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frank bidart lives and 
writes poetry in Cambridge, 
Massachusetts. Besides In 
the Western Night, his 
collected works, he has 
published three other 
books. Shoreline caught up 
with Mr. Bidart one 
weekend between a reading 
he gave at Rhode Island 
School of Design and a 
workshop he taught in 
connection with the 
Pawtucket Arts Council 
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nhetrain.·station'."'ase.mpty 
withtheexcept1onofthe 
custodian who was 
sweepmgup. ltwasIust 

after Thanksgivi~g and I was goi~g 
up to San Franrnco where my wife 
waswaitingtogiveitanothertry 
We'd been separated six months 
but she said spending the holidays 
alonewastoomuchforher.She'd 
cooked too much food for one and 
had a refrigerator full of leftovers. 
Things like turkey, creamed corn, 
mashed potatoes and boiled 
onions. For dessert she'd made 
pumpkin pie. I should have told 
her to get a dog but that's not 
whatlwasthinkingatthetirne 
lwasthinkingaboutallthetrain 
wrecksl'deverreadaboutand 
remembered asking Andie how a 
train could just run off the tracks 
like that or how they somehow 
wound up on a collision course. 
She tried telling me that sometimes 
thewheelscameoffthethingor 
maybe there was a simple lack 
of communication. That's all 
there was to it. 

I was hopeful when she called 
until she told me not to bother 
packing.Shesaidwe'dcri?ssthat 
bridge when we came to It. I_ 
packed a small bag anyway, 1u_st in 
case I got stuck somewhere with 
nothing. When the train pulled to a 
stop in the station it was practically 
empty. The conductor stepped 
down from one of the cars and 
looked past me. He flicked the 
cigarette he w~s smoking ont~ the 
platform and s1gnaledtheengmeer 

the station in Tuscon, I'd started 
thinking abou_t how thi~gs we~e 
going to be different with Andie. 
A man in faded denim and brown 
leather boots stumbled down the 
aisle before finally falling into the 
seat next to me. He tilted a pint of 
Southern Comfort to his mouth and 
sucked down a good portion of it 
When he finished draining ithe 
wiped his lips with the back of his 
hand and sat staring straight ahead. 
His face looked like red clay that 
had been baked in the dry Arizona 
heat.Whenhenoticedmesitting 
nexttohimhethrusttheempty 
bottleinmydirectionandsaid, 
"Truman."ldidn'tknowifhe 
thought my name was Truman or 
he was introducing himself. 

He withdrew the empty bottle, 
extended his right hand and 
repeated himself,"Truman." His 
voice was dry and rough like the 
two-day-old stubble on my face 
He grabbed my hand and I felt 
obligated to introduce myself. 

"Webb," I said, "how do you 
do?" 

Buthedidn'tanswer.He 
reached down and pulled a silver 
flask out of his boot. I was about to 
turn over and get some sleep when 
hestartedinonme. 

"Where you headed?" 
he wanted to know. 

"San Francisco," I said. 
He'd started to laugh when 

some phlegm caught in his throat 
and caused him to choke on his 
words.He said, "What's the matter? 
Forget your heart?" 

"I don't understand," I said. 
"You will." He paused to make 

himself comfortable in his seat and 
cleared his throat. "I'm not a big 
fan of pumpkin pie," he said. "My 
wife, on the other hand ... " Don't 
thinkthatldidn'tseetheworms 
crawling all over the place because I 
did. The last thing I needed to hear 
about was a bad relationship. l 
knew all about them. I didn't need 
somebody to go putting thoughts 
in my head. 

''Thanksgiving morning," he 
continued, "Jordan gets me out of 
bed in my thermals and drags me 
out in the pumpkin patch" 

"lordan?" I interrupted 
"My wife ... used to be, anyway 

When I started complaining she 
gives me some shit about tradi_tion 
She says, 'I don't know what kmd of 
traditions you have in your family 
but you're not going to bring them 
into mine. My mother makes 
pumpkin pie from scratch. When I 
was a little girl she used to take me 
out to the pumpkin patch with her 
on Thanksgiving morning and pick 
out the best pumpkins we could 
find. Butwithherbadhipshecan't 
get around like she used to. So it's 
up to us to bring the pumpkin '" 

"How about you Webb? You 
gotanytraditionsinyourfamily?" 

"No," I said. ''No." 
"Well I do. Let me tell you about 

tradition,"hesaid."Whenlwassix 
years old my father decided that he 
wasn't going to eat any goddamn 
processed bird on Christmas Day. 
So he grabbed his shotgun and 

oatmeal. "We drove down to Eagle 
Creek which was frozen over and 1 
thought we were going Eskimo 
fishing. Instead, my father grabbed 
the shotgun and told me to stay 
in the truck. And when my old 
man told you to do something, 
you did it. 

"Afterawhiletheardmyfather's 
shotgun and saw some ducks shoot 
out of the woods and skid across 
the creek. Butthenlheardsome 
more shots and I could tell they 
weren'tmyfather's.ltgotrealquiet 
foracoupleofminutesand then I 
saw my dad coming out of the 
woods with a duck dangling in his 
left hand. Real nice looking duck, 
too. Looking at it I guessed it was a 
mallard. lt'sheadandneckwere 
greenish-black and below the white 
collar on itsneckitwasgrayish­
brown. I knew it was a male 'cause 
onlymateshavecollars.Whenhe 
got back in the truck he threw it in 
my lap and I could feel the warm 
blood soaking through my thermals 
so I didn't move it. 1 just left it right 
where it was. Then my father slid 
the shotgun across the seat and 
looked at me. He had this steam 
rising up off him, like his soul was 
trying to get out of him or 
something. As we were backing 
up I noticed four guys coming out 
of the woods, shouting and waving 
their pistols, but my dad just put 
the truck in gear and took off 

"As soon as we got home and 
walked through the kitchen door he 
collapsedwiththeduckin his hand 
ltwasn'tuntilwestartedtoundress 

lwenttoseehereveryChristmas 
and brought her roast duck. How's 
thatfortradition,Webb?" 

I wasn't quite sure what to say. 
The train was gliding along the 
coast somewhere near Santa 
Barbara or San Luis Obispo. The 
conductor informed us that the 
next stop was San Jose. Then we'd 
be moving on to San Francisco. It 
was so dark outside that the only 
thing I saw in the window was my 
ownreftection.lfeltlikelwasinthe 
middle of something. In the nearly 
day and a half I'd spent on the train 
I'd managed to put a lot of distance 
behind me. Butlwasstillquitea 
ways from my destination. While 
Truman was quiet, I thought I'd 
take the opportunity to get some 
shuteye. The clicking of the train 
over the tracks was as soothing to 
measthecrack1eofanopenfire 

I awoke to find the bright 
California sun shining in my eyes. 
When I heard Truman tossing in his 
seat, I turned to look at him. It 
looked as if he'd been up all night 
waiting to pick up with his story 
where he'd left off. 

"You ever been in love?" he 
wanted to know. "Do you know 
what it means? It means you do 
things that you ordinarily might not 
do. Like going out in a pumpkin 
patchwhenitfeelsliketenbelow 
andthesunain'tevenupyet." 

I couldn't help but think of 
Andie and how nice it was to wake 
up next to her. Then one morning 
she was gone. It took some time 
getting used to. I was sure that 

her mother so I knew what to 
expect. But her father ... " he said. 
"She told me he'd been in the war. 
I expected to see something 
resembling a soldier. I don't mean I 
expected to see some guy dressed 
in army fatigues or dress blues 
decorated with silver stars and 
purple hearts. But a soldier has a 
certain toughness in his eyes. You 
know, like my daddy." He said this 
like I'd known his daddy all my life, 
which of course I hadn't. Truman 
didn't say which war jordan's father 
had been in and I didn't ask. My 
idea of war and soldiers came from 
the movies. ''He didn't say anything 
all day. He just sat there. I thought 
something had happened to him in 
the war. It seemed like bad manners 
to ask so I didn't. His face looked 
like a prairie dog's burrow. Deep, 
dark and hollow. The women went 
on likehewasn'teventherebutl 
knew he was and he spooked the 
hell out of me. I saw my father fall 
down and die right in front of me 
but I'd never seen a man who 
looked like that before. His eyes 
were dead." His voice cracked 
as he spoke. 

He cleared his throat and 
continued. "I couldn't stand to be 
in the same room with him. I tried 
to keep Jordan close by to give me 
thatfeelingofthefamiliar. lnthe 
kitchen I watched jordan and her 
mother cut into the pumpkin like 
a bride and groom cutting their 
wedding cake. Jordan held the 
knifewhilehermotherputher 
hands over Jordan's to guide her. 
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before climbing back aboard. If you 
hadseenmestandingthereempty­
handed on the platform you 
wouldn't have known whether t 
was coming or going. As the train 
started to pull away from the 
station, I watched as the custodian 
pushed his broom along_ the 
platform. Then I settled into my 
seat thinking that I'd sleep all the 
way up to San Francisco. But I was 
too wired to sleep. 

Bythetimethetrainpulled into 

0 

"Excuse me?" 
"You know. Tony Bennett?" 
I just smiled and allowed him a 

couple of minutes to empty his flask 
before I asked him where he was 
going. 

"ldon'tknow,"hesaid 
"Thought I might go to San Diego 
or L.A. Maybel'llgoasfaras 
PortlandorSeattle. l'llgetoffwhen 
I think I've gone far enough." 

"Far enough from what?" 
"Pumpkinpie."lhadtoask 

dragged me through the kitchen. 
My mother was curled up on the 
floor clutching her turkey and 
crying. Myfatherdidn'tpayherno 
attention. Then he threw me on the 
ice cold seat of the pickup and 
started her up. 'Course, the heater 
didn't work. Never does. It's always 
the first thing togo. Boy,wasit 
cold out. I get goosebumps just 
thinking about it." He rolled up his 
sleeve to prove it and it looked like 
he'd dipped his arm in a trough of 

him that we noticed his undershirt 
was soaked with blood. He was 
wearing so many layers that we 
didn't notice until we got right 
down to it. He had at least three 
bullets lodged in his chest. Dead. 
Near as I can figure, those guys 
weren't too happy with my dad for 
taking the duck they'd shot. After 
the holidays we buried my father 
and mounted the duck. Not too 
long after that my mother cracked 
She's dead now too, but up till then 

Truman had experienced the same 
feelings I had but I couldn't figure 
out where things had gone wrong 
So I asked him, "Why did you leave 
your wife if you loved her?" 

"Ain't you seen what a woman 
does to a man? I have. It's 
somethingl'llneverforget.We 
drove over to her folk's place for 
dinner with the pumpkin bouncing 
in Jordan's lap. Her mother met us 
at the door holding herself up with 
a cane. Jordansaidshewasjustlike 

They sliced off the top and laid 
it to the side. Then Jordan rolled up 
her sleeves and dug into the thing 
with a spoon and her free hand 
She filled up a big, silver bowf with 
pumpkin filling while her mother 
whispered instructions to her. Her 
mother did the rest of the work 
while Jordan carved a face on 
another pumpkin. When she was 
done she showed it to her mother. 
It reminded me of when my sister 
came home from school with a 



good grade and waited for my 
mothertotackituponthe 
refrigerator. She asked her mother 
ifshehadanycandles. She wanted 
toputitoutonthestepswhenit 
got dark. I knew it'd just end up 
sitting around on the counter 
rotting until somebody threw it out 
lftheyactuallyputitoutonthe 
steps somebody would come by in 
the middle of the night and smash 
it in the street." 

ldidn'tseewhatanyofthishad 
to do with him leaving his wife. I 
got up to go to the dining car only 
to have Truman follow. He offered 
to pay for drinks and after listening 
to him for two days, how could I 
deny that I needed one. It was 
refreshingtohearthewaitress's 
voiceassherandownthemenu 
Sheworeblackslacksandawhite 
blouse with a black bow tie. 

"How y'all doing? In addition to 
what you see on the menu, we're 
still serving Thanksgiving dinner. It 
comes complete with all the 
fixins'" 

"Sounds good, but no thanks 
I've got a wife and a home-cooked 
meal waiting for me up in San 
Francisco." 

"Yeah," Truman interjected 
without looking at the waitress. 
"We'll just have a couple of scotch 
and waters." 

The waitress smiled at me 
''Well, give a holler if you change 
yourmind,okay?" 

I nodded and turned to Truman. 
He looked uneasy, so I decided to 

thebadhip?Thefatherwiththe 
blank stare?" 

"Oh yeah.I remember 
something or other about that 
What was it you were saying about 
coconut custard pie?" 

"Coconut custard? No, no. It 
was pumpkin pie. I couldn't get my 
mind off of the pumpkin pie I'd 
heard so much about. When dinner 
was finally over, Jordan packed all 
the leftovers in the Tupperware 
we'dsentthemforChristmas. It 
didn't cost us anything because 
Jordan used to sell it. An'{Way, her 
mother finally brought out the pie 
andputapieceinfrontofmeand 
another in front of her husband. 
Justaslwasabouttoshovea piece 
inmymouth,herfatherspokeup 
and nearly threw me over 
backwards in my seat. He said, 
'ldon'twantnoneofyour 
goddamn pie!"' 

The dining car was beginning to 
fill up with people for dinner. We 
were taking up space and I knew 
that we were going to have to leave 
ifwedidn'torderanything. The 
waitress came over and offered me 
some pie but I turned her down 
even though I wanted it and 
needed it 

Trumanandlleftthediningcar 
and stumbled back to our seats. I 
still hadnoideawhyhehad left his 
wife. I asked him again, somewhat 
more desperately and sincerely than 
before. ''Why did you leave your 
wife, Truman?" 

"lhadtoleave,getawayfrom 

know how to do it, even the young 
ones. They're quick and sloppy 
about it but as they get older they 
learntotaketheirtimeaboutit 
They don't rip your soul right out of 
you. They do it seam by seam so 
you don't feel it. They wear you 
out. Then you spend your time 
waitingforthedaywhenshejust 
drops you and you go to pieces 
because there's nothing holding 
you up inside. After that you're no 
good to nobody. Not even 
yourself. 

"Herfatherwasstillfightingit 
and hewaspayingforittoo. He 
should have given up a long time 
ago and taken a loss. It's too late 
now. He's past the point of no 
return.Myfatherwassmart.He 
never gave my mother the chance." 

He carried on awhile longer but 
I'd heard all l needed to hear. I fell 
asleep thinking about the custodian 
and the conductor and Truman. But 
not once did I think about Andie. 
When I woke Truman was gone. I 
looked up and down the aisle for 
him but he was gone. I looked out 
the window. The sun was coming 
up. The train had pulled into the 
station in San Francisco. I thought 
about how easy it would be to get 
offthetrainandworkthingsout 
with Andie while we cleaned the 
leftovers out of the refrigerator. But 
itseemedjustaseasynottoget 
off the train. There was no 
mistaking what Truman had told 
me.ltwasallveryclear. There 
was nothing behind me and, for all 
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make conversation. l figured I'd 
listen as long as he kept buying the 
drinks. I managed to keep him off 
thesubjectofhiswifewhilehewas 
relatively sober. But after our fourth 
round of scotch and waters, he 
started harping on it again. 

"Jordan's mother sure could 
cook, though." 

"Whatareyoutalkingabout?" 
"Remember I was telling you 

about having dinner with Jordan 
and her parents? The mother with 

• 

her,andsavemyself.lsawwhather 
mother did to her father and no 
wayinhellwaslgonnagiveherthe 
chancetodoittome. Let me 
explain it to you this way. You ever 
seenajack-o-lantern?" 

I pausedtothinkaboutwhether 
or not I'd ever actually seen one 

"A woman does the same thing 
to a man. Shegetsherselfthebest 
pumpkinshecanfindandthenshe 
slices it open and hollows it out. 
Doesn't leave a thing. They all 

lknew,nothingaheadofmeeither. 
All of which got me to wondering 
how much farther I was going to 
have to go. 

john mcaleer phocograpll\ b, /. raymo111/ 



The Letting Go 
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Bright 
mid-May afternoon 
Debbieliesonherback 
The cement wall, 
full of heat, 
bakes her body 
so recently chilled by 
the swift ocean breeze 
1 sit upright 
facing yards of 
seaside wall 
translucent, green bubble solution 
in my left hand 
wand 
in my right 
Waiting­
nmelywaves 
sound a loud "Ssshhh!" 
and the clacking 
of beach rocks 
catches my attention 
as the waters recede 
Breaking-
"She'l1 be back in two months ... " 
thinking today, 
her birthday, 
we silently wonder 
how she is 
in Switzerland, 
thehaven 
she always says 
is cloudy and damp 
Her onionskin 
letters 
thin, blue envelopes 
always stamped 
AIRMAIL 
shared and devoured 
bythose 
she left behind 
I dip the wand 

in the magic solution 
and then hold it 
to the breeze 
insilent 
tribute 
A cascade 
of swirling, colored 
bubbles 
salutes 
our friend 
a quarter of a world away 
Debbie holds herself, 
"He's going to New Mexico, you know ... " 
I nod in affirmation 
while my mind 
con1ures 
Southwestern images 
inspired by 
Willa Cather 
I hear the hope 
and the loss 
in those words 
Yet, not knowing how 
else to comfort 
I hold 
the wand 
up 
insilent 
recognition 
of life's journey 
change, growth -
and as the glistening, 
delicate 
spheres 
float towards 
thelight 
a grandfatherly man 
strolls by 
smiling 
and softly breathes, 
"It's a beautiful thought. 

nadine skorohod 
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sep a rate 

en ti ties 

It's late afternoon, a Saturday, 
andwearesittinginmyapa~ment 
drinking coffe~. The p~one n~gs. 
It's for her. I thmknothmgof1t 
at first but then I realize that she 
doesn'tlivehereanymore. lt'sthe 
same kind of expression of carelessness 
thatgotherintoth}smess_inthe 
first place. Shecarneson hke 
l'mnoteventhere,flickingashes 
on my formica while 1 spill_ some sambuca 
into my empty mug. Outside 
my living room ~indow th~ neighborhood 
children are arguing. A station wagon moves 
slowlydownthestreet.lt'slikeapicture 
from the old family photo album. I say old 
because she destroyed it, along with other 
possessions, in what can best be described 
as something les~ than a cl~an break. 
Shecouldn'tjust1fyheract1onstome,the 
police, our priest o~ any_body else for that 
matter.Thetherap1stsa1dthatshewasletting 
her inner bitch surface. I didn't feel 
likecheckingthewastebasketeverymorning 
fortherestofmylife.Keepitall,just 
leave me be. My memory e~is~ as a separate 
entity. The lawyer says th_at 1n five w?rking days 
she'll be one too. The children are still 
arguing outside. But, on giving it a _se~o~d thought, 
it seems as though they are only m1m1cking 
what they see in my living room window. 

johnmcaleer 

Test 

Beep. 

Beep. 
Vkejd. 

This is. 

Hummmmmmm. 

This is a test of the Emergency Communications Network 
This is only a tesl 
You are simply hearing this tone 
So that you might be prepared for any 
Actual emergency that might occur. 
There is no need to panic. 
If you are panicking, please stop NOW. 
lfyouwereinrealdanger, 
If a bomb~ attached to the bottom of your chair, 
lf your fly~ down, 
If a friend of yours hqg grown to hate you, 
If the ceiling~ about to fall in, 
If you~ at risk of breaking down, 
If the building ~ being evacuated, 
We'd let you know about it, 
And tell you what, if anything 
You could do about it. 
Uh-huh, you betcha 
This is a voice you can trust. 

ben jones • 



falling back into summer 

0 

so tired of this octoberchill 
frost collects on dried leaves 
and windowpanes 
kidscomearoundfortheirharvest 
giggles gather treats 
excitement exudes from under 
plastic masks 
and grease paint faces 

by my childhood delights 
were found in summertime 
barefeetchasingoverthelawn 
following the flickering path 
of fireflies 
we'd climb to tree tops 
trying to touch the stars 
hidden among night 
and the thick blanket of green 
Autumn was that grown-up 
who shook down the leaves 
that i hated to rake 
my sister would collect them up 
tostutfintoherscarecrow 
mom would sift through 
thefoliagetofindspecimens 
toironunderwaxpaper 
dad pulled the pumpkins off of the patch 
before it got too cold 
aod 
i have never harvested 
anything 
but desire 
for summer 
to catch a firefly 
andwatchitglowwith 
all its might 
all night 
it often gets too cool 
in thefa!I togo 
chasing stars 
to put in jars 

photography by todd /indema,1 
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Over the River and Through 

rn 111 heard, before it happened, was my sister saying, "And did you know t~at fish brains 

~~;:; ~~~s:~i;i_ni:'~~r;~~~e~~ !:;~~~~;~~~~~:~~h~:~/~~~~~l,~a~~:~ ;:y~~if~~m 
better to do. Riding in the car ma?e me sick, _and, even 11 I'd n~ver ha~ a te~dency 

toward car sickness, who coul? get anythm~ done with a ?ony ~lbow in her right side and a 
chatterbox sister at her left? I 1ust sat there 1n awe: all the lights m the world came on. At once. 

We'd been in the car breathing each other's bubblegum breath for around four hours. 
Matt had his elbow in my side, tho_ugh Mo~, who had, of cours~, never had t~e pleasure of 
sitting by him, ignored my compl_amts. My sister, Sue, was blabbing and bl_abbmg and 
blabbing about school or something-I don't even kno_w. '.Nhat I do know 1s that I he~rd ~er 
say the thing about fish. That's when t~e car start~d spinning, and the whole _world with 1t 
Before I knew what happened I was flying-watching Mom and Dad nod their heads, 
pretending to understand; watching rays from my ?rother's eyes ,:nake a b_ridge fo_r th_oughts 
between his brain and the letters on the pages of h,s book; watching my sister shrink into a 
tiny,tinytwitteringbird 

No one else seemed to gather the massive implications of this: their brain's never stopped 
growing. J thought of my old goldfish Freddy, who, actually, had never seemed too _smart. I had 
tried to teach her to read for a good month or so when I was seven, but I kept getting all my 
books wrecked and Mom said she was going to take the tank out of my room if I didn't cut it 
out. I stopped, but not because I was convinced that I was wasting my time. Sometimes the 
way she swished her tail back and forth I thought for sure that she w~s getting excited about a 
good part or that she wanted me to turn the page. My heart was racing 

Mom told Dad we'd better stop in case "the kids" had to "go." None of us did, but I was 
dying to step out into the world I had just created and dance there endlessly 

As soon as the car stopped I was out the door. The other family members stretched in 
strange unison, except for Matt, who didn't budge. Sue stopped talking for a minute. I listened 
in the wind above the highway blasting for the musk and ran out into the picnic tabled-lawn 
spiralling like a helicopter blade 

Mom yelled when I nearly knocked over a stroller. I ran up to her and told her that I 
thought my brain might be growing, especially since I'd been getting bad headaches lately. 
She just smiled and patted my throbbing head. I told her about how inside my head I was a 
fish, but that she couldn't tell because she was a human mom and they were sometimes not so 
smart. Pretty soon my brain would be bigger than hers, though, and then she'd know. Then 
she'd see. For a second, she got a weird look like she saw a bug on my face or like she didn't 
recognize me. The look went away, though, and she gave me a little shove in the direction of 
the restrooms. I understood: to her I was just a little girl. But that was okay. Thousands of 
blades of grass were singing to me. Yes, I heor you! Thank you, thank you, chank you! 
Something inside was trilling 

After another four hours of Mom's folk music we arrived at Gramma and Grampa's yellow 
and blue house. I had fidgeted the whole way there, singing extra loud to drown out Sue's 
endless monologue. Matt was thoroughly peeved. He was sulking when we pulled into the 
driveway. I know he didn't want to be there. I wasn't sure if I did. Mom never seemed to be 
too happy on these visits, and Gramma just asked lots of questions that Mom never seemed to 
know how to answer. I didn't know how I felt about Gramma myself. She cried a lot when we 
left. And laughed loudly while we were there. But she never seemed too surprised by anything. 

Grampa was funny anyway. 
I looked over at Matt as the ca_r pulled to a stop. Man, he looked like he was going to take 

a bite out of that book he was reading. He devoured books about sorcerers and dragons and 

magic stuff. I couldn't understand it: the covers of those books grossed me out. But he really 
got into that sort of thing. (So into it, in fact, that he didn't ever bother to notice that he had 
his elbow jammed in my side.) He caught me staring at him and whacked my knee. I ouched 
and slapped him back. I knew it was a feeble comeback, but I was sure that as soon as my 
brain had grown I would have incredibly shocking and witty responses to his abuse 

Gramma watched us from her window for probably ten minutes-until we had unloaded 
everything from the car. When she finally came outside she was holding a baby, who was 
spitting upon her shoulder. 

"Look at my new baby!" she cooed, as though she'd seen us just yesterday. t watched 
Mom's face to see if this was for real. Of course it was 

"Oh, is this Margie's baby? What a doll!" She took the baby's raccoon hand and made 
funny faces at it. They talked about him for a good five minutes. Gramma never even 
acknowled~ed the (act that she hadn't seen any of_ us in eight months. I knew this was hurting 
Mom's feehngs. I tried to send Gramma a telepathic message: Please show Mom some affection. 
She is your daughter. 

The baby started screaming 
I'm sorry-I wosn'c addressing you. I was speaking !O the lady holding you, 1 explained 

to him. 
I had every intention of continuing my apology, but Gramma was telling Mom that she 

just had to see their newly installed linoleum. She nudged us both inside while Matt, Sue and 
~ad pursu~d an a_rgument about the location of Sue's second suitcase._ When we got to the 
kitchen I tned telling the baby (whose name was Gordon) that I was friendly and that he had 
n? need to !ear me. Either my w~rm thoughts or the bottle quieted the wiggling lump. I told 
h1maboutf1shandhegrewagnn 

Gramma started to tell us all about this Margie person, some lady Mom had been friends 
'"".'ith in school. Somehow or anoth~r Margie had ended up staying in Pennsylvania and living 
right near where she'd grown up, right near her former best friend's parents. Now she was 
away on a business trip and Gramma had the job of tending to the kid 

Dad, _Matt ~nd Sue moved into t~e living room where Grampa offere~ easi~r com~any. 
Sue was still talking. My plan was to stick near the baby. Gramma put him 1n a high chair and 
took down some tea cups from the cupboard. I caught Mom looking around nervously. 

And finally Gramma noticed me. 
"So ~~at have we been up to lately, Hannah?'' she asked, pouring tea from a remarkable 

height. Boiling water splattered on my arm 
"Oh, nothing." I was trying not to flinch 
"You're getting big now aren't you?" she asked, pinching me for a quick estimate of body 

fat percentage. She sat down and searched my face for a good while. I tried to look away, but I 
was drawn to her hazel irises and intrigued: this was the lady my mom grew up calling 
''Mom." Mom was looking pretty silly sitting across from me, picking her fingernails. Gramma 
began doodling on a napkin 

"Not really. I'm only an inch bigger than last time you saw me," I responded much later 
She looked up and I caught a glimmer in her browner eye. I blinked 

Mom was still looking down, apparently studying her nails, so Gramma directed all of our 
attentions to the intricate pattern of birds in her new linoleum. I only saw oceans bubbling to 
the surface. Too bad her kitchen was so yellow. 

And she spoke again, turning to my mother, "Wow! I sure haven't seen you in a long 
time! Do you have a hug for Mom?" 

It was like she'd just realized we were there 
That night I met my mom in the doorway to the bathroom. Her eyes were red and she­

and everbody-was going to bed early. I realized then that she always looked over me or on 



CD 

me, but never at me, like Gramma had. t hugged her and ran into the bathroom to brush my 
teeth. I squeezed my brain tight and sent off, Even she loves you. She simply locks the means of 
expressing her emotions. Where did the words come from anyway? I didn't talk like that. 
The baby woke in the other room and started whimpering 

Gordon's little crib was in the room with me and my sister. I walked over to his cage and 
wondered if maybe he was one, too. Sue was already asleep-thank God-all that talking had 
worn her out. So I just sat down next to Gordon's crib in the dark. 

Well, are you? .. .! don't need an answer now. If you ore nor ready to divulge the information, 
/wil/woitunrilyouare. 

The baby's baby-blue eyes searched the darkness, finally locating the light beneath the 
door. Maybe nobody ever did really look at anyone else. I lay down on the floor in my cotton 
baby doll and thought about the linoleum and the trip. I watched people walking by, peering 
in on me from above. 

"No, I'm quite alive, thank you," I whispered to them. 
"I don't wanna go ... no, make me some ... no, I don't wanna," Sue was talking in her sleep. 
"Well, you have to, so there," I told her, talking like Mom. 
I moved to Sue's bed and stood over her sleeping face, watching her eyes move beneath 

her lids. This was "Susan," my sister, whoever that was. She would never look at me. I even 
tried opening an eye with no luck 

At 11 :02 I walked out into the living room where Gramma was up watching the news. 
Grampa was reading the newspaper. 

"Whatcha doing, honey?" she asked, her graying curls bouncing when she looked up. 
"I can't sleep," t told her, and plopped down in a chair across the room from her. 
"Come over here and tell me what you're doing in school now." 
I didn't feel like it. I moved closer and tried lying. 
"All we do is finger paint." 
"That was always my favorite part," Grampa told me. Nothing could phase them 
"Yeah, but they make us paint war scenes with blood and guts," I lied again 
"Yes, I remember that too," obviously she didn't remember a thing. 
The newsman on T.V. was talking about beaching whales. Gramma explained that she 

didn't buy tuna because of the whales that got caught in the nets. She said there were enough 
of them dying that industry didn't need to add to their troubles 

"I sure do miss my tuna sandwiches!" Grampa sighed, "Your grandmother and her ethics. 
She'll drive an old fella nuts," Grampa hid behind his newspaper, chuckling. I looked at 
Gramma 

"You understan~, don't you, Hannah?" s~e squeezed my arm, smiling. "So what should 
we do _tof!lor~ow? Think y~ur mom and dad will be rested enough to go on some excursions? I 
was th1nk1ng It might be nice for us to drive out to the farm ... " 

"Oh, won't they just love that, Nora! The place is in shambles!" 
Gramma ignored him. I aske~ her what farm she was talki~g about 
"The one I grew up on. The six of us, and Grandma, lived ma big farm house. My father 

was no farmer, but w~ always called it 'the farm' because ther~ was so much country. It was a 
beautiful place. Pond m the back, trees all around. Some old friends own it now. You'd like it, I 
think." 

I wanted to know about the pond 
"Don't get her started on the pond. You'll be sorry!" Grampa warned, as he ran to get ice 

creamforthethreeofus. 
. "Oh, the pond!" she laughed and pulled me closer. "My brother George used to catch 

fish and cook them for the two of us. There were some good fish in that pond. I used to watch 
them for hours ... " She shut the television off. Grampa handed me a bow1 of chocolate 

"You know, Hannah, one day about a month before she died, my grandmother took me 
out to the pond ... " 

"Nora, leave the poor kid alone. She doesn't want to hear about your crazy 
grandmother!" He sat down and picked up the sports section. 

She continued, "We watched the sun on the water for a while. And then she told me that 
was where God lived, in the ripples. She said if I ever need~ ~mething, anything, to just walk 
out to the pond day or night and spit my fear of never getting It onto the brightest ripple ... " 

Grampa mumbled from the corner. Gramma sent him a mean look. 
"Anyway, I remember looking at her small body in her dingy dress and her worn-out old 

shoes and thmking how strange it was for he~ to be telli~g me to spit. And then I thought 
'Well, now: how could that possibly do anything? I wish It was_that easy!' She stood very s'till 
and ~hen,_ Just as I was abo_ut to turn back to the house, she gripped my shoulder and looking 
me nght In the eye, she sa1~, 'Now, the_re:s a j:JOOd one. Just go ahead-just spit it right out.'" 

"I tor~ her I wasn't going t? go spitting In any pond. I pulled away from her, and ran to 
th_e other side of the house and into the trees. I sat down in a place way into the woods and 
cned. l was about the same age as you, I think." 

Gramma had her arm around my neck now. She smiled at me. 
"She tells ~II the grandkids that story, Hannah ... heh, heh! Well, but she changed her 

ending there a httle, for you, I guess ... What sort of trashy novels you been reading lately'. 
Nora?" He was still smiling at her when he reached over and _slapped her playfully with lhe 
n~paper he'd just folded up. He must have known somethmg I didn't, but now he was 
going to bed. 

. "Your Gramma's loony," he whispered in my ear before he gave me a loud kiss. I wanted 
him to stay, so I wouldn't have to be alone with Gramma and her stories but I knew there was 
no e~caping at this point. She had this grip. He kissed Gramma and winked at us both before 
he disappeared up the stairs. 

I know she kept talking to me, but after I finished my ice cream I must have fallen asleep. 
I can't remember anything else she said. I woke later in my bed to the sound of someone 
calling my name. My head h~rt and a breeze was blowin~ t~rough the window screen. 
Gordon was awake and gurgl_1ng. There was ~try and sIngmg coming from inside and out, 
everywhere. The grass and cnckets hushed to listen. _Susan turned over in her sleep and sighed. 

There were some g~ fish in that pond, she'd said. l wondered how you got to be a 
"good'' fish. I :----as thin_k1ng about Mom and her red eyes. t:rer distant took. It was the same in 
~ue's eyes. I tried sending <:'ut a message but could only think I'm ready now, though I'd no 
idea what for. I heard a whisper, "Hannah? Hannah? Are you awake?" I didn't know that t had 
ever been awake before: Ma~t appeared i~ the doorway. 

"I can never sleep in this house-all its noises. I keep hearing ... things." He sat down on 
my bed and flipped on the light. He searched my face for a few seconds before he opened his 
book and began reading. 

My s~ull shi~~red. There was no sense putting it off any longer. I surfaced to gulp the 
cool, dry a1r, realizing I would never be alone again. 

deborah zawadzki 
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Night: 
Summer 

Dig the rhythm 
of the city summer 

theflash 
flutter 

on Bank St. 

Celestial beat 

eileenjames 

of stars with the 
blink 

splash 
of streetlights 

and thesmoothgrooveofcars 
with the crowd 

sliding 
swaying 

dancing in the heat 

Friends gathered on bar stools 
as night smiled through the cigarette 
smoke and our whiskey grins 
We could do nothing but rejoice 

had no choice 



Pretty Good Lies 

I thought so. You're always going way too deep i~to things, g~ing on about what x means m ey, you're an English major, am I right? 

r;t~~=tc~l%~~i~i~~-a\r:h:ot~~t~~~ive. Me, I'm into accounting. Just give me numbers, baby. 

What do I want? Well, I wanted to tell you about something that happene~ to _me a _couple of 
weeks ago, just before exams. It was strange, and to tell you the truth I c_an'~ _quite figure tl ?ut. Yo~ 
know something, between you and me? l think it's supposed to mark a s1gnif1Cant moment 1n my hfe, 
like a turning point or something. ~n epiphany? ls_that what it's called? Well, Y?U ought to know. 
Nothing traumatic, I haven't gone insane or anything, and that's what's confusing me. Ju_st a lot of 
weird stuff that I'm not sure how to deal with. I can't get the events to balance correctly in my head. I 
figured you could t~II me what it ~II mea_ns and why I feel the way I do. To be honest, I don't trust 
psychologists, so I figured an Engl~sh ma1or "'."ould be the n_ext best thing 

Yes, I'm serious. And everything I'm going to tell you ts true, even though it may sound odd or 
made up. There's no sense in me lying, so you have to be!ieve what I tell y_ou. I bet you don't even 
care if I'm telling the truth or not, now that I think about 1t. You probably 1ust want to hear a good 
story, to hell with symbolism. Come on, admit it ... 

I'm in the A&P near my apartment (and near my old house for that matter) picking u~ essential 
items. I room with two other guys and I agree to do all ~he food shopping provid~ they ~lip the 
coupons out of the newspaper and wherever else they f~nd any. Cl_i~~1ng coupons 1s a wh1~e trash_ 
pastime and I don't like to associate myself with those kin~s of act1v1t,es, though I do_n't mind saving a 
dollar here and the~e. Fortunately, I went to high sch?01 with one of the check-out g_1rls and I always 
go to her station Y_J1th the coupons. Noth(ng yo_u ~o 1n front of Heathe_r is embarrassing. 

Anyway, I'm 1n the frozen foods section, picking up a couple of pints of Ben & Jerry's and some 
Swanson frozen dinners. I'm a big fan of Chocolate Chip Cookie Dough and my roommates go in for 
Salisbury Steak. It's another of the compromises we live under. 

I bet you still live at home, right? In the dorms? Even worse. I spent a year in those ratholes,_had a 
Psych major for a roo~mate: Let me tell you, they're mo~e f~cked up th~n you guys. ~e kept asking 
me these lunatic questions, hke which shoe did I put on first 1n the morning, and was 1t the same one I 
took ~ff first at night. Who re~lly gives a shit? One mor~ing he ~akes me to tell me he's doing a~ 
experiment. He asks me to wnte down the number of times during the day that l become conscious of 
my own breathing. He wakes me up to tell me this! Well, as you can imagine, I was conscious of my 
breathing all goddamned day. I couldn't think of anything else. This went on for weeks, well after I 
told him what had happened and he had given me a knowing smile, as if he knew all along that this 
little experiment would screw up my life indefinitely. 

Then one day it stopped, as if my brain reminded itself that breathing was involuntary. Even so, I 
needed to get the hell out of there. He was just too strange. So I took an apartment with a couple of 
history majors. They're quiet, they don't bother me much. I divided up the space on the refrigerator 
shelves equally, and so far they've stuck to it. About other things, like I said, I can compromise 

Alright, I'm in the frozen foods section, and coming down the aisle towards me is Blake, a 
fluorescent beeper clipped to his maroon apron. Blake is also in the business curriculum, and we 
were in the same marketing class last semester. He helped think up slogans for my ad presentations 
I kept drawing blanks. Everyone likes Blake-when he's around. When he's not around, 
nobody likes Blake 

"What's up Chester," he says. Blake calls everyone Chester, which is one of the reasons no one 
likes him. Blake also went to high school with me, before he followed me to college. I say followed 
because he has this habit of popping up wherever I happen to be. Clubs, movies, restaurants. Last 
summer coming home from California who do I meet at JFK Airport on the connecting flight home? 
Blake had gone to Cancun. The fact that he works at the A&P in my neighborhood, despite the fact 
that he lives on the other side of the city, seems like one more way to haunt me 

"Hey, Blak~- How's it going?" I say, avoiding eye contact, i~stead_sticking my head into the 
freezer and pulling out the Ben &. Jerry's. When I emerge, Blake 1s leaning on my carriage. His eyes 
are all bloodshot and when they_see the ice cre~m, Bt_ake responds, "Hey, Cookie Dough!" 

Then he ~tands upright again and reaches into his back pock~t. ~e pulls out, of all things, a spoon. 
l barely have time to wonder "."hy he would carry a spoon around _in his back pocket when he pulls out 
yet another sP?On and hands ,t to me. _Then he takes one of the pmts from me and pops the lid 

"I love this stuff," he says, taking 1n a mouthful. He hands me back the pint. What can l do? I dig 

After a swallow, Blake says, "Guess what, Chester? I'm going back in business." 
"I didn't realize you were out of business," I tell him 
"No, not that. The other business." 
Blake used to be a ~ookie up at the college. One of then:i, anyway. The one that didn't get 

~rrested_. Blak~'s brother-in-Jaw is a state trooper, ~nd_he "accidentally" tipped Blake off about the 
1m~end1ng raids. Blake was able to close up shop in time to salvage the S20,000 he had made 
during the run. Some assholes are blessed, so they remain assholes all their lives 

Then there's the other business that he didn't quit, the one I was reminded of when his 
beeper went off. 

~Ah, _shit." Blake sees the number. His beeper is fluor~scent pink. One of the things I love about 
A~e_rican industry, that makes me want to be a part ?fit, 1s that we ca_n market items specifically for 
c~1minals, as_you'II never see a doctor or lawyer weanng that sort of thing. Not just any kind of criminal 
either. The kind of guy who wants the world to know he's a criminal 

Blake shakes his head, runs his hand through his hair. I take up another mouthful 
of ice cream, refusing to give in to curiosity. 

Then he wipes his spoon on his ~pron, sticks it back in his pocket and says, "Gotta go make 
a phone call, Chest~r. You know_ how 1t is. ~ee you around." He leaves me with a half-eaten pint of 
Ben &. Jerry's ond his spoon, which I shove mto the container and place back in the freezer, taking 
out afresh pint. 

What was Blake doing carrying around two spoons? You're asking me? I'm the one that wants 
to ~now. I remember in high school he'd always have a comb sticking out of his back pocket, or a 
sw1tch_blade on the_ days he felt he needed one. But spoons, that was new to me 

Listen, forget 1t. Don't worry about the spoons. They don't have anything to do with the rest 
of the story. At least I don't think so 

I go in_to Heather's line, my coupon~ cupped inside my ~aim, visible to none. I had just been with 
her a f~w nights ag? and _I usually don't like to talk to her again until at least a couple weeks after, 
when I m ready for 1t again. But it's either that or go through someone else's line with the 
coupons,and I'd rather deal with her. 

I've known Heather for five years, the sam~ amount of ti'."'le she's been working at the A&P. She 
"".as already well on ~er way lo becoming the kind of girl she 1s today'. although I'd never noticed her in 
h19h_ school'. not _until she started working in_the market. Only then did I realize she was a neighbor, 
w1thm w_alking distance, even tro:m where I live now. r ~ove the way she thrusts her hips violently 
forward 1n order to close the register drawer. It's a habit she's never lost, even during the lime she was 
pregnant. 

It's funny about Heather. Before she became pregnant, people used to think she was too 
skinny, and I used to tell them she was as thin as you could be without being considered skinny. 
Then she had the baby, and everyone thinks she's fat. I think she's chunky, but just a few pounds short 
of where you would call her fat. She's always on the edge of something 

She checks out a few items without a word. It's obvious she's pissed at me for whatever reason 
Just a matter of time before I have to hear all about it. 

"~f you were going to skip out on me, you could have at least locked the door on your way out." 
She's right, but I always leave the door wide open. I figure she's got a bigger beef. 

"My mother came down to my apartment five in the morning"-she's lived on the ground 



floor of their tenement by herself since she was thirteen-"and there I am, naked on the living r~ 
floor, that bottle of shit vodka you brought o_ver on the coffee table, and I have to hear how Claudra's 
been up all night coughing and crying, runmng a fever, and that we should take her to the emergency 

roomS~e grabs the coupons out of my hand. I grab a Time off the rack and flip through it while she 

goes~;~ 1 sit up I can't even open my eyes, my_ head hurts so much, God knows where my clothes 
are, can't remer,;ber who Claudia is. The only thing that's real to me is my mother going on and on and 

on ••• ""lt's not my fault," 1 tell her, perusi~g an article. Some new discov~'>'. relate~ to Darwin. I'm into 
Darwin. "If you were more responsible, 11 you took better care of Claudia m the f1rst place, you 
wouldn't have to deal with any of that." To tell you the tr~th I could care less, ~ut it's real easy to take 
the moral high ground around Heather. Sh~'s defenseless In the realm of morality. 

1 100/:r~~~~a:~s i~~f ~~y:~~"i:i~;f~~h!t~:~~~~~~~~~~, ~~:t~sn~~:tt~:~~;; ~~~'.~~!:ds~:/~~s cash, 
then she makes change and fires her hips at the drawer with such energy that I ask her when 
she's getting off work. . . 

"Right now," she tells me, which, horny as I had now be~ome, 1s n?t wha_t I h~ve m mind. 
"Good, I needed a ride home," she throws in. There's no getting out of 1t at this ~mt. She s~uts off 
her aisle number (three) and sheds her apron. I throw the Time on top of the bags In the carnage 
without paying for it. 

We're on our way out the door-the carriage had hit the rubber pad and the doors had swung 
open, we were that close-when Blake comes out of nowhere to stop us 

"Hey, Gary. I need a favor." I should have known when he called me by my real name that 
it was going to be a hassle. 

John Updike?Who the hell is John Updike? i:i,e story, "A&P?" Oh, yeah. I remember that 
from when they forced me to take that Western Lit class. The checkout boy_ dumps his job for some 
barefoot snobby girl. Didn't he get screwed in the end? I don't mean that literally, I just meant 
that he doesn't get the girl. . . . . 

What's the big deal, here? You and your stupid details. We c~ul~ have 1ust as easily ~e~ at 
Almacs or Stop Iii Shop. Just calm down and listen to me. I'm beginning to think you're mIssIng the 
point. 

What Blake needed, he explained, was for som_eone to mak.e a de!ivery for him, sin~e he'd already 
used his allotted fifteen minute break and was working until closmg. H'.s part~er, accord_mg to.B!ake, 
was in New York and, get this, I _was the only_ on_e h~ could trust to do rt for him. It entailed dnv1ng 
crosstown to his house, picking rt up, and bringing rt to the address he wrote on the back of my 
receipt. 

I give him a million excuses why I can't do it. _Sick mother, dying uncle. Pretty good li~s, I'm 
thinking. Then he reminds me of the S 170 I owe h~m from last year's _NCAA tournam~nt prior to his 
shutting down (I had bet against Duke, those pansies, three consecut1Ve games). I resist some m.ore, 
tell him that when he went out of business all debts were cancelled. Then he turns over my receipt and 
he sees the deductions. Blake smiles, hands me the receipt, and says, "Chester, I never thought you 
were the kind of guy that would clip coupons." Then he walks away, leaving me his keys and a total 
stranger'saddre55. 

Heather insists on coming along. Since the neighborhood is so shitty, I figure why go alone. 
Besides, I gel lost easy, and Heather seems to know how to get around. 

At the intersection before Blake's house we get behind this station wagon. I'm staring at a 
bumper sticker on the back window that reads "Powerless" when all_ of a sudd~n the wagon rips out in 
a patch of dirt and runs the red light. I try to move up to the white t~ne and this black labrador shoots 
out onto the road. I stop short and-remember, we're in the inner city here-the dog just looks at me, 
or the front of the car anyway, and lays down 

You read about these kinds of things in the city police log, but you never figure being invotved. 
That's the only explanation I have for getting out of the car to move the dog. As soon as I get around 
to the front of the car, Heather beeps the horn in my ear and it wakes me out of my stupidity, just in 
time to get back in the driver's seat and lock the door before this crazy immigrant-looking guy with a 
knife beats me to it. He shouts something at me in fluent non-English when I take off. I'm thinking it 
must have been his dog, or was until l ran the mutt over peeling out of there 

So Heather essentially saved my life, and her own. Her previous hostilities found a new vent. 
She ragged on me for getting out of the car like some kind of tourist. I suppose I deserved it, but who 
needstohearthatstufflromher? 

"You're such a fool! Didn't you see "Bonfire of the Vanitiesr she yells 
''No, but I read Bonfire of the Vanities." True enough, although I'll admit it's the only book 

I've read since my eighth grade summer reading list 
"You mean they made a book out of the movie?" Heather asks. Questions like that really 

make me wonder about her sometimes. 
"Isn't it a wonderful wortd," I begin to say. Talking with Heather is like talking to cement, so you 

can think aloud around her when you feel like it. It's another of the reasons I like her so much. "Isn't 1t 
a wonderful world where criminals train dogs to play dead in the road so they can conduct more 
efficientcarjackingsr 

Heather jumps up and points down the road. "There's Blake's house.'" I slow up and park in front of 

Blake's house is surprisingly nice considering the shit surrounding it. Heather and I let ourselves 
in. Blake a55ured us that his dad would not be home and even if he was, he wouldn't care. I finger for 
a light switch while Heather marches on in the dark. When the room goes bright t spot her down the 
hall already turning into what I figure is Blake's bedroom. 

I follow her path and enter the room. Upon recollection that was the exact moment when I 
became disoriented. 

It was all mirrors. I used to sell furniture part-time and I'd seen this kind of stuff before, but never 
so much at once. The drawers on the chest were mirrored. The bureau, too. The doors on the armoire 
were mirrored. The headboard as well. Even the nightstands were mirrored. Not only the drawers but 
the tops of them, too. It was a square room, and all these mirrors were facing each other, reflecting 
nothing 

And right in the middle of all this, on the end of the bed in the exact center of the room-and 
never mind questions about why such a thing would be on Blake's bed-lay a copy of Backlash 
bysomeonenamedSusanFaludi. 

"He said it was in a shoebox, but there's a hundred shoeboxes in here." Heather was in the 
closet, searching for the product. I looked around some more, but I don't know what I was looking 
for. I don't know how to look for explanations. There were too many variables, not enough raw data 
All these formulas spun around in my head. None of them plugged in. 

I kept as much distance from the bed-and the book-as I could. No good reason. I breathed 
a sigh of relief when I noticed a marketing textbook on the floor by the closet. I figured things would 
settle down 

UH ere it is." Heather emerged from the closet with a fistful of cellophane, stepping 
on the textbook on her way towards me. 

Then she did the strangest thing. I guess you would say it was totally out of character 
for Heather, but she reached over to the bed and picked up the copy of BockJash. 

Shetookitwithus. 

On the way to our next destination Heather pinched out of the bag and rolled herself a tomt 
I rarely touch the stuff, don't really know what good it does. But given the situation, not to menl.lOO 
the price, she was able to ta1k me into it. 

We were headed to the good part of the city. The best and worst areas are practically 
connected, with hardly a buffer. No train tracks or anything. The other side of town, where Heather 
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and I come from is all middle class and mediocre. All the brally kids from high school came from 
lhis, the good ~rt. Although you could never tell thei:n apart fr?~ the scum in Blake's neighborhood 

By the time we found the ri.9ht hou~ we had finished th.e 10ml. You always he~r h?w pot 
enhances your imagination. But ,f you're like me, there's nothmg to enhance. What 1t did do was 
make me focus on all the weirdness that had taken place that day, and braced me for what was yet 

Heather rings the doorbell which I doubt anyone can hear since there's this music coming 
from the cellar, shaking the porch we're standing on. But I guess Blake did phone ahead because 
there's someone at the door within seconds. 

"Hey you must be Blake's pals, com~ on in." Right in front of me is _this ~rop dead_ gorgeous girl 
Eyes, lits, blonde. you know what I'm _talk1~g about But she's .wearing th1_s su1~ jacket with giant 
shoulder pads. I hadn't seen such a thing since my mother quit her bank JOb six years ago 

"Come down and play," she says, motioning me and Heather to follow her. That's when I notice 
she'salsowearingReeboks. 

We descend into the cellar and the sight is beyon~ bel!ef. _There's about thirty or f~>rty p~ople 
sprawled around this huge room. All the guys have their hair slicked back and are wearing bright 
suspenders. All the girls look like the one who answered the door. Way over a~ the other end of the 
room are these phony paper mache bathroom stalls where people w~re snortmg real coc~ine. 
Everyone is dancing to the unreasonably loud stereo system. I rec~nize the song,_and this surprises 
me. "I Want Candy." Remember Bow Wow Wow? Back when we first got MTV? I liked everythmg I 

The hostess shouts toward me and Heather. "It's an eighties revival party." 
"Blake didn't tell us it was a party," Heather screams back. Her face looks cute, the picture of 

bewilderment 
"Did you bring the marijuana?" the hostess asks. "We still have to satisfy the hippy set, you 

know." 
Heather nods and the hostess leads us to one of the phony bathroom stalls. There are no 

doors on them, with commodes instead of toilets. A couple of guys in suspenders join us. The only 
way I can tell them apart is that one of them is holding a copy of lee lacocca's autobiography, on 
which the hostess dumped some of the pot to be broken up. 

"Hey, you're in my economics class, aren't you?" the boy without the book says, sipping a 
Michelob. 

"Oh, yeah. I didn't recognize you," I laugh. _He\just the sort of person who would be doing 
this sort of thing. He pulls a small packet out of his shirt pocket. 

"Make room on Lee for me," he says, dumping a small dusting of cocaine on top of lacocca's 
face. "Let's give our new friends a test drive." I figure it's inappropriate to refuse. 

Have you ever tried that stuff? Know anything about it? Just what you read in stories and books? 
You mean people in books do this kind of thing? Even the books you read for courses? What a strange 
thought. Drugs in literature. 

I'll admit that it was the first time l'd tried it, so he sort of had to talk me through the 
procedure. We each sno~ted some throuQh a rolled up dollar bill while H~ather ":"atched. The poor 
girl, she was still wondering what was gomg on. I had ~~ idea she was still carry1~g Bac~lash. Steve 
Wtnwood came on the stereo and everyone booed until ,t was replaced by Blond,e, which brought 
down the house, everyone shouting "Call Me" after Debbie Harry. By the time we were through, 
lacocca'sfacewasclean 

The hostess gave Blake's money to Heather. Then she kissed Heather on either cheek and did 
the same to me. I never saw her again. One of the suspender twins-the one with the lacocca 
autobiography-went to get more Michelob. My classmate pulled out what was left of the packet. 

"Would you like to do a line?" he asked Heather. 
"Sure, what the hell," she said. 
"Hold out your book." 

She did and J instinctively took a step back. I'm not good at reading situations but for once 
I did something right. 

"What the fuck is that doing here?" I heard over the music. 
Before Heather had a chance to react my claumate had snatched Bock/ash from her hands, 

spilling the little bit of cocaine that had escaped from the packet. 
The ne,:t few minutes were confusing, considering I was as drugged as I had ever been in my 

life. What I do remember is a bunch of guys in suspenders carrying Heather up the stairs, one of 
them yelling about New Age feminist propaganda, whatever that is. l went to a window, and at 
ground level I saw Heather tumbling oul onto the front lawn, then the book following, hitting her 
on the ass. I stood puuled for a moment until someone tapped me on the shoulder. It was my 
classmate. 

"Hey," he told me, "you can't have your woman bringing shit like thal down here." 
I wasn't sure what he meant, but I felt he was right. I nodded in agreement, and we went over 

tothebartohavea Michelob. 

What do you mean, what about Heather? What does she have to do with this? I was right. I 
knew you were only listening to me for the story. You're supposed to be helping me, remember? 

What happened next? Well, I must admit I had a good time. After the party? I don't see where 
this is relevant. Okay,okay. l'lltellyou. 

I had forgotten all about Heather by the time I left the party, but I realized that I still had Blake's 
key~. I was completely wired from the cocaine and my thoughts were a bit frenzied. I flipped on the 
radio as I drove and "Shock The Monkey" was on. I broke into a cold sweat, although I couldn't help 
but turn up the volume. I wasn't myself. This I was sure of. 

I nearly missed Blake's house because all the tights on the street were out. I went to the door, 
figuring I'd just drop the keys in the mailbox and bail out of there. But as I stood on the top step a car 
from the next block backfired, setting off a chorus of barking dogs. I came out of my skin and took 
cover in Blake's house. 

There was silence, with the exception of the dogs, who sounded muffled once I closed the door. 
I thoughtlessly began to turn on lights. I walked quickly down the hall and Blake's bedroom door was 
open. He and Heather were in there. 

Now this is no big deal, as such. It's a perfectly believable scenario. What shook me up was that 
he was reading to her. He was reading her passages of Backlash. It was beyond me. Way beyond me 

"Hey, Chester," Blake said, as if we were at the supermarket or something. Heather Just gave 
me a steely look, like she had something on me. I was incapable of reaction 

"I got your keys here." I dropped them on one of the nightstands 
As I turned to leave Heather said, "You got a lot to learn, Gary." 
"What?" I wanted to hear what she had to say. Instead, I got Blake. 
"Chester, you must learn to respect the needs of a modern woman," Blake said, and with that 

they started in on each other, not waiting for me to leave. Back.losh fell from the bed and landed on 
Heather's underwear. I had bore witness to something, and as I left the house and entered the out.side 
world, I felt overwhelmed by it. 

Are you happy now? That's the whole story. No, wait, there's one more thing, the real capper 
I had forgotten the groceries in the trunk of my car. The Ben &. Jerry's Chocolate Chip Cookie 
Dough melted all over my Time. It was what you would call ironic, right? 

They made an ass out of me. That's the way I see it. I'm just not sure how they did 1t. Am 
I missing something? Is there anything significant to be learned from the whole experience? Come 
on, analyze. I kept you entertained. Now e,:plain it to me, tell me what the hell is going on here 

joe longo 



phowgraphy by billy,-. ray 

Frank Bidart Interview 

Shoreline: At the reading today your brief biography said that you were teaching at Brandeis. 
I wasn't aware that you were teaching 
Bidart: I teach actually at Wellesley now. 

Shoreline: And what are you teaching? 
Bidart: I teach workshops and literature courses. I like to do both. 

Shoreline: How do you feel about workshops? We spend alot of time working with the same 
student5. It seems like the same fifteen ideas get talked about all semester without any new 
ideas coming out of it 
Bidart: What you are bringing up are the problems with workshops. Like anything, workshops 
can be good or they can be bad. Or a mi)(ture. I think that the hardest thing as a writer is to get 
a feeling for just what the words on the page are doing. What you can learn from a workshop is 
how this thing you've made is understood by other people. How it's heard by other people. It's 
not that they are all right. But it's what Proust says somewhere. Proust says that we don't need 
the work of art, the work of art needs us. It's perfectly true that that is going to become like an 
x-ray of our own ways of reading, of our own predilections, of our own feelings. But you can still 
see what the words are doing. And the more you know those people, in fact, the more you are 
going to understand what in them is being evoked by those words and you will still learn a 
great deal about the thing that you made, by seeing it out there. I also think it's true that to be 
a writer is this amazing combination to risk everything, to be very vulnerable, and yet to make 
something that has a kind of public existence outside yourself. And that extremely, often, painful 
process of letting people that sometimes you don't even like or respect handle something that 
you have made. That is a good and necessary process. It's part of being a writer. Being a writer 
is to be somebody who can both risk everything in terms of vulnerability and yet make a public 
object that then becomes something that other people touch, handle, talk about, think they 
know something about and the problems with effective workshops-you have readers that seem 
to you imperfect. Well that's only an image of what it is to be a writer and what the world is. 
You're always going to have imperfect readers. But you can learn so much from them. You can 
see they become a kind of mirror-it's the only mirror you're really ever going to have 

Shoreline: But if you know these people then you know the kind of things that they 
are going to pick out. 
Bidart: Well, in a way, yes. And very often, something that a writer thinks is very clear isn't clear. 
Or a connection that is maybe central to the poem that is made in the author's mind but isn't 
made so that 95% of the readers can get it. As a teacher, I don't bring into a workshop a 
poem-I decide when poems are done and which poems are done-I wouldn't bring in a poem 
that didn't have to me something at its center worth making a poem out of. I often think the 
poem is not fulfilled and what I try to do as a teacher-as someone who talks about the poem­
is to help that poem fulfill that action that is at the center, that spine. Now, often I think a writer 
can see more clearly perhaps what that central action is through a discussion in a workshop Of 
where it goes wrong, where it doesn't fulfill itself. But particularly with undergraduates I 
wouldn't say, "Look, this poem isn't worth writing." r might say in a conference when it's just 
the two of us, "look, t don't see what you're doing here. I don't see that this has any life. I don't 
see what is animating it." But I wouldn't subject the person to that in front of fifteen other peo­
ple. I put a lot of emphasis on revision. I think often poems don't embody or fulfill that animat­
ing action-animating impulse or spine. And sometimes one can see that much more clearly 
when it's through a discussion with alot of people. So, I think workshops can breed timidity, 
they can breed a kind of conventionality because certain things are very recognizable and in a 
way defendable moves in a poem and you have to resist that. And you have to resist making a 



poem that is armored against every kind of possible objection. That's the downside of 
workshops. But I think that if the right person is leading the discussion you can not enforce such 
a conventional set of values and expectations about the poem. I don't believe that you should 
try to produce what used to be called or maybe is still being called the "workshop poem " 
That poem that's so well made that everybody says, "Wow." And yet it's a little empty. Maybe 
it doesn't have something at its center that is important or that really moves people, but is 
elegantly put together and has a lot of showy images and clever moves. That's not something 
I'm pushing for. But, I feel I learned a lot by going to workshops. By listening to poems being 
discussed, thought about line by line, in detail. So I feel that there should be a way for other 
peopletolearnlikethat. 

Shoreline: This leads me to think of how what you write no longer belongs to you after it's 
printed. 
Bidart: That's right. It no tonger belongs to you and it is not you in the way that it might have 
been you then. You are also changed in the act of making it. Which is one of the purposes of 
making it 

Shoreline: What about education? It seems so important in writing 
Bidart: It does transform the way you see the world 

Shoreline: You seem to get inspiration from literary sources. In the Western Night 
reflects this I think 
Bidart: Oh, absolutely. The beginning of a piece by Borges says we fill pre-existing forms and 
when we fill them we change them and are changed. One way things happen that you make 
something is by taking a pre-existing form or a pre-existing subject matter and filling it. But in 
the process of filling it you don't come out with something that is just Keats or Shakespeare. It's 
different, it's changed. You fill it, you embody it. You make it something that is your own. You 
have changed that thing. Ideally you are also changed in the act of making it. It's a journey­
something is at risk for you. You are changed. It's not as if it comes out of nothing. It never 
comes out of nothing. I think what happens is often people are not aware of what it comes out 
of. They're at the mercy of their idea of what a poem is so that they don't know there are other 
ways to make a poem. Or that there are other kinds of structures or other ways of imagining a 
shape or a form. There may be some way in which they really have to transform the source or 
the f_orm they are g!ven b_ut they don't know how _to do it because they think it's the only 
possible way to do 1t. I think what you have to do 1s understand that one of the things 
education gives you is that it exposes you to many, many, many ways of making things. So 
you're not trapped in a very narrow set of expectations, of forms, of ways to make things 
You're always building on something. Ideally, you build on it so that you're not a slave to it. You 
~re n_ot at its mercy. You don't ever build on nothing. Language isn't built on nothing. Language 
1s built <;>ut of all the sentences and words you ever heard_, but by having gone through you 
there will be an accent. Mallarme says that each person 1s a rhythmic knot. That rhythmic knot 
t~at you are, that consciousne~s that you are, "".'ill transf<?rm the_ language, ~he thing you are 
given. But you are always startmg from something, and it's not 1ust words, it's also forms, it's 
shapes, it's patterns of feeling 

S~oreline: If_ ideally you are changed during the process of writing, does this mean the reader 
w1llautomat1callybechangedalso? 
~idart: If it's goi~g to be an important psychic event for anyone else to read you~ poem, it's an 
1mpo~tant psy~h1c event an? act for you to make ~he_Poem. Frost quotes Horace m saying, "No 
tears m the wnter, no tears 1n the reader." The pomt isn't to get the reader to cry, the point is 

something has to be at stake for the writer. If something is at stake, the writer-to however 
small a degree-will be changed in the act of embodying and discovering and exploring that 
thingthatisatstakeforthem 

Shoreline: We talk about that in workshops-how finding an emotional truth will convince the 
reader. But that doesn't mean you want to go around writing an autobiography either. 
Bidart: I think Eliot talks a lot about impersonality. But in fact his poems are intensely personal 
I don't mean that they are all exactly autobiographical in detail, but I think there is a huge 
amount psychically at stake. In fact, late in his life he was really quite explicit about this. He 
talks about how The Wasteland is all wound up with, again, what was psychically at stake for 
him in his marriage. There are even lines in The Wasteland that were written by his wife, said 
by his wife. The psychic state that comes out of it was his own. I think that is equally true 
of Four Quartets. I think Four Quarters is at least in important aspects a confessional poem 
It certainly has an amazing, even directness about its relation to Eliot's own life. In a way that 
The Wasteland is not so directly openly about his own life. It is. Certainly I think that that is true 
of Pound's work too. I think it becomes very explicit with the Pisan Camas. I'm not talking about 
autobiography. I'm talking about what is socially going on in the psyche. For example, I have 
never been anorexic, I'm not female, but a huge amount is at stake for me in "Ellen West" and 
the fact that I'm not anorexic and female doesn't mean that I'm not absolutely as implicated 
inthatmaterialaslthinkanyoneelseis 

Shoreline: You read a piece of prose today. Can you tell us a little about that? 
Bidart: That piece is a response to a piece by Borges called "Borges and I." Borges talks about 
himself as the "I" in the Borges and Borges is the writer. And then there is this "1" that is not the 
writer. My piece talks about "Frank" in the way that there is a desire not to be a distance 
between the essential "Frank" and the "Frank" who makes poems. But the "Frank" that makes 
poems makes poems that then later are not the perfect image of "Frank." "Frank" has gone 
on and continued and I hope changed and I hope in fact been changed by the process 
of the writing. And later looks back at the writing and can only actually go on and write more 
things if he feels the distance between that thing and himself. Because there's still something 
to be done. Some something that is not wholly the truth in that earlier embodiment of "Frank." 
What I'm trying to do is escape from a sense that there is something fundamentally inauthentic 
or inessential in the embodiment in the made thing. The whole premise of the Borges is that 
there is this disjunction between the histrionic, rather vain, theatrical self who makes and this 
other more private self. I'm hoping to, in a way, escape that disjunction. 

Shoreline: At the reading you talked about the world of your imagination. 
Bidart: Yes, the world in which I read my poems aloud is night and somehow this light is not 
a very good light for me to read my poems in. This is entirely idiosyncratic. I'm not suggesting 
that for someone else this should be true. In some ways I think my poems are like little pools 
of light surrounded by this vast darkness and they create their own arena and it's not the arena 
that you can see by that light, by daylight. It's an arena where everything can be seen because 
it has a necessity about it, it's part of a pattern, it's part or a shape and for me the hard thing 
about daylight, that light-daylight-throws a relatively even light on a great deal of stuff and 
it shows the surface and all the time my poems are trying to get beneath the surface. In a way 
I sort of crave an arena where everything means something. I try to create for the period 
of the poem-it may be a strange or shocking order, but there's a kind of order-a kind 
of necessity about everything 
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Shoreline: You prefaced part of the reading this morning by saying that you were going to read 
some love poems. But "In the Ruins" doesn't seem like a love poem. Can you explain what you 
mean by love poems exactly? 
Bidart: It's a poem about love in the sense that it's a poem about feeling an injuction that 
involves one's project as a poet. And if what you love is your fate, that's part of one's fate. Jt 
reflects something in you that you love that this should be your project. But I agree that the 
term is more stretched in relation to that poem than the others. But, after all, if you do try to 
return the dead to life, somewhere that's an act of love. 

Shoreline: How did you get started? Did you always want to be a poet? 
Bidart: No. I always knew I wanted to be an artist. I didn't know what kind of artist. I don't 
think that one should think that poetry is over here and fiction is over here and movies are over 
here. I mean I think that all those people are makers, and I seem to be able to make things in 
poems on the page. If I could make movies, and if what I had to make seemed to have to be 
a movie, I woul? do that. I ?on't give any p_riority to one way of making to another. Anyway, 
I wew up wanting to be a filmmaker or a director. I always wanted t? write poems but I didn't 
thmk my poems were very good and I never felt that that was the thmg that I could make, and 
then when I went to graduate school, I-first of all I never actually made a film, I shot a little bit 
of footag~bu_t th_ere was some v-:ay, i_n fa~t, that wo_rking through images and having to work 
collaberat1vely Is alien to me. My Imagmat1on of the films I wanted to make was very different 
from the act of making films. I think I'm not a collaberator. It was really in graduate school 
that what I had to write about, and the way that I could make a work of art that embodies it, 
seemed to require writing poems. 

Shoreline: That is an interesting point of view because sometimes in literature classes, 
you get professors who seem to have a real disdain for pop culture 
Bidart: Some of the most profund experiences I've ever had, have had to do with film. I 
remember th~ first time l_sav-: Red Desert or Advenruro and the kind of joy that came out of Judy 
Garland in a film. The point Is that the arts don't alt do the same thing. They're a11 different, 
an~ can embo~y things in different ways. There are reasons that poems get made instead 
of films. There Is a way that words are connected to the paper that is part of our inner life 
!o ourselves we are partly a voic~ an~ that v?ice uses words, and this you could embody 
in a p~m. Maybe you couldn_'t In a film. A film has to work through images. There is a way 
in wh1c~ words are bot~ p~ysJCal an? they are abstract. You can embody that joining of 
physicaht~ and abstraction _in w?rds In a ~erk of _art in~ way that is very hard to in film 
Each medium can ~o certain things. But it's not hke I thmk that now in the twentieth century 
that we can make films that poems somehow don't matter. 

Shoreline: ~he~ y_ou see your work_on the page do you think, "This is my voice?" 
Bidart: Gettin~ It right on the p~ge Is very hard for me. I go through hundreds of versions on 
the page. The 1~ea_is not to get It on the page l? loo_k the_way I read it aloud, but rather to 
replicat_e the voice In n:1Y head. Bu_t there 1s t~at interior thmg that both of them are 
embodiments of. But, 1f l can get It to th~ point that feels right on the page, that always seems 
to me the truest embodiment. It's more right on the pa~e than any performance I can give it 
aloud. Ideally the poem should be better than any reading that I can give it. But it's very hard 
to make the words on the page read the way t hear the words in my head. That's what I 
struggle hard to do. And t_hat's why f go thr_ou~h all sorts revisions-to try to see just what the 
words on the page are domg. Not ad? a voice 1ust ~ause it is the voice in my head. But try 
to make my eye try to have the expenence that I've given by the voice in my head. 

Shoreline: What do you think about performance poetry? 
Bidart: I've certainly heard poems read aloud that where very powerful but that then failed to 
make a structure that embodied that movement, because they were not as powerful on the 
page. If a person can make something in any medium that is compelling, well then that's won­
derful. It doesn't have to be something else. l haven't seen a huge amount but that's partly 
because J'm so overwhelmed with the things I have to do---but it's not that I think that it's not 
worth paying attention to. I have just gotten such pleasure and joy and been so moved by so 
called pop culture. One has to respect that. One has to honor that. If I could write a song that 
was good, I would do it. If l could write a lyric that was wonderful, I would do it. I certainly 
would not abstain from doing it. 

Shoreline: I noticed that you smiled when we mentioned "Herbert White" earlier. 
Bidart: It's a poem that I think can so easily be read the wrong way. I've heard people who 
think that it's a celebration of the things that Herbert White does, and it's not. And, for me the 
poem would be utterly impossible, if there were not the things in the poem having to do with 
ideas. It seems to me that in the world I come from, he embodies crucial things. He's someone 
who wants very much for his world to have meaning, but he doesn't know how to get that 
meaning. The closest thing he can get to meaning is to perform often destructive acts, in 
relation to other people and, ultimately, to himself. It's a destructive act that fulfills some 
pattern. But he doesn't understand what the pattern is. But he does, at least, get the sensation 
of order and meaning. But that's so terrifying, because in the process, he hurts other people. 
He kills other people. He's like a proto-metaphysician or something. He's somebody who wants 
the world to yield order and pattern and meaning. And has to make it all himself. He's really 
someone without 20,000 books in his head. He's without many, many, models and ideas and 
conversati~ns and dialogues a?Out who we are and_ what we are and what our feelings are 
grounded m and how our feehngs are connected with each other. He doesn't have any of that. 
He has to do it all himself, and he does a very bad job of it. He's the chaos out of which 
everything else is trying to rise. 

Shoreline: Do you write everyday? 
Bidart: No, not at all. I write when I see something that must be written, I write when I see 
some form or order or pattern. When I see something, and I can image some form or container 
for it. And I get very caught up doing it. But then I don't write for long periods of time 

Shoreline: What kind of advice would you give us, just starting out? 
Bidart: Rationally, I can tell you "write everyday" or "find a time to write," but that's not how 
I lead my life. ~hen I get involved in a p~m I let it completely take over my life. I stop doing 
almost everything else and I stay up all night for days. I'll be very ruthless about the matter. But, 
then for large periods, I'm not writing. I think you must always try to make things in your head. 
I think every human being has some crucial thing in our psyches that we're working at, some 
issue, something at stake for us, something at risk for us. And we're working at it all the day 
Often, we don't know what it is. We're half-conscious of it. We have to get in touch with what 
that is and try to find a way to imagine the container for it, the thing that can crystalize it. 
I don't think there are any rules. Everybody's psyche is different. 

debdelasanta 
eileenjames 
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Cycling Home 

ltwas7:37bythetime 
lnoticedmyliWesister 

was a woman. The sun 
wasagiont 

orangespraymg 
light behind her head and 

she was blue: her eyes, too, were 
wet blue - and red - from crying, 

yet she squeezed me, and my dry brown 
eyes shed a single drop each 

The thing is I hate sounding like I 
know.lhatethinking,infact 

Moreover,myinsidesare 
s-p-1-i-t-t-i-n-g. 
l'msofullofcrap 

andlight. 

People Please Understand: 
mybrainisrotten,yet 
(herein lies the central paradox) 
lam happy, 
and, understandably, 
confused 

I have tried using "love" in 
comprehensible sentences 
and failed with applaudab!e consistency. 
God has encouraged me to try again 
"Youtry!"lthink,rollingmy 
dry eyes in their tight sockets, 
butlforget-
Healreadyhas. So, despite everything, 
ldo 

(Suewantstoknowwhy 
I'm so obsessed with 

this subject.) 

PeoplePleaseUnderstand:All lever 
reallywantedwasapairoflips 

lcouldcallmyown 
Ironically, 

I lostmyfirstpairinasoda 
can, like mom always warned 

happened to the careless, 
the foolish-the greedy. 

My sister maintained her lead 
allthewayhame, 

as we rode our bikes 
overlhedorkeningasphalt, 

peddling in synch 

deborahzawadzki 
phowgrnphy by billy r. ray 



THE AVENUE 

Big doe eyes 
under thick eyebrows like wings taking flight. 

Full lips pursed, parted and painted, 
anxious,withshimmeringcreases. 

Skin the color of cocoa, russet, coffee and honey. 
Black, brown, amber, red hair, 

swirled in bone-straight beehives, 
cut short, angled, with waves, 

bound in long, dangling braids. 

Sisters searching the Avenue 
Sisters searching the Avenue 

Flirting in ruffled blouses, orchillin' in oversized T's, 
sportin' bell-bottoms and baggy jeans, 

modeling suede parkas and jean jackets, 
you stomp the runway of the sidewalk 

in platforms and Doc Martens. 

Sisters searching the Avenue looking fierce! 

Talking big talk, 
while stooping over car doors. 

Taking your time craning the street 
to meet some friends. 

Snubbing anyone different. 
Competing with anyone the same. 

Struggling with everyone in the city. 

Sisters searching the Avenue taking control! 

Young, 
Now, 

Strong curves holding frames tight 
Plump, ripe, waiting to be picked. 

Sisters searching the Avenue, looking ... 

Brother comes along, 
Gently teasing your soft bottom lip 

with his rough, scratchy fingers, 
pavingthewayforhistongue, 

hot,wetandsure 
Promise squirms inside your throat 

Sisters searching the Avenue, 
Sisters searching the Avenue, 

SISTERS SEARCHING THE AVENUE! 

When will you learn 
that the brother don't love you?! 

mary-janeshorts 

deep and wide 

the floods 
the thoughts 
therain 
the creed 
the sky 
thesky! 
the parting 

the clearing 

the way-away-and 
the ground 

drinking 
drinking 

drinking 

deborah zawadzki 



"the Fourth of July" 

11/24/93 

I mourn bitterly 
insilence-
Therocks, 
dry wine, 
scratchy,woolblanket 

and ~:=t ~~e~:'.ng person 

Engage in meaningless banter 
while the hard bed 
grows harder 
and the vibrant stars 

twinkle more vibrant 
Soneatlyarranged­
clean un-complications 
but mere denial 
of Our 

impossible dream 
Toss back another 
dixie cup of Zinfandel­
Now tipsy enough 
kiss and pretend, 
Now drunk, 

kiss and believe. 
Companions wander 
against backdrop 
of dark ocean and cliffs, 
A full moon 
draws deeper desolation, 
Fascinating fecundity, 

furious infatuation. 
My body pulses hotly 
with wine, 
ljumpandioin 
a home set lirework­
Glide gracefully with stars 
fora breathtaking instant, 
Fiule 

smoky and forgotten 
Hypnotizing moon beams 
dancewithgentleswells­
A glimmering band 
of angels 
kiss and befriend 

murky death 
What was it 
my horoscope predicted 
for tonite'sglitz? 
I wonder 

alone. 

j.scarlettclark 

Friendship 
on a 

Trampoline 

One full thrust and reaction begins 
Hands clench, knees bend 

Preparation for Impact 
withthethin,blackskin 

that springs our souls into the indigo sky 
Peering into your jovial eyes 

meup, 
you down 

"P 
down 

"P 
down 

searching for constancy 
in the continual thrill 
of soaring and sinking 
like laughter and tears 

laughter and fears 
Beckoning, "Higher! Higher!" 

songs of joy escape us in damp mist 
untilone'srhythmislostinascream 

panic-limbs flail 
{the edge isso close) 
Two arms reach out 

Two arms catch 
a moment's pause-steady 
~nd we are still, ~upporting 
1nacold,dark,s1lentworld 

Butthatonefullthrust 
initiates movement and warmth, 

eyesofmirthshininglight, 
and shared revelry 

(cycles of teetering on the brink) 
we are only on thresholds 

of Open doors 

nadine skorohod 



looking for a clean place to sit at the bus station 

i am always in the middle of going somewhere, 
perfecting my own brand of poverty. 
i longed to get inside my religion, 
soi slid between the walls of this church and 
emergedbreathlessandshakingonmyknees 

but then i got a job in retail 

i am always in the middle of going somewhere 
likeamuteJohntheBaptist. 
last week some pagans asked me if i was 
born again 
i could only point dumbly at the signpost 
stillwetwithfreshpaint, 
and say, smiling, "have a nice day" 

i am in the middle of going somewhere, 
mercifullystuckinapocketofdelay. 
iam not grateful, but curious, i have tried 
tocreatemyownrulesuntilpride 
overwhelms my spirit: a forest rises 
from this squirrel's hoard 
no,iamnotthankfulforthis 
iknow 
that my time has not yet come. 

i am in the middle of going somewhere 
1wasyoung 
iwatched theelderlyrockbackandforthinchurch, 
likethepenitenttreeshangingoverthishighway, 
and inoticethesehandsonthesteeringwheel 
arenotmine.sometimesitissodark 
therearviewmirrorgetssoblackthat 
iamafraidtoseeanything 

kathrynduhamel 

photography by jin kye 



Lunch with Zelda 

Youstepdownoffthetable 
And settle back into your seat 
Justintimetopopopen 
Thenewbottleofchampagne 
Which arrives compliments 
Ofthemenatthebar 
Who were so taken 
By your performance. 

You fill our flutes 
And I tell you that 
I, too, believe 
In the philosophies 
Of popular songs 

Then you look 
Atme 
Through me 
Beyond me 
(Oh,toonlyseewhatyousee!) 
And you ask me: 
"lflwerealivetoday 
Who would I be?" 

I say that it's the question 
I intended to ask you. 

Butthemannerinwhich 
You sip your champagne 
Tellsmethatyouarenot 
Asdesperatefortheanswer 
Aslam,I 

Who drink away 
The rest of your bottle, 
Wanting nothing more 
Than for you (or someone 
So much like you) 
Toclimbbackontothetable 
And inspire me. 

joe longo 

Millicent 

n hate Iowa. We moved there when I was five and I hated it then too. We have a 
small farm and, like everyone else, we grow corn and raise a few cows and pigs. 
My ol~er sister Sally loves ~ur farm. Loves all the muck and hard work and hay. I 
think 1t sucks. There's nothing but corn and cows for miles around. Sally and my 

mother talk about buying a few more acres so Sally will have it when she gets married 
She doesn't even have a boyfriend 

I'm only twelve but I know a lot for my age. My best friend Claire showed me how to 
wear make-up and do my hair. Her mother taught us how to walk down the halls at 
school so as to be noticed. Claire even showed me how to make my boobs look bigger 
with a couple of bunched up tissues. Her mother bought her a padded bra so she doesn't 
have to use the tissue technique anymore. When we get ourselves all put together and 
dressed up right, we can pass for least fourteen, sometimes fifteen with a good size bunch 
of tissues 

My father is the only one that still calls me Millicent. Everyone else just calls me Milly. I 
dream about changing my name to something glamorous. Something like Isabella. A 
name that will be remembered long after I've glided out the door. People would turn to 
each other and say in a whisper, "There goes that beautiful girl Isabella. Can you believe 
sheusedtoliveinlowa?" 

Sally just turned seventeen. My parents taught her how to drive and she asked for a 
tractor for her birthday. They got it for her. A huge, bright yellow monster of a tractor. I 
gave her a barrette with little diamond-like jewels glued to it. I know she didn't like it. She 
was too busy admiring the seat of her new tractor to even notice that the stones were 
green like her eyes. She'll never wear it. If she did, I know she'd look real pretty. My 
mother says Sally is real pretty on the inside. I say with a little lipstick and some hairspray 
that she'd be able to show it on the outside too. After all, boys aren't going to bother 
looking at her insides 

I didn't get any of the things I had asked for for my birthday. I wanted a pair of pumps 
and got tennis sneakers instead. I asked for a cassette tape player and got a portable am­
fm radio. Country music during the day and nothing but the latest, up to minute corn 
reports during the evening. Claire gave me a string of pearls that her aunt gave to her and 
her mother bought me the thick new spring issue of Vogue. Matthew Peterson, he goes to 
school with me and Claire, gave me a bouquet of wild flowers. I like Matthew. 

Last year when Claire was sick with the chicken pox, Matthew and I skipped school. 
We went down to the creek near his grandparent's house and went swimming and ate 
our lunches in the loft of their barn 

"Ya know what I think?" Matthew asked me 
"What?" 
"lthinktoday'soneofthem perfect day kind of things." 
I bit into my tuna sandwich. "Yeah. Today's the best," I said. 
'We should skip more" 
"What about Claire?" I asked. "We can't just forget about her." 
Matthew looked at me and then took a swig from his bottle of Coke. "I know. I like 

Claire just like you do but sometimes it's nice when it's just me and you." 
"Really?" 
"Yeah," he said. "You know what else I think?" 
"What?" 
"I think that you're the prettiest girl in all of Louis Armstrong Junior High." 
I thought he had to be kidding around with me. Nobody had ever said anything like 

that ever before. "Prettier than Cindy Kelly?" 
He nodded. "Way prettier," he said with a smile. "And a whole lot nicer." 



"You mean it?" 
Matthew smiled wider. "Every word of it," he said as he handed me his Coke 
1 took a sip and realized that Matthew was tellin~ th_e truth. He wou!d never lie to me. 

Besides Ctaire, he was the next person I could trust with Iust about anything. He pushed 
himself closer to me and kind of inched his fingers into the hay toward mine. I wasn't 
nervous really. He looked me in ~he e_yes for a few seconds and then kissed me, really ~olt!Y 
on my lips. It felt like he was whispering, only really really closely. And real slow too. Like In 
those black and white movies they show on Sunday afternoons. I could feel my stomach 
flop over like it had on the Spider ride at the fair last year. It was weird. I wanted to make 
sure I remembered it all so I could write it down in my diary when I got home later. 

My parents don't know that II:t Matthew kiss me. lf_they knew they would prob~~ly 
send me to a nunnery somewhere m the remotest corn fields of Iowa. It would be a living 
hell. But my parents really like Matthew, so that's good. He comes over and helps my dad 
sometimes with the corn or the fencing or the animals. My dad says he's the son he never 
had. Sally hates it when he talks like that. I don't think she likes Matthew very much. 
Maybe it's because she thi~ks he's my boyfriend. Or maybe it's ~cau~e ~henever he's 
around my dad gets out his baseball glove and helps Matthew with his pitching. At any 
rate,lknowmysisterisjealous 

On Friday, Matthew came over to help and stayed for dinner._ Aft~rward, we women 
did the dishes and they pitched a few balls. When my dad came In w,t~ a sore shoulder, 
Matthew and I headed for the loft. Most times we stay up there until nightfall. We talk 
and look for shooting stars and sometimes he kisses me 

"Do you think we'll ever leave Iowa?" he said. 
I flopped over onto my stomach and shrugged. "Beats me," I said. 'All I know is that I 

hate it here enough to never want to come back when I get older." 
"Me too." 
"Whatdoyouhateaboutit?" I asked him 
"ldon'tknow.ltdoesn'thaveanyexcitement." 
"Yeah. There isn't any glamour. Corn and cows, but no glamour. New York," I told 

him, "now that's a place that I'd like to see." 
"Why New York?" 
"I thinkitwouldbenice." 
"And they got ocean," Matthew added 
"Yeah, thatmustbesocool." 
"My aunt and uncle brought me back some seashells from_ their tr_ip to New En~land 

They went to Maine and New York and to New Jersey. They said that It was really n1Ce 
there,"Matthewsaid 

"That'swherelwanttogothen, it's decided." 
"If we had a million bucks then we could go," he sighed. 
"You'll come with me won't you?" I asked. "I'd have to go see the ocean and 

it wouldn't be very much fun if I didn't have you there with me." 
"Of course I'd go," he said, taking a hold of my hand and kissing it. "We'd go 

to the ocean and put our feet in it." 
"How about a Broadway play? Would you want to do that, too?" 
"Sure,"Matthewsaid 
"I'd have to let Claire come out and visit us. She wants to go shopping at Macy's 

and then go out for lunch at one of those fancy little raw fish places.'' 
"That's gross." 
"I think it would be cool," I said "No parents, no school, no Cindy Kelly and 

especially no Sally." 

"Hey, hey, did you see that?" 
I climbed to my knees and followed Matthew to the window of the loft. 

"What was it?" 
"A shooting star," he said pointing to where it had been. "Want to share the wish?" 
"No, you saw it, you have it. I'll get the next one." 
When I finally did see another shooting star, I made my wish for bigger boobs as soon 

as possible. I remembered this wish only a few days ago. I was getting dressed in the 
bedroom I share with Sally one day. She came walking in just as I was putting a giant 
handful of tissues into place. She stood there and laughed at me. Said I should try my 
father's wool socks instead. What was worse was when she told my mother. Later that 
same day, right in the middle of Franklin's Pharmacy, my mother started telling me that 
she and ~ally were once smal~ like me and that they would gr~~ in time. I knew they 
woul~. I I~st wanted them a httle_sooner was all. I was so humiliated. Cindy Kelly was 
standing In the cough and cold aisle and had heard the whole thing. 

I faked a fever that night and alarmed my mother into letting me stay home from 
school. The thought of seeing Cindy Kelly and her perfectly well shaped bosom was 
eno~gh to make me throw up. After a few trips t~ the toilet, l knew my case was air tight. 
But It wouldn't last forever. The next day I was going to have to face Cindy Kelly. 

t dressed carefully that morning. My dad's freshly laundered wool socks awaiting their 
maiden voyage. With my shirt tucked into my skirt I strode over to check out the 
development. What I saw looking back at me was not a girl of twelve but a woman of 
fourteen.lwasreadyforanything 

By the time the first bell rang, I thought I was going to pass out. It had been a joke 
!he ~hol: wool socks thing was one big laugh o_n me. There I was hovered over my desk 
'.n Miss _Mrl~s• English class trying to jab_ my pencil at the well ~ounded B cup. My chest 
itched like It had been covered with po,son ivy. I squirmed, shimmied and shook like an 
animal in a frenzy. Looking over my shoulder I could see Cindy Kelly enjoying the show. 

l had to break free. During study hall I managed to slip out to the girls' bathroom. 
Every stall was occupied. I had only five minutes to get back to my seat before Mrs. 
Killingly sent someone out looking. Desperation propelled me to the paper towel 
dispenser. The industrial strength brown paper glared and laughed back at me as I ripped 
off a few feet of it. Out came the socks and in went the paper towel. Two big handfuls, 
rounded into balls as best as I could. I was doomed 

I pressed my books up against my chest and knew within seconds that even this 
would not do the trick. Claire must've noticed too. On the way to lunch a few hours later 
she asked me what was wrong 

"Wool socks," I whispered. 
Her eyes came popping out of her face and a laugh emerged from her mouth. 

"You actually tried it?" 
I nodded. "Stupid, huh?" 
"See Cindy anywhere?" 
"Only in English class this morning," I sighed. "She knows, Claire. My life is over." 
We walked the rest of the way in silence. The paper towels were jabbing me through 

the heart with every s1ep we took. I knew I wouldn't be able to keep up with the charade 
"Claire, I've got to stop,"' I said, shifting my books around as the crinkling sounded 

from beneath my shirt. "My boobs are killing." 
'What've you got in there now?" 
"Paper towels," I mumbled, veering off toward the bathroom 
"You should've just stayed with the tissues."' 
This was impossible for Claire to understand. She had the proper padding. I didn't. 



I ducked into an open stall and began the process of bunching up some toilet paper 
Why don't you just ask your mom to buy you one like .mine?" C!aire asked 
"She would never. My mom's so uncool about those kmds of thmgs." 
"Maybe my mom could get you one." 
"You think she could?" I asked 
"I could ask her." 
I emerged fully toil~t papered and plenty more comfortable. "That wo_uld be the best." 
The toilet beside mme flushed and my worst nightmare strode out. Cindy Kelly stood 

before the full length mirror and s~oothed down her shirt into_ her jeans. Claire and I 
went to the sinks and began washmg our hands. I wanted to die. I knew she was showing 
offherset 

"Maybe we could work on that later tonight," Claire said softly. 
"Yeah." 
"Work on what?" Cindy asked. "Making a more realistic set?" 
I started to laugh. "More realistic set of what?" I asked. 
"Oh, you know, Millicent," Cindy purred, taking out her cherry lipgloss and rolling 

it over her lips. "Breasts. The things you don't have yet." 
Claire gripped the side of the sink and looked at me in the mirror over it. 

"Cindy, why don't you just shut up." 
"Right," Cindy nodded. She wasn't going to just walk away from this. I knew ~he 

hated me the first day we met in second grade. There wasn't any way she was gomg to 
let this opportunity go 

"Hey, at least we shave our legs and all. I don't know about you Milly, but I'd rather 
be flat and bare than look like a monkey," Claire said suddenly. 

Cindy's face became expressionless, as did mine. Sh: didn't sha~e her leg~? This fact 
had never been revealed to me before. I never knew Claire knew this about Cmdy. 

"Shaving isn't healthy," Cindy yelled back. "My mother says it will give you cancer." 
"Really? Try telling that to all the women of the world," Claire said. "And by the way, 

you think you're so hot wearing pantyhose and tights and all. Well, news flash. Even a 
pair of jeans couldn't hide that much hair. And I'm not the only one that knows it either. I 
heard Jason Gifford talking about how gross hairy legs were on a girl to the entire 
basketball team. And you know who's name came up? Yours." 

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I didn't think Claire had It in her. Cindy Kelly 
must've thought the same thing. There she was crying her eyes out in front of us. 

"Come on, Milly," Claire said, taking me by the arm to drag me away. "We wouldn't 
wanttocatchanyofherticks" 

I never thought my own sister was capable of doing something like the wool socks 
thing to me. After the episode in the bathroom, I knew things with Cindy Kelly were 
going to be okay. Claire wouldn't let anything bad happen to me. But, still, it would never 
have happened had Sally not come barging in on me when I was changing that day. I 
decided to just avoid Sally for a little while. She really was a pain. My mom says that it's 
PMS or something like that. She says that I'll be acting like that before long too. I told her 
I would never let myself get to that point. She just laughed at me. 

"So, you ever going to fill me in on why you aren't talking to me?" Sally asked once I 
had shut my light off to go to bed. 

"Not really." 
"How about just giving me a clue then." 
"Wool socks," I said slowly and turned over onto my stomach. 
"You actually did it?" 
"Yes." 

Sally started to laugh. "Milly, I knew you were stupid but this one takes the cake." 
"Leave me alone," I mumbled, pulling my sheet up over my head 
I could hear her bed creak as she sat up. "I'm sorry, Milly, really. I never thought you'd 

actuallygothroughwithit." 
"Well, I did._ I thought maybe you knew of a better way and were trying to help me. 

Likelettingme1nonyoursecret." 
"Nope. I didn't have to stuff anything when I was your age," she said 
I sat up and turned on my light. "You think I'll ever have bigger boobs, Sally?" 
"Sure," she said. "Just be patient." 
"I know." 
"You poor thing," Sally laughed. "You must've been itchy all day." 
"I was but they really looked good," I laughed despite myself. "I could actually 

fill a Bcup" 
"Impressive." 
''Yeah," I sig_hed. "Hey, Sally, remember that barrette I got you for your birthday? 

Are you ever going to wear it?" 
"Surelwi1I." 
"Because I made it so it would match your eyes. Nobody can see your eyes the way 

you wear your hair. If you pulled it back into the barrette people could see your eyes. You 
could show them off." 

"Where'd you learn that?" Sally asked. 
"Claire's mom taught us," I said. "I could do it for you in the morning if you'd like." 
"We'll see." 
"Okay." 
"Milly?" Sally asked. "I really am sorry about your boobs." 
"I know you are." 
I saw another shooting star just the olher night and wished for not only the boob 

thing but for a way out of Iowa. I still want that as well. Claire, me and Matthew talk 
about it every now and then. We dream about Macy's and oceans and seashells and 
boobs. That one's my dream. We figure maybe we can try going to college out there. just 
the three of us. Maybe Salty will come out and visit us once and awhile. She's been 
wearing my barrelte lately the way I showed her. My dad told her just this afternoon that 
he's never realized just how green her eyes were before. And Sally's been teaching me how 
to drive the tractor. When I sit up there I like to pretend that I'm in my new BMW 
convertible and I'm driving down the highway. Of course my boobs are a lot bigger then 
too 

maureentremblay 
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A Few More Miles 

We called it California and planned a trip that way 
for months, 
decidingtoleavejustafewdaysbeforetheend 
of March, expecting to stay 
through summer, having worked twice as hard that fall 
sold two 
bureaus and a slightly slanted bed frame made out of 
a sturdy material 

gone green, but saved from its usual place 
in the garage 

anditseventualweatherbeating,thinkingwe'dactually 
make it 
by February that year, but I stayed back East 
with my brother 
until the snow melted and 1 could catch a train on time 
tomeetupwithhim 
in Denver's springtime, intent only on hot springs 
and hiking; 
I remembered then the first time I met with a mountain, 
walking backwards until 
I backed right up against it, the face tracing its features 
on my damp tank top. 

And he remembered it too, explaining that this time we 
should start with a list 
we would only wear cut-offs and t-shirts, never shaving 
and I wouldn't 
wear a bra; he decided not to cut his hair until it covered 
half his back, 
if we made it that far. I remembered him laughing 
at the train station, 

convincing me again that two thousand miles by train 
wouldn't seem that way, 
but the worst of it was over, so I couldn't mention Houston 
(the eight hours 
of delay and derail scare with additional postponements) 
when he told me 

it was only a few more miles from there to California, 
not mentioning 

thefriendthatsatinthebackseatwheremybags 
should have been; 
but we were alone by Salt Lake and followed the direction 
ofthelazy 

fly fisherman who sold us maps (I insisted that we didn't 
need a map) 
and traced neatly a continuing route on interstate eighty, 
forgetting Nevada completely, 
like the room I left with my mother to fall off into 
the Atlantic Ocean, 
I didn't care, the door was locked and it wouldn't disturb 
the rest of the house, 
the key kept somehow around my neck, cold against my chest, 
while1sat 
nearlyglacialinthebeachsandofnorthernCalifornia, 
its coolness 
and hardness something I didn't think even the sun could warm. 

kristin coia 
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Passenger 

I 
ill doesn't like high school and neither do I. I don't know anyone who likes 
reading the Romantics an.d failing algebra. _I thin~ that school's only for those 
kids who are going to grow up to wear white shirts and carry leather 
briefcases that match their shoes. Not Will and me, we don't wear white, and 

we don't match. We skip school after fourth period, so we don't have to read Blake or 
figure out what x and y equal. lnstea~, we walk down to Thayer Street. We get a 
couple of slices of pepperoni at Ronz1o's to eat on our way across the street to In Your 
Ear. 

"Damn, would you look how expensive this is? Christ!" I hear him say over the 
Alice in Chains song played throughout the small store. Will holds up some CD 
between his grease stained fingers. It's so_me unknown underground b_and that you 
never hear of unless you come across their CD somewhere. The cover 1s a coll~ge of 
black and white photos of half-naked women, probably the only reason Will picked 
it out. In the upper corner a white sticker reads SlS.99, and l_shrug my shoulders. 
It isn't a CD I want, not even for the cover. He goes back to flipping through the S's. 
I don't see him put the CD back, but no alarms go off when we lea~e either. 

"What do you wann~ do?" he asks me when we're b~ck standing on Thayer 
Street. It's cold and snow 1s expected, but the clouds continue to pass by the sun 
without stopping. 

"I don't know." I watch peopl~ pass_us by feeling invisible except to ':"ill. 
"Where do you wanna go?" I ask him, thinking no one else can hear n:ie e1th~r. 

He looks around as though he doesn't know where the question 1s coming 
from and begins crossing the street. "I don't know. Let's [ust hang out at my house, 
no one's home right now." 

"Yeah." I follow him across the street. We don't have anything better to do 
anyway. We never have anything better to do, but we always want something better 
When we're in school, we think it's better to be on Thayer Street. When we're on 
Thayer Street, we think there has ~o be someplace better, but there never i_s. 

We cross Charles Street heading towards Douglas Avenue. We're cutting 
throu_gh the ~arriot parking lo.t ':"hen I see _the M~rcedes cou~ left running in the 
handicap parking space. It's shining black, hke it's 1ust been polished, and the 
engine's running softly and powerfully. 

"That's what we need," I half-laugh and nod my head in the direction of the car. 
"Sowecangetthehelloutofhere." 

Will slows his pace to stare at the car he apparently missed seeing. "So why 
don't we take it," he says, scanning the parking lot 

"Yeah, right." I keep walking, hoping he'd follow. 
"Come on, no one's looking." He's already heading towards the car. 
"What're you doing?" I stop walking long enough to see him walk up to the 

driver side door. He leans on the car looking through the window and lets his hand 
slide down to find the handle. He lifts it slowly probably not expecting it to open; 
but when it does, a wave of classical music comes crashing to his feet like a dam 
breaking. He stands before the open door and turns to me with a burning red face 
and bright eyes. 

"Well," he pauses, "you coming?" His ::hest heaves almost violently as if 
breathing is painful to him 

1 don't answer him but feel a thin film of sweat forming on my forehead and 
upper lip. I look into the hotel lobby. A man in a dark business suit carrying a 
briefcase that matches his shoes stands before the desk leaning on one hand and 
tapping a credit card against the counter. The collar of his white oxford shirt sticks 
up above the collar of his suit jacket. The man behind the counter is on the phone 
scribbling something below the counter. I turn back to Will still beside the car 
waiting for an answer. He slips into the driver's seat and watches me through the 
rearview mirror with the car door open. 

I lick my dry lips with a tongue that feels even drier. I don't know what it was 
that I heard first, the man behind the counter hanging up the phone or Will 

unlocking the passenger side door, but I run without direction like a scared rabbit. 
I don't want to be seen standing in that parking lot with Will in the car 

Will's already backing out of the space when I open the door and slide in 
on the bucket seat. The smell of leather and the sound of classical music assails me. 
So much warm air is being blown into my face I have to push the vents away. 

Will takes the first Interstate 95 exit so we're heading north without speaking 
to each other. He drives with two hands wrapped so tightly around the steering 
wheel that his knuckles are white and his veins bulge. His eyes are as bright as 
headlights, and he focuses them on the gray stretch of highway ahead of us. 
1 watch behind us for any police cars. 

"See anything?" he asks between deep breaths. 
"No, no one's following us, " I say, swallowing hard. Christ, I need a drink 

I cover my face and feel the car accelerate. When I finally look at him, his eyes are no 

~~~~~;:0~
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~~i,_ahead of us but darting back and forth from the highway to the 

"We just need to get to Massachusetts that's all," he says as though 
reassuring himself 

"Where do we go from there?" I ask always keeping my eyes on the highway 
before us just in case some cop is out. 

"I don't know." We still have four exits ahead of us before we reach 
Massachusetts. Will releases one hand from the steering wheel and starts hitting 
the preset buttons on the radio 

"What is this shit?" he says to almost every button he presses. "You find 
something," he snaps, "I'm driving." He checks the rearview mirror again. 

I lean toward the radio to find some decent station. I tune to some country 
music station and I hear Will say, "fuck it." He throws the CD, minus its plastic 
wrapping, into my lap. I slide it into the CD player and press the play button. 
When the music comes up loud, fast and chaotic, I think, not even for the cover. 

From the corner of my eye I see him pull out a pack of Winstons from his 
jacket pocket. He sticks one in his mouth without offering me one. He fumbles 
for the ashtray, finally finds it without looking and pulls it out. The lighter's in there, 
and he pushes it in. He probably stole that pack of Winstons from his mom, because 
he'sbeenstealingthemfromhersinceseventhgrade. 

He picked up his first cigarette out of the ashtray, half-used, with a ring of 
bright lipstick. He pinched it between his thumb and the tip of his index finger 
studying each end as though he weren't sure which one to put in his mouth. A few 
black ashes drifted back to the ashtray, and Will stuck the cigarette between his thin 
lips covering the lipstick stain. It bobbed up and down in his mouth as he tried to 
catch it with the yellow-blue flame from one of his mom's novelty lighters. When he 
finally lit it, he greedily inhaled and choked. He pulled it out of his mouth, still 
coughing with his eyes watering. 

"Here you try," he coughed the words out while passing t.he cigarette to me 
I held it as he did between my thumb and index finger thinking that was the 

way to hold a cigarette. I studied it much the same way he did until the sight of it 
filled my eyes and the smoke filled my nostrils. 

"Go on, Chris, what're you waiting for?" He laughed a little but then balled 
his right hand into a fist to pound t_hose last few coughs_out. 

t closed my eyes, found my lips and pushed the cigarette in without inhaling. 
I couldn't do it, so I pulled it out and crushed it in the ashtray. 

"Hey, that was still good!" he protested 

We're into Massachusetts so I think we'll be getting off the highway soon 
"No way. We gotta get the hell away from Rhode Island,,. he says. 
"So where are we going then?" 
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"Christ! Would you stop asking me that. I told you already, I don't know yet,'' 

h~ says impatie~Uy. I stop. lookin~ ahead of me and start lookin.g out the side 
windows watching the exits coming towards me. Three, four, five. 

When we pass Interstate 495, he asks me almost apologetically, 
"Wheredoyouwannago?" 

I didn't expect the question, so 1 just answer, "You're driving," without 
looking at him 

"So you don't wanna go any place?" he snaps 
"I don't know where to go," I say defensively. There's nothing along the 

highway but dying pine trees and birches stripped of their leaves, some stripped 
of their bark. We continue on without talking. Time seems to stretch on as long and 
gray as Interstate 95. I know we can't drive forever, but I'm afraid that the longer we 
drive and the further we go, the more trouble it'll cause us 

"You wanna go to Boston?" I ask him, "Maybe we could go to Tower Records 
or something. You know, just leave the car there and take the train home 
or something" 

"No," he flatly replies. 
"What do you wanna do with the car?" But he doesn't answer. 
"Then where do you wanna go?" I ask, annoyed that he didn't answer me 
"I just wanna get away." He half-raises his shoulders then lets them drop back 

down like dead weight 
"We have," I whisper, not sure ii I want him to hear me or not. He lights 

another cigarette, and I settle back in my seat and fold my arms across my chest. 
I turn my face into my shoulder and breath in the smoke and leather. My eyelids fall 
to half-mast keeping everything out of my sight except the lines of the highway 
running alongside of us 

In the sideview mirror I recognize the radar of an unmarked police car flying 
up behind us. We're cruising at 70 mph in the left lane. The cop pulls up so close I 
can feel him watching us. "Oh shit! Will. There's a cop behind us!" I cry. My mouth 
goes dry again, and I can't swallow. "What the hell are we gonna do?" I look to Will 
to save us. There's a quick flash of blue but no sound. I want Will to get us out of this 
car.lwishforthefirsttimethatwe'dnevergotteninit. 

"Just shut up!" he screams at me. He eases up on the gas pedal and I feel the 
car decelerate. J hear the directional, and the car switches lanes almost automatically. 
The cop pulls up beside us without looking then passes us. I start breathing again. 
The cop never looks back at us 

"We gotta get rid of this car," I say looking at Will 
Somewhere west of Boston, he pulls the car off into a Mobil station. He gets 

out to pump, and I get out to stretch my legs 
"Where are you going?" He sounds angry. 
"Nowhere. I was just stretching my legs, but I think I'm thirsty." I take a couple 

of steps toward the mini-mart 
"No way!" he cries and leaves the pump to come around the front of the car. 

He steps in front of me and pushes me against the hood of the car looking down at 
me. lfeeltheheatoftheengineburningmyback.Hiseyeshavelosttheirbrightness 
and have begun to cloud over. His face burns like my back, and his arms are kept at 
his side as though restrained. They seem to tremble without his knowing it. 

"You're not going anywhere and leaving me with this car! This was your 
fucking idea, and you're not leaving me!" His lips don't move as he speaks the words, 
and he doesn't have to tell me to get back in the car. I roll to my right always keeping 
my eyes on him for any sudden moves. I slide along the side of the car on my back 
groping for the door handle. When I'm back in the passenger seat with my door still 
open, he returns to the pump 

Where the hell am I going to go? I think, I don't even know where the hell 
we are. I slam my door and shake the car. 

When he's finished, he opens the driver side door and stares at me as he pulls 

the keys with their Hertz key chain from the ignition. I watch him go into the store 
to pay, and I'm angry with myself for not pushing him back. But then I guess I never 
pushed back no matter what he did to me. 

He dropped a Snickers and a Hershey bar in my hand. "Put these 
in your pocket." 

"What?" I hadn't even decided what I wanted yet. 
"B.efore she !ooks. Come on." He was taking t~e candy bars out of my hand 

and puttm.g th~m into my pockets. ~he woman behind the cash register was too 
busy stacking c,garette boxes to notice us standing down the candy aisle. Her radio 
was tuned to some call-in talk show that drowned out even the street traffic outside 

"Follow me." He led me to the end of the aisle to the cold drinks. He picked 
out a.can of Coke and. turned tom~. "I've only .got enough for me," He shrugged 
opening the can "Wait for me outside." He smiled knowingly. 

I walked past the cashier who was tuning the radio for better reception. I was 
a.fraid to look her way. I would have walked out with my back to her, if walking 
sideways weren't so suspicious looking. 

''Will that be all?" Her words followed me out the door. 

He doesn'~ as.k. me if I want to drive. He just gets in the driver's seat and jams 
the key into the 19rnt1on .. He takes .us back out onto 95. It's worse than driving cross­
country on a family vacation, passing every exit asking, "Are we there yet?" 

"No, Chris, a~other hour," my dad said. "Why don't you and Will play that 
game, you know, with the license plates." 

I shook my head no and look~d al Will. The summer sun was coming through 
the open window, and he was burnmg up under it. "Dad, I think Will's sick." 

He looked up in the rearview mirror and saw Witt, head back against the seat 
and eyes dos~ to keep the sun out. "He's fine, probably just sleeping. Look, Chris, 
there's an Ohio plate." 

I ignored my dad and looked at Will not really believing he was asleep. I 
pinched his elbow, and he jerked back lo life. 

"Hey!" He looked around disoriented. "Goddamn, aren't we there yet?" 
"Watch what you say in this car, young man," my dad said in the rearview 

mirror. I was embarrassed that my father would speak to Will that way, so t rolled 
my eyes at Will whose head was already back against the seat again. 

The signs overhead read New Hampshire and Maine. I don't know where he's 
taking me, but soon the exit signs will be reading one, two, three again. It's 
December, and the afternoon sun is fading into a horizon of highway and trees. 
Will's teardrop shaped face is like a rock. He is undisturbed. 

"So, are we there yet?" task sarcastically, bul I don't want to took at him for his 
reaction. He doesn't answer me. I don't think he's listening to me but to something 
else. I try to hear it, too. I block out all sound, even the engine. Will turned the radio 
off almost an hour ago. I ignore the cars around us and hear it faintly at first. It's the 
sound of the wheels running on asphalt. They hum monotonously, but it's a hypnotic 
hum, almost electric. It is familiar, and yet I've never heard it before. 

It's the only sound I can hear, and 1 lose myself in those wheels. Thousands 
of revolutions per minute. They spin on eternally going anywhere, every.,vhere and 
nowhere at once. They spin so fast they probably look as though they're standing 
still. It isn't until millions of revolutions later that I realize he has driven me into the 
dark where unsteady rhythms of light come at us from all sides, all red, redder and 
blaring white. 

tara hall 
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illu,rr:uion by todd li11dema11 

Queen of Divine Providence 

On hangover morning 
crisp cool sunlight 
was breathing through 
thin faded curtains. 
My blanket kept me 
cozy in the chill 
as I stood looking out 
windows at Providence 
Recalled the night before 
whenwalkingblueneonstreets 
atnighttimewastherighttime. 
The boom of the music 
shook the pavement 
and our hips 
Sol was laughing 
while we were swaying 
and the music playing. 
Didn't matter that 
lwasbarelymakingtherent 
andstillwentchasingfun 
downtown 
This old city wore its grime 
like a king would. 
I saw it out of my windows 
even in this daylight. 
My blanket became my robe 
for I was still 
Queen of Providence 
this morning. 
This city could tell 
some tales of history 
(and a few of me). 
The fog in my brain 
luseasacrown 
for nightlife 

eileenjames 
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