe ha, a card. "We'll be needing a ride back to the car tomorrow." 
"Be glad to," Randy -.ay,. reaching into his pocket. ··1f I'm on:· 
"Say good-bye," my fa1her-..1y, 10 inc. lie watches us both like 

wc·rcchildrenpracticingamanner-.lc'-.-.on 
··Rye," I -.ay. 
Randy ,mile\. I notice 1hc fleck again in the white ofhi~eyc. It 

¼'Clll\ greener now, a different color than the iris. It just floah thcrc. 

watchmg ma -.cp.1r:itc way. <,ecmg ',OlllCthing in me I don't know yet. 




