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c a e * s u * r a  [sa-zhoor-a, sa-zhoorae] n., plural

1. Prosody. A  b reak ,  esp. a sense [xiusc, usually  n e a r  th e  m id d le  o f  a verse,
a n d  m a r k e d  in scam iun  by d o u b l e  vert ical line, as in;

2. A  d iv is ion  m a d e  by th e  e n d i n g  of w o rd  w i t h in  a fool, o r  s o m e t im e s  at 
th e  e n d  of a foo t ,  esp. in  c e r t a in  recogn ized  places  n e a r  th e  n i id d le  of a verse.

To [yause is to consider. Consider the words precedijx^ the caesura 
am i l)re[>are to relate them  to the words that follow.
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Chelsea Gendvil
A Country Lives Under

A  c o u n t r y  lives u n d e r
packed
nK)isr dirt.
As u n i h e r  m o u n d s
am ass ,
p eo p le ,
p in k  a n d  pulpy, 
m ak e  volirit>nal sh i t ts  
t u r r h e r
in to  coo l ,  c o n f o r m e d  
b ur ro w s .
S o m e  soil 
s a n d s  th e  lips, 
d ro p s  in 
th e  m o u t h .
A h la n d ,  chalky  
savor
easily swallowcLl. Gaf^ 
reflex,
d isa b led .  S o m e  d i s tu r b e d  
h a n d s  will claw 
u pw a rds .
E a r th  is h e a rd  p u s h i n g  a n d  r ip p in g  
soliel
b e n e a th  nail  bed .
A s c e n t  o f  m eta l  
a n d  m in era l .
Few m o u t h s  will 
reach
an  o p e n i n g  to  
t o n g u e  a n d  gu lp  
air.
T h o s e  t h a t  do , 
will be  to ld ,
“ It  is (-)xygen you n e e d . ”
B u t  i t ’s 
not ,
i t ’s a ir  we n ee d .
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ril Write You a City

F or y o u r  j u m b le d  m in d  
a ju n g le  gym city tw is t ing  
w i th  c h r o m e  E gyp tian  b lu e  
a n d  gold  a lo n g s id e  ru s h in g  
ru s te d  ti re
escapes  o n  reflect ive b u i ld in g s ’ 
w in d o w s
steps  a n d  walkways 
lo p in g  o n t o  o th e r s  across  traff ic 
above  a s p h a l t  Black 
slides s l ip p in g  you  d o w n  
ca ta ra c t  y o u r  b re a k in g  
b o n e s  like m a r ro w  tear  d r o p  
spli i i te rs  f ro m  b u i ld in g  to p s  
to  c e n te r  s tree ts  to  s idew alks  
la sh in g  a r o u n d  
c o rn e r s  a r o u n d  b locks  
J u m p in g
g a th e r  y o u r  b r o k e n  b o d y
b ere f t  o f  p a in
You kick fl ip
off  t r a m p o l in e  grass b ed s
over a n d  o n t o  s t re e t  la m p
p la t fo rm s
F ro m  o n e  to  a n o t h e r  
you f ind  yourse lf  
fa ll ing  fo r  a d r e n a l i n e  
w i th  sew er  h o le  saviors 
s p r o u t in g  s p r in g  w a te r  
S u r f in g  o n  s p o r t s ’ cars  
T h e  sp e e d  in c rea s in g  
yoiu- f ingers  fasten  
to  t h e  h o o d  
A n  a b r u p t  s top  
s e n d s  you s o a r in g  
to w ard s  t h e  p h o n e  lines 
1 h e a r  you, 1 m a d e  you  pray  
fo r  a g y m n a s t ’s finesse.
I’ve d e c id e d
th is  city is n o t  fo r  you.

11 CAESURA



Everyone Down Here Loves Him

B o b b in g  in  a sea o f  t h e m ,  
face s t r a in e d  u p w a rd s ,  his  ch in  
sk im s  th e i r  f l o a t in g  h eads .
People , sm a ll  m o b i le  walls 
o f  mass, t r a n s l u c e n t  m ash es  
o f  co lor,  f lu id  like licjuid ghosts .  
C o n s t a n t l y  th ey  shif t ,  s if t ing  
t h r o u g h  o n e  a n o t h e r  like m al leab le  
puzzle  f r ag m en ts ,  barely  re ta in in g  
th e i r  s i lh o u e t t e  in  th e  b lu r  
o f  c row d . B od ies  e n a b l in g  
b uoyancy ,  th e i r  u n d e r to w ,  
o n ly  a p ass in g  th o u g h t .
W h e n  h e  d o e s  n o t  suffocate ,  
w h e n  a b lac k  c lo th  v a c u u m  
d o e s  n o t  void  his  b re a th ,  
he  speaks  of  a n  e a r th  g lan ce r  
lov ing  h im .  A  rope ,  h e  th in k s ,  
pul ls  h is  t h r o a t  ab o ve  all.
M e m o r ie s ,  s w i m m in g  in  a rm s  
a n d  faces, v io len t ly  k ick in g  in 
jaws a n d  s la p p in g  eye sockets  
acc iden ta l ly ,  are lost. H e  d oe s  n o t  
knt)w th ey  exist, a l lo w in g  h im  to.

12 CAESURA



Tardy December

T ard y  D ec em b er ,  w h e re  is th e  w h i te  sky?
My sk in  is s w a th e d  w ith  a u t u m n a l  w a r m th .
T h i s  m o r n i n g ’s d re a m s  have fixed my m istakes, 
a n d  b r o u g h t  back  th e  d ea d .
Thcise o n c e  co ld , s u n k e n  faces are b lu s h in g  
like th e  leaves still c lu n g  to  th e  b a ld in g  b ra n c h e s .
W i t l i  my b re a th  n o t  v is ible, a m  1 r igh t  to  forget 
winter.^ T h e  h e a t  iii my ch e s t  says yes.

T h e  L av en d e r  E v e n in g  b e c o m e s  th e  th ie f  o t  
A t t e r n o o n ’s t im e  as L igh t  sees fit tt) q u i t  th e  day.
T h e  d re a m s  d isgu ised  as m e m o r i e s  beg in  to  d iss ipa te .  
T h e y  are  th e  tog f r o m  my chi Heel cheeks  
w a i t in g  for  D e n ia l ’s bliss to  r e m e m b e r  w h a t  really exists. 
Loss b lo o m s  th e  d a r k e n in g  sky in to  my th ro a t .
1 recall t h a t  w in te r  m u s t  always c o m e  
d esp i te  early D e c e m b e r ’s lies. My e r ro rs  s eem  repea ted .  
T h e y  are  a s k ip p in g  reco rd .  A n d  th e  d e a d  d ie  again. 
T h e i r  m e m o r y  as f lee t in g  as s o tm d .
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Tyro

I sit  b e n e a th  you 
as o n e  s i t t in g  u n d e r  
a t r u i t 'b e a r in g  tree.
I c o n s u m e  y o u r  w ords .
T h e y  tall
f ro m  y o u r  b r a n c h in g  th o u g h t s  
i n to  my o p e n  m o u t h .
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Alison Langleiben
Girl in Field of White Weeds

Joe, a ^nrl in  a field  o f  w h i te  
w eeds  v an ishe s  b e h in d  brick. 
I w a tch  h e r  ^'o a n d  k n o w  
lo n e l iness .  D id  I d i sa p p e a r  
as s m o k e ,  h o w  I w a n te d  toi’ 
O r  was I a s u n  b u r s t  o n  th e  
w in d o w  o f  y o u r  eye?

I w a tch  a boy s t ro ke  
a g i r l ’s hair .  S h e  d o e s n ’t 
feel h im .  T h e  last t im e  
you h e ld  m e,  I was c o u n t in g  
w a l lp a p e r  f lowers,  sheep .

H is  w h i te  button-Lk)wn 
r e m in d s  m e  of y o u r  co llar  
b o n e .  H e r  eyes w ere b e n t  
o n  a n o t h e r ’s a rm .  h i  her,  
th ey  are  rock ing ,  a s t r a n g e r ’s 
m o u t h  c r o w n in g  h e r  h ea d .

h i  me, we swayed, ta lked  
a b o u t  ev e ry th in g  b u t  
ourse lves.  1 k n e w  you 
played th e  gu i tar ,  you 
k n e w  1 san g  in my sleep.
W e  n ev er  hearLl ea ch  o th e r .

For y o u r  first b i r t h d a y  
w ith  m e,  I b ak ed  you  a cake, 
dizzy w ith  sweet  hea t ,  
t h e  oven  re f le c t in g  i,)ur 
d es i re  to  eat.  W e  let it b u r n  
as you  to re  a p a r t  my a p ro n .

T h e  boy n o t ices  t h e  g ir l’s 
d i s t a n t  eyes. S h e  shrugs.
A s I w a tc h  th e  girl go,
1 im a g in e  y o u r  pa le  sk in  
u n d e r  la m pl ig h t .  T h e  w h i te  
w eeds  b rea k  im d e r  her.
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Vesuvius

A living city b u r ie d  
in g reen  fields, u n d e r  ash.
Farewell Pom p ei i ,  H e r c u la n e u n i .

S h e  licks b u r n t  lips, s m o ld e r in g .
A  p ark  p la n te d  in h e r  navel.
H o w  restless h e r  e r u p t i o n .  H o w  ready.

S h e  has b e e n  q u ie t ,  b u t  s h e  k no w s  
you b tii l t  a c h u rc h  o n  h e r  h ea d ,  
h o w  you  d rove  th e  nails  in to  h e r  face.

M e n  have fo rg o t te n  s h e  ever 
thuni . le red ,  s p o u t e d  b u r ie d  cites.
Even H ercu le s  k n e w  w h e n  to pray.

H e r  lungs  are s m o k in g  s e rp en ts .
Every hun ^ lred  years  th e  a ir is ptire. 
T o n ig h t  h e r  m o u t h  t)pens.

17 CAESURA



T he Love Scene, from the perspective of Ethel Barrymore

N o  cell p h o n e s .  N o  cou^^l'lil\^,^ ch o k in g ,  spe a k in g  
a t  any  finie. Feel free to  applauel my b i t t e r  
g lance .  I love you in s tage w hisper .
T h e y  h u i l J  p o r n o s  o u t  of my em b ra c e ,  ea t in g  
my b o d y  in swift  sweeps. 1 am  a t h o u g h t  s t r ipper .
T h e  l e a d ’s t o n g u e  wiggles its way in to  me, 
k)vc scen e  laug h in g ,  a u d ie n c e  s u c k in g  my 
sigh in  like a kiss. 1 t r e m b le ,  u n a b l e  to  recall 
h o w  1 c a m e  to be  th is . My n a m e  in a locked  box.
T h e  seats  c reak, le an in g  fo rw a rd .  A n t ic ip a t i o n  
sweats  a n d  lo o sens  his tie. D o n ’t worry , 
l i ttle lady, says th e  h e r o  m an .
1 le has  affairs  w i th  m ir ro rs  a n d  s o m e t im e s  J im , 
o u r  c t ) s tu m e d es igne r ,  w h o  eats  my plastic h e ro  
like h e ’s th e  last p iece of  canely o n  e a r th ,  
h i my unrea l i ty ,  I a m  th e  t)ne in love, a n d  th e  s h a k in g  
t)f my sk in n y  ac tress  boely is f r o m  w a n t in g ,  n o t  fear. 
B ecause  I’m p lay ing  a w o m a n  
I th ro w  my li ttle v ic t im  b o d y  tt) its k nees ,  w eep ing .  
B ecause  i ’m p lay ing  a v ic t im
I th ro w  my li tt le w o m a n  b od y  to  his knees ,  begging. 
T h e  l a m b  is led to  th e  altar. T h e  c o m m u n i t y  ch eers  
as th e  b lo o d  c reeps  cnit a n d  o n t o  th e i r  feet.

18 CAESURA



Batman’s Robin

Dick. Sidekick.
Like a je rk  of th e  leg, 
a d o g  u r in a t in g .  T h e y  d o n ’t k n o w  
w h a t  it is, ju s t  you a n d  a k n igh t ,  
te n  m e n  w i th  g un s ,  each  w a n t in g  
th e  gk-)ry o t  y o u r  d e a d  h ea d  
u n d e r  his  b o o t .  1 live for  th e  t igh t ,  
firs t j u m p  off  th e  bar,  flying, 
a b o u t  to  die,  a n d  th e n -  
h e  ca tches  you ,  yotn- p a r t n e r  
graspii'ig y o u r  wrists  like G o d .
T h e n  h e  v an ish e s  b e h in d  sm o k e ,  
a n d  m e  w i th  him., g hos ts  to g e th er .  
I’m nt) t in love w i th  h im .
I’m in love w ith  th e  d a rk  
way h e  smiles,  a b o u t  to  w in .
T h e  ta r  in  his  voice b u b b l in g  
like lava in his  th ro a t .  W h e n  
he  kicks J o k e r  in th e  balls 
for k id n a p p in g  m e  again.
His sm i le  as h e  u n t ie s  m e  
slowly, th e  w h o le  ro o m  
u n c o n s c io u s ,  a n d  h e  h o ld s  m e 
like h e  w o u ld  a s o n ,  o r  a b ro th e r .  
W e  n ev er  cry, b u t  1 feel h im  
s h a k e  u n d e r  all t h a t  a rm o r .
W h e n  he  carr ies  m e  to  b ed ,  ca re fu l  
of my n ew  w o u n d s ,  he  kisses my 
fo re h e ad  a n d  I’m g o n e ,  d r u n k  o n  
lying in a b ed  th a t  b e lo n gs  to  h im .  
W h o  w o u l d n ’t be dazzled, s tu t te r ,  
w a n t  to  sigh w h e n  h e  pa ts  m e 
o n  th e  s h o u ld e r .  Kid. I’ll b e  his 
s o n ,  his  c o n f id a n t ,  his  kick.
My m oto rcyc le  p u r r s  a t  his  car, 
a ca t  in  h ea t .  T h e y  s leep  to g e th e r  
in  t h e  cave of  his  s u b c o n s c io u s .  
S o m e t im e s  h e  waxes my ride.
A fter ,  he  s ta n d s  im m o b i le  
for hoLirs. I w a tc h  h im ,  
k n o w in g  th e r e  is a love d e e p e r  
t h a n  sex, a n d  it lives 
in th e  m o m e n t s  w h e n  we b o th  
m ig h t  d ie  to g e th e r  -  a n d  d o n ’t.
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Sundas Nazir
Nothingness

Ir s ta red  b ack  a t  me. T h e  s tea m  f r o m  th e  gril led , o n e -an d 'a -h a lf  in ch  th ick  T -b o n e  
s teak  b a rr ed  my v is ion  ju s t  like t h e  d a r k  b ro w n ,  d ia g o n a l  s tr ipes  o n  it. My c h a n v  
p a g n e  c o lo re d ,  b o n e  ch in a ,  sc]uare p late  w i th  h a n d c r a f t e d  yellow f k w e r s  was m a d e  
p re t ty  w i th  b ee t  a n d  avocaelo salad. S h e  even  s p r in k le d  it w i th  violets, my favori te  
flower. T h e  small c h a n d e l i e r  sp i l led  d i n v y e l k w  ligh t  in  th e  k i tc h e n  a n d  th e  w a r m t h  
m a d e  m e  w a n t  to  be  seven 'years-old  aga in .  T h e  s igh t  o f  th e  d a rk ,  p in k  sky a n d  
snow y  e v e n in g  frc^n o u t s id e  th e  w in d o w  m a d e  m e  sh iv e r  w ith  guilt .

W as  1 even w o r th y  tif th is  w a r m th i ’ D id  I d ese rv e  th is  m ea l  t h a t  m o m  p re p a r e d  
especial ly  fo r  me.^ N o  a n d  no.

“W h y  d o  you d o  this.'’”
“M o n i ,  I was ju s t"”
“You en jo y  it, d o n ’t  y o u .”
“ I was g o in g  to  s t a r t - . ”
“S h i i t  up! Jus t  s h u t  u p !” m o m  g ra b b e d  my p la te  a n d  th re w  it ag a ins t  th e  w h e a t  

co lo re d  wall like a Frisbee. T h e  p la te  s h a t t e r e d  in to  p ieces  th e  size o f ra in d r o p s .  
T h e y  s h o n e  like c h u n k s  of  hail  o n  co n c re te .  T h e  s o im d  was t h i m d e r o u s  a n d  p ie rc 
ing. T h e  w o r ld  s e e m e d  to  e n d .  T h e r e  was n o t  g o in g  to  be  life a f te r  th is  s o u n d .  It was 
th e  u l t im a te  sc ream . T h e  silly t -b o n e  s teak  l a n d e d  o n  th e  f l o o r  ag a ins t  th e  wall a n d  
beg an  to  en jo y  th e  s h o w  already. T w o  vio lets  fell n e a r  it like v u ln e ra b le  bab ies .  Beet 
a n d  a v o ca d o  sp re ad  o n  th e  f l o o r  like p r e s c h o o l e r ’s scjuare blocks.

Angry ,  sh e  g o t  u p  a n d  kn t)cked  h e r  glass of w a te r  o n  th e  m a h o g a n y ,  s q u a r e  table .  
T h e  w a te r  s eep ed  th r o u g h  th e  red b a m b o o  ta b le  m a t  in  f r o n t  o f  m e  a n d  th ick ,  ct)n- 
t i n u o u s  d ro p s  p a t t e d  my th ig h  in c o n d o le n c e .

“D o n ’t  eat.  G o  to  hell . D ie !” s h e  s to r m e d  o u t  o f  t h e  k i tc h e n .
All th e  co lo rs  s e e m e d  to  have esca pe d  th r o u g h  th e  o n ly  w in d o w .  T liey  were  g o n e  

forever,  ju s t  like my f r i e n d  Zara, n o t  to  g o in g  to  r e tu rn ,  ju s t  like d a d .  E v e ry th in g  was 
in grayscale, even  th e  violets.

I c l ea n e d  th e  mess in  s low m o t io n .
My ro o m ,  too ,  was taci t ,  a d e a d  ju k eb o x ,  a n d  1 w a n te d  to  cry. T h e r e  was n o  

w in d o w  h ig h  e n o u g h  for m e  to  fly o u t .  W in g s  w ere  n o t  n e e d e d .  D i n n e r t i m e  was 
officia lly over a n d  I d i d n ’t eat.  T h e  e m p t in e s s  filled t h e  g ia n t  abysses in  my s to m a c h ,  
all o f  t h e m .  Life was finally  in c o n t ro l .

S h e  ju s t  d i d n ’t u n d e r s t a n d .
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Daren Bastedo
Octogenarian

I k ' r l o l a ’s hohy  
rests aU)p th e  
n ic rcu ry  co lo rc d  
p illow  a n d  sheets .
“ I wanteel us 
to  ju st  rust  
t o g e th e r .” s ta ted  
a m o ro se  Marty,
83, be fo re  his 
a t t e m p t  a t  enelinu  
h im se lf .  T h e  Inillet 
m a d e  its im p re ss io n  
in h e r  fo re h e ad ,  a 
16 pt. lu 'r iod  j^w'e 
h e r  a n ew  reli^'ion.
M a r ty  paekeel hea t .  
I^acketl a p oc ke t  
p is tol in s ide  stain- 
less 'steel ct)loreLl 
e o r t lu ro y ’s. 1 le IukI 
hopeel, a f te r  th e  
s h o t  to l led  all 
ea rs, t h a t  th e  
cancer ,  emanatin,!j; 
f rom  h e r  lunsj;, was 
a h lack s m o k e  
ex h a le d  t h r o u g h  th e  
ln)le in h e r
heail . M arty ,  a c r o u c h e d  
scarecrow, b led  it o u t ,  
ha lf 'd ead

as th e  n u r s e  p re s su re d  his 
w o u n d  w ith  h e r  
b a re  h a n d .
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Lori Lovaglio
Medusa In The Morning

T in y  to n g u e s  t i ick  a t  niy face.
J ad e  scales s c ra p e  th e  n a p e  o f  
my neck.  B u t  I’m used  to  t h a t

now. S k in ,  b o n e  w h i te ,  h a i r  
g l im m e re d  like sm o k y  q ua rtz ,  
all ,uone now. T h e  N o r t h  was

S w allow ing  m e.  l i ifested  w ith  
frost, all my th o u g h t s  w ere  h e low  
zero. I w a n te d  h e a t  f r o m  th e  sky,

n o t  f ro m  c h a r re d  w o o d .  W h a t  d id  
my h a n d s  look  like w i th  th e  su n  
ln )ldi i ig  th em !’ D id  th e  w a te r  sh ine?

1 w a n te d  to  feel my p u p i l s  s h r in k  
in th e  b r ig h t  th ic k n es s  o f th e  light. 
C u r io s i ty  s lep t  w i th in  my cells.

A n  a c h in g  tc  ̂ s ep a ra te  f ro m  th e  
false s h a d c w s .  A th e n a ,  s o a k in g  in 
h e r  s t r e n g th ,  co l lap sed  u p o n  m e

w ith  h e r  g o k le n  fist. M y  h od y  
t u r n e d  fr ig id , my o rg an s  iced. B u t  
1 a m  n o t  d e a d .  1 feel th e  life as 1

sleep, tw i tc h in g  a r o u n d  my h ea d .
I n o  lo n g e r  w a n t  th e  s u n .  1 on ly  
w a n t  fo r s o m e o n e  to  look  at  me.

T o  to u c h  me. T o  h e a r  t h e  C jo rgon  
b lo o d  th a t  still m oves  qu ie t ly  inside . 
T h e y  c o m e  for me. I c a n n o t  co n t ro l

w h a t  h a p p e n s  to  t h e m .  1 w h isp er ,  1 
am  nt) t a m o n s te r .  I w a n t  m o re  t h a n  
s e r p e n t i n e  d re a m s .  All I have is s to n e .
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Matthew Bryan Beck
The Sun and The Moon

O ,nee  u p o n  a t im e ,  lon^^ th e  S u n  fell in love w ith  th e  M o t in .  H e  fi rs t saw 
her,  for  a f leetinj:,^ m o m e n t ,  p u re  anti  w h i te ,  as h e  was dy ing  for  th e  day a n d  s h e  was 
hirthinji;.  As th e  last b re a th s  o f  life a n d  li,yht left his  hurninu ;  lung's, h e  w h isp e re d  
h e r  n a m e ,  h u t  s h e  h ea rd  it n o t .  S h e  was ach ing ly  b eau t i fu l :  r a d i a n t ,  g l is ten ing ,  
p e r fee t ly 'sha pe d .

F or  t h o u s a n d s  of  years, h e  w o u ld  w ai t  all day ft)r her, b u t  always they  w o u k l  
pass w i t h o u t  m ee t in g ,  o n ly  a m o m e n t a r y  g lan ce  o r  wt)rd b efo re  gravity p u l led  t h e m  
ap a r t .  T h e y  lived a lo n e ,  s epara te t l  a t  o p p o s i t e  s ides  o f  th e i r  y o u n g  charge .  E a r th ,  
yet always t h i n k i n g  o f  each  o th e r .  S h e  w o u ld  re f lec t  th e  light he  left for  her, a n d  
he  w o u ld  lie d o r m a n t ,  sad, co ld ,  c o u n t i n g  th e  m in u te s  a n d  h o u r s  u n t i l  h e  saw h e r  
again .

T h e  S u n  c o u ld  b e a r  th e  in f in i te  iso la t ion  anel s ad n e ss  n o  m o re .  L ')etermined to  
see h e r  face, e m b ra c e  h e r  a n d  profess  his kwe, even if it k il led h im ,  h e  p u t  all his 
s t r e n g th  a n d  w e ig h t  to  f igh t  gravity, t r e m b l in g ,  sweat ing ,  b r e a th in g  f l am e s  a n d  lava, 
a n d  b ro k e  off  his  o rb i t .  H e  lu m b e re d  to w ards  her. S o o n  s h e  ncHiced h im  f lo a t in g  
to w ards  h e r  a n d  s m i le d  in r e c o g n i t io n  as th e i r  eyes m et ,  th e n  s c re a m e d  s u d d e n ly  
in t e r ro r  a n d  p an ic .  Go back! Go hack, my dear! H e  w o u k l  n o t  stt)p, he  c o u ld  n o t ,  for 
m ass  a n d  energy  propelleel h im  a t  fu r iou s ly  in c rea s in g  s p e ed s  b ey o n d  his  c t in tro l .  
S u d d e n ly ,  t h e  y o u n g  E a r th ,  s ee ing  th e  S u n  th r o t t l in g  to w ard  c e r t a in  d e s t ru c t io n ,  
th re w  h im s e l f  in  f r o n t  o f  th e  p a th .  T h e y  co l l id ed  w ith  t r e m e n d o u s  force.

T h e r e  was a s e c o n d  of s i lence  —

T h e y  b o th  e x p lo d e d  in a m ajes t ic  b u r s t i n g  c lo u d  of h y d ro g e n ,  h e l iu m ,  oxygen 
a n d  c a rb o n ,  t h e  b l i n d in g  b r ig h tn e ss  o f  th e  n e o n  lights a n d  d e a fe n in g  c r u n c h  o f  
d en s i ty  c a u s in g  th e  w i tn e s s in g  s tars  a n d  p lan e t s  to  co w er  a n d  w h i m p e r  a n d  h id e  
for  cover. M e rc u ry  was kil led in s t a n ta n e o u s ly  a n d  w i t h o u t  w a rn in g .  T h e  M tx)n  
s c re a m e d  a n d  w e p t  a n d  w e p t  a n d  w ep t,  uncon tr t ) l lab ly .  T h e  s m o ld e r in g  s u lfu r ic  ash  
a n d  s ta r d u s t  finally  se t t led ,  th e  s o n ic  b o o m  fad ing .

A f t e r  h e a l in g  f ro m  th e i r  w o u n d s  a n d  e x t e n d in g  th e i r  cone lo lences ,  t h e  su rv iv in g  
p la n e t s  m ig ra te d  to  surr t)ga te  so la r  systems, p le a d e d  w ith  h e r  b e fo re  th ey  d r i f ted  
in to  d e e p  space  to  jo in  t h e m  a n d  s t a r t  a n ew  life. B u t  s h e  w o u k l  n o t  sp e ak  a w ord ,  
w o u k l  n o t  m ove f ro m  th a t  tragic  spo t .

S h e  n ev e r  s h o n e  aga in ,  w ore  b lackn ess  in m o iu 'n in g  forever.
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The Gravedigger

1dif>: ho les  in th e  g r o u n d  for p e o p le  w h o  have d ied  to  live in. T h e i r  loved t)nes ca n  
have peace  of m in d  t h a t  they  are  safe in a n ice  d ry  w o o d e n  box. 1 d o n ’t tell t h e m  th e  
w o r m s  ea t  t h e  bod ie s .  1 love th e  smell  o f  freshly'dufj; soil: wet , c lean ,  p u re ,  like b lo o d  
fro m  a w o u n i l .  It  r e m in d s  m e  t)f my m o th e r .  T h e  j»rass is g re e n e r  in th e  c e m e ta ry  
th a n  an y w h e re  else. Cjod m a d e  it t h a t  way to  give t h e  d e a d  p e o p le  s o m e th i n g  pre t ty  
a n d  c o lo rfu l  to  l(.)ok at. Even th ey  get t i red  of t h e  sa m e  o ld  th in g s .  T h e  trees  are na- 
ked  in th e  w in te r ,  like b ea u t i fu l ,  s le m le r  w o m e n  w i t h o u t  th e i r  c lo thes  o n .  1 love th e  
q u ie t .  I always ta lk  o u t  Icuid, say w h a t  it is 1 a m  th i n k i n g  at  t h a t  m o m e n t ,  b ecau se  
n o b o d y  ca n  laugh .  People  c a n ’t h u r t  nie  here ,  bec au se  ev e ry o n e  is a l ready  d ea d .

S o m e t im e s  I d re a m  a b o u t  v a c a t io n in g  h igh  above  o n  so f t  c lou d s ,  s o m e w h e r e  
w a rm  a n d  b r ig h t ,  far away fr tim th e  frig id  c e m e ta ry  a n d  my co ld , stif f c o m p a n io n s .  
(1 e lon ’t like b eaches .  O n c e ,  w h e n  1 was a kid , I c u t  my fot)t o n  th e  b each .  I c r ied , 
b u t  my d a d  just la u g h ed  a n d  d r a n k  his  w a r m  R h e in g o ld  a n d  to ld  m e  to  n o t  b e  suc h  
a faggot. I h a te  beaches .)  C o r p s e s  are  go(,)d frieni^ls. T h e y  e lon ’t say m u c h ,  b u t  they  
are gt)t)d li s teners .  I’ve m e m o r i z e d  all th e i r  n am es :  A r t h u r  P. M a d i s o n ,  b. 1890 d. 
1918, J o h n  R. G arvey, b. 1911 d. 1967, M a ry  M cG il l ,  b. 1972 d. 1972. ( I ’d tell you 
th e i r  n a m e s ,  b u t  y o u ’d forget  t h e m  anyway.)

N o b o d y  rectignizes m e,  s top s  to  ta lk  to  m e  in th e  street.  N o b o d y  calls my p h o n e .
1 h a d  it r ip p e d  o u t  tw o years ago. 1 ea t  a lo n e ,  d e s e r te d  d in e r s  a t  3 A M  a n d  greasy 
w aff le  ht)uses  for  T u e sd ay  specia ls . T h e  w ai tresses  k n o w  m e  by o rd e r ,  n o t  n a m e .  1 
have n o b o d y  to  go  h o m e  to. O n c e  1 h ad  g o ld e n  retriever,  b u t  s h e  g o t  t i red  o n e  day 
an il  d ied .  1 d u g  a h o le  in th e  back w o o d s  b e h in d  th e  s h e d ,  sp re ad  d e a d  leaves over 
h e r  to  k eep  w a r m  a t  n ig h t .  1 live in a t ra i le r  by th e  lake ( the  e n d  th a t  n o b o d y  c o m es  
a r o u n d ,  th e r e  was a ch e m ica l  spill a b o u t  15 years  ago, b u t  1 d o n ’t mini.1 it) like th e  
o ld  w o m a n  w h o  lived in t h a t  sh o e ,  excep t  1 gcit n o  c h i ld re n .  I always w a n te d  to  be 
m a r r ie d  a n d  have c h i ld r e n  to  call my o w n .

W h e n  1 was still y o u n g  a n d  h o p e fu l ,  w h e n  my h e a r t  was still full  o f  asp ira t io n s ,  
my m in d  still full o f  p lans ,  my s p ir i t  still full o f  fire, I w e n t  to  t h e  s e n io r  p r o m  w i th  
a p re t ty  li ttle b l o n d e  th in g  n a m e d  Sue-Ellei'i Rogers.  S h e  w o re  a yellow ta ffe ta  dress, 
w i th  a w h i te  rose ct>rsage p in n e d  tx) t h e  g l is ten ing ,  magical fabric . S h e  lo o k e d  liked 
o n e  of th o s e  G r e e k  godessess  (A r tem is ,  1 t h in k  it was) leaviiig h e r  m o o n  w ra p p e d  
in s u n b e a m s .  1 w ore  my on ly  suit ,  a fa de d  p o w d er-b lu e  my d a d  w o re  to  his  wed- 
cling; a size to o  big, c l a o k in g  my bony, lanky  figure like a w e a th e re d  sail, sm e l l in g  
o f  m o th  balls a n d  O ld  Spice . S h e  asked  m e to  d a n c e .  I agreed  quickly, sm i l in g  like 
a fool,  my cr t)oked  te e th  like a b r o k e n  w in d s h ie k l  freshly  c lea n e d .  1 d a n c e d  like a 
b e a r  a g a in s t  an  angekft io ted  q u e e n :  she ,  graceful ,  f lu id ,  airy, effortless,  m e,  clumsy, 
t)afish , lu m b e r in g ,  ugly.

S h e  m a r r ie d  a p lu m b e r .
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Sundas Nazir
Companion Leaf

It  c a m e  t h r o u j 'h  t h e  w in d o w  
O n  a se rene ,  Fall n igh t .
It  was t h e  last o ra n g e  leaf  
T h a t  c a m e  to  my rescue.

Truly , all I n e e d e d  w ere  ears .
I n e e d e d  th e m  to  listen to  me.
1 n e e d e d  th e m  fo r  m yse lf  to  h e a r  myself.
But ,  t h e  leaf h a d  n o n e  to  lend  me.

D is a p p o in te d ,  I c r u m p le d  it.
1 s h a t t e r e d  it in to  p len ty  o f p ieces.
1 let th e  ach es  a n d  cracks be my m u s ic  
A n d  I w a n te d  to  sm i le  h u t  c o u l d n ’t.

I s p r in k le d  th e m  o n  my face.
T h e y  c u t  th r o u g h  me, th e  pieces!
T h e y  fe lt  like b ro k e n  glass t r a c in g  i tse lf  o n  a n e w b o rn .  
W h e r e  shall  I h id e  my face?
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Four Score and Five Days Ago

I m a d e  a b o a t  o u t  o f  b lu e  paper.
1 let it sail. I let it trail.
All my secrets  w ere w r i t t e n  o n  it 
A n d  1 le t t h e m  sail, too .

T o  myseU, 1 was u nfa ir .  I was u n a w a re  
O f  t h e  p i ra te s  w h o  w ere  p a t i en t ly  w ai t ing .
W a i t i n g  o n  th e  o th e r  s ide  o f  t h e  sh o re ,
W a i t i n g  to  receive my boa t .

W h e n  th e  p ira tes  saw th e  p a p e r  boa t .
T h e y  m a d e  su re  it sailed  on ly  to  t h e m .
T h e n ,  they  p icked  u p  my b o a t  
A n d  set  sail o n  it. W ic k e d ,  th ey  were.

Forever, th ey  v a n i s h e d ,  1 th o u g h t .
W i t h  my p a p e r  b o a t  o f  secrets, th o s e  w icked  p ira tes.  
A n d  I let t h e m  v an ish .
N o t h i n g  was u n d e r  my c o n t ro l .

1 embodiet.1  th e  w a te r  a n d  m a d e  th e  waves echo.
It was t h a t  ca lm , co ld ,  c lo u d y  day w h e n  
1 saw it a n d  yelled, “ Let m e  go! Let m e  go!”
A f te r  s u c h  a lo n g  t im e ,  1 finally  saw my boat!

T h  e p i ra te s  h a d  a b a n d o n e d  my secrets  o n  b lu e  paper.  
T h e y  hael ca lled  it a m is m a tc h .
So, 1 m a d e  a n o t h e r  bi)at OLit o f  red paper.
A n d  1 let it sail. A n d  1 let it trail .
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Michael Dalessio
The Snowy Hearths Remix

T h  e s n o w  boy was t h i n k i a g  of  t h e  s n o w  girl
W h e n  lust  b u r n e d  his h e a r t
T h e  f lam e s  t ip  to e  an x io us ly
U n t i l  h e  g rad u a l ly  m e l te d
A n d  d i sa p p e a re d . . .

T h e  s n o w  girl is f rozen  in a d r o p  of w a te r  
P e rh a p s  th is  is a g if t  f ro m  th e  s n o w  boy 
S h e  th in k s  th is  a n d  melts ,
S h r in k i n g  as s h e  th in k s
A n d  th e  d r o p  of w a te r  s t a n d s  tall

T h e y  beg in  to  d r i f t  em pti ly ,
Leak o u t  a n d  soak  in to  th e  o n c e  w h i te
S n o w  nielts , ev apo ra tes ,  a n d  y ea rns  for  th e  snow y
D es ire  to  be re jo i i ied  as a solid  circulatt'>ry cen tr i fug e .
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Raw

I t ’s th o s e  lines
T h a t  o n c e  s p o k e n  are  b r o u g h t  to  life 
Travel f u r t h e r  t h a n  ju s t  f in i te  w ords  
M o re  t h a n  ju s t  b lack  a n d  w h i te  verbs

I t ’s th o s e  raw lines 
T h o s e  s t ree t  lines
T h o s e  B ro ok ly n ,  B a l t im o re ,  C a l i fo rn ia  lines
T h a t  h o ld  m o re  t h a n  ju s t  d u l l  gray le tters  s lap p ed  to g e th e r

I t ’s th o s e  sc r ib b le d  d o w n  o n  loose leaf lines 
T h o s e  2 a m  re c o rd in g  s tu d io  lines  
T h o s e  B ed fo rd  a n d  A v e n u e  S. lines  
T h o s e  freesty le . . .e lec tronica l ly  e n h a n c e d  lines

I t ’s th o s e  lines  t h a t  reach  in to  you a n d  g e n e ra te  
T h e  h ig h  d e f i n i t i o n  lights  e n c ry p te d  in  th e  walls  
of  y o u r  c r a n iu m .
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Megan M oriarty
Love Is An Aviary 

' ■ ,    .

My heart is a pigeon, bobbing its head 
back and forth, looking for crumbs to live on. 
It’s so ugly and it’s so stupid.

"MyJaeart sits by his window and coos.

vTwo leaves had fallen in similar ways, 
i^hey met on the corner of two streets 
on a windy day, and talked about the sadness 
of being dead but still existing.

My heart was a sparrow when he loved me.
trapped it in his politician hands 

and hid it while he looked up at the sky.
My heart perched in a cage, and it would sing

I hear cats scratching at passing cars, 
keeping moonlight \^ il over birds’ nests.
We lose each other living in dark rooms.



Sal Tarantola
The Emerald Pool

I press  th e  crisp, sh in y  leaves o f  th e  m ag az in e  h a rd  to  my face a n d  th o u g h t fu l ly  
b re a th  in th e  smell o f  freshly  p r in te d  ink: c o u ld  a c o n n e c t io n  be  m a d e  b e tw e en  
m e  a n d  th e  ar tist?  H o w  effortlessly h e  lays th e  b lack  l ine  u p o n  v e l lu m  to  p o r t ra y  
s h a d o w  a n d  fo rm . H is  aw e-in sp i r in g  m as te ry  o f  persp ec t iv e  a n d  w ord less  p an e ls  
conveys deep ly  m e a n in g fu l ,  fan tas t ic  ex p e r ien ce s  to  m e.  H is  d r a f t s m a n s h ip  tran- 
s cens  M ic h e la n g e lo  a n d  R e m b r a n d t  (my a r t  he ro es ,  d isco ve red  in en c yc lo pe d ia s  
in  my g r a n d m o t h e r ’s b a s e m e n t )  a n d  his  d raw in g s  v ir tu o s i ty  is n o t  s o m e t h i n g  eas- 
ily s tu d ie d  a n d  le a rn e d .  1 have s p e n t  years  p o r in g  over th e  in tr icac ies  o f  his h a tc h  
w ork :  h e  a lm o s t  n ev er  u sed  p encil  tc:> ro u gh -in  th e  c h a rac te r s  o f  h is  s tor ies,  n o r  
re lied  u p o n  a sc r ip t  to  tell his  tale . H e  s im ply  p u ts  n ib  to  p a p e r  a n d  allows a k in d  
of s t r e a n i 'o f 'c o n s c io u sn e s s  to  f k w  th r o u g h .  H e  s igns his  n a m e  as M o e b iu s  o r  G i r  
a l te rnate ly ,  a n d  1 ca n  never  be s u re  w hy  he  a s su m s  th ese  p e rs o n a s  w h e n  d ra w in g  
his  p os t-apocalyp tic  a l ien  la n d scap e s  anel c rea tu res .  1 k n o w  o n ly  t h a t  his w ork  trans- 
p o r ts  m e  to  fa r-f lung, lush , a n d  e n t i c in g  w o r ld s  w h e re  1 feel p ow e rfu l ,  m e a n in g fu l ,  
a n d  look  fo rw a rd  to  en d le s s  d iscovery, e n ig m a t ic  possibi l i ty  w h e re  n o t h i n g  is t a b o o  
a n d  e v e ry th in g —even  th e  m u n e la n e —is sen su a l .

H is  e a r th  n a m e  is J e a n  H e n r i  G a s to n  G i r a u d .  H e ’s b e e n  c re a t in g  m a s te rp iec es  s ince  
ju s t  a f te r  th e  e n d  of  W o r ld  W a r  II, m o re  t h a n  tw enty  years  be fo re  my b i r th ,  anel f ro m  
a land  w h e re  m o s t  a r tis ts  p r io r  h ad  b e e n  (a n d  still are) revered  for  impressicMiistically 
p a in t i n g  w h a t  th ey  saw a n d  n o t ,  as h e  saiel in ra re  F re n c h  te levis ion  in te rv iew s,  “ By 
m a n ip u la t i n g  a n d  f o rm in g  in to  shaj'ies th e  ideas t h a t  f low  th r o u g h  m e  f ro m  s o m e 
place a n d  f ro m  s o m e  p o w e r  b e y o n d  my c o m p r e h e n s io n .  I am  o n ly  a n  i n te r p r e t e r . ”

I h o ld  in my hanels  a 1976 M eta l  H u r la n t :  a c o m ic  sw o l len  w i th  M o e b iu s ’ 
b ea u t i fu l ly - r en d e re d  black a n d  w h i te  ar t .  I n t e n d e d  for ad u l ts ,  it founel its way in to  
t h e  h a n d s  o f  a n  eleven-year-okl boy w Ik i  hai.1 ju s t  beg tn i  to  d iscove r  his  a r t is t ic  ab i l 
ity, a d o o rw a y  tc.) in s p i r a t io n ,  a p o r t e n t  to  reve la t ions  t h a t  w o u ld  n o t  m a n i fe s t  for 
a n o t h e r  d i i r ty  years. C l o u d s  q u ick ly  g a th e r  1 sit read in g ,  a d ry  t h a t c h  in a densely- 
g ro w n  o p e n i n g  o f  oak s  a n d  a n c ie n t ,  ru s t l ing ,  c t )n to r te d  wil lows. (I travel  th e  th t) rny  
p a th s  to  th is  s p o t  f r e q u e n t ly  w h e n  so l i tu d e ,  u n e n c u m b ercL l  t h o u g h t ,  a n d  f r e e d o m  
to  crea te  s eem  im p o ss ib le  back  a t  th e  h o u se .  S t )m e t im e s  I c o m e  h e re  tt) d raw , o th e r  
t im es  to  read , s o m e t im e s  b o th ,  anel still o th e r  t im es  s im ply  tt) s u r r o u n d  myself  w ith  
s e n t i e n t  n a tu re ,  seek  s t)m e c o n n e c t i o n  to  t h a t  elusive, magical a sp ec t  o f  B e ing  o f te n  
s h r o u d e d  in th e  b an a l  re p e t i t io n  of everyday  living.) T h e  w r i th i n g  c a n o p y  o f  d a rk  
a f t e r n o o n  clouels m u te  th e  su n l ig h t .  Several r a in d r o p s  m e e t  th e i r  e n d  u p o n  my 
b o o k ’s pages. T h e  possibi li ty  o f  a s u d d e n  d e lu g e  is e n th ra l l i n g .  T h r o u g h  s o m e  u n 
s een  i n n e r  sovereignty , 1 a m  s o m e h o w  an  active p a r t i c ip a n t  in th e  l o o m in g  s to rm .  
B u t  th e r e  is n o  d o w n p o u r .  T h e r e  is on ly  th e  f e c u n d  a n d  f r a g ra n t  e a r th ,  a coo l ,  des-
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Lilrory w in d ,  a n d  1 in th e  m id d le  o f  it. sensinji; t h a t  n o  o th e r  h u m a n  have k n o w led g e  
of  s u c h  w(.)nders.

T h e  h v ing  ck)i ids sett le , b e c o m e  still, a s h a d o w y  b la n k e t  over t h e  w or ld .  T h e r e  
is still e n o u g h  ligh t to  c o n t i n u e  read in g .  N o w  a d i s t a n t  s o u n d ,  like s p la sh in g  water.
A  d ee p ,  v ib ra t in g  m o a n ,  as if a g rea t  w e ig h t  m o ved  u p o n  th e  e a r th .  I ’ve b e e n  to  
th is  s p o t  c o u n t le s s  t im es  over th e  years, b u t  1 n ev er  d a re  ex p lo re  th e  th ic k ly ' t re ed  
te r ra in .  I f in d  n o  n ee d  to  g(,i b e y o n d  my c o m fo r t a b le  re a d in g  th a t c h .  T h e  p r im ro s e ,  
b lackbe rr ies ,  a n d  w iki m a n d r a k e  are re a d in g  c o m p a n io n s .  B u t  th is  n e w  s o u n d  com- 
pels  m e  to  rise a n d  e x a m in e  m o re  closely th is .  T h e  n ea re s t  b o d y  o t  m o v in g  w a te r  
is th e  R iver Sev ern ,  w h ic h  lies a b o u t  a h u n d r e d  m iles  to  th e  west  o f  S h rew sb u ry ,  
in t h e  W e lsh  M arch es .  I’ve lived h e re  fo r  m o re  t h a n  forty  years, t h o u g h  u n a w a re  o f  
any t r ib u ta r i e s  w h e re  p e rh a p s  an  u n m a p p e d  vein  leads th e  g rea t  b rac k i sh  s t ream . 
Disc(.)vering scime u n s e e n  es tuary , lake, c r̂ p o n d  in th is  vast w o o d la n d  sc')litude en- 
tices m e  to  forge my way th r o u g h  th e  to u g h  s inew s o f  th e  forest, a r o o f  of tw isted , 
m in g led ,  nuxssy b ra n c h e s .  O u t r e a c h e d  a rm s  o f  o p p o s in g  trees  s t re tc h in g  across  th e  
fo rest  f l o o r  t tu ich  o n e  a n o th e r ,  over e o n s  jo in in g  to  b e c o m e  o n e .  T h e  li tt le s u n l ig h t  
is near ly  o b l i te ra te d ,  barely  e n o u g h  see m o re  t h a n  tw en ty  feet in  any  d i re c t io n ,  
a n d  each  s tep  th e  pt)ssibility o f a p u n c t u r e d  eye f ro m  co u n t le s s  low-lying, fou r- inch  
t h o r n s  th e  trees  w ie ld  like a rm o r .  1 k)t)k b ack  to  my th a t c h  a n d  still see my b o o k .  
T h e  breezes play w ith  its pages, b u t  w i th  a few m o re  s teps  in to  t h e  d a rk ,  niy novel, 
my th a t c h ,  a n d  my trees  el isappear.

T h e  w ate ry  splash! L tu ider,  m a d e  by s o m e th i n g  w ith  su b s ta n t ia l  mass. S tra ig h t  
a h e a d  f r o m  my p os it i t in  a n d  to  th e  left. I carefully  a p p ro a c h ,  w h i le  h o l d i n g  my a rm s  
as rigidly as pt)ssible ag a ins t  my sides,  to  k eep  f ro m  b e in g  im p a le d  by th e  massive 
sp ikes  o f  th e  b ra n c h e s .  1 c reep  a lon g ,  my face feels th e  su b t le  chil l o f  coo l a ir f ro m  
an  u n o b s t r u c t e d ,  w id e  o p e n  area, b u t  th e  d a rk n e s s  o f  th is  new  w o r ld  p rev en ts  any  
s igh t  o f  a possib le  o p e n i n g  in t h e  d i s t an ce .  E x c i t e m e n t  swells w i th in  m e.  M y f a n 
tasy carr ies  m e, leaving o n e  p la n e  o f  ex is tence  a n d  e n t e r i n g  a n o th e r .M i l l ip e d e s  a n d  
cr ickets  a b o u n d  in th e  w o o d .  Every c r e a tu re  k n o w n  a n d  u n k n o w n  f in d s  refuge in  
th e  la b y r in th  of k n o t t e d  v ines, a n d  th ey  each  crawl freely f r o m  b r a n c h  to  b r a n c h  
a n d  across  my back. 1 c a n ’t swat t h e m  o f f  for  fear o f  in ju r in g  myself n io re  t h a n  any 
o f  th e i r  b ites  o r  stings, b u t  my cu rios i ty  is so  s t ro n g  th a t  th e  c rea tu re s  p re sen ce  
b e c a m e  less a n d  less f r ig h t e n in g  w ith  each  laggard s tep . 1 slowly g row  a c c u s to m e d  to 
th e  physics  o f  th e  low-slung place, a n d  s o o n  w alk  w i th  s ta tu re ,  still s to o p e d ,  t h o u g h  
s t if f  a n d  a p p re h e n s iv e .  S tra n g e ,  vt>iceless h igh-speed  b irds  s o a r  by m e  a n d  w in ge  
th e i r  way t h r o u g h  th e  maze o f  th icke ts .  Even if 1 n ev er  f i n d  th e  so u rc e  o f  sp la sh in g  
water,  th is  newly  eliscovcred s a n c tu m  will fo rever be c loser  w ith  th e  h i d d e n  w o i ld .

S u d d e n ly ,  w i t h o u t  w a rn in g ,  th e  e a r th  b e n e a th  m e  falls away a n d  1 d e s c e n d  
in to  sudelen ,  b l i n d in g  light,  p lu n g e  feet-first a n d  th ig h -d e ep  in to  w a r m  re d  m u d .  
C ru m b le e l  d eb r is ,  soilei l s ton es ,  a n d  w iry  rt)ots c rash  o n  me. 1 regain  my senses. My 
b a re  a rm s  are  th o r n - s h r e d d e d  a n d  bkn)dy, a n d  m o s t  o f  my s h i r t  t o r n  away. 1 c o u g h  
a n d  sp i t  anel ru b  th e  d i r t  f r o m  my eyes.

1 scan  niy n ew  s u r r o u n d i n g s .  C l in g in g  m il l ip ed es .  Tall,  g reen ,  swaying reeds.
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Buzzing d rag o n f l ie s .  T h e  ta lk  o f  frogs a n d  f l ig h t  o f  g ra s sh o p p e r s .  S q u a d r o n s  o f  
m o sq u i to e s ,  mayfl ies, a n d  ladybugs. T h r o u g h  a n  o p e n i n g  in  th e  o ve rg ro w th ,  a small  
p o o l  o f  e m e ra ld  water ,  sp a rk l in g  like I ’ve n ev er  s een  b efo re .  M y  legs are  so lidly  en- 
cased  by t h e  d e e p  m u d .  T h e  w a te r  sp la sh es  m o re  lo u d ly  a n d  clearly. T h e  p lo p  o f  w et  
feet c o m in g  to w a rd  m e.  I swallcw. T w o  w o n d r o u s  c rea tu re s  em e rg e  f r o m  th e  glow- 
ing  m a r s h  a n d  s i lent ly  c ree p  to w a rd  m e ,  th e i r  p in k i s h  f lesh  g l is te n ing  like crysta l.  
T h e y  are  fem ale ,  hair less ,  u n c lo th e d ,  b u t  re se m b led  nc:> w o m a n  I ’ve ever s een .  Black, 
a lm o n c l 'sh a p e d  eyes. G r i n n i n g ,  r o u n d  cheeks .  As  th ey  n e a r  m e ,  th e  p in k  b e c o m e s  
m o r e  vivid a n d  th e i r  n a k e d n e s s  m o re  ta n g ib le ,  th e  g oo se f le sh  o f  th e i r  m o is t  s k in  
like so f t  b u m p s  o n  a s h e e t  o f  f ine  p ap e r .  W i t h o u t  a s o u n d ,  o n e  takes  my r igh t  a rm ,  
t h e  o t h e r  my left, a n d  I a m  freed  f ro m  th e  d e e p  p o c k e t  o f  m u d ,  b rea th le ss ,  nearly  
n a k ed ,  m y  t ro u se rs  a n d  b o o ts  still in  t h e  mucl. W e  h u r l  headk:>ng t h r o u g h  th e  b u l 
ru sh e s  a n d  in to  t h e  d ee p ,  g re e n  p oo l .

W e  d e s c e n d  d a rk  w a te r  to  d e p th s  I c o u l d n ’t  possib ly  sw im  a lo n e ,  p as t  h ug e ,  lu m i 
n o u s ,  s low -m oving  f ish  w i th  b u l b o u s  g lo w ing  eyes. T h e  b as in  o f  th e  p o o l  w id e n s  like 
th e  belly o f  a d o r m a n t  v o lcan o ,  a n d  th e  b asa l t  b o t t o m  o f  th e  algae-covered  f l o o r  is 
a large o p e n in g .  T o  its r ig h t  a g rea t  s to n e  s lab  reveals a ca v e rn o u s  v es t ibu le ,  a n c i e n t  
s teps  h e w n  f ro m  th e  s to n e .  O u r  h e a d s  p e n e t r a t e  t h e  water .  I gasp  pow erfu lly ,  f resh  
oxygen  f i l l ing  my lungs . W e  scale t h e  s limy s teps  to  a s trang e ly  d ry  w h i te  s to n e  l a n d 
ing, a c i rc u la r  b e a m  of  s u n l ig h t  above us, th e  space  ca v e rn o u s  a n d  ec h o in g .

“W h e r e  a m  I? H o w  c a n  s u c h  a th in g  be?” I w h isp er .  “I live w i t h in  e a r s h o t  o f  th is  
place, yet its e n o r m i t y  w o u k i  s e e m  im p o ss ib le  to  k eep  h id d e n ? ” T h e  c rea tu re s  s p o k e  
n o  worcis 1 c o u ld  u n d e r s t a n d ,  o n ly  soft , s ib i la n t  m o a n s .  W e  w alk  t h r o u g h  th e  s u n l i t  
hall  a n d  c o m e  to  an  in tr ica te ly  ca rv ed  w o o d e n  d o o r ,  s lightly-ajar, q u e e r  d es igns  cu t  
in to .  A  m u f f l e d  r u m b le  t h e n  t h e  s t ro n g  v ib ra t io n  o f  a massive o b je c t  b e in g  d rag g ed  
across  t h e  ea r th ;  th e  c rea tu re s  sea led  th e  d oo rw ay .  I s lowly p u s h  th e  d o o r  o p e n  a n d  
e n t e r  th e  ro o m .

T h e  r o o m  is n a r row ,  o n ly  s even  o r  e ig h t  feet w id e  ( th e  walls s t re tc h in g  u p  as h ig h  
as t h e  s u n l i t  o p e n i n g  in  t h e  cavern),  yet d e e p ,  like a t r a in  t u n n e l  ca rved  t h r o u g h  a 
m o u n t a i n .  P o s i t io n e d  in  th e  co rn e r ,  a large u n m a d e  b ed ,  a n d  n e x t  to  it, a small ,  
r o u n d  ta b le  h o l d i n g  a s ing le  b u r n i n g  tape r .  O n  th e  m at t re ss ,  a c r u m p le d  b la n k e t  
a n d  u n o p e n e d  b o o k s .  A  tall b o o k c a s e  h o u se s  in ca lc u lab le  v o lu m e s  a n d  a c lea red  
space  for  a n  a l a rm  clock. S crap s  o f  w h i te  p a p e r  a n d  a n  a sh tra y  h o l d i n g  tw o w o o d e n  
p ipes  o n  th e  f loo r .  A  b lack  f igure w i th  lo n g ish ,  w h i te  h a i r  sits a t  a t i l ted  tab le .  D ra w 
ings are  h u n g  u p o n  th e  walls  o f  th is  s t ra n g e  s to n e  d o m ic i l e .  C lo s e r  in sp e c t io n :  th e se  
are  c a r t o o n  pages  by M o eb iu s !  T h e y  a r e n ’t r e p r o d u c t io n s ,  e i th e r ,  ac tua l ly  d ra w n  by 
h is  h a n d ;  th e  p e n  im p re s s io n s  a n d  u n e v e n  qua l i ty  to  th e  b lack  ink .  I a m  a s to u n d e d .  
I feel ill a n d  b e g in  to  shake .  I g l im p se  th e  f igure  o n c e  aga in .  W a s  t h a t  h im ? A  fa m i l 
iar s o n g  plays f r o m  s o m e  u n s e e n  sou rce ;  “ F ire” by J im i  H e n d r ix .

“D o  y ou  like w h a t  you see, I m e a n  th e  ar t ,  d o  y ou  like it?” H is  voice is l igh t  a n d  
s incere ,  b u t  th e  walls  in c rease  th e  v o l u m e  so m u c h  t h a t  h e  c o u ld  have  w h isp e re d  
a n d  I w o u ld  have h e a rd  h im  perfectly .
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Yes. T h e  a r tw o rk  is beaiit i t i i l . T h i s  m a n ’s w o rk  is w i t h o u t  a d o u b t  th e  g rea tes t  
e x a m p le  o f a ^if t  to  be  bes to w ed  u p o n  any h u m a n  beins' . I ’ve b ee n  t ry in g  for years  
to  u n d e r s t a n d  h ow  h e  gets th o se  b eau t i fu l  s h a d o w s  a n d  d e p th  of fo rn i  w i th  o n ly  th e  
fewest of p e n  s trokes . H e ’s a m a z in g .” I feel my k nees  s h a k in g  as I speak .  “C o m e  
h e re  a n d  have a seat. L e t’s ta lk  a w h i le .”

I’m u n s u r e  befo re ,  b u t  n o w  I’m ce r ta in ;  he  speaks  w ith  a F re nc h  accen t ,  a n d  
th r o u g h  th e  d im  co r r id o r ,  his a p p e a ra n c e  b ec o m e s  m o re  familiar:  large nose, r o u n d  
glasses, t h e  a lm o s t  fetal p o s i t io n  he  as su m es  u p o n  his s tool,  a n d  th e  d ra w in g  b o a rd  
a t  w h ic h  he  n o w  works . A m  I d rea m in g ?

I get u p  close. H e  sits w ith  a sable  b r u s h  m a k in g  w o n d e r f u l ,  f k w i n g  b lack  lines  
u p o n  a s h e e t  o f  large paper .  A sm all  s te reo  is o n  th e  f loor,  s u r r o u n d e d  by Jimi 
Henelrix  C D ’s a n d  cigare t te  b u t ts .  A  lam p  w ith  a magnifying-glass lens p o s i t i o n e d  
d irect ly  over his hea^l s h in e s  u p o n  th e  table .  H e  d o e s n ’t look  a t  me, ccMitinues to  
draw. His  h a i r  is w h i te  as th e  p ap er ,  a n d  his b a ld in g  elome sh in y  a n d  u n w r in k le d ;  
if th is  is h im ,  h e ’ll be s o m e w h e r e  n e a r  n in e ty  years  o ld ,  b u t  th is  m a n  d o e s n ’t lo o k  a 
day  over seventy . I ca n  n o  k )n ge r  re s t ra in  my a i i t ic ipa t io n :

“A re  you h im ? A re  you J ean  Giraud.^”
“O u i . ”

D o n ’t was te  th is  a m a z in g  o p p o r t u n i t y  b la th e r in g  h o w  you w o r s h ip  th is  m a n ’s 
w ork ,  o r  ask w h e re  th e  hell we w ere  a n d  w h a t  he  was d o i n g  here . I have th in g s  to  ask 
th is  b r i l l ia n t  m a n ,  b u t  I have n o  w ords .  I s ta re  a t  his  h a n d  as it m oved  effortlessly  
u p o n  th e  p ap er ,  as if g u id e d  f ro m  s o m e  invisible force. H e  d o e s n ’t h o ld  his b ru sh  
any  d if fe ren t ly  th a n  I dt>, a n d  h e  d o e s n ’t use any m o re  exo tic  m ate r ia l s  t h a n  m in e ;  
he  c o n c e n t r a t e s  cciniple tely o n  th e  activity, u n d i s t r a c t e d  by my p resen ce .  H es  feel 
any o b l ig a t io n  to  a c k n o w led g e  my c o m p an y ,  so k)ng as he  was w ork ing .  H e  s tops. 
H e  d ip s  th e  b ru s h  in a ja r  of w a te r  a n d  p laces it o n  th e  table .  H e  sp in s  o n  his  s tool,  
ad ju s ts  his glasses, a n d  focuses o n  my face:

“My boy, i l o n ’t be b o t h e r e d  w ith  th e  m e c h a n ic s  o f  a r t .  A  tru ly  g rea t  a r t is t  ca n  
crea te  b ea u t i fu l  lines  w ith  a stick in th e  s a n d  ju s t  as easily as h e  ca n  w ith  a b r u s h  o f  
th e  f ines t  sable .  I n ev er  a t t e n d e d  a r t  lessons. I le a rn e d  all I k n o w  fro m  lo o k in g  at 
th e  a r t  o f  t h e  ar t is ts  w h o s e  w o rk  m o v e d  me, a n d  th e n  I le a rn e d  h o w  to  c o m m in g le  
w i th  n a tu r e  a n d  in te ra c t  w i th  t h a t  th in ly  veiled w or ld  t h a t  lies ju s t  b e n e a th  th e  
(,)ne t h a t  you live in, anel to  a t t e m p t  to  c h a n n e l  t h a t  en e rgy  to  in t e r p r e t  it u p o n  th e  
page. D o  n o t  try  to  e m u la te  o r  re p r t )d u ce  t h e  w ork  I’ve c rea ted .  Your w o rk  is b e a u 
tifu l,  1 ve seen  it. W h a t  a b o re  it w o u ld  be  if every b la d e  o f  grass in th e  field were 
th e  sam e.  Your m o m e n t s  s p e n t  in  th e  th a t c h ,  y o u r  des ire  to  lift th e  veil, a n d  y o u r  
jo u rn e y  h e re  are  p ro o f  e n o u g h  th a t  y o u ’re a l ready  th e re .  T h e  fina l  lesson to  p rep a re  
you for  th is  en d le s s  j o u r n e y  is to  c o n c e n t r a t e  o n  w h a t  it is t h a t  y o u ’re c rea t ing .  U s e  
y o u r  e x p e r ien ce s  to  g u id e  y o u r  h a n d  a n d  rely u p o n  th e m ,  a n d  n o t  you rse lf  o r  y o u r  
p re c o n c ep t i t )n s ,  tt) m a k e  y o u r  ar t .  You are  a b ea u t i fu l  p e r s o n  a n d  I ’m glad  t h a t  my 
a r t  has  b r o u g h t  joy in ytiur life, b u t  if y o u ’ll excuse m e,  I n e e d  to  f in ish  my w ork .  
T h e  girls will t ake  you b a c k .”

M o e b iu s  picks u p  his  b ru s h  as th o u g h  I w a s n ’t th e re .  T h e  two p in k  creatrn 'es are  
w a i t in g  for me.
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Megan Moriarty
Childhood

I was y ou ng e r .  1 c lea n e d  his  f ingerna ils .
I f ing ered  th e  c u t  in my m o u t h  
a n d  swallow ed  b lo o d .

W e  l i s ten ed  to  th e  p o s s u m s  ex c ha ng e  
d ru g s  fo r  ca sh  a n d  m id n ig h t  kisses 
b e h in d  th e  n e i g h b o r ’s ga rbage  can .

T h e y ’re so s o f t  w h e n  th e y ’re b o rn .
T h e y  have n o  eyes. T h e y  all look  th e  sam e.

E arl ie r  today, 1 w is h e d  th a t  I c o u ld  d r i f t  d o w n  his b lock  
s lowly e n o u g h  for t h e  k i t ten s  to  ch ase  my heels .
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Greg Bonanno
My Time As President

Greg B onanno: 17. Still a boy-man.
Principal Ellsworth; late 4 0 ’s.

Sarah Crimp: 17. Pretty and tall.
Student Voice: Offstage. Read by one person.

S C E N E
A  liigh-school auditorium . A podium  is left o f center and three chairs behirid it. Sarah Crimp  
is positioned fron t stage and begins signing w ith  first line. The student body m urm urs during 

the active part o f the performance.

P R I N C I P A L
T h a n k s .  T h a n k s .  (R o a r  o f  m o c k in g  ch eer)  O kay .  O kay .  (Agitatedl) W ell ,  u h ,  Mr. 
B o n a n n o  p e t i t io n e d  e n o u g h  o f  you  to  have  th is  assembly. I w a s n ’t th r i l le d  w i th  th e  
idea in it ially, b u t  it looks  like t h e  we all g o t  in  h e re  w i t h o u t  to o  m u c h  o f  a riot . Well,  
w h a t  ca n  I say t h a t  G re g  i s n ’t g o in g  to  say!* I ju s t  w a n t  to  say th a t  w e ’re lo o k in g  tcv 
w ards  n e x t  year a n d  w a n t  to  c o n g r a tu la te  B o n n ie  O ’Leary, o u r  fi rs t  f e m ale  s t u d e n t  
b o d y  p re s id e n t ,  o n  w i n n i n g  th e  e lec t io n .  W e ’re p r o u d  to  m a k e  progress .  W i t h o u t  

f u r t h e r  ad o ,  o u r  o u t g o in g  p re s id e n t ,  G re g  B o n a n n o .

(There is little applause. A  STnall group starts a chant “loser”. Greg approaches holding his 
blazer button, alternating waves from  left o f the stage to right.)

G R E G
T h a n k  you ,  t h a n k  you! O kay ,  okay, c a lm  d o w n .  P r in c ipa l  E l lsw o r th  was k in d  e n o u g h  
to  give m e  th is  r im e, even  t h o u g h  it was o n ly  r igh t .  Please, t h a n k  you ,  yes. I’d like 
to  set  t h e  re co rd  s t ra ig h t  today. C le a r  th e  t h o u g h t s  s o m e  u n d e r c l a s s m a n  m ig h t  be 
hav ing .  A n d  w e lc o m e  o u r  first f e m ale  p re s id e n t ,  (u n e n th u s ia s t ic a l ly )  B o n n ie  O ’Leary. 

B u t  e n o u g h  a b o u t  her,  s h e ’ll be  h e re  n e x t  year.

S T U D E N T  V O I C E  
W h e r e  d id  o u r  s t u d e n t  fee m o n e y  go?

(Greg Ignores the call, c o n t in u e s  q uick ly . )  I also w a n t  to  t h a n k  th e  lovely a n d  ta le n t e d  
S a r a h  C r i m p .  S h e  is o u r  A m e r i c a n  S ign  L an g u ag e  s igner,  o r  w ha teve r .  S h e ’ll be 
h e lp in g  o u t  th e  o n e  fu l l -deaf  s t u d e n t  a n d  th e  h a lf -dea f  s t u d e n t  today. A n d  c lea r  th e  
re c o rd -w h o e v e r  ac cu se d  m e  o f  b e in g  crue l  to w a rd s  p e o p le  w i th  d isab il i t ie s  (p a r t ic u 
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larly befo re  my p res id en cy  a n d  last year w h e n  1 ac ted  as g o v e rn o r  o f  th e  ju n io r s  ) 1 
give you S a rah .  If  t h a t ’s n o t  e n o u g h ,  I tirge you  to  w alk  over th e  h a n d i c a p  p la n k  o n  
th e  way o ur ,  th e  p l a n k - o r  w h a te v e r  i t ’s ca l led - l  p e t i t io n e d  for. Lad ies  a n d  gentle- 
m e n ,  my th o u g h t s  o n  th is  sad  o cc as io n  o f  my d e p a r t u r e  are  to w ards  t h e  fu tu re ,  
b u t  w i th  a s t ro n g  a n d  a c cu ra te  c o n s t e r n a t io n  to w ards  t h e  past;  to w ards  my t im e  as 
p re s id e n t ,  a n d  to w ards  h o w  it has  c h a n g e d  my life. 1 h o p e  to  set t h e  reco rd  s tra igh t ,  
to  clar ify w hy  d ec is io n s  were  m a d e .  If you to ld  m e  o n e  m o n t h  ago th a t  1, G re g  Bo' 
n a n n o ,  w o u ld  s ta n d  u p  h e re  h av in g  h a d  o u r  p r id e  c o m p r o m is e d ,  1 w o u l d n ’t  have 
believed  you. You m u s t  be  w ro n g .  T h a t ’s w hy  I’m here . T o  rec la im , yes we can . O n  
th e  m o r n i n g  o f  th e  N o v e m b e r  in c id e n t .  I, like m an y  o f you, was in class. I r e m e m b e r  
(looks down to someone in the croW ).. .hey, c o u ld  you to  s to p  texting? N o ,  n e x t  to  you.

Yeah, you. C o u l d  you  p lease s to p  texting? Seriously? I t ’s r u d e  a n d  in c o n s id e ra te .

S T U D E N T  V O I C E  
I’m n o t  text ing, I ’m ta k in g  notes .

G R E G
You are u s in g  a cell p h o n e  to, u h ,  (air-quotes) “ take  n o te s ”?

(All egg from  the eroivd pegs Greg on his head. Three more follow and the student voices go 
wild. The sound is loud and different objections to Greg’s [wlicies can be heard along w ith  
curses and all-around general unrule. The crowd is silerit and the l:>lay is m eant to shift out o f 

real time and becomes a conversations betweeji the characters on the stage.)

G R E G
(Addressing Sarah) I d id  th is  to r  you , you know .

S A R A H
(Shocked) Me? W h a t?  W h a t  d id  you d o  k^r me?

G R E G
All o f  th is .  My t im e  as p re s id e n t ,  th e  e lec t io n ,  th is  assembly, th e  pizzazz. 1...w a n te d

to im press  you.

S A R A H
I d o n ’t even  really k n o w  you , Greg? Y ou ’re, like, a jerk?
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“R a the r  th a n  love, th a n  money, th a n  fame, give me t r u th .”
— Henry David Thoreau
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Andrea Curry
O n  Materialism: An Essay

I N ^ a r i e  s h o p s  freq uen t ly .  S h e  has a g o o d  job ,  m ak es  a s u b s t a n t ia l  salary, buys 
w h a t  sh e  w an ts ,  w h e n  sh e  w an ts :  C o a c h  bags, s t i le ttos ,  cu s tonv ta i lo rec i  d es ig n e r  
c lo thes ,  i tem s  sh e  s o m e t im e s  n ev er  even uses. O n  th e  o u t s id e ,  M a r ie  a p p e a rs  to  
have it all. Yet s h e  feels u n h a p p y  a n d  d e p re s s e d —a n d  d o e s  n o t  k n o w  why.

h i  re c e n t  years, research  has  s h o w n  t h a t  m a te r ia l  p o ssess io ns  are  n o t  th e  cause  
o f  h a p p in e ss .  L eaf  V an  B oven,  A ss is ta n t  P ro fessor  o f  Psychology a t  th e  U n ive rs i ty  
o f  C o l o r a d o ,  B ou ld e r ,  a n d  T h o m a s  G ilov ich ,  P ro fessor  o f  Psychology a t  C o r n e l l  
Univers i ty ,  f o u n d  in a n  e x p e r i m e n t  t h a t  p e o p le  w h o  agree w i th  s ta t e m e n ts  like 
“you  will b uy  th in g s  ju s t  b ec au se  you  w a n t  t h e m ” te n d  to  be  less sa tisf ied  w i th  life. 
T h i s  can  lead to  d e p re s s io n ,  p a ra n o ia ,  a n d  narcissistic b ehav io r .  (T h ey  f o u n d  th a t  
p e o p le  s p e n t  m o re  t im e  c o n te m p la t i n g  th e i r  e x p e r im e n ta l  p u rch as es  r a th e r  t h a n  
th e i r  m ate r ia l  pu rch ases .  E x p e r im e n ta l  p u rch as es  take  o n  a m o r e  s ym b ol ic  m ea n-  
ing, w h e re a s  th e  m a te r ia l  p u rch as es  are  m o re  c o m p l ic a te d  in  t h e  a b s t ra c t  sense . 
A n ew  s h o e  is still a sho e ,  th e  n ew  b lo u s e  is still a b lo use ,  b u t  t h e  ex p e r ie n c e  o f  a 
t r ip  to  th e  Swiss A lps , fo r  in s tan ce ,  is s o m e th i n g  you d o n ’t forget .)  You fo rget  th ese  
s im p le  m o m e n t s  a n d  focLis in s tead  o n  w h a t ’s ‘n e w ’ a n d  ‘h o t ’.

B i l lboa rds ,  te levis ion ,  magaz ines ,  a n d  o th e r  a d v e r t i s e m e n ts  s c re am  im m e d ia te  
g ra t i f ica t io n :  you n ee d  th is  to  be  h appy .  You n o t  o n ly  n e e d  to  be  m a k in g  a lo t o f  
m o ney ,  you n e e d  to  be m a k in g  m o re  t h e n  s o m e o n e  else to. A  S o ln ic k  a n d  H e m e n -  
way s tu d y  f o u n d  th a t  p e o p le  p re fe r  to  ea rn  $ 5 0 ,0 0 0  a year w h i le  ev e ryo n e  else e a rn s  
$ 2 5 ,0 0 0 ,  in s tead  o f  e a r n in g  $ 1 0 0 ,0 0 0  th em se lve s  a n d  h av in g  o th e r  p e o p le  e a rn  
$ 2 0 0 ,0 0 0 .  W h y  w o u ld  p e o p le  c h o o s e  to  e a rn  lessi' I t ’s n o t  really a b o u t  h o w  m u c h  
you  ea rn ,  i t ’s a b o u t  h o w  m u c h  you e a rn  in  c o m p a r i s o n  to  o t h e r  p eo p le .

T o d a y ’s ‘n e e d  for g re e d ’ is t o m o r r o w ’s cry fo r  he lp .  M o n e y  ca n  b e c o m e  y o u r  god .  
T h e  ego  seeks p leasu re  a n d  gain . It is an  en d le s s  h e d o n is t i c  q ues t .  O u r  m o n e y  a n d  
m a te r ia l  possess io ns  wil l n ev er  b r in g  us las t ing  h a p p in e ss .  You d o n ’t n e e d  c l in ical 
research  a n d  s tu d ie s  to  realize th is .  T h e  o n ly  way to  t r u e  h a p p in e s s  is t h e  s u r r e n d e r  
o f  y o u r  ego. Ego d ic ta te s  you neeil  to  b e  b e t t e r  t h a n  o th e rs ,  a n d  c o n s u m e r  c u l tu re  
tells you how. M o m e n ta r i l y  h a p p y  w i th  y o u r  n ew  toys, you  e n d  as e m p ty  a n  shell . 
Like M a r ie ,  you will always w a n t  m o re .  You are  i n t e n d e d  for a d e e p e r  level o f  u n 
d e r s ta n d in g .  W h y  c o n t i n u e  w i th  th e  cha rade?

51 CAESURA



Matthew Bryan Beck
The Idiots’ Guide to Single White Girls

T h e  y ou ng ,  single ,  w h i te  2 0 'S o m e th in g  girl is t h e  s t ra n g es t  b ree d  o f  m a m m a l ,  
h i  th e  e n t i re  social a n im a l  k in g d o m ,  sh e  is th e  m o s t  m y ste r iou s  a n d  prized , h u n te d  
by in t e r n e t  c reepers ,  a n d  S e p h o r a  sam p le r s  al ike. S h e  co n greg a tes  m a in ly  in u r b a n  
n-ie tropolitan  areas:  N e w  York, Los A ng e les ,  S an  F ranc isco ,  Sea tt le ,  P o r t la n d ,  C h i -  
cago, T o r o n to ,  etc. S h e  trae lit ionally  travels in  packs  o f s im i la r  b red  w h i te  females  
( the re  is m u c h  p h o to g r a p h i c  e v id en c e  o n  socia l n e tw o rk in g  sites to  s u p p o r t  th is  
th eo ry )  b u t  o f t e n  pa irs  o f f  in a s lightly  h o m o e r o t i c  f r i e n d s h ip  w ith  a n o t h e r  select 
fem ale  p a r tn e r ,  w i th  w h o m  s h e  o f te n  has l u n c h / b r e a k f a s t / d i n n e r  da tes ,  goes to  th e  
m ovies  w ith ,  goes  o n  v ac a t io n s  w ith ,  texts  a n d  calls re ligiously , a n d  o f te n  jo k e  s w ith  
t h a t  th ey  are “ m a r r i e d ”.

S h e  ca n  be  o b se rv e d  at  trembly c o n ce r ts ,  p ar t ie s ,  bars, n ig h tc lu b s ,  re s tau ran ts ,  
b o o k s to re s ,  co ffeesh op s ,  college ca m p u s e s ,  th ea te rs ,  subways a n d  parks  (usually  in- 
ten t ly  r e a d in g  a t r e n d y  b o o k ,  o r  a t  least m a k in g  sLire o t h e r  p e o p le  n o t ic e  she  is 
in te n t ly  r e a d in g  a t r e n d y  b o o k )  o r  ju s t  w a lk in g  d o w n  th e  s t ree t  k io k in g  w in d-sw e p t  
a n d  care-free: s h e  k n o w s  s h e  has  a full c r e d i t  ca rd .  S h e  w ears  scarves  a n d  pea coa ts  
a n d  ban gs  a n d  sunglasses  w h e n  t h e r e ’s n o  s u n  o u t ,  a n d  carr ies  C o a c h  bags a n d  
e m o t i o n a l  baggage f r o m  h e r  d i s t a n t  fa th e r  a n d  c l ing ing ,  o v e rb e a r in g  m o th e r .  S h e  
m ak es  “ r a n d o m ” re fe rences  to  movies  th a t ,  like, e v e ry o n e  has  seen ,  a n d  will reli- 
g iously  fo llow  a t r e n d y  te levis ion  s h o w  u n t i l  it gets  “p r e d ic ta b l e ” .

S h e  c h a n g es  ca reers  a n d  tastes  m o r e  o f t e n  t h a n  h e r  p ro f i le  p ic tu re  o r  favori te 
J o h n  M ayer  song .  H e r  iPod o r  iT u n e s  lib rary  is a v i r tua l  garage sale o f  m u s ic  she  
t h o u g h t  s h e  liked, m u s ic  h e r  f r ie n d s  to ld  h e r  to  like, m u s ic  s h e  used  to  like, mtisic  
s h e  p re t e n d s  to  like, m u s ic  s h e  is a f ra id  h e r  f r ie n d s  will f ind  o u t  s h e  likes, m u s ic  she  
s o r ta  likes (b u t  o n ly  l i s tened  to  o n c e  o r  twice) , a n d  m u s ic  s h e  tt)tally has  fo rg o t te n  
s h e  owns.  S h e  c h a n g es  h e r  h a i r  c o lo r  a n d  hairsty le  incessantly. T h e  p ro g re ss io n  u su '  
ally goes  s o m e th i n g  like th is :  lo n g  > b ro w n  > b l o n d  > s h o r t  > b ro w n  > lo n g  > aubtn-n  
> s h o r t  > b lack > lesb ian .

T h e  y o u n g ,  i n d e p e n d e n t ,  w h i te  2 0 'S o m e th in g  girl n ev e r  k n o w s  w h a t  sh e  w an ts .  
S h e  goes to  college a n d  s tu d ie s  N u r s i n g  o r  S e c o n d a ry  E d u c a t io n  o r  E ng lish  Litera- 
tu re  o r  C re a t iv e  W r i t i n g  o r  D a n c e  o r  F ilm  o r  M tisic  o r  V isua l  A r t s — b u t  sh e  rarely 
s ticks to  ju s t  t>ne. S h e  h as  n o  c e m e n te d  iden ti ty .  S h e  c o n f id e n t ly  ro a m s  th e  e a r th  
in  search  of  p u r p o s e  a n d  m e a n in g ,  f i rm ly  s h o d  in F e r ra g a m o ’s. U n l ik e  t h e  typical 
Black p e rs o n  w h o  is c o m fo r t a b le  b e in g  black, o r  t h e  typical A s ian  p e r s o n  w h o  is 
co m f t ) r t ab le  b e in g  A s ian ,  o r  th e  typical H is p a n ic  p e r s o n  w h o  is c o n i fo r t a b le  b e in g  
H is p a n ic ,  t h e  w h i te  girl is n ev er  q u i t e  c o m f o r t a b le  b e in g . . .w h i te .  S h e  secretely, su lv  
co n sc io us ly  feels guilty  for reciev ing  so m u c h  a t t e n t io n  a n d  free-passes f r o m  st)ciety.
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a n d  s h e  in te rna lize s  th is  f^'uilt, a n d  it m an ifes ts  i teselt  in s p u r t s  of passive-aggressive 
b e h a v io r  a n d  m ild  self-hatred .

T h e  y ou ng ,  s ingle  w h i te  fem ale  (w ith  p e rh a p s  th e  e x c ep t io n  of t h e  yomiig, s ingle  
w h i te  m ale)  is th e  m o s t  lonely  o f  th e  species.  D e s p i te  h e r  ex tens ive n e tw o rk  o f  close 
f r ien d s ,  family, a c q u a in ta n c e s ,  c lassm ates ,  r a n d o m  in te r n e t  f r ien d s ,  a n d  guys she  
s tr ings  a lon g ,  t h e  y ou ng ,  s ing le  w h i te  fem ale  always feels a lo n e  a n d  u nfu l f i l led .  
W hy? S h e  w a n ts  th e  perks  o f  C a r r i e  B radshaw , b u t  craves th e  e m o t io n a l  s tabil i ty  o f  
J u n e  C leaver.  S h e  w a n ts  to  play in  N o r d s t r o m ,  b u r  c o m e  h t)m e  to W a l n u t  Grove .  
S h e  w a n ts  th e  p roverb ia l  bes t  o f  b o th  w or lds ,  b u t  can  never  co m p le te ly  c o m m i t  to  
e i th e r ,  a n d  as a c o n s e q u e n c e ,  never  gets th e  full b en ef i ts  o f  e i ther .  S h e  is p e rh a p s  
th e  m o s t  in te rn a l ly 'c o n f l ic te d  o rg a n is m  k n o w n  to  n a tu re .  In  h e r  blissful s ta te  o f  
y o u th ,  s ing leness ,  a n d  w h i te n e ss ,  s h e  n ev er  q u i t e  m a tu re s ,  p e rp e tu a l ly  stLick.

S h e  is Forever  21.
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Stephen Krauska
Small Apples

W e  ball u p  o u r  im p e r te c r io n s  
like li ttle w ad s  o t  la rJ  d o u g h ;

p u t  t h e m  in o p p o s i t e  h a n d s ,  
c lasp  dig its  to g e th e r  a n d  walk  
t h r o u g h  C e n t r a l  Park.

W e  squeeze  a n d  s h a p e  th e  
li ttle w ads  in to  a c ru s t

w ith  de lica te  m o v e m e n ts .  
W r a p p i n g  t h e m  t ightly  a r o u n d  
li ttle ru s t  co lo re d  app les ,  we

Lxike th e m  
at  threC'fif ty  
to r  th i r ty  m in u te s  
a n d  ea t  t h e m .
T h e y ’re de l ic iou s ,

as d e l ic io u s  as t h a t  
fi rs t  s in  m u s t  have tasted .
T h e y  tas te  like s o m e th i n g  
to  love, like L exapro  
a n d  a n e m ia .

Pastr ies o t  im p e r te c t i o n  
th a t  assu re  us we were 
n ever  angels  
a n d  ca n  th a n k  H ea v e n  
to r  each  o t h e r ’s b o d ie s

w i th  sweat  
a n d  te e th  
a n d  f ing erna i ls  
a n d  n ak e d  s tars  
a n d  m o u t h  
<.)n m o u t h  
ta s t in g  
sm a ll  app les .
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Sedation

T h e  r o o m  is d ressed  in 
a fa d e d  f low er  
w a l lp a p e r  b lo u s e  w i th  
b lu e  n y lon  th r e a d b a r e  
shoes .  T h e  ad d resses

have b e e n  c u t  o u t  o f  
all t h e  exp ired  
co p ies  o f  N ew sw e ek  
T im e ,  People  a n d  G o l f  
D iges t  to  m a tc h  th e

a n o n y m i ty  
o f  all us wai t ing ,  
u n n a m e d ,  co n ta g io u s ,  
m o n i t o r i n g  clocks.
T h e  p u n c t u a t in g ,

sick c o u g h s  are  m a d e  w orse  
by th e  d ry  s ta t ic  
h a n g in g  in  latex- 
s c e n te d ,  f i l te red  air. 
A lcoh o l 'g e l  h a n d

san i t ize r  in 
c lear bo t t le s  w a rd  o f f  
cok ls  a n d  flus  f r o m  th e  
co ld ,  c h ip p e d  F o rm ica  
r e c e p t io n  c o u n te r .

M y ears  j u m p  at  each  
j a r r in g  s o u n d  h o p in g  
i t’s my n a m e .  L e a n in g  
o n  my k nees ,  s h a k in g  
b o t h  legs to  t h e  b e a t
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o t  my nerves ,  1 c o u n t  
all th e  abscesses  
o n  th e  walls  w h e re  cha irs  
have b e e n  risen  f ro m  
to o  quickly .

Like an  u n t r a i n e d  ea r 
to  an  o u t  o t  t u n e  
p ia n o  I sit  
u n s u r e  o f my o w n  
ca c o p h o n y ;  to o

t ig h t  o r  to o  loose, 1 
have n o  gcK)cl answer. 
P re sc r ibed  w av e len g ths  of 
s m o o t h  elec tr ic  s o u n d ,  
h a r m o n i o u s  cure ,

w ai t  in  th e  lyrical, 
s h o t i t  of my n a m e ,  
rh y th m ic  c o u n t  o f  b lo o d  
p ressu re ,  re co rd ed  
in salt  co lo re d  pills

w h ic h  taste  like sugar  
s o u n d  like th e  d i s t a n t  
a to n a l  bLizz of 
e lec tr ic  locusts  
t im in g  T V  sta tic .
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The Ten Chromosomes

a lo n g  o n e  ju s t  b e tw e en  
my shoLilJer  b lades ,  d a rk  
wildly  curly;  u n a t t r a c t iv e

th e  le a the ry  w r ink le s  
o f  my fa d in g  t a n  p in c h e d  
b e tw e e n  my fingers.

t h e  tweezers s lo p e d  at  a n  a e ro d y n a m ic  
angle .  A  p rec is io n  g u id e d  c h r o m e  w e a p o n  
just b ack  f ro m  razing of my eyebrows.

N a r ro w in g  in 1 t h in k  a b o u t
th e  c h r o m o s o m e s  t h a t  d if fer  b e tw e en
h u m a n s  a n d  c h im p an z ees .

p a lm  swea t in g  u n d e r  th e  h o t  
lights , as it sweats  fo r t h e  d o l la r  
bill in  s o m e o n e  e lse’s wal le t

h o l d i n g  my b re a th  to  s teady  
m yse lf  as th e  tweezers  a im  
as I m a k e  e v e ry th in g  b u t  eye c o n ta c t  
w i th  th e  w o m a n  across  th e  subway

lick ing  my lips a h a b i t  
to  m ak e  th e  w o rd s  sssslide 
o u t  ju st  a li ttle easier

th e  tweezers  g rab  
a t igh t ,  r a v e n o u s  h o ld

th e  s tar ts ,  a b r ie f  b a rb i tu r a te  
th ri l l ,  a ru s h  of  b lo o d
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I sp i t  o n  t h e  f lo o r  
fuck  it

I d ra w  it  o u t
w as t in g  as m u c h  day ligh t  
as I can

I u t t e r  a low  “g o d d a m n ” 
as th e  p a in  b u i ld s

m y  h a n d  is c h r o m e  a n d  g leam s  to  h o n o r  
V an i ty  a t  th e  f o u n t a i n  o f  N a c i r e m a  
befo re  t h e  g rea t  r e f le c t io n

th e  h e lix  un rav e ls  in  a f ina l  p in  th ic k  s ting.
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Matthew Bryan Beck
M anhattan Sonnet

My chrome island sits a glistening pearl 
betwixt two rivers craddling like arms, 

a jewel in a crown, a door to the world, 
a lover’s embrace, her beckoning charms.

O Mother of millions, your sights and sounds 
invade my senses, a madcap array 

of faces and places and streetwise clowns 
peddling their wares to fools who will pay. 

Houston to Canal, the 1 to the 3, 
transfer at Chambers, wait for the next train 

to take me away, express train of dreams.
You look starved today, bone-chilled from the rain.

Yes dear, you look of death each falling night, 
glowing souls fade dim in your neon lights.



Andrea Curry
Hoiv slower life would move

Even a whisper of your name gives me shivers
yet there is still no answer
the question simple
will there ever he a me and you?
Oh, how 1 need to know 
I hold hope
Even when life seems stagnant 
your smile brings me cheer 
1 can still hear your laugh 
to my ear, how sweet the sound 
How slower life would move 
If every m om ent was spent with you
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Planted

As the ,m'ape pUickcJ 
trcim fhc vine ixUs 
so Jt'ies rhe human heart 
when nor planted on the Rock.
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Edward Venturi
M eet Jim

JiT7i -  average looking 
Voice -  male voice 

Tom /G ary/Lucy/W om an/D octor -  played by same mule actor

SCENE

Stage is dark. Spot light on Jim front center stage, wearing a suit.

V O IC E
This is Jim. Jim is a 25 yeaf'oLl j^raJiiate from Ruf^'crs University. He majored in 
English, graduated with a 3.9 GPA. Recently, due to financial troubles, he moved in 

with his mom. Jim has no job, no girlfriend, no car, no money. Meet Jim.

Lights out. Lights up. Jim sits across from Tom, the interviewer.

TOM
So, Jim. (Looks at sheet) Jim...Jameson, is it.̂  I’m Tom, you can call me Mr. Silver.

How ya feel in’ today, Jimi'

JIM
Okay.

TOM
Good, good, beautiful day, beautiful day. So...tell me. Why do you think y(Ui would

be good for this position.^

JIM
(Takes a moment to think) W ell...l am a very hard worker, I am reliable, 1 show up on 

time, 1 always give 110 percent...

TOM
Impossible! N o such thing. (Looks at sheet) 1 see you graduated with a 3.9 GPA. 1 
w ouldn’t know by looking at you. That’s pretty big, though. You must feel pretty 
cocky with a GPA that big? The ladies must love when you whip your big GPA out. 

They probably gasp. D on ’t theyi’
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JIM 
(Beat) What?

TOM
I knew guys like you in college. So cool with your hair brushed like that, and...get

ting good grades on tests...

jlM
1...I don’t...! don’t know what you’re talking about.

TOM
You w ouldn’t. You know what. 1 think this interview is over. Thanks for coming 

in. (He gets up to give Jim a handshake)

JIM
Wait, what? That was it? (Slowly rising)

TOM
O h, so now YOU wanna give the interview, huh? Well guess what. Jack. This is my

turf! 1 call the shots!

JIM
What?

TOM  
You’re fired!

JIM
But 1 d on’t even work here?

TOM
Get out o f here! (Jim starts to leave) Yt)u’ll never clean toilets in this town, ever! 

Lights out. Spotlight on Jim center stage.

VOICE
So, that d idn’t go as planned, but Jim is resilient. Cleaning toilets wasn t for hmi. 

In fact, he has another interview right now.

Lights up. Jim sits across from Gary.

GARY
(Holding resume) Scarlet Knights, eh? Looks like we got ourselves a Rutgers man?
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That is one helluva team. Ya know, I went to every game in the ’84 season.

JIM
(Smiles awkwardly) Oh, you went to Rutgers, too?

GARY
Did I?! Tlike a look at that pretty piece. (Points to a diploma on the wall.)

JIM
Oh, nice, that’s cool...

GARY
Well, I’ll have to check, but I’m sure we can find a place for a Rutgers man like you

in our company.

JIM
This is great! Thank you so much, sir, I really needed this...

GARY
D on ’t m ention it! Scarlet Knights gotta look out for each other.

JIM
Thank you! And might I add, sir, you have a very attractive daughter! (Pointing to a

framed fyicture on his desk.)

GARY
(Stops laughing and becomes very serious. He picks up the picture frame.) This...is my son. 
(Beat) He has D ow n’s Syndrome. (Jim looks away from Gary, towards the audience,

awkward.)

Lights out. Spot light on Jim.

VOICE
Missed it by that much. Probably better off. Stockroom manager wasn’t Jim’s dreanv 

job. Besides, he never would have landed this gig making phone calls.

Lights up. Lucy shows Jim to his desk at center stage, holding a stack of booklets.

LUCY
Well, here you are, honey. (Gives him the booklets) These are the numbers you call, 
this is the script, this is a booklet o f com m on questions and answers a customer 
might have, and here is a list o f numbers and references. If you have any questions
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I’ll be in my office. Remember, just stick to the script and keep smiling. You can 
hear a smile on the phone, you know.

JIM
(W ith a big smile) I’ll try.

LUCY 
That’s the spirit! (Exits)

JIM
(Stops smiling. Plops booklets on desk, takes a seat. Stares are his desk for a mome?it. Takes 
a deep breath. Opens to the first page and dials the number. Waits a few seconds, phone 
to his ear, begins reading script.) Hi, is this Mr. AboU'Chrouch? (Beat) Hi, my name 
is Jim Jameson, and I’m calling from WingTech. How are you doing today, sir? 
(Beat) That’s great to hear. As you may know, WingTech is the best birdcage maker 
in Massachusetts. We have a reputation for high'quality craftsmanship, excellent 
maintenance service, and timely delivery. Each birdcage is hand crafted to fulfill 
you and your bird’s needs. Now, Mr. Abt)U'Chrouch, can you tell me what kind of 
bird you have? (Beat) Oh, Well...have you ever had a bird? (Beat) Mhmm, okay. Well, 
would you like to buy a bird? (Beat) Hello? Mr. Abou'chrouch? Hello? (Hangs up. 
Crosses out name, dials second number.) Hello, is this Mrs. Abston? (Beat) Hi, my name 
is Jim Jameson, how are you doing today, ma’am? (Lucy returns to stage and stands off 
to the side; he doesn’t see her.) That’s great to hear. I’m calling from W ingtech, and as 
you may know, W ingtech is the best birdcage maker in Massachusetts. (Jim notices 
Lucy and slows down his speech. He stares confused. Lucy just stands there smiling.) We 
have a reputation for high'Ciuality (looking back at his .scrif^t)...craftsmanship, excellent 
maintenance service, and timely delivery. (Lucy starts making motiom near her mouth 
to signal Jim to smile. Jim puts on a big smile and his I'oice becomes very enthusiastic.) Each 
birdcage is hand crafted to fulfill your bird’s needs. Mrs. Abston, can you tell me 
what kinel of bird you have? (Beat) You don t say! Well...elo you want a bird? (Beat) 
O h, me neither! Well, it’s been wonderful talking to you! Have a nice day! (Hangs 

up the phone. Looks at Lucy.) W hat a wonelerful lady!

LUCY
(Walks over to Jim ’s desk, still smiling) Is everything going okay, Jim?

JIM
(Smiling back) Everything is going super!

LUCY
Alright, just checking in. Keep making those calls, and just remember, (beat) keep
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smiling! (Smiles with hands. Exits.)

JIM
(Stops smiling. Looks at the list. Dials a third number.) Hello, is this Mr. Bario? (Beat) 
Hi, my name is Jim Jameson, and I’m calling from WingTech. Hello.'’ Hello? Mr. 
Bario? (Hangs up.. Phone rings again. Jim looks confused. Hesitantly picks up.) WingTech, 
Jim Jameson speaking. (Pause) Mom!? You can’t call me here, how did you even get 
this number? (Beat) I’m fine, everything is going fine...yes, everyone is being nice to 
me...yes...I have to get back to work, okay?...okay...I love you, too...bye. (Hangs up.)

Lights out. Spot light on Jim center stage.

VOICE
So, WingTech wasn’t for Jim. He is better o ff doing som ething else, so much un- 
tapped potential. W here does that leave Jim? W here does he fit in? Jim has no job, 

no girlfriend, no car, no money, lives at home with his mother. Meet Jim.

JIM
(Looking around for the voice) Hey, I d on ’t want to be Jim anymore?

VOICE
(Brief pause)...But you have to. You are Jim.

JIM
Yeah, but I d on ’t want to be Jim anymore?

VOICE
(Pause) Then who do you want to be?

JIM
I d on ’t care. I just d on ’t want to be Jim.

VOICEOVER  
W ell...how about you be Josh?

JIM
I’d rather not have a ‘J’ name.

VOICE  
Okay, then what about...Phil?

JIM
Phil?...Phil...hmm...alright...I can try it.
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VOICE
(Clears throat.) This is Phil. Phil is a 25 year-old graduate from Rutgers University. 
He majored in English and graduated with a 3.9 GPA. Recently, due to financial 
troubles, he moved in with his mother. Phil has no job, no girlfriend, no car, no 
money. This is Phil’s life. Meet Phil. Phil has been hired as a door-to'door cutlery 
salesman. (A briefcase of knives is in Phil’s hands. A single door on-set; a spot light on the 

door and Phil. He knocks. A ivoman answers.)

PHIL
Hi, I’m with ChopCut, and I’m here to sell you knives!

W OM AN  
1 don’t need any more knives.

PHIL
But these knives are mighty sharp. Let me show you! (Takes out knife and stabs woman. 

Looks at audience and smdes.)

W OM AN
(Holds her wound.) Wow. (Beat) They sure are sharp. (T u t i l s  to audience) I’ll take a 

whole set! (She throws a wad o f money, takes the knife set, slams the door.

VOICE
Wait a minute; you can’t just stab that woman!

PHIL 
Why not?

VOICE  
That’s not how it works!

PHIL
Rut she bought the knives?

VOICE  
Yeah, but you stabbed her!

PHIL
I d on’t see the problem?

VOICE
You can’t just stab som eone and expect them to buy the knives tiom  you?

77 CAESURA



PHIL 
Bur she did?

VOICE  
It doesn’t work like that!

Lights out. Lights up. The desk is back to the side with a doctor sitting behind it. Phil is sitting 
in a chair across from the doctor.

PHIL
Doc, I think I might be crazy.

D O CTO R
Are you hearing the voice again?

PHIL
Yeah. I can talk to it now. (Beat) And it talks back.

DO CTO R  
And what do you talk about?

PHIL
He usually just tells me what’s going on in my life, so I told him I d idn’t wanna be

Jim anymore.

D O C TO R  
And what did he say?

PHIL
He said I could be Phil. So I’m Phil now.

D O C TO R  
How does it teel being Phil?

PHIL
Same as it feels being Jim. (Pause) I stabbed another woman.

D O C TO R  
Did she buy the screwdrivers this time?

PHIL
No, it was steak knives, and she did buy them.
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D O C TO R
CongrafLilations on your first sale.

PHIL
Thanks. (Pause) He said it was wrong to stab her.

D O CTO R  
Do you regret stabbing her?

PHIL 
1 don’t know.

DO C TO R
Do you think it was wrong to stab her, Phil?

PHIL
I d on ’t know. (Pause) I mean...she did buy the knives?

D O CTO R
So, even though there seems to be a slight hint ot remorse, you are able to justify 

your actions because she did, in fact, buy the knives?

PHIL
(Starts shaking his head) Yeah.

D O CTO R
Interesting.

Liglus out. Slmtlight on Phil center stage.

PHIL
(Looking up) I want this all to stop. I wanna be jim  again.

VOICE
You have the cht)ice. You can make it stop. Right now.

Lights out. A phone rings. Gradually lights up. We are in the doctor’s office. He is writing
at his desk. He checks his watch arid answers.

D O CTO R
Hello? (Pause) Jesus. (Rubs his head with the free hand.) No, no. I’ll come down. Some-

one has to call his m<.)ther. I’ll meet you at the hospital.
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Lights out. The faint sound of a church organ is heard. Lights up, the stage reveals a casket. 
There is a black wall section behind the casket. There is a podium next to the casket.

VOICE
Jim Jameson lived an incredible life, tragically cut short. Jim’s life was not measured 
by money, but by love. A few friends would like to speak on his behalf. Mr. Thonv  

Silver. (Tom, wearing all black, .stands at the podium.)

TOM
I only got the chance to meet Jim once. 1 d idn’t know him very well. But 1 know that 
his GPA was larger than the average GPA. My GPA was only a 2.1. (Sighs) I’m going 
to miss that jerk. Burn in hell, my friend (touches casket) burn in hell. (Walks around 

the casket, slips on the mustache to become Gary, dressed in albblack.)

GARY
Jimbo and I were Rutgers nien. We knew how to party, have a good rime. I’ll never 
forget the time Jim said he wanted to screw my D ow n’s Syndrome son. (Starts to cry.) 
Crazy bastard. I’m gonna miss him. (Hugs the casket, walks around it, pulls on a blond 

wig with a connected black veil, becoming Lucy.)

LUCY
(W ith a huge smile on her face) Jim was always smiling. He was such a happy ytuing 

man. (She walks around the casket, behind the wall, crossing herself)

VOICE
The uh...woman who Jim sold the knives...

W OM AN
The first time I met this kind young man (beat) he stabbed me. (Brief pause) He sold 
me a set o f the sharpest knives I’ve ever owned. (She slams a butcher knife into the top 

of the casket.) I owe it all to him for introducing me to C hopC ut cutlery!

Lights out.

SCENE
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A HUNDRED ACRE BLUES

a crown of sonnets 

by

. V latthew  Bryan Beck
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I. TIGGER, GET YOUR GUN

Always happy am  1? Carefree, you say?
Yes, I act th e  clown an d  fool for you.

I bo u n ce  a roun d , always ready to play 
your foolish games, b u t  if you only knew  

th a t  my to ta l con fidence  is a lie, 
my bravado a show. I am  scared.

Tiggers never get lost b u t  they do  cry 
w h en  n o b o d y  sees my soul 1 have bared.

My stripes I array to disguise my pain
a cam ouflage cloak I lose in the  ba th  

a n d  p a in t  o n  before they d r ip  d o w n  the  drain . 
I wear a fake smile, b u t  u n d e r  my w ra th  
rages. O n e  day w h en  no  m ore  I can take 

these woods I’ll sh o o t  up. O n e  day 1 will break.
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11. EEYORE IS SO EMO

I’d sh o o t  up  these woods. 1 w ould  break on e  day. 
But 1 never forget to  take my meds, 

c a n ’t feel anym ore, just a stuffed grey haze, 
a h u n d re d  acres o f  w an der in g  dead. 

D epressed 1 am  not; they just th in k  I am.
I am  dying to speak, to o p en  my m o u th  

b u t  Pooh a nd  th e  rest just d o n ’t give a dam n . 
T h a n k s  for n o t  n o t ic in ’ me. O r  my house.

1 am  b u t  sawdust, yet I feel the  sting 
o f  the ir  con descen s ion  like a h o t  blade 

each day I am  forgotten. I cou ld  sing 
my lungs o u t  b u t  would they even stay?
My nailed tail has forsaken me again, 

b u t  th a t ’s okay: so have all my dear  friends.
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III. PIGLET, INTERRUPTED

I t ’s n o t  okay. For all o f  my dear  friends 
th in k  me a weakling, a cowering lum p 
o f  pig flesh to t ram ple  up o n ,  pre tend  

courage a n d  nerve I do  lack. Yes, I ju m p  
at the  th o u g h t  o f  H effa lum ps a n d  Woozles 

a n d  the  s o u n d  o f  the  howling w ind at night.
But th o u g h  my frail limbs be like limp noodles,

I am  Piglet, hear  me roar. T h e re  is m ight 
w ith in  this small frame, these bones like w rou gh t  steel 

deceptive u n d e r  my body petite.
My s tu tte r  is my guise, my roar a squeal, 

b u t  th o u g h  my words slow form ed may be, you treat 
me like a child, n o t  a peer. Prepare 
to see the  lam b a lion, O  fine bear.
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IV. CHRISTOPHER ROBIN DISORDER

I saw the  lam b a lion, O  fine bear,
I saw you in o u r  H u n d re d  Acre W o o d  

po nd ering , d i in k ,  th in k ,  th in k . You would share 
your honey  w ith  all w h o  asked, so good 

a bear were you, of very little brains, 
b u t  very m uch  heart. A lone  I was no t  
w h en  I was w ith  you. I am n o t  insane, 

as my d o c to r ’s say. 1 rem em b er  o u r  spo t 
w here  we rom ped  and  played deep  in the  green glade. 

Piglet was jealous of th e  b o n d  we shared. 
M u rd e r  m ost foul he p lotted ev’ryday.

He hated me. H e  hated  me, 1 swear.
W ere  you a p h a n to m ,  a childhooci scheme?

W as it all in my head? W as it a dream?
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V. RABBIT RAGE

It w a sn ’t in my head. It w asn ’t a dream .
I swear those  crows were eatin^^ all my crops. 
W h e re  is my sho tgun , my killing machine.'' 

My scarecrow in vain endeavors to  stop 
these foul little beasts. A  m urderou s  rage 
my be ing  d o th  fill w h en  Tigger appears, 

mischief to make. I would take up my spade 
and  wipe the  grin off his lace with  o n e  spear 

to the  head. Yes, I am a nervous wreck.
But w h a t  of it.̂  W e each o u r  d e m o n s  face. 
W e each the  s tron gm an  endeavor  to best.

W e each the  d ragon  endeavor  to slay.
So cu t me som e slack w hen  I get like this 

My brains are all here. T h ey ’ve just gone amiss.
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VI. POOH WON’T GO TO REHAB

My brains are all here. T h ey ’ve just gone amiss 
to th e  tree w ith  the  honey, w here my th ough ts  

go each day. A dd ic ted  to the  sweet kiss 
o f  the  am ber  fluid  am  1. I’ve sough t 
its elixir from  street-corner dealers, 

from  jimkies and  addicts, bears just like me.
O h  Mr. Sanders, where  is your healer, 

your savior to come, from  this hole to tree? 
Piglet does n o t  u n d e rs tan d  your travail. 
Tigger is clueless to  your soulless eyes. 
Eyeore is obsessed with  his d a m n  tail. 

Rabbit is a jerk, cares n o t  for your cries. 
C h r i s to p h e r  R o b in ‘s love is oppressive.

My illness grows with  each day successive?
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VIL OWL IN DEMENTIA

My illness i ĵrows with each day successive.
I lose my m em ories  each bit by bit, 

piece by piece un ti l  they all seem re^M'essive, 
the  clock moving; backwards tick by cruel tick. 

My feathers are tallin^: out, my beak ben t  
and  crippled, my win^s c a n ’t tly anymore. 

My bones feel used and  worn, ener^^y spent.
1 never have ^niests or  knocks on  my door. 

Pooh and  the  rest never visit or  ask 
tor advice. All my stories fi;o un to ld .

1 pu tte r  a ro u n d  the  tree house, the  last 
('•f niy noble  line. I feel so very...old.
1 th in k  I will lay dow n now and  elie.

If they ask w here  I went, just say “the  sky”.
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M atthew Bryan Beck 
f low To Make Tea

Lay o u t  your china, the  cups and saucers 
fill the  pitcher with cream, n o t  tcx) m uch , 

just enou^^T to fill s tom ach and  scjuh 
Put on the  water, m ed ium  flame, 

wait, wait, wait for it t o  boil, 
btit d o n ’t ^̂ o too  far; you d o n ’t w an t 

the  house to bu rn  dow n or the  
range to catch fire or som eth ing.
You need to use cold tap w'ater 

(no t lukew arm  or distilled water) 
or  filtered if your tap  tastes funky.

T h e  kettle is im p ortan t ;  choose wisely. 
M aking  tea is ab o u t  the  ritual, 

a so lem n rite o f  relaxation, and  
the  cerem ony m ust be pe rfo rm ed  

w ith  all solemnity' and  grace.
Loose leaf is preferable; tea bags 

cc:intain poor-quality’ c rum bly stuff. 
Pour two heap ing  tab lespoons in to 

a s tra iner  placed inside the  kettle and  
p o u r  bo il ing w’ater c')ver the  strainer.

Allow the  tea to steep for no  m ore  th an  
two m inutes; any m ore  will b i t te r  it.

Take a deep  breath , yo u ’re alm ost there. 
Remove strainer, p o u r  in to  cup, 

cream  and  sugar to taste and  stir.
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‘D o no t  fear death  so m uch  b u t  ra ther  the  inadequa te  h te .”
—  Bertolt Brecht
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Matthew Bryan Beck
The Grace of Jonathan Feinberg

NURSE: late 30’s 
ROBERT FEINBERG: late 4 0 ’s 

OLD W OM AN: mid 60 ’s, brown dress and shawl 
JONATHAN FEINBERG: early 8 0 ’s, pale green hospital gown 

DAVID: early 20 ’s, dressed in smart 1940’s fashion 
CORA: early 20’s, white muslin summer dress

SCENE

We are in a nursing home, the room of Jonathan Feinberg. The stage is bare, except for a 
hosl)ital bed, a chair beside, a small TV, and a night stand littered with odds-and-eiids: 
magazines, empty pill bottles, thick black reading glasses, and a faded black-and-white photo 
of a solenm-looking young woman in a small oval frame. The minimal light seems to emanate 
from a few florescent lights overhead. The windows are shut; it’s night, apparently. We hear 

distant normal hospital noises. The nurse enters stage right.

NURSE
Time tor your dinner, Mr. Feinberg.

JONATHAN
W hat is it today?

N URSE
The same like every Wednesday. Turkey, mashed potatoes, apple sauce. Do you 

want your juice now or later!*

JONATHAN  
Yes. No.

NURSE
Okay. I’ll leave it h ere if you want it.
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JONATHAN  
I d on ’t like the mashed potatoes here!

NURSE  
You have to eat, Mr. Feinberg.

JONATHAN  
1 want different mashed potatoes!

NURSE
I’ll be back in an hour to check up on you.

Nurse exits. Jonathan looks at tke plate momentarily, then [mshes it away. He stares blankly 
into space. His thoughts seem to drift.

JONATHAN
Mama was a good cook. Her latkas were my favorite. I wish she would make me

some right now.

An old woman, carrying a glass jar, slowly eiiters stage left.

OLD W OM AN
I brought you some honiemade chicken soup with kneidlach instead, Jonathan.

JONATHAN  
Mama! I knew you would bring me something!

She sits down carefully on the chair by the bed.

OLD W OM AN
1 would have come sooner but you know your father, always wants a clean shirt right 

before he goes down to the drug store to play cards with Mr. Edelmann and Mr.
Schwartz.

JONATHAN  
How is Mr. Schwartz.^ Feeling better?

OLD W OM AN
The same, the same. You know his youngest daughter Sophiei’ She got married to 

that nice boy down the block, Daniel Gingold. You go to school with him, no?
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JONATHAN
No, David Joes. I’m three years older, Mama, remember.'’

OLD W OM AN  
Ah, 1 ahnost torf, êt sometimes. David seems years older.

JONATHAN
Just because David gets better grades doesn’t mean he’s better than me, you know.

OLD W OM AN  
Zuninkeh, did I say thati* Did I say David was better 

than you?

JONATHAN  
No, but you act like it sometimes.

OLD W OM AN
Heaven help me. My two sons, fighting over nothing! Jonathan, you know 1 love

you both the exact same.

JONATHAN  
That’s not the same thing.

OLD W OM AN
1 give up! CkxI knows 1 try to be a fair mother. But if you want to sulk, go ahead and 

sulk. At least eat my good chicken soup while you’re doing it, eh.'’

JONATHAN  
C^kay, Maina. Rt)bert is visiting me today, too.

OLD W OM AN  
Yolu' oldest? The college boy?

Jonalhan /;icks up the jyhutogralyh from the end table and looks at it warmly.

JONATHAN
Deborah was so prouel of him. The first in our family to go to university.

OLD W OM AN  
Lie graduated?
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JONATHAN
Yes, summa cum laude in 1978...maybe it was 1977. I can’t remember. D on ’t you

remember, Mama!"

OLD W OM AN  
Jonathan, I’ve been dead for the past 35 years.

JONATHAN  
Oh, that’s right. I keep forgetting.

Lights go doum cjuickly. We hear a warbled, muffled male ivice calling out.

VOICE  
Dad? Dad.^

Lights go up ciuickly. The old woman has disappeared. Robert is standing by the bed, looking- 
concerned. Jonathan is sleeping soundly.

ROBERT 
Dad? Are you alright?

JONATHAN  
Huh? What?

ROBERT
Dad?

JONATHAN  
W ho is it? W ho’s there?

ROBERT 
It’s me, it’s Robert.

JONATHAN
Robert? Oh, Robbie! I was just talking with your grandmother.

ROBERT 
You were dreaming. Dad.

JONATHAN
She brought me chicken soup. I told her yc>u were coming. You just missed her.
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ROBERT 
Dad, it was a dream. I’m here now.

JONATHAN
Robbie'’

ROBERT 
Yes, Dad.

JONATHAN  
D o yoLi remember my brother David?

ROBERT
I never met him, but you’ve told me stories. He died in the war, remember'’

JONATHAN
The war.̂  O h yes, the war. David was three years younger, you know. He enlisted a 

m onth earlier than me. Davey was so smart. Davey was...was...

ROBERT
I know. Dad, I know. You better eat now. Go easy on yourselt tor once, huh? 

The nurse enters stage right, carrying a plastic ca[yful of clear liquid.

NURSE
Time for your medication, Mr. Eeinberg.

ROBERT
I’ve gc:>t to go. Dad. I’ll be back on Friday, we’ll talk some more. You make sure toeat

what they give you, okay? I’ll see you later.

Robert exists stage right.

NURSE
Just swallow this now, Mr. Eeinberg.

She lifts the liquid to Jonathan’s lips, who drinks on command. The lights go down slowly.
Soon, in the darkness we hear a younger male voice, clear and gentle.

VOICE
Hellc:i, Jonathan. It’s me, David.
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JONATHAN  
David? W here are you? 1 can’t see you.

DAVID
O pen your eyes, Jonathan.

The lights go u/? slowly. David is sitting comfortably, legs crossed, hands folded, on the chair.
He smiles at Jonathari.

DAVID 
Hello, Jonathan.

JONATHAN  
David! Why, why, you haven’t changed a bit!

DAVID
(chuckling) Well, my fashion has not, as you can see.

JONATHAN
David, let me tell you, the youth these days have no class. Nc'> class at all. Back in our 
day the movie stars had faces. You knew Ingrid Bergman from Ann Sheridan and 

Lana Turner from Jane Russell. These girls, I can’t tell them apart.

DAVID
They were built for style back then, to be sure.

JONATHAN
Oh Davey, it’s so good to see you. W here have you been all these years? W hat have 

you been doing with yt)urself?

DAVID
1 wander around here and there. Been all over.

JONATHAN
D o you keep up with any of the old neighborhood kids?

DAVID
I see some now and then.

JONATHAN
Morty Greenfeld? Remember Morty? God, I haven’t seen Morty in years. Remem
ber when you, me, and Morty were kids? We used to jump the tracks and throw
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rocks at tlie passinfj; rrains!’ Anel play stick ball in the lot across from Mr. Kozlowski’s 
Jelicatessen? And take the trolley after school down to Red Hook and fish at the

docks all day?

DAVID
I remember well. Like it was yesterday. 

je^NATHAN
1 wonder whatever happened to Morty. His father wanted him to be a lawyer or 
som ething respectable. Good head for figures Morty had. I had no use for them  

myself. W asn’t he in your outfit.^

DAVID 
Same Linit, same bunk.

JONATHAN
That’s right, yt)U both were shipped out the same day. Same day. I remember Mama 

baked you special rugelach ft)t the trip. Was it a rough time, David?

DAVID
Basic training was. But once I got aboard and learned my job, it got easier. You 

never wrote me like you promised, Jonathan.

JONATHAN
Oh David, we were all so heart-broken tt) hear about your ship. Mama and Papa 

sent me a cable when I was in Englani.1 waiting deployment into France.

DAVID
I thought of you when it happened, Jonathan.

JONATHAN
(cliokintr ul?) Did you, Davey? I’m so sorry. 1 said I would write, dieln’t 1? Yes, 1 did say 

that. I’m so sorry. You know...all these years...I’ve...I’ve felt so guilty.

DAVID
Why, Jonathan.^ It’s all in the past. Dead and gone.Long forgotten. 

JONATHAN
1 have never forgotten if, David. I felt such...such...remorse that I wt)uld never have 
the chance to tell you all I should have told you, treat you the way I should have 
treated you, listen the way I should have listened. I was always jealous of you, you 
know. David, the smart one. David, the got>ddooking one. David, the successful
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one. I was always flunking out, getting into trouble, causing Mama and Papa so 
much grief. Mama would say that you were the good boy she wanted me to be. Why 
couldn’t 1 be more like you? Papa was so proud o f you, but so disappointed in me. 
So I hated you. W hen Cora chose me, I felt 1 had finally scored a victory over you. 
I had finally won a contest. I finally had som ething you d idn’t. And when you were 
killed, 1 was so guilty 1 had hated you. I could never change the past because there 
was no more future. All those past words and thoughts and feelings were cemented 
forever. After you were gone and the war was over, Cora broke it o ff with me. 1 d on ’t 
know why exactly. She said things weren’t the same anymore, the world wasn’t the 
same anymore, she and 1 weren’t the same anymore. I blamed you for dying, but 
1 couldn’t hate the dead for k)ng. It left me senseless, numb. I d idn’t know where 
to go, what to do with my life. 1 just kept thinking o f all the things that could have 
been and weren’t, between me and Cora, between me and you, a whole life stolen 
from both of us. It has plagued and haunted me for my whole life. I’ve spent my 

whole life living in the past. Oh David, I’m so sorry. So, so sorry.

DAVID
There is nothing to forgive, Jonathan, really. And I understand. More than you 
know. You d on ’t need to beat yourself up like this anymore. 1 never held anything 
against you. We were brothers. We were friends. And nothing should keep brotlv 
ers and friends apart. W hen I think about it now, I had a good life, really. 1 had a 
wonderful family. I was loved. That’s all that matters. That’s all we really need. We 
make our lives more complicated than they really are, our problems worse than they 
need be. Perhaps life is just a series of comings and goings. Perhaps we just pass like 

ships, for a delirious moment, before sailing into the night.

Lights go down. We hear a trailing, Jading echo of the last line David spoke. When the lights 
sloivly come up, Jonathan is alone in his room. His cheeks are wet with tears.

JONATHAN
David? David, where are yoti? David, d on’t go! Stay with me! Talk with me! 1 miss 
you. And 1 miss Cora. If only 1 could see Cora again once more, tell her how much

I love her.

A beam oj light appears stage left, as if a window has opened. Cora steps out into the light.

CORA  
I’m here, Jonathan.

JONATHAN
(shieldijig his eyes) Cora.  ̂ I can’t see you. Is that really you? Are you real? 1 am dream- 

ing you. 1 am dreaming. I must be.
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CORA
Dreams are sometimes more real than waking life.

JONATHAN
Cora? Let me look at you. You’re as beautiful as ever, after all these years. And look 
at me. I’m old and wrinkled and ugly. But how did you get here? W hy have you

never come here before.^

CORA
You’ve never asked me before, Jonathan.

JONATHAN  
I was afraid you w ouldn’t answen

C ORA
Do you remember the summer you proposed to me, Jonathan? 

JONATHAN
I’ll never forget that summer, that day, as loiig as I live. June 12th, 1942.

CORA
Remember how we spent the whole day in the botanical garden, under the cherry 

blossom trees by the pond, with only the swans and each other for company?

JONATHAN  
You wore the same pretty little dress.

CORA
I had worn it specially for you.

JONATHAN
(breaking doum) Cora, c:>h my sweet, lovely Cora. You’ve come back to me. Rut why? 
W hy have you stayed away all these years? Why did you break off our engagement?

C O RA
1 cc:)uldn’t marry yciu, Jonathan. N ot after David was killed.

JONATHAN  
But why? Why?

CORA  
(long beat) I loved him, toc:>.
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JONATHAN  
(hoarse) You were in love with Davidi’

CORA
Yes. (beat) You were the reckless, carefree boy I could tly away with. But he was the 
quiet, dependable boy 1 could lean on. It was wicked of me, but 1 loved you both, in 
your own ways. You and 1 had madcap fun, and it was sweet and light-headed, but 
it was a m om ent in youth. David had the deepest place in my heart, the part only 
he touched. He knew me. You loved me, but you d idn’t know me like David. He 
listened to me when 1 was saddened, comforted me when I was distressed, scolded 
me when I was childish and horrid and acted like a schoolgirl. He was so caring, so 
gentle, so compassionate. I knew I would kwe David even when the bliss and blot:>m 
of youth had withered and faded. I’m so sorry, dearest Jonathan. You were so impub 
sive. You did everything with such abandon. W hen you asked me to marry you, I 
should have said no and explained to you about David. Itwouklhave hurt you then, 
but saved us both so much heartache in the futiu’e. But I d idn’t wantto hurt you. 
You were so earnest. That day was perfect. 1 couldn’t ruin it. And I couldn’t wait 
forever for David to muster the courage to ask for my hand, for hin^self. So 1 settled 
for you. God forgive me. Before David boarded the ship, he turned and asked me to 
wait for him. He d idn’t know about us. 1...1 told him 1 would, but 1 cried all the way 
home. W hen he was killed, I felt so guilty. As long as he was alive, I felt both of you 
had a fair chance. You took the first action, and would have won me. But when he 
was gone, 1 knew it w ouldn’t be fair~to you, to him, to me~for us to marry. I knew 1 
would spend the years pining over the loss of David, never a true and complete wife 
to you. It would have been selfish. So I let you go. For you, for David, for myself, I 

let you go. Can you ever forgive me tor what I did to you, Jonathai'i?

JONATHAN
(slowly) I am. a broken old man. I have no more anger or hate or bitterness left in 
me. I cannot change what is past. I do not want to go to my grave with malice in 
my heart. I was torn in two then, but now I can see the compassion in your cruelty. 
Maybe that’s called grace. 1 d on’t know. There’s so many things we should say to our 

loved ones when w e’re alive, and never say. Why.  ̂Why do wc do it?

Ai Jonathan is talking, more to himself than anyone, Cora slips away cjuietly.

CORA
(whispering) Sleep well, my dear friend.

SC EN E
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Fine Print
C ae su ra  is a li terary arts  magazine  piil-ilishc(.l by the  s tu d en t s  o f  

T l ie  Coll ege o t S ta ten  Island. C ae su ra  pr in ts  poetry, lictii)n, plays, non-f ic tion , 

essays, a n d  pho to graphy .  All works are the  intel lectual p roper ty  o f  d ie  crea tors  

anel are protectci.1 hy federal law. N o  iiiate'tials may be rep r in ted ,  in w hole  or  in 

par t,  in any lo rm, w i th o u t  th e  w r it ten  perm is s ion  o f  the  eelitor. Any  resem 

bla nce  to ac tual events, locales, o r  persons ,  living o r  i.iead, in creative works 

containec.1 here in  is enti rely co inc i i , len ta l .O pin ions  expressed  here in  are no t  

necessarily sharei.1 by the  staff of  Caestu 'a o r  by the  Coll ege  of S ta ten  Island.

C ae su ra  is n o t  a pub l ica t ion  o f  T h e  Col lege  o f  S ta ten  Island o r  T h e  City  

Univers ity ol N ew  York, an d  are n o t  responsib le  for its co n ten ts .  M anuscr ip t s  

c a n n o t  be re tu rn e d  an d  will be (.lestroyetl un less ac co m p an ied  by a s tam p ed ,  

self-addressed envelope . C ae su ra  is pr in te tl on  100% recycled paper.
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D E P T O F
T R A N S P o r T A T l O N



THE END
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