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Haiku for Taking 

I pull dru,m from your 
IM[ltr •nd perms from your h,1fr 

to kup likr ucrm 

-Kristen Williams 

Put 1hesponed 1eal, 

youroudipswi1hevensuokes 
in the winter water, 
sodiffcrenc from turning the wheel 
of2cuwhiledriving10cre11menc 
with Beethoven ind fcu 
Yousteeraw1yfrom che 
bou menwhowulefcovers 
tothefu-necked wimmer, 
1ndcreuefeedingfre111ie of 
fierce, m2mmo1h bodic 
Aheadcouldknoekyoufrom 
yourfr2ilby•k, 
,oyounccr;1.w;1.y wfind 
youronly,eaylttp­
chep2ddlc,ilendyslicingw;1.rer, 
your prayer and cure. 

Alre2dyd1e}'Temovcd 
put of you, 
chunks of wounded wom2n lie 
in c1inlc ucel ba in that do not 
rdlcctor,hinelikew2ter, 
poisoncdyouwithcure to top 
thecactu of death, 
bu1you'relaughingwhcnyoutell me 
you wore tie-dyed pantie tochctreaum::nc, 
surpri i11g1echnici2n,wi1hmyluckgift, 
,1ndrefui11gtojoin1hcdieac, 

Mocionlci,:;i,humpb2ckwhale 
sing:ilove:mn:; forhour wi1hom 
vi,itingthe,urF.i.cc 
Andyoulicwhile1hcyprobc 
wirh,1erlingin trumc:111 1;1;11dmoni10r 
themilkydripoffluid for leep 
thatonlyruinyourrct 
In my own leep I ttyouandknol'•' 
you wondcrthroughdrc.tm ofc;i ywuer 
ifyouwillwake 
and ifyouwillw:;i,kcwichoutabreat. 
and how ic will fed 10 move the p:tddle 
past the empty space. 

II 

Jessica Scndett Clark 



Shew:ttchctthe naiglu lincsofthecdi10r's 
uou ers u he walks down the h:1.11. The mg_nuscript 
fall 1p1rtinherlm1d.Theflooriscoveredinwhire 
p:tper.Thepage spre:tdouclikele:1.vescollecti11g1t 
her feet. An elderlrcouplestand in chcorchard, ift­
ingnrlyolive in the un. Fruit from br:tnch. Kostia 
:;1.ndherbrotherrunp:tstthc-rn,b:trefootchroughthe 
tras ,downtochehard-p:tckcddinofthevill:tge 
quare.putchcrn:1.11 elli11gvegerablesfromhispick­

uptruck:1.nd1heoldment•there<loU1side1he 
1111.frn,11.through 1hcvill1;ew1lkw:1.y ch:ttturn 10 
rubble1ndle:;1.dw:mcicnt.crumblingterr1ces:1.n<l 
clif&1hathantoverthc e1.They'relookingfor1hcir 
father 

Ther find him down by the w:1.1er. nailin; • frame 
tofitchenew 1ecldoor heha ju tnudekirthevil­
lagc-church.Theolddoors, he1vy1ndorn:1.1ewi1h 
carvinc ofolivetrces,liein 1hedustyro1<l. I-le 
s<1uim u 1hechildrenthroughsweu1nd un,theeyes 
inhisredfucenolargerth:1.nslits."Whatisit?'' 

Ko 1i:1.dra;s her loot in the :1.nd. "Yourgosu1d 
hi wik:trepickingolives.ilready." 

"ltoldthem1heycould 1;1rcearly1hi year.'" 
"Why?·· 

"None of your business." 
"Mom w·uus to kn, .. ~ 

"He' wooldcofish,,ocheyneedthemonq. 
And all ~he olives h:tven'c been picked in time for years 
anyway 

Those olive aren't worth anything yet," Kosti:t 

"[g_rly olives uc wonh niore 1h:1.n no olives. Now 
go 1w:1.y o I CQ.n fini h.~ 

"What are you doing?" 
"Go 1w1y." He turns b:1.ck 10 the door, looks :1.1 

1hej1mb,frowns,1nd1:ikes:;1.n:1.ilfromhispocket 

The rn:tnuscript. Black ouc uch word wi{h:,, 
sh:trpie. le{themindpl:tywith it elf. Like:1.n identical 
twin living in your boo::ly. Half of your mind pays close 
1neruion.Thern1nuscrip1 isonthefloorinpiece g_nd 
puts. Ea.ch p•geis:t tile on che AoorofthelMjen,n 
Kostia 1tand1outsideon tiptoe, her no e preued w 
,he window screen. Behind thecoumershesce a.cof­
fccpm,a r:ickofmugsandasmall rcfrigcracor.A pho-

tog:raph of some old men itting 011 ii bench h:tngs 
:tbove 1 1hdf of ciguettet and wine. The blind propri­
e10r S1and1 behind checounter, rocking back and forth 
011hisfee1,li1tening. Five men sit in frontof.11clevi­
sion, wuchin; che lt:tli:tn television station :tnd smok­
in; chemsdvesi11101 chin fog. She ,ees Yourgo1 and 
three other old men si11ins in a corner, pbyin; ,.,m, 
wi1h1deckof1lick,greuycard1, makingobvious;es­
tureswtheirpartner with cheirlund and:;1.rms 

They:1.re:111 menwho;aret◊ooldorinjuredto 
1:1.keou1 theirfishingbo1t1or tend theplo11ofland 
on che villa;e periphery. Their main income now 
comes from the olive ha.rvest, which Int only from 
Autu•ttoDecember. Everyp,erson in chc-villiigewho 
amwiilk hdpsh:trveSt 1heolive1on Kos1i:1.'sfathcr's 
land. Kos1iarcmcmbcrshcrfirs1 harvesc.Shcwasscill 
too hon to re;ich even the lowest br111che , so she 
;uheredtheshrunken,purpleoliveiwhich h1d 
11!re1dyf.llenontheground 

8t"hind her, two women c:tll to c1ch oilier from 
acro11thesqu:1.re.She1urn110look.Oneof1he 
women point• to Yourgo .. s wik, ;1 thin old bdy with 
long,gr:1.yh11ir1iedupincloth.Shecarries11botdeof 
oliveoiltothenunsellingve;etables. He h:tkcshis 
head at her. "Money,''heuy .Shew:1.nu1oma10es 
Kos1i1 knows the old l1dydoc1thi1everyweek., during 
thehoctecputofchecby.Thehud-pack«ldirt 
reflects the1un intotheirfiiccs. Shew:tvcs 1heboule1t 
him. "Your &cher would trade," she say•. He le1n1 
ag:tinstthetruck,squincing:1.1 the ground, mumblin; 
Hedoesn'1 need oil. Everyone has oil. Hew0.i11forher 
10le:tve.K0Sti:tsm1<lsinthedoorw1yoftheo.ft, 
wuching the woman wave her bottle :;1.nd curse 111d it 
remindshcrofchc\"'l}'Shcfelt1tht"rgr111dmother' 
funer1I.Thensheseesherf11herw:1.lkinghomewith1 
grcatwoodcncloorinhishands 

Sheisemb:trr:tssedwhenshereiili:ixswh:ttshe's 
done.Thern:1.nuicript i 1wrcclc,1nd it smells like 
turpencine.Hisfuo111cpsintheh:1II.Shedrop1tothe 
floor, cr:1wls under the couch. The couch i cr:1.wling 
with i11sect1. They ski<l :1.cro11 che water like tiny bo:ttl 
Ko ti• 111d Georgio1 pl• h, cuching them. KoStia's 
grandf:t1herhacl 1:1.rml1odig1wclli11themi<ldleof 
{heorch:1.rdwhere0.gypywith:1.divi11ingrodh:;1.d 

knelt, chetwigin his hands inking into the ground 
The well never amounted to much. He h:td gi\'en up 
afteroned:1.yofdiggingbec1uschis nei;hborswould­
n't stop lwghing :ti him for tru ting 1 g}'PSY. All dm 
remiiinsisapileofdirt:1.nd:1. h:1.llowdepression 
where:1.puddleofr1inwucrcollcct Thechildrcn 
kneeltherei11themud.c:1.1cl1ingthew1terbug 1h11 
scratch thecool1urf1ceofthew1terwiththeirlong 
bl:1.ck!cgs,w1itingfor1heirmo1hertoc1II chem in for 
dinner. 

Theirf1therhupl1cedthedooronchegro1111d 
bchind1hckirchcn. Helifts:1.11uintoche1ir1nd 
when it 1wing down, chip of wood jump rnd F.tll 
around his feet. Ko 1iacru hes a water but in one 
hu1d,chcnopensherfingersslowlrto•ee. Her broth­
er qu1t1withhi hand in the mud 

When1heirf.therisfi11ished,heliftschepiecc 
withoncarmandcarrics1hcm int◊thehousc.The 

childrcnw:1.11derovcrand pickup ornewoodchip. 
the rennins of the two olive trees c:1.rved i1110 che 
doors. Ko ti:t find a whole leaf intact. She feel the 
smoothcdgesofi1wi1h herfinger,thcn lide it into 
the pocket of her dress. Her brother coopia h:tndful 
of chip :1.11d chrows them over hi head. They fall w 
the h:1.rd dirt like dead tu ,hopper 

Gr:1.sping1hcm:1.nu cripttoherchc t.barcly 
breuhint. hewuche hi feet.the manclickof 
shoe on 1he1iled noor. HewalL: in. top. turn on 
hi heel. She re t her head on the c:trpet :tnd t>xhalc 
sofdy. Hew:1lksout1hedoor,clickin;downthehall. 
• Ko tia' mother put • pbte of fried chc-e e o:,ked 
in ,11u on the t:tble. She wipe the mud off of Kostia' 
h:1.nd and bee with • cold, wet cloth 11 Kos1ia w:nch­
cs her father shove hunks of wood into the hot tov~. 
She remembers the gruc heavy <loor opening to the 
cool in1ideofthech11rch,tothesilcmrunlcofl11t 
:tnd<lreues, the scrape of children' hoe scuffing the 
floorasthey:nvingtheirleg. She see 1hewa1erbu; 
crushed in herh:tnd.She pits:t mouthfuloffood 
ontoherplate,filledsuddenlywich:tchild' ova­
whelming remor e. fur the church door which i turn­
ing to uh :tnd smoke in her hou e and for the W:t)'­
wardne of her parent, who eem in ch:u in:u:1.nt 
groteque. Herlittlebrocherchew :tnd tare uher 

N 
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from the odier ide of the t:tble. After dinner. he t1ke 
a knife from cheuble1ndc:trve her initial inwthe 
b:tck of the piece of wood in her pockt"t, then buri ic 
in themudofcheb:tckprd. never showing it to:tny-

The w"ndow • o, :n. On every p·1;e the \I ' 

:;1.rebl1cked ouc. 61:tck p:1.ge fallinglikede:1.d birds imo 
chcsueet 

Kathryn Duhamel 



Thclincslaysolong 
:tnd awkw. d. ~ 
the character~ cardboard 
and borecl 
Thcwr·1cr) ... vn 
So late. thcr:iin'll w:iit 
to snuff out thc-d:iwn 
Great -s,1dcnough 
wi1homwcathcr·sconspiracy 

lshouldc1ui1. 
1oola1ctoktrn 
how it all fits 
Theghos1sof1he 19th 
floac:iroundm(·.mdlaugh. 
spilling their beer. 
Technique i~ 1hc brc:itlt 
1hJtrevivcs 
af1cr1hcprcssinghand,longdead-

thcvoicc. (liMett) 
surv'v 

Benjamin Goulet 

@:}'.Dfswwt®a-
t\mon1hafteryourdea1h, 
lcaugh1 my fingers walking 
O\·er pages of your old poetry. 
I watched1hemtalkro1heprint, 
foolish fingers, 
1rying to find meaning in your mapped om words 
I have woken upon rainy nights 
and found them trembling on your empty pillowcase, 

wishing1hcycouldgrasp1hurnbs, 
flyaway, 
orrathermaskmyeycsblind. 
forgeuing 1heir1asks. 
1hcseusclessappendages 
Thcscfingersthatmanglcdyourcics. 
loosened your belt buckle, 
squeezcdsplintcrsfromyourtocs, 
Forgetful chings 
s1illdialyourphone number. 
whcrcnoonewillbehomc 

Jennifer O'Do,mell 

Black + White Photo 



rl oosw?r[P£W1, 

Every E:mer now my sister 111d 1 
go for an afternoon drivc,juit tht two 
ofu 0111hcb:Kkroads 
\'j:f11rrmaki11t•t•11r 

,f1'Jf wnu,fo/.1:s (afcer ,he r1bbi1 
•ndd1ec1ndy.rnd1heme1l) 
Mysist1riJ1iih1. 
This yur i1 wu • buffet dimm 
\¼didn't 1ygrace 
\Y.kt0asrccdintead,de1pite 
d1etradi1ioruoftheolder:;e11er1tio11 
MJ!'·•11"f11rl,,rs,.eifie11lly. 
l w:u re,1<ling Grtek myths wht11 he 
a.rrived,andhtd!O:Hlmitit 
Skining1hecdgeofp1g:111i1n1 
:,J] morningwhilecheycoumed money 
:111dki sedme,1hcrdative1 
~ 1t1Y 1,tttd1i11t 111y r,.,,1111/m,1/,,r ,Ii,. 
ldon'1knowmuch,lgues1,bu1 
lcantindwucrandalways 
1he1mall,cro11ching,hi1toricg,l 

~ Jrivr ,wJ lutJ Vi,i,'[, JI fa11 

du11 du fa,u ,f thr a,r "t•imt 
1hr •ir 111rm du A,rif u,inJ c,ill 
Wsees11ow. 
Onlytheyounghavt-enoughencrgy 
101peakmygrandmother'svolume, 
bu110her1heyh1venothing10u.y. 

lfint11!11,1•n!U1w,l1hntmi11"1J 
l,u,l•il,J,,1likttt•il•n,ls1111n 
c•/Jtctt,lnt11tl#mlJ 
Myh:i.ndsueshape<lbythething• 
l lu.ve not yet done, while hers 
fumbleundertheclutterof80yeui' 
activity. Hcr:;azcdrifts,hersenses 
che:i.therofd1cworld 

l~ ,lri•t !•SI t,,.•ts ,f t•ll 1itm, 
lutchts uiU cb11chint rriif in'lln, 
,m,I nt11h ,{1t•nts with tl1tir J,,.rsl,, 
11,1•rmimttriry. \'(lhichflikr. 
Mygrandfatherh:i.1vowed1101todie 
untilhischildrcnrctumtothechurch 

Imy1•/fl,•.,,,•••r•••11•qriu,I. 
C•mi11t h•mt I r•imt JJ("rl•1•rn 

011 our road, 12. tlltll th•uth fin 
dri11i11g. 

Jane Monaghan 

"Lie 10 me/ she said. -Tell me something that 
could not posiibly be true." She did not lift her F.tcc 
up from the box she wu p;iicking. 

"I wu born without a septum. My nostril were 
just one big hole. They asked fur1iep:i.ration, 1h:i.nk 
God_- He <lr:,.nk his scotch with ice inuead of water. 
He1hookthemcltingcubeauoundinhisglu1. 

"Funny," she said. She w1lked into :i.nother room 
She c:,.me b1ck with some wooden wall h:,.nging 
"What else?" 

"The1ccouruwujuscajoke.Ab:1djoke." He 
lc1ncd:,.g:,.inst1hekicchencounter:,.ndw;iirchcdhcr 
clo,e the box flap• and tear a piece of rape acron rhe 
top.Shepusheditincoancrnptycorner. 

She 100d upandw:,.lkcdovertothecounter.She 
liftedherhandalittlc,then let it fall. He pulled hi 
drink out of reach 

Shcpackcdthebathroomwhilehe aeon the 
floor in rheki1chen,hisglu beside him. Hele:i.ned 
backonhish:,.ndsand trctchedhislegoutinfront 
of him. Hecouldn'tsc-ehcrfromwherehesat 

"You know," lieu.id, '"I don't even like this pl:,.cc 
I never aidanythini;whenyou pickcdicout. but I 
hated it. I couldn'( t:i.nd d1cstai11 on the wood in 1hc­
bathroom. I hatc<l the driveway. Too tccp." He 
looked :i.round :i.t the kitchen from where he at on 1hc­
floor. "Look at thcp1i11ton the ceiling. Christ.you 
re:11lyk.nowhow10pick:i.shiuyhouse,C1rolyn" 

Shcemptic-dthemedicinccabi11eti11to:i.C:i.pr:i.in 
Morg111's Rum box 1h:,.1 w:i.s p:i.ck.ed with bath towels 
on the bottom 

'Le:,.ve :,.couple towels for me, will you~ And 
11on1etoiletpapcr:'heaid.Shcpackcd1he10ilctp:i.per 
01110pofchepillsandvicg_mi11 :,.ndQ-tips. Hci;otoff 
tht: floor :i.nd w:i.lked inro 1hc bathroom. She tried to 
gc! 1hebathroon1 prayfromon10pof1hc-10i!t:t. He 
:Hood in from of the toilet and lc-aned his arm against 
d1ew;:1ll.Shctriedpuhi11ghimb;ickintotheki1clm1 

"l:,.mgoingtonecd ome10iletp:1per."he ;:1id 
~, bough, th:i.t l:1 t week. It's mine. h's coming 

with me." 
"You're getting the goddamn furniture! Leave me 

110111cthi11i;towipc-my:,. wich!" 
''Getthchcllom:· heu.id:i.ndpushedthebox 

against him 
"'Thi i my bathroom,~ he uid. "[ have 10 take:,. 

piss. You get the hell out of my b:i.1hroom.~ 
She n1oved him out ofherway:i.ndcarricd the 

box out into the kitchen. He left thedooropcnwhilc 
he urin:i.1c-d. "I had thc wuer rnrnc-d off thi, morn­
ing," she said 

Hclayonthe ofain thelivingroom:i.nd 
w:i.tched rclcvision while he w:i.lked in :i.nd out of die 
bedroom carrying :,.rmful of clothe from the-clo.:et 
He-re11cd his drink on hi che 1 with one lund whilc­
the ocher :,.rm trcrchcdovcr1heend of the o~a11d 
huni;limpbchindhishcad.Hefcllult:cp10:i.1mure 
show:i.bo111 iceform:i.1ion:i.nddroppedhi emptygl:,. 
onthelloor.Thcicccubc melted into the carpet 
She brought the l:i.st lo:i.dofclothe from the-do ct 
andg_ shew:,.lkedby hckickedhisfuottowakchim 
"Get up,~ she 1id, Tm t:i.kini; the :;:ob, too'" 

Hcdidn'1gc1 upright:i.,1•:i.y,but notbcc:i.uchc 
wantc<l to ktep the ofa. He <lidn"t wane to argue wich 
her again. Hew:i.stCelingdrunk. Hc-look.cdh:i.rd;u 
thccclcviiontofocu hicye:.,buthccouldn'tbring 
1hc-two ·111:,.ge on 1hc crc-c-n togc-d1cr. H" l")~~ w·1111-
cd 10 closc and go in diffcrcnt dircccion 

He 1;01 off the oF.t and ~,c-:i.dicd him df ai;;:1i1m 
1hcw:i.ll. He walked into1hckitchen:i.ndlookcdout 
thewindowatherlo:i.dini;hcrclo1hc:i:i11tothl•b:,.ckof 
herc:i.r. She- trusglcd with 1hc-c:1rdoor. She tried to 
ruff the clothe into the back cac. hue chcdoor kept 

,,vini;ingb:i.ck10w:i.rd hc-r 
"Fuck.ingdrivcway:· he aid. 1-k looked for hi. 

gla :i; and aw it l:i.yingon the- floor by the oF.t. fie 
10ok:,.nod1ergla souc of the ink and rin cd it. He 
poured him clf:i.no1hc-rdrink:i.ndwatchc-dher•trui;­
gle some more with the armful of clothe and 1hc c.::H 

door. She bmmc-d i1 :i.nd c:une b:i.ck. in idc 
''Th:i.t' everything:· he ;:1id. ~The mover• will be 

back tomorrow 10 gct 1hc-re)t of the furnimrc. I'm 
le:,.vingyou thcgla Ci. My mochcrgavc rnca.ct ~o 1 
won't nc-cd them. I thanked her for you."' Sht dire,\ 
hcrpurcovcronc houlder:i.nd held:i.)Crewdri,er, 
lummc-r, and plier in her other lund 

1-1,e tood in from of the window while )he- ulkcd 
and he looked 0111 at che Herskovits' house JCrO)) dw 



nrttt. He remembered lau summer the Herskovit 
threw :t Fourth of July pany thu he a.nd C:trolyn did­
n't go to. Around two in che morning, Mel Herskoviu 
dr:tgged his wik out onto the lawn smd kicked her in 
front of omeofhisfrien<l fromthcoffice.Thep;my 
ended oon :tfter d1:1.1 

Cuolynleft:1.nddo1edthedoorbehi11dher. He 
w:1.s11ill lookingou1:tt1heHcr,kovit'hou1ewhileshe 
got incohercu•nd rolleddownthedrivew:ty:tnd 
drove:tw•y 

Hew• l:tyingonhisb.ckin themiddleofthe 
kitchcnfloorwhensomeoneknockedu the front 
door. He pushed him elfup,gr:1.bbe<lhis:;lusof 
1cocch:1.ndice,u1dn11dehi w1yto1hedoor 

"You the movers?"' he• ked the wiry m:tn who 
rood intheh:1.llw:1.y. Helookedhud•tthenunbut 

coul<ln'tfocu him. ""Theso&i'srightthere,"heuid 

111dbacktd•\"'•Yfrom1hedoor1oshow1hen11n1he 
emptyroomwi1h• ofii•longonew:tll 

'The so&. I'm sorry. My nune i E<lw:trd. I 
live:tbow f'\YOblocksdownorso.1 wnjuatdrivingby 
out i<le when l uw this in your cruh," he s:1.id. He 
htldout•l•mpofyellowglu 0.ndf:tkebron1.eme1:1.l­
work.Anugleperched11theverytop, it wings 
spre:td. "I d1ough1 I migh1ueit myclfifyou<lidn't 
w1nt it :tnyrnore, bm :ire you sure you w1111 to chrow 
it •w•y~ I might buy it from you" 

Helooktd:ttthethinlinger gr:t pinghisl1mp. 
He w1lkcd back into chc kitchen u1d left E<lwud 
sr:tndingu chedoor. "T1kei1.T1.kcit111dget1hehdl 
out of here.~ I-le tilled hi1glu1:tg1in :tnd looked b:1.ck 
11 Edwu<I. •she took th11, you know. Out of the bed­
room. She insisted on keeping it." 

Edwud looked uound the living room 111d down 
:ttthel:tmpinhi1h:1.nd."Youprob:1.blydidn'cevenw1nt 
it,didyou?lwouldn'th:tvele1herh1veit. lwould"ve 
thrown it 1g1.i1m the w•ll tim." E.dwud looked :tt him 
111ndinthemiddleofhisemp1ykitche11 "She'sh:tving 
themoverscomeforchesof:t,isn'tshe?" 

Hed1ook theiceuound in hi gl• . "E.very­
thing.~ henid 

"Wh:tt did you do~" Edwml :tskcd. He pu( the 
l•mp dom1 by the door :tnd wiped hit h•nd on his 
shirt 

Shoreline,So(a 

He looked h:trd :1.1 Edwud. ~I kepi :t bank 
:tccoum from her. She found rhe st11emen1 on the 
floor. I wu<lrinking(heintereneverymonth.Scrves 
meright. ldidi1forye:1.r1." 

"Wh:1.cclicwereyou1upposedrodowith it?She 
wonderedwhercyouwere:;ettingthemoncy. 

'"She<lidn't know I was drinking it" 
"Shenevt:rknewyouh:td it" 
"Never knew." 
"Shejustfou11dou1oned•y0.nd th:1.1w:1sic,wu­

n't ir.Gonethenex('" 
Helookedinhi1drink:1.ndthenac the bottle on 

thecoumer. Hetookdown•notherglu from over 
che ink "She left me1hese,"he1:tid. He poured 
Edward's drink 

"No ice for 1ne,' Edwud 1:tid "I'll take it with 
w•ter" 

Theynton chefloorofthekitchenle:tningback 
on theirum10.ndsippingfrom thcir:;luse,. He got 
up co fill hisgl•u1nd looked out II the Herskovits' 
house.Melwuin1hedrivew•y,t•ki11ghi1golfclub1 
out of the trunk 

"See thu guy •crou the street?" He motioned 10 
1hewindowwi1h hisgl1u 

Edw:trd pu1hedhimself10hisknees. "T1llguy. 
Lookslikehe'dh1ve•strongfollow-through,"heuid 
Hctook:1.!ongdrink 

"A couple yeu• 1go I stuted screwing his wife." 
"Thelea1t1. neighborcoul<l do" 
"He found out :tt :t p:tny they chrew lut ,ummcr. 

ltw:tspretryugly.C•rolynh•dnoidea.foralong 

"Carolyn'• your wife.~ He 10.t b:tck down. 'Tm 
sure throwin~ your limp in the tru:h m1de her feel 
much bcttcr. l1w:1.sprob:1.bly:tll1hccoulddo,thc 
poor thing." Edw;ir<l put hi :;lu down 1.nd wiped his 
h0.nd1on hi 1hirt:1.gai11. "Woul<lyou mindifl used 
yourb:nhroom?" 

"Shetookthe10ilctp:tper." 
''Thebi1ch."Edw:1rd ;;i;id.croiingchekitchcn 

Hesrnckhishe•dowofd1eb;uhroomdoormd 
poked the 1ir in from of him with two tin:;ers togcch­
er. '"I wouldhave1mffed itinhcrmou(h." He hut 
1hedoor. 

"Take the lamp," he said. "She would want 1ne to 
secitinthetrash tomorrow.Takcit,and l'llacilikcl 
neverknewitw.sgone" 

"Bruk iit Edward 1:tid. "Sm1 h it •g•in t the 
w1ll 111dsend her the piece." 

He lcioked;iaou the rooms auhe l:t.mp st1nding 
next to ,he from door. He pushed him elf up •nd 
grabbed it bythce:tgle. Hec:trried it inco1he kitchen 
:tnd 1wung it uound above his he:td. Edward yelled 
with deli:;ht ind goc out of 1he w1y, careful not to 
spill hisdrink.Thel:tmpflewthrou:;htheki1chen:1.11d 
sh:tttered:1.g:1.inatthewall. hw:t he:t\'yenoughtodent 
(hepluter.Theybo1hhowledwith l•ughter. 

Edw:trdsawtheempty:;la l1yingon its side by 
the ,of1, • duk p11ch spre:td where the ice ha.d melted 
inco the cuper. "You dropped omethin:;." Edwud 
uid, picking it up and :;iving it to him. '"At le:t t he 
left you (he :;l:tues." He looked at Edw;;i;rd, then into 
his drink in one hand, then 11 1he empt)' :;h in the 
otherh•nd. Hehurled1heemptygb ltso:tred 
through chekicchen:tndcr:t he<l:tg:tin tthefarw:11lof 
the living room. Edwudsquealed:1.ndtheybo1h 
downed their drinks. Edw:trd taggered b.ck • little 
and threw hi ow11gl1 .ih:ttterin:;chekitchenwin­
dow. 

He :tid. "Fucking driveway!'" to Edw:trd, and he 
hurtled hiJothergla out du.•brokenwindow:tnd ic 
crashed on che bl:tck drivew;;i;y. E<lwud econded. 
.. Fucking driveway!"" They creamed with ple:t ure 

Edward :tid. ""Hey. give me the of:t. kly truek i 
rightoutsi<le.Giveittomebcforehermovcr get 
here" 

Theys1:tggcred over to the of:i:ind fclloveric 
l:tughing. Theylaughei:I :t they tried to lift it.:111d 
evc11n1:1.lly ,hey pu hed ir 0111 chedoor. They let it fall 
down the t:tir .and it 1umbleddow11ontothel:1.wn. 
knocking chem both 01110 thegra They~:tt l:1.ughing 
in chefrontprdwhilt:thesof1l:ti<lon it ide. 
Edwardopenedtheg:uetohispickup.:mdthey 
he:1.vtd itoruodu•b(·d 

'Thi i brilli•nt,"he :1.id.""You'refuckingbril­
liJ11t.'" He gave Edw:trd's truck a push :t it pullc<l 
:tw:tyfrom thecurban<ldroveoff. 

Jay Peters 
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I shoot well for:1. 
chick.a1le:IS{tha1's 
what l'mtold,whcn 
cestosteroneissochick 
·n chea·rrm:C ., 
lwillchoke. Mysimple 
reply is ;.Stroke It, 
Don't Poke lt.''spellcd 

the bowling shirt chat 
[weartopl:iypool 
\Y/ecouldnever 
decide on a name 
forour1eamandl 
liked "Ball Busters,~ 
butchemencallus 
';Chicks With Sticks" 
becausewe'reanall­
women'steam. They 
geclesscreati\'cwhen 
wesinkthccight,and 
•·Dyke"ishurledout 
likeanettopro1ec1 
!heir fragile egos 
l'mwldlgotlucky 
whenever! m:rnageto 
win,anditfeclsso 
good IO beat chem 
:u d1e·rown g,ne 

Leigh Matheu 
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I believe i1 was 1990 when I wrote my first poem 
lrwasaboutanalarmdock, 
and ic was very good 
Then 
Thefollowingweeklwasinspiredbycherefriger.i.tor. 
and the folding closet door, 
near che refriger:uor. 
Eventually I covered lighc fixcures, ponable heacers, blank audio cassccte capes, a dusty and 
denced can of corn from the back of che cupboard-
which I ate on cornple1ion of che poem-
andlater1hrewup-
butthepocmwasverygood 
Thenapieceformyalarmclockagain, 
1here's just someching about those red digital numbers. those bunons. 
snooze ... radio ... am/pm 

1990wasano<ldyear. 

Eventually my 1e:1chers became concerned when 1hey discovered chat while not listening to 
them. 
I wasn'cwri1ingnotes10Susan.or Janet 
I wasn"t doodling doO<!ly spirals or cubes. 
I waswritingpoccryabour the kg~. 
of my desk 
Oneteachcrkepc meafrcrschool tohaveachac 
She was kind :md undemanding 
Thenextdaywhensheasked meifl were feeling better. 
I h:indcd 11<.'r.rn ode, co her pencil holder. 
She put the pencil holder in thccloM:c 
So I wrote .mochcr poem, which said, 
"You can r,wagcmybody! 
You c:111 hide 1he pencil holder! 
. but you c-.111·1 take :iw:iy :ill in:mim.uc object~. what :ire you. smpid?~ 
The rest of the poem had this grt·at tic-in to the chalkbo;ud ... 
actually 1 just son of switched 10 the clulkbo:ird 
I was sent tocheschool psychologist. Dr .... uh .. 
whobecamcrcallyfrustr:ncd,orsomcthing, 
he has 1hccooleM grandfotherclock I h:idcversecn? 
I wro1eit:inepic. in dueepans. 
which by the way is still a very good poem, 
b111llosci1, 
yeah 

w 



Shoreline, Child-like 

A slew of doctors came and went and had teleconferences with specialists from Sweden. 
A guy who specialized in inanimate objec1s was called in, from Cleveland. 
I remC"mberthatday, 
looking .1way from a rather inspir:1.1ional paperweight. I said, 
~Thel'(''s a !,'I.I}' who specializes in inanimate objCCtS ... 
fromClc\·eland?-
Thl"nlwcr11backtomysonnet. 
ortrit'<lto ... 
mc11tio11ofClcvdandhasawayofruini11gpoe1icrhythm. 

I had to do.ill thiswcirdsmff, 
like look :11 pictures and match words with words, 
and talk about my childhood 
finally. 
one guy ran om of things to do, and asked me a qucstion­
-\'❖'hy do you wri1e about inanimatC' objects?-

I looked from the oak desk 10 the window p:mc, 
not through the window, 
bu1atthcglass ... 
thC"glass ... myhe:idtickcd 
and I wasn't in the room :inymore. 
I hear a \"OicC' behind a door 
You Stupid \Vl,ort glass breaking 
Look \fl/,oj Talking, }'im \\''a/king Hard-011 lamps crashing nightstand falling 
SL,p and Slap 
and somehow 
1hc alarm dock iriggcrs-
thc buzz of a constam wrong answer 

Craig Nelson 
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We travel around it. 
Thelakcpathistwisted 
with fallen leaves and 
frosted blues and patchywhi1es 
Too late for yellow 
orred,wimerhasswept them away. 
CleanSC<I the world of warm colors 
and filled it with Aincygrayand 
bright,arcticblue 
Filled it withstrongvisionsbcforedea1h 
and clarity and the new obvious 
le:ikingin fromthcncxrframe, 
which isallwhitefircand 
arnrcand midnigh1 transparency, 
the whole of it 
dear to see through 
to the before and after. 
lOseeoursel\·e.s 
stretched out in time, 
tinged pink and warm al our root 
then gctting lighter and sharp,.!r. 
refinedtilloursilverends 
siretch beyond the1hercand 1hen 
of our firs( moments 

Tim Grace 



I imagincmysclfthinyycarsfrom now, 
buying you a cup of cofii>e, 
spending all my change on gumballs for your kids, 
imroducingyoutothchusband 1 haven't metyei, 

1hcgrayflceccrullovcr, 
1hefirs1timeyouchangedallweek. 
Yousmmble<\ouc the back door, 
leaving it open, 
;md chcshirwreckc<taircarricd the sound 
ofyourvomitingcar1hrough1hccn1ry, 
whcrcnoonccouldstop}"oufromlcaving 
Not 1hc mother who loved you, 
orthefacherwholeftyou, 
or the sister who was too small 10 undersr:md 

I imagine the [.151 thing your brain was holding, 
because I already know the las1 thing your hand held was a beer botde, 
:md the last thing your hem held was the pain of Allisa 
\Y/erc you thinking:ibout pulling over, 
bcc:tuse the world was spinning too fast? 
\Y/ere you thinking about the :tutumn wind semi-circling the leaves across the highway, 
or1hcpoundingofrain on the windshield, 
or how sorry everyone would be if you weren't there? 
\Y/h;u was the last song you heard on the radio? 
I be1 it was on that Lou Reed tape you got on your birthday, 
the one where the colored girls sing "do- do do- do do." 
I wonder ifthey'restillsingingin your ear 

]ennife,· O'Donnell 
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Warm October sun pushed through the windshield 
10 sit on my lap. I folded my legs up under me and sat 
up straight. Made myself taller, bigger, wanting to fill the 
air with myself. Thai would force you 10 sec much more 
of me than theoccasion:tlglanceandsmileaffordcd.Or 
youcouldbrcathemein, let mcsi1 in1hccurvcofyour 
lung. You'd ha\-e to acknowledge the weigh, of your 
breath. 

Thesilcncewassouglyyoualmostbrokethespcak­
crs trying 10 drown it ou1. Thai way you could pretend I 
didn't understand anyway. h is easier when you can pre• 
tend. Under 1hc blackness of my closed lids I escaped 
[hedeafcninglackofconversationandyourmake­
bclicvc co111en1edness. You could finally breathe loudly 
when !slept. 

pinr 11udle1 coverrd bridgrs swraurs p11111pki11s mouma/11 
trails rggs srrt•ed tb us c/,rrrfi,/ly mrrfidly selected items p,1id 
for somrtimr afier tonl()rrow dyingjl()luen th11111pi11g spMk­
ers /()l;r hard tmd f,m 11pstt1in movirs 1h111 m11~·r mr slrrpy 
(a11y,hi11g to 1wt have 10 think) 

You raced for hours trying 1oge1 us there. \X1e pre­
tended it was exactly what we needed; looked forward to 
it so as to avoid having 10 look at e.ich other. Finding 
enough to distr.ict us a little longer. Living ju~t to cSC.lf>C 

for a sh;1llow breath before going under, weighing us 
down. drowning, dying 10 b<.' like everyon<.', 1101 to Ix· 
alon<.'any longer, to maskourtears:111d pretend it's 
bughtcr 

Crowd our days (IHI them up, one after this and 
1hen two more ... ) with all the shit we ccnd,·rly hate 
until we don't care 1ha1 we crn'1 see any longer. The lin,·s 
arc shaky. But I hav<.' enough of my~clf left 10 realize I 
wo11'1 make it 10 next time. And it amazes me you never 
gettiredofdrivinguschere 

Amy Kiely Elliot 
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,fim.,fimbcfo" 
/'1,r 1'111dr this pilgrin111gr to i:me 
who c11111101 visit nu, who tore hi, pagr 
011t:!comrb,1ckfarmorr. 

After\ lc:irncdhispilgrimagccr.iscd 
Alifcspcntlistcningquieilyforjoy. 
Hiswords:nonce cook a helplcsssh:lpe, 
Revealing naked bodies seen in cold 
Mirrors,harshligh1s,impcrfcc1andfrusnatcd 
Leaving me with {he silent stare of his Drran1-, 
llispilgrimagcatlas110rcou1hissong 

I searched in dr.i.wersan<l boxes for his face, 
Hispocms,boldreliefinblackan<lwhitc. 
lnoticcdfirsc(lhadn'tnoticcdbeforc) 
Thcp:ilcand modcsts1ripcs1hat lined his shirt 
Thcpreciscirailshiscomblcf1 in his hair 
Thchcavygreyncssinhisbcardandcycs. 
Thclongi11gfor:isilcncctha1comcs 
\Vhc11fcc1leavcpavcmcnc 

fay Peters 
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Hcsirsonanoldwoodchair, 
O\·ercastinghisshadow 

on a window 
watching1heciry. 

1helighcscrawl 
through the smoky half-lit room, 
washing over 

cramped hands and tangled remnams of hair 
still left on his head 

hciswcaringagrayflannelswc:ucr, 
San Francisco is cool this time of ye:u, 

bu1hetakeshisglasscso/Tslowly, 
saying nothing. 

hcischeman lwamhimtobe. 
silent 
bealHiful_ 

lips stained redwidi burgundy, 
hc'llleanhalfovcrmyscrihblcdpocuy 

he ha~ clenched ag.1inst his chc~t. 
saying love: 

.. I was once this good, 100." 

he'll begin 1ocry. 

Je1111ifer O'Do1111ell 
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Once upon a time, there w:is a man:: wi1h a magic 

womb. 

Elias had just been reminded of her magic womb, 
but he knew chat was not what made her special. It 
was 1101 her magic womb bur r;nhcr the pan of her 
th:u allowed i1 co be magic d1:11 mad(' her special. Elias 
1houghtofrhis:-tshcnoticcdhowstrangchcropcncyc 
looked, like a punctu:nion mark:n 1hccndofhcrlifc 

Thcbcginningofhcrlifchad not been marked. 
Her birth was like flow. pan of springtime at rhe form 
As the ice lurched imo screams. the barn e<:hoed 1he 
broodrn:ires' groans and whispered with rwincy legs. 
Nobody knew 1ha1 one of 1hc fillies would grow up IO 
bean arthritic mare. Nordid1hcyknow1ha1shc 

wouldgrowuptobcm:igic. 
Shcalrcadyhadproblcmsi111hcboncsofhcrlcgs 

bythctimcshcwasoldcnough to be useful.The 
\X'e:ilthy Owner shook his hc:id. "] don't know wh:it 

I'm going t0 do wi1h her." 
Eli:is knew this me:int th:it the \X'calthy Owner 

w:is upsc:1 :ibom feeding :i useless horse. "Well. m:iybc 
youcouldh:ivehcrbrcd.M:iybci1'snotheredit:iry." 
Eli:isshruggedashes:iid1his1omakei1secrn:isif1he 
whole1hingw:isunimpon;1m to him 

"And if i1 is hercdit;iry, I'll have :inothcr bme 
hor~e on my h:inds. It's not as though I enjoy selling 
them toRogerlhrronovertherc" 

Eli:is nodded. Roger 8;irron owned a sbuglner­
hou~ four mwns :iw;iy. 

The Weahhy Owner w:itched 1he sligln nod of 
Eli:is's dusty head and looked :11 the subtle, gentle 
sioopofhisdusryshouldcrs.b;1ckedbyhiss1r:iight 
,pine. Then the Wealthy Owner flicked a clump of 
luym:d off the sleeve of his ~hin :md s,iid, "But she 
can ~tay for now-,he' pretty anyway." I k begu1 10 

w;i)i ~way, then p1uted ;ind h;11f-1t1rned. "Oh. Eli:tS, 
I'm going 10 have you wean the foals tomorrow 
i1mead of next week. I'm sending Lydi:i .iway so she 
won', h:ive 10 he:ir all th:it racket ~he re:illy hates it." 

Eli:i.snoddedagain. Lydi:iw:is1heWc:il1hy 
Owner's wife. Elias didn't know what she re:illy looked 
likebcc:iusesheonlycamcot11tothcb:irnwi1h1he 
Weahhy Owner. Eli:i.s w:is afr:iid 10 look at her with 
the Wealthy Owner s1:mding there. She w:i.s afraid of 
1hehorses,buchelikedheranyway. He knew she 
couldn't sleep during weaning time. 

Thcrcwasanotheruscless:inirnalon the farm 
other than che Marc. His name was Shian. He was a 
spunky,misbehaving.overeating.thigh-highponysral­
lion. Hehadesc:ipedfromhisisolatedp:id<lock 
before, but h:id failed to get :it the call and dis:ipprov­
ing 1horoughbred m:ires. So Elias:issumed Shi:in had 
failed ag:iin when he dragged the pony out of another 
mare pasture he had cbwed his w:iy in10. 

Eleven momhs afta Shian's bre:ik-in, the Marc 
bent hcranhri1icknecs tothestrawalongwith the 
m:ireswho'dbeenbredtoblueprint plansfortheper­
fect racchorsc.TheWealthyOwnershookhisheadat 
1he Anhri1ic M:ire's new colt. "Goddamned pony! 
Wh:it1hehellamlgon11adowi1h:inothergod­
damned pony?~ Then 1he Wealthy Owner forgot 
:ibout 1he colt umil he saw it play-r:ice with one of 1he 
dioroughbred foals. 

The Anhricic M:irc's colt grew up as tall and leggy 
a. :,. pm!' ihoroughbr(d. He was the fastest colt on 1he 
farm.Thenhewuthef°;i 1e 1colt in 1hecou111y,and 
1he11 the country. The Wealthy Owner wa ,1,d he'd 
never e111 die Mare to Roger Barron 

All of the ~.fare' foal were the Lute t ever born 
The Marc made the \X'e;ihhy Owner famous. People 
jabbed at each other between race~. "Th:n's 1he man 
who owns 1he M:ire with the m:igic womb!" they said 

The Wealthy Owner 1ml the M:irc's stall lined 
wi1h purple velvet.and hehough1 m:inyfancyp;iirsof 
shoes to wear in photographs ofhirnsclf with his 
"M:igicM:m:.~ 

The lrlllh i th;i,t the M:1rc was 1101 magic. 1101 in 
the way that thc\X/e;ihhyOwncr:uidth<'newsp:ipcr 

reporter~ 1ho11gh1 s1ic w·1s. 
The real muh is that the ~bre was simply a hor~c 

withahighly,·volvedhc;m.Shek11cwlifclikeatrcl· 
knows the din i1 holds down. the dirt that holds i1 up 

Shecouldsmel!1hesunlightcapturedwi1hineach 
blond grass-blade,even on dark days. She knew chc 
dry.brown leaveswcrchappytohavefallen,cobcable 
to cl:iner :ind camvheel with ghosdy freedom, and she 
undcmood 1he brook, even when it pulled its sleeve of 
ice over itself in December. The Mare would breathe 
in:illof1hegood things in hcrpasrureandsend them 
w1he full moon of her belly. She wished strength and 
speed onto her foals so they would never be useless 
Then she wished :i highly evolved he;inontoeach of 
hcrfoalsbccausesheknewthatwaswhatwastruly 
imporcant.Thatisthercason thci\fare'sfoalswereso 
strong and fast. h wasn't thekindofmagicthe 
Wc:ilthy Owner understood. It also wasn't the kind of 
magic the Wealthy Owner understood when the i\lare 
stopped having her foals 

It was always in August, when 1he flies stuck 
1hemsclvcsknee-deepinhorscswe:i1,1hat1he\Xlc:ilthy 
Owner had Eliasscpar:ite1hern:iresand1hcir foals 
for weaning 

Thefirsttimei1happcned1othcMare,she 
le:irned how tO scream. She slammed around her stall. 
re;JTed, flung her head back and broke her noSt'.on che 
b<."am above her. She looked 1hrough 1hebarsofher 
s1:1l1andattcmptedsnangewhinniesbctweenslurpy 
breaths :is blood poured from her nostrils. Eli.is s;1id. 
"l'msorry,"andwatehedherhcavily 

E,·ery Augu.,t :ifter 1ha1. the ~!arc would stand 
~till, rn1ck on her r:ige. Slws1.1red <Juictly,•v<'ry yc:ir 
u111ilshcwasa11OldM:ire.··1.ook:ud1:u."s;1idthe 
Wealthy Owner one rc,ir. "She" .mold h.11 :11 d1i -
he doe)n't even C;!Te." 

Thatwas1heycar1heOldM.iredidno1getpreg-
11an1. The Veterinarian. who w.1s plump :ind pink 
from living on good s1e:ik. came in .rnd fdt hl·r 
O\\Jric,, m;1ss.1gt.xi her utcru~. g.1ve her hormones, and 
~hook his head. The Wealtl1y Owner w.1ited three 
ye;irs, and chcVctcrinarian ,hook his head again 

One cool September. when two young racehorses 
w,·re dccbrcd offi ·ally uselc, b) ,he \'ccr·1nr·:111, the 
\\ 1e.1lthy Owner said 10 Eli.Ls, "Roger B;,rron i~ coming 
by tomorrow for die rwo coh,-you might ,Is well 
have him ukc the Barren ,\tl.irc-,he's geuing mighty 
old :inyw:iy" 

On his w:ilk home 1h.1t night, F.li.1~ thought about 
how he hadn't looked :it 1hc ,\I.ire 1h.11 J.1y. On hi~ 

Shore/me, Red Daffodil 

walkhomcthcnex1night,1heOldMareshuffied 
besidehim,stoppingonce1opickupahalf-eaten 
apple from the roadside with her loose, gray lips 

Elias knew about loneliness. He knew it was one 
of the 1hings 1ha1 made horses scream. The sagg:.· cool­
shed in his scraggy bacl,Tard was 100 small for ano1her 
horse, so he bought 1he Old Mare a goat named 
Matilda instead 

When Elias took the Old M:ire home. he let her 
out of1hc blurry casing he'd kept her in at the big 
farm. He kept all his ch:irg~ a1 the big farm in a blur­
ry casing: he never re:illr looked .11 them with the 
Wealthy Owner's decisions standing 1here. '.',;:ow, Eli:ti 
watched the Old Mare$ back swa~· 10 her knohby hip, 
I le saw how her knotted legs werC" 100 ~wollen 10 

bend. Socvery night, hC"wr:tpped them to\upport thC' 
lockedjoims. In 1hemorninghewould\pcndfiti«n 
minutcsone:ichleg,rubbingmcdicincimothcfimol 
lumpy bone and !endon. lie noticed 1h.1t hertce1h 
were so ground down dut ,he could che,, onh· .1 fc11 
spc.1rs ofh., 1 a1 a ,·me. So. IT.b nude her J wJrm 
br.m-nushe\'erynight..1ddingrnitthcc.Hrot,1hJthe 
grc,1 in his window. The Old ;\!art• lookeJ a1 Fli.b 
.rnd MThank You" inke<l through her eye~ 1he ,,a,· a 

sh.id~~;1:
1~~;:~\~::ti~ ~h~1:::,.I\ a good 1hing to he 

[i\'i11g in l·li.tS's toolshcd .uul bJlk~·.ml. 'ihl· didn'1 nm 
.1101 or gr:ae ~o hungrily ,111,·mor<'. She did not n('(."<.l .1 
l)t, g:l·en, .i,n1re. TlH· 1001,hcd ,t·t·n· 1 funT.ir to d1t· 
Old ,\1.m· .. 1~ifsheh.1dbecn,ho11n it,HhirthJnJ 
w.h mid, MThis is where ~-ou will wind up in the cnJ." 
I I.id sht• bct•n looking forw,1rd to ii? The hru,h 
brc.11he<l underlli:i.s"shand .1,1heOIJ .\lar..-,i~hni 
Fli.1s 1hougl11 ahout ho11 hor.e, ,igh. the ,,a, pc'Oplc 

<lo .il;;:e•
1
1~i:1~/~~!1~'.c1~1

1
::.~l:::::il:l;ll::

1
t'.:~her1 1.1t,le 

inio ,I g.mlcn. building up w.1lh to hold the ,<1il m. I k 
pl.meed dJfTodils.md tulip,lx·t\ll~n thei...1rrnt,.1nd 
lim,1bt-.m, .. 111dhclikcdhimwlfford11ingdu,,tran,;c 
1hing 

J'hrcc d.1v~ inco rchr11.1n·. tht·rl· ,1.h no wind. !'he 
mo,, l\,h \0 ,till .md dr~-, Ui..1., HlulJ 1magmc n 11.1.,n·t 
therc.1g.1in\1hi,fingcn. l'he,uJ<ll·nre..lJml,cll<•111,f 
the mlip, .md daffodil, .1,wni,ht-..l the \ll"Jthrr \\ hen 



Elias looked up from planting, he saw 1h:n a cirrus 

cloud had smudged a stem against the horizon 10 hold 

thcheavywhi1eflowcrofhisb:i.cky:ird 

Elias slept well that nigh1. The next morning. he 

s:iw a pink lump in from of the toolshed. It was the 

sizeofapillow.Closeup.hes:iwthatther:ush:id 

:ilready ripped into the placenta. The Old Mare w:is 

not in the 10olshed. The goat stood concemraring. 

while a new white filly let ome milk e cape :ilong 

with 1heovere,gcr ucklinsaound, hem:ideu he 

nured from thego,r 
Eli:is felt too he:ivy to 1110\'C. but he went out to 

the backprd. He looked down hard a he w2lkro until 
he saw a tulip. No. it was :i red daffodil. Elias saw that 
1hc flowers curled around the Old Marc like a red :ind 

yellow womb. and the snow where she had died was 

melted.and he sighed 

Kira Trainor 

Shoreline, Red Daffodil 
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I 1hought1boutour ummerdrive ycstccrd:ay, 
howwewouldtakc:ofreulyin 
the morning, 
in:J.rushtogetnowhereinparticul:J.r 
You always drove, 
and I would sic wich my legs curled 
upundcrneathmeuntil1hey 
were nothing but pins and needles 
\Y/e would sing Crecdence songs and 
name our unborn children, 
andsometimesjuststayquietand he:ir 
each other breadie 
I wore the days like silken robes 
chat summer, 
and we feh wi1h our fingers every ctirve of the 
season as it laid itself om 
bcforeus. 
I never loved you more than in those 
momentswhenadecpsigh 
almostcaughtinyourchro;H. 
and lcould1cll itwasbccauseofthcday, the 
air,1hctimewi1h me 
lthoughtofallchisyesrerday,af1er 
my born children 
wercsleepingand1heman I married, 
with whom ldance101he 
sound of crickets 
ar111idnigh1, 
who hold my he1rt with furt'n:r finger 
bmgt't cu ickon1ht"waytotht'm,1rkct. 
h:ul rnlcd inw hii attic offlo: 
1 thought of:111 this and 
reached 
somewhere beneath my life, into 
:in old and deep love th:it 

found rneinacar 
almo,t every summer weekend. bm wok 
me nowhere in particular. 
I\ long, ~low love 1h21 
led me down thehighw1y,pin 
.met 11ccclk~ in my leg from 
llCVCfSIOpp111g 
l\grca1,younglove 
1ha1cchocdindeepsighsand 
.1lmost bore children with beautiful n:ime.s 

Derrith Schwarz 
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In Borneo they bury 
1heunweanedinfam in a tree, 
wheremilkysapnursesher 
until she is strong enough wcominue 
the journey. 
Ichinklhaveburiedyoulikethis· 
in my hollow mmk where it is dark, 
butlcan'1ignorereflec1ions 
ofl'venry-fourcrimson moons, 
of lightning storms and cheelaboracefull 
of an overripe peach, 
drunkinacradlcofwaves 

Eating raspberries and lonely while 
memories nest in me like swollen ovum 
lstheresolimdesornewhercpast 
thcchalkymoch-carcassemptiness, 
past1hcdreamghos1sltalk1oforcomfort? 
I hold righteous indignation like a spoon 
wi1hwhichl mayfcedormcrdygauge 
at 1hclies. the indifference,1hcway 
we've become strangers 
Theple:isurcofc:itingred fruit sours, 
and picas fill my molllh like sand while 
I watchforyouwithgriefeycs 
1hecolorofwhales. 

Womb-likeslicshcalaround1hcbabygrave. 
bm lc;,,:cavateyoucvcryday, 
lovingsilemly:isthctree, 
p:iincinginr;1i11lighc:islossruns 
through my h(•:tn like :t ~carving beast, 
grown wild in ra\•agcd race cowards ~usrcn:ince 
lwouldwe:iryour1ccd1 
inavelve1 pouch around my neck 

Sunday morning :ind we should 
be by the water. bm l :tm here 
turninglikc:t11Jv:ibncheinlxxl, 
ignoring1hcM111 and searching your arms 

Jessica Scarlett Clnrk 
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frosrywindow nights 
when the livid house 

Erik Wohlgemuth 
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Ontario and right across New York Sme--un1il I 
reached Lady Libeny. I was unstoppable. I would be 
theprideofmyfumilybccausellcf1Minncsotaand 
swam 10 Manhauan and amassed a fonune. I'd buy a 
houscformybrotherandfatherinConncc1icu1,and 
they would never have 10 work because I would pro­
vide for them. That couldn't happen in Minnesota. h 
was my responsibility to swim ou1 of here and make 
Lloyd family his10ry. Only I could do 1hat because 
onlylcouldswimMudL1ke. 

Thccanoewassti!l(JUitcforawaywhcn I heard 
the oars splashing.] looked back, but couldn't tell who 
was in the boat. So I kept swimming, hoping it wasn't 
my fo1her. I knew he would find out e\·entually­
probably 1oday-but if he were here now, he would 
jump in and force me into the boa,, and this would all 

bea\V:I.Sle. 
The boat go1 closer. "Frank!" h was Sammy's 

voice. I stayed on course and didn'1 look a1 rhe boat 
un1ilhepulledalongsidcme. 

"Frank, you crazy bas1:ird." 
"I'm no1gc11ingin tha1 boat." 
"I didn't think you would. I'm just going to ride 

ba;ide you, okay?" 
"No," I said between mokcs. "Go back." 
"You should floa1 on your back if you get ,ired." 
"I know.Go back." 
"l'mno1goingback." 
I sv..arn for a while without looking ac the boat. 

It wasn't as fun with 1he boa, on the side of me. There 
wasnosenseofdanger. J-lell,anybodycouldswimfor 
afowhoursifaboatwasright besidethem,jus1in 
case. And I told Sammy that. "C'mon. Go back" 

"No." 
"What in Hcll'sthcpoi111.1hen?" 
"To make sure you don't end up dead." 
"No. I mean 1he point of the swim." 
"Wha1? You cm s1ill swim the lake. Just I'm going 

10 be here." 
I iried 10 think of different things I could say to 

get Sammy to go away. I couldn't explain how ,his was 
less spectacular because he was there. And I don't 
think he would have CJ.red even ifhe understood. He 
was 1here 10 save me. In his mind, 1hat made him a 
good friend and a good person. A s.wior. A chris1. 
There was nothing I could say 10 ge1 him w give this 
up and bea hard, uncaring person. I jus1 asked where 
hego11hecanoc 

"I lad to s1eal it from hcldman's yard." 
"He's going 10 miss i1. You should bring it back 

before you ge1 in trouble." 
"Take a break, Frank.Sit in1heboo.tawhileand 

"Go 10 Hell." 
"Really. I won'1 even mo\"C, so you cm still say 

you swam the whole lake." 
"Bring the damn boat back 10 Fieldman, Sam." 
"At least floa1on yourb:ick." 
I didfloatforalitdewhilc 
"You know, it's a good thing I'm here. Nobody 

;;~~;:~t ~:~-~ believe you crossed this bke. If you make 

'Tllmakci1." 
And I did. I reached the other bank a linlcaf1er 

five o'clock. My father was there waiting for me in his 
feh hat and camel-colored overcoat. His arms were 
crosscdoverhischest.Sammypulled1hecanoeup 
before I reached shore and 1alked 10 my father. I could 
fttl my muscles, 1igh1 in my legs and arms. \Xfhen I 
got out and stood on the shore, I had won a victory 
inside. I had done the impossible. I was panting and I 
couldn'tstandsteadyandmyskinwaswrinkly. 

"I did it, Dad." 
Myfathersaidnothing. 
"I swam the whole lake. The whole lake." I 

walked up to my father. I was going 10 hug him, 
whichisstr.i.ngebccauseweveryrarclycxchanged 
physical signs of affection. I didn't hug him. \Xlhen I 
got close enough, he hit me wi1h a closed fist in the 
jaw. I landed on my back on the ground. There was 
no rage in myfather'sblow.Jus1dmy.Sammyhclped 
mcupandintomyfather'scar.Weleftthecanoe 
where it was. It was a long ride home because the din 
road that wrapped around 1he lake was overgrown 
wi1h high weeds and 1here were rocks in the way and 
some muddy areas where 1hc lake had flowed over 
during 1hc storm two days ago. 

I 1hink my fu1her was proud deep down. He did-
11'1 call me a stupid son-of-a-bitch or reproach me for 
disobeying his orders or confine me to my room until 
I g◊1 married. He just hit me. When we gor home, he 
pan-friedahamburgerforme,wishedmeah:ippy 
binhday,andscm metobc<I. 

The 11ex1 day my father woke me before he left 
for work at se\·en. It hurt 10 move. ""loda)' you bring 
tha1canocback to Fieldman. Right af1erbreakfas1." 

I nodded. He shut the door :ind wen! 10 work 

Greg Pare Series of Digitally Manipulated Art S1a9 Mor~c 



I chrcw his garbage in10 :t box 
lputitin:is:ifcplacc 
I scoppcd raking care of his garden 
Thcflowcrsh:idalldicd 
Undcrthcwcigh1ofoursilcncc 
Thcs.1ndfromthcbc:1ch 
Fcllomof1hccuffofmyjeans 
M:1king1hcbcdprickly 
Making the bed coodirry 
Forlovcm:1ki11g 
I foelcachgrninprcssingintomyskin 
And prc1cnd1h:it 1hcy:irehistoen:1ils 
Scrarchingalongmyshins 

Leigh Matheu 

W®\¥15/Y\1&'¥1:'.W 6ft Sea 

A girl was beestung in the schoolyard-picrced-bec,.,·een two 
fingers on her left hand 

It happened quick. 
fasc 

inaflashofyello" 
andblack. 

No crying out-just a wJter~· .-.mile up at 
atcachcrwhoncTcrsu\pclled mistake\ 

Bccsrnngandfive.sheclcnchcdafistfulofcouonjumpcrw 
press ,1gains1 che pain, 
climbed ~uir, 10 join her d,1\, inside. 
:ind11en·rque ... 1ione<l,1h> 

Angela Karma Rourke 
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Trainingpigeonshasneverbcenaone•waystree1. 

Pigeonsarenoternptyvesscls 

Theyhavewingsand,havingsuch, 
Have much in common 
With airplanes and angels 

Andimmortali[y. 

I myselfhavenevertrainedapigeon, 
Bui I once met a man in d1ccity, 
At a small table, 
lna1rainsiacionrestaurant 
lmimacelyarmnged 
Andrunbyawomanwho 
Trained pigeons in the art of urban isolation. 
The man 10ld me she has discovered 
How10sleepwithhereyesopcn 

~So many birds,~ she says, O\·erhearing 
Our talk. 'They'll need to learn someday 
Abom being a face in the crowd " 

Lwghter1ravclsnonhboundot11side, 

If[ said to you that l saw a pigeon 
Learningfromaraggcdrnan 
Loneliness, and teaching 
The same man flight, 
Wouldyoupicrnreinyourmind 
Asilverandpurplcbird, 
Or one mostly grey with some white" 

Jay Peters 

I sic feeling guilty 
not doing my work 
books piled around me 
like a moat of annoyance 

\Xlinter, my grievance 
it's coming.you see 
killing the trees 
making them naked 
and still. 

-•that's me. 
Theseclassesrnakemefeelnaked 
:ind stupid 
widi their answers 10 every question 
their inter• 
pretacionsrauleminewrong 
like ragtime plucked on nylon 
His10ry said -no way! 
blllyes, 
and beautifully sweet :md strong 

Beujmuin Goulet 

Black+ \Vhite Pho10 



rft hWfzz eUm 

The words 
1heyrumblc.likefallingsc:1s011s 
ourofrain 
111coourconvers:111011s. 
What do we talk about 
when we arc talking? 
\'v'hen I can't look at you and smile 
dcspi1erhcdamagc I've repaired 
\'(lhcna13o'clockin thcmorningirisall there, 
things not safe to think about 
\Vhcnthedayforc<.'sothcrthingstomaHer 
rhatrcallydo1101 
and really cannot 
movemeacall 
anymore 

Wh:u do we talk :ibout 
whcnweare1:ilking? 
When lconstantlyseeyouwalking 
up and down thcstairwdlon lonely 
wimcrdays 
Whcnthcsnowlicslikcskcpingpolarbears, 
asnowwedarcnot fall imo 
for fear of failing in cvcrythingwe'vccverdonc 

I sit alone at a table in a smoky room 
1hewindowsopen 
the rain falling in 
the shades falling down 
lsi1across1hc1ablc 
andwatchyourlifcslowlyp:issing 
before your eyes 
andwondcraboutourwordsand their import 
onourlivcs 
in their meaninglessness 
wourdays 
dayswichoutend 
dayswichout nigh1s 
l've_given so m~ch time to 1he footprints that stand at my door 
wl1veand1os11 
dying by the fireplace. 

:::~ ~~1~n time lO the words that haunt my mornings 

wo11ldyouaskmct0cversccyouag:1in? 
Aftcryourblackrobcisworn 

::~t;t::t;~r~:r:s c~~::~:t!:;~:~~
1 
,~~c,~~

0
t:~ about 

whenwearet:ilking?" 
\Vcstopandlis1cnforthctrains 
deep in the night 
andwondcrwhy1hatso1111d is1hclonclicsrsound in the world 

Whacdowetalkabout 
when we are talking? 
Wetalkabou1ourhiddcn pain 
whcntheconversationseemsmbc 
about something very different 
Whal do we talk about 
when we are talking? 
We talk abouc brilliant words spoken 
bybrilliancmenliving 
and hating every moment 
of every brilliant word 
Wccalkabou1 
1henight 
laying on the hillside 
withitsmanyempcysilcnccs 

It is 1101 yecwimcr, 
sorhatisonelesssilcncc 
wcha,•etolistcn for 

Bue siuing here now 
withyourhoncsryi11:1ch.1ir, 

the rain on your fingcnip~. 
.111d chc wind blowing through me like a sc:1recrow. 
lrcalize 
I may ne,·er ge1 10 slUmble through 1hc world with you. 
nc,·ergc11osleep 
or crawl blindly 
dirough Americ:i.. 

bu1rha1isokay 
bcc:iusel k11owwha1 I've seen 
an,lwhat I hear in your voice. 
Agrc:i1crinrclligcnccdun 1 could ever know 
A greater intelligence 
of myself. 

I know now 
th:tt I willncvt·rbcthesamt. 
Aftcrallthis1ime 
I wouldn't ever forget 
how we need wbc in lo"c 
with real chings 
and real people 
:1ndhowic is never the same 
after the firsc wrinen ~cmcncc 
and1hefirstspokenword 
of our lives 
.mdallthehercafters 
wealw:iyst:ilkabout 
bu1knowwcwi1lnc,·erknow. 

Anthony Loffredio 

Shoreline,SilemFilm 
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John sat :u his work sta1ion puning 1hc finishing 
muches on a box of earrings when his supervisor, Bill, 
walked over with a new guy. "And this completes the 
wur. This is where you'll be working-next to John " 
Hesaidthisashcpoimed10thecmptychairbesidc 
him. "John, I want you to meet Mike. He's a new 
worker here." 

Bill'• introduccion brokeJohn'1concencr1tion 
Fruscrau::dbec1usethee;1.rringb1ckmiued1he tern, 
John threw the cud to the table. Hi face mldcncd, 
but Bill,uscdco1hi1re1c1ion,p:medhimon the 
1houlder uying, "Thu', ohy, you'll get it nexc time., 
John recogniicd cheencouragementand hcepi hly 
rnrncd10wardsthcncwguy. 

"John, this is Mike," Bill repeated. "He'll be 
working here, next co you." John stood up so fust he 
knocked his chair over. Hewipedhislefthandonhis 
pants and ex1ended it towards Mike. Mike cook it and 
ga\·e it a firm shake, but John didn't let go, rather he 
squee-u,dharder.Mike'sfingersfirstturnedred1hen:i 
purplc-blue,yc1hesaidno1hing.Johnsmiled,kissed 
Mike's hand and released i1. "Mike, l-.likc, l-.like ... " 
John repeated a.she pointed to him. 

"That's righ1 John ... Mike,~ Bill said. "Now. 
would you like to show Mike what we do here?" John 
sat and stomped his fee, as Bill walke<I away. 

"Look," John said. and wich .111 of his concentra• 
tio11 he picked upan emptye,uringcard. lie pullcd,1 
fokc pearl earring from anochcr bin on che<k~k and 
stuck it dirough the c:ird. Then c,1mc the hardcM p.trt; 
Johns111ckouthistongucashepickcdupa1inye:1r­
ring backing. Finally, with the backing po~itioned 
betweenhissmbbyforefingcrandchumb,hetriedto 
put icon the stub. Hemissedandthestubpricked his 
finger. Perspiration beaded up on his forehead and he 
triedagain,1histimccomplcting1hejob. He repeated 
checmire process. congue and all, on 1he adjacent hole 
and said. "Done,"placingthecardinaboxwi1hhis 

WhenMikefinishedhisfir..tcard.helll'lditup 
for John's appro\·al. John, who had watched the opera• 
tion, cook the card, g,we it a once O\·er. stomped his 
feet with delight and said, "Good." l-.like took b,1ck 
1he card and put it into John's box. '"No. Ol'cr there, 
silly." John said poi111ing 10 ;1 box on Mikl-'S desk. 
\Vherc a card wenr was imporram bec:iuse the daily 

wages were se1 by the number of cards each worker 
made. 

It was expec1ed th:11 John would make one hun­
dred cards in one hour's time. Becausehecouldn'1 
count, Bill drew a line on the box that let John kno\1 
he had me1 the goal. For any c:ird above the line, 
John, like all other carders, would get a twenty-five 
cent bonus. \'(then he firsc began a year ago, he ne\'er 
madethcline,burnowhcmadeirinfonyminutes 
Once :H the line he waited umil someone emptied the 
box before he started on :another batch. The job \l'J~ 

easy for Mike. \Vithin two weeks time his quoca was 
mo1•ed up from one-hundred to one-fifty per hour. 

The lunch room conversations were bubbling on 
in Spanish. Cambodian, and Engli~h. John s.11 silcml~ 
eatinghislunch. l-.likecamcin.and&u nexc 1◊him 
At his arri\'al. John, who had rnrned his concentr.11ion 
b:ick to his lunch. tapp1:d hisfoo1. ,mdwhen ;\like-..H 
down John involuntarily s1.med bouncing his leg 
John looked at him with a tender face and took .moth­
er bite of hiss.1.ndwhich 

After he unpacked his McD011.1ld~. ;\like broke 
the silence 

"Wha1yago1thercJohn?" 
"A bologna sandwich. rwo cookie~ .11Hl .1 d.trk 

soda."hcsaidbeforehesw,1l1owed 
A piece of chewed bologna l.mdc<l on l-.like\ .Hm 

lledid11'1secm10notice 
"Whomadeitforyou?" 
John bi1 off another piece of 1he~.1ndwidi .111d 

said. "1\le," while hiHing his cheM with hi, open Jund 
"Just bologna? Nocheescorm.1\·ormai;,e?" 
John's head drooped and hi~ leg ,1◊pped mo\'ing. 

His eyes watered and they lo~t the wide-t"ycd luppy 
glow. l-.like read 1hc signs. ";-.:o, th.u'~ ok.1y. You t,ln 
h,we your s.1ndwich however vou like it." John's eyn 
widened and hi~ foot tapped. "I me.m, ju,r 1hough1 i1 
would be plain without th.It other ,tull:" Mike -..1id 

Mike rnrncd to his food .md took .1 bite. I um:h 
bre.1k was ne:irl: O\'er .md he\\; 111 ·'.,Ht ,it, w c.11 
"I \ere, have some of 1hesc frie,,," he ,.1id p.1-.,in~ them 

toJohn. 



Sincehehadalre;;i;dylini hed,John w;;i; h;;i;ppy10 
Juve someching more 10 c-at. "Thank,,'' he uid lightly 
punching Mike' um 

Mike, sw;;i;llowed a bite of his Big Mac ;;i;nd won­
dered out loud, "Where doe helive?"Johnhc-ard, 
;;i;nd pullc-d ;;i; wallet from hi pocket. I-le flicked it 
open like TV detectives do and howed the insides to 
Mike. On one side of it there wu ;1, plutic police 
b;1,dge1nd,on theothcr,his:1ddreuwriuenon a 
cud 

''You;1.cop?"MiL:euidpoiming.John1hookhis 
head,.:milinthi biggetgrin. 

"Whodoyoulivewith?" 
"Steve,myfriend·' 
,-Is Steve h1ndic;1.pped coo?~ 

John looked II Mike. The quenion dicln't regis­
"S1c-ve, myfriend,''he rc-peued 
Mikedidn'tpuhanymore. He finished his lunch 

111d uid, -come on, we've got 10 gc-1 back 10 work" 

Mike rushed to hi ublejust in cime,1ndwhc11 
Johnrnrnedwuyhello,henoticed omethingnew 
Mike wa wearing a Walkman. John pointed, "Let me 
cry?" 

"Sure," Mike aidplacing1hehe1dphonesuound 
John' widehe;;i;d 

"Loud!" John screamed. Some of the workers 
turned to see wh11 wa the macter, laughed, ;1,nd 
turned back ro1heirwork. After the volume wa 
1dju ted, John listened. He liked the music ;;i;nd began 
to bang hi arms on the desk. He tried to much che 
be;1.c, but hi coor<lination didn't cooper;;i;te. Earrings, 
emptycuds,and the back ofthe:euringsflewevery­
where.John nompedand b;;i;nged louder, until. in his 
c-xciccmenc,hetippedthechairoverbackw;;i;rd ,land­
ing on hi back wich his feet in the air. 

The sudden drop cue:dJohn;;i;nd hele:couca 
roaring yell. Everyone, including Bill,stopped what 
they were doing and guhered ;1.round. Mike wu help­
ing John to his feet. The \Valkrnan wu shanercd on 
the floor, and John h;;i;d e;1.rring, tuck into the back 
ofhis hire 

After Mike c;1.lmed John down, Bill ;1, ked, "Wlm 
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happened?'' He listened and handed down his sen­
tence: "No more Walkmans," he bellowed. John rec­
otnized the angry tone, ;1,nd hi1 face drooped more 
th;;i;n it ;1,lrudy w:1s. -Now clean up this me: .~ John 
be:gan tobawlag;1.in,1ndeveryoneleftexcep1 Mike 

''It's oby," he uid rubbing the word, into John's 
back. When John wu calm enough, Mike went to get 
;i_barrclsohecouldcleanup 

Once back, Mike cle;;i;necl while John w;;i;tched 
Mike inspected the Walkman and found thu not 
even the headphones could be g_lv;;i;ged. "No, no 
not this CD/ Mike said with the era.eked disc in his 
hands.''] juat bought thi,," he: aid holding it out to 
John. ~Do you know how much I CD costs, not w 
mention the player? I had to uve: for live: wee:k, to get 
tlutthing!• 

John's bottom !ipsrnckoucandhisbodywu 
c;ived in. "Sorry," heexluled. Hebeg;;i;n to rock back 
:md forth in his ch:1ir. He wu now sobbing 111d h;;i;d 
towipehisno,e: 

"Sorry? Whu about my hundred and lift-y 
bucks?" Mike Jtarnmered u he threw the broken 
pieces into the trash can. He looked11John and 
cursed under hi bre;;i;th, "Fuckingreurd,";1,ndwenr 
to put the barrel away 

John watched him go. He had seen others walk 
away mad and never come back. He thought this w;;i; 
happening again, and he put his head on his table 
and cried for hi1 lou. Bill c;;i;me: by and asked, ''John, 
wine's wrong?" 

•Mike:'sgone,''hcm;111aged10chokeout 
"He'1comi11gback," Bill said. -1-1ercheisnow." 
John leapt from his cluir ;1,nd be;1r-ln1Med Mike 

1-\ewa pushed away, but th11didn'ts10phi mile or 
hischant "Mike' bacL:,Mike'sb;;i;ck .. " 

lt was break time ;1.11d a group of worker w;;i; 
guhered uound the catering truck. "Do you w;;i;m 
rnything?'' Mikcuked:1 herndJoh11cameoutof 
1hebuildi11g. 

"Yes. plea e. A blueberry doughnut,' John 
answered 

''Okay,l'llgetitforyou." 

John stopped ;1,nd waited. Three co-worker were 
walking toward, him talking. ''Mi pinqa no estd bien," 

uidCu!os 
"P.,.,,,d!~uked Manny. 
"I-le'• tired. No sleeping lat night. Mi n,•111 n• 

rmi •ifui. Elia ,i,ir• rn !•tirr m N11r.• Y•r-"." 
They were close enough to John for him to hear 

them, but he didn't undem;;i;nd what they said. He 
had heard themulkinglikcthi before. He liked the 

sound they made 
"Hey John, how're ya doing?" Culo I ked 
•cood. Wh111bou1you?" John hot b;;i;ck 
"Better1h1n I w1 yescerday. I got laid 11 t night 

;1,nd boy wu she good," he: aid gabbing himself 
Mikecameback1ndlm1dcdJohnhi doughnut 

-what about you?" M;;i;nny a ked, ''You gettin' any? I 

heudthegirlswerecruyforyou." 
John ;1.id, ''] get it every night," and he bi1 into 

the doughnut. He10okoffh;1,lfofitinonebite:. Hi 
cheeks puffed om a his j;;i;w moved up rnd down 

~You hinin' me John?" George ;1.id. ''You really 

gettin' sum?" 
"You bet," John said. "Every night. Boy, is it 

good." 
"I don't even get it that much." Mike laughed 

Mannyj11111pcdin.''!10ldyou,1hcgirlsMccr:1zy 

for'im" 
Culo gr;;i;bbcd him elf ;1,g;1.in, "Shit. John, you 

get more:th;1,na\lofu ,don'1ya?'' 
John popped cht'. re t of tht' doughnuc in his 

mouth. He miled, ,w;;i;llowed h;;i;rd and hook hi 

he;;i;d ye. Evcq•one buthed, o John joined them. He 
tilted hi he;;i;d back ;1,nd g;;i;ve hi deepe 1 gu11ur,1l 

laugh 

"John.can you do mea (;1.vor? You cc-, cherei ;1. 

~!r~:::~:1:~\7:~~ ~~~~;l~:r:;1,:::~'.)l!:k~~:~1l~i~l rt'.1l:}~::;;1t 

be there;1.rHI hereat the :une time. If you fini:ih up 
thceforryc;;i;rd for me-, 1'1lbringyou;1. nackcomor-

Johnstaredathim. "Do you understand me/" 
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John nodded, e\·en though he wasn't sure what 1\likc 

was1alkingabou1 
"Just do these here," Mikercitcratcdpoimingto 

the forrycards he had counted out, then he was gone. 
Sincchisboxwasalreadytothelinewhen he 

hadmadethcbargain,Johnmadequickworkof 
Mikc'sforry. Hefinishedandputthcrnintol\likc's 
boxbcforeBillcamecoemptythcboxes. 

'\Xlherc'sMike?"Billasked 
··over1here.''Johnanswcredpointinginthe 

direction where Mike went. Bill looked towards the 

b:uhrooms 
The next day, Mike brought the promised snack 

;1,nd pre e:nted it to John. It w;;i; 1 lemon quare wi1h ,1 

white ug;1.r1opping.John hit hi hand wgecherand 
smiled. He took it ;1,nd cle\·ourcd it in cwo bite 

Thu ,by Mike went off in che ;1.ftemoon to cc 
hi newfound love,;1.ndJohnworked for;;i;notherp;;i;:s­
try. Mikec1rnebackexci1ed. "She' goin~togoout 
wich me," he ;1.id. "Tlunk to you, 1 mighc h.1vc ,1 
new girlfriend:· He paHedJohn'~ back 

''Me too," John ;1,id re-aching for hi~ \\;1,\b 
"Getout,m;1,n.youh;1.ve,1girlfriend?" 
John flipped open 1he wallet. moved the b.1dte 

;1,nd handed che wallc-t 10 Mike. Mli a T;1;ylor," he 

proudl)'aid 
She w;;i; wheelch;1;ir bound. John wa~ ,undin~ 

be ide her. They both lud big mile~. He wcu holdini 
hcrlm1dforw;1.rd. "! loveher,''John hrc-pi hi) 

announced 
"Are you engaged?" M.ikc asked then rcphr;1~ed, 

'Areyougettingnurried?" 
John shook hit he;;i;d ye-. llis face looked like ,1 

h;;i;ppy Buddh;;i;, ;1,nd hi ~mile w o [;1,rie it m·.ul~ 
pu he:d hi eye: do ed. "Wow, 1h11'i grc-,H.~ .\like ~.,id 

;1.fterheeuminC(\thephoto1gain. 

John was not only able 10 work. hue he ..:ould 
also take the bus back and forth. even chou~h he 
needed to transfer buses mid-trip. I k .,tood \,,1iting ,u 
the same bus st0p t'1·cry morning; Steve ,1h,.1y, got 
himoffin plcntyoftimc.j11st incJ,ehe11,1,,ide• 

tracked along the 11,l) 



John stood al the bus stop and counted cars. The 
highest he could coum was rwo, and afcer cha, he 
would randomly mi;,c in numbers and lecrers, until he 
was s:uisfied, only 10 find himself saying one and 1wo 
again. "One. rwo, rwenry, a, si:c cm. fifteen, ... " John 
said under his breath 

lkhindhimfivetecnagedboyswerealsowaiting 
forchebus.Oneof1hem rookomajoim,and che 
othershuddledaround.Theypasscd the smoke 
around, each taking a deep hit. ''You ever seen a 
rerardge1high/"011easkedmocioninghishead 
towards John. The others laughced and agreed that 
1heyhadn'1cvensee11onesomuchasdrunk,!etalone 
high.They surrounded John 

" seventeen, yu. de, five," John stopped coum­
ing when the kids got in his way. He looked at them 
and smelled some1hing funny. One of the boys 
addressed him, saying, ''Hey buddy, whach ya doin?~ 

John pushed his glasses back up his nose. Heha<l 
begun roswea1 harderaftertheyhadsurrounded him 
"Wait in' for the bus," he said. His shin was sticking 
rnhisback 

The SJ>Caker put his arm around John's shoulder. 
'"Man, where you got IO go~" He pulled his arm away 
and John's shin clung IO i1 

John was uncomfortable. "\'Vork. Got to go on 
thebusrnwork,"hcsaid maner-of-faccly. 

Someone chimed in, "Forget work. Hang wich 
us. Wcgo1 omed1in'fory1." 

John backed 1w:1y, hi eye watered and his free 
hand hit ncrvo111ly1g1in:;:1 his side. He wanted lO cake 
deep brcuh:i:, but che smoke from the m1riju1n1 ciga­
rcnc cr1tchcd 11 hi:;: chro1t. Finally. he sobbed. Snot 
un from his nose, and tears stre1mcd do\vn hi 
checks. 

TheboysdancedaroundJohnasifhewerca 
Maypole. "Herc, 1ake a hit," one of them said holding 
1hcjoinr wJohn'smomh.John'seycswidcncdwith 
fear al the sight ofi1. By mistake, he took a deep 
breach and puke<I.Theboyslaughedat him. "Give 
him another hit," someone said. Two boys grabbed 
John's arms, and 1hc boy wi1h chc pot shook the 
vomit from his hand, and afu·r lighting a new smoke, 
lif1edi1 t0John'smouth 

John's lunch fell to the ground and he struck ouc 
lie hit the antagonist soli<I on the nose, breaking it 
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Blood immediately 1>0ured from the spot, spilling 
omothcsidewalk.thcboy'sshirtandJohn. Every­
thing srnppcd. The boys siared as the injured boy 
held his face in his hands.John blinked, they were 
gonc,and thebuswaspullinginrothcscop. He 
boarded. forgctting his lunch in the puddle of blood 

In hisscac.John shook. Hewi1,cd his bloody 
hand on die scat and cried. No one on the bus moved 
to help him. He was calmer 011 the second bus. His 
chin was buried in hisches1.Thecearsscopped; 
instead he mumbled words even he didn't understand 

Mike was outside waiting for John. He had 
brough1:ipackageofRingDingsforhim. ''What 
happened~ What's all chis blood? Arc you hurt?" he 
asked.hisvoiceaccclcra1ingwi1heachques1ion. No1 
ablc10explain,John 1hrusthisheadintoMike's 
shoulder and sobbed. Mike rubbed his back. ''It's 
okay now," Mike cooed to him. "Lei's go inside and 
get you cleaned up." 

Af1er John had washed his fuce wi1h cold wa1er, 
hewascalmenoughro1cllMikewha1happened 
Mike puulcd most of i1 wgcther by asking a lot of 
<1uestions, repeating and rewording as necessary. He 
assured John 1ha1 he had done the right thing, and 
when he was totally calm. Mike called him "Champ" 

By mid-morning. the Champ was back to his 
normal self. I-le and Mike were quietly trying 10 catch 
up on their \vork. When Bill c1111c by to empty 1hcc 
boics he ukcd, "I-low arc you doing John?" John 
looked up 11 him, rnilcd hi Buddha mile 111d uid. 
"Mike my friend.' ;ui<l he punchc<l Mike in chc um 

"I-Icy, John. isn't tl1at Mike's box?" Bill asked. He 
was a liulc early collecting the cards because he had 
togo roa mec1ing in anocherbuilding. "\\'here's 
Mike?" 

"Ovcrthcre,"Johnsaid lookingupfromanew 
car<!. 

"ln1heba1hroom?" !Jill demanded. 
"Wid1 his girlfriend. silly," John answered reach­

ing for his wallet. "I ha\'e.1girlfrie11d roo" 

Bill didn't fi11ish the conversation. lie tunicd and 
bellowed, "Mike, get your ass over here!" 

Mike insuncly :1p1>e;1red, "\'Vh:n's the matter? 

Why arc you yelling?" 
John put his wallet back and the happy creases 

on his face disappeared. He slouched into his chair 
and looked at his work 

~In my office, now!" Bill yelled pointing the war. 
Once inside, Bill closed the door and asked. 

"Wherewereyoujustnow?" 
"In the bathroom. Why?" Mike said with an aui­

cude 
"Johnsaidyouwcrewithyourgirlfriend.And I 

caught him putting work in your box" 
"Maybe he made a mistake." 
''John doesn't make chose kind of mistakes." Bill 

said shaking his head. "He'sdoingyourwork.co\'er­
ing your ass so you can talk to some chick-you must 
be some kind of lowlife 10 take advanuge of a reurd!" 

"I pay him for his work." Mike confessed. "So 
jus1 leave us alone. Noone'sgeuinghun here. 
Besides, John has never worked so hard. and he likes 
the challenge." 

"And you like the free time, so don'1 tr}' 10 bull­
shit me. His quota hasn'1 gone up \O mud1 ,1, one 
card" 

"Quota. Quoc.i!" i\likc yelled. "\X'lut do \"OU c,irc 
about his quota? You know d.111111 well 1h,u 1hc ,c,uc 
ge{S his check ;ind ,111 he get~ from it i, t\1enty-fi\'c 
dollars. You want more work from him .md ,1 h,u doe, 
he get? Nothing! 01 ont" fucking ching. At lc.1,1 he 
gcct) )Omcthing from me. \'('ho·~ u,ini who. llilh 
Hoy?" 

"\)011'1 you raise your ,oice co me, .md don't 1·ou 
.tCcuse me of u,ing John." Bill\ 1·oiu· 11,1, he.ml de.tr 
.tCross the shop. He \1,1s ,c.H1di11g. poiming hi, indc, 
finger down Mike'.,,1hroat. MAndchi,i,n't .tpitk•up 
joint!" I k composed himself. The meeting in the 
other building had already bl·gun wichom him, "\\'ho 

is,hc?" 
i\likesatsilcm 
"Who is she?" Hill asked .1g.1in . .md, .ifit·r .1 brid 

sp.1cc of silence. he -..1id in ,1 po\~e"ed \'Oice. 'Cet out 

of hen·. You're fired!" 
i\likc excendcd his middle fiuger. 11,1\ed it in 

Bill's face and s10mpt·d ouc of the room 
Back at his desk. John lud he.ml .1II of the ,houi 

ing. llcrccogni1.edhisn.tmcaml,omcofthemher 
\1ords. Lots of1imes \1hrn he he.ml ,hou1in1,: Jnd 
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yelling. he got a bad feeling. like hC' did mmc:1hmg 
wrong 

,\like staggered back 10 whJt ju\! minutn .1go 
11':.lS his desk. ~John. I\e got to lca\'C' cark 1-:c-cp .1l1 ol 
theworkforrourself ... I ... 1. ..... 

"\X1Jm's wrong?" John asked 1hccn lookc:<l do11n. 
and said. "I'm sorry." His \ad fate \\,I.~ \h01\ing. Hee 
didn't know what he had done wrong 

i\like put on a happyface.rnd \,1id. "I'm le,1\'ing 
earl}' with my girl. You cake it eJ~y." lie pmnl John\ 
back. "Everything's okay." 

John opened up wich a ~mile .rnd he ,cornp1:d hi\ 
feet. "Tha1's my Champ," Mike ,Jid, .md ht· ldi 

The next day. John came 10 work .111d 11Jited in 
the break room for ;\like. Bill notilc:d him '1Jndm~ 
there .md said. -come on IO your 1.1hle. John. It', 
time to get 1owork." 

-\X'here's ;\like?" 
-1 firc:<l him." 
The words did11'1 regi,tc:-r \\'hac\ \like" 
WHe doccsn't ll'ork here .mnnore 
John still didn't get it. w\\'here·, \like h<· 

den1.1nded 
-He i\ \ick tod,11·." Bill lit"d \:011 k1, ~<'I w 

work" 

Charlie Biben11/r 
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WAVEFRONT: Obviously n /01 of your pieces 11ddress the issue of!itemcy in one UJllJ or another, but to JJtwe 

n collecrion of your works be fomsed towards liumcy. Is thnt something 11ew for you? Did 

t/)(l[ Jeri comfartnble? 
SLIGH: Ir doesn't feel uncomfortable because sorne of the earliest shows 1h,u some of this work 

were in were called "literacy shows." For example, there was a curnwr out of an Arrs 

Center in the Bronx in New York, and he cura1cd a show rhar had the word "literacy" 

in rhe title. So I'm nm uncomfonable wirh the idea. But a lor of the work was very 

conceptual, and a lac of chc people didn't know how it was rcbrcd to literacy, but you 

know, there are a lot of different ways that you can relate arf\vork to literacy. 

WAVEFRONT: And whm ,,re some of those u111ys thm you would rrhae your artwork to ... 

SLIGH: To li1eracy? 
WAVEFRONT: Yeah 
SLIGH: I think that one thing that I try to bring om in my work was how one is required co 

learn some things. Or to learn in a cuhure where you feel as rhough you're an outsider. 

Growing up as a Black Southerner in a small town, we definitely had a different dialect 

than what's found in reading Dick and Jane. And, I mean for me, all through school I 

was always corrected and cold ro say, "Say it this way, say it that way, this is not correct, 

,hat's nm correct." English this, that and the other. And I think that, in general, 

Americans have somewhat of an inferiority complex about whar's correct English any­

way, because we don't speak the King's English. \Y/e speak American English. 

WAVEFRONT: Right 
SLIGH: So, it's different anyway. But it's based on that. So, I think there's a way in which, when 

you have to give up the way you learned how to talk as a baby, 10 learn how to talk and 

write and think a different way, there's a way ,hat you're being asked to give up part of 

who you arc. Or you're being told that part of who you arc and the way you are is 

wrong. Or is incorrect. I ,hink that always hurts to a certain cx1c111. So I rhink rhar was 

a lot of what I was crying to bring out in the Remling Dick 1111d Jane work. The ways in 

which one has to give up, you know, who one is 

WAVEFRONT: So we're learning ... "No, 1ht1t's not right " 
SLIGH, Right 
WAVEFRONT: "Start all 01,er again." 

SLIGH: Right. Noc even just sran over again bm you just have to learn it our way, do ir our 

way. That kind of thing. 

WAVEFRONT: Who did you find thm would tell you that? \Wis ii white teachers or. 

SLIGH: Black 1eachers. 
WAVEFRONT: Black teachers mostly? 
SLIGH: Yeah. 
WAVEFRONT, 
SLIGH, 
WAVEFRONT, 
SLIGH, 

WAVEFRONT: So rh11t would also be black teachers thm you IJtul? 

SLIGH: Yes. Yes. 
WAVEFRONT, Ok 

SLIGH: And actually black 1cachcrs are probably harder on black kids than white te:i.chcrs. I 

1hink there's a way ,hey feel that they have more invested in ,he black kids doing well 

in the strucmre. You know ... the system. So they are harder in many way:.. It's jus1 

1hat I think people need to find a way to do it in a way 1ha1's 1101 so destructh·e . .}0 

oppressive. The other part about it is that it's all pan of 1he class system. You know. 

When I began looking at making chis work. I was looking at how I ha\"e spem '>O 

many years trying to change from being Working Class to being Middle Cbs'> and 

how ,hat was the goal, the desirable goal ,hat one is given. You know, you're h.mdcd it. 

you know- "this is your goal." 

WAVEFRONT: I,'; 11 struggle to define or improve upon yourself 

SLIGH: And so there are many ways in which you arc called upon 10 gi\"e up who you .ire, .md 

then, you know, 1here's the Middle Class. So mJ.ny of whom arc trying co get to ,ome­

thing else. And 1hc odd thing about it is dw no one is really sure what anphing i,, 

you know. \'</hen you're \Y/orking Class, )'ou'rc not quite :.urc wh,u being i\liddlc Cl.1.,s 

is. And when you're Middle Class, you're not sure whal being .m Owning Cl.i,, or 

\X/caldiy or Rich, you know, born rich is. But you subscribe 10 ,hose thing, b,1.,.cd on 

certain stereotypes chat we're all given 

WAVEFRONT: Right. like the .. Dickmul}1111e"1hi11g. 

SLIGH: Right. rigl11. 

WAVEFRONT: And the lm1g1U1ge ... I inu1gi11e the pressurr to t·orrect your lm1g111tJ,t' goes along 111i1/, 1hm. 

bemusr ii is so ofirn abom chm. 

SLIGH: Yes. bnguage and your behavior and your appearance. 

WAVEFRONT: So. ;oui 1e co1111ecud your work to ma 1111d chm. There's 11/so" grnder theme, 1111d ,·n.-,,,t! 

(lbuse is (I/so included. 

SLIGI-I: Right. 

WAVEFRONT: Ir s11ems likr you h,we 1t!1l'1~ys been UJorking wilh a combi11111io11of1e.,·11111d im,1ge. Jhu.\ 

probab(y going 011 in your heml-whmel'er im11grs you p111 down lt'f'rt' 11ffomp,111ied kl' ,1 

dialogue th(lt you mded up needing to 11/so include. 

SLIGH: 1t·s true. :md I purposely did ,hat to try to go back to 1he rnicc of che child 1h.11 \\,1, 

the real voice-rather than 1he schooled \·oicc or the educ.ned ,·oice-1he voice "i1h 

in. For example, in one of the pieces, "\'\l:1iti11g for Daddy," I dcci<kxl. r.uhcr dun 

trunc.nc the words where till')' are suppo~ed to be trunc:w.:d. I would ju,t trunt.H(' 

them where they ended up on the edge of the page and just cominue the "ord,. And I 

s:1id to myself, "People are going to think that I .1111 illiter,ue." And ":-.:obo<l~\ going w 

be able lO re:1d this:· or "They"re going 10 be angry." or wh.HCH'r. ~-ou kno\\. \\'hen 

you're working. you think .1 101 of 1hing~. \X'h.u was re:1lly intcn·,ting \\,I:- th.11 ,·()ung 

people go1 it righ1 awa}'-Ihe whole piece. There's ju,t ~omcdiing ... thc<n .. • rl·.1lh 

open. you know. They are lc:1rni11g the rule~. but they h.1, en·, hl·cn ,qu.1,hcd lw dit· 

rules. 
WAVEFRONT: Ve,1h. they h1111m'r been i11gr,1i11ed. 



SLIGH: They're nm as rigid. 
WAVEFRONT: Thllt seems fascinating, rhe whole process you just desaibed, because you were going bflck to 

that voice that WflS when you Jtarted to learn the proper UNIJ to do it ... when you started to 
be taught to disassodlllf' your behavior from yourself. Your first concern was that people 
would think you were illiterate 

SLIGH: Righr, and even with that piece, "\V/c Didn't Know Who We Was," I did i, years ago at 
a place called "Lower-East-Side Printshop," and rhere were a lot of other people 
around making work. Evcr)'tirne somebody would look at that piece and they would 
read il, they would say, ''This isn't right! This isn't right! This is the wrong way w say 
it! This is the wrong way w say it!" I said, "Nooo, it's not. It's the right way ro say it." 
~But, it's '\V/ho \V/e \Xfere!"' I said, "No! It's 'Who \V/e \V/as.'" Because thar's how we 
said it. You know: "\V/e was this, we was tha1." 11 was kind of funny because a 101 of 
people would get ir when they saw it, but when people would see me working on i,, 
they would say, "This isn't right." They were acrually just crying to help me catch a 
mistake 

WAVEFRONT: Vmh, we a/1 luwe that little grammar censor. It's interesting, too, because the "W'e \Vm" etm 
seem almost mort' approprillfe because "\Vns"' refers to a single unit 1111d thm's how the expe­
rience was for you as a community-not necessarily grouped together as one by good things 
but also by bad things and the forces that worked against you. So it w,un't just lots of dif 
ftrem people who llll "were." "\\1/as" is more appropriate in a logical way, even though it 
was jusr rhe 11amra/ expre:ssion. 

WAVEFRONT: It wm meant 10 be pmr tense, "\Ve didn't know." Has 1h111 chllnged? Do you now know? 
SLIGH: No. (laughs) 
WAVEFRONT: So what does thlll refer 10? Does that refer 10 identity in geneml? Or is that open to imer­

pretlllion? 
SLIGH: \V/ell, no. \V/hat I like to do with the work is refer to myself, but I like for it to resona1c 

with everyone. I don't think most Americans know who they are and we're struggling 
there. So, it docs end up resonating for a lot of people. But, remember when I showed 
those slides [at my gallery ralk] from that book. I knew really, really early rim I didn't 
know who I was and there was no one I could ask, 'cause no one knew what I was ask­
ing. And that's the way it is when you're young-you ask the aduh, and they don't 
know what it is you're asking, so you never get an answer. And so, before it was popu­
lar to go to Africa, I had gone to Africa and spent a year traveling cross-country. That 
was one place I wanted co go, and I 100k my daughter when she was four :rnd wem 
across rhc continent. I was only going to be gone a few weeks. I thought six weeks at 
the most and my money would run out, but it didn't because people were really hos­
pitable. I met a lor of people; they helped me out. Because I had grown up with those 
books, I wanted to sec what rhe African people were like. lt was really amazing to rne 
how different we were. L1ter, I began lO think of what were 1hc 1hings that made us 
differem, and there were a Im of similarities, in some ways, but there were a lot of dif­
ferences 

WAVEl"RONT: Between you llnd the peopll' tlJ111 you met in Africa? 

w 

SLIGH: Yes. And berwcen Americans, American Blacks and Africans. So it was a111.1zing for 
me-and this piece comes out of this also--you know. that beforehand and after how• 
ing been m Africa about three times and finally being able to articulate it in a piece 
that I was satisfied with, because I had 1ried to make that piece several times and I just 
couldn't get to it, and I really wasn't able t0 do it umil I began doing the rc\e,uch on 
my family background, and then finall)' 1hc piece came. Bm I chink ba.<.ic.11ly the whole 
thing is, trying to understand something about who we arc, about who I .un, abom 
who anyone is. 

WAVEFRONT: Thm's what keeps coming back to me when I look ,u your work, because col!t,ge is construct• 
ing differem im11ges thm )'Ou take from so mllllJ diffirem places, 1111d we often, u•e kind of 
filter whm people SllJ you llre, what theory you ttre-it's a combi11111io11 off,1ctors. 

SLIGH: Right. And collage is good for it because ir's a piecing together of thing~ 
WAVEFRONT: And you tllso re11sf', putting llll the things back rognher. 
SLIGH: Right-and trying to gain some kind of undchtanding in illl' process of rl·imegr,uing 

or integrating certain things. 
WAVEFRONT: 'fetth,Jeeling whole. Especi(llfr bemuse once ,1 cert,1i11 piece desaibes itselfit5 almost likt­

where idemity starts. Sometimes it's knowing wh,11 _you 11re11'r ,md u11derst,111di11g f/,l' 11eg,1 

tive and then yo11 h1111e to go IO the positii,e again about ll'hlll you t1re 
SLIGH: One thing about the Reading Dick ,111dj1mf' book is th,11 on \Ome page, 1here\ rnmput 

er t)•pe and on some pages there's handwriting. The handwriting is where I'm tr~·ing lO 

give more \'Oicc 10 dw children .. md chen the mhcr is where l'rn trying to gi\'C more 
voice 10 the text. to the textbook, to the origins of the textbook .. md th.H i, one of thl' 
re:1sons why 1 wrote on rny c.irly works in h.111dwri1ing--hcc1me I ,,.meed to put. I 
w:1nrcd ro put 1h,u m,irk. the pcr,orul. the h.111dwriting. You know. like ~·our fing1.'r ~ 
print. your sign,11urc is used 10 idemify you. I ,,·.mted 10 me 1hme ,hing,. I w,mted to 
put ~omething there th,u ,,,1s of me ,hat ,,a~ not jmt rncch.mic:.il. You kmm. like tht· 
photograph c:iptures 1he inuge in the ccn,1in ,,.1y, but I .1lw,1y, \"iew 1h,11 .1, the 
mechanical. so I w:1med t0 put in ,omc1hi11g dut w:is morc dic per,orul 111.irk 

WAVEFRONT: It's son ofthe recrmti11g ofit 11/1, the rec!t1imi11g ofro11r ow11 l,mg1111ge in ,1 m1.1-. ,11ul 1/..11 

works rm/fr efJecrit•f'{Y u•ith the text from Di1.:k .md J.me. /1,,u little p,,rr U"irl, ;omro11t" rl,f' 
s1~1•i11g, "Oh this is thf' lm1g11t1gf' th,u _)'011 hm•e ro me. M 

SLIGH: Um-hm. And then from the re\pOnse I've gotten from mmc people ,he~ tdl me dut 
it'~ ju,t real imcrt'\ting how everyone-not e\·cr~·one, I cm'1 ,.1~-du1 ,1hmn 1.·,cn·om· 
but so many pl·ople ha\'e di!Tcrent re,1>0me, co h,l\·ing h.1d to lc.1rn lO re.id from th.u 
book. Some people ,aid it \\;l\ 1ot.1llr boring .md m1pid, .md other, ,.1id, "Oh I \med 
it! I lo,'l'd luving my book and h.wing lO ,.iy 1hme word, .md knowin!; I ,,,1, doing. i1 
right." It was rc;1l interesting, you know, peoplc< different rc,pomc,. 

\VAVEFRONT: It's too bad rhey were 100 shy to write those 011 the piece. 
SLIGH: I know, I know. 
WAVEFRONT: 71)//t 1111fs one ofn~-y questions, too. How did_you feel about thr Jin,il produ.-, oftl•.u ,md, 

mce pllrticipati011-e11e11 though you didni 11ecess,1rifr get, i,,,, m~); whu _1011 ll'err /,opmg 
for-how did_yo11 Jed r1bout the final product? 
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I got some pieces back rhat I 1hought were intercsting-1hat I thought could be a way 
for me to think about doing future work-and 1hat is making the image and then 
working back inro it, you know, with other media-more 1h:rn I had been doing. So I 
felt as though Igor a direclion from i1-a possible dircc1ion, and I gm a cou~le of good 
pieces. And I also, it's also gotten me to think about, how docs one get the viewer ~o 
respond at rhe sire without putting up a sign? So, th:n's_somerhing that_ I've be~n think­
ing about a lor over che past few rnon_rhs-bccaus_c I'd like 10 do mo~e 1ntera~t1ve stuff 
and-you know I mencioncd somcth111g I was going w do-somctlung, put it on the 
lnccrncr. But rhar's more geared for something that's interactive, and so people know 
But how docs one cornc upon something? And certainly the environment determines, 
you know, how one can respond to things, like in a museum 
\\'ir/'e 1o wed to being in a mmeum or fl g,lllery that iti sort of like, "here's my field of per• 
1011al space, thm there is the artist's field of sp11c(' 1111d there is II g11p between 
And the museums won'r, in most cases won't even lei you create anything rhat's interac• 
ii\'C because of cheir insurance issues. 
Or touch, airer. 
Righi, right. So I've been crying co chink of dilTerem ways 10 do that and cerrainly a \or 
of artis1s have taken their work to other places and ocher spaces. Like out on the srreetS, 
or they've put it in a different context. So, I really 1hink I'd like to do more things like 
1hat-put work in different conrex1s, sec wha1 happens. 
Now, I had a question, if I could get back jlfJt to the differem reactions people have. There 
hm,e been numerous criticisms from the African-American community 11hout Dick and Jane. 
Are you familiar with Toni Morrison's The 13lucs1 Eye? 
\X/ell, you know, I didn'c know that book until someone told me about it after I'd made 
rny work. I did read ic afcer tha1. 
Do people kind of ch111/enge you 11bo11t Timi Morrison ,11111/? 
No. 
The p11ml/el commonality there mllkes it 111/ the mort' pownjid-that you both chose to 
tUldrmthat. 
When I was making the book at Visual Studies Workshop, Joan Lyons, who was the 
manager of the press, had asked rne if I had ever seen th:n book and I said, "No, I had­
n't seen it." She'd read ir earlier-like five or six years earlier-but rhcn ir came out as a 
reprim and rha1's when I saw it. She was che only one I had heard anything from in 
rdarionship ro chat. 
Ir's ll bi'g part ofrhe reading rn"imlum here. 
The Blum Eye? 
Yeah. One ofrhe geneml edumtion course, usually co1-ers it 
It's been in reprint, so I don'1 know how long they might have been including it, hue I 
had never heard of ic. But rhat's great. 
!ti sort of reassuring rhar there are II lot more people out there who wam 10 lu'llr 11bou1 Dick 
and Jane. 
You know, ,here was a big show that was pu1 together about Dick and J1111e by some 
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people in New York-I'm sure in cooper.ttion wirh the publisher. I've seen it at Barne, 
and Noble. 
Is rhar the coffee-table book? 
Yeah. 
And thm was celebmrory? 
Yes 
So they were celebn11i11g Dick and Jnnr? 

I undersrnnd chey try to relate it 10 the new culture, b111 I lu\'cn't 
seen 
So they chflnged it? 
\Xlcll, it's not really puc out as a text. It's put our as a celebration of Dick1111dft1111•,111d 
1hey try to relate i, to peoples' lives today. That kind of 1hing. 
I wllS shocked thlll yo11 /)ltd found some (lreas where Dick and Jane u•,1s still being wet!. 
\X/ell, you know I, I think it's hard for an 10 really make a dilTerence in cenm of \lXi,11 
ills. I think it's very, \'ery h:1rd. in terms of trying w make a ch.mge out in the Mlrld. I 
view what I do more as a healing proces.-, for mysel( As a way of nuking m~·,clf 
whole. And at the s.1mc 1ime. I put it out 1here because rm imeroced to ¼'e \\ ht·thl·r 
or not ... or how other people respond 10 it. How ,he \·iewers ropond 10 i1. .-\ml i1 i, 
an an context not in a poli1icJ.I r.1\ly comex1. You know. ir's not like I'm in .111 ••• likt: 
with Act-Up. for example. So. it\ nm pbced. in th:u context where rm trving to. to 
ge1 some kind of dir,·ci aciion. Bui I do feel 1hac e\·ery little 1hing th.u Wl' do i, nm­
nected and can be connected. In phpics ,hey say for every action thert· i, .1 re.Kt ion 
You know? I 1hink th:11 .1II thc,c little aciions and reac,ions ... i1 c;m help to trl·,lll' .rn 
awareness :unong people. And th.11 c.m move on. you know. in \'.triom lit de w.1~-, 10 

other people and m,1ybe even to other artist:.. And ,h:11 c:m help rno\'c ,omcthing in 
rel:11iomhip 10 how they .in· thinking :ibout their work or how thqr .ire in rd.nion,hip 
to their work. So, 1 ,lln primarily in the realm of Art and Art-rn.iking. bm I do foci. 
because of my lifo, I'm .1 p.1rt of .1 process thac is so political th.11 1h.11\ .1 big p.in ol 
who I am. So it'~ very h.ml for me to make ;i statt'lllt'nt that's not policiul 
Yeah. But, but 111h111 you're doing, )'011're '11t1ki11g 11 stlltemem ... 
Ye:1h. 
. . e11co11r,tgi11g the 1•ie11•en to rmer imo ,1 kind of di,dogue about those rl1i11p. \'m )II 11111,-/, 

thlll JOII rt' s,1_yi11g. "Ch,mge rl,is. ~ )Ou 're jllSf 111yi11g, '"Think ,,bout this. -
Yeah. Yeah. Yc,1h. I .1l~o w.1111 people 10 1hink a.bout rheir li"<"'I. You kmm? Ht·t.tti-c 
the whole idc.1 .1bou1 being .1 .. 1 \\ i1ness for wh:11 's going on in chc \\orld. I think i, 
impor1:1.nt. I me.in. in the \eme th.u. you know. not 10 go numb in 1hc IJ..,_l. of\\ h.1t·, 
going on in the world. l0 re.illy tr)· 10 notice wha1's going on i,. i, rt·.1lh-import.int 
You know? \'\fhed1cr you do .mphing .1bout i1 or 1101. but 10, hu1 to 11ot1u' i1 



For more dun twenty-five years, I have been for­

mna1e to be a fir~t-grade public school teacher. Over 

1he course of my teaching cart-er. 1 have seen m:rny 

curriculumchanges.Onenotablechangehasbcenan 

emplllsis on process writing in the classroom. The 

concept ofprocesswri1i11g. as envisioned and 

describedbyleadi11g1heoris1sDonaldGravesand 

LucyCalkins,emphasizcsthenawraldesireineach 

child towriteandcoseehimsclforhersclfasan 

imponanl learner with things to say. Wri1ing becomes 

avehiclefor1heco11veya11ceofachild'suniquea11d 

specialideasandthoughts.Theactofwritingisnow 

viewedasanactiveprocesswithphascsofprewriting, 

composi11g,postwri1ing,andevaluationofthewriting 

pieceby1hewritersthemSclves.Goneare1heformal 

restrai111s:1heemphasisoncorrcctspclling,accurate 

grammar, and neatness. Many teachers now believe 

1hat,withfewerconstraintsplacedonachild,more 

emphasis can bepl:iced on 1he meaning and content 

of a child's writing. 

Auempting 10 3d3pt my teaching methods 10 

reflect thecurrem theories of writing, 1 have-added 

journal writing and writing workshops to rny daily 

curriculum.Mysix-andse\·en-year-oldstudencsare 

asked to write a short descriptive or reflective piece in 

1heirjournals. Duringchisjournalwritingtimein the 

classroom, my smdems scruggle to commit their ideas 

to writing, and I am invariably confromed with com­

ments such as "I don't know what towrite!"and"l'm 

all out of good ideas!" Ahhough I encourage the chil­

dren to usc invented spelling:rnd sness repeatedly rhat 

1 am most intcreste<l in thcirthoughtsandidcas,1he 

midents find 1his daily writing assignment to be a dif­

ficult and laborious 1ask 

After many years away from an academic Sct1ing, I 

have resumed 1he role of studem in Rhode Island 

College's graduate program. I earned a Mas1er's degree 

years ago, but I am now 1aking thirry more hours of 

courScwork fors1a1eccrtification asa Reading 

Specialist/Consuham. Snuggling with my remrn to 

school has enhanced my abili1y to identify with my 

six-andseven-year-oldstu<kmsas1heyattempt 

w 

processwritingintheirjournals 

Dr. Rohen Rude, the professor for my research 

seminar course (ELED 562: Review of Research in 

Reading).encour.1gesexplora1ion of one's own literacy 

a.sanecessaryprerequisitetoeffectivelearning.The 

underlyingpremiscis1ha1.inordertobeancffective 

1e:icherofreading, a Reading Specialist must be 

immersed in li1cra1e:ic1ivi1ies{readi11ga11dwri1ing) 

daily. Li1eracyalsoincl11dcswriti11gactiviticsof111any 

different for111s: forrnal/i11form:il, structured/freeform, 

ere. Dr. Rude1hcrcforeassignsvariouswri1i11gtasks 

One of 1he m:rny course requirements is the submis­

sion ofa weekly reflec1ivcjournal. Each journal emry 

is to be composed of 1wo parts: reflections upon/reac­

tions 10 the readings and an update of the progress 

madeonthc"1cacher-as-researcher"projcC1 

When1hcprofessorfirs1explaincd1hisscemingly 

easy requirement for 1he course. my rcac1ion was one 

of relief. Most of my time would be devoted to the 

majorrequirememofafull rescarchsmdy,wi1hallthe 

accornpanyingda1aanalysis,rcvicwoflitcratureand 

references, and implications for classroom insuuC1ion 

Theweeklyjournalassignrnent,at firs1glance, 

appe:1rcdtoberdativclysimpleandvapid. It certainly 

paled in comparison to the rime and effon I would 

havctocxpendonrnyresearchproject 

O111henight bcforemyfirstjourn:ilcmrywasw 

be submitted. I conf1dendysa1downa1 my laptop 

computer in 1hekitche11and began tocornposethe 

reflective journal piece. I soon found my pulse quick­

ening and my breathing lx'.coming more rapid. 1 

beganaski11grnyselfquestionssuchas, "\Vha1doeshe 

really wa111?" ''How can I honcs1ly react to that ani­

cle?" "How long docs chis ha\·c to be?" and "Do 1 

have 10 do this every week or etn I skip a few?" I 

wondered what it was about this ,ask that was pro­

ducing so much anxiety and stress. Even though I 

have the luxury of a lap1opcomputcrwiths1a1e-of­

thc-an sofrwarc{which makeseditinganeasytaskand 

includes Spell Check), my first journal erury took 

morechan 1wohourstocompletc. 

It wasn't until after I had finished my writing d1a1 

I re:ilized that I could now ideniify wich ITI)' fim-

grade srndcnts. Jus1 as I had s1ruggled with ,he para­

me1ers of the assignm<:nt (appropriate style and for­

ma1) and with the need for my professor to appro\·e of 

my wri1ing, so, 100, must my students struggle with 

similar thoughts. 1 ha\'C now grown to more fully 

appreciatechefact1hatyoungchildren:ilsohaveanxi­

nya11d fears as they face 1heirdailywri1ingtasks. The 

childrenarejustbeginningtoexplorethcirown 

emergingliteracyski!ls:rndareconcernedwith lcuer 

formation,sp:icing.andspelling.aswellasexpression 
of their own ideas and thoughts 

Theprofessor'scourscrequiremcnthasencouragcd 

me to explore my own literacy and 10 use writing a~ a 

means of immersion in literate ac,ivities. As 1he 

scmesterhasprogressed.someof1hea11xietyanddis-

1ress1hatthercquisiceweeklywritinghaspr0<luced 

have diminished. Howe\'cr, every Sund:1y niglu a~ I <.it 

and begin 10 compose at my compmcr. some of the 

same questions and uneasy feelings return. 

Having completed most of my first scmes1cr in ,he 

program. I feel tha1 I am now able to h.wc .1 broader 

reply. "l knowcxaC1ly how you f~x·l!'" 

Christine W Crowther 



.\los1 pNplt· ddlne liceracy as the abiliry to read 
and comprehend .11ex1's language. \X'ecould expand 

1hisdcfinitionbyincluding1heinterprcmionofthe 
textas.1componemofliteracy. ln1crpre1a1ion,which 

srndcntsandreadcrsofli1crarnrepracticefrequcntly, 
ind11desthesub1(·x1-materialnotseenonthcsurface 

lcvtl of ;1 tell. Many think imcrprctuion :,. nccc ary 
comporwntofli1cr.1ey.a it require insight and reflec­

tion on thep:1.rtofthcre:1.der. Focu ingon thech1ui­
cal and b:1.nd genre~ of mu~ic, wh:tt compari on, c:1.n 

we m,1kc hrtwtcn Lmgu:ti,r,t li1cr:1.cy :ind music literacy~ 
C"n we ddlnc the rwo ~imiluly/ Wh:u 2bout the 

audience's role in this? 
lfwedcfinemusicli1eracysimilarlycolanguagc 

liieracy. we would also include the reading, compre• 

hension .. md interpretation of works in its definition 

Reading includes the fundamemal abiliry to read 
no1cs on a page. A musician must know how IO read a 

scorcbcforeshec,111 perform it. Before she can per­
form i1 well. continuing wi1h 1he comparison to lan­

guag(· literacy. sht" nceds w comprehend and interprt'"t 

1hemeaningof1hepiecc 
Musicli1cracy,howcver,a1leas1inthedassical 

genre,doesnot placeasmuchcmphasison individual 

interpretation as language literacy. Dr. Edward 
Markward, professor of music and conductor of the 

Rhode Island College Symphony Orchestra, believes 
thatimerpretation"leavesustoowideopen to doing 

things that the composer did 1101 intend." [fmusi­

cianspracticei1atall,theyshoulddosocautiously­
withoutgrcatfrecdom. Hedoesconcede,though,that 

opinions of what the composer's intentions were dif­
fer, and in that w.1r'·1hcrecomes that son of catch 

word interpret:nion.» The main poim is that the inter­

pretation of cl:mical musichasi1srestric1ions,and 

performers should not do it capriciously. Because of 
thelackofemphasison imerpreration in chis genre, 

we cannot conclude tha1 music literacy is greatly simi­

lar to language literacy. 
Band literature, however, allows for more interpre­

tation. Dr. Rob Franzblau, professor of music and 
conductor of the Rhode lslancl College Wind 

En~en1ble, believe\ that the band genre of music does 

not restrict 1he performer qui1e as much as 1he classi­
cal genre. He says. ''Even if the composer has put an 
exact metronome marking. you still have great free­
dom, because 1he composer may hear your perfor­

mance and say, ·1 like that tempo of yours lx-uer than 
what I marked.' and that

0

s happened countless times.» 

Like language, ·•music is 1101 a scie11cc-i1's an an 

Then· 2rc 110 right or wrong "n wcrs." In thi 
instance, musicliteracy2ndh111guageliter0.cyh1vc 
s·m-i-u·tes 

Mu,icliteracyinvolve,:maudicnceinaddition lO 

theperformcr.A11:1udiencc'slangu;igeli!eracyaidsin 

its music liter:IC)'-\\'hen they read a concert's program 
notes, they prepare and educate themselves for what 

1heyareabouttohear. Dr. Markwardthinksof pro­
gram no1es as a way ofMknock[ing) down barriers that 

haveexiscedforsolonginclassicalmusic[bcrween 
audience and performer].~ By reading program notes, 

1heaudienceincreascstheirmusicli1eracy,under­

s1andingapicceonanauraland imellcctuallevel 
Like language liceracy, an audience's gain in music lit­

eracy ~can scan anytime, at any age,'' according to 

Dr.Franzblau 
In order to increase either rype of literacy, lan­

guage or music, the audience needs to ha\'Can aware­

ness. an appreciation for the material at hand. As 

Dr. Markward confirms, "the more awareness you 
have, themoreliter:icyyou have,themoreenriching 

the experience will be.'" Someconductorsfecl,asdoes 

Dr. Franzblau,that itistheirresponsibilityto"height­

enawarenessandperccption." 1:ranzblaubclievesthat 
heconduc1sinordertodevcloprheaudience'smusic 

literacy via awarcnes~. He s.iys that without awarencs~ 

and li1er;1cyon the part of the audience, a concert 

isa "social occasion and 1101 an artistic one." He rea­

sons, "[There isl no1hing wrong wi1h social, but let's 

do bo1h.~ Increasing a person's language literacy does 
1hesamething.ltturnssocialdiscussionsincoanis1ic 

ones, creating exciting ideas and possibilities for 

humankind 
lnwricingthisarticle, I foundthatsomesimilari­

ticscxist between language literacy and music literacy. 
Both literacies invoh,c thefondamentalabiliryto read 

texts. Dependingonthegenrc,musicli1eracymay 
include artistic interpretation. Both li1eracics also con­

sider awareness important 10 their thriving. Dr. 
Markward me111ions one final similariry betw~n the 

two, saying "undemand[ing] a Shakespeare play takes 

a great deal of devotion on 1hc pan of1he listener or 
the watcher. Understand[ing] a Brahms symphony 

takesagreatdealoftirneandyou have10workatit 
But then in the end, anything that iswonh it one has 

10worka1."Literacyinanyfieldrec1uireseffort,but 

offers infinite rewards 

Stephanie Atwood-Titcker 




