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HY l>nVAMS
VINCENT VOK

h en  I arrived in N ew  York c ity  it was a co ld , gray, February Sunday m orning.
Dreams were chasin g  each  other to sleep  up and dow n the street. 1 had a gui-

_  ‘'tar full o f m usic and a head full o f ice, but my heart was beating pure b lood of
w onder and joy. T h e  ech oes o f my footsteps fo llow ed  m e up and dow n long, end lessly  num - 
bered streets and avenues. 1 w alked through mazes w alled  by th ick , h igh  buildings. By day or 
n igh t the lights were just bright enough . A b ove  my eyes the sky was a th in , crooked ribbon. 
B elow  my path hard con crete  m uffled the restless thunder o f hungry journeys. A  new  city  is 
yours to put togeth er like bu ild ing blocks. You can be w ho you w ant, and any street or a lley can  
lead to success or failure.

I cam e to N ew  York one cold  w inter full o f dreams, h op ing  on e w ould be captured and made 
real and g iven  the good life. I opened  my bag and they scattered and bounced like litter in the 
w ind. A t first 1 ran dow n each  street to look after them . T h en , as they grew d istant I tried to  
th in k  o f them  as seeds that one day m ight spring up again in my path.

P eople freshly far from hom e are desperate but undecided . T h ey  in stin c tiv e ly  look for a fam ih  
iar face through the m illion s o f strange ones. W h en  you see the sam e face three tim es you’re no  
longer strange, or a stranger. A  sm all, u n n oticed  crack appears in your deepest roots. T im e sur- 
rounds you and leads you far. It is cruel but pain less. You hardly n o tice .

T h ere  was a sim ilar group o f  desp erate, m isfit p oets , losers, wizards m adm en and hungry  
w om en that had already nested  around th e  few  blocks o f G reenw ich  V illage that offered m usi'
cal haven s for w ould-be pop prophets and saviors. S om e had b een  there for years, p icking at
bones, leav in g  som e o f  their ow n. O thers, like m yself, were on ly  just arriving. O thers still were 
leav in g , casualties o f drugs or reality, lifted  away by routine angels to d istant w h ite  clouds.

It was on  a square c ity  b lock  in a circ le  o f ligh t that I m et D ick ie , w ho was already figh ting  a 
good fight w ith  h is ow n angels. W ounded  in Suburbia by a Prom Q u een  and no n ig h t'life , he  
staggered in to  tow n w ith  a lo t o f chords and Bob D ylan on  h is lips. 1 m yself had a leather a tti' 
tude, to h ide my fear.

W e becam e friends and regulars in a scene o f unfriendly irregulars. T here were gam es to be 
played for success. W e ignored them , ran from them , resented  them  and en v ied  the players.

N ew  York always leaves you w ith  an em pty taste in your soul w h ich  you always need  to fill. 
W e chased  th e em ptin ess dow n w ith  pot, beer and cheap , th ick  brandy and it fe ll and rose like 
a m ushroom  cloud punch ing  through the sky. T here was m usic in us and words that rhymed  
and that freezing em p tin ess we occu p ied  w ith  tim e. W e hated  ourselves and we loved  each  
other like brothers.

T h e  n igh ts were as long as life and th e  h o stilitie s  from the V illage  ch iefs, w ho th ou gh t we 
were undiscip lined  fools, m ade us fee l like crippled m issionaries. Our em ptiness was vast and we 
prayed to ourselves in song and silen ce  and our laughter as the loudest, and often  we were ugly 
and always we were free.

There are roads waiting, and journeys and streets yet to be numbered and mapped. W e were clue- 
less, confused, stranded; music is merely an abstract guide w ithout a strong voice to translate it.

A t that tim e 1 began renting a room  from an uptow n actor nam ed M ichael. H e was a gen tle  
hom osexual w ho lived  w ith  three cats and sixty five w ell-fed  roaches. W e m et in the off-off 
B roadw ay th e a te r  w h ere  1 was l iv in g , o n  2 2 n d  str e e t n ear S e v e n th  A v e n u e : V a n  G o g h  
Productions. Stranger on the Earth was the nam e o f the play. A  long, d eta iled  production  about 
V in c e n t V an  G ogh . 1 acquired the job o f stage m anager, set builder, ligh tin g  tech n ic ia n  and art 
forger. In return 1 was g iven  a p lace to sleep , a pot o f boiled  potatoes and all the chan ge I could  
steal out o f the soda m ach in e. I slept on  stage in the co t that was used for the death  scene. In 
the blackness o f the em pty theater at n igh t I w ould dream o f V in cen t standing over m e, lo o k 
ing at me like I was crazy. O n e o f my lost dreams look in g  for a p lace to die? N o t  here. N o t yet. I 
need  th is dream.

M ich a e l was suffering from  u nreq u ited  liv e  and 1 was suffering from  p ot, frustration  and  
brandy. W e com forted  each  o ther the best we cou ld , n eith er  on e o f  us understanding th e  other. 
H e was a kind, generous, to leran t m an. H e never m inded w h en  I offered D ick ie  or other h o m e
less m usicians a p lace to stay for the n igh t. H e w ould enjoy look ing  at their asses as they slept 
like babies on  the floor.
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M ich ael w ould die o f  A ID S  a few  years later. I never  
got the ch an ce to pay the back rent I ow ed him . H e was a 
good, good person, and I w ish he was still around.

D ick ie  had no to lerance for gays, a lthough  he appreci
ated the shelter. W e were both  hungry for a real w om an, 
but c o u ld n ’t break th e  ch a in s o f  tresh scars left on  our 
egos by the w om en back hom e. W e took  turns dating the  
Bronx Irish C a th o lic  (as she called  herself) that lived  in  
the apartm ent dow n th e  h a ll, but we w ere too  large in  
our ow n m inds to last too  long w ith  her. It ended w ith  
me w h en  I asked to borrow five dollars. I have no  idea 
w hen it began and ended w ith  D ick ie. A round that tim e  
Bob D ylan pulled Jesus C hrist out o f  a dark corner o f his 
room  w here he had been  all along and had H im  sit in the  
ligh t for a w h ile . Suddenly  all the m etaphors turned in to  
d og 'lik e  dogma; karma w ith  a v en g ea n ce . S im p le  songs

b eca m e prayers and d ru n k en  th o u g h ts  b ecam e d iv in e  
states o f  m ind. W e played the role o f h o ly  outlaw s all too  
w ell. T h ey  could  sm ell us com ing, hear our breath around  
th e  corner, fee l our h eat. W e fe ll from  grace w ith  the  
graceless.

T h e wings o f thought, on ce  lightened  by drugs and alco- 
hoi were now  m erely all th inn ed  out. T h ey  refused to sup
port our w eight. O n e n igh t D ick ie stepped on  my m usic 
and I got pissed off at him . H e left wounded. H e tells me 
that 1 threw his stuff out the w indow . I d on ’t remember. 
My creative vo ice  fractured in to  vo ices that becam e angry
to be in my dreams. I m oved out o f M ich ael’s after ch ip 
p in g  away a ll o f  th e  p laster on  o n e  o f  th e  w alls in my 
room. I w ould break glass and cut m yself to draw the words 
out. My poetry becam e blood on  the paper.

T h is  i l lu s io n  o f  g r e a tn e s s  th a t  an ger  so m e tim e s  is 
pushed me and pulled me for a co u 
p le o f  years. M y life was a spectre  
th a t  ran  as 1 a p p r o a c h e d  it . M y 
dreams chased  each  other and o th 
ers d o w n  th e  s tr e e ts , and it hurt
w h e n  I r eco g n iz ed  o n e  or tw o o f  
th em  as they  d isappeared in to  the  
ligh ts or shadow s. T im e was sh ift
in g  on  and I was ch a n g in g . I was 
aging. I was liv in g  and dying.

ic k ie  c a m e  to  v is i t  m e 
recen tly . H e ’s l iv in g  in  
San Francisco now , pur

s u in g  h is  d r e a m . N e w  Y ork  h as  
soured a lo t o f  dream s la te ly . W e  
to ld  e a c h  o t h e r  w e h a v e n ’t 
ch a n g ed , th a t w e s t i l l  lo o k ed  th e  
sam e. H e en joyed  th e  com p an y  o f  
my ten  year old  son, D ylan. H e told  
him  w hat a tough guy his father was 
o n c e .  “Y e a h , r i g h t .” M y so n  
responded w ith  lov in g  sarcasm.

W e  w e n t  o u t  th a t  n ig h t  an d  
p la y e d  m u s ic  to  e a c h  o th e r ,  w e  
sm oked  c ig a re tte s  and drank beer  
an d  g o ld e n  b ra n d y  from  o n e  o f  
th o se  l i t t le  b o tt le s  h e  g o t on  th e  
p la n e .  W e  la u g h e d  a b o u t  th o s e  
days, and sh o o k  our h ea d s. T im e  
passes w ith  a steady hand, tou ch in g  
e v e r y t h in g .  W e  p la y e d  o u t  ou r  
m em o ries  m o st o f  th e  n ig h t . T h e  
n e x t  day I drove him  to  th e  ferry 
w h ere  h e  c o u ld  m ak e it to  som e  
train  th a t w ould  bring h im  to th e  
a irp o rt. I rem em b er  o n c e  o n  3rd  
S treet and 6 th  A v e n u e  saying on e  
m ore o f  m an y  g o o d -b y e s  to  h im . 
“Be carefu l.” I told  him .

“I’m a big boy,” he replied, resent
ful o f  leaving.

“O n e o f us has to be.” 1 answered  
as he clim bed dow n the stairs to the 
subway. I w atched him  disappear and 
then  crossed the street, in a dream.
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Dance louder 
so I 

can 
hear your 

breath

Debra Behr

found your twin 
lost 

angry 
Just as 

1
left you 

kissing God

Debra Behr

White Coffins

ebony trees stand gravely, 
as the winter wind snatches 
their autumn spirit, 
branches crack and fall 
into the yielding s n o w -  
soft shuffling sounds, 
white coffins.

Steven R. Schwartz
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(for Calra) 
Thomas Good

least th ey ’ve got the trains running on  tim e ,” C ain  m uttered, as the A m trak Express 
idled in the N ew  Jerusalem station . T h e  Express had left S on  C ity  an hour beh in d  schedu le and 
the thirty m inute stopover in N ew  Jerusalem had already exceed ed  tw o hours.

C ain  nodded at the con ductor, h is co n ta c t in the underground; the m an w ho w ould get him  
new  papers and a new  m ission . C ain , a sec tio n  leader in the R esistance, was a m an on the run. 
Before his cover was b low n he had b een  an em ployee at the M inistry o f  S cien ce; a binder o f  
books on  C reation ism , N u clear  A rm ageddon and other approved topics. H e had used h is access  
to governm ent prin ting presses to produce an ti-govern m en t tracts.

C a in ’s m ission  had been  com prom ised  w hen  th e  S on  C ity  P o lice  d iscovered  that he was the  
on e  w ho had sto len  a box o f  books sla ted  for p u b lic  burning. U n a b le  to co n sig n  T rop ic  o f  
C ancer and L olita to the flam es, C ain  had been  forced to flee W ash in gton , or S on  C ity  - as it 
was now  called , after h is th eft was reported by a scrupulous coworker.

C ain  lam ented  the loss o f h is job. In these tim es it w asn’t easy for a Black m an to get a d ecen t  
job, let a lon e a c iv il service post.

C ain  also found it a pity that his p o litica l work had been  interrupted. It was a critica l tim e for 
propaganda r id icu lin g  th e  E lect. T h e  g overn m en t was vu lnerab le due to the recen t m ilitary  
defeats they had suffered in U ta h , w here a handful o f M orm on irregulars were h o ld in g  o ff the  
vaunted  A rm y o f S a lva tion . For three years C a in ’s pam phlets had m ocked the alleged  m ilitary  
prow ess o f  P resid en t H a lliw e ll,  th e  C o m m a n d e r -in -C h ie f , and h is M in ister  o f  W ar, Buck  
C an n on . H a lliw ell, a former carn ival huckster and drug addict, had found C hrist a personal sav- 
ior and p o litica l exp ed ien t. C an n on , a d efense contractor and m anufacturer o f dashboard icons, 
had g o tten  very rich in the w ake o f  th e  R ev o lu tio n  that had estab lish ed  th e  “R ealm  o f th e  
S o n .” B oth  m en had been  regular targets o f C a in ’s satirical brochures.

H is nerves frayed, C ain  stiffened  as an officer o f the N atural Guard boarded the train. T h e  
G uardians, former activ ists  in the struggle for P re-N atal S e lf  D eterm in ation  and M en ’s R ights 
(w hat C ain  term ed “Fetus E nvy”), were se lf described “en ligh ten ed  racists.” T h ey  fu n ction ed  as 
the shock troops and secret p o lice  o f th e  E lect, the ruling body that had replaced the p re-exist- 
ing tripartite system  o f governm ent. T h e  blackshirted  G uardians had “n o th in g  person al” against 
their sworn enem ies: M uslim s, M orm ons, C ath o lics , Jews, and above all. Baptists. G uardians 
hunted  dow n “E nem ies o f the S ta te” in order to offer these m isguided creatures the opportunity  
to  h a v e  th e ir  sou ls “S a v e d ” at p u b lic  s to n in g s . T h is  o fficer , w h o se  n am e tag read: “A b e l, 
L ie u te n a n t W illia m  T . ,” was e sc o r t in g  a M u slim  p rison er. A n o th e r  sou l for sa v in g , C a in  
thought.

“E xcuse m e. L ittle  B rother,” the L ieu ten an t said as he brushed past C ain . T h e  L ieu ten an t  
liked to refer to Black m en as “L ittle B rother”: a term o f endearm ent from an en lig h ten ed  racist.

T h e  L ieu ten an t’s prisoner, a tall and th in  B lack m ale, looked  fam iliar to C ain . A h  yes, C ain  
m used, th is m an had been  a p o litica l and spiritual leader o f  th e  B lack com m u n ity  in Jericho, 
form erly C h icago . H e had b een  on  the N ew s lately; som eth in g  about being apprehended and 
incarcerated  in N ew  Jerusalem . A p p aren tly  he had con verted  to Islam w h ile  in prison. C a in  
estab lished  eye co n ta c t w ith  th e  brother as he passed. A  born leader, charism a em anated  from  
the m an’s every pore. A d ren a lin e  flood ed  C a in ’s nervous system . C ou ld  th is m an have so m e
th in g  to do w ith  h is n ex t m ission? T h e  B lackshirt and h is charge took  seats in th e forward se c 
tion  o f the car as a beautifu l young w om an boarded the train.

S h e  w ore th e  uniform  o f  th e  S is ter s- in -C h r is t , th e  C h ristian  M ilit ia . A  sta tu esq u e B lack  
w om an, she w alked w ith  u n com m on  e legan ce . C ain  found h im se lf a ssen ting  m eekly  w hen  she  
asked if she m ight sit n ex t to  him . I’ll be dam ned, C a in  th ought, w ill th is train ever m ove?

“Praise the Lord, B rother, w hat a beautifu l c ity ,” the S ister said as she looked out C a in ’s w in 
dow, adm iring the crucifixes that stretched  up from the tw in  tow ers.

“Y eah ,” said C ain . Interior M in ister Frank Braggert was an oth er beneficiary o f  C a in ’s literary 
ven om . A  form er te lev a n g elist w ho had b een  co n v ic ted  o f p ed op h ilia , Braggert had been  par
doned  and released from prison after the R evo lu tion . H a lliw ell had m ade Braggert C h ie f  o f  the  
R ealm ’s p o lice  forces, in clu d in g  the G uardians, due to h is expertise in law en forcem en t. N ew  
Jerusalem, n ee N ew  York, had been  Braggert’s first project. In the early days, thousands o f s in 
ners were Saved daily. Rum or had it that their corpses were “to g eth er -in -C h r ist” at th e  bottom
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o f the East R iver.
T w o w h ite  m en entered  the train as the en g in e revved. A  w ounded m an, clad in the uniform  o f a corporal in the Army 

o f S a lva tion , hobbled  past C ain . H e was fo llow ed  by an older m an w ith  closely  cropped gray hair. T h is m an wore the  
uniform  o f a sergeant in  the L ions o f  Judah, as the federal prison guards were know n.

“You A b el?” th e old  m an grow led as he approached the officer.
“A ffirm ative ,” the B lackshirt replied. “W h o  are you?”
“P eters, L ions o f Judah, here to receive the prisoner,” the old  m an said.
“My orders are to return th is L ittle Brother to the au thorities at Jericho ,” A b el answered.
“S u it yourself, L ieu ten an t,” Peters replied, “I guess w e’ll ride together. Lucas, le t ’s sit h ere ,” he said to the wourided 

m an. T h e  tw o w h ite  m en g lanced  over at C a in  and th e Sister. C a in  looked away.
So , C ain  though t, th e  M uslim  was to be Saved. Probably at “T h e  C a stle ,” the federal prison at Jericho.
Peters and the w ounded Lucas sat dow n just as the overhead  te lev isio n  flickered to life. T h e  im age o f D octor R ogerson, 

the M in ister o f  C ulture, appeared on  the screen. R ogerson, the sole m em ber o f the E lect to possess a bachelor s degree, 
was H a lliw e ll’s propaganda ch ief. “W ill everyone p lease rise for th e n ation a l an th em ,” his im age com m anded.

Peters and Lucas stood up, grum bling. A b e l jerked the prisoner to h is feet. T h e  S ister took C ain  s hand and they rose 
as a choir  sang the anthem . A s th e  soldiers saluted, th e  v id eo  screen b lasted “G od is W a tch in g ,” the on e-tim e pop song  
that had becom e the n a tio n ’s anthem . C ain  fe lt h is palm s sw eating as h e  realized that h is n ex t m ission  m ight w ell be his 
last. H e fe lt certa in  that h is assignm ent was to rescue the M uslim . H ow  th is was to be accom plished  rem ained a mystery.

T h e  S ister squeezed C a in ’s hand as the m usic crescendoed . W h at a gorgeous creature, C ain  thought, a ripe plum , direct 
from th e Euphrates. A  true beauty; and a true believer. Poor fool.

“I’ll be godd am ned ,” C ain  m uttered, cursing h is luck, as the train rolled  out o f the station .

C h a i n ’s mystery ended around n igh tfa ll, as the train thundered through G ood  Shepherd, P ennsylvan ia . A s the steel 
m ills o f  W estern  P ennsylvan ia  passed by, the con -  
ductor dropped a slip o f paper in to  C a in ’s lap. C ain  
m et the m an, code nam e Zachariah, in the passage- 
way outside the lavatory.

“W e ’re go ing  to m ake our m ove at C olum bus, 1 
m ean . S on  R ise ,” Zac said. “I’ll grab th e  prisoner  
b u t i t ’s up to  y o u  an d  P e te r s  to  ta k e  o u t  th e  
B lacksh irt.”

“Peters?” C ain  said.
“Y eah, Peters. H e ’s on e o f  us. But you’ll h ave to  

f in ish  th a t B lack sh ir ted  bastard. P eters is an o ld  
m an .”

“F in ish ?  I, u h , c a n ’t k i l l  a n y b o d y . . . I ’m a 
Quaker. 1 jo in ed  the R esistance to stop the k illin g .
T h is m an may be the enem y but h e ’s still a hum an  
being. H e ’s my brother. I’m sorry, but I ca n ’t do it .”

“Your brother? L isten  foo l, you’re just a nigger to  
him . If it was up to h im , you and me w ould be dead.
S h it ,  h e ’s a G u a rd ia n . Y ou k n o w  w h ere  th e y ’re 
recruited from. . .get it together, brother. D o your 
job. K ill that bastard. R em em ber: we m ove outside  
C olum bus. W h en  I en ter  th e  car, you m ove. G o t  
it?”

C a in  nodded , num b. T h e  train was passing over  
T rin ity  Bridge w h en  he returned to h is seat. C ain  
stared out the w indow  at th e  three rivers o f G ood  
Shepherd.

“A re you  a ll r igh t, b roth er?” th e  S is ter  ask ed .
C ain  look ed  up at her. A t  th e  far end o f the car.
L ie u te n a n t  A b e l guarded  h is  p r iso n er , h is  stare  
burning through the d eep en in g  dusk.

“Y eah .” C ain  w orried a loose thread on  h is parka, 
rum in ating  about h is new  assign m en t, cursing h is 
m isfortune.

“You sure you ’re all right?” the Sister said.
“Y eah, 1 th in k  1 just n eed  som e air,” C a in  replied.
C a in  a n d  th e  S is t e r  m a d e  th e ir  w ay to  th e  

C h ap el car. C a in  ripped open  a w indow , gulp ing in  
m outhfuls o f  crisp w inter air. T h e  S ister gripped his S T E V £ N S C H V/ A R T 1
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hand, staring through h is haunted  look.
“W hat are you running from?” she asked.
C ain  stared out the w indow . In the d istance three cross- 

fires h t the even in g  skyhne; a book burning in  som e c iv ic  
cen ter , organized by a loca l G uardian unit. “I’ll be god- 
dam ned,” C ain  m uttered.

“Y eah, brother, they  gave th e Klan n ew  suits, but i t ’s 
the sam e sh it ,” the Sister w hispered.

C a in  sta red  at h er  in  d is b e l ie f .  “B ut y o u ’re in  th e  
M ilitia , you’re one o f  th em ,” he said.

S h e  k issed  h im , g e n t ly  at first. “I ’m in  th e  M ilit ia ,  
brother, but I a in ’t on e o f them . I’m a B lack w om an and  
d o n ’t th in k  for a m inu te these redneck fools w ill le t me 
forget th a t.”

S h e kissed him  again. T h e  train entered  the O h io  fron
tier under cover o f  a darkness pierced on ly  by the glow  o f  
th ree  b u rn in g  crosses. A  sm a ll p o c k e t o f  w arm th  in  a 
frozen w ilderness.

“S ister ,” C ain  w hispered, undoing her tun ic, “w hat do I 
ca ll you?”

Just outside S on  R ise the train stopped to take on  fuel. 
D uring th e  w ait tw o w h ite  soldiers - a G uardian private  
and a lance corporal in the A rm y o f  S a lva tion  - boarded  
the train.

“H ey, L .T .,” the Private said to A b el, “m ind if we ride 
w ith  you aw hile? W e ’re on  our way back to U ta h  to kick  
som e M orm on ass.”

A b el nodded.
“W h ere you ta k in ’ th is p iece  o f  sh it?” th e  o th er  m an  

asked.
“T h is  little  brother, L ance C orporal, is b ein g  escorted  

to  Jericho. You tw o m en may sit, provided you can  keep  
q u iet.”

“S u re , L .T . ,” th e  P r iv a te  sa id , “w e ’re s w it c h in g  at 
R esurrection , anyw ay.”

“T h a t ’s r ig h t ,  L o o - t e n a n t ,” th e  C o r p o r a l s a id ,  
“I n d ia n a p o lis ,  I m ea n  R e su r r e c t io n , t h a t ’s m y h o m e  
to w n .”

A b e l looked  away as the tw o soldiers took  seats across 
the aisle. T h e  Lance C orporal glared at the M uslim  pris
oner w ho returned th e  m an’s stare. E venly. Proudly.

“W h a t  th e  f u c k ’s th i s  b o y  g o t  o n  h is  h e a d ? ” th e  
C orporal dem anded.

A b el spun around in h is seat. “I told  you to keep still. 
C orporal,” he said m enacingly .

“It is a kuffee,” said a deep, m elod ic  v o ice . “I am a ser
van t o f  A lla h .”

“S ile n c e !” barked L ieu ten an t A b el, striking h is prisoner 
across th e  face w ith  a pow erful backhand.

“H e l l ,” m uttered  th e  C orporal, “h e ’s a god dam n sand  
n igger.”

“O n e  m ore w ord. C orp ora l, and I’ll te rm in a te  you  - 
right here, right n o w ,” snapped A b el.

T h e  M uslim  w atched  the exch an ge qu ietly , b lood  drip
p ing from his nostrils. A b el offered h is charge a h andker
ch ief. T h e  prisoner slow ly sh ook  h is head. A b e l shrugged.

A s C ain  and A va  w atched from th e rear o f th e  car, the  
in c id en t was reflected  on  the overhead  v id eo  screen . T h e  
drama was interrupted by the return o f th e  conductor.

“T ick e ts , p le a se ,” h e  said. P u n ch in g  C a in ’s tick e t, he

w hispered, “U nder the seat. . .”
A s the condu ctor m oved dow n the aisle, C ain  reached  

under h is seat, fum bling for the h id d en  revolver. L ooking  
up, C a in  g la n ced  n erv o u sly  at th e  tw o so ld iers  s it t in g  
opposite  A b el.

“S trength , brother,” S ister A va  said.
C a in  search ed  th e  d is to r ted  r e f le c t io n s  in  th e  v id e o  

screen  for som e sign o f  Peters, som e cue. Peters and the  
w ounded Lucas were s ittin g  d irectly  b eh in d  A b el. Lucas 
was apparently dozing.

T h in gs fe ll apart quickly. Peters jum ped up from h is seat 
and fired four tim es in to  the young B lackshirt private and  
his fe llow  traveler, k illin g  them  both . Zac, the conductor, 
sh ot A b e l at p o in t blank range, h ittin g  the L ieu ten ant in 
his left shoulder. A b el sm iled  th in ly  at Zac, drew his sem i
a u tom atic  and, using th e  M uslim  as a sh ie ld , put th ree  
rounds in to  th e  co n d u cto r . Zac dropped  to th e  ground  
w ith  a thud.

Sergeant Peters pan icked  and fired w ild ly, in the gen er
al d ir e c t io n  o f  A b e l.  A b e l,  th e  p r o f ic ie n t  k il le r , d is 
patch ed  th e  old  m an w ith  o n e  sh ot. A b e l rose from his 
sea t and  lo o k e d  arou n d  th e  car. T h e  w o u n d ed  L ucas  
peered up at the B lackshirt officer.

“W h at the h e ll is go ing  on . L ieutenant?” he stam m ered.
A b e l kicked Z ac’s crum pled form. N o  response.
“L ieu tenant, w hat the fuck is going on?” Lucas shrieked.
A b e l stared hard at Lucas, raising h is gun. Lucas c o v 

ered  h is  face w ith  h is  h an d s. A b e l fired tw ic e , h it t in g  
Lucas in th e heart. A s he slam m ed another c lip  in to  his 
gun, A b e l n o ticed  C a in  stan d in g  in  th e  rear o f  th e  car, 
danglin g  the revolver at h is side. S ister A va  scream ed a 
w arning to C ain  as A b el fired a full c lip  in their d irection . 
C ain  was h it in the arm and th e  stom ach , co llap sin g  o n to  
the carpeted aisle. A va  fell at h is feet, dead before she h it 
the ground. A s C ain  drifted in to  shock  he g lanced  around  
th e  car. A b e l ch an ged  c lip s and began  w alk in g  tow ard  
him . C ain  ca lled  A v a ’s nam e as tears blurred his v is ion . 
From the front o f  the car cam e th e sound o f  ch an tin g  in 
A rab ic. A s C a in  faded he saw A b e l stan d in g  over h im , 
h old in g  the unfired revolver.

“F inish  m e ,” C ain  pleaded.
“N o t  today. L ittle B rother,” the B lackshirt answ ered.

C ain  aw oke in a h osp ita l bed. A  plaque on  the w all said  
som eth in g  about C hrist C ou n ty  H osp ita l, Jericho, Illino is. 
N urses buzzed to and fro, som etim es stopping to adjust the  
various tubes stick in g  out o f  C a in ’s arms. A  d istan t throb
b in g  e c h o e d  from  h is  h e a v ily  b an d aged  m id se c tio n . A  
passing nurse inform ed C ain  that he had been  asleep for 
fiv e  days. S h e op en ed  h is curta ins and sw itch ed  on  the  
t e le v is io n .  A  m o rn in g  n ew s b ro a d ca st le a p t from  th e  
screen.

“T h e  te r r o r is t  w as tr ie d  e a r ly  th is  m o r n in g  in  th e  
P eo p le ’s C ourt. H igh  Justice T erance M cR andell presided. 
T h e accused  defended  h im self. W e go n ow  to a tape o f  the  
proceed in gs.”

T h e  cam era pulled  away from th e an ch orw om an ’s sm il
ing face, en terin g  a courtroom . O n  a raised dais, backed  
by flag  lik e  p o r tra its  o f  P r e s id e n t  H a l l iw e l l ,  In te r io r  
M inister Braggert and oth er  m em bers o f  the E lect, sat the  
presiding judge. Lord M cR an dell. H e wore a black judge’s

P age  8 Ic tus  R ev iew  V o l u  m e  III , Issue



gow n over a c ler ic ’s collar. T h e  defendant, a Black m an, 
ta ll and th in , dressed in  a w h ite  robe, stood  before th e  
dais. Before the Law.

“W h a t h a v e  you done?  T h e  v o ic e  o f  your b r o th e r ’s 
blood cries out to me for ju stice ,” the judge in ton ed .

“I know  n o t my Lord,” the defendant said.
“L ittle  B rother, you are cursed by th e  very so il o f  our 

land w h ich  has absorbed your brother’s blood. A  fugitive  
and a vagabond is w hat you w ill be from this day h e n c e ,” 
Lord M cR andell said.

“M y p u n ish m en t is greater th an  I can  bear, my Lord. 
You have m ade m e a fu g itive before the very eyes o f  G od. 
Surely all the servants o f my Lord shall try to slay m e .” 

C ain  w iped th e sleep  from his eyes, stra in ing  to m ake 
out the fam iliar figure th at stood  before th e  Law. T h ere  
was som eth in g  about the m an. . .

“N ay, that w ould be un law fu l,” Lord M cR andell replied. 
“You shall be rem anded to  th e  federal prison located  at 
C h a tta h o o ch ie , in the Land o f N od , form erly Florida, for 
the rest o f  your unnatural life. N o n e  o f  th e prisoners there  
shall harm you lest they suffer a seven fo ld  ven gean ce. So  
that they recognize you, you w ill be a llow ed  to retain your 
head gear.” Lord M cR an d ell gestured to the d e fen d a n t’s 
w h ite skullcap, an open  w eave kuffee. “T h is unholy  hood  
sh a ll be th e  M ark o f  C a in  th a t n o n e  sh a ll str ik e . T h e  
mark o f  sham e that shall dam n you for the w an ton  murder 
o f your brother, the heroic  L ieu tenan t W illiam  A b el. May 
G od h ave m ercy on  your sou l.”

C ain  stared out th e  w indow . It was a beautifu l day in  
Jericho. C h ild ren  were ice skating in the park across the  
street from the hosp ita l. T h e  murder o f  L ieu tenan t A bel?  
S om eon e  had k illed  that bastard? T h e  M uslim  m ust have  
grabbed a gun from som ew here, C a in  thought. W h at did 
the judge m ean by the ‘Mark o f  C a in ’? C ain  looked  up as 
the anchorw om an reappeared on  the te lev is io n  screen.

“. . .from S on  C ity  w here he distributed an ti-C h ristian  
lies and slan d er. T h e  terrorist C a in  has co n fe ssed  to  a 
num ber o f  cap ita l crim es, h ow ever , as h e  has rep en ted , 
com in g  forth w ith  the nam es o f o ther agents o f  S atan , the  
court has taken pity on  h im  and spared his life. T h e  con -  
dem ned  was taken to C h a tta h o o ch ie  th is very m orning, to 
b egin  h is life sen ten ce . Praise the Lord.”

A  com m ercia l for the revised  G id e o n ’s B ible occu p ied  
th e  screen  as C a in  struggled to process th e  data he had  
in g e s te d . “D a m n a t io n ,” h e  m u ttered  “w h at th e  h e ll  is 
g o in g  on? W h y  d o n ’t th ey  just k ill me? W h y has th e  
M uslim  taken my place?”

T h e  a n ch orw om an  reappeared briefly  and in trod u ced  
another taped segm ent.

“T h is  very  day , P ra ise  th e  L ord , our h e r o ic  tro o p s  
launched  a major o ffen sive  that succeeded  in flush ing the  
M orm on defenders from their h id ing  p laces in w hat used 
to be S a lt Lake C ity . T h e  assault was led by a Sk inh ead  
unit, th e First A ryan D iv is io n , that suffered over seventy  
per cen t casu a lties .”

O n  th e screen a ragtag c o lle c t io n  o f  b lood ied  sk inheads 
grinned  and disp layed banners that read; “D eath  to the  
Z ion ist O ccu p ation  G overn m en t! D eath  to Z .O .G .! Long 
live  the R ealm  o f  the S o n !”

“O ver e lev e n  thousand C hristian  soldiers fe ll in battle  
and received  th e R apture,” th e  com m en ta tor  co n tin u ed . 
“In a press c o n fe r e n c e . In fo rm a tio n  M in ister  R ogerson  
d en ied  a C anadian  cla im  th at C hristian  forces used tacti'

cal nuclear w eapons against the M orm on bandits. A t the  
co n feren ce . M in ister R ogerson  told  a grateful m ultitude  
that the sin  o f polygam y has been w iped from the face o f  
the Earth. C a llin g  the M orm on atrocities ‘an ab om ination  
before the eyes o f th e Lord,’ R ogerson revealed that over 
six  th ou san d  o f  th e  P h ilis t in e  cr im in a ls and m urderers 
have been  captured. R ogerson told  a KRST reporter that 
the prisoners w ill be Saved im m ediately and that a special 
com m ando un it o f  the N atural Guard has been  d ispatched  
for th is purpose. R ogerson  also to ld  the thankfu l crowd  
th at S a lt Lake C ity  w ill be rechristened  ‘T h e  W hore o f  
B abylon .’”

“Praise the Lord,” C ain  m um bled, c losin g  his eyes.

* * *

C ain  n ex t aw oke tw o days later. H e stared in  d isb elief  
at the B lackshirted  v is itor th at sat n ex t to  h is bed. T h e  
G uardian sm iled. “G ood  m orning. L ittle B rother,” he said. 

“L ieu tenant A b e l, I thought you were dead. . .a dream?” 
“By th ee  my days have been  m ultip lied , and the years o f  

m y life  in c r e a s e d ,” A b e l sa id . “I h a v e  b een  p rom oted  
C aptain , thanks to you. L ittle B rother.”

“But on the news they said you were dead. T he Muslim. . .” 
“A h , the n ew s,” A b el replied, “the new s. Yes, it w ould  

seem  L ieu ten an t A b el is indeed  dead. I, L ittle Brother, am 
C ap ta in  S e th . I w ill com m and a frontier garrison, u n til 
the public forgets my face. E ventually  I hope to be able, so 
to  speak, to  recla im  my proper nam e. O n ce  th e  m asses 
have forgotten  m e, that is. I’m afraid th ey ’ll never forget 
your nam e, L ittle Brother. M inister R ogerson w ill see to 
that. U n fortu n ately  for you .”

“So w hat w ill becom e o f me?” C ain  asked.
“Y ou w ill be S a v ed , my b roth er. I’m afraid th a t tw o  

C ains w ould be redundant and we already have som eone  
to  play your part.”

“T h e  M u slim ,” C a in  said. “H ow  th e  h e ll did you get 
him  to do it? H e struck me as a m an o f character.” 

“Indeed. H ow ever, after we rem oved his. . .ob jection s. .
• he was happy to accep t our proposal. You know  M inister  
Braggert is even  a llow in g  h im  to take his w ife w ith  him  to  
N o d .”

“H ow  generous. . .”
“Yes. It seem s the w en ch  was already pregnant. S he w ill 

bear h im  a so n ,” A b el said. “A n d  you, my friend, w ill be 
transported to the federal prison in T urn erville , G eorgia. 
I’m afraid your S aving  w ill be devoid  o f  the usual fanfare, 
for obvious reasons.” A b el paused for a m om ent. “N ow , 
L ittle Brother, I have a q u estion  for you. S om eth in g  that 
puzzles me. W hy is it that you did n o t sh oot m e, w hen  you  
had the chance? I had my back to you for som e tim e. . .” 

C ain  stared at A b e l a m om ent before answ ering.
“I am  a F r ie n d ,” h e  sa id . “A  Q u a k er . I jo in e d  th e  

R esistance to stop the k illin g .”
“I see ,” m used A b el, “you are, in your ow n tw isted way, 

a m an o f G od. I respect that. In fact I had hoped it m ight 
be th e  case. Y ou n ev er  struck  m e as b e in g  a cow ard. . 
.hm m . . .we are indeed brothers, after a ll.”

A b e l rose from his chair and ex ten d ed  h is hand to C ain . 
C ain  shook  it weakly.

“G oodbye, friend C a in ,” A b el said.
“Y eah ,” C ain  replied, nodd ing  slow ly.
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Sntor TiornoY
Stephen Dowdell

L A U R E N C E  H A R B O R , N J , N O V E M B E R  2 7 ,  1 9 9 3  . . .It was h igh  tim e for T ierney  
G riffin  to be born, so her parents, Terry and T om m y, decided  to throw  a party, to coax her out.

It was a ltogeth er fittin g  and proper that they do this.
In fact, they had already tried it on ce , a couple o f  days before, by a tten d in g  a big fam ily ga th 

ering for T h an ksgiv ing . By th en , T iern ey ’s due date had passed w ith ou t in cid en t, so the couple  
were sure that T h an k sg iv in g  w ould get th ings rolling.

A t  T o m m y ’s p a ren ts’ h o m e on  S ta te n  Islan d , th ree  G riffin  g en era tio n s  sw arm ed about. 
G randparents, parents, kids. . .there were h igh  exp ecta tion s all around that the tim e had com e, 
and it was on  ev eryon e’s m inds. T h e  ch ildren  present at the d inner ' T iern ey ’s sister Tara Lee 
and brother T om m y, plus lots o f cousins - m ade a big banner ca llin g  on  T iern ey  to show  herself.

M aybe th e  pressure to perform was too  great, th e  v ib es at such a m ajor fam ily  ev e n t too  
charged. A nyw ay, n o th in g  happened. N o  T ierney. Later, at their h om e here, the G riffins hung  
the banner above T iern ey ’s crib in Tara L ee’s upstairs room , a room  she was eager to share.

A n d  th a t’s w hy, tw o days later, we were called  in , to eat leftover lasagna, play gam es, and 
induce labor.

S ix  o f  us made up the crew , w ith  n o t an inch  o f birth exp erien ce  am ong us.
T h ere was Bob and Lina, a S ta ten  Island cou p le w h o ’d just transplanted  th em selves, their  

sharp-edged, frenetic  urban hum or and black leather-jack et life-sty le  in tow , to a dreamy old  
house in m anicured suburban M ilburn, N ew  Jersey.

T h ere  was Frank, unm arried, w ho som e m on th s before had fo llow ed  th e  fle e t and h is job  
w hen the N avy  d ecided  to abandon the h alf-bu ilt H om e Port facility  on  S ta ten  Island.

T om , an oth er bachelor, was there, an Island b oh em ian  w ell know n both  underground as an  
in n o v a tiv e  m usician  and h ost o f m any m em orable parties; and above ground as an e ffective  
shaker o f  hands and agendas, an agitator for the a ltern ative arts com m unity . A n d  Eva and I, 
still learning to take care o f each  other after five years o f marriage, a grad student and writer 
w ith  parenthood  on  som e far horizon.

H ow ever, we each  knew  our place in th is particular universe. It was to party w ith  T om m y and  
Terry, to play gam es, to  be there.

E ight p eop le, all huddling around th e age o f 30. N o t  w hat you’d consider a major party. Even  
the youthful Tara Lee and T om m y were absent, staying over n igh t w ith  som e cousins. S till, we 
represented a core co n stitu en cy , the chorus in the G riffin s’ life drama. A n  additional few others 
w ould h ave m ade it m ost com p lete , perhaps, but we were en ough  to get the job done.

W e were there, you see, because T om m y and Terry have the kind o f fam ily life you’d w ant to 
be there to see, and to be part of. T h e  six o f us, there that n igh t, had also b een  there for m ost o f 
it.

T h eir  life has n o t been  easy. T h e y ’d married too young, w ith  the resp onsib ilities o f parent
hood  thrust at them  before they cou ld  ca tch  their breath.

A n d  they are n o t perfect individuals. T here are stubborn hum an w eaknesses at work in  their  
rela tionsh ip , and they struggle to overcom e them , hurting each  other occasion a lly  as they go, 
stum bling over the sam e kinds o f  em otion a l baggage and bad breaks that ch a llen ge  m ost o f us.

A s trite as it may sound, th a t’s their life. T h e  G riffins m ostly succeed  at it. T h at is n ot w hat 
m akes them  extraordinary.

A s parents, they are extraordinary. T om m y and Terry operate w ith  a natural grace, as if, by 
team ing up, they had aw akened w ith in  each  other an in n ate grasp o f the essen tia l too ls for par
en tin g . T h ey  treat their ch ildren  w ith  respect, teach in g  them  how  to do the sam e. T h ey  use d is
c ip lin e  w isely, rarely w ith  too m uch or too  little  zeal, and offer clear guidance o f w hat is right 
and wrong. A n d  they praise gen u in ely , and love  openly.

T h e  praise and love  are w ell d irected . Tara Lee, 10, and T om m y, 6, are tw o quite different l i t 
tle p eop le , but th ey  are b oth  beautifu l, a ffection a te , fiercely  in te llig en t, brim m ing over w ith  
life.

A n d  they know  how  to party. T h eir  parents, big partygoers and party throwers th em selves, 
included  their kids in the fun from th e very b eginn ing . First Tara Lee, th en  T om m y, have been  
regulars at all our parties, indoors and out, in gatherings o f 10 p eop le and 100, at qu iet even in g  
afk irs o f  cross legged con versation  as w ell as loud, sprawling, dance crazy, tw o day jams.

A s a result, the ch ild ren  are social dynam os, but w ield ing  a force that alm ost never turns d is
ruptive. Instead, they b lend easily  in to  the chem istry  o f a g iven  party, always m aking it better.

In short, the G riffin  kids are always inv ited .
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Tara Lee and T om m y were m issed that N ovem b er n igh t  
in Laurence Harbor. W e made do w ith ou t them . T h e  e igh t  
o f us ate warm lasagna at the d in ing  table, trading jokes, 
stories and op in ions. I th ink  that in the back o f our m inds, 
alm ost subconsciously , we all though t about T iern ey , now  
fully form ed in T erry’s wom b. S h e had already b een  stir 
ring, Terry said as she stood  before the o v en . O f course, 
the baby had been  squirm ing for days.

A fter a w h ile , we grabbed our desserts and sh ifted  to the  
liv in g  room , se ttlin g  in a circ le  around their sm all coffee  
table. T om , Frank, Bob, Lina and I were squeezed on  the  
couch . Terry, Eva and T om m y took  the carpet.

T h e  d is c u s s io n s  and la u g h ter  r ic o c h e te d  a b o u t, and  
T ierney becam e a h o t top ic. Bob, for o n e , was certa in  she 
w ould be born that n igh t. H e proclaim ed so several tim es, 
bouncing  to h is feet or w aving h is arms like an exc itab le  
herald.

W id e eyed , h e ’d blurt ou t, “T h is  is it, th is is it, w e ’re 
going to the h o sp ita l!” T h en , perhaps under the sm older
ing gaze o f Lina, h e ’d qu iet down; but he still grew progres
sively  m ore distracted.

T h e  party e v o lv e d , and a fam iliar  rh yth m  se t t le d  in . 
N atu ra lly , e ffortlessly , we slipp ed  in to  a g en tle  d an ce o f  
m ovem en t and con versation , a dance we all knew  w ell. W e  
felt at hom e.

A t a certain  cad en ce, calls w ent out for a gam e. A  few o f  
us scram bled upstairs and through a trap door to the attic , 
w here the G riffins had dozens o f  them  stashed. W e co n sid 
ered  and r e jec ted  sev era l, u n til T o m , th e  h u s t le r -p o e t  
am ong us, made a suggestion . A nd  on ce  m ade, it im m ed i
ately becam e the best ch o ice , the on ly  one.

W e played the G am e o f Life.
It was an old  gam e, in a shredded box and w ith  a board 

warped from  to o  m any dam p cellars and h o t c lo se ts . So  
old, even  the rules had been  changed sin ce  th is ed itio n  was 
bought.

But we plunged in to  it, tossing the d ice  and m aking the  
snap d e c is io n s  th a t h u rled  us d ow n  L ife ’s w arped p ath . 
B efore lon g , v irtu a lly  all o f  us had b ou gh t a car, g o tte n  
m arried and lan d ed  on  th e  square th a t w ins you a baby  
dau ghter. T h e  iron ies p iled  up a lo n g s id e  th e  d irty cak e  
plates.

A n d  th e n  it s ta rted . M aybe T ie r n e y , f lo a t in g  g e n t ly  
w ith in  her warm co co o n , sensed the m ood was right, that 
the gam e, th e  dance u nfold ing on ly  a m em brane away, was 
too irresistible for her to rem ain sid elin ed  anym ore. W h ile  
we took our turns and m ade our m oves, she began to take 
hers.

“I’m gettin g  co n tra c tio n s,” Terry said, calm ly, as if sh e ’d 
just m en tion ed  she was hungry again. W e perked up. Bob  
ou t-perked  us a ll, o p en in g  w indow s and e x h ib it in g  v ita l 
sign s th a t su g g ested  h e , to o , w as g e tt in g  ready to  g iv e  
birth. T h e  gam e o f Life w ent on , now  w ith  a certa in  edge  
o f exp ecta tion .

A fter every few  turns, Terry w ould lean back and c lose  
her eyes. B eside her, Eva kept tim e, cou n tin g  the seconds  
until each  con traction  subsided. T h en  Terry w ould spring  
back up. Life paused on ly  a few  tense m om ents, and som e
o n e w ould toss the d ice, w in an in h eritan ce , send a ch ild  
to co llege , or change careers.

F inally, and as Bob had foretold  repeatedly, it was tim e  
to go to hosp ital.

Life was put back in its box. T h en , we all w en t to the  
hosp ita l. It was w ell after m idn ight, by now , but no on e - 
excep t perhaps Bob - th ou gh t tw ice about go in g  h om e at 
that m om ent. Instead, we dep loyed  in three cars and sped

away in a caravan. W e stayed w ith  the G riffins because we 
belonged  there; we each  had a v ita l supporting role in the  
gam e. T om m y and Terry w anted it that way.

It began to rain, but we did n o t have far to go, just about 
15 m inutes up Interstate 440 . A t the pediatric em ergency  
en tran ce, the n ig h t m an w atched  the procession  pull up. 
H e ’d scarce ly  had tim e to  grab a w h ee lch a ir  before th e  
w h ole  entourage stream ed in and alm ost sw ept right past 
him . S om eh ow , w e’d all exp ected  to go in, and it did n ot 
seem  right to  break the rhythm  h o ld in g  us together. But 
on ly  T om m y, as her husband, and Eva, dubbed h astily  as 
her “sister,” were a llow ed  to accom pany Terry upstairs.

T h e  rest o f us sh ifted  to the em pty w aiting room nearby, 
and quickly settled  in, drawing chairs in to  a circ le around  
a low  ta b le . T h e  p a rty ’s b ea t re tu rn ed , and it e v o lv e d  
again, now  in to  a d irect ce lebration  o f T iern ey ’s birth even  
as it was occurring.

O n  the way out, T om  had grabbed the card gam e U N O , 
so we p layed hand after hand to h on or T iern ey  and her 
p aren ts tw o floors a b o v e  us, lo ck ed  n ow  in to  th e  m ost 
beautiful and aw esom e dance o f hum anity. Eva cam e dow n  
a few tim es w ith  the latest new s, th en  jo ined  in the gam e. 
W e took  turns running to th e ven d in g  m ach ines for soda 
and snacks.

A t c lose to 3am , T om m y em erged from the elevator  to 
te ll us the birth w ould probably take several hours longer. 
R eluctantly , we closed  the U N O  gam e and headed hom e. 
Our role was played out, for now . T h e  rest o f the dance was 
theirs.

T ie r n e y  G r i f f in  w as b o r n  a t a b o u t  9 a m , S u n d a y ,  
N o v e m b e r  28 , b la n k e ted  w arm ly in  her you n g  p a ren ts ’ 
love.

Late that a fternoon , after the big G riffin  c lan  had greet
ed T iern ey  and gone hom e, Eva, T om  and 1 returned to the  
h osp ita l for a short v is it. Terry was on  her fee t, look in g  
tired but trium phant, happy to see us. A s we departed , 1 
n oticed  that in the w aiting room , our chairs were still cir
c led  about that sm all table, just as we had left them .

W e are n o t fam ily  to th e  G riffins. W e share no  b lood  
line w ith  them . W e were just there.

But as we played T h e  G am e o f Life w ith  them  that n ight 
before T ie r n e y ’s b irth , we w ere lin k ed  so lid ly  w ith  their  
unfo ld ing  fates, in our ow n ritual o f com m unity . If n ot a 
b lo o d  k in , th e n  as m em b ers o f  a tr ib e . W e sh ared  th e  
G riffin s’ ex p er ie n c e , ev en  en h a n ced  it, supporting  them  
and being supported by each  o ther in turn, as the en g in e  o f  
E xistence pushed all o f  us forward.

W e w ill con tin u e  to play fundam ental, if rarely a ck n o w l
edged, roles in each  o th ers’ life rituals, as that en g in e  keeps 
push ing. T h ere w ill surely be o th er  births, o th er  ep ip h a 
n ies, either dram atic or trivial, to draw us togeth er in sup
port o f  each  o th er . In tim e, w e w ill a tten d  ea ch  o th e r ’s 
deaths. T h a t’s the way it should  be. T h e  dance is easier if 
you d o n ’t have to do it a lone.

If w e are lu ck y , th e  d r iv e  to  party  w ill stay  w ith  us 
throughout; and w ill flourish  th en  in Tara L ee, T om m y, 
T iern ey  and th e  o th er  tribe m em bers to co m e. P artying  
may seem  a flim sy exam ple o f tribal ritual, but it works for 
us. Such  playful ce lebration s o f com m un ity  are som etim es  
all we have. For m e, at least, they are as reaffirm ing, and as 
real, as any relig ion .

N ow , T iern ey  G riffin  w ill have to grow up hearing over  
and over about how  we all partied and played gam es as she 
was born.

A n d  for us. T h e  G am e o f Life w ill never quite seem  the
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Memories of 
Daddy David McGraham

For the third tim e sin ce  I aw oke I reached over and picked up the p iece o f paper that was resting  
by the lu m in escen t c lock  that read “4:30 a .m .” I gen tly  unfolded it, already know ing  w hat the words 
w ould say,

Dear David;
I am sorry to have to tell you that your father passed away last Friday. I tried to reach

you by phone, but was unsuccessful. I guess you and Kathy are still in the m ountains. I
hope this note catches you before the funeral, which will be held Monday. Call me for 
details. I’m sorry you had to find out this way.

Sincerely,
Harold Jensen 
Dir: N ew  Horizons

“D avid , com e here! R ight n o w !” I cou ld  still hear my father’s v o ice , ech o in g  dow n through the  
decades, as my m ind, unbidden , replayed m em ories o f tim es long ago. T h is  sense o f reality that told  
me 1 was lying on  my bed, in my h om e, w ith  my wife sleep in g  beside m e, seem ed to fade away, as it 
had so m any tim es before.

It was replaced, in my m in d ’s eye, by the im age o f a liv in g  room  in a d ilapidated  apartm ent w hose
“better days” on ly  m eant that it had b een  sligh tly  less dilapidated . It was here 1 had spent m ost o f
w hat was suppose to h ave b een  my ch ild h ood . A n d , as I visualized the scen e, through the eyes o f a 
little  boy, the im age was like that o f a freshly m inted  co in . D efying the adage that tim e heals all 
w ounds.”

O n ce  again, I saw the sta ined , p eelin g  w allpaper that seem ed older than the apartm ent itself. 
T h e huge coffee table, its brow n varnish  ch ipped , and faded, seem ed to d om inate the cen ter  o f the  
room . I turned the focus o f my m ind to the left un til it took  in the door o f the bedroom  w here “h e ” 
always seem ed to stay w hen  h e was hom e. E ven now , v iew in g  it from a d istance o f m any years, 1 fe lt 
the sam e tigh tn ess in my ch est that I had fe lt w hen  I was a boy.

“D avid, com e here! R ight n o w !”
Every tim e I heard him  ca ll my nam e I w ould feel th e  sam e sense o f  an x iety , m ixed w ith  fear, 

sw eep over m e. In s tin c t iv e ly , my c h ild ’s m ind w ould  try to assess th e  s itu a tio n , and d eterm in e  
w heth er I should obey, or take flight: H ow  angry was he? H ad he been  drinking? W as he drunk 
en ough  so that if I ran, he w ou ld n ’t remember?

I turned to my m other, seek ing  som e clue as to w hat I should  do. S h e was stirring som eth in g  in a 
pan on  the stove , and pretended n o t to n o tice  my dilem m a. But, ev en  at the age o f seven  I was 
aware enough  to n o tice  the ten sion  that had suddenly appeared in  her eyes, and how  she averted  
her face from my gaze. It was on ly  recen tly , how ever, that 1 realized the ten sion  in her face was 
caused by the sam e fear that was in me.

1 rem em ber on ly  on e tim e that my m other had actually  stood up to that m an in the n ex t room , 
my father. T h at was w hen  he had b een  angered by som e triv ia lity , and had taken h is b elt loose, and 
was g iv ing  me an unusually severe beating. H er v o ice  had been  harsh, com m and ing , as she told  my 
father to stop, that he was going to injure me.

N ow , as 1 looked up at her, and saw the defeat that had been etched in her face long before the fear, I 
realized that she would not com e to my aid this time. It was as if there was only so m uch reserve strength 
left in that once dynamic body, and she had to save it for the critical times. A t last, my m other turned in 
my direction, seem ing to sense what I was thinking, and bent down to give me a quick hug. She smiled, 
and I could alm ost see the face o f the pretty wom an in the faded photograph that my m other had shown  
me. I loved her.

She turned me in the direction o f the bedroom door, and, giving me a gentle pat on  the rump, seemed  
to be telling me that she was there, and would not let things get too far out o f hand. A s I reached for the
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knob on  the bedroom  door I rem em ber w ond erin g , as I 
always did, w hether touching the same things he touched  
would make me as mean as he was.

H e was laying on the bed, his back propped against the
headboard and one foot resting on the floor. H e wore only  
an undershirt, and tan, corduroy pants, unbuttoned at the 
top. T he wide leather belt he always wore still rested in the 
belt loops, unbuckled. I stood there in the doorway, w atch' 
ing him as my legs began to tremble. W ith  what seemed like 
great effort, he m otioned me over to him , and my m other’s 
silen t promise seem ed to be overw helm ed by the growing  
fear w ithin me. A s I m oved slowly forward I realized that I 
was close to w etting my pants, and I held my breath to keep  
from crying.

My father was normally a handsom e man, but the effects 
of the alcohol seem ed to make his facial muscles flaccid, and 
the reddish tinge o f his skin was an early warning o f the dis- 
ease that w ould som eday end his life.

T h e  look  on  h is face told me that som eth in g  unpleas-
ant was about to happen. But, the anger, w h ich  told me 
that 1 was about to get a w hipping, was absent. Instead, a 
sligh t sm ile, bereft o f  hum or, tw isted his lips, and his face 
seem ed to strain in the unusual effort.

“H i, so n ,” he said, w ith ou t pream ble, “G ot som eth in g  
here you m ight w ant to read.” H is v o ice  had taken on  the  
husk iness th at too  m uch a lco h o l alw ays seem ed to  pro- 
duce, and h is words were sligh tly  slurred. H e picked up a 
se c t io n  o f  th at d ay ’s n ew spaper, and h an d ed  it to  m e. 
“Isn ’t your te a ch er  at s c h o o l nam ed  Jack F lores?” my 
fa th e r  ask ed  m e. A t  first th e  q u e s t io n  c o n fu se d  m e, 
b ecause I knew  my teach er as “Mr. F lores,” and th en  I 
rem em bered that the first day o f class he had w ritten  his 
nam e on  the blackboard, and h is first nam e was “Jack.” 
My father p o in ted  to an article on  th e  page, and I began  
reading.

E ven at that young age I was a voracious reader, ahead  
o f my peer group. But my vocabulary was still that o f a 
c h ild ’s, and 1 struggled w ith  som e o f  the words and phras- 
es printed in front o f me. But gradually I understood that 
“coronary” m ean t a person had a heart attack , and the  
phrase, “fa iled  to r e su sc ita te” was c lar ified  by th e  last 
s e n t e n c e ,  w h ic h  read , “h e  w as p r o n o u n c e d  ‘d ead  on  
arrival’ at St. Joseph’s M edical C en ter .”

My teacher was dead. H e had died on  the sch oo l p lay
ground, yesterday, ap p aren tly  m in u tes after m ost o f  us 
kids had boarded th e  sch o o l bus to go h om e. But, Mr. 
F lores had b een  m u ch  m ore th an  my teach er; h e  had  
been  my friend. T h e  first w eek o f sch oo l he had n oticed  
that 1 was a very shy and w ithdraw n ch ild , isolated from  
th e  rest o f  th e  c lass. H e k n ew  th a t I had an unhappy  
h om elife , and m any tim es he w ould talk to m e after class, 
and encou rage m e by saying how  smart I was, and how  
im portant my ed u cation  w ould be for my future.

A s I read the artic le , I gradually began to realize that I 
w ould never see Mr. Flores again, and my body suddenly  
fe lt  flu sh ed , and h o t. My b reath ing  becam e m ore d iffi
cu lt , and sw allow ed  co n v u ls iv e ly , but it fe lt like so m e
th in g  was b lock in g  my throat. In stin ctiv e ly , I turned to 
my father, seek ing  com fort. But, ev en  through the tears 
that w ere beg in n in g  to form in my eyes, 1 could  see that 
h u m orless sm ile , and realized  th ere  was n o  com fort in  
th ose arms.

If I had b een  a few  years o ld er , I w ou ld  h a v e  asked

m yself how  a hum an being cou ld  be so cruel to  his ow n  
ch ild . A s I grew older, I did ask that question , many tim es. 
O f course, at som e p o in t I knew  that my father actually  
hated me. W hy? 1 never did find out. My m other would  
n ot discuss it.

But, at that particular tim e, as I looked in to  the sadistic  
sm ile o f  that m an, my mind could n ot grasp such abstract 
con cep ts. Y et, I knew , w ithout actually  th ink ing  about it, 
that som eth in g  fundam ental had changed in my rela tion 
ship to him . U p  until that tim e, I had always held out the  
hope that, som eday, th ings would change. T hat som eday, 
m agically , he would treat me as I had seen  other fathers 
treat their ch ildren . But, after that day, I stopped b e liev 
ing that that was possible. A fter that day, 1 did n ot care 
w h e th e r  h e  lik ed  m e or n o t. T h a t was th e  day th a t I 
sto p p ed  w a n tin g  h im  to  lo v e  m e. T h a t  was th e  day 1 
stopped b e liev in g  in m agic.

CHINA
I am  c h ip p e d , 
c ra c k e d  in tw o  
All th is b re a k a g e  
It m akes lo u d  
NOISE 
Dis

rupts tra ins  
o f th o u g h t,  som e 
w ith  no d e s tin a tio n  
A nd th e n  it's  th a t 
h u g e  chasm  o f 
s ile n ce , d e a fe n in g  
drives m e crazy  
So I s ta rt c h ip p in g  
a t  m yse lf a g a in  
S low ly, surely 
k n o w in g  th a t  if 
I s top .
It w ill fo rc e  me to  
look a n d  fe e l a n d  
rea lize  a n d  know .
I'm  th e  fe a r fu l,  
industriou s  ro m a n tic ,
I w ork a t it.
I'm  g o o d  a t w h a t I do,

By V ictoria  Seretis
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C/D

e . e .  C u m m i n g s  ( 1 8 9 4  ' 1 9 6 2 )  
s o m e w h e r e  i h a v e  n e v e r  t r a v e l l e d ,  g l a d l y  b e y o n d

s o m e w h e r e  i h a v e  n e v e r  t r a v e l le d ,  g la d ly  b e y o n d  

a n y  e x p e r ie n c e ,  y o u r  e y e s  h a v e  th e ir  s i le n c e :  

in  y o u r  m o s t  f r a i l  g e s tu r e  are t h in g s  w h ic h  e n c lo s e  m e, 

or w h ic h  i c a n n o t  to u c h  b e c a u s e  th e y  are to o  n e a r

y o u r  s l i g h t e s t  lo o k  e a s i ly  w i l l  u n c lo s e  m e  

t h o u g h  i h a v e  c lo s e d  m y s e lf  as f in g e r s ,

(L) y o u  o p e n  a lw a y s  p e ta l  by p e t a l  m y s e lf  as S p r in g  o p e n s
a

( t o u c h in g  s k i l l f u l l y ,  m y s te r io u s ly )  h e r  f ir s t  ro se
<u

^  or i f  y o u  w ish  b e  to  c lo s e  m e , i an d

P h m y l i f e  w i l l  s h u t  v ery  b e a u t i f u l ly ,  s u d d e n ly .

as w h e n  th e  h e a r t  o f  th is  f lo w e r  im a g in e s  

th e  s n o w  c a r e fu l ly  e v e r y w h e r e  d e s c e n d in g ;

n o t h i n g  w h ic h  w e are to  p e r c e iv e  in  th i s  w o r ld  e q u a ls  

t h e  p o w e r  o f  y o u r  in t e n s e  fr a g i l i t y ;  w h o s e  t e x t u r e  

c o m p e ls  m e w ith  th e  c o lo u r  o f  it s  c o u n t r i e s ,  

r e n d e r in g  d e a th  an d  fo r e v e r  w ith  e a c h  b r e a th in g

( i  d o  n o t  k n o w  w h a t  it  is a b o u t  y o u  th a t  c lo s e s  

a n d  o p e n s ;  o n ly  s o m e t h in g  in  m e u n d e r s ta n d s  

th e  v o ic e  o f  y o u r  e y e s  is d e e p e r  th a n  a ll  r o s e s )  

n o b o d y , n o t  e v e n  th e  r a in , h a s  s u c h  s m a ll  h a n d s

Page  1 6  Ic tus  R ev iew  V o l u m e  III ,  Issue I



In the foreword to e .e . cummirvgs’ book o f  poem s, is 5, h e  discusses h is affinity for m ovem ent: 
A t least my theory o f technique, if I have one, is very far from original; nor is it 

complicated. I can express it in fifteen words, by quoting the Eternal Q uestion A nd  
Immortal A nswer o f burlesk, viz. “would you h it a wom an w ith a child? N o , I’d hit 
her with a brick.” Like the burlesk com edian, I am abnormally fond o f that precision 
which creates movement.

A n  ex c e lle n t exam ple o f  cum m ings’ ab ility  to  create m ovem en t is h is poem , “som ew here i 
have never travelled , gladly b eyon d .” S p ecifica lly , I am im pressed w ith  the m oving  im age that 
he d evelops in  lin e  seven  and the m anner in w h ich  he reinforces th is im age w ith  an in terpola
tion  in lin e  e igh t. In th ese lines, he creates im ages that correspond w ith  h is them e that love, 
like “Spring” (7 ) , has the pow er to “o p en ” (7 , 18) a person as if  he or she is a b lossom ing “rose” 
(8 , 19) or a sym bolic c len ch ed  fist that has a need  to “u n clo se” (5 ) .

cum m ings represents th is “u n clo s in g” process by con stru ctin g  lin e  seven  in a m anner that 
m akes it appear to shuffle o ff its linear structure and actually  take the form o f  a blossom ing  
“rose” (8 , 19 ). T h e  lin e  is d esign ed  sym m etrica lly  in  order to  d ev e lo p  parallel proportions  
betw een  the end  phrases, m iddle words, and inner m ost words. For clarity, I have organized a 
diagram that labels the corresponding parts o f  lin e  seven:

you open always petal by petal m yself as Spring opens

By starting in the cen ter  o f the lin e , “petal by p e ta l,” we are g iven  the them e o f  lin e seven . 
T h at is, the reader w ill w itness, on e by on e, as if he or she looks at tim e-lapse photography, the  
“op en lin g ]” (7 , 18) o f each  “p eta l” (7 ) or word o f  lin e  seven . T h e  word labeled  A , “by,” acts as 
the cen ter  o f  the lin e  and, in effect, the m ost c losed  portion  o f  th e  ‘rose” 98 , 19); it “op en s” (7 , 
18), on  eith er  side, to  “p eta l” (7 ) . A t th is p o in t, lin e  seven  begins to  v isually  represent a b los
som ing “rose” (8 , 19). It ach ieves th is n o t on ly  by its sym m etrical con stru ction , but also by 
exp an d in g  the w id th  o f  th e  co n n ec ted  words or phrases as the reader’s eyes m ove from the  
inside to the outside o f the line. For exam ple, w hereas the A  word, “by ,” on ly  consists o f tw o  
letters; the B words, the rep etition  o f  “p eta l,” h ave five letters each . T h is  pattern is con tin u ed  
w hen  we reach the C  words, “alw ays” and “m yself.” T h ese  words con ta in  six letters each . T h ey  
n ot on ly  perpetuate the exp an sion  o f  line seven , but they also reinforce its m irror-like quality; 
“alw ays” and “m y se lf’ ach ieve  th is by co n ta in in g  tw o o f  the sam e letters in opposing positions. 
For exam ple, if a flow er were b lossom ing, and “alw ays” and “m y se lf’ were w ritten  on  parallel 
petals, th en  an observer w ould see that tw o letters, w h ich  are m em bers o f  b oth  words, “1” and  
“y ,” w ould d irectly  face each  other. T hus, th ey  co n tin u e  the sym m etrical appearance o f  the  
line. In the space below , I h ave designed  a diagram representing the physical transform ation o f  
the lin e as it id eo log ica lly  corresponds to cum m ings’ them e:

you  o p e n  (d )  i v  i as S p rin g  o p e n s  (d )
alw ays (c )  ' a ' m y se lf (c )

p e ta l  (b )  I p e ta l  (b ) 
by (a )

W h en  we focus m ore c lo se ly  on  the “c ” words, they look like this:

.  ........................................................V
 ^

A s we can see, w h en  the words are placed side by side, as petals w ould be, tw o letters perfect
ly correspond. T h at is, th e  “y” and “I” are eq u iva len t w ith  their id en tica l tw ins in th e parallel 
word. For exam p le, w hereas “y” is the fifth  letter in “alw ays,” it is the secon d  letter in “m yself.” 
In o ther words, these letters have secon d  p osition s in e ith er  the b eg in n in g  or end o f  each  o f  
th ese  words. T hus, w hen  th e  letters begin  to  b lossom , or th e  petals begin  to separate, the tw o  
“y” letters v isib ly  correspond because they both  represent the second  h igh est p o in t, that is the  
secon d  letter, on  their petal. S im ilarly , th e  tw o “1” letters represent the second  low est p o in t on  
their petals. For exam ple, “1” is the secon d  letter o f “alw ays” and the fifth , or secon d  to last le t 
ter o f  “m y s e lf” H en ce , “alw ays” and “m yself,” w ith ou t being id en tica l words, are able to c o n 
tin u e th e  p h ysica l appearance o f  p etals slow ly  b lossom in g  outw ard. A d d itio n a lly , cum m ings
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ch ooses these words because o f tw o other sim ilarities that reinforce their physical likeness. For 
e x a m p le , a lth o u g h  th e  p la c e m e n t  d o e s n ’t co rre sp o n d , th e se  w ords b o th  c o n ta in  an “s”. 
M oreover, their likeness is m ain ta ined  through the com parable shapes o f “w ” and “m ”; these  
tw o letters are m erely visual inversions o f each  other.

A s we m ove to the outer-m ost phrases o f the lin e  (i.e ., “you o p en ” and “as Spring op en s”), we 
id en tify  tw o phrases that are c o n n ec ted  by the p o em ’s d om in an t sim ile . T h a t is, “yo u ” and 
“Spring” both  play the role o f an external force that possesses the ability  to “o p en ” (7, 18), w ith  
“in ten se  fragility ,” (1 4 ) eith er a lover, such as the narrator, or a “rose” (8 , 19). these words are 
also co n n ected  because they are both  placed before the word “op en ls]” (7 , 18). C on seq u en tly , 
th ey  serve  th e  pu rp ose o f  c o m p le t in g  th e  “o p e n lin g ]” o f  th e  lin e  as if  th ey  are th e  fin a l 
“petal[s]” (7 ) to  blossom  on a budding rose. M oreover, they con tin u e  the expansion  o f the line  
because these phrases co n ta in  m ore letters, a com bined  total o f tw enty, than the linked words 
that were previously discussed. In sum, the “u n c lo s in g ]” (5 ) process o f th e “rose” (8, 19) is ere- 
ated by tw o tech n iq u es. Firstly, and m ost im portantly, th e sym m etrical nature o f line seven; 
second ly , the co n sisten t exp an sion  o f words or phrases to the outside o f  the line.

Furtherm ore, the unfold ing process apparent in line seven  is reinforced by th e in terp o la tion  
o f lin e  eight: “you op en  always petal by petal m yself as Spring opens / (to u ch in g  sk illfu lly , mys- 
teriously) her first rose” (7 -8 ). Before exp lica tin g  the co n ten t w ith in  the parenthesis, it is n ee-  
essary to analyze the syn tactica l co n n ec tio n  betw een  lines seven  and eigh t. For exam ple, the  
end o f  line seven , “as Spring o p en s,” is h igh ligh ted  in m ultip le  ways besides those previously  
m en tion ed . Firstly, “Spring” (7 ) con ta in s the on ly  cap ital letter in the entire poem . T hus, cum - 
m ings m agnifies the im portance o f “Spring” (7 ) and in effect leads the reader to con tem p late  its 
sign ifican ce. A  careful reader w ill n o tice  the near rhym e betw een  “Spring” and “fingers” from  
line six. T h e son ic  re lation sh ip  betw een  these words reinforces the hum an quality o f “S pring”. 
C on seq u en tly , after reading and analyzing the poem  num erous tim es, and b ecom in g  fam iliar  
w ith  C um m ings’ “b u ried ” rhym e b e tw een  “S p r in g ” and “fin g ers ,” th e  reader returns to th e  
en jam bm ent at the end o f  the line seven , and enters line e igh t, more fully aware o f  the them at- 
ic presen ce o f  “fingers” (1 w ill return to th is p o in t sh ortly ). A d d itio n a lly , cu m m in gs’ use o f  
parenthesis h in ts to the reader that the im age represented in  lin e seven  w ill in som e way be 
qualified or am plified; in effect, the d iligen t reader even tu a lly  returns to line e igh t w ith  tw o  
exp ecta tion s. Firstly, he or she aw aits the possible re in trod uction  o f  “fingers”; secon d ly , a fur- 
ther com m en t on  the im age o f  the b lossom ing rose is anticipated .

A s we m ove inside th e  parenthesis, we im m ediately  reach “to u ch in g ,” (8 ) a word that, on ce  
again, recalls “fingers” (6 ) . H en ce , the reader is alerted that the role o f “fingers” m ost d efin ite ly  
does am plify or qualify, as the use o f parenthesis suggests, the im age previously exp lica ted  in 
lin e seven . A t  th is p o in t, it is necessary to look for structural signals that w ill help  us decode  
the th em atic  im portance o f  “fingers”. T h e  m ost dram atic and relevant d ifference betw een  the  
words w ith in  th e parenthesis, “tou ch in g  sk illfu lly , m ysteriously ,” and those words in the rest o f 
the stanza is the presence o f a dram atic syllable variation . For exam ple, outside the parenthesis, 
in  stanza tw o, and d om in a n tly  th rou gh ou t th e  poem , m ost o f  cu m m in gs’ d ic t io n  con sists  o f  
m on osy llab ic  and d isy llab ic words. In lines sev en  and e ig h t, for in stan ce , n o t in clu d in g  the  
w ords w ith in  th e  p a r e n th e s is ,  th e r e  are n o  w ords th a t  h a v e  m ore  th a n  tw o  s y l la b le s .  
S p ecifica lly , out o f  a total o f th irteen  words, six are m onosyllab le and seven  are d isyllable; con -  
versely, w ith in  the parenthesis, out o f a total o f  three words, there is a sum o f ten  syllables. 
M oreover, these syllables are d ivided  in h a lf by the on ly  pu n ctu ation  o f lines seven  and eight. 
T h at is, there is a com m a b etw een  “to u ch in g ” Itwo syllables] “sk illfu lly” [three syllables] (8 )  
and “m ysteriously” [five syllables]. A s a result o f  cum m ings’ sy llabic em phasis, the reader should  
be aware that for a com p lete  understanding o f the lin e, and, in effect, the entire poem , it is 
necessary to decode th e  role o f  the syllables and their co n n ec tio n  to the h ig h lig h tin g  o f “fin 
gers”.

I h ave d iscovered  th at e .e . cum m ings, w ith  h is fon d n ess for “th at p recis ion  w h ich  creates  
m o v em en t,” has, inside the p arenthesis, reproduced the im age that he created in line seven; 
h ow ever, instead o f w itn essin g  the b lossom ing o f the “rose” (8 ,1 9 ) , the reader now  observes the  
“op en [in gj” (7 , 19) o f  the narrator’s “closed . . .fingers” (5 ) as if it were the u n c len ch in g  o f a fist. 
W hereas, in  lin e  seven , w e were g iven  the im age o f “petal by p e ta l,” on e by on e, unfolding; in 
th e  in terp o la tio n , we can hear “fin ger” (6 ) “b y” (7 ) “fin ger” (6 ) slow ly “o p en [in g j” (7 , 18). 
cum m ings ach ieves th is by syllable p lacem en t. W h en  we read and listen  “carefu lly” (1 2 ) , we 
can hear the verbalization  o f each  syllable as if it represents the “u n clo s[in g j” (5 ) o f each  “fin- 
ger” (6 ) . For th is reason, there is a com m a after the first five syllables. T h is  com m a sign ifies the  
pause betw een  th e  “op en [in g]” (7 , 18) o f  the narrator’s tw o hands!! T hus, after d iscoverin g  the  
purpose o f cum m in gs’ sy llable variation , th e  reader is able to com prehend  cu m m in gs’ d ic tion . 
Firstly, “to u ch in g ” (8 ) introduces a physical d im en sion  to the m ovem en t inside th e  parenthesis; 
h en ce , it recalls “fingers”. S econ d ly , “sk illfu lly” and “m ysteriously” exp la in  the “pow er o f  . . .
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in ten se  fragility” (1 4 ) that the lover and “Spring” h ave in com m on. M oreover, they im ply the deli- 
cate m anner in w h ich  cum m ings labors to w rite a line.

In tota l, the im portance o f  cum m in gs’ son ic  im age can  be best understood through its co n n ec-  
tion  to th e  p oem ’s final stanza. T h e  last stanza, num ber five, con ta in s th e p oem ’s on ly  fully end- 
rhym ing quatrain, cum m in gs’ variation  toward rhym e acts as a code to clarify the “understand[ing]” 
(1 8 ) m en tion ed  inside the parenthesis o f  lines sev en teen  through n in eteen :

(i d o n ’t know  w hat it is about you that c loses  
and opens; on ly  so m eth in g  in  m e understands  
th e  v o ice  o f  your eyes is deeper than  all roses) 

nobody, n o t ev en  the rain, has such sm all hands 
[the bold letters are m ine] (1 7 '2 0 )

In other words, th e in trod u ction  o f an abab rhym e schem e adds a palpable found ation  to the  
en igm atic  em o tio n  expressed  in  th e  poem ; sim ilarly , in th e  in terp o la tio n  o f  lin e  e ig h t, th e  on ly  
other parenthesis in the poem , the “deep[ness]” (1 9 ) o f  th e  lover’s a ffection  is also clarified. In both  
in stan ces, there is “so m eth in g ” (1 8 ) in ternal w ith in  the structure o f  the poem  that adds log ic  to the  
seem in gly  illog ica l ch aracteristics o f  hum an feeling . T h at is, the b lossom ing o f  the rose, the u n d o s-  
ing o f  the fingers, and th e  final stanza’s form al rhym e schem e all serve to g ive form to those em o- 
tion s that we usually p erceive as undefinable. A s a result, e .e . cum m ings has su cceeded  in creating a 
poem  that ca n n o t be expressed through the lim ita tion s o f  prose or essay form; instead, “som ew here i 
h ave never travelled , gladly b eyon d ,” belongs to those rare poem s that A rch ibald  M acL eish writes 
about in  “A rs P o etica ”: “A  poem  should be palpable and m ute /  as a globed fruit . . . / . . .  A  poem  
should be w ordless /  as the fligh t o f  birds” (1 -2 , 7 -8 ).

A d d ition a lly , a com p lete  understanding o f  lines seven  and e igh t w ill also help  th e reader to grasp 
w hat otherw ise may be an inscrutable con clu d in g  line: “nobody, n o t even  the rain, has such sm all 
hands” (2 0 ) . In the p oem ’s fina l tw o words, the physical presence o f  the lover’s hands reappear for 
th e  first tim e sin ce  “to u ch in g ” (8 ) . T hrough  the th em atic  return o f  the lo v er’s tou ch , cum m ings  
g ives h is fin a l com p arison  b etw een  th e  lo v er ’s cap acity  to “o p e n ” (7 )  or c lo se  th e  narrator and  
natu re’s an a logou s affect o n  a rose. In th e  n eg a tio n  o f  lin e  tw en ty  ( i .e .,  “n ob od y, n o t e v en  the  
rain”), cum m ings suggests that “n o t e v e n ” the life- g iv in g  force o f  spring (i .e ., the fertilizing “pow er” 
(1 4 ) o f  the “rain”) is as v ita liz in g  as the lover’s “sm all hands” (2 0 ) . A s stated in stanza four “n o th in g  
we are to perceive in th is world equals / the pow er o f  your Ithe lover’s] in ten se  fragility” (1 3 -1 4 ). 
T hus, the m agical im age o f  lin e  seven , the b lossom ing o f  the rose, is, at least th em atica lly , over
shadow ed by the son ic  im age o f  lin e  e igh t, the u n c len ch in g  o f  th e  narrator’s tw o hands. W h eth er  or 
n o t the reader leaves the poem  w ondering w h ich  o f  these forces is m ore p o ten t, he or she is left to 
con tem p la te  im agery that exp lores th e  relationsh ip  b etw een  nature and th e  hum an soul; a sim ilar  
im age is portrayed in  K ahlil G ibran ’s T h e  Prophet: “T h e  soul unfolds itself, like a lotus o f /  c o u n t
less p eta ls” (G ibran  5 5 ).

A  final im portant p o in t about lines seven  and e igh t is that cum m ings transcends the linear struc
ture o f  th ese  lin es w ith ou t a ltering  their typography as he does in m any o f  h is poem s, such as “ 1 (a )”. 
H e a ch ieves th is by creating tw o im ages ( i .e ., the b lossom ing rose and op en in g  h and) by the use o f  
various tech n iq u es, such as sym m etrical con stru ction , exp an sion , and syllable variation . If the read
er does n o t recognize the v irtuosity  o f  th ese lin es, he or she rem ains w ith  on ly  the in itia l fee lin g  
that is produced by reading th e  poem .

For m e, the process o f  ex p lica tin g  lin e  seven  and the in terp o la tion  o f  lin e  e igh t was en lig h ten in g . 
I am aw e-struck by cu m m ings’ ab ility  to u n ite , w ith  unrem itting  precision , the c o n ten t and form of  
“som ew here i h ave never travelled , gladly b eyond”. My personal exp erien ce  w ith  th e  poem  can be 
defined  m ost clearly  through Zen Buddhism . T o  illustrate th is, I leave th e  reader w ith  a passage that 
discusses th e  origin  o f  Zen:

Once during the life of Guatama the Buddha 
a disciple approached him with a gift of 

a golden flower and asked him to preach the 
secret of the doctrine. Guatama took the 

flower, held it aloft and looked at it in 
silence, indicating that the secret lay not 

in the words, but in the profound contemplation 
of the flower itself (Welles 57).
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ThE SwEEThEART of tMe Sonq Tra Bonq II
OR

How TO MaKe a  CoMplETE Ass Out of YouRSElf 

Mike Russo

T O ; C orporal Joh n  P h elp s
FROM : P rivate  First C lass S te v e n  Briggs
RE: In c id e n t o ccu rr in g  on  3 /1 8 /7 0

T he follow ing journal entries were found at the scene o f the incident. I have arranged them  in chronological order, starting 
from 3/16/70. Private H ellstrom ’s journal entries were found on his body, having been written on his pants. I believe they com - 
prise his com plete, but brief journal. Private Stafford’s (whereabouts unknown as o f this writing) journal was found in his back' 
pack. I have only included his journal entries dating from 3/16/70, because they contain  ail the pertinent information relating to 
the incident. T he remainder o f his journal is included in my report o f the ambush we suffered that led to our arrival in the 
Montengnard village. I believe these journal entries m ight help in deciphering the madness o f what happened. Following the 
entries is my report o f what happened on 3/18/70.

From th e  jo u r n a l o f  P rivate D am ien  H ellstrom :
T h e  Last W ill and T esta m en t o f  D am ien  H ells trom  
M arch  16 , 1 9 7 0

1 feel the d ev il c lo s in g  in on  me w ith  every passing secon d . H is fiery breath singes the hairs on  the back o f my neck . I 
feel h is tongue as it drips burning drops o f  saliva on  my quivering flesh . A  plague o f  flies engulfs me. H ow  m uch longer  
do 1 have to live in purgatory before 1 can  em brace the fires o f  H ell.

Our p la toon  was am bushed th is m orning. T h e r e ’s o n ly  three o f  us left: Briggs, Stafford  and m yself. I saw C apta in  
Lowry’s head exp lode th is m orning, leav ing  us leaderless. I’m still p icking p ieces o f skull and flesh  o ff my person. Private 
A rm strong died w ith  his head in my lap, leav ing  a b loodsta in  as big and as dark as the m outh  o f Satan . T h o se  rat-eyed  
ch in ks shall burn w ith  m e, I swear they w ill. I’m starting th is record because I’m sure I d o n ’t have m any days left, and a 
m an’s last thoughts should be co llec ted  som ehow . 1 could  d ie any m inute in th is G odforsaken jungle and my m other w ill 
never get to see my corpse. W h en  the d ev il com es for m e I shall accep t h im  w ith  open  arms, because G od has no  place  
here.

FR O M  T H E  J O U R N A L  O F P R IV A T E  PETER  S T A F F O R D :
3 /1 6 /7 0

Our p latoon  was am bushed th is m orning about forty click s from the Tra Bong M ountains. W e were out on  long diS' 
tance patrol and we got separated from our com pany. C ap ta in  Lowry, Private S h oeh orn  and Private Edwards were k illed  
in the am bush. W e m anaged to get away, but Private Edwards was k illed  in the am bush. W e m anaged to get away, but 
Private A rm strong died o f  ch est w ounds shortly thereafter. It’s G o d ’s m ercy I suppose. W e w eigh ted  dow n his body and 
threw  him  in th e  river. W e had no  tim e to hold  a serv ice . I t’s a m iracle 1 survived , a lon g  w ith  Privates Briggs and  
H ellstrom . H ellstrom  is startirig to worry m e. H e never speaks and he has taken to scribbling on  h is pants. H e seem s to 
be like a tim e bom b w aiting to exp lod e.

W e are fo llow in g  the river upstream. Briggs says that there is a m edical sta tion  in th e  m ountains, about forty clicks  
away. G od help  us that we get there in on e p iece.

From th e Journal o f  P rivate D a m ien  H ellstrom :
M arch  17 , 1 9 7 0

N ow  I begin my d escen t in to  h e ll. T h e  d e v il’s hand has led us to the way sta tion  b etw een  earth and H ades. It is the  
heart o f  darkness. A ll m anners o f  depravity ex ist here. F lying in sects o f  all types abound w ith  the fierce in ten sity  o f a rag' 
ing tornado. M an and beast live together and share their food. T h e  land is littered  w ith  th e  dung o f  all o f G o d ’s crea- 
tures. A t the cen ter  o f  th is m adness th e  d em on  C th u lu  m akes her seat. Her throne is built w ith  the rem ains o f  all m anner  
o f creatures and plastered w ith  the skins o f  m any m ore. She rests on  the flesh o f men! She is in part beast herself. Her eyes 
burn with the icy green that God hath reserved for the panther. Her long tattered hair hangs down to her backside like the 
mane o f a lion. Her body is adorned with all manners o f atrocities. Around her neck she wears the tongues o f man, caught in an 
eternal death scream. Her breast is bare, save for Satan’s rosary collected  from the fingers o f children. She m aintains a savage 
beauty that stirs the fires o f my loins. I know this is the Beast calling to me and I shall not refuse him . G od has rejected me and 
hers is my only salvation.

FRO M  T H E  J O U R N A L  O F P R IV A T E  PET E R  S T A F F O R D :
3 /1 7 /7 0

T oday we stum bled across a m ost fascinating  p lace. W e are in a M ontengnard  v illage about three c lick s from the river. 
W e cam e upon it very m uch by acc id en t, but I b e lieve  G od has led us here for a greater purpose.
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It is a v illage in to ta l harm ony w ith  nature. M en and anim als coex ist w ith  each  other peacefully. U p on  our arrival 
n oth in g  affronted us, and n o  creature, m an or beast, seem ed threatened  by us. A  w om an nursing a tiger cub led us to the  
leader o f th is oasis— the goddess o f the jungle. T h e  savage beauty o f the dense jungle exp lodes w ith in  her. It teem s w ith  
life and burns a fire w h ite  h o t b eneath  her skin. H er long blond m ane drapes her body like threads spun from the spindle  
o f the sun. In her beauty lies the savage in ten sity  o f jungle. H er n eck  is em blazoned w ith  neck laces cu lled  from tongues  
and fingers, her seat built on  the rem ains o f m an and beast. It is as if she holds all that is the jungle in her. S he bears all 
the death  and m adness o f th is war and rem inds the hum ans and the anim als that th is can  be no  more. M an and beast 
have been  separated for too long. S h e is G o d ’s instrum ent for reuniting m an w ith  nature. T o n ig h t we rest, and tom orrow  
she shall baptize us so that we can jo in  her.

From th e  Journal o f  P rivate  D am ien  H ellstrom ;
3 /1 8 /9 0

Today is the day o f  my sa lvation . S h e shall a n o in t us w ith  the fire that w ill a llow  me to pass in to  H ell. 1 shall take 
her back w ith  me so that we can rule her at H is side. T here is n o th in g  m ore to be said. T hus I c lose this chapter o f my 
life, for today I start a new  one.

T h is con clu d es the journal entries. A pparently  Private Stafford n ever m ade one on  3 /1 8 /7 0 , unless he carries it w ith  
him . T h e  w om an w ho led the M ontengnard tribe is b elieved  to be M aryanne S im m ons, an A m erican  citizen  w ho disap
peared in to  the Tra Bong m ountains n in e  m onths prior w h ile  v is itin g  her fian cee , a private stationed  at the M .A .S .H .

U p on  arrival in the v illage , I was stunned by the am azing un ion  b etw een  the anim als and the M ontengnard. It was as 
if she had som e sort o f  h yp n otic  con tro l o f  them . W e rested shortly after arriving. Ms. S im m ons told us that we w ould be 
in itia ted  in to  the tribe the n ex t day. Privates H ellstrom  and Stafford seem ed recep tive to the idea. I was playing along, 
because frankly, there was n o th in g  else I could  do. I was free to leave, but th en  I’d be lost in the jungle, th irty k ilom eters  
from  any sort o f  any base. O n 3 /1 8 /7 0  a cerem on y  was staged for us. W e w ere led to  the cen ter  o f  the v illage . Ms. 
Sim m on s stood w ith  a staff to a n o in t us w ith . P rivate Stafford was the first. H e kneeled  by her feet and kissed them  w hile  
she tou ch ed  his head w ith  the staff. I fo llow ed  h is lead. W h en  Private H ellstrom  reached the platform , h e  k n elt and  
kissed her feet and th en  proceeded to appropriate the staff from Ms. S im m ons. H e em braced her and thrust the staff into  
her back and in to  h is ow n ch est. P rivate Stafford scream ed and rem oved  the staff from  Ms. S im m on s back. Private  
H ellstrom  died im m ediately . S h e apparently said som eth in g  to h im  right before she died, and he stood up h old in g  the  
bloody staff a loft and scream ed som eth in g  in M ontengnard. H e ran off in to  the jungle and the v illage , man and beast, 
left w ith  him . 1 was picked up by a search copter shortly thereafter. T h is con clu d es my report o f the in cid en t.
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I  n  i  f e  R I  r  A // c
T C  Lynch

This is a test.
You’ve been told by the proctors to ignore your sen ses . They’re obviously flawed. 

That’s why yo u ’re here. Don’t waste time arguing. Your presence  confirm s this  
statement. Now answer the following question:

Y ou ’re sta n d in g  in  a room  th at sm ells  o f  sm ok e, but y o u ’ve  b een  b lin d ered  by a pair o f  g lasses th a t p rev en ts  you  
from  see in g  c lear ly . D o you;

A ) W a it. If th e  room  is a c tu a lly  on  fire, th e  p roctors w ill co m e w ith  a 
b u ck et o f  w ater and save you. T h a t ’s th e ir  job.

B ) S it  q u ie t ly . A llo w  th e  flam es to  fin d  you. A ll  th in g s  h ave  a purpose.
Your purpose is to  burn.

C ) R em o v e  th e  g lasses. L eave th e  room . K ill th e  proctors.
D ) N o n e  o f  th e  ab ove.

T om m y was sittin g  on  a bench  in Battery Park, 
sipping a can o f  beer and nosh in g  a cou p le o f  
lunch ish  h o t dogs (extra on ion s, kraut on  top). 
E xcursionists drifted by like so m uch financed  

flotsam , cam eras o cca sio n a lly  p o in tin g  toward the great 
green statue and squat red build ings less then  a league lee- 
ward. S om e boarded a charter th at w ould le t them  gut- 
sh oo t the build ings and look up the green lady’s dress.

H e ’d v isited  both  location s w hen  he was a grade sc h o o l
er; seen  their profiles so often  sin ce  h e ’d stopped n o tic in g . 
But it was so m eth in g  to look  at w h ile  h e  h a lfh earted ly  
chew ed  h is food. H e brushed a stray p iece  o f cabbage from  
his th igh , n o tic in g  the sh een  h is pants had acquired. It 
had been  aw hile sin ce h e ’d had his suit c lean ed . N o , n ot  
his su it— his fa th er’s suit. A  banker’s blue Brooks Brothers 
three p iece , tw o decad es b eh in d  th e  fa sh io n  curve and  
dam n proud o f it. H is father had w illed  it to h im , along  
w ith an id en tica lly  tailored gray on e.

H e ’d n e v e r  se e n  th e  su its  u n t il th e  e s ta te  e x e c u to r  
handed them  to him . H is father had b een  a bus driver, a 
p ro fession  w h ere you learn  cer ta in  truths: sh ow  up on  
t im e . F o llo w  your ro u te . P ut up w ith  a ss h o le s . E very  
m o rn in g  th e  grease m o n k ey s to ld  you th e ir  m a c h in e s  
worked. You b elieved  them . M aybe it was n a ive , but it let 
you drive in to  the m orn ing’s daily m aelstrom . You did the  
kind o f  business that gets you k illed  w hen  a junkie throws 
a garbage can from a bu ild in g’s roof and it crashes through  
your w ind sh ield  and shatters your skull. N o  one ever m en- 
tioned  that part o f  the business, but it was there w hen  you  
kissed the wife and kids good-bye each  m orning, h overing  
at the edge o f  your co n sc io u sn ess . You d o n ’t n eed  p in 
stripes for that k ind o f  life.

B ehind T om m y granite slabs inscribed w ith  the nam es 
o f dead m en surrounded an arching eagle. T h e  sea ’s salt 
air had provided the bird a patina m atch in g  that worn by 
the w om an on  the water. H e ’d seated h im self here p len ty  
o f tim es, som etim es staring at the bronze bird, w ondering  
about the price the m en on  th e  w all had paid for im m or

Page  2 4

tality. D id n ’t need  B rook’s Brothers, th a t’s for sure.
Every other tim e h e ’d sat in this park h e ’d had a wad o f  

c a sh  tu c k e d  in  h is  f r o n t  le f t  p o c k e t ,  w ith  a w a l le t  
cram m ed w ith  p lastic riding on  his right hip. T oday, he  
carried less than ten  bucks. T h e  p lastic had pretty m uch  
m elted . If he tried to use on e o f  h is cards to buy so m e
th in g , i t ’d be co n fisca ted . But th ey  w ere s t ill handy as 
id en tifica tion . T om m y polished  o ff the last o f the franks 
as an older fellow  carrying a brown bag settled  beside him  
on  the bench.

“H ey there, p a l,” th e  fe llo w  said. “H ell o f  a day. O n e  
h e ll o f a beaut o f  a day, a in ’t it?”

“B eat i t ,” T o m m y  sa id . H e d ra in ed  o ff  h is  beer and  
tossed  th e  can  tow ard a w ire b ask et by th e  en d  o f  th e  
bench . It rolled the b asket’s rim and dropped in for two.

“W h a t’s the m atter, kid? You d o n ’t like p leasant c o n 
versation  on  a warm Spring day?” T h e  fellow  reached in to  
the bag and pulled out tw o cans o f G en n essee  Cream  A le . 
“E specially  w ith  a guy w illin g  to share th is w h ole  dam n  
s ix  pack? W h a t , you  to o  fa n c y -a sse d  to  d rin k  w ith  a 
stranger?” H e offered T om m y th e can , a short, crooked  
sm ile playing across h is face, reach ing up to his eyes.

T om m y took the can , popped the tab w ith  a practiced  
thum b, and grasped the stranger’s em pty hand. “S h it no, 
Jack,” T om m y said, shaking th e  stranger’s hand. “1 a in ’t 
to o  fan cy -assed  to  say n o  to  an yb od y  o ffer in g  me co ld  
G e n n ie s .” T om m y g lanced  dow n at his tie and w iped away 
a dollop  o f on io n  ju ice w ith  the c a n ’s bottom  edge.

“ M y n a m e ’s n o t  J a c k , fr ie n d . I t ’s B e d la m , T e r r y  
B edlam .”

“T om m y. W here you from . Ter?”
“O h , now here special. C aliforn ia  if you m ean w here was 

I h a tch ed . D ea th  V a lley . H a v e n ’t b een  there in  a long  
tim e though . Spend  m ost my tim e w andering the country, 
seein g  sigh ts .”

T om m y sip p ed  h is  beer. B ed lam  was a big guy, w ith  
sandy brown hair and eyes the co lor o f  store bought ice.

“First tim e in N ew  York?”
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Bedlam  sw allow ed a big slug from his can and w iped his 
m outh w ith  the back o f  h is hand. A n  onyx ston e set in  
go ld  tw in k ed  o n  h is  p in k ie . “H e ll no! L ove th is  c ity . 
C om e here every ch a n ce  I get, ‘sp ecia lly  in the Spring. 
T o o  hum id in the sum m er for my tastes. Y ou’re a loca l, 
huh?”

“T h at obvious?”
“May as w ell be ta ttooed  on  your head way that v o ice  of  

yours honks. B ronx, right?”
T om m y sm iled , took a deep pull from his beer. “Y eah .” 

H e p o in ted  to S ta ten  Island, barely v is ib le  through the  
haze h a n g in g  over th e  harbor. “O ver there s in ce  I was 
ten . U sed  to be like liv in g  in the country. N o w  it ’s just 
Brooklyn w ith  trees.”

“A nd  you d o n ’t like trees?”
“D o n ’t like B rooklyn .”
T h ey  sat for a few  silen t m om ents, th en  T om m y turned  

to face his benefactor. “W h at do you do, Terry? T h at you 
can spend all your tim e traveling and 
giv in g  out free beers?”

“O h , l i t t le  o f  th is , l i t t le  o f  th at.
M ostly I just draw from investm ents.
Daddy Bedlam  knew  a th in g  or tw o  
about m aking m oney. Left me a pret- 
ty t id y  p ile  w h e n  h e  k ic k e d  o f f .”
T erry  h e ld  h is  ca n  up. “H e r e ’s to  
in h er ita n ce!”

T h ey  c link ed  their cans and drank 
them  dry. Terry reached in to  the bag 
an d  b r o u g h t  o u t  tw o  fr e sh  o n e s .
“W hat about you, kid? W h at do you 
do to m ake ends m eet?”

“M y e n d s  d o n ’t m e e t ,  T e r r y ,”
T o m m y  sa id . “T h e y ’re b a r e ly  o n  
speaking term s.” T h e  in terv iew s h e ’d 
w orn  h is  B ro o k ’s B roth ers for had  
en d e d  sam e as d o zen s  o f  p r e v io u s  
o n es  had , w ith  a v a r ia t io n  o f  “Eat 
sh it and d ie” used by M anhattan  per' 
s o n n e l  f la c k s  to  b lo w  o f f  lo s e r s .
T o m m y ’s h and  disappeared in to  h is 
su it ja c k e t  and  p ro d u ced  a b ox  o f
M arlboros. “1 do free-lan ce work m ostly. T h ere ’s enough  
around th at I d o n ’t go to ta lly  broke. C om e c lo se  som e- 
tim es, th o u g h .” T om m y pulled  a cigarette  from the box, 
th en  offered on e to Terry.

“N ah . G ave ‘em up three years ago. W h at kind o f free- 
lan cin g  you do?”

“W ritin g , ed itin g  . . .som etim es I play com puter geek  
w hen I find som eon e w ho d o esn ’t know  w here the plugs 
go on  the m ach in e they just b ou gh t.” T om m y took  a book  
o f m atches from h is p ock et and lit the cigarette , h is hands 
p ro tec tin g  th e  flam e from  the harbor’s in s is ten t breeze. 
“Lately I slouch  around look in g  for som eth in g  fu lL tim e.” 

“A n y  luck?”
T om m y took  a long drag on h is cigarette , b low ing  the 

sm oke through h is nostrils as he spit out a hack ing  laugh. 
“O h , sure. I’m a fu lL tim e m em ber o f the ‘W e ’ll Let You 
K now ’ patrol. I’ve heard that song from the em p loym ent 
industry e li te .” T om m y drank som e m ore o f  h is beer, star
ing ou t at the water. “D o esn ’t even  bother me anym ore, 
hearing that tune. It’s like w hen  you get junk m ail w here 
they  say th at sm art, successfu l bastards like yourself are

exactly  w ho should be gettin g  w hatever th ey’re selling . 1 
ch eck  o ff ‘Bill me later’ and stiff ‘em. N o n e  o f them  seem  
to  ca tch  on . S h it keeps co m in g .”

B edlam  reached over and gave T om m y a warm sm ack  
on  the shoulder. “T h a t’s the spirit, kid! Fuck ‘em if they  
c a n ’t take a jok e!”

T h e  pair sat on the b ench , laughing and sipping beer, 
ignoring the sidelong  glances o f tourists and lunch  tim e 
passers-by. T o m m y ’s laugh faded dow n as h is thou gh ts  
turned to the overdue rent he was still tw o hundred short 
on  d e liver in g , but was ex p ec ted  to turn over in fu ll in  
tw o days or get h is ass and gear tossed out on the street. 
H e drained back the beer and reached for another.

“A i n ’t r e a l ly  so  fu n n y , T e r r y ,” T o m m y  sa id .  
“Som etim es I w onder if I’d be better off chu ck ing  it all 
over th e  sid e, you know ? Just throw  up my hands, say 
“Fuck you, world. You w in ,” and check  my ass out o f this 
h o te l .” T om m y rose from the b en ch  and w alked across
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the prom enade to the railing running along the B attery’s 
bulkhead. H e put the can  to h is lips and tilted  his head  
back, le ttin g  the co ld , sm ooth  amber fill h is m outh and 
throat. H e squeezed the can, forcing its co n ten ts  out in a 
sp la ttery  stream , som e d r ib b lin g  d ow n  h is  c h in  as he  
inhaled  the beer in airless gulps. T h e  can crum pled as the  
last drops settled  on  his bottom  lip. H e hurled the c o n 
tainer in to  the harbor and gripped the railing, flakes of  
black paint cracking loose under his fingers.

“You hear m e, you fucks? Fuck all your asses! I d o n ’t 
w anna play th is gam e no m ore!”

T om m y turned back to th e  b en ch . T h e  bag was still 
there, but Terry was gone. T om m y looked up and dow n  
th e  p ro m en a d e  but c o u ld n ’t sp o t th e  o ld  fe llo w  a n y 
w here. W h en  he looked  in the bag, there were six beers 
w aitin g . T om m y sat dow n and p olished  them  off. A fter  
he tossed th e  last dead soldier in to  the garbage can, he 
h eld  the brown sack above his head and turned to look  
the great green eagle square in its sou l-less eyes.

“H ere’s my in h er itan ce , you fucker! D oes th is get my 
nam e on  your walls?”
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M e m o r i e s  o f  De^th
R o b ert  Levine

I
t ’s alm ost tim e. M y brothers and m yself refer to it as “Daddy S ea so n .” It’s on ly  about one  
fourth o f  the year, (D ecem ber to M arch 11th , h is b irthday). D uring th is tim e o f the year I 
feel especia lly  em pty. A  large cloud usually travels w ith  me. It’s as if I’m trying to push my 
way through a th ick  fog. I fail. T h is year I th in k  I’m a little  m ore prepared. I know  n o t to 
resist. I’ll le t the fog settle  over me w ith ou t aggravating it.

T h e  m em ories seem  to pop up more frequently during “Daddy S ea so n .” T h e  h o llow  m em o- 
ries. T h e  em pty m em ories. T here are endless am ounts o f  them . Som e m ake me feel as if there is 
n o th in g  in sid e  m e. A b so lu te ly  n o th in g . N o  b lood , n o  heart, n o  guts, n o th in g . H o llo w -lik e  
death.

M y Father died o f  m u ltip le  m io lom a, cancer o f  the bones. T h e  disease ate his body. It ate his 
b ones until he becam e frail. D ead. H is bones were n o t enough  to support h is body. H e needed  
tw o canes as w ell. T h e  sound o f  h is canes sm acking our w ooden  floors is a v iv id  m em ory for me. 
T h e  m etal canes had rubber bottom s. T h e  rubber h ittin g  th e  w ood w ould leave a thum ping  
ech o  in  my stom ach. I w ould always know  if he was w alking in the house. A lw ays.

O n e o f  the m em ories I have o f  h is illness is esp ecia lly  terrifying. I was about th irteen  years 
old. My bedroom  was right n ex t to  his. H e snored very loudly. H e always snored very loudly. I 
always hated  it. H ow ever, now  that h e  was very sick— now  that he was dying— I loved  his snor- 
ing. I depended upon h is snoring. A fter h elp in g  h im  on  his tw enty m inute journey from the  
bathroom  to h is bed, I w ould prepare to sleep. I w ould calm  m yself. I w ould listen . H e w ould  
snore. I w ould again listen , praying to hear h im  snore. A fter a few  agonizing seconds, he w ould. 
It w ould go on  like th is un til I fe ll asleep. It took  aw hile.

T h e  m ost com m on  tim e for em ptiness to p lant itse lf inside o f  m e is w hen  I’m by m yself. It 
was late at n igh t. I was at the hosp ital. I was sittin g  in  a w h eelch air, w h ich  was in the hallw ay. 
T h e  chair rolled  back and forth, w ith  little  effort from m e. I stopped it from m oving  n ex t to a 
stairway en trance. I sat for som e tim e. I listened  to the w ind swirl up the staircase. It was very 
powerful; m oving  extrem ely  fast. It flew  up the stairs - right in to  my stom ach  and swirled up to 
my throat. T h is tornado a c tiv ity  rem oved my insides.

My father was very stubborn. H e w anted all o f  us to go back to our norm al lives. H e d id n ’t 
w ant us to w aste our tim e w atch in g  h im  die. H e insisted  my brother Peter go back to co llege . 
H ow ever, it cam e to the p o in t w here he could  possibly d ie any second . My other tw o brothers 
and m yself th en  decided  to  p ick  Peter up at the train station .

A dam  was driving. Paul was in  the passenger seat. I was in the back, beh ind  A dam . Peter  
cam e in  th e  car and sat n ex t to me. For a m om en t we sat in the car ou tside M adison Square 
G arden. I looked out th e  w indow  and saw a hum ongous city . H uge build ings. I was in tim idated , 
scared. I sat in  th e  car w ith  all that I had left to  love . 1 w aited  for the in ev itab le . M y heart was 
scream ing. B oxes w ith  n o th in g  in  them . T h a t’s all we were ' em pty boxes.

I was sittin g  at th e  k itch en  table w ith  my m other. M y aunt and grandfather were in the liv 
ing room . A dam  was in  h is bedroom . Paul was at sch oo l. Peter was at th e  hosp ita l. T h e  date  
was February 23rd, 1987. It was a M onday at about 3pm . T h e  p h on e  rang on ce . My m other  
answ ered. I knew . H e was dead. M y body in volun tarily  shook . T h en  I becam e calm . My m other  
n eed ed  com fort. My 82 year old  grandfather had o u tliv ed  h is son . H e n eed ed  com fort - big  
tim e. I sat on  th e  floor n ex t to h is chair and held  h is hand. H e m oaned. I co u ld n ’t b e liev e  my 
father was dead. H e m oaned. I co u ld n ’t b e lieve . . .H e m oaned. . .co u ld n ’t. . .m oan. . . I co u ld n ’t 
m oan. H e b elieved .

Later, I was a lon e in th e  liv in g  room . I sat in a big, soft chair. I p o in ted  it d irectly  at the T V  
and attem pted  to let it “take m e aw ay.” It took  m e now h ere. T h a t secon d  was the m ost blank, 
n o th in g  secon d  o f  my life. I was so h o llo w  that 1 w asn ’t sure if  I was there - if  I ex isted . I 
rem ained.

“Daddy S ea so n ” is back, but I w ish it w ould leave. I w ish I d id n ’t h ave anym ore haun ting  
h o llow  thoughts. I w ould like them  to disappear. In m any ways they have. I d o n ’t th in k  I have  
any more fresh though ts about it —  just m em ories. I th ink . I eat d inner. I look  around at w hat 
is left o f  my bruised fam ily after our war w ith  death . I realize “dinner tim e ,” w h ich  used to be 
very special in  my house, is n o t the sam e. Daddy is no longer at the d inner table. A n d  ev en  
now , four years after h is death  - I’m h o llow . D ead.
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M &
f o r  P h y I i s a n d  K e r r i

T h o m a s  D e i g n a n

if  c o n te n d in g  w ith  an u n ex p ected  and w rathfu l b out o f d iarrhea w eren ’t bad 
enough. A s if sittin g  here, stink ing and splashing in the first floor bathroom  of the 

^  dow ntow n C ourt o f A ppeals (it was the closest available to ile t) w eren’t enough of 
a tw ist for a day that started out pretty good. N o , now  Kerri sees that she has, in the haste o f try' 
ing to keep her underpants c lean , in advertently  selected  and ducked hurriedly in to  the bath' 
room ’s handicapped stall. (S h e  d id n ’t n o tice  the bars, but did n ote  the spaciousness.) O f course, 
w hat com es clun k ing  in the bathroom  door but an old m an in a w heelchair? H e enters n oisily , 
and has rem ained so, pounding on  the door and alerting her that he is about to call security and 
that, as a handicapped person, he has priority over her in  usage o f th is stall. It’s like the parking 
spaces in the lots, h e ’s said several tim es.

“L ook , I’m n o t h a v in g  fun in h ere. C ou ld  you p lease  just w ait?” Kerri sighs to  th e  m an  
b etw een  groans, help less.

“It certain ly  d o n ’t sm ell like you are.”
S h e grim aces, and sees, under the sta ll’s door, the tw o large w heels, a decrepit w hite , crum- 

bling hand and dull, black rubber shoes. R ealizing that sh e ’s ducked in to  the m en ’s room d id n ’t 
even  m atter at this point.

T h e hurricane in her bow els reluctantly  and noisily  em ptied  itse lf in to  the to ile t, and she sits 
and w allow s in the ebb, and w aits for the n ext w ave, the n ex t phase o f the sludgy flow. T h e  
w heels under the door rem ain, unm oving.

T h is is awful she thinks. I need  to take another show er now . U gh . A n d  the baby show er later 
tonight!

Because o f the show er and P h ylis’ m ood (W h at w ill it be?) Kerri pretty m uch dreads going  
hom e. S h e dreads th is alm ost as m uch as she dreads. . .w ip ing herself clean .

F eeling her entire outfit stained , from her broad tan blazer to her m atch ing k n ee 'len g th  skirt, 
Kerri fum bles through her black pocketbook  look ing for her house key. T h e  three steps leading  
up to the m odest o n e -lev e l brick house w ith  the sm all green'brow n law n w ould have been  a per- 
feet tim e to locate  the keys, but she w aited until she was hold ing  her pocketbook  in one hand  
and h o ld ing  the w hite screen door open  w ith  her body. S he spots a crowded ring o f m etal and  
pulls it out but they are her work keys from the hospital. (S h e ’s a nurse.) S he m utters to herself, 
releases them  back in to  the chaos o f her purse and produces the right set o f keys. T h ey  quickly  
slip form her fingers and splash and puddle o n to  the pavem ent, still warm from a day o f cloudless 
sum mer sun.

“D am n it!” she w hispers to herself as she bends against the resistance o f her p ocketbook  and 
body bulk and h igh  h eels to retrieve them . T h ey  are in her hands on ly  seconds w hen  she drops 
them  again. S he on ly  laughs this tim e, fee lin g  a slight, teary lump in her throat. Kerri sets her 
pocketb ook  on  the gritty cem en t, grabs the keys and sets about rattling the doorknob, w h ich  is 
loosely  set in the door, so that it may open.

A n d  sittin g  right there, w atch in g  T V , is Phylis, her housem ate and sister.
“H ey, w h at’s up?” says Phylis to an incredulous Kerri.
“D id n ’t you hear m e out there?! ?!” Kerri asks annoyed.
“Yeah, w here’s your key?”
“W h ere’s my key?”
“Y eah, w here’s your key?” Phylis tries again dumbly, eyes on  the T V .
“I co u ld n ’t find it. . .it was. . .it was. . .” Kerri huffs, and heads through the sm all, cream , sofa' 

covered 'W ith 'p lastic  liv in g  room , in to  th e k itch en .
S h e flips the flam e under the k ettle  on , hop ing a h ot cup o f tea and a spot o f rum w ill help  her 

escape from a day that seem s to have spun out o f her control. A n d , again, the dreaded gray borC' 
dom  o f their cou sin ’s baby show er loom s, contrasting, strangely to her, w ith  the w hite light o f  
the k itch en . Phylis clunks in to  the k itch en , balancing herself on  four inch  heels.

“W h at tim e do you w ant to go?”
P hylis’ v o ice  has m ain ta ined  a squeak that Kerri is sim ply num b to, the way she has becom e  

num b to P h y lis’ exaggerated  h igh  h ee ls  and lip stick  th at is alw ays too  bright and som ew hat
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sp lotched  beyond the lim its o f her hps.
. .w ant to go?” she asks h erself before sigh in g  aloud  

and sm iling. “A s late as p ossib le .”
“G ood , because 1 still have to show er.”
“W hy d id n ’t you open the door w hen  1 was fish ing for 

my keys?” Kerri calm ly, but paternally asks.
Phylis, w alking towards the show er, spins and glares.
“H ey, look, how  the h e ll do I know  w ho the h e ll you are 

w hen you ’re co m in ’ in  the door like that, huh? R a ttlin ’ 
the knob and everyth ing. . .”

Kerri, defeated already, returns, “but 1 obviously  had a 
key.”

“H ow  the. . -look. . .OK. . .” P hylis’ sp lotchy  lips sputter 
and she grabs at her frizzy, th in n in g , jet black hair. H er 
fingers burrow beyond the hair and h old  her head, w anti- 
ng to squeeze it, to  pop it like a w h ite  facial p im ple.

“H ow  the h e ll do 1 know  w ho the h e ll you are at the  
door?” she quickly spits out, transparent hazel eyes w ide  
open , staring right at Kerri. “H ow  should I know? O n damn  
Oprah yesterday or last w eek they show ed. . .they. . .th ey  
show ed. . .1 d on ’t know . . .dangers in the house or crim e 
or car jacking. . .1 m ean how  th e  h e ll am I supposed to  
know?”

Kerri just nods as Phylis, exonerated  because she feels  
sh e’s right, tears jov ia lly  in to  the bathroom , on  her heels  
and big legs. N orm ally  Kerri w ould have ch id ed  Phylis for 
running late or for n eed in g  to take a show er w hen she is 
clearly already made up. N orm ally  Kerri w ould have, but 
sh e ’s in no  m ood now , and in  no hurry anyway.

T h e  tea k e tt le  w h istle s  and Kerri, l is te n in g  to  P h ylis  
sin g  to  a b larin g  B obby V in to n  record  in  th e  sh ow er, 
places an herbal tea bag and h o t water in to  a cup, along  
w ith  a gulp o f  sw eet, 151 proof rum. S h e hates rum, but it 
always tastes fine m ixed w ith  the tea. A nd the tingly  feeh  
ing the a lcoh o l gives her sprouts tiny gooseflesh  pim ples  
all over her arms.

“O o o o o o o o h ,” she shivers, barely audible.
W h at should 1 wear she wonders. H er anus itch es inces- 

santly, but her stom ach does feel better. S he m akes several 
w oozy a ttem p ts, after th e  tea , to  re-w ipe h erself, but it 
on ly  dries her out and irritates her more. Earlier, w h ile  in  
the bathroom , th ick  w ith  steam  after P hylis’ show er, Kerri 
look ed  at the fogged  m irror and saw artw ork typ ica l o f  
Phylis: ugly, cartoon ish  faces, th ree or four, and in  big, 
block  letters, BOO !

Kerri, in  her room , glares at the im age o f herself in  the  
mirror and fights tears. H er w ide belly  w ith  its stretched  
skin reaches alm ost as far out as her stout breasts.

“I’m fa t,” she w hispers, “I’m really. . .really fa t.” N o t fat 
en ough  so that her boyfriend w ould leave her, how ever, 
w h ich  is w hy her day, at least started out good. T h ey  made 
up th is m orning after three days o f thorny b ickering.

T h e  sh r ill p h o n e  breaks her sp e ll, and sh e  w a its for 
P h y lis , d ressed  an d  in  th e  k it c h e n  (s in g in g  s t i l l , )  to  
answer. T h e phone rings a third tim e, and Kerri is about 
to yell but realizes it ’s fu tile  because w hen  Phylis is in a 
m ood, (and she is in  a m ood!) she isn ’t go in g  to answer 
the p h on e. S h e w o n ’t answer the p h on e, op en  the door, 
open  the m ail, read the paper, talk, eat, w hisper. . .w h at
ever. T h e  best you cou ld  h op e  for, aside from  avo id in g  
publicly embarrassing scenes, w ould be som e com edy, such  
as w hen  she occasion a lly  trails o ff in to  Dr. Seuss language.

(O n ce , breaking a placid silen ce  at d inner Phylis sang, in  
Seussian  ton gue, “1 fee l i t ’s my duty to te ll you sis, th is 
dinner you’ve made tastes like sh it and piss. It’s co ld , it ’s 
burnt, it ’s rubbery as h ell. A nd  if you’re trying to poison  
me, you’re doing quite w e ll.” Kerri, in itia lly  crushed since  
sh e’s insecure about her cook in g , later fa lling  in to  sleep, 
cou ld n ’t b elieve  that Phylis had put forth such a descrip 
tion . Had she sat there and p lotted  the rhyme schem e out? 
W as she capable? Or did it just com e out, like a ch ild  
in s tin c tiv e ly  sp itting  out food it d oesn ’t want? E ither way, 
she laughed and was amazed, p lanned or not. S h e laughed  
h e r se lf  to  b lissfu l s le ep , and for w eek s a fter, th e  m ere  
though t brought laughter. S in ce  th en , the thrill has worn  
off. A n d  besides, she h asn ’t d one it in  a w h ile .)

T h e  ph on e rings a fifth  tim e.
“H e llo .”
“Kerri?”
“H i A u n t K ate.”
“W hy are you out o f breath?”
“O h , I was in  th e  sh o w er  and  1 h ad  run to  g e t  th e  

p h o n e .”
A u n t Kate asks Kerri to  bring som e soda over for th e  

show er party, if  possib le, if passing a store on th e way.
“O h  d a m n it , W IL L  Y O U  G E T  D R E S S E D !” P h y lis  

screeches at the sight o f Kerri in her bra and underpants 
on  the p h on e, in the m iddle o f  the k itch en  floor, w hite on  
w h ite . A u n t  K ate hears th is  c lea r ly  and terse ly  asks if 
Phylis is com ing. Phylis con tin u es ta lk ing loudly as A u n t  
Kate notes how  good Kerri has always been  and how  good  
Phylis used to be, especia lly  as a ch ild  w hen  all she ever  
lik ed  to  do, w h en  sh e v is ite d , was p lay P er fec tio n  and  
w atch  the p ieces, the jagged stars, the triangles and those  
round, w hat rhombuses? exp lode loudly from the board.

“OK A u n t K ate, w e ’ll p ick  up som e sod a ,” says Kerri, 
o v er  a b e lc h in g  and ram b lin g  P h y lis , c u tt in g  o ff  A u n t  
Kate, w ho barely squeezes in an, “O h , I’m sorry, OK , buh- 
b ye.”

P hylis, fillin g  a cup w ith  w ater at the sink , co n tin u es  
yam m ering u n til Kerri grabs each  o f  her shoulders from  
beh in d  and begins yelling .

“W h at do you th ink  you’re doing, ta lk ing like that w hen  
I’m on  the p h on e, m aking an ass o f yourself? H ow  about a 
little  respect, huh, for me and for yourself?”

A  new  coat o f b lack-cherry co lored  lipstick , beyond the  
lip-1 in e  o f  co u rse , sh in e s  in  th e  d im  k itc h e n  lig h t , as 
P hylis rep lies, look in g  away, “O h , w ho was that? A u n t  
Laura, A u n t Kate, they all hate me anyway. . .”

Kerri grabs her o ld er  s is ter ’s h u gely  padded shou lders  
aga in  and , lo o k in g  o v e r w e ig h t, y e t broad in  her tig h t, 
w hite undergarm ents, focuses in on  her.

“N o , look at me. I’m sick o f  th is, all right, it ’s the same 
type o f  w ild -eyed  stu ff a ll th e  tim e. You get scared and  
paranoid and. . .and. . .you just d o n ’t m ake any se n se .” 
Kerri lets go o f  P h y lis’ shoulders, co lle c ts  her brain, and  
steps away. Kerri sighs, c lo ses her eyes and p lead in g  for 
reason asks, “W hy w ou ldn’t you answer the phone? Y ou’re 
right h ere!!”

“Put som e c lo th es on , p lease ,” was the sim ple reply.
Phylis quiets and retreats as if Kerri has said som eth in g  

quite wrong. Paranoid? W ell, it could  be, but no on e ever  
suggested it so it ’s n o t as if Phylis w ould be sen sitive  to it. 
It’s n o t like saying, for th e  first breakthrough tim e “W hy  
do you drink?” to an ob viou s a lco h o lic , or “W hy do you
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c h e a t? ” to  an  o b v io u s  a d u lterer . T h e r e  is n o  m u tu a l, 
u n s p o k e n , a g r e e m e n t  a b o u t  w h a t ’s w ro n g  w ith  th is  
w om an. T here are no words that em brace reality and set 
th ings off every now  and th en , no unutterable phrases that 
color the tender blankness o f all that may be wrong w ith  
her over-m ade-up, overw eight, poorly-dressed, loony  fuck- 
ing sister! So why the withdrawal? E ither way it’s short- 
lived  because it leaves Kerri a lone standing in her under
wear and Phylis con ten ted ly  singing to Bobby V in to n  in 
her room.

A n d  a dirty itch , on  top o f th is, still lives inside Kerri’s 
anus. S h e ’s p ick ing  at it gen tly  w hen  th e door bell rings. 
Her first reaction , since Phylis is in rare form today, is to 
g et th e  door, u n til th e  s ig h t o f  her w ide papery th ig h s  
m ak es her rea lize  sh e  is n ’t e x a c t ly  dressed  to  pay th e  
paperboy, or w hoever it may be.

Pretty m uch trapped on  an island, Kerri is shock ed  to  
hear P h y lis’ door op en , her h ee ls  (sh iny , p aten t leather) 
c lon k  to the door, and the jin g le  o f th e  loose doorknob. 
Kerri ev en  sm iles in th e  dusk-shadow ed  room . T h ere  is 
m um bling, and Kerri frow ns in  an effort to  hear b etter. 
S he m oves as c lose to th e  door as she can  w ith ou t exp os
ing  h erse lf , in  an a tte m p t to  d e c ip h e r  th e  m u m b lin gs  
w hen P h ylis’ v o ice  rises above a m um ble.

“W here does th e m oney really go, H U H ?”
W h at the h e ll is she doing? W h at is she talk ing about?
Kerri hears a fa in t reply. “M a’am I could  just leave if you 

d o n ’t w ant any. It’s a co lle c tio n . . .1 work for the church  
house at St. M argaret’s.”

P hylis laughs com fortab ly , kn ow in g ly . “Y eah, but how  
m uch do you pocket o f it, huh? H ow  the h ell m uch do 
you pocket?”

K erri g r im a ces , m ak es a t ig h t ,  dry fis t  and  f l ie s  
around th e  co rn er  to  save  th e  l i t t l e  b oy  from  th is  
in te r r o g a t io n . T h e  b oy , b la c k -sk in n e d  and  s l ig h t , 
dressed in  baggy turquoise shorts and a w h ite  tank top, 
pops h is eyes ou t. Kerri steps in  front o f P h ylis and  
glares at her.

“W hat the h e ll are you doing?”
Phylis scream s at Kerri’s near-nakedness, and turns 

to  walk in to  the k itch en . “H e ’s se lling  M & M s for the  
church, and here you are, tits out here defending h im .”

T h e  boy b eg in s to  in c h  ou t th e  door w h en  Kerri 
grabs h im  and growls, “w hat are you selling?”

“M & M ’s, dollar a b o x ,” he says m ech an ica lly , as he  
did  to  a th o u sa n d  d o o rs b e fo r e , (b u t n e v e r  to  an  
a lm ost-n u d e  fem ale , w h ich  w ould seem  to  be so m e
th in g  h e ’d w ish  for, b lack  or w h ite ) . But h e ’s scared  
and co n fu sed . K erri’s r igh t h an d  grips th e  sh ou ld er  
strap on  h is shirt. H is friend se llin g  across the street is 
lucky, and for now  he w ishes he were she. Phylis hums 
in th e  k itch en  loudly, as Kerri rampages through her 
p ocketbook , tossing aside loose change, gum wrappers 
and a B ib le p am p h let w h ich  asks “D o you th in k  i t ’s 
too  late to be saved?” S h e  pulls out a tw en ty  dollar  
b ill, ap proach es th e  boy and says, lou d ly , “M m m m , 
M & M s, I like them . I’ll take. . .tw en ty  b oxes. 1 like  
the peanut kind better, but as long as the m oney goes 
to  charity. . .!” T h e  boy, h is hand shaking, sorts out 
tw en ty  boxes, never  taking h is eyes o ff o f Kerri, and  
lays th em  o n  th e  g o ld en , dusty  rug. H e , lik e  Kerri, 
know s Phylis, s ilen t now , w ill h ave to reply to her s is
ter’s clear in stiga tion . For a secon d , each  stares at the

hallw ay, w aiting for Phylis to com e. Kerri hands the tw en 
ty over and the k itch en  sink is still running water. W ater 
tin k les  and sp lashes slow ly  to th e  tan k itch en  tile  and, 
seconds later, as the tw enty is placed in to  the boy’s sm all, 
ten ta tiv e  h and , P hylis rounds th e  corner, fac ia lly  calm , 
but w alk ing quickly towards th e  tw o (as she saw it) c o 
conspirators.

“T h at m oney is n ot leaving this h ou se ,” she says, co m 
ing at them . Before she reaches them , she trips over her 
h ee l, w h ich  is snared in the rug, and, airborne m om entari
ly, thuds, w ith  a scream , to the ground. Kerri, w ho has 
already opened  tw o boxes o f M & M s, exp lodes in laughter, 
and flings the candy in to  the air, forging an abrupt, harsh 
v ision  o f reds and greens and yellow s, w h ich , in sight and 
sound , clash  p leasan tly  w ith  th e  low  cream  ce ilin g , and  
settle , like m uffled hail, on  the rug. T h e boy hugs the big 
box breaking th e  h an d le , and running across th e  street, 
sn iffling to h im self, w ith  tears fillin g  h is eyes.

Phylis gets to her feet, h o t and angered, and fixes a glare 
on  Kerri. Phylis slaps her hand on  the bookcase n ex t to 
w here she fe ll, th inks for a secon d , and heads o ff to  her 
room , her fizzy, b lack  hair tossed all over. Kerri, staring  
now here, fee lin g  naked and embarrassed, quietly  closes the  
heavy interior door, shuts her eyes and p laces her head in  
her hands. S he sobs tw ice, quietly , sw allows and retrieves 
her bathrobe from the bathroom . She slouches on  the soft 
co u ch , w h ich  in h a les  her, recoverin g  from  th e soft rum 
h igh  and hopes the tw enty w asn’t the on ly  bill in her w al
let, because she still has to buy the soda for A u n t Kate.

A M O H Y M O U S
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IN U N e AT /^cVONALV S
a homeless w om an asks me to  buy her a sausage biscuit
an old I think quite old w om an asks me to  buy her a sausage biscuit
it is breakfast tim e
I am on my w ay to  C liff's house and I'm a t the M cD onald 's in the Staten 

Island Ferry Terminal 
in the Staten Island Ferry Terminal because Staten island is where I'm  from 
well not from , I guess 
I live in Staten Island a t this tim e 
is anybody really from anywhere?
I m ean I'm from th a t chair a t this m om ent
I am from this mouth
I sleep in a p la ce  in Staten Island
we sleep in a p la ce  in Staten Island
I lock my things behind a door in Staten Island
but are we, any of us
really from a p lace
or places?
it is fun to  think of Bernadette riding on the Staten Island Ferry 
w hat does she think about?
she is the type  of person th a t would really enjoy riding on the Staten Island 

Ferry and she does 
I tell the old w om an I c a n 't  buy her a sausage biscuit 
I tell her I d o n 't have any change, either 
I think:
"I have to  save this m oney to  make copies of my poem  for Tam arind."
When I g e t to  the coun ter, though, I order a "sausage biscuit extra value 

m eal"
an "extra  va lue m eal" is a paper bag
an "extra va lue m eal" is a paper bag  and a sausage biscuit extra value meal 

is a pap er bag  th a t holds a gooey sausage biscuit, go lden hash browns, 
and hot co ffe e  

I take it and I go to  find the old w om an 
"W ant some breakfast?" I ask her
"There's co ffe e  and cream  and sugar in the b a g ." I say
and I think a b o u t my g randm other back home
I ta lked  to  her on the phone last night
she said, "I love you" like she always does
she always says, "I love you"
and I said, "I love you, to o "
I always do th a t
an "extra  va lue m eal" contains w hat are norm ally items sold separately 
and the nam e "extra  va lue" implies th a t the individual items have some sort 

of value on their own but th a t when part of an "extra value m eal" they 
have even more, yes

extra
value
yes these a lready va luab le  items have extra value when sold as part of an 

"extra va lue m e a l" -a  sausage biscuit, hash browns, and co ffe e  
I to ld  my grandm other, "I love you" like I always do

Wayne Berninger
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Casey Kelly

From the AP W ire;
M inneapolis, MN. W hat's in a name? A lot of publicity for the former Prince, 

whose decision to change his name to an unpronounceable symbol is keeping everyone 
guessing about what the pop star w ill call himself.

That Sign Guy, HeShe, Purple prima donna and Andy (short for androgynous) are 
among suggestions made by more that 400 people who have called the Star Tribune 
newspaper, which invited readers to name that Prince.

The rock singer announced last week that he wants to be referred to with the sym
bol that combines the signs for male and female. It's also the title of his latest album. But 
there's no spoken word for the symbol and the former Prince, born Prince Rogers Nelson, 
gave no clue how to pronounce it.

The newspaper reported Monday that a few callers said they'd go along with what
ever Paisley park, the Minneapolis-born pop-star's record studio, decided.

But most callers were cynical.
"Prince's new moniker can be traced back to some old Persian script. Roughly 

translated, it means gimmick," said Tom Shaughnessy of Minnetonka.

r h e first tim e I en co u n tered  “H im ,” I was wdlkine; th rou gh  th e  fron t door o f  my friend  
M ic h e lle ’s house. M ich e lle  ,nul I v iif  o \ \  u. I “H e ,” 12 years our senior.

In itia lly  w hat struck m e w ere th e  n\:iny cicuiifcTits .jbout hinj that told  me he was a she. T h e  
long hair that was flipped up on  the cuds scorned O K  but h e  had a m ustache and hair on  his

ich e lle , “W h o ’s that?” 
that translated in to , “can 1

lit ,” she said. So 1 was stuck w ith  just staring at the odd pic-

ch est. I just stared at th e  alhum  co v cr 't lew  m inutes before 1 nsket 
“C an I see it?” I asked. U\ the B b i k fem ale grade schooler lurgt 

pick it up and in sp ect it c lo so ly /’*
“N o , my m other w ou ldn’t .illox, ---------------------

ture w ith  the studio blue biickjjround. T h e  m an w ith  th e  wam.an‘s h'.iir sty le, th e  m u s ta c l^ a n d  
the hair on  his ch est, b latat’tlv back at me. M

Probably because I grew up w ith  three brothers, I h .ive  been  exposed  to very m a ^ ^ ^ d e a ls  
about m ascu lin ity . T h e  kiss o f  dc;»th w.is ^ iven to in \ w hen  "nc ot iin b iothci>  called  him  
a h om osexu al. “H ey that guy’s faygK'," otiC o f  thern w ould h<iV 1 knew  \\h  \L ib cy  w ould  classi'
fy the m an w ith  th e  w om an’s h.iir -t^lt’ rh i' 1 fur iho Ill'll n ine nn 'Tn r'.ibusr

But 1 d id n ’t > I w ih ,ii\v tys a ttra c te d  to  rhc dti'fercnt and fhc odd. 1 had  f?iHen i 
P rince th  iL d 

T h e i c \  A ifood cli in ce  I may h ave heard o f  t 
in M fch clie  s house, but it d id n ’t m atter. n iA t  
w ould be w ith  m e for m any years and contuiuc.'i 

p n ’t how , but three years later,

that

w ith

rbat I hp 
m  rnc. S h e  >

iie iitlv . I f o u ^  the profa 
u ith  nu he used rijEjin lUe

iteen? 1 found th is  
^ r n e d  about the arf« 

tened  to the tape and prom ptly too  
G od and m otherfucker in th e  sam e ^ 'n ten ce  

S om e tim e later, in  the sch o o l year o f 19S2-'8.
H igh  S ch o o l in  my h om etow n  o f  W a sh in g ig n , I 
first over-obsessed  P rince fan. H er nam e w.is Ph  
the m an. By th at tim e, h e  had c r o sse d ^ v e f  jfro 
and had b ecom e som ew hat o f a househoW

an w ith  th e  hair before I saw  
jernoon in  1979 , I began a relations! 
jay.
jobtained a copy o f  P rin ce’s “1999” c a s s ^ e  
iv exhij^rating. A ll the dirty words I used in  

on  a recording that could be played  
titilla tin g .
ing so m uch tim e obsessing on , lis- 

th at any m an that used the nam e o f

was a sev en th  grade stu dent at E lio t Junior 
. In my second  period m ath class, 1 m et my 
ena and boy, did she get carried away w ith  

ult status in  N Y C  in to  the m ainstream  
y p eop le agreed w ith  eith er  my brothers,

my m other or b oth . H e had to  be gay andJoT sat:nMC. ’
If he were e ith er, it d id n ’t m atter to  m e and U’ cvi ta in ly  d id n ’t m atter to P h ilam ena. S he cut 

her hair like h is and put studs on  her trem  h coat in the sam e form ation  th at P rince did on  the  
cover o f h is “C on troversy” LP. S h e wore t h ^ r e n c h  everyday. S h e always talked about him . 
E ven I got tired o f  her. In her sch oo l ID  p h ^ ,  she looked  like h im . S h e was elated . It was

P ag e  3 5



e e r ie . S tu d y in g  a ll a v a ila b le  p h o to g r a p h s  o f  P r in c e ,  
P hilam ena was able to em ulate h is facial expressions. A t  
the tender age o f 12, she had recasted her entire id en tity  
around Prince.

A n o th er  stu d en t brought a cou sin  to sch o o l o n e  day. 
Sh e introduced  the re lative as the biggest P rince fan in  
the world. T h e  relative was introduced to Philam ena. T h e  
tw o girls w ent at it. T h ey  began to quiz on e another w ild- 
ly on  the details o f  the m an. W h at was h is favorite color? 
W h a t was h is  fa v o r ite  th in g  to  eat? T h ey  argued over  
w hat a certain  lyric to a certain  stanza o f a certain  song  
was. 1 was lost.

T h en  the in ev itab le  cam e. “H ow  tall is he?”
I had read m any o f the teen  and rock m agazine articles  

about P rince, but n o t that closely . 1 was probably around  
the five foo t mark m yself. 1 d id n ’t know  exactly  how  tall 1 
was, le t a lone Prince.

O n e o f  the girls said he was 5'2". T h e  other said he was 
5'3". A n  argu m en t broke ou t and th e  tw o girls a lm ost  
cam e to blow s. A s 1 w atched  the w h ole  th ing, 1 c lu tch ed  a 
copy o f  a m agazine that P h ilam ena had brought to sch oo l. 
Prince was on  th e  cover.

I have never seen  or heard from P hilam ena since junior 
high.

Back in  the early 19 8 0 ’s, there were no v id eo  show s for 
you n g  p eo p le  lik e  m e w h o  d id n ’t h a v e  ca b le . Just la te  
n ig h t show s that cam e on  after hours. M any tim es 1 sat 
through D avid L etterm an, w aiting for th e  v id eo  show s to 
com e on. Prince w ould be featured o ften , singing h is song  
“C ontroversy” in  front o f sta ined  glass w indow s, flipping  
his long trench  coat back so that you cou ld  see h is butt 
w h ich  hung out o f the side o f  h is pants. H e had cu t the  
pants that way and th e  sight w ould always wake m e out o f 
my sem i'sleep in ess. 1 loved  that guy and there was n o  way 
1 was ever going to g ive that feisty little  fe llow  up.

M y m o th er  su rprising ly  to o k  m e to  see  P r in c e ’s first 
m ovie “Purple R ain” on  my fou rteen th  birthday in July o f  
1984- H e seem ed  m ore h u m an  th a n  h e  ev er  h ad . H is  
lyrics or the tidbits o f in form ation  in  the B lack fan maga- 
zines d id n ’t do h im  ju stice . T h e  shortness o f  h is stature  
becam e more real to  me. H is speaking v o ice  seem ed deep- 
er than  h is singing v o ice  did on  the radio.

T here was a w om an in  the theater w ho sat a few  rows 
beh ind  and to the left from my m other and m e. S he had  
purchased th e  soundtrack to th e  m ov ie  before hand and  
had learned all the words. S h e was sing in g  aloud through  
out the m ovie. 1 was glad because 1 could clearly under- 
stand the lyrics. My m other was annoyed. “1 swear, 1 just 
d o n ’t u n derstand  you  P rin ce  fa n s .” 1 n ev er  u n d erstood  
why my m other took  me to h is m ovie , she never gave up 
her op in ion  that he was agent o f the dev il.

T h e  n e x t crazed-out P rince fan 1 ran in to  was nam ed  
Tracy. H er m other was a lawyer and her father was a d o c 
tor. It was 1984  and my parents had separated . A t  th e  
tim e, my m other was too poor to buy me c lo th in g  at the  
fast rate that my ad o lescen t body was grow ing. T racy and  
her sister period ically  gave m e hand-m e-dow n  c lo th in g  to 
wear.

Tracy had everyth ing  she n eeded  and w anted , includ ing  
all the popular Prince posters. T h e  posters were hung on  
her bedroom  w alls and on es was e v e n  in s id e  her c lo se t  
door. S h e w ould just start at them  and 1 w ith  her. T here  
was on e show ing Prince in a show er stall w earing scanty

black underwear. In the background was a crucifix  and 1 
fe lt guilty  about staring and lusting at th e  p hoto . A n o th er  
poster had Prince in a room  w ith  tw o w indow s. O n e w in 
dow  show ed  a daytim e scen e  and th e  oth er  a n ig h ttim e  
scene. I was fa llin g  deeper and deeper in love. Tracy was a 
traitor, though . S h e also had posters o f M ich ael Jackson  
that she adored just as m uch.

I recen tly  spoke to T racy’s m other th is past May at my 
brother K ev in ’s w edding. Tracy has a degree as a record
ing en g in eer  and is pursuing a second  on e. S h e specializes 
in  religious m usic. “1 d o n ’t th in k  sh e ’s in terested  in  Prince 
anym ore,” her m other told me.

Prince con tin u ed  to h it  the charts in  the 19 8 0 ’s, esp e
cia lly  the R & B on e that 1 kept up w ith  all through h igh  
sch oo l. T h ere was a fe llow  student 1 occasion a lly  associa t
ed w ith  nam ed M onica. S h e had brought th e  Prince “S ign  
‘O ’ T h e  T im e s” ca ssette  to our 11th  grade h istory  class  
and during the lecture, she cop ied  the lyrics o f  a few  o f  his 
songs on  n o teb ook  sheets o f  paper. S h e w anted  to be able  
to learn them  by heart. Prince seem ed to always do som e
th in g  odd to  h is fans lik e  p rin t th e  lyrics so sm all you  
could  barely read them . 1 w ondered if he knew  p eop le like  
M onica  cared.

M onica  is now  a w ife and m other and lives in  G erm any.
T h rough out my sch o o l years, my m other co n tin u ed  to  

try to  d issu ad e m e from  en jo y in g  th e  m u sic  o f  P rin ce . 
“O h , h e ’s a b eau tifu l o le  th in g  but you k now  h e ’s e v il  
d o n ’t you? Just look  at those gorgeous eyes. T h e  B ible tells  
you how  the d ev il w ill com e, it p la in ly  says ‘and he shall 
com e as an angel o f  lig h t.’”

In my freshm an year in co lle g e , I jo in ed  a record  
club. A lo n g  w ith  my best friend Erick, I began to c o lle c t  
a ll o f  h is  w orks. 1 g o t  th e  “P u rp le R a in ” so u n d tra ck . 
“Parade,” the soundtrack to his second  m ovie , “U nder the  
C h erryM oon ,” and “A round the W orld in  a D ay.” I had  
to h ave h is poor se llin g  fo llow -up  record to “Purple R a in ,” 
and all th e  o th ers. 1 ev en  rep laced  1999  after a ll th ose  
years. My m other allow ed  my 2-year-old  n iece  to destroy  
it on e afternoon , thou gh . S h e cla im ed  th at as she saw the  
baby pull the tape o ff the cassette  reels and stretch  it out 
o f shape, she co u ld n ’t get to her fast enou gh . 1 d o n ’t th ink  
she ev en  tried.

I have tota lly  consum ed each  o f  P rin ce’s album s. 1 have  
stu d ied , ex a m in e d , lab ored , started  a t, and m em orized  
every , b eep , quirp, h o o t  and h o lle r  th a t h e  has had to  
offer. Lost in the private world o f  my h ead p hon es, all the  
d e lic a te  d e ta ils  o f  h is in s tr u m e n ta tio n  co m es th rou gh . 
S om eon e  o n ce  told  m e that on som e songs, he played all 
th e  instrum ents, and th at he had taught h im se lf to  play  
each  o f  them .

My brother K ev in ’s w ife, T arita w ho 1 have affection a l-  
ly labeled  a h oly  roller was very disturbed w h en  she found  
ou t th a t I was a P r in ce  fan . “A t  my ch u rch , w e heard  
som e o f  h is m usic p layed  backward and on  th at “Purple  
R a in ” a lb u m  h e says s o m e th in g  a b o u t G o d  and  starts  
lau gh in g .”

“O h , y e s . H e  e x p e r im e n t s  w ith  b a c k m a s k in g ,” 1 
answ ered.

“1 w ou ld n ’t listen  to that stuff if I w ere you ,” she said.
P rince w rites for o th er  artists. S om e o f  th ose  works 1 

lo v e . H is son gs for S h e e n a  E aston  s lin k  a lo n g  lik e  h is  
R oyal Badness h im self. O thers just p la in ly  suck, like the  
song h e  did for M adonna. I read that h e  was dating her at
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the tim e and she dum ped him  right before he w rote it. Perhaps he was gettin g  revenge.
Band m em bers h ave com e and gone. T h ose  o f us w ho rem em ber the beg in n in g  know  his guitarist Dez D ickerson, who  

w en t on  to form his ow n band and op en ed  for B illy  Idol som e years ago. T here was bassist A ndre C ym on e w ho, after a 
brief so lo  career, produced so lo ist Jody W atley . A n y  on e w ho has seen  “Purple R a in ” know s W endy and Lisa w ho are now  
doing their ow n th ing. S h eila  E. is an old friend w ho plays the drums for h im  periodically . For that, he w rites her h it  
songs.

T h en  there are h is w om en. A  friend o f m ine o n ce  remarked that he seem s to chan ge h is w om en faster than he changes  
his underwear. T here was V an ity , w ho is now  a born-again h oly  roller like my sister'in -law . W h en  asked on a talk show  
w heth er or n o t Prince was S atan ic , she d eclin ed  to com m ent. A fter her was A p o llo n ia . T h en  S h een a  Easton. A fter her, 
C at, th e  dancer. 1 th in k  after h e  m ade th e  soundtrack for the m ovie “B atm an,” he was dating actress Kim Bassinger. You 
ca n ’t te ll the d ifference b etw een  h is business and h is pleasure. I never  really cared. 1 lo v e  h is m usic, but h is love  life is 
an oth er story.

O n e th in g  has always bothered  me about h im , though. A ll the w om en he dated seem ed to be ligh tet'sk in n ed . I know  
the purple m an h im se lf is fair, but I’ve o ften  w ondered if he d id n ’t care for darker sk inned w om en such as myself.

1 still m arvel to see h im  w hen h e m akes those few  rare appearances. H e d oesn ’t seem  to m ind perform ing for M T V . H e  
did on e perform ance w here he turned around and exposed  the back o f h is pants. . . w h ich  w ere cut out to show  every' 
th ing. . . w h ile  he m oaned th e  lyric,
“now  turn your big ass ‘round so I can  
w ork  o n  th a t  z ip p e r , baby."  T h a t  
w asn’t unusual, h e ’s done that before, 
but it was still excitin g .

1 recorded  h is  ap p earan ce on  th e  
A rsen io  H all show . H e burned cop ies  
o f  less th a n  e n th u s ia s t ic  rev iew s o f  
his la test C D . H e gave a m arvelou s  
perform ance. H e wears finger w aves  
in  h is  h a ir  n ow , but h e  s t i l l  sports  
those avant'garde c lo th es.

1 d o n ’t like h is latest band. H e has 
a rapper and  a lth o u g h  th e  raps are 
fin e , 1 d o n ’t care for the guy’s sty le.
H e had a dancer or tw o, but I th in k  
he could  have hired better.

H is la test w om an is a belly  dancer.
A sid e  from flipp ing quarters w ith  the  
p o w e r fu l m u s c le s  o f  h er  s to m a c h ,  
s h e ’s n o t  th a t  g o o d  o f  a d a n c e r .
C e r t a in ly  n o t  as g o o d  as o th e r  
w om en h e ’s dated, but sh e ’s n o t bad.
S h e is very pretty.

T h e  last I heard, he parted w ith  the  
group. H e should h ave an oth er band  
n ex t year.

1 rem em b er p a t ie n t ly  w a itin g  for  
h is  1 9 9 2  a lb u m  to  be r e le a s e d . It 
d id n ’t h a v e  a t i t le ,  just th e  sym bol 
that he has used on  his c lo th in g  and 
o n  h is  a lb u m  art. T h e  sy m b o l is a 
fu s ion  o f  th e  m ale  and fem ale  sym - 
hols. I th in k  it stands for h is sexu ali' 
ty. 1 rem em ber he was o n ce  asked in  
an  in t e r v ie w  if  h e  w as g a y . H e  
answ ered, “I’m n o t gay. I’m adventur- 
ous." 1 u n d erstan d  th a t h e  fe e ls  h e  
has c o n ta c ted  h is fem in in e  side. H e  
calls her C am ille . H is m ascu line side 
he calls Spooky E lectric. I b e liev e  it 
takes a lo t o f con fid en ce  for a m an to  
a d m it to  h is  fe m in in e  s id e . It ju st  
fu e ls my fa m ily ’s argu m en ts ag a in st  
him .

N o w  h e ’s g o n e  an d  c h a n g e d  h is  
nam e to that unpronounceable symbol. L A R A A R  ̂
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Jim Higgins

I only see her at night. W hen I see her in the day, she is not the same - a different person. 
But at night I see her true self. As I slip through the darkness, I realize that the inky 
blackness adds to the special nature o f our meetings. The anticipation is great, and 

superb, almost as exciting as the contact itself. A shudder ripples uncontrollably through my 
body. I am aroused.

Its nighttime. I  lay here waiting, still like a small statue, not moving. He will come tonight. He 
doesn’t come every night, but I  somehow always know when he will He gives me no warning, no 
real way to expect him, but I  am always ready when he comes.

I walk slowly and silently, my feet padding the floor like a restless cat on an evening prowl. 
Ail my senses are at their peak; my muscles move me through the night ponderously, rhyth
mically, like slow m otion hydraulics. I am a beautifully crafted machine, moving efficiently 
and inevitably toward my goal.

I feel my eyes wide open, scoping out my path, viewing silhouettes, judging distance, look
ing cautiously at black areas with hidden and unknown configurations. My hands are out at 
either side, fingers splayed, like feelers on an insect.

I am on an exciting journey. Escaping from the static inanities, the mundane boredom of 
life, I cherish these feelings that course through my body. All that I cannot be during the day,
I am now. Strong and powerful in my erotic endeavor, confident and almost predatory in my 
determination. I am alive.

/  look around my room, as best as I  can in the dark. I  see the dresser, with some stray clothes 
hanging out o f it, my brass jewelry box on top, no longer shiny without the light. Behind the door, 
closed over but not shut, is my favorite robe, made o f terrycloth. Across the room from the dresser, is 
a full length mirror. From my bed, I  cant see myself, which is as it should be. I  am afraid to see my 
reflection when he comes, because it is not my true self. A t night, in the cool darkness, I  am some
one else. I  am beautiful and frightening.

My excitement builds as I move through the night. Briefly, fleetingly, I think o f my wife, 
alone and asleep in her bed. I rid my m ind o f her quickly, shaking my head as if I can physi
cally cast her out. She is disgusting to me. She speaks o f lovemaking in the daylight, as if it 
were a sport that all engaged in, disturbing the essence and secrecy o f it. She sullies the act by 
her acknowledgement, debasing herself by doing so. Her claims o f freedom entrap her in 
indecency. She does not deserve my erotic gifts, and does not receive them.

But at night, my true lover waits for me. She never refuses me, or demeans our joining by 
useless talk. I know what I do is right, though others would not understand. Her love for me 
is pure and my love for her transcends all. Her beauty and innocence are rare and unspoiled. 
She satisfies my intense hunger, never once ruining the sanctity o f the act.

Time stops when I  wait here for him. I  feel like I  am underwater, not sujfocating, but not 
breathing, like in a dream. In the daytime, I  sometimes wonder i f  he has ever come at all, i f  it is 
not just a dream that returns again and again. But when the darkness falls, I  know it is true. The 
night brings him to life.

I am almost to her now. I have moved softly through the dark like a whisper. I have success
fully navigated through these spaces again, disturbing no one, leaving the balance o f night
time unchanged.

I am on carpeting now, feeling the softness through my now-socked feet, making my pas
sage seem all the more cat-like. The hallway is lit by a gibbous moon. I enter the elongated 
and illuminated projection o f the window frame that stretches along the floor, breaking the 
box with my figure and shadows.

Over in the far corner o f the room, near the front o f my bed, is an expensive and beautifiil clown 
doll His name is Mr. Sawdust. I ’ve had him almost as long as I  can remember. My father won 
him at a traveling carnival, a million years ago, and gave him to me. The carnival left town and 
never came back. Mr. Sawdust has a bag^ vjhite clown suit, covered with red and blue diamonds. 
There is a large white frill around his cmlar, and one around each ankle. He sits still (always still) 
on the painted white chair, with his big black clown feet facing me. His face is white, his eyes and 
mouth are rimmed with black; there is a red circle on each cheek, and atop his head is a shock o f 
the deepest black hair. He is not smiling or frowning. But somehow he always seems sad.
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I see the door on the left, just at the end of 
the hallway and the beginning o f the image 
of moonlight on the floor. It is closed over, 
b u t no t shut. I som etim es w onder if  she 
truly wants me, if she really desires me, the 
way I desire her. But each night that I come,
I find open doors, until I come to this, the 
final one, and my fears drain away at the 
sight o f the slim blackness that leads to that 
room, and I know she waits for me.

Sometimes he comes early in the night, some
times he comes very late, and wakes me up, i f  I  
have fallen asleep. I  know that he loves me. He 
always tells me. I  know this is right (though 
somewhere inside me is a voice that says NO), 
because he always tells me. I  know he wouldn’t 
lie to me or try to fool me. He comes for our 
secret meeting, our lonely crime. I  know he is 
coming toni^t.

I reach for the door to her bedroom, slow
ly, always slowly, like I am underwater. The 
reaching for the door seems to stretch out in 
time. The tension is almost maddening, the 
excitement builds inside me until I feel that I 
m ust burst like a weakened dam. Sweat is 
beading on my forehead, above my lip, down 
the crevice o f my back, and on my sex ( I 
must not think that). I touch the doorknob, 
and there is a rush, a release, finally, as I 
slowly open the door.

/  am sitting up in my bed, looking at the 
door, waiting for him to come. I  should not be 
afraid. He takes care o f me, protects me, keeps 
me safe, and has picked me, above all others, to 
touch in the special way he touches me. I  am 
grateful (but I  am afaid).

I push open the door, ever so gently, the 
room comes more and more into view, and I 
see her.

She is sitting  up in bed, her green eyes 
glinting, catching the moonlight, as she waits 
For me. Her close-cropped hair surrounds her 
face, slightly tousled. Her languid arms, with 
their smooth, so smooth skin, sit at her sides 
above the covers. H er beautiful skin! My 
breath is coming in short gasps, my gait is 
mechanical, my face is flushed (I can feel it) I am over
whelmed with desire (and lust), and I run to the bed and 
pull the covers back

Slowly, the door opens, and I  see him. He stands frozen 
for a few seconds staring at me. I  always wonder what he’s 
thinking at that moment. What does he see in me that no 
one else sees?

From my bed, I  can see that he is sweating. His fingers 
are always clammy when he touches me. My stomach tenses 
(I almost feel like retching, but that usually passes), my 
body stiffens at the thought o f him touching me. It never 
seems this bad when I  think o f it in the daytime. How is it 
that I  can forget this? Why don’t I  remember the horrible
ness, the wanting to be numb, the need to run away and 
hide from him that fights with my paralyzed body?

And like every other time, I  stay still as he comes over to 
the bed. I  look at his face, beet red even in the darkness,

P  £  T £ R C  . G  U A G £ M T I

twisted into something unfamiliar, staring at me, through 
me (how can a look be painful?). But it is still him. He is 
still my father.

U ncontrollably, I run  my hands up and down her 
body, under her flannel nightgown. It is hard to think 
clearly. My body is roaring with pleasure. I look at her 
sm ooth, young body and I know only a child knows 
how to love.

/  am kneeling up in bed now, my nightgown is pushed up 
and down by him as My body is his for now, but he cannot 
have me. In my mind, I  know my true self is still safe. I  
retreat back into my mind, away fiom my body and away 
from the world, to a place where large hands and hot 
breath cannot touch me. I  wonder i f  this is what dying is 
like? Perhaps I  will soon find out. Dying doesn’t seem so 
bad, or so scary. I  wonder what it would be like for my 
father to die? Perhaps he will soon find out.
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ch e r e  is n o t h in g  m o re  m a g n a n i-  
m o u sly  im b e c il ic  th a n  a v erb o se  
H erm it, yet, I w ould  te ll my tale.

A  tale ded icated  to my friend C ind erella , or 
C indy, for short. O n ce  upon a tim e a horse 
o p e n ly  b r a n d ish e d  a fe a th e r  d u ster  and  
ad van ced  th e  argum en t th a t, w here there  
should  be on ly  th e great N o th in g , the verb  
to  b e  h ad  b e e n  u tte r e d  by th e  cre a to r ;
D esire. (D esire h erself even tu a lly  married a 
m ental h ea lth  worker nam ed A ndre B reton  
' sh ortly  after th e  G reat W ar.) Later, my 
c o r p s e ,  c la d  o n ly  in  d ic t io n a r y  w o r d s , 
laughed in its repose at the fire en g in e  o f its 
D odgy e x is te n c e  - in  its rusty p erfection  - 
and w ondered aloud: Is there ever a second  
C hance? For Life? For Love?

E arlier , as th e  g lu e  o f  lo g ic  d is so lv e d  in to  a s tro n g  
brown A le , 1 found an answer.

O n e particularly tan tam ou n t ev en in g  collap sed  as rea
son  evaporated  in to  a c lou d  o f  in ca n d escen t perfum e at 
th e  S m ok in g  D og C afe. I sat, a K n igh t before th e  Law, 
opposite  all o f  the w om en 1 had ever loved . I suspected my 
memory; a te lep h on e  program m ed w ith  n in e  or ten  n um 
bers (I m ix  up, h a v in g  a p a r e n th e t ic a l  d is p o s i t io n ) .  
N u m b er  O n e , th e  lo n e l ie s t ,  was th e  fa in te s t . A n d  th e  
D earest. S h e  sat at the end o f  th e bar, fo ld ing  a perfect 
rose o f h on eyb ees in to  H er tousled  hair, ch estn u t brown  
in tem peram ent. L onging was clearly the language o f Her 
geom etry.

“A la n ,” 1 said to a great bear o f  a m an, bearded w ith  
in te lle c t, “1 w ould like to be a poet, as indeed you are. A  
m an w ho looks w here n o  on e sees; in to  the scen ted  m anu
factory o f D ream s, w here Life com es apart at the “seem s.” 
O h the buoyancy o f th is exp ectancy! I w ould like you to  
be a poet-K ing , fo llow ed  by a herd o f d ictionary  w ords.”

A l sm iled  b riefly , r ev ea lin g  a K ingly  charm , bearded  
w ith  op u len ce .

N um ber T w o was clum sy and quick , e la s tic  and brief. 
A fter  th e  fact S h e  w ore an accusatory  look; lit t le  e lse . 
A lw ays te s tin g  th e  p ropensity  o f  my d en sity . H er nam e  
was A nagram .

“M ic h a e l ,” I said  g r a m m a tica lly , to  a m an w ou n d ed  
from the lack o f a W ar, a m an w ho had gone past tense, 
“you are a fine w in e .” M ich ael brandished a large pocket 
ca n n o n  in  th e  heart o f  h is palm . H e w ept tears o f sheer 
f ic tio n , a m an locked  in h is ow n C astle , a m an im prisoned  
by bells th at ech o  a car, by a G ravity  that spills in to  a jar.

N um bers T h ree  and Four talked  s ilen tly  o f  Lust, gu ilt 
and oth er than k sg iv in g  L eftovers. T h ree sparkled w ith  an  
e fferv esc in g  gesture w h ile  th e  d im in u tiv e  N u m b er Four 
paced the w idow ’s w alk o f  O ld  S a in t T im e.

O utside th e  bar Carrot T opped  T om  crow ed a handful 
o f adverbs, d evelop ed  h is Q u een  prem aturely and parked 
his red haired  m o to rcy c le  upon a lake o f  fe s tiv e  spirits. 
H e w aved  a fon d  R a v en  at Mr. H ig so n , a n o th er  o f  my 
tablem ates.

“Mr. H ig so n ,” I an n ou n ced  w ith  a syn tactica l w ink to  
th is fe llow  w ith  the m anner o f an aside, th is m an grow ing  
pigeons in the boundary o f  h is m etaphor, “1 w ould Dream  
you a fiery tem per, a C e ltic  anger raging across your face 
w ith  th e  abandon o f a sem ico lon , a w eapon  w ith  w h ich  to  
lev ita te  trees and sm ite th e  R onald  M cD onald  clan .

6oUloqu)>: 
a Dict ion

Thomas Good

Mr. H igson  sm iled slyly, h is beard nodding and cooing .
N um ber F ive w aited  p a tien tly  in the corner o f  a tear. 

A n o th er  tortured C a th o lic , S he wore a d istan t hurt and  
plaid skirt. S he sm iled  gen tly  at N um ber S ix , an am bidex- 
tress w ho had in stilled  Lust in my heart and warm th in my 
lo in s .  H er o p e n  w in d o w s p ro p o sed  to  ap p ease; I had  
draped my S e lf  about H er shapely breeze. N um ber S even , 
unlucky N u m ber S ev en , h eld  H er em pty g loves in tigh t  
esteem . S h e had b een  the rise and Fall o f  m atrim ony.

O ld  M ick  sat ag in g  at th e  bar end  o p p o site  N u m b er  
O n e. A  p o licem an  w earing a sad haiku, he was a closely  
cropped revolver w ith  a sto len  profile. Big Ed the barman  
sat w ith  old S co tch , fabricating postcards. V in ce  adjusted  
h is  sh a v e n  p a te , sm ilin g  as im p ish  as ever; a d em o n ic  
S a in t . D a v e  th e  P u b lic a n  ta lk ed  n erv o u s  fr itte r c ism s  
rap id ly  w ith  som e pressure je t t in g  fu ll fo rce  from  h is  
B ein g . A n d  th e  sw ee t O p h e lia  b rou gh t drinks to  our 
tab le . H er heartbeat; g en tle  breasts; H er S p an ish  b lood  
and a strong A le . S he m oved  away as a Q ueen; diagonally, 
horizontally , and pursuant to loca l m yth; vertically .

1 sat c lean -sh aven  a pom pous ass w ith  a sim ile , m entally  
rereading my dispatched  m em oirs as A la n  w axed h is beard 
p o etic  and M ich ael reversed th e b latancy o f h is vacancy. 
Mr. H igson  sm iled  and cooed  as Joseph C  en tered  the bar, 
his grin reflecting  an aquarium full o f birded chessm en.

It was an ex p ress io n ist ev en in g  draped in  harsh n eo n  
ligh t flood in g  the stark contrast o f  fled glin g  euphem ism s 
in t e r s p e r s e d  w ith  W o n d e r s  d ru n k  from  th e  w e ll  o f  
M em ory. Borrowing ideas religiously, I flow ered full w ell 
k n o w in g  th a t  H o p e  fa t h e r e d  th e  p r e g n a n c y  o f  th e  
M o m e n t , as su re ly  as m y fr ien d  R ay was a c o n v ic t e d  
pedestrian.

W earing an iam bic pentam eter, A la n  lit a cigarette w ith  
a rh etorica l lighter. M ich ael erupted in s isten ce  and Mr. 
H igson  brushed D o v e  droppings from  the tab le b en ea th  
his beard. S low ly , N um ber E ight rose from H er perch to  
greet your hum ble d evice.

I adored th is L over-turned-Friend, on e success am ong a 
leg ion  o f failures. I toasted H er B eing w ith  a circum stan
tial gesture as the w indow  looked  away, dow n the hall o f  
mirrors.

M r. H ig so n  w ie ld e d  a p en  b r ie f ly , se p a r a te ly , th e n  
r e p la c e d  it s ly ly  in to  h is  B is h o p ’s m iter; th e  H ig so n  
m aneuver. T h is m an understood the parallel relationsh ip  
o f D ream s and d ic tion .

A fter A la n  died figuratively at th e  hands o f  an exagger
ated  rhym e, h is sister (w h o  had m arried a H yp h en  - ex
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post facto) w ould H aw k his w ritings. E aglc'eyed  M ich ael scratched and claw ed the ed ifice  o f unnatural security. Mr. 
H igson rem oved an encrypted m essage from the leg o f a new  entry in to  h is beard. H e sm iled sheep ish , a carrier o f stately  
secrets.

I sat stalwart as a pederast clad in C ardinal red as N um ber N in e  cam e in to  focus. A  verb gestured passion in the con- 
fines o f  my m ind ’s ech o  (m ean w h ile , stage left, M ick  observed the dear O p h elia  w ith  his e levator p rotoco l). N um ber  
N in e , tangled in the vertebrae o f unspoken utterances, had com e to me a R elig ion  w ith  a Varsity letter. Perhaps inspired  
by the heroism  o f H er breasts, S he drove my thoughts m adly ' a m ysterious D odge.

A  wondrous diffusion; N um ber N in e  had been  cast as my secon d  w ife in the doorway o f T im e. W h en  first we m et I was 
truly parenthetic. 1 sat in a sad corner o f  the Sm oking  D og nursing an old dial tone. S he arrived ' a suggestion  and 1 
nearly fainted . (N ow , o f course, I carry a placard that says: “w etly p a in ted .”) S h e sm iled  at the eyes in my head. “My 
w ord,” S he said, “w hat a v iew .” My reply; “I’d run a red ligh t to  com b your hair. . .1 care.” So jo in ed , we ex isted  even in g -  
wise, a glow  at the p o in t o f Im agination , laughing loud at our G od. H e ’s odd.

M ichael retied the how itzer o f  h is despair. H e suffered from the d elu sion  that te lev is io n  announcers were m ocking  
him . 1 sm iled know ingly  (m y in terest in film  heroes like R on R eagan was purely paranoid). Joseph had nerves o f steel and 
caffeine as he flirted voraciously w ith  the sw eet O p h elia . A la n  sm irked, sipping A v ia n  water w ith  H aw k like precision . 
Mr. H igson  offered m e an evaporating D ove. From the bar, M ick  nodded at each  patron, on e after another, as if to say; 
“six b illion  served .” Big Ed danced variously w ith  S co tch  w h ile  V in ce  raised and low ered h is eyebrow s increm entally; the  
R hythm  M ethod . D ave’s lips m oved  facially  and, pen u ltim ately , O p h elia  offered your hum ble d ev ice  tran scen dent sw eet- 
ness in Her kiss.

I sat clearly opaque, a m enta l m istake, farew elling N um bers O n e through E ight. A  fire en g in e  spotted  w ith  D alm atians  
aw aited. But I had my answer. T h ere is always a secon d  C h an ce. O n  a sadly in can d escen t day, w indow s open  w here they  
may. D esire stands in the doorway o f  T im e. G roov in g  around in a tren ch coa t w ith  satin  entrails, I thum bed my way 
across the pages o f th is strange tabloid , finally  arriving H om e. N um ber N in e  told  me to leave the O thers outside the  
door.

“I’d run a red light to com b your hair. . .1 care,” said I.
Sh e sm iled  and pulled  me in to  H er n est w ith  the aplom b o f a Songbird. In the d istance I could see a fire en g in e , rest- 

ing in its rusty perfection . I grinned madly; at that M om ent, and all that preceded it.
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Death Ain't No Thinking Thing  
Jus t  Appears ,
Lies Around,
Like a C h l d h o o d  Fear

Rober t  L e v i n e

I was p laying one o f  those stupid board gam es w ith  my brother and our friend. W e were in  
the k itch en . T h e  k itch en  has a very hom ey atm osphere to it. A  w ooden  table takes up 
alm ost h a lf o f it. Books surround us. T h e  p o in t is that I was p laying, like a ch ild . W e have  

French doors, w h ich  were closed  at th e tim e. T h e  T V  was on  in the liv in g  room , so we co u ld n ’t 
hear m uch in there. W e just played. So ob liv iou s to everyth in g  around m e, I fe lt like the rest o f  
society . I knew  my m other w asn’t fee lin g  w ell lately  - but I w anted to ignore it. I succeeded. 
Just picture som eon e sittin g  in o b liv io n , as if it were a place. T h a t’s w here I was.

My aunt cam e in the k itch en . S h e gestured towards my brother. H e ’s older. I knew  som e- 
th ing. I knew . S he looked fragile, scared. S h e was so scared to hurt m e. S h e m ust’ve th ou gh t I 
was a glass and if I fe ll, I w ould shatter. O f course, in the m idst o f te llin g  us that my m other  
was hav in g  a very d ifficu lt tim e breathing, she w ould attem pt to assure us everyth ing  was all 
right. T h is was a lie. My brother headed up the stairs, w here my m other was. A s I w ent that 
way, my aunt suggested  in her p an ick y  v o ic e , th at m aybe ev eryon e  sh o u ld n ’t go. I w en t. I 
co u ld n ’t really b e lieve  my eyes. S h e was lying on  my bed. S h e cou ld  barely breathe. T h e  fear in  
her face was ev id en t. It was pouring out, like tears flying from a crying baby’s eyes. S he w ould  
m ake a h a lf-a ttem p t to  sit up. S h e  d id n ’t kn ow  w hat th e  fuck to  do. A n d  n e ith er  did we. 
N orm ally , you im m ed iate ly  ca ll an am bu lance. But my m other was to ta lly  fearful o f  am bu- 
lances, doctors. T h e  paranoia does n o t help  in these situations. W e had m any tim es begged her 
to go to a doctor, on ly  to hear her refuse. H er fear o f these th ings was so in ten se  that we d id n ’t 
know  if she w ould get in an am bulance. T h e  fear began to float in th e  room . T h e  w alls were 
sw eating. I told  my brother to call an am bulance, that it w ould be ridiculous to sit here and 
w atch her die. I w en t to te ll my uncle , my m oth er’s brother, w ho lives around the corner. I 
w en t so quickly. I ran. it  fe lt like five strides got me there. I n ever ran so fast before. I told  my 
uncle. W e w ent back to my house. H e w asn’t running like I w anted . It fe lt like we were taking  
too  long. I had so m uch desire just to burst and dart back to my m other. But I d id n ’t w ant to  
leave my u ncle  stranded. W e got back to my room . My brother had ca lled  the am bulance. I 
th in k  th at h av in g  my u ncle  there re lieved  a b it o f  my a u n t’s pressure. M y brother told  my 
m other that we ca lled  an am bulance. S h e agreed to get in. I knew  it was serious if my m other  
was w illin g  to go in an am bulance. It must have b een  life and death.

W h en  the am bulance peop le arrived, we guided them  to my m other. S h e had som e o f that 
paranoia in her eyes, but was basically  w illin g  to accep t help . S h e was scared sh it. 1 stayed in 
th e  back o f  th e  am bulance w ith  her— I fe lt like we w ere all characters in  a m ovie. I d id n ’t 
know  w ho had the toughest part, me or my m other. T h is was the first tim e I was in an ambu- 
lance. My fee lin gs o f d iscom fort told  m e this. T here was no n eed  to recall. I stood in an awk' 
ward p o sitio n — n o t able to  stand straight because o f the ce ilin g . Before we pulled  off, I looked  
out the back door and saw my fam ily. I saw on ly  a friend, a cou sin  and h is father, and my aunt. 
My brother Peter sat in the front seat o f the am bulance. M y brothers, A dam  and Paul, were n ot 
hom e at the tim e. A fter the m edical p eop le had all the tubes and in jection s in  p lace, we pulled  
off. E verything seem ed to be a tube or an in jectio n . T h e  ride w en t quicker than I im agined.

T h e  am bulance m en pushed the back doors op en  to the sight o f my brother Paul and h is girh  
friend M aureen. T im e stopped for a few  seconds w hen  I saw them , to ta lly  baffled about how  
they were already here. I fe lt like 1 did years ago, like big brother was com in g  to save the day. 
H e was com in g  to save th e day. H e was com in g  to beat up my bully. T h ey  im m ediately  w heeled  
her in to  a room we cou ld  n o t go in to . I con tem p lated  go in g  in  anyw ay, but figured that w ould  
just hurt my m oth er’s ch an ces o f  liv in g . A ll o f  us sat in the w aiting room: M e, my tearful aunt, 
my brother Peter, my brother Paul and his girlfriend, my cousin , our friend, and my uncle. I
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was listen in g  to a w alkm an. A s I slow ly patrolled the hallw ay, 1 quickly turned back. I d id n ’t w ant to miss anyth ing, 
although , there was a sm all p iece in  m e that w anted to LEAVE. W h en ever  th e  doctor cam e out, all o f us popped from  
our chairs. M ost o f the tim e, how ever, he cam e w ith  no new s.

Finally, the agony tem porarily ended. I was sleep ing  at the tim e, m aking tw o hard chairs my bed. I h a lf w oke up and 
heard the doctor speaking. I d id n ’t becom e frightened . T h e  tone o f h is v o ice  told  me n o t to be. Peter told  me the doctor  
said she could  have died if we had w aited ten  m ore m inutes to ca ll an am bulance. H e told  me it was my idea to ca ll right 
away. I d id n ’t know  how  to take that. I still d o n ’t. My brothers and I w en t in to see her. T h is  h osp ita l scen e was too  
fam iliar for me, I thought. My father’s slow  death  o f cancer a lm ost four years before made sure o f that. A n o th er  v isit. 
T h ese  v isits seem ed too frequent and m ade life fee l very short, alm ost n o n -ex isten t. I p icked  up my head and saw my 
m other. I saw tubes; I saw m achines. I saw my father. I saw my m other. 1 saw death . A n d  it was k ick ing  my ass.

D eath  ain 't n o  th in k in g  th ing,
just appears,
lies around,
like a ch ild h ood  fear.

P E T E S  c . 
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veryth ing  was final. T h ey  had p lanned  every  
aspect o f th e  trip w eeks in advance and today 

iw o u ld  b e  th e  p e r fe c t  t im e  to  le a v e .  
R a y m o n d ’s p aren ts  w ere g o n e  o n  o n e  o f  th e ir  h i- 
a n n u a l v a c a tio n s  and R aym on d  w ou ld  h a v e  o p en  
access to  h is fa th er’s touring sedan. T h e  goodbye let- 
ter , a d d ressed  to  “a ll p a r tie s  r e sp o n s ib le  for our  
departure,” had taken at least four days to perfect and  
Louis held  it in  his hand, like a tw o page battle plan.

T h e  doors o f  th e  v e h ic le  o p en ed  sim u ltan eou sly , 
and the tw o boys paused on ly  long  enou gh  to catch  
th em se lv e s  lo o k in g  at o n e  an o th er  over  th e  navy- 
blue roof. Profound nervousness lingered  in th e  air.
T h e  n ervou sn ess was a n tic ip a ted  and q u ite  under- 
standable. A fter all, th is was to be their longest road 
trip yet. But desp ite the d istance they w ould be trav' 
e ll in g  tod ay , garage doors w ould  n ev er  o p e n — and  
the au tom obile  w ould rem ain unm oved .

A s  s o o n  as h e  w as s e a t e d ,  L o u is  lo o k e d  at 
R aym ond’s face and n o ticed  how  he had n eg lected  to  
shave, for w hat was probably a w eek.

Car doors slam m ed w ith  a jarring attack , and the  
sm e ll o f  th e  lea th e r  in ter io r  was fresh  and c le a n .  
R aym ond produced th e  ig n itio n  key ou t o f a filth y  
dungaree p ock et and proceeded  to insert it in to  its 
fem ale counterpart. H e w aited there, w ith  h is right 
hand on  th e  key— proceed ing n o  further until L ouis’s 
right hand had jo in ed  it.

T h is  particu lar asp ect o f  th e  departure had b een  
feverish ly  debated by R aym ond and Louis, both  w ith  
each  o th er  and w ith in  each  o ther. N o t  o n ly  w ould  
w h oever turned th e  key be tak ing h is ow n life , but 
that person w ould, tech n ica lly , be taking the life o f  
his friend at th e sam e tim e. R aym ond w anted no part 
o f being his best friend’s murderer. T h e  boys decided  
that it w ould be in R aym ond’s sou l’s best in terest, if 
they b oth  turned the key. So  w ith  a tw o m an tw ist, 
the ign ition  roared.

A t th is p o in t, Louis took  the rolled up letter and  
inserted it in to  on e o f th e  b elt loops in  the right side 
o f h is pants, for fear that it w ould drop out o f sight 
o n c e  th e  gas to o k  e ffe c t. R aym ond  put o n e  o f  h is  
fa th er’s Jazz cassettes in to  th e  radio to break th e  droning  
m on oton y  o f the e igh t-cy lin d er en g in e , ech o in g  off o f the  
garage’s c in d er-b lock  walls. H e exam ined  L ouis’ face ador- 
ingly, and w ondered why h is friend had ev en  bothered  to  
shave that m orning.

R aym ond slid h is right hand across th e  sm ooth  leather  
and c len ch ed  h is fr ien d ’s left hand tigh tly  in h is ow n. T h e  
tw o sat back, w h ile  grey sm oke pum ped in to  th e  v eh ic le  
from  th e  h ose  th a t ex ten d ed  from  th e ta il p ipe in to  the  
right rear w indow . R aym ond teasingly  began to take very 
deep, exaggerated  breaths, saying th ings like, “C atch  m e if 
you can , Louis, ca tch  m e if you ca n .”

%o
uo

in je c te d  an io ta  o f  so b r ie ty  and m ade n eu ro tro p ic  
sirens stop b eck on in g  their young voyager, just long  
enough  for reason to pervade.

T o  get h is eyelids even  part way open  was a feat that 
required more strength than he, at the m om ent, had 
to  supply. H is to n g u e  was o f c o tto n  and h is  th roat 
m anufactured n o th in g  audible outside a hiss. H e tried 
to  ca ll out.

V om it began to in ch  its way up h is larynx and the  
h yd roch lor ic  burn from th is flu id  began to augm ent 
the sobering effect that the “c lick ” had in itia ted . H e  
suddenly becam e aware o f the fum es that clung to his 
co ld  sk in  lik e  a je lly  f ish . L ouis n ee d e d  air. L ouis 
n eed ed  life.

H is fingers grappled w ith  th e  door h and le as if an  
alien  d ev ice , vo id  o f all previous fam iliarity. H is body  
pressed against the inside o f the v e h ic le ’s stom ach  and 
all o f it ’s w eigh t flung the door open  w ith  trium phant 
urgency. G ravity  pulled  h im  from the tom b and sent 
him  ca reen in g  to cem en t. T h e  im pact added to h is  
already dw indling  supply o f sobriety and gave him  just 
en o u g h  a m b itio n  to resist sleep . H e h ead ed  for th e  
door th a t led  to th e  k itch en  from th e  garage; there  
were on ly  three sm all steps leading to it.

Louis rose unsteadily to find that h is legs could n o t  
fee l th e  ground upon w h ich  they tread; eye lids were 
pried apart to a fraction  o f  th eir  norm al b loom . H e  
could  see a yellow  ligh t that suggested on ly  the d irec' 
tion  o f the k itch en  door. Louis fe ll to h is knees trem- 
b lin g  and craw led  up th e  narrow  step s— claw in g  all 
the way for in tangib le  help .

H e ap p lied  th e  sam e m eth od  th at had w orked on  
th e  a u to m o b ile  door to  th e  k it c h e n ’s, tu rn in g  th e  
knob  and im posing  the fu ll force o f h is body w eigh t 
upon it. It had no ch o ice  but to open. T h e  air inside  
was c le a n  and crisp  and greeted  h is  n o str ils  at th e  
archway w ith  a ch ild d ik e  enthusiasm .

Louis fina lly  collapsed  and the vom it could  be con- 
ta ined  no longer, it m oisten ed  h is sw ollen  tongue and  
m ade a puddle upon  th e  ye llo w  tile  w here h is head  
took  co o l, ceram ic com fort. H e relinquished  all ow n- 
ership o f  w hat lit t le  con sc iou sn ess he defended , and  

surrendered to the in ev ita b ility  o f a profound, w om bd ike  
slum ber.

11

n u nkn ow n  blur o f  m inutes passed by and L ouis’ 
m ind began to run out o f am m u nition  against the  
carbon m on oxid e. It began to grab co g n itio n , from  

abstraction. Louis saw h is life being h it  like a tun in g  fork; 
im ages began  to  drip from  b en ea th  dry lids and co a lesce  
in to  scath in gly  coh eren t collages o f life; B eautiful life.

A  lou d  “c l i c k ” th a t  s ig n if ie d  th e  Jazz c a s s e t t e ’s en d

A

III

ouis aw oke m etam orphosized. H is shirt was a vom it  
encrusted co co o n . H is head cam e off o f the k itch en  

'f lo o r  w ith  an a u d ib le  p e e l,  th e  b il io u s  m o istu re  
figh tu ig  th e  effort on ly  briefly. T h e  right side o f h is face  
and his left inner arm were left w ith  a tem porary la ttice -  
w ork e tc h e d  in  th e  p laces w here flesh  was pressed in to  
cracks betw een  th e  tile .

H e haphazardly arranged his body; it was sittin g  indian- 
style and sligh tly  away from his vom it. L ouis’ head fell in to  
b oth  hands and th en  lingered  in  h is le ft w h ile  the right 
dropped dow n  to in ad verten tly  stroke h is sh oe lace . B oth  
hands th en  re-em erged sim ultaneously  to rub the ev id en ce  
of sleep from his eyes.

For the first tim e he becam e aware o f a th in , w h ite  paper 
cy lin d er h an g in g  h a lf  b en t from  h is b elt loop  and a d is
h earten ing , m ech an ica l drone em anating from the garage.

“C atch  m e if you can, L ouis.”
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“R a y m o n d !” Louis shrieked on  the w ind o f  a guttural holler , h o ld in g  the last syllable o f his friend’s nam e for w hat 
seem ed like m inutes. “N o o -o o o 'o o o !”, h is v o ice  bled. U naw are o f how  m uch tim e had passed, Louis ran to the garage to  
save his friend.

H e was im m ediately  confronted  by the m assive grey je lly -fish  that floated  there w aiting hungrily for h im , pressed in 
its little  cage. A  figure could be seen  in  the car, slum ped partially to th e right side and lean ing  alm ost fully upon the  
steering w heel.

“Ray? H old  o n !”, Louis com m anded uselessly, for R aym ond had let go nearly three hours before. U p on  v iew in g  the  
rhythm less body Louis knew  that R aym ond was dead. But to adm it death  was to adm it betrayal.

H e defian tly  burst out o f the front door and ran to the outside o f the garage. T here, he bu llied  the large, vertica l lift 
door in to  open in g . T h e carbon m on ox id e disappeared in to  th e late afternoon  air. A  sm all group o f nearby ravens took  
fright at the garage door’s shriek and at the sight o f the grey spirit b illow in g  out in to  their beautifu l, otherw ise cloudless  
dom ain.

Louis craw led in to  the garage toward th e  v e h ic le ’s driver side. H e pressed h is face and hands against th e w indow  
exp ectan tly . From here he could  see the grey tissue replacing the boy he used to know  was overtly  devoid  o f  life. From 
b eneath  L ouis’ left eye crept a sing le , searingly h o t tear. H e knew  w ith  m ore certa in ty  than he had ever know n any- 
th ing, that just as he stood there friendless and profoundly a lon e, R aym ond stood  som ew here look in g  at h im , equally  
friendless and alone.

“C atch  me if you can, L ouis.”

an excerpt from A  Bluer Side, a novel in progress

Cousin  M enta l  Illness
Robert Levine

Cousin  M enta l Illness was good to me; he was good to everyon e. W e called  h im  “M en ” for short, but he  
d id n ’t really like that. H e was n o t very tall, on ly  about five feet and seven  inches. A lso , he always had

a smirk on  h is face as if he d id n ’t w ant to be bothered . H e was a d ifficu lt m an perhaps that is part o f
th e  reason that he w asn’t easy to let go of. M en died last year at th is tim e and 1 still th ink  about h im  every sin- 
gle day. I rem em ber his stom ach . It was so round, alm ost perfect. It always left a crease in h is shirts right below  
th e  heart. I find it d ifficu lt to th ink  about som eon e w ho is dead everyday, but I ca n ’t seem  to stop m yself. I 
th ink  about M ental Illness everyday.

I rem em ber the funeral. B lack. E veryone wore black. A n d  he looked  so perfect. H e was so still so im m ovable. 
I k n eeled  in fear in front o f  h is casket and said to m yself, “Illness I love you so m uch w ith ou t you I am n o t  
m yself.” W h en  I said that I fe lt h is body trem ble as if he was than k ing  m e. I loved  M en. W e sp en t our entire  
ch ild h ood  together, m aking fun o f each  other, h elp in g  each  other through ad o lescen ce . H e was part o f  m e and 
w ith ou t him  I feel like I am w ith ou t a leg or an arm— I n eed  am ple tim e to adjust.

H e was such a hum ble person, always th in k in g  about others. I w ish he w ould h ave h elp ed  h im se lf m ore o ften , 
paid a tten tio n  to his ow n needs, and m aybe all this w ou ld n ’t h ave happened. I w ish there was som e way I could  
talk to him  now  and te ll h im  how  I feel.

A s I sat at my desk th in k in g  about my cousin , my w ife cam e in to  the bedroom . I looked  over her sm all frame
and in to  the liv in g  room.

“M arty,” she said in her ch aracteristic nasal ton e, “w hat are you doing? D o n ’t you h ave work to do? You 
know  how  m uch daydream ing you can  do. P lea se ...” and as she co n tin u ed  her thoughts she began w alk ing in to  
the liv in g  room  p ick ing  up stray c lo th in g  from the floor.

I w alked in to  the large liv in g  room  after her it was large to m e anyw ay—
“H on ey , do you ever th in k  about M en?” 1 asked softly.
“O f course, but w hat are we suppose to do h e ’s dead! You seem  to ask m e th is alm ost every day. H e ’s dead  

Marty. H e ’s dead!”
I w alked back in to  the bedroom  and stared out the w indow  at the apple tree w e had for about ten  years now . 

T h e  tree always rem inded m e o f  a bad horror m ovie but I never  w anted to get rid o f  it. E ven though  it created  
an u n settlin g  fee lin g  in  my stom ach , I en joyed  the fact that it was there right outside the w indow . It rem inded  
me o f M ental.
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