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No Dinner for the Hungry Cowboy

Steve Huff

You strut so confident!)'

Through the greeting card aisle

trench coat dragging on the tiles

The spurs of your boots scuffing the freshly waxed floor

I wonder how much stuff you have in there

Ami just how you’re going to pull it off
You look so calm and cool

As you say howdy to the single mother of three

Attempting to tame her wiki children

“Clean up in aisle three”

lichoes across the cold, stocketl freexers

Their doors dripping with condensation
The froxen foods section

Suddenly feels like a ghost town to you

Then I notice vour hat,

Tan, weathered and worn, complimenting your gristly face

The child cries out loudly

“Mommy, he’s bleeding!”

Then, 1 notice your funny waddle

But you’re damn good—an old pro

I know what you’re up to

You’re quick on the draw

At that moment, your face turns expressionless

As blank as the open plains of the mid west

You know you’re busted

The kid was fast

1 just want to see the cans of chili

ball down and out of the bottom ()f your chaps

(i)r the bottle of whiskey

Pop out from under your belt and crash onto the floor

Idmployees rush over to your aid

And discover the beef concealed under your hat, dripping

The sheriff escorts you out of the store

With tears rolling down your face

Like tumbleweeds falling off a cliff

I bet you wish you were back home on the range.I’m just curious, so I study your moves

Out of the corner of my eye

The scent of campfire smoke

Pours off of you as you pass by me
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Strands

Candra Cross

\crylic (vu) Glitter
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To Be a Child

Elijah Thompson
BLii'k <UH^ White Photographic Print from Ahilliplc Neejatioeo
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How I Came To Be On Earth: Switzerland, 1945
Joan Dobbie

broken. Uncle llennan

tossed in nightmare, past the old

black wood-burning stove

that took up nearly half

One velvet star struck night

in May, near the tiny town

of Trogan, Switzerland, not so very long

before VX'orld VC'ar 11

of their tinv kitchen, under

the thick gray mass of

knotty cobweb that hung

like draperv between stovepipe

was finally really over,

and everyone in refugee camp

was just about worn out

with celebration

and ceiling, where mv

father’s dark and huge pet

spider, Albert, crouched,

into their own small, but

my father took my mother’s

work-worn sail young hand

and led her purposefully
into their cabin

private bedroom

onto his own barely

large enough to hold them

shabby cot. Shyly, 1 beliet’e

tiptoeing past the shabby canvas cot

where mv pretn’ blond sister, Idtie,

lav sleeping, past the only slightly

larger shabby cot

he touched her breast. She

smiled, and despite

her missing tooth, he found
her beautiful.

where my pretty dark cousin, Blanca,

lay dreaming, past

the nearlv threadbare tweed couch

on which my gentle, already
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Bumper Sticker: I’m Already Against the Next War
Toni Van Deusen

I’m already in love with the next snake-hipped girl.

I already burn for the next hone^'-skin black-tlashy narrow-butt boy.

I’m already embracing mv next twenty secret sins.

I can already taste the briny inside of her thigh,

his salt already stings my eves.

I’m already lying down beside a beautiful corpse.

I’ve already peeled away mv Hesh—I’m dancing in mv bones.

I’m already stunned into simple obedience.

I’m already grieving my long rime ago and my now.

I’m already against the death I carr\- in my pocket.

1 rub its powdeiv surface over and over with my thumb,

as if 1 could love it away.

I’m already against the next mirror and the next.

I’m already against the relentless oncoming of everything,

especially the next hour and the next.

I’m already against the cold.

I’m already in love with the next.

I’m already in love.
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Peace Now

Lacey Ward
Black a/u^ White Photo
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Reel

Mary Alexander Walker

1 see him running—almost a blur, a red blur, bis tank top flies by me so fast. His chest sends the tape fluttering,
then he’s clutching his chest, spent and almost failing.

NX'hcn our father’s airplane crashed at the air show, he and my mother were watching. The stretcher bearing the
body, with the goggles embedded in the bloody face, crossed in frt)nt of them. My mother fainted. She and the baby she
was holding (me) rolled quietly onto the dipped emerald grass.

Tlie four year old boy in short pants dashed away. Nobody could catch him. At sunset, they found him, wild eyed,
huddled in an old tire in an abandoned ser\'ice station. I have heard it so often I can see it with my heart.

We were farmed out. The baby went to the grandmother and a lively swarm of young aunts; the runner went
north to an elderly maiden great-aunt who nursed an even more elderly great-grandfather. Quiet there was essential, and

discipline, and seriousness of religion.

His high school was a collage: sprints, blue ribbons, touchdowns, gold mini-footballs for a girlfriend, and satin
leather jacket.

Then the militaiy: a questionable discharge after an affair with the colonel’s wife and a brawl with the colonel.

Troubled, he was spirited away to a psychiatric hospital and later released to my grandmother,
The telegram came to my dorm at the University of London, “...killed in an accident. Luneral will be...”

Lrom the airport, 1 went straight to the small chapel. The casket was in the front of the room and he could have

been sleeping but for the stillness of the chest that had sent so many tapes fluttering.
“He is so still.” The voice came from beside me.

I saw my grandmother, her white hair curling around her usually rosy face, now bloodless as chalk.
“His injuries don’t show,” I said,

“just two tiny holes in the back,” she answered.

1 stared at her, repeating in my slow-moving brain. Just two itny holes in the back,
just c\t-o tiny holes in the back!

Wlien she saw my look, she gasped. “You didn’t know!” She began in breathless whispers. “He was alone on
the street. Two policemen stopped him {>n suspicion—there was nt) charge—there was a scuffle—” She struggled for
oxygeti. “He told me himself that he would never—never go back to tbe hospital. S<j there was this scuffle, then he was

running...he was running...”

In the photo in his yearbook, he wears a tuxedo and stands with the prettiest girl in the class at the senior prom.
It’s a still-shot, but it triggers the reel of the motion picture. And T see him running, almost a blur, a red blur, bis tank top
flies by me so fast, uvo tiny holes in the back, his chest sends the tape fluttering, then he’s clutching his red chest, spent
and falling. ^
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Self-Portrait in the Style of Anselm Keifer
Micah Neber

A<-n/iic

SPRING 08 13



Replacements
Brandon Bacod

lildc.k iin() White Photo
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They Dig it Out of the Ground And Put it in Our Vitamins

Jessica Lea Thompson

I still own the deep part of my lungs

The Bottom.

The part the smoke does not journey to

The part 1 rarely breathe into—

That belongs to me. And,

I belong outside.

I belong to the crisp-humming,

daylight-rushing

curt lifestyle that demands you be late

to ever)- meeting

and that there’s always a dog’s eye

looking at you while you get ready

to go

because he belongs to you

and he doesn’t like the way you dress quickly

put on that hat

and wave goodbye
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Variations on Three Lines by Louise Gluck
Michael Manner

On Sundays I walk my neiglibor’s dog

so she can go to church and pray for her sick mother.

Afterward, I go back to my house to gather firewood.

Mother’s authority, my ex-wife, those were the times.

After the dog was poisoned we got no more dogs.

Accelerating the ax into the bolt of oak.

Somedays I walk my neighbor’s dog.
She goes to church and cries for her sick mother.

’I'hen, 1 go home to gather firewood.

Sundays after church we cross the wooden bridge.

Those were the days we still had dogs.
Mother, father and 1 at a restaurant in Iowa.

We make fun of Memingway sitting with the dogs.
Sunday mother is always hyper, 1 gather firewood.

Mv neighbor after church—the sunnv September.

On Sundays 1 dog my neighbor. I'orce him

to gather firewood, prey on his sick mother,

so she can go to some sunny September church.

I'A'cr)' fuckin’ Sunday I walk my neighbtjr’s dog.
It goes to church and licks some wooden-hearted bastard.

Afterward, 1 go back and set fire to my house.
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Snagtoothed

Nicole Fraley
Charcoal
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POWERBALL

Kris Bluth

He heard what the guy in the tuxedo
said on T\^, but he got online
because he just had to be sure.
All five balls and the Powerball.

I le knows he’s not wrong, but he stares at
the screen. What if the numbers

change? They’ve got to change.

Target.
That’ll do. Just to be out.

He pulls up. He’s tempted
to park in the handicapped spot
since he knows that the itcket doesn’t matter,
but he doesn’t.

There’s no need to be a dick about it.

Thev don’t.

i'le walks inside and grabs a cart.
There’s the One-Spot,
with all the dollar items. The DVDs.

He starts to thumb through them,
but stops.

lie grabs his coat, and heads out.
He reaches into his pocket for the keys,
but he stops. Let them break in.
They can take it all.
It mattered twenty minutes ago, but now
he may as well leave the door open. This is going to take getting used to.

Me doesn’t. He grabs one of each,

He drives down the street.

It’s quiet. It’s always quiet,
bur he finds himself listening to it.
It won’t be quiet as soon as
he turns this itcket in.

Then it’s the news

and his family and people at work
and strangers who’ll want him
to invest 525,000 in their taco stands.

Elizabeth Taylor,
lohn Wayne.
TV Detectives.

The Three Stooges.

Into the cart.

He pushes it past the registers and the newer movies on
sale.

I-CiH Bill. CDne and Two.

He always meant to see those.It’ll be quiet now. Nothing he can do
about that until tomorrow.

In they go.
There has to be something, though.
He never really cared
much for bars...

Now he’s passing the food aisles.
Chips and candy and the wines.
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Some in bottles, but a few in boxes.

He makes a loop around to the back.
Some socks,
but nor too much else.

Wine in a box. How docs that work?

It’d make sense that’d be in a bag or something
inside of the box, so wouldn’t that really be \Hne in a bag?

He wheels the cart up to a register.
The fat girl
with frizzy hair asks him if
he found ever\’thing alright.

One way to hnd out.

Now onto the books,

lohn Grisham and Danielle Steel.

People always rag on them, but are they really
as stupid as everyone says? He says “Yes,” so she reaches in

and starts to ring even’thing up.
The DVD box sets of'IW shows.

Wonder Woman: The Complete Second Season.
He always thought Lynda Carter was hot.
'^’here’s the first season? Ah, there it is.

He watches the numbers flash on the register.
With all this and the phone bill
he mailed off this morning,
his account’s going to be overdrawn.

The Greatest Hits CDs.

Boston,

journey.
Ray Charles.

Neil Diamond.

Willie Nelson.

Chicago.

Shit, this is really

going to take getting used to.

And in another couple of days,
he’s going to be at Lottery Headquarters
or wherever,

holding a giant check.
Cameras will be flashing
and reporters will be asking,
“What are you going to do with the money:’'
while he stands there,

smiling like a thirteen year-old
who has to tell what he wants

to be when he grows up.

Chicago. What the fuck.

He’s tempted to pass
the electronic section altogether,
but shit;
all of those DVDs

will probably need something to be played on.
Duh.

Here’s one that’ll play both
discs and tapes.
Cool.
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Metropolis

Arianne Fredenburg
Alonoprmt
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Valley of Sickness

Kitt Jennings
I’or Troy, Rain, Curt Coluun, Gooi^y and Tdcr DeFazio

If I could. I’d fold the whole

Northwest into my arms, its face

pasted into the rounded crook
between neck and shoulder,

my fingers sunk into damp, shagg\' hair;
I’d breathe in all the air

I could find and sing sofdy

until tlie sadness passed. I’d do it

in front of cver\’one, give it

to all of them. But I don’t sing.

Tor the hipsters that put the

for the t^veakers that cut through the grind ^v^th bad speed,

the Californians who at least had enough sense to leave,

the farmers, the firefighters, deckhands and students,

the fishmongers, ardsts and Youth for Christ boozers,
the Monmouth Mormons and the Medford suits,

Stoners, musicians and rivers of Pabst Blue.

in (clever thing here).

I can find myself and ever}^one 1 know
in Curt Cobain and the folds of his rhriftstore clothes:

5’7”, slight; hanging out with the queer kids

did not make him popular among his rural compatriots.

1 only ache for all of them:

For the hungr\', ragged kids forging forward

like pioneers in search of work, which—

like the Northwest passage—is not there

to greet the end of their efforts

on the misty coast. For the moon-eyed hippies

sweating and dancing, pounding down roots,

deeper with every footfall, into the I iarth,

who loves them, with their dogs and teepees,

and even their Subarus. For tlic loggers

tliat hate the liberals that hate the work of cutting trees,

but especially the loggers, who live under the green

canopy and leave their souls wtith pine needles

on the forest floor (they hear their children in

the buzz of chainsaws, which they will not put down

in favor of ideals they were never told to love).
And for the activists, the ones who ride bikes

and rake back the night, who give hearts, backs and minds,

not simply a signature, a dime. Even the ones

who do not see dead faces in tent-spiked tree trunks.

For the Congressman who would rather drive

a beat up ’66 Dart with rusted-out floors
than to wear the smeared lipstick of a political whore.

Man, what a scream. What a mess. And none of it matters

as much as the land that pressed against the soles of liis shoes.

It’s the pull of place, like the moon slow moving vast oceans,

cradling women’s cycles in her steadily rocking arms.

Magnetic fields and atmospheric pressure leaving fingerprints

on a newborn brain in just this way on just this day will

do more to shape a heart and face than “nature or nurture”

or some dead god scattering his own grey ashes

across Seattle city’seape, smuggled invisibly

in the bellies of a rriilion raindrops.

1 would carty' each one myself
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Journey
Mika Boyd
Block Print
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Rhythms and Recipes

Johanna Laemie

Jazzman ro rhe kitchen girl said

'Girl ya just gotta let me rock yer heatl’
Kitchen girl said ‘no man no way’
‘Not unless I can rock with vou todav’

So jazzman funked and jazzman slapped

While kitchen girl wokked and kitchen girl wrapped

Vej^es were fried and tunes they hummed

Soon a crowd poured in from around the sun
All danced and sang, savored each note

The wine they did pour and the smoke did float

Bellies did fill and hearts sung loud

For food and music cheers any ‘ole crowd

lazzman turned to kitchen girl proud

He said ‘i fey—next time, let’s switch it around!

I’ll cook saucy while you jam drums’

Kitchen girl laughed and swept away die crumbs

‘You clear a stage. I’ll bring the heat

A whirl and a tuast and this night’s complete!

So rock yer wok and rap yer wraps
Frolic while fr^nng and sizzle that fat!

Even at htime, this trick’s a snap

Stir up a shimmy or just start to clap

But please do share, for life’s so sweet

WTierc rhythms and recipes deign to meet.
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A Book

Brittany Studer

Sifting through soft fragile p«tgcs
Expressing ever}' printed letter

Painting a vivid picture
Lost in a different world

Separating from all things real

A new feeling

Like living another life

V(’rapped up in words with no meaning

(^nly power

There’s no way out

You’re stuck, glued to every page, and

Ever}' word and letter

Everything around you is changing

Fingers clenched tightly to the cover

Reading intently,
The last sentence.

The last word.

The last letter, and

Finally the ending mark
YouVe finished

There’s nothing left to read

Eyes torn from the page

Slamming cover to cover.

Page to page closed

There’s a sudden change, and

Ever}’thing true had been forgotten

You were lost and now you’re found

FA’er}'rhing’s real again.
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Remembering

Kathy Gunson
Acrylic
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Ruthie’s Wolf

Joan Dobbie

Clippiiu): Uattci\n'illc Courier, January 15. 1950: Al loot Ilalterooille ha,' a (hctor apain! On behalf of the lo\m boarO, ur
u'elconie our new yoiauj Doctor Hano Weioman, hw wife, Claudia, and their two darluuj dauphtero, Hanna, ,7 and Anna Ruth,

-1. Dr. and Alr.i. \\'''eioman, onpinally from Vienna, Auotria, eocaped the Nazio in 1958. Eoentually, the family enupraled
to New York City. Lucky for uo. they came upon Halterooille'o ad placed in the AAfA Journal by Alro. Ida LaFountain,
oecrelary, Search Committee. Thank you, Ida.

Summer 1952 doctor’s office next door and Mar)' Lou, the sitter, was in

the back yard with her sweetheart.

“They dragbabv calves away from their mommies,” the big

schwesterlein had stated in a tjuiet, serious, voice, solemnly

brushing and braiding Ruthic’s thick brown-black curls.

Then she had described in dreadful detail the desperate

lowing of the mommy cows trying to reach their babies, the

pitiful calls of the babies. “They drag them away by their feet

across gravel and shove them up into this huge rickety truck

and drive them to the slaughterhouse ...” Hanna had said,

with a slight proprietar)- tug on Ruthie’s just finished left

braid. “... an immense stone building without any windows
anywhere and blood running in rivers all over the lloor.”

Ruthie had sac wide-eyed in silence. Deep in her brain she

was watclaing the killing of calves. “They cut off their heads

and their legs and chop them all up into pieces,” Hanna had

continued, patting Ruthie’s dark bangs into shape. “And

that’s how we get meat.” Yes, it was true, she had insisted.

She knew from a news clip that she’s seen when Patty

Winderman’s family took her to the movies in Watertown

that day. And she was certain, she’d said, that the parents

knew too. Though the parents never spoke of such matters.

Then she had got out the mirror so Ruthie could inspect
her professional looking French braids.

Ruthie liked when her big schwesterlein played with her
hair. Patty Winderman’s mother ran the town beauty* shop,
so often when Hanna came home from the Winderman’s,

she would say to Ruthie, “Come, have a seat, sweetheart,” in

'Fhe doctor’s second daughter, Anna Ruth, lived in a

world of her own. Alone, she played in her meadow and
walked in her forest. Alone, she gaaed out, over her rh'er.

It was a windswept meadow that bloomed just outside her

“kinderzimmer” window, a dark forest grove that grew

thick with berty- bushes out back, beyond the meadow.
And at the end of her forest, there flowed her river. Ruthie

never sat by her river alone, that was too dangerous. But

she always, when things troubled her, sat in her meadow

alone, or walked through her forest alone. Alone she could
think.

Butterflies drifted over her hair, beetles crept over the

palm of her hand, sparrows and robins twittered in bushes
close by. Now and again a green snake would appear,

disappear. And although she had no beloved black wolf
in her meadow, no wild wolf in her forest, Ruthie liked to

imagine she really did have one. For inside the small cave

of her chest was a longing. And always she longed for her
wolf.

Each evening, just about sunset, Ruthie’s mf)mmy would
call her inside where the sweet smells of stews, noodles and

soups warmed the air. Ruthie ate her warm suppers with
pleasure, though she cringed at the thought of the calves
who were kiUed for their meat. She knew about meat from

a stor)' her big schwesterlein, Hanna, had told her one

night after supper, when the parents were gone over to the
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Ruthii\< Wolf (cont.)

iron, the silver)- spoon shaking in her hand. “Never mind.

Nothing happened...”

“... und... dann... T remember only... I was running...” said

the daddy... “... und... the dogs... big like wwolves....”

“What dogs? What happened? “asked Ruthie.

“Cienug already!” said the mommy suddenly loud enough

to make the cups shake. She reached straight across

Rutliie’s face, dropping a dark glob of gra\-)- onto Hanna’s

plate, hard. “Liat your supper. Nothing happened.” Then

she half-growled, half-whispered something in German to

the daddy. And he half-whined, half-whispered something

in German in response.

“Eat, Shatzi, eat, Hanna,” said the daddy to Hanna.

“Stop calling me I lanna! My name is Wendy,” Hanna had

pouted. Then the phone rang and the daddy had had to go

out, leaving his half-eaten plate on the table.

So now the big schwesterlein was no longer Hanna, but

NX'endy. It didn’t much matter to Ruthie. In Ruthie’s mind,

she was grander, more special, than any name. In Ruthie’s

mind, she was always “the big schwesterlein.”
After the ston^ was over, the calves long dead and eaten,

Ruthie followed her big schwesterlein out into the night,

down the narrow back yard path, through the small back

yard forest, to the apple tree place. Suddenly the big
schwesterlein stopped short, slapped a hand over Ruthie’s

mouth, and pointed.

There in an odd, squirming lump under the apple

tree Mar)- Lou and her boyfriend Scott were half naked,

squeezing and kissing, bumping and moaning. Ruthie and

her big schwesterlein hid in the brush just a little ways off.
They watched for a very long time, feeling a mar\'elous

dckle deep in their tushies, and they had to squeeze each

other’s hands very dght so not to giggle.

The next morning they tried with each other. They took

off their clothes. They bumped and panted, moaned and

groaned. At first it was fun, but then 1 lanna banged her

just Mrs. Winderman’s comfortable North Countr)- nvang,

and she had Ruthie sit down while she fixed up her hair.
Ruthie didn’t much mind how she did or didn’t look, hut

she loved more than most anything the touch of her sister’s

hands in her hair. And she loved nearly as much the stories

she told her—she who knew everything.

The big schwesterlein had round gray-blue eyes and lovely
blond curls, and she was taller and broader than Ruthie, who

was small, skinny and dark. Ruthie thought her the most

beautiful girl in the world. The big schwesterlein’s name (of

course) was Hanna, except nowadays she was calling herself

Wendy and ever)-one else had to call her Wendy too.

It had happened the Sunday she’d come back from seeing
PLTIiR PAN with the \X’indermans. “From now on,”

Hanna had announced that evening at supper (just before

the phone rang and their daddy had had to go out on a

house call) “my name is Wendy.”

“Mein Gott, w\'^as ist wrong with Channa?... genug,

genug...enough already...” the daddy had grumbled, making

room on his plate for the thick-gravied stew widi which the

mommy was covering his five steaming nockeln.

I hate being Hanna,” Hanna had retorted. It’s a horrible

name. At school they can’t even say it! Wendy is a pretty

name, like Patty.” And she had smiled at the dadd)-, batting

her wide gray-blue eyes undl even the daddy liimsclf had
smiled back.

“You were named fi)r your poor Tante Channa, may she

rest in peace,” the mommy, who never spoke quietly, had

said quiedy, spoon in mid-air, hovering strangelv, like a
small silver moon.

“Did she die mommy? What happened? asked Ruthie.

“Nozzing happened,” said the mommy.

A shadow fell over the daddy’s face. “Ich weiss nicht... 1

don’t know... the soldiers were running behind us... und...

your mommy...

“Genug!,” said the mommy, her oddly soft voice stiff as
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head on the corner of the dresser and said it was all Ruthie’s

fault and she was going to punch her right in the mouth
so Ruthic grabbed her around the waist anti bit her hard

right on her belly and they both started to scream. Then the

parents arrived.

The mommy threatened to spank Ruthie. The daddy

threatened to have every last one of her teeth pulled our,

and to keep her tied up on a leash besides. 1 le called her

a “wwild animal, a wwolf-girl, a wwicked and dangerous
beast.” He growled that the mommy had no idea how to

raise kinder, and what was she raising wvild atiimais?

The mommy snapped back that if he knew all the answers

then maybe he ought to be raising them. He could at least

help once in a while. Ruthie stared up at her daddy, his

long dark face so much like her own in the mirror, his dark

unruly curls so much like her own (except when Hanna

combed them). He looked like a sad grown-up clown,
He grumbled some swear words in German. He told

them, “Get dressed.” Then he took the big schwesterlein’s

hand, patted her silky blond head, and led her next door to

the doctor’s office. Ruthie was sent up to the kinderzimmer
to tliink.

The kinderzimmer was the room where they slept. It had
two beds in it, one big and one little. On the south wall by
the window was Ruthie’s litde cot, all fluffy with blankets.

When Ruthie first woke up in the morning she liked to look
<Dut her window over the mead{>w across to her forest, and

finally out to her river. On clear days, if she woke earlv

enough, the entire scene would be rose red with sunrise.

Sometimes on such a red morning, Ruthie liked to imagine

a wolf came to play in her meadow. If she squinted her eyes
just hard enough she almost could see him.

On the north wall of the kinderzimmer, up over Hanna’s
big bed, was the blue china cabinet. On its mirrored glass
shelves stood Hanna and Ruthic’s china animals: lions

and horses, a giraffe, and Ruthie’s favorite of all, the black

porcelain wolf, a gift from her Opa who lived in New
York.

They had been very small girls the day they had gone with
Opa to the Bronx Zoo. That was long, long ago. Half her

lifetime ago, really, when they’d first come to America on

the Queen .Tlizabeth. Bur Ruthie had a vision etched into

her memory, as if it were happening right now:

Opa’s strong, heavy hands warm at her waist, standing her

up on the railing, holding her up, close to the bars of the

cage. The beautiful, mystical, pacing of VC'olf around and
around the stone walls of his cage. His long, limber legs; his

glistening fur. His anger at having nowhere to go. Her eyes
meeting his.

“But Wolf must remain always in his cage,” her Opa had
explained.
“W'hy?” she had asked. “Is he wicked?”

her Opa had slowly replied, “... not“Not wwicked,”

w\'icked, but wvild.”

Later, in the zo<> gift shop, Opa had bought her a shiny
black replica ofW'olf,

Wlien no one was looking, Ruthie liked to take her wolf

down off the shelf and pretend he was really alive. She
pretended he grew to be big as the zoo wolf, far bigger than
she was. But he was always her own, and he loved her, and

licked her, and they whispered together in the language of

wolves. Together they plotted such plots as the rescue of

calves, the destruction of slaughterhouses.

Ruthie never told anyone that she played in this way, and

if, while she was playing this game, the mommy called up the
stairs, “Ruthie, wwhat are you doing up there?” she blushed,

stammered, “Nothing mommy, nothing.” And quicldy put
Wolf back up on his shelf. If the l>ig schwcsterleincame in

and said, “XX'hat are you doing on mv bed?” Ruthic blushed,

hid W'olf in her pocket and said, “Nothing,” llien she

would do something else, like jump on the bed. Sometimes

Ruthie and Hanna liked jumping from one bed to the other.
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“Run! Run fast to freedom.”

When Ruthie looked up from her game she was no longer

in sunshine, but covered in shadow. A figure was looming

above her. It was the new older boy from the fresh painted

house just across the street from the doctor’s office next

door. His people had moved into town from somewhere in
the midwest. His father was Hattersville’s new minister.

Ever since Hanna had gone to see FbTIiiR PAN with the

Windermans, they pretended the jumping was flying.

But now Ruthie neither jumped on the beds nor even

looked over at Wolf and the others where they stood on the

china shelf. She just lay on her belly on her cot, chin on the

windowsill, staring out the window.
When Hanna came back from die doctor’s office, fresh

band-aid stuck to her belly, and the parents were done

with their fussing, Ruthie slipped out of the kinderzimmer
and went for a walk in the field where the butterflies flew

and the grasses were almost as tall as herself. 1 lere in her

meadow she felt almost happy. Here in her meadow she

knew she was good.

The deep yellow sunshine of summer settled over her

skin, turning it freckled and golden. She liked the warm

touch of the sun. She wanted more of it. So she pulled off

her clothes. .Fven her panties. Naked she lay in the sun and

the pores of her skin drank in the sunshine like nectar. She

pretended the tiny soft hairs on her arms roughened and
thickened into sliiny black wolf fur, and that she really was

a wild wolf, a wolf-girl, a mar\’elous, dangerous creature.

A few days later, she did it again. The big schwesterlein was

gone off to Patty Winderman’s house, Mar)^ l.ou was busy

in the kitchen, the daddy and mommy were working in the
doctor’s office. All alone, Ruthie went out to the butterfly

field. She sat in her same pressed down place surrounded by

daisies and grasses and milkweeds. It was early afternoon,

the sun shining bright. She took off her clothes, lav down

on her belly and felt her skin grow its luscious black fur.

The grass was so tall it hekl her safely inside itself. She lay

so very still that a patterned green snake slid over her ankle

as though it was just one more lump in the grass.

In a place near the roots of the grass Ruthie came upon

pebbles. She pretended the pebbles were calves, and she

lined them up one by the other in a long careful line. Then

she opened the doors of the slaughterhouse, telling them,

VCTien that house had been old lady Tuttle’s, it had been

a pale mustardy yellow sort of house with lace curtains in
the windows. Then for what seemed like forever, nobody

lived there, the windows were boarded up, the yellow paint

faded and peeled. Now the Reverend White and his family
owned it. They’d painted the house a cheer}' bold white like

their name, and the old unpainted barn at the end of the

driveway, a jolly rich red.

Ruthie had only seen the new boy couple of times

before, and that from a distance, the day he’d moved in and

one other day when she and Hanna had stood on their side

of the road watching the working men paint.

But now the new boy was very, vety' close. And she could

see he was huge. He towered above her. He was very, very

huge, even huger chan daddy. He wore a tight vety clean t-

shirt and vety' tight vety clean blue jeans and a hea\y black

and silver horse face on the buckle of his pants. His hands

were huge puffy pink hands. 1 lis face was in shadow, but

Ruthie could see a sort of reddish glow to it, and he was

breathing hard, as if he’d been running. He wore thick

heavy glasses, making his bulging gray eyes look like fish in
a fish bowl. He had a deep chunderish voice, and he kind of

mumltled vety fast, very low, “Wanna see kittens?”

“Oh, yes!” Ruthie cried, thinking of kittens. And she
started to follow him.

But then she remembered her clothes. So she went to

turn back around but he grabbed her up into his arms and

he carried her fast through the meadow, fast past the house,

fast, fast across the road, fast, fast, fast up the driveway and
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into the newly painted red bam.

And ail the itme he was carr^ting her he had one big hand

over her naked behind, and his other big hand high on her

leg touching her itckle place hard, and it felt good, and it felt

not good at the same time. Then he was moving his fingers

up and down in a terrible tickling hurting sort of way and

Ruthie wanted to get down.

She tried to get down, but he wouldn’t let her, and he

growled in his thunderish voice, “VXliat’s the matter? Don’t

you want to see kittens?” And he kept moving his fingers in

the itckle/hurt place harder and harder.
There was a mattress upstairs in the barn loft and he

carried her up the steep stairs and he threw her down hard

on the mattress. When she started to erj-, “Where are the

kittens?” he didn’t say anything. I le just pinned her down

on the mattress with his huge heaw arms and kept moving

his fingers harder and harder down there where it hurt.

Then Ruthie’s mouth began talking. She heard the mouth

talking, but somehow she couldn’t make it stop saying the

things that it said.

“Take Manna,” the mouth was saying again and again.

“Hanna is bigger. Hanna is pretty. Please, let me go and take

Hanna.” And he squeezed her all over ver\’ hard with his

big heavy hands, and he stuck his big dirtv fingers deep into

her pee place, her tushy. And the mouth in her face kept on

sapng, “Hanna. Hanna. \X’hy don’t you take Hanna?”

And then he put one big sweaty hand itght over her mouth,

though the mouth kept on tn'ing to talk through the hatul.

With his other hand he yanked hard at the shining silver

horse face on his belt. He was breathing vciy, very hard.

Ruthie saw everything clearly. She tasted the soft puffy

flesh of his hand pressing into her mouth. And suddenly ,

she remembered her wolf self. She knew she could bite. She

could bite down so hard that she’d feel his flesh breaking
under her teeth. She’d be tasting his blood. So her wolf

mind told the mouth, “Bite!” But nothing happened. Her

mouth wouldn’t bite, it just talked. “Take Hanna,” it said

again and again. “Please let me go and take Hanna.”
And as if there were nothing else in the world, there hung

in the air over her body like a giant balloon his huge pimpled
red face, the fish-eyes gaping at Ruthie through glass. And

Ruthie’s hand could have grabbed at the thick heavy glasses
and yanked them off that face and thrown them far across
the barn. And Ruthie’s wolf-mind commanded, “Grab the

glasses!” But nothing happened. Ruthie’s hand didn’t move.
Only her mouth kept on talking.

Then something happened. Maybe a dog barked, (jr a car

drove by. Maybe an angel stepped in. But all of a sudden
he stopped yanking at the silver horse head on his belt and
he shoved her onto the Hoor off the mattress and then he

was yelling, “Get the fuck out of here! Get!” And he was

shoving her so she fell down the stairs. She fell fast down
the stairs out the door. Beliind her she heard his deep ugly

voice growling like thunder. “I’ll kill you,” the voice was

roaring behind her. “I swear, little Jew brat, if you ever tell,
I will kill you.”

Ruthie stumbled down the driveway. She tore across

the road, scrambled up the front porch steps and into the
halKvay and through the living room and into the bathroom

where she locked the dt)or tight and huddled under the sink

in the corner by the toilet. Then she started to scream. She

screamed and she screamed and she couldn’t stop screaming.
The parents had to take a screwdriver to the door to get her
out of the bathrt)om. It took a long itme. They had a hard

rime getting the hinges off the door.

When finally they did get the door off, wiiat they found
huddled under the sink was a dirty, naked, wild beast with

blood on its mouth. It was shaking and screaming. “It’s
alright, it’s alright,” the mommy said to the wild beast.

“Ssshshhh! It’s alright. Nothing happened.”
Liven after the mommy had washed it and dressed it, the

teeth of the wild beast chattered, and it’s body didn’t stop
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“My name is Wendy, daddy,” said the big schwesterlein.
“Don’t you ever remember?”

“Fat, shatzi,” said the mommy, pulling the wild beast’s

chair to the table. “It’s your favorite. Goulash. I made it

especially for you.” And she tried pushing a spoonful
into the mouth of the wild beast. It growled, snarled and

snapped.

trembling. Even after it finally stopped with its screaming,

it shook and made strange sounds, but it didn’t sav words.

Nor did it walk on two legs, but when it was set down on

the fitjor it crawled on all fours. They lifted the wild beast

up to its feet. They told it to stand. They tried to get it to

talk. But after a while they gave up.

“Notliing happened,” they said again and again to the
wild beast.

“What is wrong?”

“Genug! Nothing happened.”
The mommywent into the kitchen to warm up the supper

that Mar)’ Lou had cooked. The wild beast crept into the

living room. There stood the big schwesterlein, next to the
goldfish bowl. “Look, Ruthie,” said the big schwesterlein,

who had just come home from the Winderman’s house.

She was sprinkling fish flakes into the fish bowl. The wild
beast stared at the fish bowl and starred to scream. The big

schwesterlein had her mouth open. She was just starting

to say, “Look at Freddy Fish, isn’t he cute? See how he

swims up for food when I tap it?...” but the wild beast was
screaming like crazy. So she closed her mouth.

Then the mommy came in. She picked up the wild beast
and carried it into the kitchen. It was stiff as a stone in her

arms. There was macaroni goulash for supper. It looked like

pieces of calf mixed in with blood, and the wild beast that
huddled in the corner by the wall refused even to taste any.

The big schwesterlein tried touching the hand of the wild
beast, hut it wididrew and snarled at her. Nor would it look

in her eyes. She promised she’d fix up its hair after supper.

She asked if it wanted a stoiy. 'Flie wild beast growled like a

wild wicked wolf and said nothing. The big schwesterleinate

her goulash and drank her milk, and didn’t tr)’ any more.

“Channa, what is wrong with your kleinc schwesterlein?”

the daddy said to the big schwesterlein.
Then he turned to the mommy. “\X’hy is she like tliis?

What is wrong with her? Nothing happened.”

“Mein gott, will you stop?” said the mommy. “Mein Gott,

nothing happened.”
“Mein Gott, what is wrong with her?” the daddy and

mommy asked one another again and again. “Why is she

like this? Nothing happened.”

And the parents tried eating as if nothing happened. They
tried to talk sensibly, one to the other, but they ended up

snapping. “Nothing happened,” they said again and again.
“Nothing happened.”

After supper they carried the wild snarling beast next
door to the doctor’s office, the ofllce smelled like it always

smelled, like old people, lysol and medicine. They walked
past the desk where the mommy wrote patients’ names on

yellow file cards, into the treatment room, where the daddy

took patients in private.

They put the wild beast down on the white crackly paper
of the treatment table and took off its clothes, even the

panties. The beast didn’t snarl, and it didn’t scream, it just
shook. It shook all over from head to foot. Even its teeth

chartered. The room was warm enough, and the table was

not terribly cold, but the wild beast shivered as if it were
frozen.

The daddy wiped blood off the lips of the wild beast. Me

opened its mouth and saw it had chewed up its tongue.

Me dabbed drops of mcrcurochrome onto the scratches all
over its body. Every drop stung. The daddy was growling in
German, shaking his head and growlingin German.

“Stop shaking,” he said again and again to the wild beast.
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“Nothing happened.”

For a very long time he looked here and looked there,

dropping red stinging spots here and there. Then the daddy

pushed open the legs of the wild beast and looked in at

the pec place, the rushy. He opened the tushy lips with

his fingers and looked even closer. His eyes had an angr)-

look, like what he was seeing was ugly. The wild beast was

shaking so hard that its teeth chattered.

“She is red. I suppose she vas touching herself,” he said to

the mommy, his voice hard as st{>ne. “W'hat is it you teach

these children to do these things? You let them go naked
around like wwild beasts...”

“Do not touch yourself there,” he growled at the wild

beast. “You’ll get an infection. You’ll die.”

The mommy put clothes back on the wild beast and then

she took the clothes off again. By now they were back in

the house, upstairs, in the new upstairs bathroom. The big
schwestcrlein was sitting all chubby and red in a mb of

white bubbles and steam. The mommy set Ruthie down in
the water next to her schwesterlein.

Then she picked Ruthie up out of the water and stood

her up on the toilet seat. She took soap and scrubbed it all

over Ruthie’s body. The soap stung in the mercurochrome

places and it stung Wf>rst of all in the tushy. Ruthie started

to fuss, and the mommy put her back into the water. 'I'hen

she took her out again. She rubbed her all over with a towel.

The towel felt rough on Ruthie’s skin. Bveirthing hurt.

Then Ruthie and the big schwesterlein were out of the

bathtub all dressed in pajamas in the kinderximmer. The

mommy had gone downstairs. The lights were turned off

and only the moonlight made light. The big schwesterlein

was high up in her big high bed on the dark side of the
room. Ruthie was in her own little cot bv the window.

Outside was the meadow, and bevond the meadow,

glowing in moonlight, the river. Ruthie was afraid of the

window, but she tlidn’t know why. She was afraid of the

meadow, but she didn’t know why. When she closed her

eyes, she saw two ugly gray fish behind their glass bowls.
She started to shake. But she didn’t know why.

Ruthie crawled out of her bed, over the cold wooden

floor to the big schwesterlein’s big high bed on the safe side

of the room. She climbed up beside her big schwesterlein,

who did not kick her out as she usually did, but opened the

covers, and yawned in a half whispery, sleepy sort of voice,

“... 1 was having the most wonderful dream....”

“.... I was dreaming, “said the big schwestcrlein, “that our

china animals came alive. They were flying around all over

the room.... and, we were trying to catch them... but they

kept getting away. And then fair\' dust came drifting down

out of the ceiling, just like snow...” And with her fingers she

made a sprinkle of fairy dust over Ruthie’s hair and face.

“And then we started to fly...”

“Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!” said Ruthie’s voice, but then she

started to giggle.

Sprinkle, sprinkle, sprinkle went the big schwestcrlcin’s

fingers all over Ruthie’s body undl Ruthie giggled harder.

She giggled and giggled like crazy. She giggled so hard she

almost was peeing her pants,

liut then she was ciying. She was sobbing huge slobbeiy

sobs. It was like when the kitten had died, only this time she

didn’t know why she was cn'ing.

Ruthie grabbed Hanna around the waist, tight, like her

big schwesterlein might any second disappear, and for once

Hanna let her.

“...W'endv...” whispered Ruthie in a ven' small voice... a

half-sobbing high little voice...” ... W’endv... did wolf come

alive too? Her voice sounded wobbly, babyish, but it made
words.

“Oh, yes! wolf was the most alive of all. He was wav

bigger than we were, big as that wolf we saw in the zoo.
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Now Riithic had her own Wolf, small and shiny in her

own hand. All night Joy lay beside her big schwesterlein,

clutching Wolf tight, and after a ver)- long time, she stopped

shaking, and slept. But she dreamed about fish bowls

and deathly pale fish staring out like gray smoke-swollen
eyeballs. They wanted to eat the big schwesterlein.

In Ruthie’s dream, she had to keep smashing the fish
bowls, but as soon as the fish were free they turned into

huge swollen monsters chasing her, howling, “I’ll kill you,

bitch, Jew bitch, I will kill you.“
And she dreamed about ugly rctl barns with endless

stone walls and no windows anwhere, their floors red and

slipper)', running with blood. ^

And you two were talking, you and Wolf. Yes, I remember

now, you were whispering in wolf language...”
“That’s because I am a wolf,” said Ruthie. “1 am really.”

“1 know, sweetie,” said the big schwesterlein, touching
Ruthie’s hand to her band-aid so she could feel it in the

ttark. “You bite like a wolf too.”

“1 do bite like a wolf,” agreed Ruthie. So if any bad man

ever goes after you, don’t worry. I’ll bite him. I’ll save )'ou.”
But a sour bloody taste flooded her mouth, and she started

to shake. For a very' long time, Ruthie lay, shaking, beside

her big schwesterlein.

“Will you get me down Wolf?” Ruthie finally asked her

big schwesterlein, who reached a long arm way up to the
shelf and handed him down.
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The Railroad Station of a Small French City

Michael Manner

beneath the sky of disappearing trust and yellow storms;

this whole Western morning: inner bone.

The poem ended naturally and so 1 couldn’t fit any more in.

Such anticipation like ozone.

Now at last we are aquatic, radioactive, tribal.

It’s always odd times of year that we go to Shore Pines.

In the pond with the bronze egrets, lilies,

there is a ver\- long list, a small book on the subject.

All eyes swing to me as if I were a crow. My explanation?

Startling woman with friction.! didn’t use all

the words: Chiand, rafters, risks, fallen and salt.

We could sit on the sunny Mexican shore

on straight back chairs leaning against tlte stuccoed wall

above us a sunshade of music and palmetto.

Let me mouth you like music, a bite of peach.

Conjecture and amplimde are our wT)rds.

Craig wants us all to w'ritc a page on death,

Startled bv the woman with the crooked smile

we give our names. We arc married you and I.

We have deep anticipadon like ozone like glass like varnish.

so he can make them into a small book on the subject.

I’m not sure why. I have a very long list.

When reladvcs visit something is always torn up.

We hold our Sibley guides, binoculars and paper cups from
Starbucks.

Tlte radiadon sifts in; nearby

Apaches sit on folding metal chairs.

The sky, an endless blue, absolutely rcalisdc.

\X’c stand waidng before the tlark-wood shuffling

around the edges or else the lights short out at Christmas.

And then it’s m)' turn. All night we winced, hidden sparks
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Parasite Pen

Anna Brenneman

When the tip of my pen scratclies paper.

My stubborn sentences will all eiul in periods.

Thick black ink dispensed upon rich white card.

Drizzled and bled, evenly across the heavy sheet.

Manipulatingjagged thoughtsinto a swift unsoiiedmotion.

I.ike a painter with a brush.

I to create.

(Compose neo-anarchy in my cranium.

Perfection on a page.

Mv canvas is vast.

Index and thumb, pressed tight against the arctic silver shaft.

I'inger flesh pallid as an infant.

Not vet touched by the sun.

Concentrating.

Pulverizing.

Spreading through out mv illustration.

Mv work is like a parasite.

Feeding from the source of mv pen.

Claiming land.

Free as the dove.

Live with out breath.

Mine.

Mine.

Mine.
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Mockingbird

Kate Willheim

So you won’t pluck them out—

“Why won’t you speak to me?”
—No one talks to birds—

“Look at me just once.”

I don’t close my eyes tighter, but I think tighter and it’s
the same thing.

Across the porch my sister murmurs,

redress, compress, repress, suppress.”

“What are you talking about?”
“\X'hat God does with trivialities.”

“Impress?”

She gives me a pitying, or possibly scornful, look. 1 close

my manuscript and put it aside, and she continues to swing

gently with her book in her lap, murmuring in a voice too

low now to be intelligible. Back and forth with the jarring

squeak.
“What on earth are vou doing?” Irritation, exasperadon,

frustration: I hear them all in my own voice.

“I’m catching butterflies. They are so beautiful.”

I walk across the porch to see what she has been reading;
it is a dictionary, just that. Webster’s (iollcgiate Dictionary.

“Fluorescent blue, amber and scarlet, magenta, gold . .

“Wliat are you talking about?”

“The words. The beautiful words, butterflies in my net.”
Her mind is a net that catches and holds them, and mine

is a sieve that lets them escape.

We both love Bobby Holt, and have loved him since we

were children. Ide looked at us with a yearning expression,

first one then the other and, in apparent confusion, retreated.
He loves us both. He has not married. If she catches him in

her net, he will never be released again.

W’c were awed bv our grandfather, who looked like a

giant when we were young, visiting on his farm. When we

returned home, I thought of him as big enough to hold

My sister and I are on the porch at our grandfather’s house.
Bevond the expanse of lawn before me, the land slopes

down to a lake, irnged by cattails and some brambles. It is

a small lake, hardly m<jre than a pond, blue in the sunlight,

with silver streaks where the water is riffled by a breeze. ()n
the far side is the Holt farm, (doser, butterflies and bees

are giddy from nectar and pollen, hummingbirds hum. I

don’t know the names of the flowers in bloom: yellows,

reds, pink, too many, too untidy, a mass of blooming plants;
white clover dots the lawn, birds call from the nearby oak

tree. The countty'side is ntn silent, never quiet.

I am in a low-slung chair, my sister on the swing, lazily

moving back and forth. There is a squeak with each forward
motion. Amidst the random music of birds and bees, the

wind in leaves, the squeak is as regular, as monotonous and

predictable as a metronome. I wish it would stop. I have

things to think about, decisions to make, and the regularity

of the squeak interferes.

My miml is a sieve. I fill it with words, with images, pages

to be written, great thcjughts to ponder, none of them

related to the present dilemma. W'hen I wander through
the maze of myself, look again, the miracles of my mind are
aswirl, as if caught in a tidepool of receding water, forever

'Express, address,

gone.

I open my dissertation, still in manuscript, and see the
words as if written by another, alien to me. 1 nod as phrases

summon concepts, the way one nods at strangers who take

on familiarity when they draw near, but they are not my

words; I have no claim on them. Vi'hen mv gaze moves on,

the passed phrases leave a blank space.
Birds fill the empt\- space and twitter and chirp and cn-

raucously. Random noise, like the noise in my head. When

one approaches me, I close my eyes.
The mockingbird says, “Why do you dose your eyes?”
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both of us in the palm of his hand. By the time we were

eleven, we had overgrown Grandmother, and 1 thought of

her as doll-like. My sister put words to mv thoughts: “He’s

a roar and she’s a whisper. A tree and a twig. A willow and

a wisp,”

When they came to our graduation from high school, I
was shocked to see that Grandfather was not a giant, hut
just an ordinan- tall man.

“The enchantment stopped at the farm gate,” my sister

“Me. You. Us. Yin and Yang, before and after, hard and

soft, opaque and transparent, alike and different.”

I stopped her. She couldn’t explain what she saw any
more than I could. “Good and bad?”

She shook her head. “Tncr)mplete.”
1 didn’t know what she was calking about, and that was

the real difference I discovered that summer. 1 often didn’t

understand what she meant. I didn’t know what opaque
meant, and when I tried to look it up, I couldn’t find it in

the dictionar)'. Later 1 wondered who was transparent, who
opaque.

Our mother treated us like dolls, her precious, animated
dolls, she often said. She also talked about how difficult it

had been to carry two, how difficult labor had been, how she

had suffered, but of course none of that was our fault. We

must not blame ourselves. She bought identical everything
for us. When we mrned twelve we stopped wearing our
identical clothes. My sister wore pink, I chose blue; she

dressed in jeans and a yellow shirt, I wore jeans and a green

top. I cur my hair short, hers was still long. That was the

only time I could remember being first. Mother said she

was very disappointed in us.

Bom thirty minutes before me, mv sister was first to cur

a tooth, first at potty training, first to talk. Always first. At

twelve she declared that when she grew up she would marrv

Bobby Holt.

I could do math and science; I understood process,
physical objects, the abstractions of algebra. She did poetry

and art. She understood the labyrinth of her psyche and
could translate the impulses and images she found there. I

have a dissertation not vet finished; she has published two

slim books of poetry. I don’t understand her poetry or the
illustrations she did in watercolor. Neither does she. I asked

her once and she said the poem was what it was, what it

meant was what it was. I didn’t understand that, either. She

hasn’t read my dissertation. It has formulas and graphs.

said.

One summer at the farm, we watched smoke rise, and we

smelled fire throughout the day and into the night when
the sky glowed in the east as the fire moved over the dry

forests. Grandfather glared at the flickering eastern lights,

and he said it would not reach us; it would stop at the lake.
\X1nen it moved around the lake and drew closer, he said it

again: it would not reach us. The rain would come first. And
it did. The fire burned Mr. I lolt’s cornfield across the lake,

but it did not reach us.

“With his will and his eyes he held the false sunrise at bav,”

she whispered that night. “The enchantment is restored.”

W’hen I recall him now, it is that image; he is facing the

fire in the cast, his face fierce, fists clenched, and he is a

giant again.

We came this time for his funeral.

The first time 1 realized we were not exactly the same was

when we were eight or nine. Always before, looking at her

had been like gazing into the mirror, but that afternoon,

looking at her I saw some{)ne else. Someone strange and

foreign. I ran to the bathroom and stared into the mirror;

she followed. And there, gazing at us side bv side in the

glass, I saw' again the difference in the reflections.

She was alien, a dreaminess in her eyes perhaps, an

expression T could not copy. “What do you see?” I asked

in a whisper.
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incomplete. W'hen the ovum divided to form twt) fetuses,
the brain cells were unfairly distributed. Matched particles,

one spinning left, the other right. One brain housed in two
separate skulls.

Across the lake, 1 can see Bobby walking through

medculous rows of grapes. He is wearing shorts and a tank

top. I wish he would look this way, but he is concentrating
on the vines. Mr. Holt did not replant corn in his field

after it burned. He tilled the ashes into the ground and the

next lime we came to the farm, there was a vineyartl. Now

Bobby owns the vineyard. It is ver)’ productive, piaot noir,
much in demand.

We buried Grandfather on Monday, and as the casket

was lowered into the ground next to Grandmother’s plot.

Mother said in a tremulous voice, “Now they are together

again at rest.”

That night I dreamed of him. He was a giant, walking
away in his deliberate pace, hand in hand with a little girl.
'I’hey were both nearly transparent.Not at rest, not yet.

I can’t bear to watch Bobby, and close my eyes, wishing

1 could block my swirl of thoughts. The mockingbird is
back.

T tried to explain quantum mechanics to her: probability,
indeterminacy, chaos theory, photon as either wave or

particle, right spin, left. Her eyes glazed and her expression
became soft and blank. If one electron has a right spin, its

matching electron has a left spin; change one, the other

changes...

Destroy one; docs the other languish and die-.' I didn’t know

the answer, especially when applied to the macrocosm.
She lives in the sun, I in her shadow, yearning for

sunlight.
She could not write a short ston- for our class. T told her

if a, then certain things must follow, until you end with x,

}●, z. Cause and effect. She looked at me in wonder, then
wrote sometliing, and I wrote a store. Hers was considered

brilliant, an incomprehensible prose poem, mine a stor\'

with a beginning, middle, end. Competent.

My dissertation will be competent. An old joke on

campus: What do you call a medical student wht) finishes
at the bottom of his class? Answer: Doctor. What do you

call a physics major who finishes in the bottom of the class?
Assistant.

Grandfather left the farm jointly to our father, my sister,
and me. “We’ll sell it, of course,” Father said, and my sister

shook her head. She wants to live here. “Talk to her,” he said

to Mother, then included me in his indignant glare. '

sense into her.” The will of any two of us will prevail.
Mother never talked to us or with us. She sometimes

talked at us. Father went back to his middle management

job in a high-tech firm in Seattle. 1 le will return tomorrow

for the weekend, and on Sunday he and Mother will both

go back to Seattle. Now we are here, Mother, my sister, and
I, and no one has mentionedselling the farm again. Mother

is relying on me to talk sense into my sister. An impossible
task.

“What did you sec in her sketch book?”

—Ntjtliing—
“Liar!”

She left it on the sofa last night. I looked. There was

Grandfather, a giant, hand in hand widi a little girl, walking

away. The oak tree was visible through them. Has she gone

from a to x,y,z, the way I did? I doubt it. She arrives without

making the journey.
We will stay here together, 1 understand and accept finally.

I’ll find the answer: if one particle is destroyed, will the other
wither and die? \Xlio is transparent, who opacjue? *

Talk

It has taken me twenty years to learn what my sister

grasped intuiuvely when we were children; we are both
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One Last Try
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Mark It Down

Chris Stimac

Mark ir clown:

Tills one lasts forever.

The half-filled glass is shattered to pieces

And you were holding it when it broke.

The heparin you poured into it

Won’t let you stop bleeding

From the lacerations you obtained

Byway of faux-crystal shrapnel.

^Xdlen the anemic solution collects enough for

Gravity to take notice.

It drops to your magic slipper,

Melting the facade away to expose:

That balsa wood you’ve been using for feet.

It might not be a problem,

But the heavy dreams you’ve been assembling in your head

Throw off your balance—

Your flimsy foundation can’t take a stumble.

So it snaps

And you collapse

And everyone can see vou naked.
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Alien Highways

Joseph Chirum

Peering through the morning dew

meandering trails of long forgotten

highly traveled trails collect dust.

They reflect an unearthly shine,

Shedding confused rationality and

transforming it into electromagnetic fuzz.

The present moment still lingers ahead,

like some distant tuber waiting to be eaten.

Come Home Children, it’s suppertime again.

Time travel along ancient highways

prarie schooner dogged rusty spaces

filled with neolithic art calling your name.

Under eternal clouds of Ananda’s bliss,

neon lit alien highways appear through

the sundrenched fog above the heavens.
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A Mighty Heart

Nick Biacketer

An old man sat sleeping in his chair, every hit the king

of his home. Worn blue jeans and an old flannel shirt were

his raiment of royalty. His large hands though wrinkled

with age, still powerful as they gripped the arms of his

easy chair. A bird chirped outside of his window and he

stirred.

His eyes opened slowly, taking in his surroundings. The

sunlight filtered in through the cracks in the curtains,

creating pulsing patterns on the walls and furniture. He

sat up in his chair and groaned. The pain in his back being

nothing new, just a reminder of how old he was. Stupid

of him to fall asleep in the chair. A perfectly good bed

waited for him upstairs, but the effort of climbing was

getting to be beyond him. Besides, there was no one there
to share it with anvmore. Not for some months now. His

eyes watered slightly, and he angrily brushed them with

the heel of his hand. He growled to himself. 1 .ooking up

at the battered clock on the wall he realized he’d been

asleep for most of the day. Seemed to be happening more

and more everyday. He wasn’t hungry, but knew he should

at least make an effort. He knew Ann would want him to.

Pushing himself up with b{)th hands, he got to his feet,

wincingas old aches and pains coursed through him. After
he was sure he was steady he shuffled into the kitchen in

his worn slippers. Upon entering, he looked about with a

look of consternation on his face. A flicker of confusion,

and a little fear played with liis mouth. His rheumy eyes

scanned the room looking for something to trigger his

memory. He had no idea what he was doing in this room.

Barely remembered entering it at all. Seemed that there

shtnild be someone . . . , but no tliat was a long time ago.

just then there was a knock at the door. He turned his

head in that direction, glad for the distraction. Before he

could get to the door, there was another knock, and an

irritated finger buzzed the doorbell far more frequently

than was needed. He frowned. He took hold of the knob

and opened the door to reveal several people standing on

his porch. Recognition came slowly to him, much to the

discomfort of those outside. One young woman stepped

forward and hugged him, her hair tickled his nose and

he smelled her scent. Strawberries and vanilla. She pulled

back and looked at him at arms length. A huge grin split
her face and crinkled her freckle-dusted nose.

“Grandpa!” She cried exuberantly. W'hen he still looked

confused, a look of worry flickered in her eyes, but her

smile remained. “ Its Sarah, Grandpa. Remember?”

“He doesn’t remember. Nothing new. Can we just go

inside? It’s freezing out here.” This new voice came from

the other woman. She clutched the arm of the only man

present. A thin and brittle looking individual, he allowed

himself to be pulled along by her grip. They all moved

inside, stomping their boots clear of snow. The old man

carefully shut the door and turned to face his company.

He forced himself, despite his pain, to stand straighter.

He was beginning to remember things, and among his

returning memories was pride. And anger. He looked to

the woman clinging to the man. )udith, And the man’s

name was Carl. He despised both of them. Carl was his

sister’s son and the woman on his arm was his sniveling

Kleenex of a wife. They had never brought him any thing
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but misery. Shortly after his beloved wife, Ann, had passed

away, he had heard Judith remark chat ‘now there is only

one more left to worry about’. He had never forgiven her,

Carl was even worse. He had never worked a day in his

life. Preferring to live off of others and hope for a fat

inheritance from his aging uncle. VC’cll, lirtle did he know

that there had been some recent changes to the will. Yes.

That was a good memc^ry. Too bad he’d be dead and gone

when it was read. Too bad. He had really wanted to see the
look on Carl’s face. The old man chided himself. He was

too far along in years to be spiteful. Instead he looked to

the younger woman. 1 le had only hatl one child in his long

life. A girl named Anita. She had been the most perfect

child that had ever lived. At least according to him. She

had been destined for great things, but she chose instead

to marry young and start a family. Her and her husband

had given birth to a beautiful little girl, Sarah. Tragically,

shortly after her birth, both parents died in an automobile

accident. But despite that she grew up to be a caring and

softhearted woman in the home of her doting grandfather.

She’d had moved out to attend college several years ago,

but had always come back to spend time with him and her

grandmother.

When Ann had passed away, Sarah had been the one to

set up the funeral arrangements, and had been the only

one able to comfort her grieving grandfather. She looked

so much like Ann had as a young woman. A muffled

cough startled the old man out of his reverie. Judith was

whispering something into Carl’s ear and he was nodding.

Sarah wouldn’t meet his eyes. Finally, Carl looked at the

old man and pursed his lips.

“We have been talking. As of late, your health both

physically and mentally has been failing you. Now, as you

know 1 have recently placed my mother in a nursing facility

designed to fulfill her every need. She is quite happy,”

The old man snorted. His sister had always been a little

breezy between the ears any way. She needed someplace

where she didn’t have to think about anything. But he could

see where this conversation was going. Carl continued.

“Well, we have been thinking of something along the

same lines for you. None of us has the time to take care

of you any longer; we have lives of our own you know. So

if you would, I have some brochures and some papers to

sign. It will only take a minute.”

Sarah’s face reddened and she took a step towards the
old man and turned to face Carl.

“Now this isn’t what we discussed. You made it sound

like we were just going to suggest it to him. He wasn’t to

be forced. If this is how it’s going to be then forget the

whole thing. I’ll take care of him. He took care of me all

chose years.”
The old man smiled inside. He watched as the Kleenex

and her lazy man beat a hasty retreat to the door, slamming

it behind them. Sarah turned to him with sadness in her

eyes. W^rapping her arms around him she kissed him on

the cheek, he returned her embrace feeling her hot tears

on his neck.

“I wont let them take you Grandpa. If I have to quit

school, 1 will. But I won’t let them take you.” Me patted

her on the back making soft noises under his breath,
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calming her,

“I have to take them back to the airport, but I’ll be

back to make you some lunch. Ok?” She asked with her

smile once again stretching across her face. He smiled

and nodded. She gave him one last kiss on the cheek and

squeezed his hand.

“I l(we you Grandpa.” W’ith that she gathered her coat
and went out the door, llis smile faded a little as he

relaxed his spine. He shuffled over to his chair and sat

down. I lis hands resting on the arms of chair, he laid his

head back and closed his eyes, thinking. There was no way

he would leave this house that he had shared with his wife

his child and his grandchild. But neither did he want to

burden Sarah with having to care for him until he finallv

passed away in some chemical washed hospital. No. There

was one final gift that he could give Sarah. 1 lis own quiet

death. So, concentrating on the one sure memory he had,

his beloved wife Ann, he slowed his breathing, His once

powerful heart slowly, so slowly stopped beating. One

beat, two beats, no beats. 1 le died.

Sarah returned some hours later with a bag full of

groceries, whistling as she came up the walk to the front

door of her grandfather’s house. Gingerly she opened the

door and shut it quietly behind her. Seeing her grandpa

sleeping in his chair she took off her boots and padded

silently past him into the kitchen. Having put the groceries

away she made a sandwich, and poured some milk into a

glass. She carried them into the living room and placed
them on the table near his chair. She stood there for a

moment, watching him sleep; when she noticed his chest

wasn’t moving. For one panicked moment she grabbed

the phone to call 911. She held the receiver in her hand,

but didn’t dial. Looking at him sitting so proudly in his

chair, she hung the phone back in its cradle and sat on

the footstool as she had done so many times as a child,

listening to her grandfather’s stories. Now she sat there as

a young woman, thankful for the man who had taught her

so much, and couldn’t help thinking how much he looked

like a king. #
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Gone to the Funeral

Betsy Hordinger

even let themselves feel sorrow? hear? Regret? Yes, but you

had to look for it out of the sides of your eyes. You might

nodcc a slight rolling of the throat, or there might be a catch

in the voice so subtle it would be gone almost before you

registered it.

Anne sank into the wicker porch chair. The dog settled at

her feet, his tail flopping on the porch boards.

Uncle I'loy used to tell a stoiy about a coon dog he once

had that kept acting up, It kept running around like a pup,

and it would never be a good hunter, he figured, so he took it

out by Kanopolis reserxmir and turned it loose. Me thought

that would be the end of it, naturally. But in a couple of

weeks he started getting postcards: “I’m lonesome, come

How come you turned me loose?” “I’m hungn-.

When Anne pulled up, she saw that there was no car in

the usual spot by the back steps. Floy’s pickup was out by
the barn, but it looked as if it hadn’t been driven for a long

time. The dres were flat, and weeds sprouted through the
hole where the hood used to be. A rainbow was etched in

the windshield. Years then.

1 ler eye was drawn to the kitchen door. Tilted at an angle

on the black screen was a small white square. A note, she

guessed, fastened to the screen with a bobby pin, maybe
the same one they had always used. “Choir practice,” the

note might say. “Call Clio about calf mix” or “Gone to

Alberta’s.”

A dog emerged from under the porch and loped, barking,

toward the car. Anne opened the car door and leaned over

to let the dog, a shepherd mix, sniff the back of her hand.

She stroked his head until his tail was waggling furiously,

and he trailed along when she walked to the porch.
The note was written in thick pencil in an unfamiliar

hand—a woman’s? “Gone to the funeral,” it said. Anne felt

her shoulders sag. So she was too late after all.
She stood at the door for several minutes. Should she

go on in? She knew it wouldn’t be locked. The neighbors
would already have been there, and they would have left
a ham or fried chicken or coleslaw or fruit salad in the

get me.

Don’t you want me no more?” The cards were postmarked
from all around—Brookville, Sahna, even Newton.

It was the gol-damnedest thing, Floy always said. It musta

been the fellas down to the Co-Op. He would tell the

coon dog story ami laugh, and even'one else would laugh,
and little Anne would sit there, bewildered and miserable.

\\”liat happened to the puppy? What was so funny? But

you weren’t supposed to ask. You were supposed to know

already.

Now a blue Corolla drove up, and an older, heavyset

woman got our. She had on a tight black dress with large
white polka dots. Anne knew her—Lucille, Aunt Pegg}'’s
close friend since high school. Lucille retrieved two

casseroles from the back seat and walked to the porch.

“Annie,” she said. “You look just the same.”
“You too.”

“Let me get rid of these,” Lucille said, lifting the dishes.

refrigerator, German chocolate cake or nut bread or raisin
the table. Each container would have the husband’spie on

name written in ballpoint pen on adhesive tape. In a week
the ladies of the church would come by to gather up the

empn' containers, and they would take them to Sunday
serx’ice for the donors to reclaim. At one time or another

most of that Tupperware had visited ever)’ house from here
to McPherson.

“Gone to the funeral.” No greeting, no name—only the

plain fact, a neat white sail on a flat, placid ocean. Did they

Anne was surprised to see that the kitchen had been

remodeled—shiny dark wood cabinets, new appliances.
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a new- no-wax vinyl floor. Tliere w-ere two cakes on the
tabic.

Lucille put the casseroles into the refrigerator and pulled

out bread, mayonnaise, and a plate of ham. \X’ashing her

hands, she said, “It’s a shame you didn’t get here in time
for the service.”

“I W'as delayed in Denver.” Anne was relieved that Lucille

was occupied with the food and there would be no awkward

little hug. “NX’as it a nice funeral?”

“Just a graveside service. Nice, though.” Lucille dried

her hands, pulled out eight slices ofw-hite bread, and began

slathering on mayonnaise. “Nancy Axelmeier sung ‘Softly

and Tenderly.’ I like it better chan ‘Amaj^ing Grace,’ don’t

you? 1 get tired of it.”

“Arc you making me a sandwich?” Anne said. “Because I

have to get back to Wichita fairly soon.”

“Already?” Lucille licked mayonnaise off her Anger.

“1 have a room near the airport. My plane in the
morning—”

“We was planning on you staying with us.”
We? “You?”

“I Axed your bed,” Lucille said. “We’ll get you up. Flow’s

always up w.-ith the chickens anyhow.”

Anne was flabbergasted. “You’re living here?”

Lucille nodded. “Close to six months now. Here you go.

You need a pickle?”
Anne shook her head.

T.ucille settled into a chair and began eaAng her sandwich.

The dog ambled over and lay down at her feet.
After a while Anne said, “Where is he?”

“Haircut.” Lucille said. “Don’t you like the sandwich?”
Anne took a small bite.

There was a silence. The refrigerator made soft popping
sounds.

“She went pretty quick once they unhooked her,” Lucille

said, “just took a little breatii, and that was it.” The dog

began whining, and she reached down to smack him on the

'She never complained,” she added. “About being

sick, anj-way. (i)nly the divorce.”

Carefully Anne swallowed. “Divorce?”

“When we put her in the home. Tt was either that or sell
everything. Practically killed her.” She took several noisy

gulps of tea.

“So you and Floy ... ?”

“Not married. Can’t afford to. I’d lose Raymond’s pension

check. You remember Raymond.”
Anne nodded.

Lucille sighed. “\X'e put Pegg)- in her and him’s plot, and
I’ll go next to Raymond.”She took a bite. “Want me to take

you out to the graveyard? You can visit your mom’s, too.”
Anne shook her head. “I don’t have much dme.”

“You’re not going nowhere,” l-ucille said breezily. Then

she looked down and said, “Shut up!” Again she whacked

the dog’s nose, but then she relented and gave him a bite
of her sandwich.

nose.

“W’hat are you doing clear the hell out in East Bumblefuck?”
Teesha said.

Anne, sitting on the bed in the spare room, lay back

against the pillow. Lucille had gone on an errand, and it was

a relief to be alone in the house. “I’m sorry, Teesha. 1 left

straight from work.”

“Why didn’t vf)U call?”

Anne’s throat felt full. “Teesha, my aunt Pegg\- died.”
“Oh, damn. The one?”

“Yeah.”

“Thick. I’m so sorry, Anne.” Anne pictured her; the high

cheekbones, the huge brown eyes, the crease she always got
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After a silence, he said, “W'ell, Pegg}' went prett}’ quick
at the end.”

“Lucille told me.”

Idov took out a handkerchief and blew liis nose. “Your

between her brows when she was upset.
“When was the last time you saw her?” Teesha said.

“The reunion. I guess it’s been five years.”

“The one where your uncle pissed behind the tree?”

Anne laughed,

“So you dew out when? This morning?”

“My plane was late in Denver. T missed the funeral.”
“Jesus God! If it wasn’t for bad luck you wouldn’t have

no luck atall.”

“I should’ve brought you with me,” Anne said. “The way

you talk, you’d (it right in.”
Teesha laughed. “I got a big fat picture of that, girlfriend.

Uh-huh.”

flight okay?”

'Except for being late.”

“Haven’t set foot in a plane since the war.”

A car drove up, and a minute later Lucille called out,

Floy? You home?”
He lowered the footrest.

lAicille’s voice came fr{)m the kitchen. “You show her the

new bathroom?” She walked into the living room and said

to Anne, “He show you the new bathroom?”

As the afternoon wore on, people stopped by to pay their

respects. What a shame it was, wasn’t it, ever^'one said, that
Anne had missed the service. They were all dying off now,

weren’t they, and you never knew who’d be next. Hadn’t it

been a wonderful thing Pcgg)’’d done back then—what had

she been, fort)', fort)'-five?—and hadn’t she always treated

little Annie just like her own? Not evcrybody’d’ve done

that, would they? Just like her own. And what a shame,

Anne missing the funeral like that and all.

From the kitchen window Anne watched Uncle Floy

crawl out from behind the wheel of a big maroon Buick.
He was shorter than he should have been, thinner and m{>re

bowlegged than she remembered. 1 le was wearing a brown

sport coat, stiff new jeans, and point\-toed boots, and his
patch of white hair was greased straight back. He pocketed
his string tie before he unloaded a potted plant from the
trunk and headed for the house.

Anne wasn’t sure he recognized her. “Helk), Uncle

Floy.”

He set the plant on the table. “Too bad you didn’t come

to the funeral. She’d’ve liked it if you had.”

After supper Floy and I.ucille settled in front of the T\'.

Anne told them she was going for a walk.
“Where at?” Lucille said.

“Just, )'ou know, out on the place.”

Lucille and Floy exchanged a look.

Outside, the evening air was hot and humid. Anne

stepped off the porch, and a grasshopper whirred away

with a glottal hiss. She jumped back in surprise. How could
she have forgotten? Around here, every footfall rattled up a

grasshopper. NXlieii Floy used to drive through the pasture

to water the cows, the pickup scattered grasshoppers by the

dozen as it rocked over the tire path. And the swish of the

“j\Iy plane was late. I—”

He waved a hand as if swatdng a fly. ‘Wou eat yet?”

“l-ucille made me a sandwich.” She had forgotten how

long and horsy his teeth were.

“Where’s she at?” 1 le brushed past her and headed toward

the living room.
Anne followed him. “She went to the neighbors’ for

ICC.

He sank into a blue recliner and flipped up the footrest.
She sat on the sofa.
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she did die only thing she could diink of—she climbed into

the tank. 'I'he water was cold and slimy.

From the dirccdon of the pickup she heard Uncle Floy

laughing. “Them cows—” he began. “Them cows—” He

was laughing too hard to finish.

One of the bigger animals shouldered a smaller one aside
and dipped its mouth to the water. Anne’s foothold slipped

as she dodged first one and then another of them. Her toe

throbbed. “Uncle Floy! Come and get me!”

He hooted. “Them cows playin’ keep-away with you?”

“Please, Uncle Floy! Please come and get me.” She began

cr\ing.

The pickup door slammed. Floy made his way toward
the tank and smacked the rump of the biggest cow. “Quit

bawling,” he said to Anne. “You’re not hurt.”

That brought fresh tears.

“If you’re gonna live here, you got to quit bein’ such a

bawl-baby.” He pulled her out of the tank and carried her
to the truck.

As soon as they were past the gate, she opened the pickup

door, jumped out, and began walking. I le followed her, but
after a while he pulled around her through the grass. She
watched the truck until it disappeared over the ridge. In

the wind and heat her clothes dried sdff against her body.

Prett)' soon her bladder began to ache, and she ran the rest

of the way.

\XTicn she got to the house, she could tell they had been

laughing at her. Uncle Floy, his three nephews visiting from

Missouri, the two harr^est hands, even Aunt Pegg}\

In the bathroom /\nne discovered she had dribbled pee in

her underpants. She had to get rid of them. But how? There
was no place in the tiny room to hide them. She thought

about Hushing them down the toilet, but she was afraid it

would clog, and how would she explain it?

“You been in there a long time, Annie,” Aunt Pegg)' said,

not unkindly, from the other side of the door.

grass under the truck. How long had it been since she had
heard that sound?

She lowered herself onto the porch steps and thought about

the first itme she had gone with him. She must have been

eight. There had been a crack in the seatcover on her side,

and she had scooted forward to avoid sitting on the itchy

horsehair. In the gully just in front of the big cottonwood,

the truck dipped sharply. Anne—little Orphan Annie,
some of the girls at school called her—bouncedso high
that her head almost hit the roof liner. Her teeth rattled.

Uncle Floy brought the truck to a stop under a huge

cottonwood. Without a word he stepped out and walked
coward the windmill. She followed him.

He released the brake, and with a metallic groan the blades

of the windmill began to turn. Anne gripped the side of the

water tank and dug her toes into the flakes of dried mud.

Water began sloshing into die tank, and she felt cold drops

like pinpricks on her arms.
The air was filled with the sweet smell of livestock and

blossoming prairie grass. The sun felt thick as syrup on her

shoulders. She leaned back and looked up into the pale

washed-out sky. She had a strange feeling, as if she were

about to burst. She let out a long breath and stared into the

glittering water. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Uncle

Floy walking back to the truck, wiping his hands on a rag.

Then she heard whuff, and she felt the heat of a large body
next to her. Before she could move she felt a sting on the

back of her bare leg. The cow made a scooping movement

with its head and let out a high-pitclied, two-note bellow, its

white-rimmed eyes bulging. A thread of drool drifteil from

its mouth. Again the tail flicked against her leg.

The cow moved a front leg, pressing its foot against

Anne’s little toe. It pinched, and the cow’s foot felt hot, like

living meat. Anne cried out anti jerked her foot away, only

to bump against another of the large animals.

The cattle were pressing in on her. She was terrified, and
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Quicldy Antic nmimtiged through a drawer, found a pair
of nail scissors, and cut the panties into pieces. She flushed
twice and then a third rime.

Now, sitting on the porch steps, Anne felt a chill as a

breeze sprang up. She was surprised to find a teardrop at

the tip of her nose. She squeezed it between her thumb and

forefinger as if pinching out a candle flame.

“Tonight, really?” Teesha said. “Why don’t you stay a few
days? Hathaway can cover your classes. Tf vou’re not back

liy Monday I’ll send out the dogs.”

Anne laughed. “I miss you so much.” She glanced at her

watch. Cutting it close.

“Me, too, but seriously, you need to get some closure on

this.’'

“I’ll have to get it at home then. I’m on my way to the

airport.”

“You’re driving?”

“Don’t go ballistic. There’s no traffic.”

“Stop the car right now. I mean it. Or I’m hanging up.”
“You nag.”

“1 lear me? I’m hanging up on your ass.”

“All right, all right. I’m pulling over.” Anne braked and

steered the car to the shoulder. “Happy now?”
“Are you stopped?”

“Yes, Teesha Swahili-for-‘Strong-\X’illed’ Hudson.”
Teesha laughed. “What time do you get in?”

“Seven-something,”/\nne said. “I’ll call you.”

“1 don’t suppose you know your flight number?”
Anne smiled. That was so like her. “I’ll call vou when I

In the living room Anne found Lucille sitting by the

glowing lamp. “You didn’t get ver)’ far,” Lucille said,

yawning.

“He’s went to bed. Anything you need?”
Anne shook her head.

“You sure?” She rose and stretched.

“I have to leave by five in the morning,”

“You won’t stay a day or two?”

“I have to get back.”

“Well, all right then.” 1 -ucille mrned away and then turned

back. “Peggy talked about you all the time, you know.”
“She did?’’

“‘The Professor.’ She was real proud.”
Anne stared at her.

“Here a few years back, when you, you know, when you

got that promotion? I ler and FIov argued about it. He said

there wasn’t no such thing as you couldn’t get fired.” She

smiled. “Raymond—you remember Raymond—he says,

‘You been retired almost twenty years, I'loy, how would

you know?”’ She laughed. “You always had your nose
in a book, even when you was little. \X'e knew you’d be

somebody someday.”
Anne looked down at her hands.

“Well, I’ll say good night,” Lucille said. “You sure you

don’t need nothing?”

“No, nothing.”

get m.

“Listen,” Teesha said, “whenever you get over your jet lag
we need to talk about all this.”

“All what?”

“Your mother dying—I mean, your aunt.”

Anne felt the breath go out of her.

“Anne?” There was a pause. “It just hit you, didn’t it?”

“Crap,” Anne said. “Now I feel like I’m going to cty'.”

“Well, like my mom always said, ‘The more you eny the

less you pee.’” I ler voice was as rich as cream.

Anne burst into something—cr\ing, laughter, she couldn’t

tell. It didn’t make any difference. It was something. ♦
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Teresa Behike
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My Orchard

Lana Boles

In a candy apple orchard I played
dazed

amazed

wandering helpless as if lost in a dreamland

a vibrant ethereal carnival of wonderous imaginings

All spectrums of color danced before my eyes in an illustrious streaming flow

a discoball spinning in the dark

My hand in ner\-ous uncertainty reached for solidit)-

reality

support
A faint echo of rememberance knocked at the door like a child forgotten

waiting

sadly

impatiently
to be remembered and loved

My hand was numb to touch

anything and everything was invisible to it
I tried to concentrate on the iiow

on the smell

the colors

even the taste of now

lost like a ship in fog

Backdoor lovers walked with madness in thier eyes

burning like candles in the darkness

thier bodies aching for that fleeting pleasure

found in meedngs at midnight motels

rose petal discoveries changed all that

No longer unseen

no longer unknown
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Misc\' rain cracks and steams off two bare neon signs,
clinging to storefront, barely protected under dripping eaves.

Games - Comics - Toys, one mutters with a yawn.
Buv — Sell — Trade, the other commands.

X-Men and

THE MiCRONAUTS

Kitt Jennings
In these slave hands 1 hold the dead weight
of all the lies learned in childhood,

the glass shard dreams that cur adults
who once hoped, and then learned better.
I await judgment at the front counter, watching as
the clerk paws through my comics, pausing
to inspect the four-part X-Men and the Micronauts series,
plastic-sheathed and sealed with the gravity
of adolescent blood ritual. He glances up to search
my stone face for some chiseled message before
exposing them to air for the first rime in ten years.

A hundred sun-dappled afternoons and a hundred rain-soaked days
are folded between these pages, some scarred and scuffed
by the grasping, tearing tree trunks 1 used to climb
on a quest for solitude and uninterrupted reading time.
Thick boughs closed around me like a fist, immobilized me
like the broken wrench engulfed by a gnarled knot of cottonwood
in my granddad’s ancient, overgrown backyard.
Here I learned what T needed to be: a justice-clad avenger,

unbowed by hardship, dripping with virtue, honest, loyal,
stronger than the darkest checkered past, better than any

supposed impossible task, fair and charming and clever and taie,
with tluru'-mile legs and an inabilit}’ to accept anything less than
the just-in-time saving of whatever it is that most begs for saving
at that particular moment. But I should also remain human.
Deeply flawed and cracked underneath that glossy varnish of spandex,
wise-cracking and ass-kicking, Tormented by a yearning love,
or haunted by deeds forged in the fire of rage,
before turning onto the Path of Ciood and Right.

Once, 1 thought 1 had achieved this as I stood before
a towering wall of Douglas fir and flame, getting paid
to save the world. But I just drank the money. I’m still a liar.
Tiny mistakes still kill people, and they stay dead.
The must}’ joy and ache of childhood still won’t pay mv rent.

I hear it rains for months here.
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The Reason

Hannah Salerno

“You’re never alone,” is what he said

and now he says,

“They’ll find you dead.”
A pale white face is all that’s left,
along with scars

and emptiness.
I replv, “No! They’ll convict vou,’
then he smirks,

“You know T’ll get you.”

A blanket of snow is there to protect him

and now they all say,

“It’s your fault,
vou let him..“W'hy don’t you leave?”

is what they ask,

but they don’t help, they just suggest. So shame overlaps shame and tears.

Pain circumvents my tries and fears.
“You do not know what he can do?

He can change.
I know it’s true.

I go back from where 1 came,

accepting all the hits and blame.

Those that meet him, they all like him,

believing all his claims
of mv sin.

T see chat it

has just begun,

knowing that he’s linallv won.

Perhaps, now 1 believe it also.
All that 1 now feel is hollow.”

No more will to run away.

No more hope, so I will stay.

The past looks like a blur to me,

a winding path
of broken dreams.
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Cold

Lacey Ward

Irs cold today. Outside the streets glisten with puddles made from forgotten raindrops. The trees ert' dr\- yellow tears

onto every inch of earth they can extract. The thick drcair sky possess a melancholy demeanor that pulls me into a

deeper gloom. There is just enough wind to send shadows dancing that trick me into thinking there may be a soul out

there somewhere. Yet it is still. So still it seems it would be impossible to move forward through the air. Nevertheless

1 search through the window for some{)ne or something to assure me that 1 am not alone. My quest for being is not

fulfilled as I can.

Its cold today. Outside the streets glisten with puddles made from forgotten raindrops. The trees cr}- dry yellow tears

onto ever}- inch of earth they can extract. The tliick dreary sky possess a melancholy demeanor that pulls me into a

deeper gloom. There is just enough wind to send shadows dancing that trick me into thinking there may be a soul out
there somewhere. Yet it is still. So still it seems it would be impossible to move forward through the air. Nevertheless

1 search through the window for someone or something to assure me that I am not alone. My quest for being is not

fulfilled as I can’t find even a stray cat to relate to.

Its cold in here. A taunting cold that makes my nose and fingers tingle and yearn for the smallest amount of warmth.

My hands keep finding themselves between my knees as if they ]!)rovide some sort of safe haven from the icy air around

them. Its still in here too. The {>nly movement is actually no movement at all. Instead it’s the repetitious creak of the

baby’s swing through the monitor. The great walls of the vast and chilly room seem to be moving further and further

away, also abandoningme .

My mind is cold. It has let the chill from inside and out influence it today. It has given in. Being deserted by eveiTone,

usually I can at least turn to myself for reassurance. But today, my mind is also vacant. It has surrendered to the cold

and left me to suffer the loneliest brand of solitude a person could be bestowed, '[’hen, as I set off to slither deep into a

lengthy hibernation of seclusion, the bahv cries and offers herself into my desolation as incentive. A way out.
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Giving Back to Folklore

Casey Ruic

You could build a forest

With ail the paper I’ve devoted

To your memor)'

I’m sure that you could find it

If it weren’t for all these trees

I won’t get lost in the woods again
I left a trail of breadcrumbs

To lead me back home

If I’m not back by morning

Torch the place

You’ll know where to find me

And I was given a fair shot

Besides

I was a sucker

h'or buying the stories

Of gingerbread houses anyways
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Ocean Sunset
Laree Morgenstern

Alonoprint
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Next Time

Cecelia Hagan

Next time let me be a stag beetle,

kimbering with dignity

under my great horns, encased

in a carapace to Ijalancc

the weapons I can’t fight with
but can’t put down.

Lunching on dew.

W’orking my six legs

toward a single design.

Not missing my piano

with its aching teeth,

not dwelling on those who dwell

in the trumpet of the angel.

My clumsiness would endear,

my lack of ambiguity'
be as unremarkable

as a tractor in a field.

Today, 'Lriday,
I wear a blue shirt

and a bit more makeup

than usual, compensating

for my ineffectiye armor,

my feeble restraint.
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Come Again

Tahni Nikitins

Walking into the room, he slid his dark, round sunglasses

up on top of his head from the bridge of his crooked nose.

He was dressed all in black, his jacket unkempt, his hair

wild and curly, framing his perfectly sculpted face. His

clothes hung on his thin frame, accentuating his narrow

body.

As he walked across the room, jamming his hands deep

into his pockets as he looked around the room.

All eyes turned up to him, every person in the room

taking notice of his thick, swirling aura.
This man was Elliot Drake. A funeral wasn’t complete if

he didn’t make an appearance at it.

Wandering over to his typical corner, Elliot leaned against

the wall, taking out a pack of cigarettes and his lighter.

He pulled out one of the long, white, unfiltered cigarettes
heavy with tar and nicotine that he was so well known

for smoking. He put it between his lips, stowing his pack

back in pocket and holding up his lighter. He snapped the

lighter open, watching the tall, yellow flame licking up into
the air and burning the end of his cigarette.

Snapping it shut, he shoved it back into his pocket, taking

a drag off his cigarette and looking around the room. After

years of losing the people closest to him, he knew there
was nothing to say to anyone and nothing anyone could

say to him, so he decided to stay in his corner and keep his
mouth shut.

But there was always one girl who never would just leave
him alone.

She had a slinky walk about her, and she always reminded

him of a fox—just the way she held herself, her eyes, the

way she spoke.
“Elliot—”

“Go away, Gassy,” Elliot snapped, tapping the ash from

his cigarette onto the carpet as he blew cigarette smoke

from his nose, looking down at the carpet. “Not now.”

Standing up straighter. Gassy narrowed her pale green

eyes on Elliot, puffing out her chest. “Elliot, I know

somewhere under that face you think is so beautiful there

is a real person. No matter how hard you try to shut me out

I will still be here and 1 will still try to reach you.”

“Gassy,” Elliot growled, lifting his milky brown eyes to

meet hers evenly. “Leave me alone. I don’t need a shoulder

to cry on, and I really don’t need your little anorexic
shoulder.”

Letting out a sigh, Gassy lowered and shook her head

sadly. “You know Elliot, just ignoring death is not going

to make it go away.”

“They’re gone,” Elliot snapped. “Shedding a tear is not

going to bring them back. It is not going to honor their

memory. It is going to make me look like a jackass and that’s

all there is to it. Stop trying to get me to do something that

helps them in no way and that does me no good.”

“Tm not trying to get you to cry,” Gassy said. “I am

trying to get you to talk about it. It’s not good for you to

keep doing this—”

“Just like it’s not good for me to keep doing this,” Elliot

said, holding up his cigarette to look at it, as if considering

it for a moment, before returning it to his mouth and

taking a long drag. He tilted his head to the side and blew

the smoke directly into Gassy’s face.

Jerking away. Gassy lifted a hand to wave the smoke away,

coughing. “What is your problem?”
“You.”

“Elliot—”

“No. Go away. I’m here because I have to be, not because
1 need comfort or closure.”

“Lace it Elliot,” Gassy snapped as the smoke cleared.

“Your friends are all dying and you’re just ignoring it
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because you’re scared of your own mortality!”

“I’m not scared of my own mortality,” Elliot growled.

“You’re scared of dying!”

“Now why would I be scared of dying?” Elliot asked

smoothly as he took a drag off his cigarette. “I don’t care.

There’s nothing I can do to stop it.”

“You’re scared because you are dying,” Gassy snarled.

“Really?” He grinned at her.

“Don’t act like this you jackass,” Gassy snapped. “1 know

you have cancer.”

His eyes seemed to cloud over as she said this. He pushed

away from the wall, llicking his lit cigarette at her. She

jumped back, and watched the cigarette fall onto the
ground as he stormed past her.

Looking up, she watched him storm towards the casket.

He pushed aside an elderly lady who was standing next to

the casket, in mourning. He grabbed hold of the lid and

pried it open, his eyes locking momentarily open the dead

friend inside. Turning viciously to Gassy he motioned to the

cold dead body in the casket, the face pale and yellowish
under the thin layer of makeup on the limp, loose skin.

“Look Gass!” He shouted across the room as people

began to recoil from him, suckingin gasps of mortification.

“Look! There’s my old buddy Paul! Ain’t that great! My

friend, who I’ve known since I was six, just died in a hit

and run! Everyone around me is falling over dead!” A
smile broke open over his face as he turned to the lady he

had shoved, jamming an accusing finger in her direction.

“Hey grandma! You gonna die next? Guess what? I’m not

going to cry for you because I’m scared of death! Does that

make sense to you?”

“Elliot,” Gassy said in a soft voice, trying to soothe him

as she stepped forward, kicking herself for bringing up his
cancer.

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I don’t think so Gass.

Do you know what it feels like to have cancer? Do you

know what it feels like to wake up with that pain in your

chest, knowing that your own body is eating itself away?
How sick is that, Gass?”

“I’m sorry—”

“Shut up!” He pointed at her, his face contorting in anger,

“just shut the hell up, Gass! 1 don’t mourn my dead friends
because I don’t want to, not because I’m scared of my own

death! I know I’m dying, I have accepted that! 1 accepted

that the day I found out I had cancer. You know why it was

so easy for me to accept? Because so many people around
me have died, because everyone around me will someday

be dead—because we are all born to die. If you ask me,

you’re the one with the problem, Gass. You’re the one who
is in denial, who doesn’t want to admit that she’s dying.”

“Elliot, I’m not dying-” Gassy tried, but he cut her off

with a sharp wave of his hand.

“But you are. You’ve been dying since the moment your

big, warm heart started to beat,” he said bitterly. “How

about you deal with it and see how that goes?” 1 le turned

sharply and walked briskly out of the room.

All eyes were now Gassy in her slim red dress. What had
she done?

Gassv walked into the bedroom where all the coats were

kept, to find E-lliot sitting on the bed, his hcatl in his hands,

his shoulders hunched over and shaking quietly.
“lUliot?”

“Get out.”

Lowering her head a little, Gassy walked over to the bed

and sat down beside him. “Elliot, I’m sorry.”

Lifting his head, Elliot turned a little to look at her. She

could sec that his eyes were red and puffy from rears, and
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she felt a pang of guilt and pity striking in her stomach.
She looked away from him, biting her lip, and wondering

what had ever drove her to approach him at any of the
funerals. But mostly, she wanted to know what had dri\'cn

her to bring up his cancer. She should have known that it
would be a sensitive subject.

“You know,” rUliot murmured, rubbing his temple a

little as he leaned back and lay down on the bed, “there’s

only four of us left now.”

“What do you mean?” Gassy asked, turning to look back
at him as he folded his arms under his head. “Four of

who?”

a small grin touching her pale face.
“I do what T want to,” ldli()t saitl, “not what they want

me to do. You could learn from me, Gass.”

“Oh really?” Gassy asked, smiling,

“Yeah,” Elliot said, laying back down. “I’m pretty sure

you could.”

Biting her lower lip, Gassy watched him for a moment as

he watched the ceiling. Me was beautiful. Me had always

been beautiful, and yet it seemed that somehow everyone

managed tt> look over him anyway. Iwen herself

Laying down beside him, Gassy looked up at the ceiling,
sighing. The pattern was swirling white, with a little bit

of glitter in the paint. Tf you stared at it for long enough it

would appear to move, and you could pick out images like

you could in the clouds. “Is that why you don’t shine your

shoes for funerals?”

“What?”

“You do what you want to.”

“Oh. No, it’s just that 1 go to so many of them I figure I

would spend the rest of my few months shinning my shoes

if 1 were to shine them for every single funeral I go to.”

“That makes sense,” Gassy said, tilting her head towards

his as she frowned up at the ceiling. “What do you see?”

“1 see an angel.”
She tilted her head to the side to look at him, to see the

way he stared blankly up at the ceiling, i ie took in a deep,

heavy sigh, his chest lifting and quivering with the effort

of it, and the small shards of pain shooting through the
fibers of his lungs.
“You know what, Elliot?”

“What, Cass?”

“I love you.”
“I know.” He turned his head to look at her. “I knew

when we were in eighth grade.”

“And you didn’t do anything about it?” ('assy asked,

feeling a little hurt.

“Us,” he said, looking up at her. “You know? just our

group. We’ve been together since we were six and now
there’s onlv four of us left.” A wry grin passed briefiy over

his lips. “As soon as I knock off there’ll only be three.
What’ll you do then?”

“Stop it,” Gassy said weakly, looking down at her feet. “1
don’t want to think of you dying, Elliot,”

“'I'hen why did you bring it up?”

“It makes me mad that you don’t feel anything when our

friends die,” she said quietly, lifting her ey'es a little.

“It’s not that I don’t feel anything,” Elliot said, a little

defensively. “It’s that grief is like a trap. Once you fall into

it it’s hard to get back through the bars, and I’ve got to

be free. I’ve only got a few months left, anyway,” he said.

“Why start worrying about it now?” Sitting up, he tilted

his head to the side, frowning a little through the dim light
at her. “Don’t you want to be free from grief? Ultimately

you’ll end up in the same place as they did, anyway.”
“It’s hard for me,” Gassy said, looking back up at him.

“Maybe I’m mad because I want to cry on your shoulder
and can’t.”

“No one said you couldn’t,” ELlliot said. “I just said that

I wasn’t going to cry on yours.”

“Do you know what people think of ytm?” (Assy asked.
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Seeing the tiny amount of pain on her face, Rlliot
grinned, and decided to push at the knife a little more.

“Well, what was 1 supposed to do while you were crawling
ail over every football player in school?”

Turning away, Gassy bit the inside of her cheek. As long
as she lived, she would never understand him. That didn’t

mean anything though. She was starting to wonder if

anything ever meant something.
“Cass...”

“What?”

“Come here,”

With a sigh, Cassy turned back to him, glaring. But he

caught her offguard. Rather than being his typical, rough

self, he reached out and touched her cheek so gently with
his cool fingertips. He brushed a strand of hair back from

her face before wrapping his arms around her and pulling
her against him.

“I love you, too,” he whispered into her ear.

Feeling tears biting at her eyes, Cassy wrapped her arms

around him, curling against his chest, feeling how weak

he had grown since the cancer had hit. lie was so much

smaller, so deteriorated. The worst part about it was that
there was so much to go.

Nuzzling her face against his shoulder and closing her
eyes, Cassy held her breath to listen to the ragged sound of

his. In her silence she could even hear his heart beating.

Running his hand over Cassy’s left arm, he pulled her

away from him a little, running his fingers over hers. He

looked at the golden band on her ring finger for a moment

before quietly slipping it from her hand and dropping it
to the side.

Cassy watched with soft fascination as he did this, and

she made no move to stop it. She didn’t want to stop it.

W’hy would she want to stop it?

The ring was the first thing to go. But by the end of
the night, when everything else had been shed and there

was no way they could possibly be any closer, Cassy found

herself wishing she had stopped him. Her tears rolled over

her cheeks, dripping onto his as she kissed him, as she

held him, felt him against her, and felt the disease inside
of him.

'I'hcy were all looking in on him, gathering over him

and looking down while he lay inside the casket, unable to

move away from their prying eyes. Looking up he saw the

people he loved who hadn’t managed to die on him—yet.

When Flliot woke up from the dream, he was coughing

fiercely. He could taste blood in his mouth as he scrambled

out of the bed and into the adjoining bathroom,

Sitting up as the commotion woke her, Cassy watched him

go. She heard the sounds of him coughing and sputtering

in the bathroom, spitting blood into the sink.
“Elliot?”

In the bathroom, Elliot straightened up and looked in

the mirror. I le saw his own reflection staring back at him,

his skin pale, his cheeks beginning to sink. His hair was a

mess, matted and crazy around his narrow face. And then,

there was his thin, pale body.

It all seemed so strange.

Cassy walked into the bathroom, reaching out and

touching his shoulder. “Elliot? Are you OK?”

“Fine,” he said, wiping at the small spot of blood at the

corner of his lips. “I’ll be fine.”

Moving closer, she rubbed his shoulder reassuringly.
“Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” he said, nodding as he stood to face her. “I’m

fine. It’s normal,” He looked down at her, tilting his head
to the side. “You should probably go. Thomas is going to

be worried.”

A small snarl came over Cassy’s face at the mention of
her husband.
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Smiling, Elliot leaned forward to press a soft kiss to her
forehead. “How about I see you tomorrow?”

“OK,” Gassy sighed, realizing that this would have to

Edliot trudged down the sidewalk, dressed in his clothes
from the funeral, his head bowed to make sure he didn’t

step on any cracks. Not that it mattered—his mother was

dead.

1 le’d once heard that you always know when you’re going

to die. For him, that was very true. His life expectancy was
narrowed down to the next two or three months. That was

closer than most people could calculate it.

When he heard the car raging up the road at his back,
he knew that those two to three months were about to end

very abruptly.

He didn’t even lift his head. After Gassy had left he

had found her ring on the floor. He knew Thomas, and

knew that the guy was very attentive to Gassy’s stupid ring.

He also knew that the reason so many people he loved

were dead at such a young age was because everyone he

was close to was pretty involved in several illegal trades.

One of those trades happened to be semi-automatic and

automatic guns, which they sold to civilians who couldn’t

acquire a permit. The thing he knew the best, though, was

that those weapons were designed to kill human beings.

When the gunshots rang out, Elliot was expecting a

lot of pain. In a way there was, but in a way there wasn’t.

Three bullets hit him. One blew right through his spine
between his shoulder blades. The force of the bullet hitting
him thrust his chest our and his head back. Another bullet

glanced off a rib, and another tore right into his left lung

and through the front of his chest, spraying the sidewalk
with blood and tissue as he fell to the ground.

When his spine was severed, all the pain between that

point and his toes was gone. But hot flashes of pain flew

through his shoulders, arms, neck and head as he hit the

pavement.

The breaks to the car screeched as Thomas stopped the

do.

Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow ... and those

tomorrow’s would cease to exist.

Walking into the small house she shared with her

husband, Gassy felt like she was going to vomit. She didn’t

want to be here, and that morning as she drove home she

realized just how sick she was of coming home to Thomas

day after day.

“Gassy? Is that you?” Thomas came out of the kitchen,

his brown hair messy, oils stains on his working shirt. He
smiled when he saw her and came forward to take her

I want to show you something—”

“What is it?” Gassy asked, incapable of caring any less.

“You have to see what I did to the car—it now officially

has better gas mileage and more horsepower!”

Oh, goody. “Really?”
“Yeah,” he said excited as he led her to the garage, but

he stopped, pressing his fingers down on her ring finger
curiously. “Gass?”

Pulling her hand back, Gassy looked down to see that she
had lost her ring. It had never been returned to her finger.

When she looked up, she saw the look in Thomas’s baby

blue eyes.
“It was Elliot, wasn’t it?”

“Thomas, it just came off, that’s all—”

“You’re lying to me. I know it was Elliot.”
The calmness in his voice scared her. But what scared

her even more was the fact that she knew he wasn’t going

to let it go, and she knew that he had been welcomed into

her family whole heartedly—meaning he now had access

to the tools of the family business.

hand.
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amount of air inside his chest putting pressure on his

still intact lung. This was scary, but only for instinctive

reasons. Consciously, Elliot still didn’t care. He hadn’t

been breathing right for the past year. It didn’t bother him
that much.

Then, his body began to twitch and convulse as his brain

sent out impulses to the ends of each nerve in his body, the

last ones they would ever receive.
As Elliot’s eves rolled into the back of his head and

his mouth fell open while his body twitched and jerked

around on the sidewalk, Thomas approached, kicking him
onto his back.

'X’ithout a word, Thomas lifted his gun and leveled it at

Elliot’s forehead, pulling the trigger.

car.

From his place on the sidewalk, Elliot could hear the car

door open and slam as Thomas got c^ut. Still, he didn’t car

much. Rather, he was fascinated by the fact that one of the

bullets had torn through his most infected lung and blown

out a portion of his chest.

Blood pooled around him, glinting bright red in the sun.

Tilting his head down, he looked at the bits of tissue laying

in the pool. A lot of it was cancerous tumors. Frowning a

little in the bright light, as pain wafted through what part

of his body he could still feel, Elliot stared at one of the

sticky chunks of tumor laying in the pool of blood. So that

was what was killing him.

His hands fumbled up around his chest as he realized

he couldn’t breathe. His lung was collapsing, the new
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Abbey Corbett
Black a/i<) White Photo
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The Ride To Montana

Haley Songchild

Rarl was diis old guy I’d picked up in Northern Tennessee.

He had thin gray hair, a wrinkled expression,

and wore these big-framed glasses

that made him look like a cartoon character.

He was silent most of the time,

but kept trying to see over the dashboard,

as if he wasn’t sure we were still on the road.

1 glanced at him occasionally

as he tried to push himself up from the seat.

He looked like a cliild,

aggravated that the world around him was too big.

A frown would appear on his wrinkled face,

and he’d mumble something 1 couldn’t hear.

After we crossed into Wyoming,

I asked the old man if he’d like a pillow

to raise himself up.

He looked rather insulted.

I turned back towards the never-ending horizon

and never said another word about it.
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March of the White Elephants

Casey Ruic

Today

Wc rhrcw a funeral for yt)u

There was screaming,

And cr}ing.

And gnashing of teeth

We crowded around your body

And buried you in f]{)wers

Wc danced a pained waltz

And played old music

The songs we loved

To a room we couldn’t

W'e surrendered our demons

In sacrifice to your name

But you weren’t there to sec it

And then we forgot about you
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Rain’s Return

Robert Hill Long

Imagine us all getting crowned, November

1st. The crown descends in pieces, evenly paced,

like a stage-prop chandelier (molded jewels

of sugar-glass) drizzled on cue through candystick

thin fingers of dead orphans. That’s Oregon winter:

crown of cold clear thorns, worn alike by the richest

and the homeliest on Da)’ One. ’I'hen, whoever dwells

in a house can decide whether to take rain’s potluck.

Rain on the roof lullabies the dozing embers

in the fireplace. Some folks jog through needling gray to taste

its minute clarities; some cope via withdrawal—

T\^ Scrabble; some fly far south and never fly black.

If wearing a crown of rain could dissolve worlds of hurt

the homeless would wear it like an emperor’s shirr.
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The Rival

Toni Von Deusen

Mv father doesn’t like the watcrcolor

hanging over my blue easy chair—

wooden boat pulled up to a sagging dock.

for sheer glorious wickedness.

Mer mother and aunts hunted her down

and brought her home, Cordon went to prison,

scrub oak leaning out in the foregnmnd,

matcliing the ascending angle of the blurred trees

on the other side of the water,

but for fifty years she held on,

lying beside mv father in the becalmed boat

of their double bed, white chenille spread

Wh\^’d you put that thing up, he sa)'s,

one of your mother’s old boyfriends

painted that—it’s not much good.

folded at their feet. Police Gazettes

and True Romances scattered on her night stand,

fat volumes of histor)’ open, broken-spined on his.

He won’t believe Bob Lockard, my mother’s friend

and innocent Sunday painter, was never his rival,

and he doesn’t know about Cordon Hdwards,

All her life she dreams her way out,

dreams like she’s still sixteen,

dreams it’s Cordon at the door,

small-time thief and bootlegger

my mother ran off with at sixteen,

on fire for the wild ones

come back for her, roadster at the curb,

engine racing, a single black curl dangling

like a lure over his blue left eye.

tearing around Creek County in 19.30,

Pretty' Boy Floyd, Chloc F-pps, Chickasaw Cherry—

the Oklahoma papers better than dime novels
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We Have a Modest Home in a Hard Hit State

Leo Rivers

as if a punch to the gut

made her spit out her breath

face going red

with the fight to take it all back

mv wife struggles to break off lashing me
with rebuke for

bringing up some simple criticism.

Side by side—she washes

and T dry—posting our dishes
to their addresses

as we both look out

from the window over the sink

and watch

the troop carriers from the local base

lumber up into the clouds.

one carries

our son and the graduadng class

from our district high school.

Nations, like couples, fight to make peace

but I saw my wife’s mother

leave as I came home today.

(I will die if she leaves me too.)
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Old Man Mueller

Jason Mueller

Ceramic
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Move 15

Hannah Salerno

Black am) White Photo
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Original Metaphor

Nanci Jo Ishom

The moon is like Paper Mache’

flour paste white,

wflth un-sifted lumps.

Crumpled and torn,

seldom remembered,

yesterday’s news.

Humanities legacy,

reflects bright,

off lacquer surface.

Our thumb print,

stuck forever,

to her ageless face,

of dust}' craters.

Deep in the night,

she a waits,

our next manned,

moon landing.
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Irrational Habit: Shattered Chrysanthemums

Anne Applegarth

Levi facrorv to support children named

Charles and Jane. Brides in kimono,
in Princess of XX'ales taffeta. Men

using sticks to beat sweet rice for

New Year’s cakes. New machines

that beat rice while men watch

TV. I'.lectronic. Gifts of money in red

paper. Kazuc’s brave father, who fled

hospital to die at home. Bishop Vial,
who visited mv father in Texas.

Saki. Plum blossoms. Pearl I larbor.

Fuji-san. Tea ceremony. Bataan.

Haiku. Hiroshima. Children playing

violins. Blonde California model

earning 6-figures in Tokyo. Mrs.

Mizota’s house: rice paper walls,

sunken bath, antique kimono of a

thousand subtle silken hues,

lacquer bowls, miso soup, sashimi,

gifts, sorrow, and tears.

On winter mornings

the (ioburg Hills rise slowly

from the heart of a cloud.

It is japan, myjapan,

I know the people who live there:
Kazue-san. Michiru. Ten billion

kami. Shinto priests with

patent leather hair. Pilot Ito

(Is that her name? I saw her

once on Mr. Rogers.) I know

Koji-san. Boy’s Dav. Cioldfish.

Toshiro Mifune (Samurai macho).

Shiori. Satomi. Brave Hiroshi.

Sister cities overflown by origami

doves. Zen. Madame Butterfly.

Mr. Morimoto. (Kazue shops at his

market: lean pork, sliced thin

as a dragonfly’s wing, udan, nori,

powdered dashi). I know, too,

/Xmerican soldiers, blessing

or curse to |apanese families.

Rashomon. Ran. Kurasawa’s New

Dreams (reruns nightly at the Bijou).

Mickey Rooney. Shall \\"e Dance?

Kamikaze pilots with wrinkled

photos of wives, sons, daughters in

their pockets. Michiko, who sews at the

On the morning the Emperor died,

T drove mv Datsun out Coburg Road

to meet the hills as they rose

in reverence from their bed of fog.

I wanted to see inside the shrine at

Ise, T wanted to pay my respects.
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Allegiance Revoked

Robert Hill Long

Twilight park, canopied with firs. Thrush song

among the heights, empty picnic tables parked

in lush grass, laurels blossoming, Over the ridge

a river of headlights, north and south on 1-5,

as though everyone is hurrying to a funeral

without a clue where it is or whose burial

they must observe. Now and then a siren

sounds its reminder, now and then a crow.

At the sole inhabited table a man writes,

My country dreamed of being the greatest

suicide—then strikes it out, walks downhill, out

of the park, imagining being changed into

a crow. No, not even that. Maybe just the space

between feathers on a wing, iridescent

and venerable, where a feather is missing.
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Contemplating Game Over

Greg Basore
/\aylic
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Don’t Tell Anybody About George
Kris Bluth

My mom couldn’t remember exactly what day I was
conceived, but I went to the libran,- downtown, looked up

some old copies of the Oregonian, and I found out. August
22, 1965. The day the Beatles played at the Memorial
Coliseum.

I’m glad they don’t make us write those papers where we

say what we did on our summer vacation like they did in
grade school, because the only exciting thing that happened
was finding out that Getjrgc 1 larrison is my father (See?
You think I’m making it up, don’t you? That’s part of why
Mom promised me not to tell anybody).

It all happened back in June, about a week after the last
day of school. My mom needed to go to Fred Meyer’s to

grab a few things and she asked me to come. She said there
was something she had to tell me. 1 was a little afraid that
she’d tr\' to tell where babies came from, but that wouldn’t

have made sense since I told her last year that they had
already told us about that during health class. Besides, I
already knew what a tampon was since the time 1 was five
and pulled my mom’s box our from under the bathroom
sink. She’s not shy about talking about that kind of stuff.
We got to the store, bought the groceries, and it wasn’t

until we were back in the car going home that Mom that she
had to tell me something that would sound like a big deal at
first, but that it really wouldn’t change anything in my life
and that I shouldn’t freak out. Then she started telling me
about how she when she was sixteen she went to see the

Beatles with Aunt Linda and some of their friends (Aunt
Unda’s a year younger than Mom.) Mom said she liked
the Rolling Stones better back then bur that the Beatles
were OK and that her friend Susan’s dad helped run the
Memorial Coliseum and he was able to get tickets to all the
shows there. As 1 said, my mom’s not shy about private
stuff (She used to walk around our apartment naked when
I was little) and I was worried that she would tell me all the
juicy details, but thankfully all she said was that she was
walking back from the bathroom just befi)re the Beatles
came on when a rail guy with glasses and a British accent

came up to her, pulled her aside, and asked if she would
like to come backstage and meet them after the concert was
over. Mom asked if Aunt I .inda and her friends could come,

but the guy said no and checked her ticket; then he told her
to stay she should stay in her seat and that he would come
find her afterwards.

Mom said she went back to her seat and promised Aunt
Linda and the other girls autographs if they would call my
grandma (their mom) and say they were all going over
to their friend Patti’s house to spend the night after the
concert. She watched the show, waited in her seat after the

others left, and sure eiif)ugh, the guy with the glasses came

and led her backstage. She was crowded into a rt)om with a
bunch of people and some other girls and they waited until
someone led them out a line of shiny black cars parked in
this huge garage. Mom asked the guv with glasses what was

going on, and he said that the Beatles were already back at
the hotel and that they’d all go there for the parry.
After that, all that Mom woukl say is that she wanted to

talk to )ohn, but there was already some other girl talking
to him, so she wound up sitting next to George. She said
that he was a really sweet guy and that she was able to get all
the autographs that she had promised her friends and that
the guy with the glasses got her a cab in the morning so she
could get to Patti’s house.
“So why didn’t you sue them if you got pregnant?”
Mom laughed her little laugh; by this time we were sitting

in the driveway of our house (I hare when she laughs like
that. She thinks I’m being cute, but it comes off like I’m
retarded or something.) She said that she tried to keep it a
secret as long as she could, but when she got too big and
she had to tell Grandma and Grandpa what happened, they
told her that they all had to keep the George I larrison part
a secret. At the vetv least, she said, it would have caused a
bunch of rumors, and at the worst, it would have been a big
scandal in the papers that would have really ruined her life,
and mine too. She said that we were lucky that Grandma and

Grandpa didn’t freak out and throw her out of the house.
Sure, she had to drop out of high school because that’s how
it works, but she was able to go to night school and later
learn how to be secretary while Grandma babysat me. She
now has a good job w(5rking for the electric company and
we moved into our house last year.

So that’s h{)w I basically found out. VC’e were still sitting

SPRING 08 89



Don’t Ted Anylnn^y Al’otil George (coni.)

The White Album). Some of it is a little weird (I told mv
mom that I didn’t understand what “Revolution #9"

supposed to be about, and she said that she didn’t either),
but I’d say that my favorite Beatles songs overall are on

that album. I like to put on my headphones are test how
high I can turn up the volume on “Helter Skelter” before
I have to turn it down, and I even tried plaving along with
“Martha, My Dear” with my clarinet. I feel kind of bad for
saying this, since George is my father and all, but 1 think I
like Paul’s songs the best. I really love “While My Guitar
Gently Weeps,” though. According to my book, Trie
(dapron came inu) the studio and played the main guitar
part on that song one night while the <nher Beatles were all
lighting with each other. All that I had really known about
I'iric Clapton before was that stupid “Lay Down Sally” song

on the radio, but maybe I’ll have to buy some of his records
sometime. There were these guys in P.R. last vear who said
that )imi Hendrix was God and Eric (dapton was lame. I’d
have agreed with them beforehand, but if they listened to

“While My Guitar Gendv W'eeps,” thet'’d realize that they
were wrong.

P'rom talking to my mom and to Aunt Linda, ever^’body
says that John Lennon is the best Beatle because of how
he was funny and how he stood up for peace and all these
other causes, but I don’t know; part of me thinks that he
was a jerk, lie reminds me of Kevin, this guv in sixth grade
who used to say that me and my friend Andy were fags; he
even had this haircut that was like a moptop. I le’d say all
this stuff in class that would make everybody else laugh, and
once I looked over Annette Bowers’ shoulder and saw her

writing him a note that said that he was cute (She sat right in
front of me.) I was also reading my Beatles’ book and read
about he left his wife and got married to Yoko Ono, this
really weird fapanese ardst who used to make records of
herself screaming. She looked like a hag, too. I saw a picture
of Cynthia John’s first wife) and she was pretty cute, but
not as hot as Patde, George wife. I asked my mom about
Pattie, but she said that they got a divorce a while back.
Man, if 1 ever get married to someone as hot as that. I’d
never get a divorce.

I don’t get why people get divorced, am"way. Mv mom’s
ne\'er been married, but she was dating this guv named Alan
last year (My name’s Allan too, but I have two I’s instead of

in the car when she said that 1 couldn’t tell anyone, but
not to worrt' too much about it because we had a go(jd
life and cvervthing had worked out. Besides, she said that 1
could still be proud of having a father who was such a great

musician and who has done so much great work for charity.
She then said that I could listen to her Beatles records

anytime 1 wanted before she gave me a big hug and said
how much she loved me. I don’t mind a little hug, but my
mom loves to give me these big ones where she smooshes
me so my face can feel her bra and she rocks me back and
forth. She can even do it while we’re sitting in our little
Volkswagen, To tell you the truth, I think she’s still a little
bit of a hippie.
Besides that, not too much else happened this summer. 1

practiced my clarinet for an hour ever)’ day, I’m saving the
money from my paper route (I have S203.77 in my bank
account right now), and T went to this bookstore downtown
and bought this book about the histoiv’ of the Beatles that
had a bunch of pictures in it. At the front of the book, there
are four pages with a picture of each of the Beatles on each
page, and somedmes 1 would go into the bathroom mirror
so 1 could hold up George’s face next to mine. At first I
couldn’t tell that we looked alike at all, but now I can see

that we have the same forehead and eyes; thev’rc both a little
hooded. I didn’t really like how my face looks before; when
1 was little, there was this girl in our apartment complex
who said I looked like a monster. I suppose it’s a little better
that I got that from someone who’s rich and famous. To be
honest, 1 don’t think anybody at school would care if 1 was
related to George Harrison. It’s not like being related to

Gene Simmons or John Travolta, but I can understand how
that could get people talking about me behind my back. 1
hate when that happens.

I have been listening to my mom’s Beatles’ albums,
though. She says her favorite one is Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely
1 learts Club Band, and that one’s alright; my favorite songs

on it are “A Day in the Life” and “Lovely Rita.” (George
Harrison onlv has one song on that album, but it’s boring.
It’s called “\\”ithin In Without You.”) I like Rubber Soul
and Help better; “You’re Gonna Lose That Girl” and
“Michelle” are the songs I like best on those ones.
My favorite album, however, is just called The Beatles

(Both Mom and my book says that every body just calls it

]S
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one.) He seemed OK; he boughtme this t-shirt with R2D2
and C3PO that might have been cool if ! was a kid bur it
seems a little babyish now. Mom told me to tell him thank
you and about a week later, she asked me why I never wore

the shirt, so sometimes 1 put it on when I’m here at home
to make her happy (It still firs, but it’s getting tight. Soon
I won’t have to worr)’ about it.) Am'way, one night M{)m
came to pick me up from Aunt Linda’s house after a date.
We were just a little way down the street when she pulled
over to the curb, folded her arms on top of the steering
wheel, and started crying. She said that Alan got into law
school in Washington and that he said they needed to break
up so things could be easier for them both, but Mom was

already really upset. She said that Alan said he was thinking
about going to law school someday, but didn’t say anything
about being accepted until just then. We sat there in the car
for 40 minutes (I checked it on my watch) until she stopped
crying and drove us home. ^Tten we got home and I was
getting ready for bed, she came into the bathroom and gave

me a big hug. As I said, I usually don’t like it, but this time
I hugged her back. Now that I think about it, maybe John
Lennon reminds me more of Alan than of Kevin. T bet that

(iynthia cried as much as my mom did after he got married
to Yoko Ono. Ten itmes more, probably.
Now my summer is pretty much over. 1 technically start

the eighth grade in rwo weeks, but I have to start going
back early because of the Advanced ]^.7.7 band. As T said
before, I play the clarinet. I’ve been playing it since the
third grade when my class started an orchestra; 1 wanted
to play the violin, but bv die itme Mrs. Nichols got to my

name (It’s Webster), all that was left was the clarinet. We
were supposed to just learn how to play “Twinkle Twinkle,
1 itttle Star”, but Mom said that I was doing such a good job
that she would tr\' and get me lessons if I wanted. To be
honest, I was happv to do it. Its fun to play, and I remember
how good I felt when even'bod\’ applauded when my class
played at the Spring 'bestival assembly (Last spring, me

and my mom went back to see my cousin Derek play the
cymbals with his class and they were really bad. I asked her
if I was ever that bad, and she just laughed. I renl/y hate that.)
It’s funny that whenever you read about someone who has
to play an instrument when they’re little, they always have
to stay inside while their friends are playing outside and the

teacher is some horrible old witch who’ll slap their hand if
they don’t play right. That’s nor what happened to me at all;
I still got to play Little League (I was a shortstop) and my
music teacher was this really nice lady named Lydia who
wasn’t much older than my mom.

Amway, that’s what brings me here now, back inside
the band room at school. We have get ready for our first
concert and today’s the first day of practice. Mom’s at work,
so I had to take the city bus down here. It was weird walking
into the band room again; I know it’s just been two-and-a-
half months, but it seems like years alrn{)st. I got here a little
early because of the bus, so I sat in my chair (Second chair.
Mr. Kingston assigned me for this year at the end of last
year.) and watched everybody else come in and get ready. I
went and sat down next to this guy Kyle for a minute. He
plays trombone and he spent the summer living with his dad
in North Carolina. 1 le was telling me about the amusement
park his dad manages and how he got to go on all the rides
for free when Vickie Cowell walked in. She plays the flute,
and I guess you could say she’s my dream girl. She has this
reddish blonde-type hair that’s actually looks like George’s
old wife Pattic. Today’s she wearing red shorts and a white
t-shirt that you can totally see her bra underneath.

I once heard these guys in the trumpet section talking
about how big her boobs are, but I think she’s really nice.
We only talked a couple of times last year, but there was this
kind of School dance in our gym when she came up to me
and asked if I wanted to dance (I had promised myself that
I would ask her for the last song, but she asked me first, and
it was a slow song, too. I didn’t know the name of the song
we danced to, but I went to the record store at the mall later

and looked it up. It was “I Go Crazy” by Paul Davis). W'e
only had class together a couple more times before summer
started, but she was always talking to someone else and 1
never got the chance to go up and talk to her before the last
day. I even got her number out of our school director}' and
thought about calling her during the summer, but I got too

ner\x)us. Maybe 1 can talk to her after we’re done today.
I talk with Kyle until Mr. Kingston walks up to his music

stand and tells us to take our seats. He then asks us to take

our sheet music out and get our instruments put together
(It’s cool how we just get started like this instead of like the
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Don’l Tell An\il>od)i About (jeorqe (coni.)

other classes on the hrst day of school where they spend the
whole time reading the syllabus out loud as if we couldn’t
do it by ourselves.) My clarinet is pretty easy to set up, and
wliile I do it I watch Vickie screwing together her flute (The
clarinets and the flutes both sit in the middle row, but the

flutes arc farther down, just below the trumpets.) While
we’re doing this, Mr. Kingston gets his music organized
on his stand and writes down something on the overhead
projector right next to him. Then he welcomes us back
for another year, but it’s a shorter speech than the ones

most teachers give. He tells us about playing drums in his
father’s band over the summer and then he savs he hopes
that we practiced during the summer before we’re going
to tr\- “Moonlight Serenade” first. “I’m not expecting you

guys to sound great or anything,” he savs. “I just want us

to get used to playing together. We have plenn- of time to
work on it.”

] hear some of the other guys groan, but T practiced
enough that I know it okay. Mr. Kingston gave us rvt-o
songs to practice during the summer: one was “(ihattanooga
Choo-Choo” and the other was “Moonlight Serenade.”
They’re both old songs, but I think its better that bands
and orchestras like ours play old songs (The marching band
played that Rolling Stones song “Miss You” during an
assembly last year, and it just sounded weird.) Mr. Kingston
says that this was primarily a clarinet song so that us clarinets
(Andy’s first chair, I’m second, and Scott’s third) will be
starting off and the rest of the band will join in. 'I'lien he
taps his baton, I wet my reed and count off my time, and
then he leads us in.

Scott’s a little out of tune, but besides that we’re able to

get going okay; I’m trj'ing to pretend I’m back in my room

practicing by myself, but 1 look over at Vickie while I’m
playing.We’re just about to get to the part where everybody
else joins in, but Vickie looks us atid sees me looking at her.
Normally, I’m pretty good at looking away before a girl sees
me looking at her, but 1 was also busy concentrating on
playing and was a little slow. But guess what? |ust before
she picks up her flute and starts in, she smiles and winks
at me. Right at me. She winks at me, ami just then the rest
of the band starts up. It’s kind of like on the movies or
TV when the man and woman kiss and the orchestra starts

playing. She was looking right at me, tof). 1 can tell. It’s a

little scary, but mostly it’s exciting.
She likes me, too. Maybe she loves me.
I try looking back at her, but she’s watching her sheet

music. I’m excited, but I still have to finish the song, but
as 1 keep plaving, I feel lighter. Instead of having to focus
on my tongue placement and my lips and on the notes, it
all seems to happen naturally, and the music just comes by
itself without me having to do anything at all. It’s like when
I was learningto ride a bike and when my mom let the seat

go and I was able to keep riding and riding without falling
over. Kind of like that.

I can even play with my eyes closed like I’ve seen the
older jazz guys do, but now something else happens. F-ven
though I’m playing “Moonlight Serenade,” I start to think
of “Wliile My Guitar Gently Weeps” and the F.ric Clapton
guitar solo at the end of it. It’s a totallydifferentsong (that’s
rock, and this is jazz) but I feel like I did the first time I
heard it; like the music is so powerful that 1 want to get

up and walk around the room. I feel that way all the time
while I listen to music, but I’ve never felt that way while I’m

playing. 1 keep looking over at Vickie and thinking about
Fric Clapton and I just keep on playing; I’m supposed to

sit up straight and keep still, but I can’t help but move back
and forth in itme with the music and this feeling keeps
going and going until we reach the end of the song and ^I^.
iMngston stops his baton and we’re done.
My mouth feels dn'. I need to go to the bathroom.
I don’t know if Mr. Kingston or anybody else was paying

attention to me; he just says, “Not too bad. That was
okay. Catch your breath for a minute.” He then goes over

to talk to the trumpet section and I look over at Vickie.
She’s looking over the music on her music stand, but she
looks ov'er at me, smiles ugahi^ and leans over to whisper to
Lorelei, the girl sitting next to her. I look down and stare
at my music stand, but T feel great. T have to breathe slowly
out of my mouth to keep from getting lightheaded. 1 think
T ought to ask Vickie to go out with me. W’e can go to the
movies; I saw a trailer for one called Time After Time that

looks pretty good. Maybe we’ll even kiss. Maybe I’ll call and
ask her; 1 think she’d say yes.
And now T have another idea. Maybe I can ask Mom if I

can take guitar lessons someday. #
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Mag Big

Cassie Ridgway
Response to Mag Big

Cassie RidgwayI bcr her love for the world

and a rcalit\' all encompassing

so to lift this pen
a Texan

words we discover on un-dustcd shelves

in corners where corners have a different light,
the rock

and no other overlooks this moment,

the smallness

small like a human;

in vastness the celebration all around me.

18,000 independents,

and she whom i beg an answer,

sure as she projects across distance and irme,

her vibrations arc expanding

just as the roads before me

which stretch like tendrils clinging to a drop of water.

I’ve many dreams to believe,

and many sights to see

before i mean anything i say.
a brave man, a better man,

betting for the magnificent Big.

speak to me

bridge east and west,

never stop to think
until the waters face 3’ou.

I’ve told you once before,

maybe you didn’t listen,

we just don’t have irme,

believe in it, don’t forget,

forget my heart in Bangkok,

too much to see not to forget something,

scatter yourself
salt the earth with memories

one can only create on a road;
a road immeasurable.

1, for one, once touched big

standing upon the butte.

1 dreamed big.

I dreamed you before i ever knew you.

and found an earth inside my stomach.
T cut in.

my insides poured out

through the hole in my side

that I held irght, when i was around you.

still it bled through the linen,
turn white to red

red to black

harden and link;

a stentorian voice; rock-like, butte-like figure,

alone in the coming months,

even though I’ll find )'ou in expressions,
if you died in away,

i revived you

when it snowed unexpectedly.
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Lyla And Ganesh In Love

Joan Dobbie

W'hcn Lyla was 52, going on 19, she fell madly in love with Cxanesh, who was a good deal younger, and looked

a good deal younger than that. She fell in love with him because he dutifully gave her lots & lots of sex & because he

was tall, black, inexplicably beautiful, and oddly sad, and because she was astrologicallv ready to fall in love according to

her horoscope and according to the psychic whom she hadn’t yet met but a decade or so later when she was to meet him

would tell her that the whole rigmarole had already been set in motion by the stars several centuries earlier, (ianesh was,

by the way, a musician. Not famous. Often hungry.

His being a musician, according to the psychic, explained everything.

Due to circumstances as yet unfortold, for the next two decades, Lyla never again left her house, but sat in

silent meditation, waiting for Ganesh to appear, which he did on occasion, despite the fact that he was incapable of

impregnating her, no matter how hard he worked at it. All of her relatives, however: her children, her nieces, her semi-

children, even her middle-aged sibling set to producing offspring by the dozens. This, she assumed had to do with her

own psyche being not quite in tune with the physical reality of its circumstances and so causing chaos in the material

world. Ganesh himself, with the help of a certain enthusiastic young devotee, produced a strong, handsome son without

any assistance from Lyla whatsoever.

Lyla, in time, contracted cancer of the breast. Which didn’t kill her.

\X hen she was 72, going on 20, Lyla at last fell out of love with Ganesh, but discovered that she loved him

nonetheless and in fact (big surprise) that he was now, finally, obsessively in love with her. This had been predicted by

the psychic a decade previously and so came as no surprise.

1 le asked her to marry him. She said yes.

As it turned our, the very next day, while crossing a six lane highway on her way to the bridal boutique, Lvla was

struck and killed by an immense pearly pink SUV. The driver, a 29- going-on -73- year-old single mother of rambunctous

half-black triplets (all three of whom oddly enough bore a striking resemblance to Ganesh), her ipod turned on max, had

been attempting an international call on her camera phone, while turned around backwards in her seat changing three

nappies at once, and hadn’t been paying quite enough attention to the road. Her name was Agnes.

Ganesh was heartbroken (despite being mildly relieved). In Lyla’s honour he composed a magnificently

harmonious & rhythmical elegy which immediately topped all of the charts, both in the U.S. and .Furope, not to mention

Africa, India, Australia and the Caribbean. He became not only famous, but exquisitely rich, married Agnes, took up

residence in Bollywood, Jamaica, and Iwed happily ever after.

1 lis being a musician, as the psychic had previously pointed out, explained, everything.
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Rain

Light Dixon

An old familiar friend, rapping on my roof soothes my senses and relieves the tensions of the dav. In lively,

detailed whispers of monologue this conversation spills out of the Natural Universe to rap more rapidly upon the metal

roof of my motor home.

Sound waves mount and break into joyous exclamations, subsiding into guarded, softly shared secrets. Rising

slightly in monotone, a casual voice dissects the wet and sludg)’, running through the peeling surface of variegated, green

skin like unimportant facts ladled drearily upon the neighborhood; hot-fudge-gossip drizzled over another vanilla Sunday:

plenty of nuts & no banana.

1 wonder how I allow my mood to be manipulated so? I’m more prone to enjoy a lusty concert or the melody

of a light mist than this palm' drip—drip—drip of petty gossip. This is my conditioning, my attitude. I may have earned

it during the first dozen years of my life while living in the flood district of a small (Oklahoma town. W henever the rain

quieted to constant drips in rest between hours of torrendal downpours we would go out and look to see how high the

creeks had risen, to judge if they would leave their banks. ()ur families often stacked furniture and boxes hurriedly through

the night, tr\‘ing to beat the water as it rose ominously. The floods scoured the land, robbing properties of anything

buoyant as it rushed through outdoor commodes and septic ranks. This is probably the reason why cemeteries arc located

upon hills.

Our family would stay uptown with friends for a few days while we waited for ihe thick, muddy water to subside.

Upon return we buried or hauled away the dead animals that had floated onto the property. Baseboards and linoleum

floors, peeled up to access mopping the nast\' mud and gook through the cracks, would be replaced later, after most of the

water and some of the smell had gone. W'e took down boxes and furniture after the floods had abated and then scrubbed

the walls clean.

Believe me; I really love the rain, even through its persistent dripping. It reminds me chiefly that its power is in

its perseverant nature to cleanse, nourish the earth and to stimulate renewal wherever it may fall. If I could change it at all

I would simply add the voices of birds, frogs and wind.^
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Denali

Magazine

For more than thirty years, Lane Community College has been

supporting its students and the local creative society by providing one

of the most important opportunities a writer or artist will ever receive:

a chance to publish their work. Throughout its tenure, Denali has

taken many shapes and sizes, ever evolving in form, but constant in its

mission. Through the publication of work, we reach many ends, but

none more important than giving the sense of involvement with the

greater creative community. This sense is fostered by the contributors,

but only reaches fruition when an issue is in the hands of the readers.

Lane Community College

Eugene, Oregon


