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The Outing 
GINNY DREW HER BATH AS hot as she 

could take it, and tasted the salt bead­

ing on her upper lip. She scrubbed briskly 

with a pink washcloth that her little sister 

had bought her for a bridal shower gift six 

years ago. She scoured her arms and legs 

the same way she would a greasy pot of 

spaghetti sauce in her Uncle Larry's diner. 

yet she couldn't feel the bristles of the bath 

brush or the heat of the bath water. She 

thought about something she read in a mag­

azine once about how compulsive people do 

things like this. Scrub themselves until they 

bleed, or wash their hands a thousand times 

a day 

Josh and Mickey watched pre-season Sunday 

Night Football in the basement with the sound 

off while Josh·s wife took a bath upstairs. Since 

high school, they always watched football to­

gether. drinking Ballentine Ale from cans and 

providing each other with play by play. As kids. 

they would snatch Mickey's dact·s beers from 

cheextrafridgeintheirbasement. Now Josh 

always made sure his own home was well 

stocked. especially once the playoff season 

approached.Josh·swifcGinnyhadbcenbusy 

workingalldayandhedidn"twanttodisturb 

her as she unwound in the tub 

Flecks of dried skin nomed on the surface of 

the filmy bath water. A layer of tub steam rose 

anddriftedcowardsthevanity.attachingicsclf 

to the mirror. fogging the view. preparing to 

reduce Ginny's face into nothing more than a 

moistblurwhenshefinallysteppcdout. She 

!lipped over in the tub, laying faccdown. 

Slowly she lowered her face into the w:tter. 

blowing little bubbles with her and stayed there 

amoment.thcpressurcofthehotmouth.then 

with her nose. She held her breath. water pene­

trating her skin. causing her body co pulsate 

rapidly and deeply so that every beat surrounded 

her. The underwater bathtub world was quiet. 

murky. She envisioned the soap scum floating 

towards her body and attaching itself. She could 

staythisway.Justbreatheout.all the way. Then 

let the dirty bath waterseepdeepintoherlungs 

Ginnypoppedherheadupandkneltinthe 

mb. She stared at the yellow tile noticing the 

onset of some mildew spots. Too much upkeep 

in this house. Spencer had a woman come in and 

go over his whole house at least once a week 

His white marble bathtub was immaculate 

Showering off the suds and soap scum still 

left her skin a little slick. but al! traces of her day 

with Spencer were removed from her body. The 

smell of his cologne and soap and aftershave 

lotion. which he cold her chat he regularly pur­

chased whenever he was in Paris visiting clients 

She threw a towel around her and tossed her 

dirty clothes into the hamper. Opening the ham­

pcr again she decided to throw her jeans. he1 

sweater.herunderwear.especiallyherunder­

wear. into the washing machine before Josh 

could pick up another man's scent at the top of 

the laundry heap 

At half-time. the volume was turned back up 

on the set. Mickey crunched on preveb and 

washedthemdownwithbeer 

··can you believe it's already time for the out­

ing? I swear.cvcryyearthetimejustkeep,mO\­

ing faster. This fall Amy'll be in kinderg:men 

Kindergartcn.c:inyoustandit?" 

"Makes you feel like an old man. do1>n"t itT 

said Josh. "Supposed to be prctt) nice out tomor­

row though. perfect Labor Day \\Cather. Ginny·11 

love it. she', been working ~o damn man) hour-. 

ShouJ;,,,,,,. 
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sheneedsabreak·· 

"\Vell.Pallie.tha!'swhatbigshot lady exec­

utives do. Work their asses off. And yours does 

charity work on the side·• 

"I wish ~he'd tell Larry to get another sap IO 

bail him out. That diner·s going nowhere. But 

that's my wife. Doe~n·t want to make waves:· 

"r-.'1eanwhile.yougetstuckwashingthedish­

esatnight.right?''Mickeypunchedhischest 

andletoutasalami.pre1zelandbcerburp. The 

gamewasbackfromhalfJoshpressedthemute 

button 

Shestillfeltcoldafterthescaldingbath 

Shivering, she pulled on her robe, and tied it as 

tight as she could. no speck of flesh left to peek 

out. In the bedroom. she rubbed mint lotion 

over her arms and legs. A small bruise was 

staning to take shape on her left breast under 

thenippte.Spenceralwayslefthersore.buthe 

was usually careful not to leave marks.Josh 

was almost too gentle in comparison. Today 

Spencer had tied her hands 10 the bedpost with 

handkerchiefs, something she'd never imagined 

enjoying. Just tight enough so that she couldn't 

escapewhileheslammedintoher 

She lay on the bed with her robe open and 

thought about the places where Spencer had 

grabbed her The thought of his tongue on her 

body made her insides flutter and her mind drift 

into a sleepy satisfaction. But a sharp spasm to 

herbe\lystanledheroutofherfantasy. A 

panic, the sensation of worms boring their way 

through her stomach to her intestines took over 

her body. Josh could not discover the bruise 

She jumped off the bed and 10 the dresser. fling­

ing through the drawers until she found a baggy 

gray tee shin with a worn out Mickey Mouse 

laughing on the front. sweat pants and a thick 
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pair of socks. She tucked the shirt neatly into 

the pants. kept her robe on and crawled unde1 

the well worn comfoner Josh's parents gave 

them for an engagement gift. Maybe tomorrow 

night, artershe and Spencer spent the day on his 

boat sailing around the Newport harbor. when 

shemadethefinaldecisionthat life with him 

wasincomparabletolifewithJosh.thenshe'd 

announce to her husband that she was leaving. 

JoshandMickeycontinuedwa1chingthe 

game after the half-time show 

"No.she's coming. shc'sanolddiehard 

Plus she·s been through it before. you know. I 

talked to everyone this week and we·re meeting 

at thecampgroundsnoonish" 

'·Seems like Ginny and I arc the only ones 

not bringing our own little troupe of campfire 

boys and girls with us.'' Josh popped open 

a1101her beer. --1 thought by now we'd at least be 

ready for one·· 

'·You don't know what you·re missing,'' 

Mickey said. rolling hiseyestothetopofhis 

head until they almost disappeared. Packing 

everyone up. sending everyone to the bathroom. 

re-packing everyone, going to the car. loading 

everyone in. driving three blocks down the road, 

finding you forgot 10 go to the bathroom your­

self. then deciding whether to break the speed 

limit to get where you·re going or turn around 

and go back. Fun·· 

--vou love i1 and you know it. Ginny and I 

would love it too. I'm sure." 

--so what's the hold up? Go for it." Mickey 

reached over the empty beer cans for another 

handful ofpre11.els 

·•1tisn·11hateasy." 

"Oh. man. hey. rm sorry. I wasn't thinking 

like that. .. 
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"No, I don't think thal's the problem:· Josh 

slapped his buddy on the arm ... , just don't 

know ifGinny·s ready. Her career at the bank is 

really takingoffancl I don·, wam hertosacri­

ficethatright now·· 

Ginny lay tightly wrapped and clenching her 

pillow. She wished it was Spencer. and she was 

sprawled out on his king-size bed on the Ralph 

Lauren mahogany and emerald patterned bed­

spread gazing up at the antique Victorian light 

fixtures. The fireplace would be just nickering 

out as she drifted to steep in his arms. In the 

morning he would tell her he loved her. and she 

would come to live with him and go to the the­

ater and learn about opera and walk arm and 

arm with him into wine tasting parties 

Ginny had accepted Spencer's invitation to 

go sailing 1omo1Tow on The Krngerrand. It was 

his boat. which was really a yacht. but he sim­

ply referred 1oi1 by its given name. 

She had read books and listened to !apes 

about gening what you want. She was 1augh1 by 

many seminar leaders that reaching your goals 

was easier if you actually imagined yourself 

having already achieved them. Visualizing is 

what they called it. See yourself doing the thing 

that you want 10 do. and doing it successfully 

Ginny imagined herself out on Spencer's yacht. 

maybe meeting. no definitely meeting some of 

his friends. importam people. People who would 

offer her twice her salary to work for their 

Fortune 500 firms. On Monday she would give 

her notice at Security Bank and Savings and 

become a Wall Street trader. Uncle Larry would 

have to fend for himself and find someone else 

10 do the books and help in the kitchen on 

Thursday nights 

GinnyheardthestairscreekasJoshclimbed 

up to bed. She closed her eye~ tightly and 
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curled into the fetal position 

··sweethean. are you up?" Jo~h whispered 

and !ouched her shoulder. She didn't want to 

answer.butforcedagrun11okeephimfrom 

prodding her 

"Sorry Honey. goodnigh1. I just wanted to 

remind you aboul tomorrow," Josh sat on the 

end of the bed and pulled off his sneaker~ 

"What? What tomorrow?'" She broke imme­

dia1ely from her caterpitlar coma 

··Honey. our outing. It's tomorrow. You 

know. Labor Day?" Josh crawled into bed and 

curledupbehindhiswife.Shesatupandturned 

on the light 

''I'm not sure about tomorrow:· She blurted 

it out and closely watched her husband's 

response. She knew it wa:-. imponant not to ~tan 

an argument about this 

"What do you mean? Don't tell me Larry 

needs help again·· 

"No. not Larry." She searched her mind for 

an excuse. Now was definitely the \\rong time 

for the truth. And she did forget about the out­

ing. The annual hang out with all of the old 

friends from high :-.chool and college. People 

she ran out of conversation \\ ith fi\'e year-, ago 

People who were fun to party with in ,chool. 

but who now love living in a small t0\\ n \\ here 

the cultural highlight is the town Autumn Apple 

Fest. a country bumpkin :,,pcctacle where moth­

er~ look at the craft table~ and declare that the} 

can do better. Fatherscha:-.e their toddler- and 

:,,tuff them full of caramel apple, to keep them 

from screaming. The t0\\n :,,quarc ,\\arn1' \11th 

kids with goo smeared all 0\'er their face, and 

withemptycaramelapplc,tick,intheirgumm) 

hands. crying becau,e the re,t of the apple fell 

on the ground and ,omeonc ,teppcd on it. llic 



Pat Testa 

outing was just a:-:stimulating to Ginny. ju~t 

cakcawaythecrafbandtheclownspainting 

children·sraces 

The outing u~ed to be fun. when they were 

)Oungcr. Before everyone declared breeding a~ 

the ultimate expre~sion of their coming of age. 

Ginny knew there was ~o much more to do 

WorkingatSBSchangcdherperspective.Thc 

thrill of international trade. the gambles and 

risk~. the way that things happening in Japan 

could affect the ~cabilityofhcrclients. Of 

cour:-etheywerereally Spencer's clients: she 

worked in the mortgage division. But interna­

tional trading was on the same floor. And she 

was determined to get her foot in 

"Well.whatthcn?lsi1sorne1hingelse? 

Don't you want 10 goT Josh"s whole day would 

be ruined tomorrow without his wife there. 

Thcyhadn'tbeenablcwshareacupofcoffce 

together since she started working late nights 

and helping her uncle with the books. trying to 

save him from Chapter nine or eleven or what­

ever chapter it was chat said you were bankrupt 

Josh left thefinancestohiswife.prcfcrringto 

work on his history textbooks instead of balanc­

ing their accounts 

Ginny felt the worms gnawing at her 

intcstinesagain.thistimeworkingcheirwayup 

herinnardsandintohcresophagus. What to say 

withoutlcttingoutsomeclue.somedetailthat 

Josh could later piece together while roasting 

dogs with his friends tomorrow. causing him to 

nee the party to find his wife drinking mimosas 

andbangingherbrainsout with the most exci1-

ing man that anyoneeverme1 

"ljustdon·t know, Josh. 1 haven't really 

beenfeelingwcll."Ginnyrubbedherbellyand 

tried 10 look convincing. as if the worms were 
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really jus1 a good old fashioned case of the nu 

.. Thac·s because chat uncle of yours has you 

working too hard." Josh felt the knots in his 

wife's shoulders. "Look ;it you. you·re all 

tensed up. You probably need a day to 

unwind.·· 

Josh rubbed her so softly chat it only added 

10Ginny's nausea. She felt all of his weakness 

drip out of his fingertips and onto her shoulders 

Ginny needed passion. not drippy sentiment. 

She sat up. 

"No.Josh. It's more than that. I just feel like 

rve got some kind of flu or something. I felt 

really faint today and hnven't been able to keep 

anything down. I've felt like this fora while:· 

··Well. what do you think it is? Shouldn't 

you sec a doctor?"" Josh stopped rubbing and 

placedhishandcoGinny'sforchead 

"It's probably just an exaggerated case of 

PMS for all I know. You know how sick I get 

before my period. rm just a little late is all 

But tornorrow·s the first day I can just stay in 

bcdalldayandrest" 

JoshpanedGinny'sstomachlightly 

"Maybe chere·s a little somebody in there. Do 

you think?" He kissed the cop of her head and 

sherelurnedhisaffectionwithadeerinthc 

headlights look 

He'll never get it. she's thought. She visual­

ized them in divorce court. her with one of 

Spencer's high power attorneys. he sitting wi1h 

his~illy friend Mickeythepublicdcfende1 

He'd be smiling a sappy smile at her. saying. 

.. Sure. Ginny. You take the house and the cars 

and half my salary. As long as you're sure 

that's enough co make you happy." She'd spit 

onhimandhe'dthink ii was raining. 

Now hethinksshe·s pregnant because she's 
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sickened by the thought of~pending another 

Labor Day weekend with him and his suburban­

ized friends and their sticky cranky children 

She almost laughed out loud. but caught hcr~clf 

in time. Okay. she thought. I'll go along wi1h 

that. Maybe i1·11 get him off my back for the 

day 

Ginny wasn't especially good at lying. but 

shefounditgettingeasierandeasicrwithJosh 

Being with Spencer always made her feel 

guilty. beeauscsheknewthat none of it was 

really Josh's fault. For all of his interest in the 

gre:1tcventsofhistory,sheknewitpleascdJo:-h 

tobeagentlcobservcr. temperately judging ihe 

actionsofcharismaticpeopleastheyrcvolution­

izcdtheworld. Hisfairncss.hisintelligenceand 

the quiet strength inside him had always made 

her feel secure and loved. She blamed hen.elf 

for being bored with it all. But she had a c.i~te 

of something that she felt compelled to be a part 

of:and shedidn·1 need him to feel secure any­

more. She could conjure up her own power. 

with Spencer's help. Thi:- all made lying le,, 

difficult 

.. Wcll.Josh."shcfakedthcbcstpuppyeyc:­

s.hecould ... Actually.that what I was chinking·· 

She continued to rub her tummy. "But I didn·t 

want IO~ay anything until I wa, really sure ... 

She thought about how :she mu~t really lo\ e 

Spencer co throw her whole marriage away. 

Josh watched his. wife rub her lllmmy. She 

looked more beautiful than ,he did when chey 

firstmetinchemistryclas,.orattheSenior 

Prom. or on their wedding day. Her eyes gli,­

tened. she seemed co look away from him in a 

bashful. timid sort of way. It wa~ !his kind of 

intimacy that Josh lived for. It wa~ a moment 

when all he could do wa, hold Ginny·, hand. 
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because anything he said \\Ould ~ound too 

corny. and he didn't want to di,turb the feeling-. 

thathckncwthcybothsharcd 

.. Soyoudon·t mind. ifl ,tay home chis 

lime?" 

··1 can -,ta} with you Ginny. I don·, ha\e to 

go .. 

"No. Jo~h. You·\'e been looking forward 10 

this. I won't be much fun anyway. I'll ju~t be 

lying around here. maybe read a little:· She 

tried to ,ound calm and sleep) but the \\Onm 

wcrcmakinghcrheanrace.She\i,ualizcdhim 

at the outing 

ldon·tmindreally."Jo:-hpu,hedherhair 

back from her face 

"No. really. Go ha\e fun. I in,i,1. Nm\ go to 

sleep.'' She·, took his hand a\\a) and ga,e it a 

quick ki ...... before ,he placed it on hi, lap 

Goodnight •• 

W:1rrc11mixedapi1cherofllloodyr-.lar)·" 

while Spencer and r-.lonica la) ,lceping. The 

three had '-l>CIII the nigh! on The Krugerrand. 

;.tarting at the \\harfhitting the ,urrounding 

bar~. ;md tavern,. and crawling bad onto the 

yacht to where the) drankuntil,unri,e. Thq 

found a girl. Li,a. \\ithdark hro\\ll hair and 

darkcrc)C' that \\a, out with her girlfriend, on 

thcir\\Cekl) barhophu,bandhunc. B) chctimc 

.-.he <;taggercd off the Krugurmul the nc,t 

rnorning-.hc·,had,lcp1 \\ith:illofthem. She 

held her bunched black ,tocking, in her li,t a, 

,he crawled i1110 a cab. Her dre,-. \\a, ripped 

enough to look intentional. Her pantie, \\Crc 

,tuffed in10 her pur-c 

·Wakeup,leep}head...:·warrcn,qut·e,cd;1 

lemon over Spencer and Monic:1. "C-111011 ii... 

geninglatc:· 

"What the fuck.' \\ereSpenccr·,\\:tking 
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words. ··Jesus. can you be any more ignorantT 

Monica didn"t wake 

··rm just 1hinking of you two. 0011·1 want 

yourncwpicce10sceyouwithyouroldpicce 

• What piece? You mean what"s her name. 

thatli11ledarkone?Whcrcisshe··7 

··You're lucky I manage your personal 

engagements.Spencer. Where would you be 

without me?" Warren poured two drinks and 

gave one to his boss 

··Thrce-fiftyricheraftcrlast night. At least·· 

SpencerhitMonicaontheheadwithapillow 

"Wernusthavekilledher. Where did that little 

girl go?" 

"Gone Spencer. I was talking about your 

lady friend from the mortgage department. I 

think you·re spending too much time slumming. 

youcan·1evenkecptrack.Ginny.isn·tthatitT 

"Oh. her. She's meeting me here around 

noon ... Spencer stretched and rubbed the heavy 

blackgrowthonhisface. '"Whattimeisitany-

'"Noonish .. 

Spencer got upandslappedMonica·sbare 

bun. finally getting a grunt out of her. 

·That a girl. Come on love. got to make 

roomforthenextvictim" 

Josh was going to be a daddy. He was burst­

ing to tell everyone. anyone, but Ginny had 

sworn him to secrecy until she was sure. He 

would keep quiet today at the picnic. Maybe 

justclueMickeyin.sincetheywerejustdis­

cussing it and all. Josh was going to be the 

daddy of a sweet linlechild with auburn curls 

and sweet hazel eyes. just like her mommy. A 

little girl withlongeyclashesandan impish 

grin. Boys would fall in love with her. She"d 
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break hearts. There was so much to think about, 

but he couldn't concentrate on one chought. they 

kept swirling around in his brain. stopping fora 

moment to allow him some specific anxiety. 

then blurring together and twisting about again 

Ginnyparkcdatthewharfandsetthealarm 

on her car. even though she knew no one would 

want it. She spotted The Krugerm11d right 

away. she and Spencer had strolled by it one 

night when she was supposed to be al her Uncle 

Larry's. She was too afraid to board that night 

The boat seemed deserted. so she waited next 

toit fora few minutes. She began to think that 

someone might see her. Someone from work. or 

her in-laws on one of their retirement day trips 

She decided to board. and look for Spencer 

down below. Or maybe she could hide there 

until he arrived. She had never been on a yacht 

before 

The outing just wasn't the same without 

Ginny there. Josh brought burgers and aeooler 

full of Budweiser. Mickey and Sam got the 

coals going. and Mickey's wife Carol was solic­

iting help to get the volleyball net up. Eight 

months pregnant. Veronica wobbled across the 

campsi1e with one of the other women who 

were delegated 10 baby sitting duty for the first 

hour. at which time they would switch with two 

others. Josh would take the 2PM to 3PM shift 

with Carol. 

"HeyPallie.whercyaheading?" Mickey 

yelled above the sizzle of the grill 

··To the pay phone down by the Mini Mart. I 

need to make sure Ginny's okay." 

··okay.Papa."MickeysangbackatJosh.but 

no one noticed. Josh glared back. but couldn't 

help grinning 

Ginny didn"t like what she saw when she 

stepped down to the lower deck. She didn"t 
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notice the glistening polish from the dark pine 

interior.or the tasteful tapestry rugs that cov­

ered the deck. The tan leather cushioned bench­

es and the round bed went right past her 

All she saw was a naked woman. A young, 

firm woman with long dirty blond curls holding 

onto some grungy guy that looked like Spencer. 

"Baby. I'll be good. I won·1 make any !rou­

ble.·· The woman rubbed the man· s open chest 

and played with the black curly hair. '"Jusc let 

me stay down here and sleep awhile. If you get 

bored with her. just slip down and keep me 

company" 

The woman and the man kissed. Then the 

man pushed her on the bed. ··No. Monica. I told 

you before, it's time to go. You know I despise 

whining:· Ginny recognized the voice. And 

another voice behind her 

··Hey. how·d you get here?'" She turned 

around and recognized Warren Andrews. 

Spencer"s assistant. The couple turned and 

looked at her with disgust for intruding. 

··1 have to go:· was all Ginny could manage 

toutter.Shepushedpast Warrenandranoffthe 

boat. She knew Spencer wouldn't follow after 

her. She could hear them all laughing. 

No answer. No machine. She must be sleep­

ing. Josh thought. I shouldn·1 disturb her. Why 

doesn't she just put the machine on? How can 

she sleep with the phone ringing twenty times? 

Maybe she took it off the hook. Then it would­

n't be ringing. rm sure she's fine. So where is 

she? Maybe she's in the bathroom. taking a 

bath. She's taking a bath and heard the phone 

and slipped trying to get up. Now she's lying on 

the noor and she's hurt. And it's all my fault. he 

decided.Whydocsn·csheanswer? 

Ginny staned to cry. She forgot w disarm the 

Pat Testa 

car and the alarm went off: making her feel like 

morelikeanamateur.anidiot. She struggled 

with the remote and finally shut the car off. She 

refused to peel out off the docks. She would 

carefully pull the car out. look both ways and 

safe\yentertheoncomingtraffic.Onlythecry­

ing made it tough to see through the windshield 

Ginny felt so sorry for herself.she was sup­

posed to be smarter than all this. All she wanted 

to do was get home and dive back under the 

covers. She envisioned gening home safel} and 

crawling into bed until Josh got home 

Joshraccd.swcrvingaroundthewinding 

wooded road 1ha1 led from the campground~ 10 

the interstate. Two squirrel~ almost suffered 

concussions from standing too close to che road 

A group of blackbirds scaueredandsquawked 

as Josh plowed into the road kill they\\erequi­

etly picking over. Josh wasn't watching the 

road. All he could sec w:is Ginny lying on chc 

bathroom noor, a trail of blood seeping onto the 

yellow tile. turning it adeadcru,tyorange. His 

whole new family gone before it started. And 

all becausehecouldn'tstayhome with hi, \\ife. 

hadtoplaywi1hhisfriend,;;. Wouldhee\Cr 

learn? 

GinnyfoundJosh·scarinthedrive\\3}, The 

worms were at itagain.gn:l\\ingaholeinher 

gut. She raked through her purse and 1he glo\e 

compartmentandfoundacrumpledcissue. She 

smudged her face trying 10 scrape The ,alt} 

tears off her cheeks. Facing Jo,h didn't ,care 

her. She felt sorry because :.he knc" he'd be 

frantic. not finding her there. chinking ,omc­

thing happened to their imaginar} child. Her 

eyes started to \\ell up again. chinking of hm\ 

scared her hu;;band wa~ at that moment. and 

knowing ~he wa, !he c:iu,e of hi, pain 

Sl,ou/;,.,,,,. 
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Joshcamcrunningoucofthehou:-.cwhcnhc 

heard the car pull up. It relieved him to !',CC that 

hi:-.wifecouldwalkandwa:-.nocbcingcarried 

··Whathappcned?Whyareyoucrying ... 

··1·111 not crying.·· !->he·._ !>aid as ccah !>Creamed 

down her face 

··Oh. So what arc you notcryingaboutT 

Jo!>h hel1>edhcrout of the car and walked her 

upthcdrive.Ginnywalkedwithhimandheld 

onto his clammy hand with her clammy hand 

.. Nothing. rm just feeling a little blue. I 

thought a ride might do me good. JoshT 

.. What is itT They walked into the house 

and Ginny closed the door 

··Josh. I don·t think therc·s any baby:· 

··Arc you sure?·· 

.. Pretty sure·· 

.. That"sokay.Sweetic. I still have you·· 

Josh hugged her gently. le11ing his body flow 

softly over her. She hugged him back tightly. 

passionately. She couldn"t visualize anything 

more than holding onto him that very moment 

.. Whydon·tyouheadupstairs. 1"11 make you 

~ome tea·· 

.. Cinnamon Apple?"" 

.. Sure .. saidJosh ••Cinnamon Apple"" 

Pat Testa 

~s1,,,,,,,,,,, 

The Outing 

Salt Crystals 

ValAll'iti 

THE WHITE 

and taJ..c in the ~oil", ,1,cnn 

with erect greed} lirnlh"! 

Do you 1101 ,hcd cream} petal, 

and O]>Cll wide for the ,un 

,tabbing llc-,h \\ith ,harp thorn, 

and eating up the blood? 

The tainted ,pring hlo ... ,om. 

Ocsorcc Hri.'nnan 

Shoul/n,•f!l 



Amy U1111011reux 

inspired by 
Hawthorne's 

story, 
The Birthmark 

-Shouf;,,, , .. 

My Dear Aylmer 
I am thinking of Aylmc1 

How he tried to perfect his lovely young wife's face 

The wispy.ethereal Georgiana 

bles~cd by an angel's hand 

I know that I would let you scn1pcof1 

anypartofmethatyoufounddispleasing. 

Just like Georgiana did. 

I would give you my arm. if you thought you could love me more 

1 would sacrifice my tongue. if you suddenly wished for quiet 

I wouldofferupmychild. if you found it distracting. 

lean hear my brittle bones crackling 

as ltrytosqueezernyselfintoDivinity'scorset 

Would lsellmysoulforyou. 

surrender my spirit for you? 

Probably not.I whisper. 

Fooling myself 

Knowing that I'd kiss the foot of Judas if you but asked 

You never would.of course 

You never do 

You never ask me 10 be less than myself. 

(it should be simple.) 

But lam Aylmer 

I scehisunforgivingeyereflected in my mirror 

I feel his bony, gloved finger plunge down my throat 

Jsmcllhishot.rancidbreathinmypurging 

I h:tte for you to be the casualty. 

A scapegoat for myself-hatred 

You sec Georgiana. I never do 

larnacasestudyforall my feminist teachers 

Lock me in a box with Hedda Nussbaum and Nicole Brown 

The only difference is I was never seduced by an evil love. Lucky. 

Terribly trusting. I believe you don't want me to change 

Youbcgtoscernyinncrself 

But when I search forhcr.1 find a chimney child. 

Stripped of every pleasure. love-starved. somehow unacceptable 

My Dear Aylmer 

I am 100 needy. You should run 

Social obligation 

Financial burden. 

Delirious responsibility. 

Unconditional love 

I need a parent. a lover. a teacher. best friend 

Why bother? 

So mold me into what pleases your eye and tongue 

I am a very good actress if you provide the lines 

Sex kinen.Sister.Angel.Whore.Poetes~.Lovel} young wifo 

I have all the costumes. 

Maybe you'll pick a woman I like 

Wouldn'tthatbcalovely,urprise? 

God is graciou" 1hat wa}. my dear A} I mer 

Amy I,amoureux 

Amy /..,amo11re11x 

U11titled 

s,,,,,.,.,,,,,.A 
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Je11 Zamboreno 
Jen Zamboreno 

Unritled Jen Zmnborcno 

graphite on paper 

-Sho,·,,/;o,, 
1,. 

Shou/;,,,,A 
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Robin Razza 

thisi:-awoman 

small. 

shallow. 

never too deep. 

never too used, 

andtrim­

trimmed. Alw:iys 

just Your size 

ro, 
just Your Size 

this is a woman 

And anytime she sees You Sound like a bargain? 

He:iding. most menagreethatitis 

Cocking.full force 

herway-

hcrthick puffy lips 

will moisten. 

pan. 

and close on 

forde:1rlifc 

upon Your Arrival 

And because. 

this!Schcwoman­

shewillalwaysbeglad 

chat You Carne 

Adam Troy P,1raitlso 

Untitled black and white photograph 

Shou/;n,. 
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Robin Ra:.:.a 

zes 

My shrink doctor wants lO give me something-It's something. 

I think it starts with an ··L··. i1·s salty and he says that it 

will balance me but rm not sure what i1 is because when he 

was 1elling me I was looking at his wooden bookcase. It was 

mil with six shelves and it looked like coffee pudding with 

cinnamon because it was smooth with lots of swirls in it and 

I wondered how many books were in it and if he really knew all 

that he was supposed to and then I thought how easy it would be 

for me 10 lift that case off of the ground and rattle it like 

it were my brain on an average day of thinking. I don't think 

he likes it that I can·, sit tight and listen 10 all that he 

has to tell me and he hates that my feet keep twitching and 

bouncing off the noor even though I'm in a chair and I know 

this because he keeps looking at my shoes like they're buzzy 

lit1le flies that he wants 10 squish. I guess he wants to 

stop them and stop me from springing off the walls and the 

floors and the ceilings because maybe he's afraid that I may 

break some1hing in his neat liule office. maybe even that big 

bookcase full of thoughts. probably the only thoughts he's 

everhad.Jbethe·safraidbccauselthinksofastandhe 

has no control over that or me or even my shoes that could at 

any time fly off of the floor and kick him in his face. I 

told him. I explained it all on a level 1ha1 a still man could 

understand. I told him that I wasn't crazy butjusl a little 

quick and 1ha1 I was like a faulty immune system that can·1 

filter properly so I end up seeing. and hearing, and smelling, 

and feeling everything I ever meet. I told him I was an 

exposed nerve and the world was constantly pinching at me. 

and that I was a slit on a wrist and 1hc shakes and grains of 

life arc salts that sting me. 1 think that"s why I"m afraid 

10 take his ··L·· stuff that is also a salt because I have enough 

pain 10 deal with and if it gets inside my body it might hurt. 

but maybe !"II try it because I could really use a change and 

maybe 1t will br111g me some exe1temen1 

........................ ■ 
~ Sho,,f,,,, RobmR,m,1 

PLAYING 
""You know why 1hey call it golf. don·1 

your 

"No. Why?"" 

"Bccau,e ·shit' was already taken" 

Joey thought he ~aw a trace of a ,mile 

come to Nap·s lips. "Well it'-. better than 

nothing:· hesaidtohi1m,clf 

They had now played through four hole, 

and Nap had not failed 10 lose at tea\! two 

b:11ls on each one. Joey fell entirely rcspon,i­

ble. He"d thought around would relax hi-. 

friend. get him away from home and tale hi-­

mind off all the trouble,; he wa'\ having there. 

But Nap had never e\en lx:en on a golf cour-c 

andtheclub<;Joeyhad lent him \\Cre far too 

long for hi, fi\'e-foot-thrce-inch body. Joe had 

more than earned hi, nickname. ··Joey Oi\ot."" 

golfing at ,chool. but Nap wa, ,ending more 

din airborne than even he had ever ,ccn. So 

imlead of relaxing. Nap wa, growing fru,trat­

cd and hi, right temple w:h puhating notice­

ably. On top of that. Joey wa, running out of 

jokes-and ball-. 

··Now remember to keep your hc;1d dO\\ n 

thi!>tirncNap·· 

""Yeah.yeah'" 

··And keep your left arm ~,raigh1:· 

"'All right Joey:· 

"Andju,t. •• 

"Wouldyashutthcfuckupandlctme 

,,,ing already! GOOdamn yappin:· 

··Sorry." apologized Joey. He haled to get 

that look from Nap. 

··Juat all thcyfuckin leach ya in college to 

golf and yap like a fuckin girl'.' No\, ju-..t ,hut 

up:· Nap1urncd back tohi, ball on the tee 

Chris Oeg11llio 

THROUGH 
Joey didn·1 C\Cn look. He didn't ha\e 10. 

The "~quclch-puff· of one-wood \triking turf. 

the light rw>tling ofgra~, a fc\, )3rd, away 

andtheenraged"SHIIIIT!"ga,ehimaprcu) 

good picture. When he did look up. he -..;I\\ 

,omething he probabl) ,hould ha,e ex1>ected. 

but1hatnonethclesslefthim,tandinginh,1lf­

,hockcd. half-amused ,ilence 

Nap had run after the hall. and in,1eadof 

,ening up forano1her ,ho1. heju,t ,,,ung the 

clubfromo\erhi, head through theb,111 in 

mid-nm. A, he continued in thi, manner do" n 

the fairwa). he looked lil.e -..ome deranged 

polo-jodc) "ho had falkn off hi, hor-e 

Jocyrantocatchupaftcrafe" ,ccomk 

anda-..hcclcaredthemid-f.iirna) ri-..e.he 

could ,cc Nap n) ing o,er the green. ,till 

"homping the ball one-handed. He "a, he.1d­

ing for 1hc nc.\t tec 

Nap cracl.cd one. and hi, ball ,I.id-hopped 

right into the ankle of another golfer \\ho \,a, 

ju,t about to tee-up 1he ,i-.;th. The intlkted 

man ho\\ led in pain a) he dropped hi, dub 

and grabhcd the bouom of hi, leg. H1, pannl'r 

,top1>ed \\a,hing hi, ball and ,1cp1>ed right up 

to Nap. tO\\ering at lca,t a full foot mer 

Joc)·,friend. 

"Ju,1 \\hat in the hell do )OU thin!. )ou·rc 

doing!T cried the older m,m in a ,il·keningl) 

buttl'r-rich tone that Joe) l.ne\, mt.';mt troubk 

"rm pkl)in through. a"hok:· ,napp, .. ·d 

Nap. 

ll1e man refu,ed to let him p,1". though. 

and \\hen Nap leapt up and Jabbed him right 

in thcno,c. the ··tap-crack .. ,ound reminded 

Shou/;,,,,A .;, 
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Joey of a perfect golf swing. The man bent in poodle. Come on. we'll skip over a couple a 

agony. which suited Nap just fine. He didn't holes-they"ll never find us:· 

have to jump 10 follow with a left hook that sent "Nap, don't be ridiculous. you don't even 

the tall golfer to the grnss. Just then. the other like the game" 

man recovered from the initial pain of 1hc golf "What. arc you kiddin'? I love it out here on 

balltothcanklcandranatNap. thelinks!"Napsaidandtrudgedupthehill 

··Hey. nice socks Argyle:· Nap laughed as he towards the back nine. 

used his driver to cross check 1he Payne Stcwan Joey couldn't obey his common sense and 

dress-alike hockey-style. leave him there. and there was obviously no 

After Nap had left several boot-prints on the convincing Nap to change his mind. but he was 

fallen man·s Jzod and deposited his Ralph nonetheless shocked that he found himself 

Lauren bag and Taylor-Mades into the small teeing-up the tenth hole a few minutes later 

(yet surprisingly swift) stream to the left of che "This is stupid, man. Real stupid.'' he said to 

hole. Joey convinced his friend to head. quickly. Nap 

towards the parking lot. which was thankfully "Yeah. but doesn't it make you all tingly 

just beyond the seventh green. Joey fumbled inside?" Nap laughed 

with the keys as the pair dodged their w:iy --1 don·, find a damn thing funny about this 

chrough the cars in the lot Nap. I'm only doing this to get you out of here 

"Wait a minute, wait a minute!" exclaimed as soon as possible.--Joey hit his shot. It was 

Nap. halting in his tracks. "How much did you ruler-straight and landed about two-hundred 

say this game cost you?" sixty yards away-easily the best tee shot of his 

"Thirty a piece-sixty dollars. Why?" Joey life. "Wow .. 

asked. puzzled and desperate to get to his sta- "Yeah. nice shot man." said Nap. "See. 

tion wagon. "We gotta get out of here. man.. aren"t you glad we stayed now?" 

"No way. I'm always doin' 1his to you-n1in- Joey didn't answer for a second. but then 

ing your plans:· Nap had caken on a determined shook off his awe. "No, I'm not. Now tee the 

look. "Not this time. Come on.. hell up. If we're gonna do this wc"d better do it 

"Where the hell are you going!" Joey ques- fast .. 

cioned. "They throw people off golf courses like ··You're absolutely right."' Nap said. bending 

thi,; for whistling. Nap. whistling-you just down and pushing his tee into the turf "'Hey. we 

attacked two men! 1 don't think it'd be a good might even stan a new game. We could call it .. 

idea to stick around!" .uhh ... speed golf. Yeah! Like speed chess. only 

"Aaah. they both had it comin'. Forget about with grass .. 

·cm. We"re not leaving until we finish this ··What are you talking about?" Joey asked 

ridiculously expensive game ... 

"'You·ve gone completely insane. I thought 

thac,tuntwiththciccsculpturclastwinccrwa:-. 

bad. but thistimcyou·vc really lost it .. 

"Not at a11:· Nap ,aid much 100 calmly for 

Joey. "I told that lady I was only borrowin" her 

As,,,,,.,,u,,, , .. 

But Nap ~cemed genuinely exited about hiuing 

now.and didn't answer 

Hcchoked11pabi1onthcshaf1.wc11( 

through hi~ backswing with care.and then 

:.wung with all his might. But de~pitc all the 

cffon put into it. thc:-.hot would not behave 

Playing Through Chris Degullio 

and sliced violently towards the forest lining the It was then that Joey realized with dread that 

course. Then. as if by divine providence. the a foursome was playing on the next hole. The} 

ball careened into a tree and rocketed back onto were only on the fairway. but Nap ~cemcd not 

the fairway. It landed just thiny yards behind to notice or care. He dropped his ball on the tee-

Joey's ing surface and crushed it right toward, one of 

"All right!"" exclaimed Nap. jumping with his the four other golfers. E\'cn from a di,cance. 

fist raised. "I'm in bounds. baby! Let's play Joey could tell the man \\as a,toLmded 10 ,cc a 

some speed golf!" golf ball roll up right next 10 hi, from behind 

"NO. Wait-Nap!" That shod.. \\ a~ nothing. though. to the one he 

But the little man wa~ off again. sprinting got when he ,aw Nap mnning at him full ,peed 

after his ball. Joey took off after him. but wa, "HO\\ arc }:IT' Nap ,aid ,topping in front ot 

slowed by the two bag, he \\ a'> carrying. Nap the ,pecchlc" golfer. "Beautiful da). huh'.1 

ran like a mad man until he reached hi\ ball --What. .. ?" \\ :h the onl) thing the golfer 

Joey was afraid to look. but Nap didn't tum could manage 

b:ick into the polo player. I-le in:.tcad :.topped. ·Ju,, be a ,cc. here. if )Ou"II c,;cu,e me:· 

sec up and hit his second ,hot. It landed at lc:ht Nap told him a, he kicked 1he other ball out of 

fifty yard, to the right of the green. bm when hi, \\a} and fired hi\ ,econtl right at the green 

Joey thought about it. it \\a, 1hc be,t approach ··You don't !all... much. do )<I'! \\"ell. l,11er 

shot he had ever seen made \\ith a dri\cr. The Smile} --

thought made him laugh. but he quickl} forgot A, hi, friend cool... off again. the re,11i,a1ion 

it a~ Nap took off again that N:ip had hit four. ,olid. ,1raigh1 ,hob in a 

"I la ha! The fir:-.1 one in the cup win.., in l'O\\ anti the fact that he \\ a, about to hi! hi, 

~peed golf-;md I'm kickin" )Our a". Joe)! third ,hot 011 a par fi\c thirt} }•mh from the 

Come on. college bo}. run!"" green da\\ netl on Joe). N,1p \\ ,h pl.I) ing beuer 

Joey did indeed nm 10 keep up\\ ith hi, golf than Joe) e\er had-hi, pu11ing needed 

friend. and that"s all he did. Hilling hi, own ball \\OrJ... but \\ho,e didn"t'.' \\ ith an e,tra huN ot 

di<t11·1 even occur to him any more. Heju,1 ~peed. Joe) t·aught up to hi, friend ju,1 a, he 

wanted 10 keep Nap out of fun her trouble. The \\ a~ :tbout to,\\ ing again. 

irnentorof,1>ecd golf\\a, ha,ing 100 much fun "Wait. Nap. Wai1:· Joe) cried \\ith \\hat ht-

with hi, creation to care abou1 an)thing d,e at cle breath he could mu,ter. "I \\;mt }OU to lf} 

the moment. When he finall) got onto !he ,omcthing." 

green. he began u~ing the one-wood a., a hockey "Hey. I love }a Joe. but I'm not that J...ind ;1· 

~tick again. mancu\'ering the ball back and fonh guy --

with it all the way to !he cup. After he ,uni... lhc "No. I'm ,eriou,. Here." Joe) handed him ;111 

puck." Nap picked up hi, ball and continued 10 

~print 01110 the next hole. all the \,hile taunting 

hi:-. friend in the voice of Howard Co~\cll 

"And the young new-comer draw~ fir\[ 

blood! Joey Divot i, \\Cll behind and in dire 

trouble. Come on caddie ,had. pick it up. 

,on!" 

What', thi,T a,J..cd a curiou, ,.1p 

"It', a pitching \\Cdge. u~e ll 10 IHI }Ollf ,hot 

to the green. Anddon·c thinJ...ju,1 hit." \\sh ,,11 

the ad,iee Joc) ga\e 

"All right. 1"11 gi,e 11 a ,hot .. 

Shou/io,. 

~ 
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And what a sho1 it was. Joey knew it and 

smiled assoonasheheard theme1:11lic•·plick" 

accompanied only by the whishing of air being 

whipped apan. Napdidn"c realize it until the 

ball landedasca111 cenortwelveyardsfromthe 

nag•:.tick 

--H-hey.did you:.ee .. 

··Yeah. I did:· Joey cut off his siammering 

·Try it again·· 

He dropped another ball on to the fairway. 

which Nap deposited even closer to the cup. 

1hena1hirdandafour1h,all landingwichsirni­

lar result:. 

··God damn Nap:· Joey said. shaking hi,­

head. ··those arc golf shots·· 

Bue intheirawcofNap·!'>new-foundtalent. 

the two hadn't noticed that aeenain golfer had 

ju,t come limping acros:. the fairway accompa­

nied by two rather :.erious looking fellows in 

blue uniforms 

'"Yeah.just call me Lee Tre-fuckin-vino 

laughed Nap.unaware 

··We'd like IO have a word with you Mr 

Trc,ino:· remarked one of the officers 

'"All right. I give up Joe. Don·c talk to me 

then·• 

Joey hadn't said a single thing co Nap !'>ince 

the police surprised them at the cour:.e. He was 

humiliated by being :irre~ted and Nap wa, to 

blame. His friend had been pleading with him 

for1helasttwohoursorso.butJocyremai11ed 

furious.or had 1riedtoanyway. Hehadactu;1lly 

cooled down quite a bit. l-lis parents were on 

their way down to the station right now and the 

police were only charging him with recklc,-,­

public behavior. Withhi,-,.potlessrecord.he'd 

get off with light community service. Nap was 

in much worse trouble. l-le"dbeluckyto,cchi;. 

parent', in the next week. ol' hop-along Argyle 

As,,,,,.,,,;,,, 
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was charging him with two counts of assault 

andba11ery.and1hiswasfarfromhisfirst 

offense. It didn't look like Nap would be getting 

out to the golf course again any time soon. h 

occurred co Joey that a lot of the trouble he and 

his friend had gouen into together had ended in 

a similar fashion and it made him want to talk 

to Nap now 

--Hey. Hey Nap:· he stammered 

Nap turned to the unconscious elderly man 

slumped in the corner next to him ... Didn "t I just 

tell him not to talk tome?"" 

··Look. l"m sorry Nap:· Joey said. --1 uh. I 

was just wondering if you remember chat time 

back in the neighborhood. when we were about 

twelve and we snuck into the back of Louie's 

Bar·· 

--veah. so what about itT Nap offered 

--well. if you remember. while you were 

drinking the beers. 1 star1ed smashing the bottle;. 

against the wall. I must"ve;.mashcdahundred 

beer bo11les •• 

--veah.thac'swhywegoccaugh1·· 

.. , know. 1 know. but when Fat Louie came 

in. you took the blame for the whole 

thing-never said a word to your folks about me 

bcing1hereeithcr. Do you remember that?" 

--Remember it? Hell, Pop had to pay for 

every la\\ one of those beer:.. I ;.till got 1he 

weli,.·· 

--ooc,.11·1 ,-cem fair. doc:. it? Kind of like 

today. I get us into the situation ;rnd you 1ake 

thcfa11·· 

--011. Jc,-u~. Stop ic:· Nap said getting up 

--what? What do mean:· exclaimed Joey. 

··StopwhatT 

··stop talkin· ouna your a'>s •• 

'"\Vhatarcyoucalkin· about?l"mcryin· 10 

apologize.·· 

··Look. Joey. I know you feel bad about the 

Playing Through 

fact that you·re goin" home -.0011 and l"m 

spcndin· afcwnightshcrc.butmos1ofche 

things I took the fall for. I did. Drinkin· Fat 

Louie'~ beer ain·c exactly my wor~c crime:· 

.. Yeah. but l"m the one who cook you out on 

that course today. chinking it would help you 

out a bit and look how it wm:. out! It could be 

more than just a few nights this time Nap!"" 

··Joey. maybeit'sforthebest. lmean.\\e 

come from the same neighborhood. but we lh e 

in different worlds. Pri:.011 may be my best ,hot 

of ea1ing every day. Think about it. 1 v.enl out 

1here today and learned two things. One-I can 

fuckin' golf. Two-I have no fuckin· bu~ine"' 

being on a golf cour:.e. I'd ha\·e co ~ay it wa-. a 

pretty informative day for the bothofu,­

Be,.ide~. Knee-soch and hi, buddy Bean Pole 

there both got the beating, the) ,o rich]} 

de:.erved. and that alone make, it \\Orth it. 

Yeah. l"d have to :.ay it wa, a good da) •• 

··Bu1 Nap 

raku ressel (12" high) 

Justine Princkard 

Chris Degullio 

But nothin·:· Nap cu1 him off. pointing co 

the guard v. ho had just come to the cell door. --1 

think thi<, i<. )Ou."· he said. 

•Di\'OZZi. Jo~eph. Let"'> go. )0Ur bail", been 

posted:· ,aid the obese guard 

Joey couldn"t mo\e. couldn"t c,en look a\\a) 

from Nap. He felt a terrible ,en-.e of finalit) 

--whatthehellare)a~iaringat. \\'hat are 

you. in lo\CT Nap snapped. ··Get the hell ouna 

here! 1"111 not goin" to the fuckin" moon 

Goddam college bo) • 

At that.Joe) ,miled.1urnedand\\:llkedout 

of the cell. He could sec: hi~ father \\aicing for 

him and a, he \,alked O\er to him he could hear 

Nap.comcr,ing\\iththeguard 

.. He) tubbo. I \\a,ju,t \\Ondering. did }OUT 

parenh ha\C :Ill) kid, !hat lhcd or did ~OU e;U 

them all? Scriou,I). Spank~. cut do\\11 on them 

pork rind,. You could ,care the dark out of a 

clo,et lookin· like thi~ 

Chris Dcg,ullio 
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Raajiv Scho11maker 

ALONG CAME THE SPIDER 

The dewy morning finds me working hard. 

touchingupmyfurnishings.sparsebutquainL 

the strands of web a stained glass window frame. 

with.-,heetedwatcrdropsformingthcirpancs 

My legs. eight tools in tandem. work while wind 

blows lightly. slightly hampering my craft 

I feel a foreign presence drawing near: the 

balanceshif!s:sharptinglesdartandsurge 

through my lair. my legs, imo my round body. 

Mysensesspringalivc.andthenoneeyedctccts 

thelargeintrusion.andrnyothersshifttofollow. 

A girl. bowl and spoon in hand. scats herself far 

below my tree 

I perch intently as I watch her feed. Her head 

sprouts silken webs1rands. flowing out over a 

dress of woven rainbow shades: she resembles a 

splashy flower from up here. I guess about the 

face concealed beneath: I hope it holds a brand 

new world for me 

Would you like some company. Little Miss? 

Thinking yes. I slowly lower myself. connected 

by my swelling abdomen. bringing my highest 

qualitylinewithme.Alightingbyherside. I 

se1tle in and quietly wait for our words to com-

-ShouJ;n, ,,. 

She spols me. and her two eyes come alive: I 

expected more pleasure than she displays. She 

springs up quickly. footstool knocked aside. her 

mouth widens into an enameled abyss. suspended. 

thenherscreamsstartpouringout. 

Her bowl upends: the gruel spills everywhere 

ltsstickinesscrawlsheavilydownmyfacc. She 

runsoff.armsandlegsaspinningblur,herdress 

shredding on outreached. grasping branches, 

thin ribbons of reminder, woven by the angry 

breeze into a shoddy. cruelly colored web of rags. 

obscuring her retreat. 

I sit there. trying to guess my faulty move. 

Perhaps I might have dropped a hint or two. 

not glide in like an owl hunting for prey. 

Would a sui1 have helped? I should have woven 

one. She left too soon: she'll never know my 

spccialqualities.rnypa1ience.mydevo1ion 

to my art. Did she know I meant no harm? 

Perhaps she mistook me for one of my deadlier 

cousins. I'll forgive her slight: some kinder soul 

shall someday come my way. I pull myself 

together. and back up to my home. center myself. 

then I waitforlunchtimetoapproach,wings. 

RaajivSchoumakcr 

p r o f 

of the couple who will raise my baby. 

ofthesandy-hairedwomanandthe 

saltandpcppcrmanwhowill have 

my baby. 

theirancestryandabrief 

description of the education 

hct\\ecn the line~. theirmaturit). ~ 
\1hid1 i haH:: not. their planhllnc,,. g_ 

~ \\hich I ha\l' not. and i under,tand 

thcirintcnt.tolmc 

the fine print imu.-,ttm,tto 

thesoci;1I workerwhohasm.iny 

papcrsonhcrde.-,kandkn0\1, 

how1orcad1hem 

e on p a 

Untitled 

Com1mterm:1nip11lation 

b~: 

AnneHutkr 

Pheobe Martone 

p e r 

tlllC 111\)Jlh:llt rk;l\e 

11hik r;m,s;t1•prl'll' u 

111.rl·ading1t. 

andthen.onaul(lma1icpilo1 

i ,ign iL hcrobligator) 'l"let'l'h 

running in tll} head. do I under,,t;tnd 

ne1er 11ill ,cl·. )C'- ~e, i undt'T'-t;md. 

and m~ J;lnu;1r~ pt.•r,,piration 

cool, on con1,1c1 

11ith the :111110,phercolthc 't'rh1l:ole 

Shoulin,. 
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In April 1996. the painting~ of Robert Birmelin were on display ill Rhode lslilnd 

College·~ Bilnnister Gallery. Robert 13irmelin is an internationally recogni%cd con­

temporary American artist. with over thirty solo exhibitions. and at lca~1 twice ilS 

manygroupcxhibitionstohi,;credit 

On a recent vi~it to Birrnelin"s New York studio, I had the opportunity to 1-pcak with 

the artist about some of the works tlrnt will be shown m the Bilnnister Gallery. The 

included work!. span a period of about fifteen year!.. from the early 1980's to the 

pre1>ent. The paintings included in April'sshowarercpresentativeofthrcediffcrcnt 

styli~tic groupings. Chronologically. the first grouping focuses on urban movement. 

and the chaotic juxtaposition of humans in th:it environment. The second moves 

awayfromthcurbansccneandintothepersonalsphcrcofthesubjects: individuals 

juxtaposed with time and memories. The most recent theme of the ,mist has been 

somewhat of a culmination of the two previous ,rends with a twist: these 1>ai111ings 

are reversible. 

The day we 1,poke. the weather in New York City was gray and damp. The sky 

wouldn't open. itjustdri%%lcd incessantly. Thiswe:tthcrperfc<.:tly prepared me for 

the experience of lhc interview. The combinmion of the melancholy skies and the 

wonderancc of whe1hcr or 1101 Spring would ever break. put me right in tune with 

the rc~onating uneasines:. inherent in Birrnelin":, paintings. 

Robert Birmelin Intcn'icw 

Shoreline: When did JOit first become i11terest­

ed i11 tm? 

potential for being in<;omc kindofrelation,;;hipto 

these fiction<; that are put on the can\a5. The 

thing is. if )OU \\Ork from nature. \\Ork from 

Hinnclin: My father worked in a shipyard on something in front of you. you·re ah\a), maUng 

the Hudson River. I grew up in New Jersey. lju,t a correlation between \\hilt·.., out there and 

always loved to draw a:. a kid. My grandfather what'~ in front of you. And here. 1"111 ba:.icall) 

used to collect sheets of unprinted ne\\ ... paper. pulling it out of Ill) head. An ani..,t i, in a ,;;ilUa-

and he would give me these big sheet1-of card- tion where )OU ha,c to almo,c coll\ ince your,clf 

board and tell me to draw on them. I just alway~ that chi, fiction could be. You con\ incc your'>Clf 

loved 10 draw. I had a wonderful teacher in high that thi, ,;pace. tlfr~ place. thi, C\ent could hap-

school. Dorothy Fisher. who really encouraged pen. that it could be happening. In your imagina-

me. She told me to apply co Cooper Union. and 1 1ion you plant your,elf in ,omc J..ind of proximi-

go1 in. 1 was the fin.i in my family to go to col• ty 10 that ,p:u:e 

lcgc. I was the first even to finish high ... chool Thi, i, a J..ind of ,urnming up of the \\ holc-

After that I went 10 Yale. I wa1-n"t1-o happy. I got 1,cric, of city image,. What happen, i, thilt being 

draf1ecl into the Army. then I went back co Yale. in a place \\ith loh going on. your e)c \\ill often 

Shoreli11e: H'he11 tlid JOU sum pai111i11g? 

catch a ,ccondar} clcmem or detail.There arc 

,omc thing, )OU -.cc ,\ilh a clarit). inten,it~. ;md 

intere..,t. and other thing, you don"t. in an) J..ind 

Hirmclin: I wa:. in England on a Fulbright of complex \\hole. Thi.., i, a painting. not of ;m 

Schol:lrship.11 wasn·111n1il then that I felt atea,c ovcrpa". hut of a certain J..ind of experience. 

toju:.t paint thing:. the color they were. Then 1 

went 10 Rome for three year,. to the American 

Academy.and I worked a lot in paint. I \\:t,\CT) 

much effected by the thing, I ,aw there. Whilt i, 

intere,1ing to me in painting i.., the delving into 

the '>elf. not really the ... cyli,tic i:.:.ue:.. Trying co 

find the languageforthc,ethought.., ilnd feeling, 

Shore/i11e: When JOII are M'Orki11g 011 "pai111-

i11g, what (Ire JOI/ inspire,! by mu/ what are JOit 

e11,,isio11i11g? 

Hirmclin: In the ca,c of thi, painting (Tire 

On,,7,ass). it came from a childhood mem0T). 

thccxperienccofbeingon anovcrpa,sand being 

overwhelmed with what wa~ going on around 

me. Thi~ i:-. a fiction that I have created. a combi-

What )OU do i, find the cqui\;Lle111 and paint it. 

\\ithpai11t;hthemean,forth:1t,ubJectin·,1,11c 

Shoreline: J)o JOI/ erer use mo<ie/s"! 

Hinnclin: r,e dra,\n a 101 from the model 

Lately I don"t u,e too man}. People help me out 

\\ithclothc,,ometime, .. .rllu,cm),ell ... hand,. 

fcet ... l go out ilnd dTa\\ on the ,trcec. ,md do 

,kctchc,that rcmindrncof,omething 

People ,\ho arc really into car,. '-l) th,u 111) 

car,. arc all 1\rong. The)·rc ,ome\\hat identifi­

able. but they ·re 1101 reall) right ~Ou J..m)\\. 

becau,c they ·re lllClll0l) car,. The) ·re lllClllOl) 

t·ilr).ju,t <h thi, \1holc thing i, a 1"1ction. 11·, ni)t 

rcponagc. it', not a report on a place. It", :h fic­

tional a, Alice In Wonderland. The f01..·al roi111, 

nation of several different rncmoric,. 11·, a kind arc ,ubjectiH: ,md eccentric 

of continuity of your 0\\ll space. and there·, :i 

51,,,,•,,fi,,,·• 
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Robert Uinnelin Interview 

Shoreline: How long does it take you 10 paint didn·t do. I started many. and I just junked them 

one of these? Does ii 1'llry completely? In the first of this series (there are six in the 

series.ofwhichthreewill beintheshow).l was 

Birmclin: It varies a lot. This one was a follow trying to take my mind back to cenain places and 

up on another painting I mentioned (one featured Mates. and 1rying to find some imagery. which 

in the show) so that I had roughly the scene in evoked. not so much specifics as states of mind 

mind. It', different when you're pulling every-

thing out of your hat. h's a matter of thinking Sltoreli11e: These are verJ' evocative. It was i11 

about variation. I wanted to make this one with these images that I picket/ 11/J the sense of long-

more intensive color. so it is a clash. it is undi- i11g. A1Ul al.w a sense of timelessness, or 111e.~/i-

ges1ible i11g of times all(/ spaces. This I think, is 

e11/umced by the ghostlike figures that float i11 

Shoreline: Ill many of the more recent {Jai111- and 0111. 

i11gs, begi1111i11g with Tlie Room series, I felt as 

if I was picking up elcme111s of longing, sad- Hirmclin: Painting is like a waking dream 

11ess, mu/ mcla11choly. Especially tl,e images These figures 1hat are 1here or half there or half 

with suitcases. gone. or whatever. really come out of working on 

the picture. and working it over and letting it 

Hirmclin: Several years ago. around the time change itself at a certain point. I wanted to leave 

that I paimcd The Overpass. I was beginning 10 traces of earlier moments in that waking dream 

feel that there was a part of my own imagination. I didn·1 want to ever close the pictures up in the 

my own mind. that I had put aside. I had been way of giving them a uniform definition. In a 

very involved with the city streets and the ~nsc. the pictures own past should leak out. The 

crowds. and I wanted to change. I didn't know remnants of the past experience of making it 

how to go forward. I was at that time. thinking as should be persistent. there should not be a sense 

I had not done. of many years ago. Of places- of closure in these images. so that you're coming 

lived. of my life in earlier periods. And trying to upon it at a certain moment in it's evolution 

bring up imagery out of that time. I had a hard In following the principles of the Abstract 

time. For about two years I was trying to do Expressionists. you can somehow keep working 

things. but they never worked out. When you·ve over the picture endlessly. You should always be 

been working in a pictive way for a long time. to ready to make big changes. even up until the la~t 

just leave it is sometimes hard. Becau,e you·ve moment. When you arc working on a picture like 

invested in a cenain way of doing thing!'/ this. it takes you a while to do. and your state of 

mind changes. It is like a waking dream.except 

Slwreliue: You luul been working 011 The it is a waking dream you can :1lter: a drcmn you 

citysce11esfor IS years, wm· it? can alter over the course of a couple weeks. and 

adreamyoucanre1urntoeachday.l wanted that 

Uirrnclin: Well !-iince the early 1980's. And ~cnsc of fluidity that is evoked with dreams and 

everything I did looked wrong. It looked like with memory. 

\omething I didn't do. the kind of painting I 

-Sho,·,,f;,,, 
16. 

Robert Birmelin Interview 

Shoreline: What I'm puu_letl about is tllis one Ifs a kind of wound that'~ in the middle of 

(Defllced)? this neatly defined world. It'., a superimposed 

destruction: a destruction of something that \\a~ 

Birmclin: The smear? unbearable. It's about Joss and denying ... 

Shoreline: Yes Shoreline: The tleface111e11t of a memory? 

Hirmclin: This is one of the first (of the series) Hirmelin: I do11·1 knm\ \\ hat the} are about. I 

I did a series of small heads. which I wasn·, too just make them. )OU knO\\ rm more inten.•.,tcd 

happy with. I began this with a large head actually. in an) reading or imerprctation you {the 

Sometimes a picture closes up very quickly. And viewer) might find in it. I hope it has re,onancc: 

i1·s not good. it hasn·t ~napped. ii ha<;n't quite for other people bccau,e \\hat I feel i, \\hat 

happened yet. It's like you closed the box e\el)bod) ehe feels about their pa~t e, 1>crience 

already. In this one I got so irritated. I took some in one way or another. The image, don't come 

yellow and just obliterated 1he head. with a half out bccau.,e you \\ ant to demon,trate a particular 

idea that I would come back to it and \\Ork on it point. they come up from ,orneplacc ehe. You 

again: destroy it in order to stan again. Then I ha\e to make 1hem. and li,e 1hem through. ,md 

just didn't do anything with it. it'~ kind of a lit­

eral defacing-it is a face that has been defaced! 

lem,i11g the Court - The Phowgrapher 

ha,ethemchangcundcryourhand 

Your \\Ork rnn tell you thing, about your life 

Rohert Birmelin ·----~ 

Acrylic. 72" x 108" 
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Robert nirmclin lntcn•icw Robert Uirmclin lntcn•icw 

!>Ometime,. and you don't know it. Of!en you arc event and you don't remember it the same. When I cific. so in chis case I u~ed a model behind. it melt<, into the cit}. it goe, into depth. 

not concerned with it directly as you're working talked to my !>i!>ter. 1 realized that her intcrprcta- Getting back to your question It·., not all It i<, a peculiar kind of indc1erminace relation-

on it. Though you can. you can paint picwres that lion of what had happened wa, 1101 only different. au10biographical. In the sense that a no\elist ~hip of~i1.c 

tell ,torie,. In my ca,c I don·c But the ,tory i!> but it was almo!>t completely contrary. So what draws on their experiences-it doc<,11·1 necessar- The smoke i, lingering. i1 i~ the human 

inherent. You don·, know quite what it i!>. often really did happen? You can't reach it. Each pcr!>on ily mean that they're drawing in a direct way. pre'-ence. The detail. 1he part. ~land, for the 

until long after you·re done with iL In a certain has his truth. the memory is elu!>ivc. and it is bent Because you're also projecting in some cases. a whole. Going back to some of the painting, \\e 

way 1he reactions of other- to it. and their inter- on the !,Objective experience. and other thing!, as per.,ona. the way a noveli,t or a poet would pro- talked about earlier. \\ here pan of the painting 

pretatio1h arc often surpri,ing. They !>eem like well. It is the rea!>on why I went to this work which ject. Whoever the speaker is here i<, a projection ,till made ihelf felt, e\en 1hough it had been 

something you should have thought of-or I initially seems quite complete. finished, and so not nccci,,~arily yourself in a direc1 way.Though paniall} obliterated: 1ha1 i, pan of 1hi, painting 

should have thought of! I think 1hat in images forth, but is continually at war with itself and con- obviously !he fiction of the speaker draw" heavi- 100. Initially it ,]10uld look <1uite definitcl} ,!,li-

that have a kind of integrity. and a genuine tradicting itself ly out of your own life because that i, all you ed e\ef) \\ here. But in fac1. bccalN! it i, •In 

visionary character. the meaning sticks to it. It have to draw out of. im1X>,,ible ju,1,1po,ition. much of 1he pairuing 

in the center i, left \Cr} open. Half\\:t) 

bct\\eenju,tthC\\a)the,uhjccti,half\1:l) 

bet\\een. The painting ihclfi, in the mid-r1oinc, 

andha,been left hanging. ,111110,tcalling fnr 

catches hold. The image it!>elf is genuine vision Shoreline: Is this how JOU felt abo11t your image 

It'!> magnetic making ,,t the time? Do JOI/ feel like you were 

co11trtulicti11g yourself, or lit war with yo11rself! 

Shoreline: The complexity of the re,,ersible Trying to break away? 

p(li11ti11g.~ is almosl 01•erwltel111i11g. /low do you 

apprO(lchthem'! Uirmclin: \Vell .. Tha1·s very good ... [He then 

begins talking about an image-the one with a large 

Birmelin: The formal task is to try to work out suitcase and a couple al a table having a discus-

something where the reading is equally strong sionl ... This one interests me. This orientation. the 

fromeithcrdireccion.andthat is not like collage. weight of this thing (the suitcase seen upside-

but it is a real continuous i,,pace. I'd like 10 think down). The way the yellowness of the shirt is 

the viewer/observer tends to pick out things that staining the whole environment. The unbearable 

arc rightly oriented. It's as if it should work. weight of this thing in this space. I don·1 know why 

Then of course. there is that moment later when I started to do all of these suitcases. I have no fer-

it can·, work because it is betraying itself. The vor for suitcases. I did do a couple of things years 

work betrays itself by its very structure, and the ago. but I never know what to do with it. Now they 

wrongness of it can never be corrected. Basically just keep popping up! 

there is a restlessness in making a judgement 

about the image. and chat is inherent in the struc- Shoreline: Nothing ,,ery oln•iow;? Uke J011r 

cure. The paintings abou1 1he city arc about pco- father trai•eling co11stm1tly? 

ple moving. This is about things more than 

motion. but in a sense the motion here is con- nirmclin: He didn't. See here it's very differe111, 

caincd in the restlessness of the mind and in try- it's like the bow of a ship pushing; it's aggressive. 

ingtofindtherightadjustmcnt kind of spilling forward 

I did recall. at one time. talking with my :.i!>ter I went and bough1 a suitcase on 14th St., a big 

about something that happened a long time ago suitcase for $7.99. What I call immigrant suitcases 

I'm sure everyone ha'> had this experience: you They're very large and hard co carry, and they're 

talk to a friend or a family member about a past really meam for one trip. 1 wanted to be very spc• 

-ShouUo,, 

"" 

Shoreline: \Vltich ll'll)' ,Jo yo11 prefer 1his fJ"i11t­

illg to besee11? 

Birmelin: Well. l ah\a}, ,ay in theor). either ,omething che to happen \\ilh it. But i1 c;111·1 he 

way. 13ut you finally do tend to fa\Or it one wa} defincdfurther.funhcrdefinit1on \\Ouldbrcak it 

or the other ... ] tend to favor thi, one the other apart. It h:i.. 10 ha\e a rc,1lm of indcfinitene" m 

way (suitca,e up,ide-down) 

Shoreline: Is your 111osl recellt set of ll'Orks 

(/995-1996) ll/1 llltempt IQ gel bllck lo 1l,e city­

SC(lpes yo11 were doing before? 

Uirnlt'lin: \Vcll.theykindofcamcup 

again-it', true. Thi, is a more removed thing. it 

ha!> no figure, in it. that·, one aspect. i\fan}. 

many year- ago. a friend of mine had a round 

tablc.We'dcatatthetablc.playcheckcr,:11the 

table-ju,1 be around the 1ablc. it wa, the center 

oftheapartment. I madcabunchofdr:ming,at 

it. of the people around it at the time. It ,ort of 

came up again. The cable i, a kind of dome,tic. 

intimate.i111crior1hing,andthecityi,1hc 

cit}-thepublicrealm. \Vh:1tintcrc,ted me\\as 

to find a\\:t} that would ,ufficicntl} m;ikcthe 

tran,icion between the two. It i~ an irrational 

combin,11ion, obviou,ly. Where they meet i, 

hard to find: the 1ablc i~ in front. the table i, 

makethcocherdcfinitenc,,hclil·\.1hlc 

. I ah\a}' lmed to make up the,e cicic,. You 

plll ,mudge, of color. the} ll\!come txi,c,_ Then 

\\ith mort detail. the~ take on dimc11'i0th. 11·, 

like making a tinker to}. 11 i, \Cr~ rela,ing 

SJ,,,,·,/i,,,A 
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Welcome to wavefront 

Thi.v year, s111de11ts were aske<I tO view lhe 1rork 

of art isl Roben /Jirmdin. They were then aske<I 

10 submit to Shoreline something thm lhe)" luul 

create<I in response 10 this 1•iewi11g. Following 

are the selected /Jieces. \Ve apologi:e for lhe 

{imiw1iom of lhe primed medium. All of 1/ie 

original an i11 this section was submille<I i11 glo· 

rio11s full-cofor 

Untitled 

-Sl,ou/;o,, 
.10. 

Tiuoughout Shoreline·s history. the majority of 

our submissions have come from English and An 

majors. It has always been our desire to sec a 

broader s1>ectrum of studcn1 work in this. our 

very own. Rhode Island College Magazine. We 

sincerelyhope1hacwm•efro111willbringusclos­

cr to achieving this goal 

Expens from the RIC physics depanment told 

us1ha1··wavefron1"isthctechnicaltermapplicd 

to the rippling phenomenon that occurs when a 

pebble is drop1>ed into a 1>001 of water. In this 

section we will publish student responses to a 

selected subject or subjects. The intent is to pro­

vide cross-campus communication and a forum 

for student expression 

The editorial staffpbns10 publish a new and 

exciting \\'avefro111 section in every future issue 

of Shoreline 

pas1cl on pa1>er 

Robert Birmelin and Identity 
by Melissa Guillet 

Robert Birmelin·s work asks the viewer to let 

go of their perceptions of a recognizable world 

and see it through the eyes of a new beholder: 

Technology. His work portrays the concept of 

identity in a post-modernist world. What makes 

upa person·s identity in thisworldarethesub• 

tleand not so subtle connections with it. He 

emphasizes the mundane and de-emphasizes the 

individual to show how everyday objects have 

comctoformpeople·sidcntitiesandevcn 

replace them 

His clock series alludes 101hemajorinflu­

cnceof1ime in everyday life.and how thi, 

meld:. the individual. In the Clock•Air1,la11e. a 

human hand, disembodied by the end of the 

canvas.trics1oholdbackthchandsoftimc: 

man over machine. Thcrci:,a:,trugglehere.and 

1>erhap" the coins lend a:,ctN.!ofthecon­

"umcri~m 1ha1 work, .. hand in hand:· so to 

:.peak. with time. Simpl) the huge size or thc,c 

clock,,1ate:-theirim1>0rtanccinthcdail)roU­

!ine.l11C/ock-Nigh1.1hchand,arcmangledata 

1ime of human rest. But i" the mug off 1hc end 

of the painting an allu,ion 10 a relaxing p;ht­

limc or <.ociety':. need to ,ta) awake in a con­

:.lantl) ,hifting world? Are thc,e broken clod,, 

a :,ymbol of hO\\ ~ocic1y no longer wanh to be 

ruled under the heavy hanchoftimc? The 

G1111111a11 and the Clod humorously show, ,c,ci­

cty':, baHlc again:,t time and ho\\ ,ociety ha, 

become controlled by the \Cr) mccl1ani,nh it 

The room ,eric-. deal more with ,ociet) ·, 

connection with the concrete rather than the 

ab:,tract(meaningtimc)in formingorexprc"­

ing an identity. D(l(/'s Place ma) illustr:tlc the 

old-fa,hioned placement of male and female. 

the man in a-.uit hangingbct\1een the ~i1chen 

andatraveling:.uitcase.thc1\0manassumcdto 

be some\1 here behind him. r\s he leans into the 

room with this very large <.;uitcase. he shares the 

space with a telephone on the 11all. Thi<.;sug­

geststhat he. the man. is1hcconncction to the 

outside world. but is s1ill tied 101he inner world 

ofthckitchen(presumabl) hi,11ifc) 

Objcch stand forpcop1e·,conncction..,to1hc 

world and ~) mboli1e the proce,s b) 11 hich the) 

adop1theiridcntitics-1hrough .. thing<· 

Without thc,e things we do not exi,t. The 

Telephone Ring portra)~ thi-. rdation,hip. The 

telephone here i, 1he mO\t dominam part of the 

painting wi1h ih uncann) ,izc and bold contra,t 

to ii.. ,urrounding-.. Indeed. the rc,1 of the item, 

inthcpaintingappcartobcgroupcdaroundthi, 

won,hippcd object. People fade from gr.:1) 10 

nothingandobjcch-.ucha-.the-.uitt·a,eandih 

contenh. a ,hclf of boo\..\. 1he telephone boo\.. 

and the nc11,paperarc accc111ua1ed and col­

ori1cd. The,e accentuated obJeCh ,ire ,111 t·on­

ncctio1h to the ouhide 11orld and identuy-form­

ing tool, and ta\..eon more impon,mce than the 

indi1 idual. rlw Abandoned Com·e111 cmph,hill'' 

thi, point. a, people appear to be le,11ing a ,1,1fl 

meeting \1here a huge gray hc,1d lie, \i,uall~ 

di..,cmhodied h} 1he door frame ,md ,1pp,1n.:-n1I~ 

dead. Thi\ ,uggc,h 1hat a~ a concept. human 

being, in ,ociCI) ha1c died. Who llCC{h them. it 

quc\tion,?Thecloc\..,and,ui1,,1ndphone 

boo~-. can ta\..c 01er. bccalhC \\1thout them. 

people arc nothing in thi, 11orld 

Birmelin irhinuatc, a ,erhe of di,pl.ll·cnll'lll 

of the indi1idual. People in hi, 11orld l1.11e 

become u,ed to identifying thenhch c, h} ho11 

the) conncct1\1ththeout-.idercalm. \\'hcn,o...-i 

et} change, Lhtcr th,m pt,~lpk i:.m ,1tbp1 tl\ 11, 

change,. i1lx-.:ome,diffa·ulttof111dJ.nidcnt1t) 

Si<ou/,o,. 

~ 



co cling to. Therclativeconceptoftimehas 

mechanizedthehumanbeing.butasanorganic 

creature. it can·c adapt fosc enough to keep up 

It seemsa,;chough the new. technological 

world makes human being:-. obsolete. Birmelin·s 

work shows how the human as physical pres­

ence is becoming obsolete by chevcrytechnolo-

ro 
""O 

C 

~ 
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~ 
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Untitled 

gy it created. The objects he choo:-es to depict 

inhispaintingsarcnot accidem:.. but what peo­

ple cling co have a place in the world. an identi­

ty to cling to. Whetherhumansadapttothesc 

changes. abandon their body. or become obso­

lete remains to be :-.een 

~ 
} 
0 
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Sarah McConnell 
The collection of paintings by Roben Birmelin reflects the fact that our world 

has been taken over by "'stuff:· Although humans have created this ··\\Orld full 

of sturr· out of a perceived need for ever more and ever bigger thing~. the peo­

ple themselves have become secondary. almost transparent. next to all this 

··sturr:· Everyday life in this world can deface and dehumanize people. When 

they stop co reflect on life. as Birmelin seems to have done in his work~. they 

realize that they are a tiny speck in a large. me~sy. ugly. chaotic world. The 

only way for them to reclaim themselves i) to unload all of the l111elfec111al 

Baggage created by a world such a!, this. We a:-. humans have to face our feel­

ings and passions. leave material goods behind. in order to get through to\\ hat 

is really imponant in life. We mu~t lca,·e this ,,orld of Usual Disorder and find 

our real home. a place in our mind~ ,,here ire are reality. 

~ 
spec 

~ 
Tara Constanzo 

~ 

~ 

When \\e ha,e a ch:incc toc,capc from our ta,t-p:iccd Ji,c,. \\C ,m: ,\1mc1imt·, 

led to h:i\e a curio,it) about people ,md ,itua1io11' \\h~ thing, fall inlll pbcc 

a, the> do. On occrhion. \\C tai..c the tirnc 10 ,top ,rnd ho.!comc a\\.lTC {II thing, 

in our en\ironmcnt on :1 con,ciou, lc\Cl. Then we ,cc that ,111 people an.· <lil 

fcrenL If we lool,. h,1rd c-nough. \\e can ,cc that fX'<lplc differ bcl·,m,c {lf the 

ide:ih thc) li\C their ti,c, b}. Some people C\prc" their i<ll·,11' in .1 ,crc"ful 

way.ando1hcr,h:\\c;1morecarcfrcctechniqut:: 

• ~ 
Onanindi,idual lc,cl.,\i1h1hcpcr,pc,ti\cofan) oncpi..·r-on.,\CG\ll,t'l' 

hO\\ our a11cmion i, cal..cn o,cr b) man} thing, ,11 an) gi\cn momcnt. \\ hen 

we arc alone. we reflect on our li,c, :ind our i<lcah. Thi, i, \\hen \\t' 'l'n 0ur 

idea1'intot,1·ocatt::gorit::,:,tahlcandm1'1.1blc. 1-\ndthcn,,cli,c 

Sho,·,·fi,.,·• 

~ 



,.,b, Robert Birmelin 
Clock - Night 

1101 pa<.:-with the speed I long for. 

Shadows with geometric paucrn-1 aero~, the room ,cem to take an 

agonizing length of time to reach their destiny: 

Theirfinalrcstingplacc 

I wait. Longing for the peace of a painlc:,,:,, breath in my own 

rc~ting place 

But time srnnd<; ,till. .. 

The clock i,;; brol,.cn 

The walls arc my only friend, now. Nobody ,cc, me. Lying here 

alone I am convinced my world a, it wa, ha:,, ended. The horn, 

..C blaring from the traffic and noi,c, from the life ouhidc thc,c 

u wall-. penetrate, through my ,crhC\ lil,.c a ,lap. 

u 
0 
~ 
"' 2 

I ha\e for one brief moment the belief that ,, hat i, beyond the 

"alls wait-. for me. Maybe there i" a ,,orld ,,hich I fit into. Then 

the reality hit-. and I -.cttlc 10 bclic,c that hope i, gone and no 

So I watch in ;igony each day. a, my ,hapc, dance aero" the room 

>- -~ onccagam • 
..c 1,.... ··Take me\\ ith you:· my mind ,crcarn-.. They 100 ignorc me. 

t CU 1,1hatthctid,ingoftheclod.lhcar'! 

&. ~ Now the clock i, broken 

~Sho,·,,1;,,,, 

P· E· R·S· P· E·C-T· I ·V· E 
I have come 10 the US from Yugo~la\ ia to participate in a ,tudent e:i.change 

program here. I was eighteen when I came O\cr in 1991 and remember \\ell 

1he war that was tearing my coumr) apart for ,o long. Being pro-peace. I 

wa, pan of man) dcmon,tration, and re,emcd ,111 the people \\ ho ,purred up 

hatred for the sake of hatred. The horror, oh\:lr make time a relati\\.· concept. 

While the war with all it, lmellectual /Jaggll.f:t' ,cem, far :l\\:t) :md a thing of 

the p;i,t. I feel the scar!', it left very Vi\idly. "Timc heal-. ;ill \\OUIUh"' they ,ay. 

but howcansomethinga,eternala,hatrcdandignorancee\crhcal?h,cem-. 

that hatred and ignorance were alway, pan of \\o/mankind and that people\\ ill 

ingrained in my nation J:l. 
Being far away from home ha, made my life ca,ier and harder. Ea,icr PJ 

bccau-.e I did not ha\'e to de:11 \\ ith man) of the di,gLi...ting a-.pcc1-. of\\ ar on :;:;,;;: 

a daily basis. and harder bc,·au,e I could not handle the quc,tion: ··What i, ::J 

actually going on in )Our count!):· \\hich had become pan of c,cr~ dJ.~ 1ri,- ~ 

ia. All that has been pan of me. a pan of me that i-. irrational. incomprchcn-.i- (t) 

blc. How can I find an at1,\\er \\ hen I do not undcN;md the que,tion'! So man) < 
que,cion~. -.omccime, I foci like I am a thou,:md )Cal', old. n 

Interplay Willie Plante & Chris Manso 

Sho,·,•/,,,,,A 

~ 



Losing The Grasp 
"/ .w1r lime in the paintings .• , 
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The Green Stage-first movement 

I have lost the touch of reality 

I find myself in a world of dreams 

My body, my soul, and heart, complete insanity 

And to come back, I see no means 

The sky is not blue, nor the sun yellow 

Thestarsarenotstars,butmyeyes 

My mood is nor stable, not happy nor mellow 

My blindness, between the water lies 

Like the first phase of intoxication 

l'velosttrackoftimeand its measures 

It's peaceful here,with no organization 

Like the song I sang as a child 

' the cmllrwr r4'ir/11te 011 1rhite 
to th< pun,, t,,/ r( d 1m 'PU. ' 

The White stage-second movement 

I see the snow fall; yet I'm not cold 

I cannot sec the sky through the thick cotton 

feast 

I cannot hear the music, the white absorbs it 

I don't find my silhouette, someone hides it 

I don't want to cry, I fake a smile 

I see the blanker in front being folded 

Whatistruth?Whatisreality? 

What is yesterday? What is tomorrow? 

Whatislife?Wharis1oy? 

l'machild,letmeplay,givemeatoy. 

I'm a bridge that connects life 

I'm an absence of colors, I am white! 

The Red Stage-third movement 

My hear in Jove, full of emotions 

My body naked, full of motions 

My soul speaks, full of notions 

My mind leaves,fullofcautions 

In my dreams I love her 

In mydreamsldrawher 

I hear her voice in other people's lips 

from all the pain and through my conscience strips 

Myarmsreacharhousand miles 

Shedoesn'twanrme,butl have denials 

J know I'm dreaming because she is not mine 

Yetlfeelherwith me 

Untitled 

I open my eyes and feel fine 

I realize I'm colorblind 

l dltn 1cl {1.J~ ,>:,· 0 

tl'J (TnuJt{~I". , 

Russel Esposito 

51,,,,,.11 .. ,•• 
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Raajiv Schoumaker 

BARRY THE LIMO DRIVER 

Dilchthisjob 

Anything to ditch this job 

Good morning, Miss Taylor 

Yes, good morning 

Fine day fora ride, no? 

Don'tevenanswer:savc your lip 

Always the same routine. Friday morns, 

9:00 sharp, schlepping her to the beauty shop 

Shewasanactress:usedtobesomething 

maybe fifty years past 

Shcclaimsshe"ssixty. 

probably'sreallyseventy, 

looks about ninety 

Herwrinklesarestartingtoresemblc 

those TV pictures of highways. 

afteraCaliforniaquake.Atleast. 

theypartlyobscureherageblemishes 

Plusshesmokeslikeadampenedcampfire: 

lcanalmos1seeherblackcnedlungs 

silhoucncd beneath that slale blouse 

I prefer the :.ound of unpaved back ro..1ds 

to that corroded hacking of hers 

-Sl,ou/;,,,, 
38. 

I hope Denise can fix this 

lpayherafortune 

Somefaimlittlelinesareforming, 

right around my eyes. 

My1hroa1hasaslightitch 

Swallowingdocsn"t help. 

Barry The Limo Driver Raaji,, Schoumaker 

Dri\'er. where's some water? 

lnthedarkcabine1 

by your feet. Miss Taylor 

Right where it always is. Miss Forgetful 

Guessthewrinklcsofherbrain 

have smoothed out and magically reformed 

inth.ltancientface.Justrernember 

myrates.Miss.andadjustforinOation 

It isn·1 1940. you know 

About time we're here 

Denisc·s1itssure look tasty 

through that streaked. taped-up window 

Makes my business worthwhile. 

Have a good day. Mi ... ~ Taylor 

Now. who·~ left for 1hi~ merry day? 

Justthc11dulterousstuffcd-suit 

who I convey to hi;;. ~ex panncr. 

and :.ornc pimply ki,h headed for the prom 

FirsL some chow and a refill 

I've almo~t run Olll of ga, 

Don't I ha,e a chcd,-up later today'? 

Somconcwillcallandrcmindmc 

I forgo, to tip the dri\cr. or 1hank him. 

Wi,h I rnuld recall hi..,_ name: 

l-lc'..,_oncofthcfc\1 con,1.1111, I ha1ckf1. 

Ha:iji\ St·houmakC'r 

s,,,,,.,,,;,,,.A 
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Charles Bibciwlt 

As,,,,,..,,;,,, 
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Happy Poem 

t""' \\c dro\e to the Cape this 

~ \\Cekcncl. m~ girlfriend and 

I, while the happ~ sun ,,orkcd 

"ell and elephant clouds 

cha<,cd airplanes. Oddi~ hung 

tree, n·m:hed for elcetrk "ires 

like arthts' hands grip paint 

bru\hes. Some trees drank deep 

a fluorescent red-orange, yet 

most kept their country green. 

At night, the moon dragged the 

to our feet as wind 

blew against my chattering 

teeth. The waters s1111v. a sweet 

lullaby and a pillow of 

sand ate my dreams. 
i:= 
53 
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By: Amy Lamoureux 

In my mind's eye. I am willowy 

Apapcrwingfairyliftedbyabreeze 

Amy /..(1mo11reux 

or perched u1xin Mis!> Ha,isham·s bouquct­

Deaihly white. crisp. a<,hcn. 

Perfect in neglect 

Dizzy and mean 

with a voiceofquickclearbclb 

I laugh at women·!> pain-irreverent 

The folly of loss and mi,cr) i~ 

A joke for my sharp. JXlinty di,position 

The looking glass reflect, a clearer image 

of pendulous mother[} brea!>1' and ,oluptuou, ,,,inging hip, 

iVly heaving body. a home 

Afamilyreclininginrn) bcllybuuon 

My juice!> nm warm like ,oup. 

Flowing over with merry mercy and 

a hearty laugh that bur,.t, and colors the air 

like October cedar !>moke 

Conccrncdwithbatlhandble<;sedthistlc 

lnthC!>paccinbcl\\CCn. 

lam 

Morephantomthanworkhor,.e 

More midwife than prince" 

A hurricane of riototh clap. a fluff) of trcmulmh pirouette. 



1\1elissa Lawrence 

Madonna and Child David Parkerson 

leaker street on Sunday 

(Funer:11) (Train Dog) 

Grave digger:- ,moking Parliamenb. Riding the train. we descend like neas 

,mashing om buu, on the hard packed mound in10 the skin of the city. 

watch the little black bodies become little black blurs looking for bones in the barrel of nesh 

winging ro:,.ary beads around wrbts which barks in the smoky bar room. 

The gray marble rnons1er:,. grow like elegies At dawn I walk across the park. 

in a rO\\ of concrete teeth. tired and pricked by an angel 

011rBelol't?d£1emollyMissnl. to return 10 my room and scratch at the fur 

From The Book he re.ids and rolls away, which h.is grown on the white of my eyes 

with the :-hadow of a sermon cha:,ing his cadillac The apple of Eden fell from the tree 

and curving uphi:,. fat. pink lip!'> and feeds a million sinners 

(Visitors) (Leaving) 

NO PARKING. barking dogs The jersey pike reaches out 

chained to :i :-hifty bcn1 rail. Reading with veins escaped from the arm 

cardboard signs FOR RENT (No Pets) The bridge:,. and bilge pumps dump waste into Trenton 

Ca<.t iron bar, crawl away from the walls sucking little bugs in. :,.pitting little bugs out 

and aero,, a face in the while bu.;;es at tollbooths beep at God. 

a tiny ~tone angel in a garden of gods. sending tail light prayer:,. and asphalt wafers. 

FOR RENT ( Inquire Within). 

Mclissal.,i_1wrcncc 

As,,,,,.,,u,,,, ,,. Shouf,,,.,A 
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Rob Gree11e 

Whiskey breath 

Not the sweet smell it once was 

Watching the clock turn. as 1 remember !he p:1s1 

Till death do us pan 

Coming Home 

Anticipating pain, without eagerness 

Too tired to sleep 

Too tired to scream 

Still. !wait 

On my knees.praying 

Butmychurchcan·1helpmeanymore 

My Savior? Who blessed the day we w;ilked down the aisle? 

Now I only wish I could walk away 

And ifs two a.m 

Lights om at the town tavern 

Asmyhusbandleavc!>hi!>wateringhole 

My cold skin fade~ to pale 

Rob Greene 

Untitled Jim Cassidy 



Melissa Lawre,ice 

DEFENESTRATION 

I 

:~~~T~~y Smmeee Twelve 

11i11e 1hinee11 Sel'entyjour. Dear Dad. what 

good is a word if the code is closed 10 the 

meaning?lfmythismyonlyfriendchen I 

am Princess Leia and you are not really God 

1t·s really 1101 all 1lwtf111111y. but you can·t 

help but laugh when you have been invited 

to the party. when in fact. you are the party 

andallthenightswickedfuniswaitingon 

you.l.theomnipotentl 

Whereischestorywhentheauthoristhe 

player. theplayeristheplot and the word is 

a sinking ship? 

Day One: lamwonderfu!lysick 

Mary had a little lamb whose fleece made 

her itch and sneeze. How dreadfully silly it 

seems tome. chat all these people spend days 

and dragging days searching for soul. The 

myth makers. The lollipop guild. See the 

signsandthcsoulcomeshome 

I ~:~;~;~;.,::: = ::: . 
bee flew in and tried to drown itself in a half 

empty can of coke. Or was the can half full? 

I can"t remember. Dangerous Dick was brave 

enough to squash her with his book when she 

pau»cd in the windowsill fora second 

thought. No time for second thoughts. 1 

heardherbuzzing,soexci1edbyallthecommo­

tion. I wonderifsheeouldsmell the sugary 

crystals on the aluminum or if some other plan 

tracked her into the room, like luck or stupidity. 

1 wanted to look at her guts, but Dick wiped 

them off with a piece of paper and her wings 

flew out the window 

Today I caught the bookcase getting rowdy 

again. The hard covers were squishing my poor 

baby paperbacks. It's a good thing books 

learned 10 talk and hate so brilliantly! I once 

had a lover who used 10 like to do it standing 

up. For balance. I would hold tight to a shelf of 

thecaseuntilhewasdone.Onenight, I pulled it 

over on top of me. It really didn't hurt. but he 

thought it was too dangerous 10 let things col­

lapse. He never did it there again 

Gravity is the gayest sport of all 

Lupo's fle<trlbreak/-lotel Paul Moore 

Defenestration 

I 

~,~~e~o~P~~!Y 
Oh! How I adore your lectures. /1 is so 

refreshing 10 siI in class and lis1e11 10 you 

speak Greek. I am excite,ifor 1he droning 

days ahead which s/l"etch out before 11s see­

ing as 1he semester has just beg1111. And yo11 

were so clever. so generous 10 chose room 

251. Did you know thm 1here is no screen in 

1he window, or is 1his just my luck. or lack 

!here of? 

Your Humble Swde111. 

Blessed be that god in the highest who is 

thankfully still below me. In the name of my 

father for the protection of his son and in the 

narneoftheholyspirit who left us all in the 

dark 

I forget no one in my prayers. Some 

peopledon"tknowhowluckytheyare.My 

mother would often sing me to sleep. even 

whenldidnotdeserveit 

Rock a bye baby on the tree top. you think 

you're so smart but you·re really not. When 

the bough breaks. the cradle gets fun and up 

comesthebabyandthebeastallinone 

'·Poetry is the great bird flown away;· he 

cells me. ··Writeforliberation:·hecon­

cludes. Professor, to find my voice suggests 

it exists. That is generous of you. Poetry is 

the bird dead on the side of the road. 

Slippery slippery. the foggy glass. an 

obstructedviewofawall. PigglyWiggily 

eatingcakeandpukingintoabag.Ohhow 

funny, puking into a bag! 

Melissa Lawrence 

I 
!~~,!~,~AY 

_It was su_re nice of you 10 buy me 1hm 

finnk las/ 111gl11. /"111 sorry thm I wo11ld11 ·1 lei 

you shore yo11rfis1 up my skin. b111 / /l(ll"en ·1 

bee11feefi11g quite myselflmely. Perhaps 

when hell free:.es orer. /"II gil"e you a call 

and we can go al it again. Ne1·er 1rnly yours 

forever. 

The window. Professor Peculiar. there you 

go again. How lovely you look in your new 

tweed blazer. If only ["dhadthetime10learn 

Greek. It is hard co accept yourself when the 

signals no longer make the sign. I have tried 

to look closer. to reconstruct the pieces left 

behind me. but what good is a symbol if it 

doesn·1makeanysense?Bucsir. ldolove 

my new seat by the window. I can see the 

old buildings and the greener grass on the 

other side of the fence. There arc enough 

holes to give you a good view of the lawn 

but I sometimes wonder about the things kept 

tight andclosetotheboards. well beyond the 

windows and the gate. Even ifl hate it. they 

won't let me back over?Right? 

Promise 

post scrip!: Your Greek is no worse then 

theirs.sir. In fact. I rather like the shallow 

pitch ofic 

Test: In IS0wordsorlessdiscuss thesig• 

nificanccofeverything I made you copy 

olT the board. Use specific examples from 

your notes. 

one hundred-fifty words disrnssing rhe 

i11sig11ijica11ce of all rite shir ymI said mu! 

more ofwhm you did11"1. lh(lf /all"S are lions 

crouched in the grass waiting for you to rest. 



Melissa U1wre11ce 

de1•011ring you because rape is no/ wro11g if 

1/iere is ,w blue /Jfood spilled 011 the J)Ol'e­

mem. thot is the law that is the lion a11d rou 

sir hare be,i11 111iswke11. u·is,/0111 011/y comes 

with age becol/Se age mokes you bitter ond 

then you ca11 stop looking because looking 

mokes yo11 sick so there is more time for lis-

1e11i11g to yo11rself say it Jost a hundred times 

if ir 1ri/f mokc' you remember. this life is 011/y 

pan for me because I u·as a sponge but I am 

full and g0tl has 1101 forgi\lel/ me for it. I cm1 

do in 011e \\"Ord u·hm hos been hidden behi1ul 

one h1111dred mu/ fifty am/ rel! you thm it 

sucks 

\Vakeupyourslccpyhead 

I 
~:~,~~>~oday w <ell >hem. abm.u my 

dream. To tell them truly and safely so that 

they would understand. Doctors m white 

coats. but not in the right coats 

Mydreamisthatthcrcwouldbcnoscrecns 

Whatever that was out would be welcomed 

in.and whatever that was in would be wel­

comed out. And they would mix and mingle 

like the musical notcsinthemiddleof 

13eethovcn·s founh. When you sat next to the 

window during class. you would be able to 

sccclearout11·he111hcwindowwasfinally 

opened. In my dream. your eye~ 

nevcrtircfromthctinystitchofscrecns 

because there is no struggle to sec through. if 

you know what you are staring al 

Rm. 251: The breeze from the window cools 

mcdown. ltmus1 notbcabadbccday 

bccausethereisarebccsbuzzinginthis 

Defenestration 

room.only the scrapcandcrascoftwentyone 

pencils scrambling to write themselves. I wish I 

could bring all the bees who have been killed 

here back into the room. Then even Dangerous 

Dick and Courageous Cathy couldn"t kill them 

all. They haven't even noticed that the screen 

has been pushed out. They begin to care only 

when the bees try 10 come in and buzi or suck 

sugar from their lips. But nowthercarcnobees 

coming in. The bees have flown back 10 the 

hive. 

-It"s not right. she tells me. You can·1 be angry 

at everything. No one comes looking to hurt 

you. sometimes it just happens that way. 

-lt·s all wrong. she tells me. The way that I ac1 

when people are trying 10 help me. You are a 

coward. she says. A coward who tries to dcs1roy 

everything by stripping away the be:1utyandthc 

fun 

-Catherine. I tell her. lamnotangryatevcry­

onc, only someone. Cathy. if you arc so coura­

geous and I am so wrong, then why are you 

scared of me? 

Andbythcway.thisisnotfun 

1 know that outside there is no welcoming bank 

playing or courtesy calls. but there must be 

greener grass on the other side. If there weren't 

people would have stopped begging to jump 

over a long time ago. It is good that 1 remc111be1 

these things. 

thingslikcmyphonenumbcr. myangcrand 

that life is only a hop. 

askip 

andajurnp 

awny. 

THE END 

Melissa Lawrence 

Jason Peters 

drowning 

you unclose in me revolutions. 

losing me in your color. your slight movement. 

my color (for I also have that in me which moves and loses) 

like the sun turning flowers.silently. 

you embrace me.and 1.alsolikethesun 

(though more like water). embrace you. 100 
U11ri1led 

Mark Pedini 

Jason Peters 

so we together hold in perfect circle,. 

in waves and finger~ and hand, and ,pindrift 

all shedding the shapes that have kept them (alway, containing) 

(like ~pilled ,\ater) into one blue ,1x1cc 

(like green beginning~) into open-mouthed mon·n1e11h 

because we do not need motion or ,,x:ech. bccau,c 

we let thing~ take us. because the color, are \\ hat matter 1110,1. 

wc open. and that is what l ho1x: we h:t\C (tlfr., that \\C hold here togcthcr) 

51,o,.,,/;nc -~ 



Silas Obadiah 

T h M 

If we had met in the fields 

Nurtured by the :.perm:. of the :.ky 

We could have marveled at the gaits of planls 

Thru:,,ting their arm:. into the sky 

If \\e had met in the forest 

Armed with poli:-hed ~pears 

We could have hunted the graceful deer 

And relllrned home filled with smiles 

We could have learned the secrcb of numbers 

And the ,olemn whi~pcrs of distant s1ars 

If \\e had met in mystic :-.chools 

-Sho,·e/;ne 

so. 

K d 

U11titled 

~ 
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We met on the battle field 

Where corpses were the sign~ of victory 

Where the vultures yearned for their harvest 

And where my clean sword longed for a stain 

And the sheep in me craved to be lion 

So I tore hi:-. bowels 

And was strengthened by the scent of his blood 

And now by the heritage of steel 

lfcarlcsslytrcadforbiddenpaths 

} 
,;; 
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I 

SilasObadi:lh 

I WORE 
I wore a hat 

and hated everybody 

Man 

Twitch. Twi1chboy. Twitch! 

Like a roomful 

of ballerinas 

badly beaten bloody 

under seuing sun on 

Halloween 

Like a roomful 

of ballerinas 

badly beaten bloody 

underseningsunon 

Halloween 

And she never wore 

abra 

Creaking futon undc1 

dimpled ass 

And quietly. I knewwh:u love meant 

Umitletl 

chalJ..onpapcr.3-Dart 

by 

Trina Amber 

Bob Sanka 

;J;---

Bol> Sanka 
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Rosi/ind Sibie/ski 

Playing Barbies 

We dig them om :1 liulc wistfully 1onigh1. 

full ofrnarg:1rita, and no,1algia. 

,ining cro"•lcggt.."d on )Our bedroom noor 

remembering long-ago afternoon-. 

,1x:nt playing Barbie,. 

1alki11g about movit..", and boys 

:md ,1ha1 we ,1ould do when we got older 

(A littlcdnmk. 

You ,a} that )OU ,,ant lO go lO Lo, Angele, 

and,1all..QuentinTaran1ino 

until he fall-. madl} in to1e with you-

or at lea,t ca,h you in one of hi<. movic,­

and I rcpl) tha1 I 11ould like to be 

for Dawn ... 

and perhaps are. 

although we·11 neverbeabletosec it: 

cxi;;.1ing ah,ays in the ,hadow of her pcrfec1ion. 

envying the ~elf assurance 

that allowed her to be 

a cowgirl. 

a cordon blcu chef. 

And pcrhapstha!'s 11hy 

we·ve held on toherall 1he,eyears. 

even after the re~t of our childhoods 

had been packed away into storage. 

or ~old off at yard sale, 

a cultural icon. a quanerat a tune: 

,omeone uncon1cn1ional :md intriguing: even though we arc adult-. now 

an enigmatic poet ,earching endlc,,I} and our games have become more complex 

for the real-life hero of her fiction,. Both of u<; 1wcnty•sornc1hing 

a man modeled al I ariou, time<; after playing at being grown.ups 

Cap1:1in Kangaroo 11 i1h apanments of our 011 n 

~lichael Stipe. and job, that "c ~,,car arc only tcmporar}. 

Atticu<. Finch. plans for the future., we arc -.till uncenain of 

and lately Rick. although they have already begun 

although he never <.pcah my dialogue Both of us leading live:- :-o different 

the way that it", wrincn. from 1.v. -.itcom, 

and he refu,;cs 10 follow or ,torie.'> told to u, by our parents. 

the plo1, that r,e con,tructcd.) bored o,er pho10 albun1' 

Our Barbie, arc idcmical al anni, er-,aric~ and retirement panies. 

except for 1hc color of their hair. Live, ~o different from what 

a rcmarl.. that ha, often been made we were promi:-cd they would be. 

about 1hc two of u,, Facing dcci,ions we arc unprepared for 

although we could never ~cc the ~imilarity. in ,pile of yc.ir:- of Sunday School 

and unlike the dol1'. and college philo,ophy cl:":-c' 

we're ccnainly 1101 ,1am1x:d from the ,ame mold If 1hc mll'cum were burning 

Our Barbie<. arc ,uccc"ful. would you ,a\'C the old woman 

be;mtiful :ind ,1rong or the priccle:-, painting"! 

all the thing, that 1\c 11 i,h 10 be. And ho\\ do you apply 1ha1 to 

-Sho,·,,f;,,, 
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Playing Barbies Rosiliud Sibielski 

growmg regrets. imagining lives we·d rather be living. 

families dissolving. oraloneatda"n 

or friends with AIDS? facing the choice "e·ve made 

ExpcClations that lessen daily. and the people that we·,e become. 

and relationships that bear little resemblance we try to pinpoint the exac1 moment 

to playing house with teddy bear husbands. when we changed our mind~ 

or kisses given on a dare in the school yard about it all, 

"Timmy Davis likes you .. and "Do you like him?"" mourning dreams abandoned along the \\:ty. 

whispered behind reference books in the library. and wondering. sometimes. 

and longing looks if\\C made the right decisions. 

cxchangcdacrosslunchtimecafc1crias 

in the seventh grade 

Afternoons after school Rosilind Sibiclski 

spent hanging around 1he band room. 

sighing over Jay Berndt and M:111 Ryan. 

crying on the noor of the girl's locker room. 

or making out in the balcony of the audi1orium 

after high school 1alcn1 shows. 

drunkonMidori 

snuck from your parent's liquor cabinet 

and the euphoria of first love. 

It ama1.es us sometimes how different our lives arc 

from the way 1hat we imagined they would be 

a~ children 

Remembering scenarios 

cnae1ed by Barbie and Ken 

on rainy Saturday afternoon,. 

or daydreamed over the page~ 

of Judy Blume novels. 

watching jealously 

:h the older girls inourfamilic, 

picked out prom drc~~c,. 

a11dl:1tt.."rchinapauem,. 

impaticlll for the day 

when we "Ould finall) become them. 

Late at night in familiar place,. 

s,,,,,,,,;,,,A 
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Amy Lamoureux 

Black Fairytale 

A 
Love Story 

Last night I dreamed of us buried in a cathedral of trees 

Overgrown with grasses and wild honcy:.ucklc. 

We were a work of art. entwined and delicate like Klimt's kiss 

You were warm and swollen and lovely. 

I wa~ a rainfore!>t, expectant 

ltwasourmoment.pcrfectinlusc 

The man in black robes shoveled the dirt imo the hole 

that filledourmouthsandnoses 

You clutched my hand and we faded 1ogc1her bremhing earth 

People watched with mired eyes as we returned to chc womb 

W;1teringu:.withregrctfulce11rs 

From our corp!>c;.. malevolent fertilizer. a tree grew 

Blacktwi:.tedknouywithleavessprungslickandscarlct 

No bird, ne,tcd in this tree. 

For it<; fire dripping branches gave off a heal 

1hatsingcdtheairaround1hem. 

It wa~ a nightmare of nature. 

Ourconncctionhadbirthcdthisfreakchatchildrcncamc 

Pricsbandprophct"winccclinhorror:u1ddisbclicl 

And poch • J>Cll!> were ,truck dumb 

\\la"n·t chi, what we had alway~ wanted. 

To be feared and revered and eternal? 

You clutched my hand in morbid faith 

and I bled from your barbed wire embrace. 

Thoughh clawed al my brain-

Our dc,irc. our death. our unholy love 

Mybloodbubbledcoldinmyvcin" 

With fi,t, full of du,c. I tore at the root,. 

Simply you 'lllikd the ,wcct ,adi....iic !>mile of tyr;mh and madmen 

When I wo\..e from thi, oracle 

Ga,pingforclcarmorningair. 

r.t) ,hcch\1crcdampand you had gone. 

Am~• Lmnourcux 

A.,,,,,,-,.,;,,, .,,. 

The Glowing Tree Phil Hick~ 



U111itlecl 

Billy lfay black and white photograph 

.s,,o,,•//o;• , .. 

T•tE FIVE YE,\R G,\P BETWl£N my !>iStcr and I 

alwaysfcltinsum1ountable.asthoughshe 

were a cool. junior version of Ma. while 1 

neverseemedtoprogresspastthatawkward 

stage. rm short. like Dad. with hi~ thick 

untamable curls and stubby legs that look 

heavierthantheyfeel.MariehadMa·,<;ame 

straight. shiny chestnut hair. her long thin fin. 

ger!>. her deep-set. charcoal-colored eyes 

MarieandMadidn·1thinkalike.1hough 

We weren't blessed with the kind of··Mod" 

parents who attached themselves totheirchil­

dren·s lives while witnessing the pa,~ingof 

their own conventions. Our parenh ,topped 

acknowledging social and cuhural \rend, 

sometime around 1he end of McCarth) i,m. 

Maybe that caused Marie to ,lip funher. 

decperthan rnos1. pa!>\ where an) ofu, 

could reach 

My parents didn't come 10 1hi, courmy to 

makca!>tand.justlOrnakealivingandpa" 

on sound. moral family tr:1di1io11,. Nothing 

more. Marie's request at twchc )Car, old to 

become a Briti,hexchangc,tudent afler,eeing 

the Beatie, on The E,I Su/limn Shmr. or her 

petition the following !>llmmer that \\C ab:m­

don our annual trek to Aunt Lena·, beach 

cabin inJcf!-C) forat\101\ede.,cur-.iononan 

Indian Re,ervationinWyoming,tartlcdm) 

parcnh: though they found hermildl) enter­

taining. A kid with a big imagin:uion. rm ,urc 

they though, ,he·d meet ~omconc 1,ho would 

whi,khcraroundtheworld 

Pat Testa 

I reaped ~omc profit from ha\ ing a Bo­

hcmian ,i,1er. I \1asthe fiN J..:id in third grade 

\\ith a --~leet the Beatie, .. lunchbo,. ~larie 

,elec1ed i1 01er the plaid one Ill) mother ,ug­

ge,tcd. And l could sing all the word, to 

Tambourine Man. among man} other Pop and 

Folk ,ong,,. on reque,t. Without ~laric. I 

1,ouldha1eendeduprni,,ingtheculturalrc\­

olution altogether 

l\faric lca1 ing the door open in hcr room. 

e\CnacracL\\a,1akcna,anopcni111i1a1ion 

1 \1a, allm\ed acce" to her ,tuffed animal, 

when ,he \\a,n't thcre.and\1hen ,he\,J., 

ROSES 

1herel gOltO'>itandli,tenina,,hcandhcr 

girlfriend,chancredandte,hcdonc,mrnher 

from Rolling S1one, concert, the) prc1<.:m.lcd 

10 go 10. to high ,chool quartcrb,id,, the) Ltn­

l;hi?ed about dating. to l\lr. 8cn111.:1. thc 11C\\ 

Engli,hteacl1crtl1e) denied being inf.ttu,ucd 

with. l learnedthing,m) parcnh\1Creohli\i• 

ou, to. like ho\1 to ma\..c :1 p,)chedelic chain 

outofbraidcdgum\\rappcr,.orh(m I0\\C;tr 

e)clincr.orhm, to get a Ouija ho,1rd totcll 

)OU 11hat bo) )OU \\OU]d end up \\ilh. \I.Irie 

granted me pcrmi"ion toah,orha\101'1hi, 

great adolc,cem ,ophi,tication. I tooJ.. it all 111 

grccdil). morethan,1n~1hing(1ffcn.-d inei1hcr 

catcchi,m or Ill) ongoing S,1turd,1) ,11frmo,ln 

coo\..ing ,ipprcntice,hip \\ ith \la. I h,tcned. I 

repeated. but at the time I \\a, 100 )0ung to 

undcr-.tand mo,tofit. 

l\laric and I \\Cren't clo,e lore\er. S(1me 

thing about high ,chonl changed her. I lx•l·.une 

s,,,,,,.,,,,,.A 
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Pat Testa 

more of a nuisance 1han a mascot playmate. 

Suddenly an older crowd held more appeal than 

a n1111. Since I didn"t know how 10 be cool \\ith• 

out her. I 10,1 my link to self.actualization and 

popularity. More than that. something truly 

changed about Marie. She was moving further 

;1way from me and Ma and Dad. to the point 

thattherewasnore:ichinghcr 

It began in August.1helastwcek.whenmy 

mother took us both into the city for our annual 

1'Chool shopping spree. Each of us would get 

new 1'hOc~. usually patent leather. one or two 

nice drc,,c~. a few pleated wool skirts. and 

,ome blouse, and .<,weaten, which my mother 

careful!) cho,e so that we would look like the 

ideal r\mcrican princes--es. instead of 1he two 

mou,} off,pring of an immigrant mechanic. We 

got 10 choo-.c our fa\oritc color or print. but Ma 

cho-.c the ,1}le<.e,ery year based upon fashion 

hini...,hcfoundinMcCa/ls. 

1l1i,}earMariedidn"tlikeanyclothestha1 

Mapicl..edoutforher.saidthcywere11·1rcally 

her. Now I had no idea what this meant. be· 

cau,e you alway, buy school clothes that are11·1 

nece"arily you. You get clothes that show the 

ce:1dier,and1heprincipal:c.and1hepopularkid.<, 

what you'l'c ~uppo1'ed 10 be. Even I knew that 

The clo1hc, that were you were the denim~ and 

baggy 1cc ,hirh you wore around the house on 

Saturday, orouhide pl:1ying 

Ma would hear nothing of it. and bought the 

ncce"aryfa]l<,clectionsforheranyway.As I 

\\all..ed by Ill) mothe(s side on the way home. 

,he a,l..ed me \\h) r..larie didn.t like the clo1hcs 

,he picl..ed ou1. Marie \\ alked a block ahead of 

u,e:1rr)ingthepackage,ofclotheswhich,he 

\\Ouldne\'erwear 

I didn't 1..nm, hO\\ to an<.wcr. mainly becau<,e 

I trul) didn'tundcr,,tandmy<.iqer·,,uddendi,. 

1ru,1 forourmo1hcr 0,fa,hion scn,e.con,ena• 

As,,,,,.,.,,,,,. 
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Three Purple Roses 

tive as i1 was. Or why my mother would ask me 

ra1her than confront the source of her discon• 

1en1. Such ques1ions would cominue well into 

the school year and beyond. 

"Nah, Marie doesn't feel like talking to me 

1oday.lcantell. Whyaggravateher?ljust 

thought 1ha1 you might know. Sisters share 

thingstoge1hcr1hat theydon·1 always share 

with their mother·· 

Maybcinsomcfamilics,noc in this one. Not 

anyrnorc.Thefivcyearsthatseparatedushad 

now categorized meas a pcstofababysister. 

not w be trusted. The days of Marie lening me 

into her room while she listened to records and 

did her homework were over. Color coordinat• 

ing my hair ribbons to match my outfi1s was of 

no intere,t to her. ShewashappiertalkinglO 

her friend<. on the telephone than sharing her 

in,ide, \\ ith me. I accepted ii. I had no choice 

blll tobc leflout as1hough I were forever stuck 

in a pew between my parents. while she escaped 

toafolkma,sinthechurchbascmem 

R::::~f:~~~
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there wa~ always some shield of anxiety that 

~eparn1cd me from my environment. Watching 

everyone ;md everything too closely. waiting fo1 

an explosion :ind being the only one who could 

hear the bomb ticking. 

lwa,rightthcrcwheni1wcntoff.Children 

ha\e an cx1raordinary perception of underlying 

neg:1ti,ccurren1,intheiremironment is what 

Ill) analy,1 ,ay,. I didn"t rcali,c thai's \\hat i, 

wa, then. I ju,t 1hough1 that Ill) family was on 

the\ageofblo,..,ingup.lcavingmeto\\atch 

Marie flo,..,cd ,,i1h the ,ocial uphea,al of 

1968. Sixteen and ready to be embraced by the 

fl(mcr IXI\\Cr mO\emcnt. My ,i,ter feared noth­

ing. Shegre\\ 1all and leggy and walked with 

Three Purple Roses 

1he confidence I longed for. She wa~n·t tied to 

the confines of our tiny Brook]) n apartmem. 

She knew 1hat there was more to life than 

Lawrence Welk on Saturday night and r..1a,-. on 

Sunday. 

Thatpull.Marieadamantly\,caringlong 

wavy bellbottoms and me being forced to ,ho\e 

myplumplittlebuttintoleotardsandplaid 

skins.kept meuneasy. ltthrewmeintothcrole 

ofdiplomaticreprcsentativeinabattlcground 

comparable to the most gut- gripping fear and 

dcvastationthatanyVietnamvetcouldrccall in 

his wildest flashbacks. at Apartment 3A on Ea,t 

105th 

The Old Regime. my parents. li\'cd up to 

every Roman Catholic expec1a1ion concerning 

the instilutions of marriage and parenthood each 

and everydayof1heire\·ery da) li\e<. \,ithout 

so much as one complaint. Dad ne\'er mi.,,ed a 

day at the garage.except for the time ,\hen he 

had bronchial pneumonia and 1he doctor forced 

himtostayhomeforthreeday,.,traightin 

1971. For all the rest of those thirty•fi\C year-, 

of work. my mother made sure !hat e\ery night 

at 5:30 sharp dinner was on the table. Not the 

kind of casserole and frozen vegetable dinner~ I 

make for my husband and boys during the 

week. Preparation began early in the atkrnoon 

soas to perfectly synchronize the fini,h of the 

mealwithmyfather·sarrivat.TI,cplmgcntbite 

of roasted peppers and parmesanchce,e ,craped 

at the roof of my mouth. greeting me at the end 

of each ~hool day. Bag, of porl.. pan, '-al on 

the counter wailing form) mother 10 grind them 

and ,n,ff 1hcm into inteslinal ca,ing,. Fat coag• 

ulated in s\,ine blood ~Ill shocl.. \\a,c, of di,. 

gu,t and disappoin1mcn1 through me each time 

that I looked imo the wrong bag for cookie,. 

Myfathcrarrivedhomccachnighlat5:15. 

w:hhed his hands. changed out of hi, mechan• 

Pat Testa 

ic·,jumper and -.at do,,n 10 eat with all of hi, 

famil). !I.I} mother·<; major re<.pomibilit} of the 

day had been fulfilled. u,;;ually \\ithout objcc• 

1ion. lf1hemeal \,a,defecti\e inan} "a). 

though. the eggplant too thick and green in,ide. 

the ,auce \\ ith 100 much oregano. then there 

\\:I\ potential for problems. Those were the 

night...thatm) fatherexcu,edhi1melffrom1he 

table. took hi, hat and coat and \\Cnt to lll) 

Uncle Tommy's rcsiaurant for dinner. Indeed a 

rari1y.buteachtimchumiliationgrippeda1 my 

throat. cau,ing dinner to squccte do,,n Ill) 

e,ophagu,inunche\\edchunk-,,i\lomm:\er 

mentioned it.just quietly continued \\ith her 

M) -.i,ter appareml) didn·t want to mherit 

thi,QldRegime<.tructure.didn·1\\:lnlan} 

,tructure al all. Li\'ing e\C~ moment. that wa, 

1he "a) -,he explained it. Lil..e when ,hc"d lca\e 

each morning for \Choo\. but nc\cr real!} get 

there. It \,a-. impo.,siblc for me 10 l..no,\ all 1he 

detail<.. ,ince I \,a<, <;till in ,i,th grade. but I 

knew ,he,,a,mal..ingdi,cO\crie, \\Cll ou1,1dc 

Marie changed from being my big ,i,ter "ho 

loved 10 French braid my hair on Sunda), for 

church. into ,ornc my~tcriou, ,hadO\\ \\ ho 

,omctimc, forgot I even c,;i,ted. 

Her bedroom changed. I inherited ;1II ol her 

,1uffedanim:1J...\\ithoute\ena,l..ing.a 

collection I had been co,eting .,ince 1he begin 

ning of time. She u~d her birthday monc} to 

bu) a big woolly. ugly Indian print bl;ml..cl to 

CO\Cr her bed and ,ho\ed rhe \\h1te e}elct tlne 

into the clo..ct. It \\as bro\,n. \e~ brown. F\e~ 

brown under 1he Indian <;un \\a, rcflc..:1eJ on 

that \\OOI blanket. With orange,. bum1,1c1111.110 

tangerine. ,triped aero,, 1he pri,m {lf hnm n. 

\\eighcd d0\\11 b} 1hicl.. bro\\n and golden 

fringe,. It made Ill) poor mother cringe. but 

s,,,,,,,,,,,,.A 
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:-omehow she allowed ii. Perhaps Marie told her strummed 110 app;1rent tune on the beat up folk to herself and diced the potatoes and cagutes for humanit) 

thacalltheothcrAmcricanizedkidshadthem gunar. the frittata So 11hile Ill) mother cooked and butchered 

And of course there was other weird para- .. WhyT I wa'\n·c stupid. We saw movies That afternoon of defending my family soil and fried in blissful ignorance up.<,tair.. and Ill) 

phernalia around her bedroom which my middle about wayward strangers in school. was the same day I learned tha1 something wa, father bu~ted his ass to put that beautiful food 

age parents and I were oblivious to. Clips. bot- .. We11:· his voice strummed along with the wrong with my big sister. She got off the bus on the table in the first place. ,1hich he felt 1,a, 

tic:- and pipes 1hat I saw a~ mere Indian acces- music. ··] wa:- looking for 13e:'lutiful Marie. the from what we thought at the time was a full day e\en more impona111 than r..ta cooking ii. Eric 

soric, co match the God-awful bedspread--com- Goddess of Love and Temperance. Do you of schooling and rushed into the arms of this and r..laric traipsed around the cit) da) and 

pcn,ation for the trip to Wyoming denied co he1 know herT d'oula. or demon. as my fa1her would later refer night. When she started mis~ing dinner altogeth-

in eighth grade. And there were the secret The way he looked through me with those to him. Then they took off together hand in er. my parents took notice. 

poems and lc11crs scribbled in nowery handwrit- round dark blue glasses. l 1hough1 he was blind hand. one of his paws holding his greasy guilai My father con~idcred a child's mi<.,ing din-

ing. carefully tucked aw:iy in a drawer full of Then I thought he must be. along with deaf and c:ise and one around my sister's slender wais1. I ner a slap in the face to the parenh who rahed 

panty girdles clwt Ma would buy her and she really dumb if he thought Marie was a Goddess was dumbfounded. She really couldn't find him her. One night early in October when 1'.larie 

would rcfu,c co wear. Messages which I knew "Yeah. I know her. Who are your appealing. could she? She used to like Davy didn't get home for the 5:30 tribute. my father 

unlocked :-ome mystery. and which I made great .. An admirer. Who are you?" He smiled but Jones dccidcdtoqucstiontheremainingfamil) mem• 

attemphatdeciphcring wheneverop1>0rtunity I lived an anxious, quiet existence during the ber~. to investigate this disrc~pcct from hi, 

prc ... cntcd ihelf. Bue before I could truly make "Angela. Marie·s my sister. Wait here." I weeks that followed: each clay fearing chat Eric clde\t child. He immedia1ely blamed my moth-

progre,~. all of the boxes and drawers which I bolted pa~t him and almost slammed the door and Marie would run away toge1her. over the 

pried into on a regular ba~is a~ part of my little with my ~weatcr in it border and forgotten fore\'er. Or worse. I would "Why can·1 you keep track of that girl?Thi, 

,i~cerhood \\ere suddenly locked or empty I knew my mo1her would call the police if be home when she decided the time wa~ right to i~n·t the fir-.t time ,he hasn·1 ,ho1,n up for ,up-

r..1arie \1a ... n·1 up to ~haring anymore ~he !<>:IW some furry animal looking for Marie. 1 introduce him to Ma and Dad per. What kind of trouble is ~he getting her ... clf 

Abo1e all el<,e. the biggest clue I picked up ran upstain,. turned the bolt. peeking out 1 saw him several times on our stoop in the into. thac·~ ,,hat I ,,am to kno1,.·· I ,ank. do11n 

01111a~ Eric. No la\t name.just Eric. "Why be through the living room lace curtains co see if upcoming weeks. and although I strained 1\ ith at 1he rnblc. 101,crcd my head and chopped m) 

confined? M) ~urname is the Oowers in Central he left. He wa, still there. strumming away. all of my heart to trust my sister's choice of ,cal i1110 tiny piece, ,o that it wouldn't gel 

Park. the ,u1hhine ,;,uetching to reach over these Eric wa:- not exactly the kind of character boyfriend. or very much older man friend. I ,tuck in my throat once the arguing ... t:trted 

pri,011, of concrete to give nourishment to a that you brought 11ps1airs co the third noor apart- couldn'1 quite grasp whal she saw 1hat made hc1 "l told you 1 don·, know where ,he i,. She 

hungry people." That was Eric mcnt of Menry and Dorena Cornpanno. Not in a hug his musky smelling body and be close to may be with a girlfriend. studying. Maybe lo,c 

Eric wa,;, older than Marie. looked about thir- house where Mario Lanza still ruled the hi-fi. his prickly brownish red beard. No maHer chat I track of the time. • 

ty. but I think that the dirt and hair aged him a1l(l Dean Martin was considered the ultimate hardly understood a word he said. Poetry wa... ..Dorena. it·.., ... ix-thirty! She·, an hour late. 

beyond hi!'> earthly years. I saw him outside on in cool. my favorite subject at school. but the :-onnct:-of Her dinner i, ruined. it's dark ouhide. and 110 

our ,;,1oop for the first time waiting for Marie to That afternoon I watched Eric sit on the Shakespeare and the poetic hap1>e11ing" of Eric one·.., heard from her. Such di ... re,pect I h:l\e 

come home. He had sandals. hairy 1oes and a stoop waiting for my sister. I was l>Ctrified that were two totally different things ne,er ,een before." r..t) fatlwr rarel} }elled. 

beat up guitar case. I assumed my mother wa,;; my sislcr would be kidnapped. or worse. that Eric was never mean to me. or any living Normall} if he ,1a, angr) he ju,t ,tared ~ou 

too bu,y ,tuffing porkchops or washing the sand my fother would get home firs! and be accosted creature. as I'm !>Ure was part of hi:,. credo of dm1 n. burnt a hole through your ,ku\1. and 

out of the escarole 10 notice this creature by thi~ hobo. I knelt. the wool carpet pinching existence. Why didn·1 I like him? Becau,e he 11alkcd :rna). You alwa~, kne11 \\h,u ththe 

perched upon her doorstep. Or maybe she was my knee:-. peering out the living room window looked different and acted different and ,mclled look, meant. ll1e .. llo,, 1.·ould }OU di ... apr,oiru 

chopping garlic and the cloves were keeping The black rotary phone remained at arms length different from every other human being I knew? )Our mother and me .. look. The "I alrc;1d~ mid 

him at bay. My first impression was that of 011 the endtable. a, I waited for him to make a I :-hould ha\'c practiced my r..londay afternoon you \,hat to do and you did the oppt:i...i1e·· look. 

immedia1e and total fear for my life. The big move. One more inch towards my door or my catechism lessons. that we·re all G0<1', children. or the ··Thc,e meatball ... arc ,h hard ;1, r01.·k,. I'll 

had wolf wa, here innocent family. and I was calling the police. I all brother:- and sisters. but I wa,n·t ready to eat ,1·ith Ill) brother Tomm} "ho k.nm1, hm\ to 

.. I Icy Small Fry. you live hercT Eric would protect my mother as she hummed softly admit 10 Eric·s equal exi,-1ence with the rc,t of cook" ... ,are chat he held c"Jx::ciall} for Ill} moth-

.Sho,•e/;,,, --;a, s,,,,,.,.,,,,,.A 
~ 
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er. Actual yelling meant he was out of control tions about school or explain something she saw past her. Either way. she didn't call after her or ··But \\h) did you do that 10 yourse1r.·· I \\:t'> 
I knew it was only a maucr of moments on television 1hat day. But tonight she quietly anything ,,aiting to hear ho,.., Eric persuaded her into 

before the questions turned to me. I was the link stroked the dishrag over what I washed and put She wasn"t gening by me though. I planned turning her belly into a wild rose garden. 
10 the world of children. I understood how the everything away, which would have been my strategy carefully as I wrapped up my alge- '"Because I needed to enhance Ill) ph),ical 
younger generation thought. but I was still Marie's job if she was there. Her silence ate at bra homework at the kitchen table. I knew my elegance. Because it's beautiful to look al. it 
young enough. ~till under 1heir thumb enough 10 me because I knew she was scared. that she had job. To find out what exac1ly I was covering up make\ me feel special inside. The) ·re "ild 
fear for my life if I disobeyed noticed a change in her Marie but didn't know for her sake at the dinner table. I followed her roses. like the ones that gro" on 1hc beach 

"Angie. where"s your sister?" I heard the how to approach i1. And I couldn"t help her. quietly and stuck my head between the cascades shore:· Marie turned away from me and rubbed 
words from my mo1her's mouth this time, a sur• "I wonder if Marie's got a boyfriend. Ma of beads lining her doorway the llowe~ on her belly. 
prise since my father was acting as interrogator Maybe she"s on a dlllc." I looked down and I was immediately shocked at what I saw. "But no one can even see them but you." The 
I simply shrugged my shoulders and stuffed wiped my hands on the tomato-gravy stained Not so much as her undressing. pulling her indi- silence afler that naive remark of the year 
three mou1hfuls of veal and peppers into me apron wraPl>Cd around me twice. In this way I go poncho over her head to reveal her smooth pounded the reality into my skull that Ill) ,i,tcr 
Not polite 10 talk with a mouthful tested the waters of my mother's temper olive skin. not even caring that she left that day and Eric the human hairball ,,ere doing it. 

··Why should she not even call?" My father '"Well she had better not be. Not without without a bra on. which everyone here would enough for my sister to paint a pic1urc on her-
never lei the possibility enter his mind that she your father and I knowing about it. Girls out kill her about if they knew it. The vine with ;,elf to better his, ie,,. 
was in danger. Her absence was caused by her with boys all night. no telling where they·ve three purple roses growing out of her na,el and "I won't tell." came out of me "ith 
own lack of respect for her father and mother been. What kind of girl does that?'" My moth- up through her chest. that's what I couldn't dejection. "You don·t trust me at all and I nc,er 
and her baby sister upon whom she was making er"s hands were on her hips and I could see the believe ,aid an)thing about Eric to anyone. And the) "d 
a lousy impression s1eam inside her bubbling to the surface. "What '"Oh my God."" The words came out of Ill) ~ill you if the) e,er took a look at him.'' I got 

After dinner my father had stopped talking do you know about a boy?" mouth and my cover was blown as t.·larie \\US up and sJm, I} moped out of the room. ~I) ,i,tcr 
and announced he was going to Tommy's for a ··Nothing. Ma. nothing:· It was either retreat just geuing the poncho over her head. She didn't trust me. I was one of them. 
beer. Ma and I cleared the table and did the or risk being trampled. Knowing my mother as pulled it back over her and crossed her :1rms "Angie. I'm sorry.'" Her long thin arm 
dishes. She let me wash because I hated drying. the calmer of the pair. I concluded that my par- '"Get out of here. you linlc sneak!" She wa, reached out to grab al my ponytail. She loo~ed 
I wa,; tempted to 1ell her about Eric. They need- ents were definitely not ready for Eric. Hell. aware of her projection. and snarled in a whi,- really ,ad. ~adder than I felt. '"It', ju<.t that I 
ed 10 know about this man who talked in iambic they weren't ready for Pat Boone when it came per to me. ·•since when do you go sneaking up have to ha,·e some privacy sometime~. l"m 
pentameter and was monopolizing all of Marie's to dating their daughter. I would have to be onpeoplcundressing.youlinlepcrvert?" practic:illy:inadult. M:iandDadlivcinadil-
time. lt was my duty to live up to my past per- careful. Maybe eventually, over a long period of "Since when do you go domg that?" 1 fcrent time. They have no idea what life i'> all 
formances as fink, like when Marie took two time, I could help them figure ii out. Tattling snapped right back. Go ahead make a scene so about. I can't be like them·· 
dollars out of Ma's purse that time to buy a was one thing. causing bodily injury was Ma can come in here and murder you. I thought. "What about meT I wanted 10 cry ,o badl) 
valentine for Freddy Gizzarelli. I took great joy another. "Shut up and get in here. Close the door:· I but I juq choked it back. causing a phon} ga:.p• 
in 1urning her in, mostly because the robbery Marie strolled in around 8:30. luckily before hesitated. ingforairsound.Whycouldn'tshetellme 
had left less for my valentine treats. Dad got back from Uncle Tommy's. Actually. it "Now:· these secrets of life that Ill) parents \\CTC oblui• 

I rehearsed what I would say while sudsy wa,; less of a stroll and more of a slither. past I jumped into what was no" transformed ous to? Wh) did I ha,e 10 get left behind? 
water filled 1he sink. It caused me great anxiety. the living room where my mother watched The into her happy hunting ground playroom and sa1 ~laric hugged me hard and her hair fell from 
this panicular finking. Ma wouldn't just yell or L11cy Show and embroidered pan of her Nom1an on an overstuffed pillow on the floor. I wailed her ~houlders to mine. '"Don't WOIT) S,,ecue 
spank or send her to her room. Marie was Rock.well Four Freedoms embroidery kit that for a rational explanation You're \\3) smancr than I am. You"ll find ~our 
almost an adult. How do you punish a grown ,;he sent ;1way for in 1he back of Good "You cannot tell anybody about this. Do you O\\ n way.'' 
person? /-/011sekeepi11g. hear me. not Ma or Dad. no one:· She ,,a,; I ,\iped m) no~e on her bare amt and noticed 

1 could sense my mother's distance as we Maybe my mother didn't notice or maybe bending over me and holding her hand, to my a few red marks on the crea.--c in,ide her elbtl\\ 
cleaned up. Normally she would ask me ques- ),he fell too hurt that her daughter just sneaked shoulders "Wh:u:ire1ho,c?" 

.Shou/;n,, 
-6,. Sl,ou/;,,,. 
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··Nothing.just pimple:. macaroni water. 

"I ha\'cCleara!:iilinmydrawerifyounced ··Please Maria. Be a good girl for a few more 

year:.. Then you can marry someone nice and 

"Nah. they"ll dry up. Now let me change up learn whatever you wa111:· My mother always 

Alone.. called her Maria when she was impassioned 

I dried my face and went back 10 the kitchen Just like she called me Angelina or my father 

co get my boob and go 10 bed in what used 10 Enrico. The ethnicity would slip out of her no 

be the :-pare room before I was born. My moth- mancr how hard she tried to act like an 

er called out to me from the sofa American housewife. 

"Angie. come here.. ··Ma. 1 can't wait for some man to teach me 

Time for debriefing. I was sure of it about life. I'm my own person. not somebody's 

"Yes. Ma?" I sac next to her on the couch. possession. Life is more than giving some guy a 

carefulnottodisturbherneedlework goo<lrnealandanobligatorylayforthesakeof 

··Angie. wa., that your sister? ls she okay?" tradition .. 

.. Yeah. Ma. She·s okay. She was just out The snap of my mothcr·s dishpan hand 

with Laura and lost track of time. You know against Marie's check sent me out from my hid-

how thing, are when you·re in high school.. ing place behind the kitchen doors and to the 

.. Did <;he :.ay where she was?" safety of my room. I couldn't bear to sec my 

··Why don't you ask her? You should talk to ~ister cry. But it was my mother·s pain that I 

her. Ma.. heard as Marie :.tamped down the stairs and out 

"She'll only yell at me. rm an old woman 10 of the apartment 

her. She thinks I nag. I just don·, want her 10 This was my mother's attempt at reasoning 

get mixed up in anything bad. You know:· with her eldest daughter 

I kissed my mother on the forehead. You·re All through October and the beginning of 

not an old woman." I went to bed and hoped November Marie was home less and less. It was 

that my mother would have the courage to con- too cold for even the Woolly Mammoth to hang 

front my sister before there was a big explosion around outside. Instead of going 10 school. she 

met him in the mornings. Ma got a call telling 

'Why can't I educate myself? Out in the her that her daughter had missed thirty of the 

world where real people live and real things las1 forty-five school days. Was she dropping 

happen?" She tried to convince my mother that out? My mother had enough. and her one and 

appearing at school was the Establishment's only attempt at confroma1ion was mediocre at 

attempt at mind control be<.t 

··Becau<;e you·re a liule girl. with a big imag- Dad didn't mention the absence of his 

ination. and you don't want to be with the daughter from the dinner table much anymore 

wrong bunch of people teaching you the wrong He'd a<;k my mother about Thank:.giving din-

thing,. that's why. Now don·t let your father ner. what we were having. who was coming 

hear any of thi, or I don't know what will hap• over. Our typical Thank:.giving :.tarted wi1h 

pen." My mother', panic drained her chccb of antip;1"10. then the chicken soup with the little 

the color gained from ~landing over her boiling mea1ball:. which to 1hi~ day I still don't know 
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the name of. then a lasagna. then the turkey after school. and I would not really undcNand 

Weeks of preparation wen1 into this meal. it was all the rule, and end up making pattern~ of 

almo:.t bigger than Chrisunas. Christma~ had hou,es and hoteh between the candle\, id. J..noh 

more sweets and gift buying to occupy the on the spread. And then Tammy or Laura \\Ould 

womcn·s time than planning the acwal meal call and she would go talk and l"d be left mm-

After a few more weeks of missing dinner. ing the puppy piece around the board. C\entual-

and a few more weeks of Marie sneaking in and ly playing with myself and winning by my 0\\ n 

away from our parents questions. and. when imaginary rules. 1 could live\\ i1h 1ha1. \\ ith 

they could get her to sit still long enough. a few being left for Laura Mitchell. I couldn't ~cand 

more fruitless arguments. my parents stopped being left for Eric and the Zodiac l\\ in,. and all 

asking. As far as they were concerned the 1hrcc the other weird things that kept digging a trench 

of us were ignorant to what was going on. Most between my ~i~tcr and my parent<... trcnchc, that 

of Marie·s girlfriends stopped calling. Some I could crawl through now. for a \\hile. but 

new people. people I had never met. called from \\ hich were getting longer and muddier and 

time to time. but she was hardly c,·cr around to more '-lippery e\ef) day. Prcuy ,oon I wouldn't 

take the calls. Someone named Heather whose be able co reach her at all 

voice was so soft and slow that you could bare- .. r,.,taybe they care about you. You·re ,till 

ly unders1and her. My father never had the young enough to be manipulated. Bue not ,lbout 

patience and would just say she's not here call me. I'm pa'>t the point of no return·· 

later really fast and hang up. There were the The,e were not the word\ I \\ a, hoping for. 

Zodiac Twins. Gemini and Aquaritl'-. who had r,.Jaric rolled to the end of the bed and ~prung 

taken on their sun signs as their first name, up. I had left the sheet music and wa\ ,taring 

That's what Marie explained to me when I li,tle"lY into her aqua la\a lamp. Blob, of blue 

asked heron one of the rare night'- that ,he let bubbled and ,wirled around in \\hat would looJ.. 

me into her room. like the \tart of a new paucrn. but all ended up 

.. What do their parents ihink? the :.ame. My ~comach felt like one of tho,c 

··Aboui what?" blue blob~. :-inking. to the bottom of the lamp. I 

.. About them 1101 having real name, • I began didn't wa111 to an,wcr her. 1 

10 sncak a peck at some of the sheel mu~ic lying didn't 1\ant 10 fight with her becau,e then 1 

on the tloor while hfarie lay face down acros, might lo,e her. 

her bed • Pretty cool i,;;n't itT ,he ,at at 1hc end of 

.. The parents probably don't know. Probably the bed and watched my ama1.ernent \\ ith the 

don't care either:· Her voice wa:- mufned into lamp ... Eric·, got one that'" the mo,t intc11-.c 

the Indian blanket green. It', about fi\c feet high. llju,t dra\"- )OU 

.. Ours do:· I hoped she would readily agree. in. maJ..c-. you ,tare at it until you·re actu;ill~ 

And :.he cared too. she would :.ay. and we \1crc in,idc it. You J..nm\ ,1ha1 I mcanT 

all happy together as a family. All thi:- confu• 1 didn't wam to li\c in a la'-1 lamp ... Sound, 

sion wa:.just a s1agc. and we would go back to cool." 1 an,\\Crcd. pretending to under..tand. I 

before when she and I would sit on her bed with got up to lca,e. J kne\\ I didn·t t.x·long in there 

the white eyelet comforter and play monopoly "Ju,t ,o you knm\. J don't thinJ.. you're pa,t 

ShouJ;,,,,A 

~ 
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the point ofno return .. 

··1 know·· 

Her answer made my nose tingle, but I was 

determined not to be too emotional. Tears were 

forbabies.forpeoplewhocouldn'tkeeptheir 

head.Ourparentsalwaystaughtusthattheonly 

timeitmadesensetocrywasifyouwerehurt. 

or if someone died 

1:i::~h:t::~. ~:r;::~:~

1

1~:~l:~~~:OI:~~~ :;~ 

it from them 10 meddle. She was almost seven­

teen now. If she didn't care about her parents, 

they would pretend they didn't care. too. That's 

whattheywouldsayaftcrsheleftthetable 

So our family of four became a family of 

three. 1 was now the oldest. the youngest and an 

only child. An interesting position, almostcnvi­

able. Myparentswenc togrcat lengths comake 

sure I was happy. well-adjusted and obedient 

Thatalsomeant,unfortunately.thatthey 

watched me like two vultures. waiting for me to 

step over the line of parental authority. A lot of 

pressure for an eleven year old who was already 

too anxious about puberty to do much about the 

degeneratingmassthatwasbccomingherbig 

Marielookedlikehell.therewasnoocher 

waytodescribeher.Thatcreamyskinthatwas 

olive in the winter and chocolate in the summer 

now was just greenish yellow. Her eyes looked 

hungry. so did her body. But she rarely ate any­

thing when we saw her. All she needed was 

short blond hair and she could have passed for 

Twiggy. A mean, cranky Twiggy 

Everything about us made Marie angrier and 

angrier. Our apartment was too small. there was 

no privacy. The food we ate was made of dead 

animals, which made us barbarians. The TV 

shows we watched were dulling our minds. 
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Nothing was sacred. If my parents tried to 

defend themselves. she would just growl at 

them and walk away. Sometimes I think they 

put up with her insults just to hear her voice 

ltrulydidn'tunderstandhcranymore,and 

she rarely even looked at me except co call me a 

little robot of the Establishment. Thanks. I 

thought. See if I'm lying to cover your butt any­

more. And most importantly, I thought, who arc 

you and what did you do with my big sister 

Our household st~if~ couldn't. get in the way 

of the much an11c1patedhohdaycclcbra­

tion. It would be me, Ma. Dad. Uncle Tommy 

and Aunt Theresa, my cousins Tony, Bobby and 

Sarah. Grandma and her sister. Aune Frannie 

andrnaybe,hopefully.Marie 

The night before, I helped my mother with 

allofthecleaning:dusting,vacuuming.making 

the house look presentable. And it was, until the 

guests started parading in. Uncle Tommy along 

withhisfamilyandafifteenpoundpanof 

lasagna. Dad with Grandma and Aunt Frannie, 

walking each one separately up the three flights 

of stairs, slowly so chat they could rest their 

rubbertippedcanesoneachascendingstep 

Cheekswerepinched,dollarbillswereslllffcd 

into little hands. Just like every holiday. Except 

no Marie. 

With all thefamilyandallthcconfusion, 

everyone talking at the same time and who·s 

fighting about sitting at the kiddie table and 

who can't chew no one really noticed Marie and 

Eric's entrance. Then Uncle Tommy dropped a 

bigchunkofprovolonewhichwasmeantforhis 

mouth onto the floor. No one in our family had 

ever seen real live hippies before,just 011 the 

news or in Life magazine. I. of course. was a 

veteran to this type of sighting, so partly to case 

the shroud of silence thatdrapedovercheroom. 
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and partly to show I was cool in front of my 

cousins.I said, ··Hey Eric. What's happening?" 

Ofcoursemyparentslookedat meas if I 

were a Communist spy. She knows him? This. 

thisbeastlyversionofahumanbeing?Thisman 

standing in thcirhomc,holdingcheirdaughcer's 

hand and wearing sunglasses on a dreary 

November afternoon? And little Angie knows 

all about him. They're pals even. I am sure 

those were the pervading thoughts crossing 

everyonesmindsatthedinnertable 

Grandma and Aunt Frannie got up and hob­

bled into the kitchen. bringing immediate 

embarrassment to my mother's face 

"Hi. everyone. This is my best friend. Eric 

Eric this is everyone." Marie giggled. hiding her 

head behind Eric's wrinkled khaki sleeve. Eric 

looked around the room with his glasses on and 

said ."Hey, everyone. Hey. Small Fry." He 

looked my way and I imagined he winked at 

MarielookedatMa.straightinthecyc.defi­

antly. "ls there room at your table for two hun­

gry strangers?" 

"Wei!. of course there is. Sit down. both of 

you. Enrico. introduce everyone. I'll go look in 

afterGrandmaandAuntFrannie" 

.. I'll go 100:· I jumped up with excitement to 

see if the two old ladies were going to perform 

the ancient ritual in the kitchen. I had never got­

ten to watch them before. and I knew my moth­

er disapproved. Normally she would have 

shooed me away. bllt today it was the least of 

her worries 

Grandma and Aunt Frannie were in the 

pantry huddled over a bowl of water. Very care­

fully they poured a few drops ofoliveoil in 

andstartingprayinginltalian.Mymother 

stopped in her tracks. hating the tradition of 

themal'occhi.butcurioustoseetheresult 
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The two old women jumped back from the 

bowl and chattered rapidly. 

• What is it? Did they sec the Evil Eye?" 

I don't know. But you belong back at the 

tableAngela.Getbacktherebefore I have the 

whole family in here. Now. 

I obeyed out of respect for my mother's van­

ishing composure. I watched her guide the old 

women back to the table. much to their dismay 

Apparently our guest made the Evil Eye. the 

Marocchi.showupinchebowlofwaterand 

oil. The old women performed this rite :mytime 

astrangercntered!hehouse.tosceifhcorshe 

was full of the Evil Spirit. Eric was brimming 

with it. They watched him very closely through­

out the meal and murmured to each other in 

their native tongue. Mymothcrfoundthewholc 

displayhumiliating.andcriedtotalkoverthem. 

asking people if they wanted more of every­

thing. 

Forawhilcthatwastheextentofthcdinner 

conversation. murmuring old women and my 

mother making sure all of our plates were full 

Eric ate like he never saw food before. even the 

dead animal food wem into his plate. My sister 

just picked at some cheese and olives and a 

sliceofbread. likesheused to when she sa1 at 

thckiddietablewithme.Myfacherkepthis 

head down and concentrated on his brother's 

lasagna. The cousins peered over from the kid­

die table and stared at the man with the long 

frizzy hair and necklace who sat next co their 

mother 

I hated the silence. le was so unlike all ofu, 

not to be laughing and teasing each other\\ hile 

we acc. Why h3d Marie brought him here? 

Surely she wasn't thinking of marrying him. 

That was the only time you brought a bo) home 

to eat holiday dinner with you 

Eric finally broke the silence. "I'd reall) lil-.e 

Sluuelin,•· 

~ 
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to thank you all for allowing me to share your 

bounty of good food and good spirit today. 

Marieandlhadnowhcrcelsetogo·· 

··Marie ha:. a place to go."' My father finally 

:-poke. ··she ha:-her family right here who were 

expecting her at home to eat dinner." He tried 10 

poke a hole through Eric's face with what I con­

:.idered his strongest glare ever. The sunglasses 

actedasreflectorsthough.makingpenetration 

difficult 

··1 certainly didn't mean to offend. lt"sjust 

thatsinccMariehasbcenwithchildwehave 

both been shunned by most of established soci­

ety. l'mgladwehaveaplaceheretocall 

home.·· 

My father jumped 10 his feet. "'You·re what? 

Marie you·re what? Look at me girl!"" He 

grabbcdhisd:iughter"sfacefromacrossthe 

rnble. ,ending his plate shauering to the ground 

Uncle Tommy jumped up and tried to restrain 

him. but hewas1oola1e. 

Myfatherfellacrossthetable.pullingmy 

sis1er·s face into her plate of food. My uncle 

and my mother tried to hold him back before he 

beat his daughter senseless in front of the whole 

family. Aunt Theresa prodded the children and 

the old women into the kitchen with their plates 

andl wenctoMaric"ssideandwipedthebrcad 

and buucroffofher face 

"I told you no one here would understand. 

Eric. Let"'- go.·· 

Eric was already on his way 10 the door. 

··Grab your things. Babe. We don·, need this 

uptight bullshit .. 

Myfatherbrokefreeandmadcarush 

towards Eric. ··You son of a bitch! Get out of 

my Goddamn house now!·· He chased Eric 

down three flight~ of !'>lairs and two blocks. until 

hcwa,out of<;ight 

Marie wcm after them both with a bag of hc1 

-Shoulloe ··• 
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bclongings.ShemetupwithDadhalfablock 

from home. He grabbed at her. tried to keep her 

from following him. 

"'Don"t couch me. I hate you." she screamed 

a11dcricdatthesamctime. He held her tight 

andyellcdbackather 

""\Vhere·s your boyfriend now, ch? Where is 

he? Hecouldn"t face an old man for you could 

heTDadbegancocryandshakeher. "'Could 

he?CouldheT' 

Eventually they both ended up hugging on 

the sidewalk. while God knows how many 

neighbors stuck their heads out of windows on 

that crisp November afternoon to sneak a peck 

at our version of domestic violence. Marie was 

hysterically crying into Dad·sshirt. and he 

guided her back into the house. without her 

evcnwatchingasshesteppedalongwithhim 

Ma put her to bed and Docwr Burns came over 

Friday to take a look at her. Everyone got dog­

gic bags to take home. and we never saw Eric at 

the house again 

Doctor Burns said Marie was probably two 

months pregnant and suffering from anemia. He 

insis1ed on her gelling bcdresl for the next 

week. She would need to go to the hospit11I 

Monday. co have blood taken. Unfortunately she 

was gone before Monday. I thought maybe she 

was just too much in love to stay. I remember 

thosethrccdaysshewaswichusasbeinghcav­

enly 

I sat with her in her room and fixed her hair 

for her. She let me comb it into one long braid 

inthcbackofherhcad. \Vedidn'ctalkalot 

;1bout the baby or Eric or anything. \Ve just sac 

and li!-otened to my tram,istor radio and sang a 

little. Marie !'>aid :-he would teach me how to 

playtheguitarifl wamed. laskcdmymother 

fora folk guit:11' forChri!'>tma~ 

I'm not really !',Ure now. but for those three 
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days we all seemed to get along. I helped Ma 

decorate for Christmas. We got the nativity. our 

Forerer Ei-erg,ee11 genuine artificial scotch 

pine. and all its trimmings up from our storage 

space in the basement. We brought turkey soup 

10 Marie in bed. Sometimes I sat :ind ace with 

hcrtokeephercompanyandmakesuresheate 

everythingforMa.Dadwasrealquietandback 

in control of himself. No one mentioned 

Thanksgiving dinner. and we all looked forward 

to Christmas 

That Monday morning. Marie was taken 

away. 1 was sure she was kidnap1>ed by Eric. 

because she never would have made it out there 

in 1hecoldby herself. And she was happy for 

those three days with us. I know ii. Her eyes 

were clear again. and her brow wa:.n·1 conqant­

ly curled like before. She even showed Ma her 

tanoo of the rose vine and they both laughed. I 

can"t even imagine that in my wildest dream\. 

but it happened 

When my mother found Marie"s bed empty 

that morning. she called the police. I ~,ayed 

home from school. Dad went to work. b111 called 

us every half hour to see if she had turned up 

My mother described every detail of Eric to the 

officer who came co the apartment 10 ask quc!'o­

tions and get a picture of Marie. I gave him one 

of her from last summer. but it didn"t look like 

heratall 

My mother took some aspirin and lay on the 

sofa with the TV off. She rested. and I ,;at on 

the floor beside her in case she needed me. 

Each time Dad would call I would :-ay !'>0ITY 

nothing yet to him. My mother never got up 10 

talk. 

Thal nigh! my father brought home dinner 

from Uncle Tommy·s. but we wcrcn"t hungr} 

He wa~n·t even hungry. and he placed the 

chicken cacciatore in the oven tokcep\\arm in 
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case we changed our mind~. He ,,a\ ready 10 go 

out looking himself \\hen the phone rang to tell 

us they found my big sister laying frozen in 

Central Park. I answered the phone. but the offi­

cer wouldn't tell me. He spoke to Ill) father. 

told him everything. What Ill} father told u<, i,; 

that thepolicefoundherin her pajamas. wiih 

her blue poncho on and a pair of Keds. A <.mall 

fringed bag grip1>ed in her frozen hand con­

tained :.ome records. shcet music. a hairbru,h 

andachangeofunderwear 

From the coroner·s report that came later. \\e 

found out that she had been dead fortwche 

houh before someone found her. The police 

that came to the house ~aid that junkie, didn't 

care ho,\ cold it \\aS or \\hac 1imc of da} or 

night. if they needed a fi-.: the} woulddoan}­

thing. M} facherans,H-:rcdb) cellinghimthani.. 

you. and that our famil} would lil,.e to be alone 

1:~~\~1:~~;::~~~~-t;~ee:::i,:t\:1 1~:t i;a': 1a~~~~e-to 

breakingcompari,on i)thc,urpri,e\\hen,ome­

one pulh the plug out of a radio \1 hile ii, ,cill 

on. in the middle of a song you lo1e. Or being 

at a party and IO!'oing the power. One minule 

everyone i, laughing and ca1ing. ,inging and 

acting \illy. or even arguing pa),ionatel} about 

,omething chat doc:.n·1 mean an}thing. Then 

,ilcncc. No light. no \Ound. no ,·oicc,. Th,11 

ga,p. 11hen c,eryone i, caught off guard and 

e\ef)thing ,huts dO\\rl at once. tha111a, ,,hat ll 

11a, lil,.e to lose ~larie. Except it 11,h more th;m 

I can"texplain 11hat it", like tobu~ a 

,c,enteenyearold girl with a fctu, in,idc her 

The \11ec1ne,\ ofro,e, and lihe, that become, a 

,tench that )OU can't b\011 ou1 of your ll(Nn1' 

or \\a,h out of your clothe,. Greeting the pe1,pk 

s,,,,,,.,,,,,.A 
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who came down that line 10 see us as we were 

arrangedinblackvelvetchairswiththearms 

worn out from being clenched. People I knew 

and didn't know. all crying and hugging and 

rubbing comfon into my parents hands. Facing 

meat theendof1helineandjust paningmy 

hair down or kissing my forehead and calling 

mea brave little angel 

Far from it. Thoughts of murder and execu­

tion were treated tothcfull reign ofmy imagi­

nation. This was Eric"s fault, he would pay. I 

wouldbetheonetobringjusticeto my sisters 

death. lwouldbetheonetofeelhisneckstran­

gled in my own chubby little hands-10 wring 

the life oul of his body the way he had s1olen it 

from Marie. He robbed her of her future. he 

robbed us. He broke in to our family and stoic 

her and lost her 

I knew he would be too scared to show up at 

the wake or 1he funeral. He was lucky to have 

esc3ped one angry mob: wi1h another opponuni­

ty there would be no stopping my father from 

finishing him off. pulverizing him. My parents 

never mentioned him. my father throwing a 

hunful stare at Uncle Tommy whenever he 

deduced out loud that the crazy boy with the 

shaggy hair probably had something to do with 

allofthis 

I don't think my parents ever truly healed 

They probably never figured out what broken 

rule, what sin caused themtolosetheirlittlegirl 

with the big imagination. As eternal penance. 

they denied themselves any pleasure to atone 

for whatever they must have done which caused 

Marie to perish 

Of course all the routines. the dinner 

rituals. the big family celebrations continued 

Life continues. my mother told me in a robotic 

tone whenever she caught me acting like a zom­

bie. It goes on. true. The numbness eventually 
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left my brain. Slowly I would find myself 

wrapped up in some mechanical behavior like 

eating or sleeping or talking without actually 

thinking. Thinking abou1 how I should have 

blown the whistle the first day I saw that cock­

roach sprawled on our front stoop. If I had, 

would it have changed anything? Would the 

questions all go away and stop swirling around 

in my brain like the lava lamp blobs? Or would 

there be other questions? 

1::n~~::~1~e:.
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up with Eric. At first I wanted him dead. Time 

passed. and I fantasized about 1elling him off. 

humiliatinghim.blaminghim.Stilllater,I 

found myself longing to find out the answers 

from 1he only one who knew 

Three years ago. last Easter. I got my wish. I 

drove from Avon to Brooklyn where the baby 

lay buried inside her. and she inside the ground. 

A man with salt and pepper hair pulled back 

into a small slick ponytail stood over them all, 

head bent. Drizzling mist beaded on his 

mahogany trench coat. protecting his silk suit 

from the elements. 

When he looked up to sec me standing with 

a pot of white lilies, he took off his glasses 

"Angie, hi." He recognized me. When I 

played his voice over I knew it was Eric. His 

tone was still laid back and comfortable. even 

twenty-one years lateratagravesite. 

"Eric?" I pretended to guess his identity. My 

heansputtercd fora split second. I was caught 

off guard and had nothing clever to say to 1he 

man who killed mysisterandherbaby. 

"Angie how arc you? You look absolutely 

wonderful.really" 

··so do you." I smiled as I complimented the 

man who hooked my sister on dope. His eyes 
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that I had never seen behind the round blue 

specswereclearandgreenandtranquil.The 

Caribbean turquoise only found wi1hin the thick 

glossy pages of exclusive travel brochures. He 

had a strong jaw and a cleft in his chin. Too 

manyyearsof1herapymusthavedrainedal11he 

rage out ofme I guess, because I thought that 

thischildmolesterwhokidnappcdmysister 

was enchanting. It was immediately clear to me 

how she could have fallen in love with him 

Howshesawthisunderthatfilth I'll never 

know. 

"Angie. 1·ve got so many questions." He 

walked away from the stone so that the corpses 

lying beneath theeanh couldn't hear. ··Ifthere·s 

anythingyoucan1ellme.anything·· 

You don't understand. I thought. My ques­

tions. you're supposed 10 answer my questions. 

I must be suspicious of this comely ligure. He· s 

trying to fake me out. Deny responsibility. Or 

maybe he was just as confused as I was 

It took me a moment to reply. while in the 

meantime rm sure my mouth must have been 

hanging open catching raindrops 

··How much do you know?" 

"'Unfortunately. not a lot." He walked 

furthcrawayfromthegravesite. The drizzle 

began to turn to rain. but I couldn't feel ii. only 

see it trickling from thetopofhisforl!head and 

down the ~lope of his nose 

"I always thought that she was trying to 

catch up with me. After 1he explosion at your 

house I split for the West Coast. I planned 10 

sendforheroncelseuled.butshedidn"tknow 

it. I just couldn't take all that hostility 

I figured she would be taken care or:· 

"So you think it washcrideathcnT I could­

n"t believe he abandoned her. Some of the rage 

was filtering back into my system 

"Wehadalotoffriendsthat lived in1he 
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park.·· Eric wrung his hands as he ~poke. but the 

rest of him looked calm. almost relie\"ed to 

finally confess to another suni\'OT 

"There were times I wanted to pick the 

phone up. come by.just find out. But I didn·t 

know what to expec1:· The calm in his eyes 

began to get stormy. cloud over with tears. As, 

he stood there crying very softly and politely. I 

did the unthinkable. I placed the plant on the 

ground and 1 reachedoutandheldhirn. We 

stood there in the raw air. both sobbing. my 

tears staining his lapel along with the rest of1he 

rainfall. I felt the heaviness of his face on my 

shoulder. 

We eventually paned. both looking towards 

!he ground. The shame I felt breaking down in 

front of a stranger was balanced with the rdicf 

ofknowing1hathehunasmuchaS\\ealldid. 

"Look at us." I grinned weakly. trying 10 

break the moment and help us regain our com­

po:-ures. How different he seemed to me from 

those day:, on the sloop. But except for a good 

:,crub and a haircut. here was the same man \\ ho 

con~idercd my sis1er a Goddess 

l·fo eyes piercing the top of my head forced 

me to meet them. He wasn't through with me, I 

couldicll. Afterall.1 hadn"treallytoldhim 

anything 

"How about we get out of this weather and 

get some coffee?·· He looked at me thoughtful­

ly. !I~ 1hough maybe he was searching for ,omc 

fragment of Marie. some resemblance. Unfor­

tunately. he problbly S:t\\ more of the man \\ ho 

cha~ed him dO\\n the street l\\enty-onc )Car, 

ago. 

··1 reall) need to get bad home. Soll).'" 

"That'~ line. Angie. real\). 1 knO\\ ... lie 

qared dO\\ n at my diamond anni\ er-al) h,md 

·•Right."" I bent 0\ er and ,cooped up the drip­

ping pot of lilie,. Small ,trcak, of mudd) \\;ltcr 
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ran down my arm and into my sleeve. 1 thought 

about the one quc,tion I knew my parcnh ,1 on• 

dcredabout. l maynever:-cehimagain 

·•Eric. this may :-ound :-trange. but one thing 

1hepolicesaid when they found hcr:· I clutched 

the pot cightlyagaill!sl my chest as I deliberated 

over each word. ··That ,he wa:- looking for a 

fix:· There I :-aid ii. Okay. Ma"? 1 :-aid it for all 

ofu, 

Eric's face changed. Hc!',quintcdali11leand 

bit hi!'> lip. like he either couldn't believe I 

\\Ould ask :-uch a ridiculous que:-tion. or he 

couldn·c believe I found out the truth. 

"Okay. I'm sorry I asked." I guess I would 

never know or undcr:-rnnd. I wasn't pan of their 

generation. after all 

"No. lt'sa logical as,umption.considering. 

Drug, didn't do it. make her want IO escape 

You were just too young to see i1:· 

"l guess so:· All I had seen was that I had to 

<lo what I was told and finish high school. goto 

college.getmarriedandsurvivepastmyseven• 

teenth birthday 

.. Here's my card. Maybe we could ialk again 

sometime:· He handed me a card that said 

Duhammel Rogers and S:werssten. Attorneys at 

Law. Eric Maueson Associate. 

He docs have a last name. I thought 

"Thanks:· I stood back 10 prevent more 

hugging. 

•·Bye. Angie. We'll talk again soon·· 

Wcneverdidtalkagain. His card is still 

there.inmywallct.strategicallyhiddcnbctwecn 

two credit cards that I'm weaning myself off of 

Seeing him again would force me to think about 

things which I spent coo much energy learning 

hownottothinkaboul 

I never told my parent:-, about Eric. I knew 

they wouldn't undcr.tand.cven if they had been 

there. I ~till felt the need to edit information for 

-Sl,ouJ;,,, ,,. 
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the sake of family harmony. I hadn't learned :my• 

thing. What I told 1hcm instead was that I ran into 

someoldfriendsofMarieandtheysaidshenever 

diddrugs 

Neither of chem looked relieved. My mother 

looked away. and continued to chop onions and 

garlicforthcsausagesshewaspacking. Dad 

answered with nothing more than a puzzled look. 

a"\Vhat'!sthcdiffcrcnccshc'!',stilldcad"look 

that made me realize that my parents understood 

moi-etha11Maricgavechemcrcditfo1 
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