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Prosody. A  b reak ,  esp. a sense pause, usual ly  n e a r  
rhe  m id d le  of a verse, a n d  m a rk e d  in scansion  
by d o u b l e  vert ical l ine, as in; 2. A  d iv is ion  
maele by th e  e n d in g  o f  w o rd  w i th in  a /oot, o r  
s o m e t im e s  at  t h e  e n d  o f  a foot,  esp. in  ce r t a in  
recogn ized  p laces  n e a r  t h e  m id d le  o f  a verse. 
T o  p au se  is to  co n s id e r .  C o n s i d e r  th e  
w ords  p re c e d in g  t h e  caesu ra  a n d  p re p a re  
to  re la te  t h e m  to  th e  w o rd s  t h a t  follow.
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Dance

i. o f a tree

All pain is dough too soft for kneading.
Sundays are whispers,
my dreams -  baneful spinsters
riding on through the doldrums I drown in.

The sun is a furnace,
we feared it would burn us;
in ward'tays my freckles grow and kill woe.

W illow willow willow, willow willow willow, willow, 
tickle me; hula; drum in storms on my window; 
breathe maelstrom bellows and dance down to your bones. 
Break off an armling, a leg, a long nosefrond; 
crash it down to the toe-sucking mud that’s below.

JO C A E S U R A



ii. of a human

Rock me slowly, kookaburra, 
shake me gently to my marrow.
Tell me naught of needing, 
but of want, here and now.

Kiss me crimson in our snowbank, 
igloo'glue me to your spirit; 
when your dreamself knows she’s dreaming 
walk you with her to the silo.

I breathe in blue oaktag on red newsprint mountains 
come with me, young pig’s eye, 
refill the ocean by thimble.

1 swim with the pupfish and dine on salt crystals 
of borax and burros 1 write out niy missal.

I I  C A E S U R A



Thanksgiving

i. America

We are at once the cranberry bo^s, 
and the cotton fields,
and the {,̂ old and copper rushiny up from the water.

We are the wicker basket of acorns and iron, of earth- 
tone gourds and bluegrass bushels, cicada-rattle and 
tall leather boots.

We are a nation o f city-sized canyons, ferrous metrop- 
olises kissing blue-sky and starlight; we are a nation o f  
as much closeness or farness as can ever be dreamt o f  
in our Anglophone homeland.

12 C A E S U R A



ii. Rin^a;raziamento e D ope

The tarantula treetrunk spread her arms 
(an embrace or a pushing away)
and I held my breath and ceased tramping the leafbeds 
giving ear to the rap of the new'falling snow.

And the moss'covered deadwood hosted fivC'thousand lichen, 
each spreading their fungal and algal spores 
through the thin auburn air, 
through the fierce Catskill moors.

W inter’s not the tinie for kindness: 
no sacred algal pools for wallowing, 
nor live ivy-kist cragstone blocks tow’ring skywards.

T h reeo ’clock sundowns are blacker than
glorious and day after day, turning noon into evening,
we tire at mealtime, retire at nine.

13 C A E S U R A
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Laura E.E. Murray
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The Break

1 saw the m om ent o f  
The first break
It happened way beyond your eyes
Passed down through your heart
Angled left and burroweel within your soul
And sprang from your throat
1 watched the first tear descend
Named each one
Trust fell first
Followed by Hope, then Faith, then Need 
And then there were too many to label 
And I sensed rather than saw 
Som ething inside o f you shatter completely 
And you fell to the floor weeping 
And each shudder made you tremble

16 C A E S U R A



And me watching
Actually searched the ground around you
For the pieces I thought 1 heard crash
Because 1 wanted to gather each one
W ithin the hem of my skirt
Take them home and bond the shards together
And return them to you whole again
To Heal You
But we both were just children
And 1 couldn’t find the fragments
So 1 starred to cry too
For ycni, with you and because of you
Until they came
To shoo us away

Because they know not what they do

17 C A E S U R A
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Sundas Nazir



The Merry-Go-Round

sp in s  q u i te  fast a n d  backwards . W i t h  each sp in  it 

punct ti res  the  air. S he  s tu tters.  H e r  body  par ts  

in nvo f o r m s - h a l f  s i lhoue tte , h a l f  t r an sp a ren t .

Halt  was real, hal f was bur ied  last year. F rom ins ide 
th e  coff in , she  whis tled .  Yoti pull ed  h e r  o u t  in 

two hours ; th rew  h e r  o u t  of  the  winclow; she  has 

n o t  to u c h ed  th e  g ro u n d .  In the  air, he r  t r a n sp a re n t  

side exposes  the  gray ins ides, the  w h i te  heart ,  and  
th e  black u te rus  w ra p p e d  in elect ric razor 

wire. Tou ch  h e r  a n d  die; let lis kill h e r  aga in,  bury  

h e r  dee p e r  nex t time.  S he  d r a n k  the  d ew  th a t  m ad e  

yo u r  eyes green,  blue.  W h o  know s the  exact color.^

Let h e r  c o n t in u e  to r ide th e  merry-go-ro imd faster,

backwards . S h e  is n o w  a goldf ish,  w o n ’t r e m e m b e r  

your  n a m e  a n d  n am es  o f  colors; th e  grea t blow  to 

t h e  b ra in .  W e  have bu r ie d  h e r  so deep ,  he r  facial 
fea tu res are th e  th e m e s  of ot ir  evenings.  Th is  

exhaust s  the  p a t ience  o u t  o fy o t i ,  mostly. T h r e a te n  
to  pay h e r  a visit; she  w o n ’t whis tle again. Brood- 

cast ing  co n t in u e s —you say you have s o m e t h in g  to  say 
a n d  s top  midway. Let us never  ask you why you 
sold yo u r  b ra in  in the  alley th e  n ig h t  before. We 

ca n  speak  o f  the  b la n k  p ape r  you were given in re turn .  

D eep  in the  d ir t,  she  swims an d  makes  btibbles  

in the  w ate r  th a t  has  seeped in to  th e  g ro u n d .  You 

spilled the  en t i re  glass. You bu i l t  th a t  merry-go-round 

c ro o ked  a n d  all wrong. T h is  exhaust s  o u r  pa tience .

20  C A E S U R A



Letter To M y Plastic Daddy

T h e  s e c o n d  t im e ,  I was  h o r n  ins ide  my close t.  Ju s t  to  w a tch  me, you 

f la sh e d  b r ig h t e s t  lights. Fai lure , Daddy!  Lights have  fu sed  o u t .  Blind . 

Each n o o n  you  s h ak e  me , m a k e  me s n a p  o u t  o f  it. My b r a in  f l ipped ;  

y(.)U jo l ted  h a rd ,  my s h o u ld e r s  fell off.  T o o  b ad  yo u r  fingers  b roke . 

S o r ry  t h a t  w a s n ’t my p la n ; it was  to  w atc h  you fall face first,  b le ed  

un t i l  t h e  n e x t  full m o o n .  I ’m n o t  very sick, on ly  pla st ic  like you,  w i th  

a h e a r t  like yours . O r  is it a big, b lu e  rock  co a ted  w i th  fungus i’ I s to o d  

before  you ag a in s t  th e  p ic tu re - f ree  wall ,  t r a ced  ci rcles w i th  my eyes, 

d a n c e d  my eyebrows. “Sick!” You h u m m e d ,  left t h e  s o u n d  of a ti gh t 

slap b e n e a th  my ear. I b it  my hai r,  t r a ced  sq u a re s  in th e  air, sa t in all 

co rne rs .  1 d i d n ’t b r e a k  r u n n i n g  t h r o u g h  to you,  th r o t ig h  th e  walls.  You 

said  y o u ’d get m e  locked  up . I said yes, s h o o k  my h ead ,  first left,  t h e n  

r ight . I’ll lock  you u p  to m o r r o w ,  p rom ise .  You f ro w n  t u n n y  a n d  say, ‘I 

love you, niy d a u g h te r . ’ Fai lure ,  Daddy!  1 d o n  t be lieve you. 1 ve yet to 

s ho w  yoLi my b r o k e n  face. D addy . My r e b i r th  to o k  place in y o u r  closet.

21 C A E S U R A



W hat I Forgot To Tell You

I ’m nol as crazy as you 

Ih ink 1 am. W h e n  I m e t  y ou  I 

fell piirj)osely, pm-poseflilly. See  1 

can  m o v e  a b o u t  youi'  ( |uick feet  

like jelly, rebu i ld  myself^— vei led, 
l^erfcet nails,  jKM-fect te e th .  I ’m 

very sorry f o r  l/iro iving  the brick.
W h o  bi'oke youi- w in d o w ?  Call 

m e  w h e n  y ou  need  me, sp li t  

y o u r  w o r r i e s  in four; I will take 

th e m  all. I w a i t e d  so  lo n g  to r  
you  a t t h e  beach.

I  tva iied  iinlil 
fr o z e n  zvaves p in n e d  me i/oivn 

la ihe sea floor  1 had  fo r g o t t e n  

to  tell  y ou  1 nee ded  to  see you.

B u i w hy (Udn’ty o u  shoiv up?  

vSadly, I b it e  m y  na ils  w h e n  I 'm 

anx io us .  Really, I c a n ' t  w alk  now; 

m y  toe s  w i th o u t  nai ls  ache. L a s t n igh t 
I s m u d g e d  lipst ick  o n  m y  li|:>s, 

l)roken,  ch ip p ed  li]:)s f ro m  w h e n  I 

slip])ed on  y o u r  porch ;  y ou  w o u ld  

n o t  oj:)en th e  door ;  I knock’ed un ti l  

m y  k n u ck le s  w e r e  sof t as tl ough;

I w r o t e  y o u r  n a m e  tw o  t im es  

on  m y  lips. N e v e r  s]>eak. Y ou r  nam e,

I c o n t in u e  to  r e p e a t  in m y  head .

I know  yo u r  eyes change color.
T h e y ’ve been  d a rk  as  midtl le  g r a y  

for  a whi le . T h e  l i g h t  in m y  r o o m  broke ,

22 C A E S U R A



th e  wick  froze , th e  ca n d le  d isso lved  

in th e  wall.  In  fear, I o u t l in ed  niy  irises 
w i th  C h r i s tm a s  l ights .  P r e t t y  they  lo ok

1 swear,  l l ie y  look as pretty as yours.

W h a t  if you w ere  m y  sh a d o w ?
I ’d s ta n d  in my s cm i- t la rk  clo.set, 

still as y o u r  s m i le  in ev e ry  pho to .

Y ou’d he on  th e  wal l n e x t  to  me, 

so  close, I w o u ld  h e a r  t h e  s p a r k  

o f  y o u r  la shes  r u b b i n g  a g a in s t  

mine.  L et's  smoke broken cigarettes.

I listen to you  very closely, if  
on ly  you knew. El lipses ,  ciuestion 

m a r k s  fell in y o u r  la|i  as w e  spoke  

o n  th e  ph o ne .  “T i m e  i sn ’t real."

You h a n d e d  m e  a p in ch  o f  sand.
I w e a r  m y  w atch  s to p p e d ,  ups id e  

tlown,  I t u r n  a p ag e  a pulse ; 

b la n k  p ages  nailetl  in p lace  of 

m y  old  ca lendar .

i f  1 c a n ’t m e e t  

y o u r  eyes, I am  n o t  n e r \  ous. I am  

ly ing. ’W o m e n  say if  I s t a r e  haril ,

1 i^eel p a in t  o f f  th e i r  nails.  Jl'hen 

I sit beside you I fo cu s  on ciitcli/ng 

m y breath. I s m p  the  a i r  w i th  m y  n*ail 

cl ipper,  p o in ty  edges .  Brea the .

IV hy don 't you ever w rite  to me?

23 C A E S U R A



Elegy For M y Predator

Yesterday, I buried the black friend- 
ship band you tied so tight on my 
wrist; and, so, you left. Dirt dried in my 
nail'tips—blue, purple. It’s like

the charcoal sky is full o f white holes.
It’s like my vision is togged.
It’s like 1 have lost 
my eyeglasses and forgot 
my name. I play, replay

beach videos of a rainy June 
on mute; you run in search o f heart' 
shaped sea shells; shaking hands, unsteady 
vision, I keep up. I found you dry 
clams—you stuffed them with wet sand. 
The world talks no more o f beloveds 
like you. You are a predator, a traitor.
And I’m not angry, just upset, just copper.

24 C A E S U R A



Hung from the ceiling my fan
keeps spinning. Yours kept spinning,
too, with a bloody noose that hung
like a steel pendulum. Outside the sky remains
scarlet, crimson, burgundy, in love with
som eone meeting after a month,

ready to pepper hot rain. Sheer 
blindfold—triple'folded—will get me 
through another December 31st. January 
leaves me ice-cold; always late. I 
just got back from the slowest walk.
My heart camps as you enter a deep

slumber. Your stem glass
with my lip prints sleeps on your pillow.
1 burned the pictures of you and I 
and rocked fast on the rocking chair, 
yesterday and the day before. Cracked sea- 
shells are turning into powder. O nce this 
movie comes to end, 1 will replay it.

25  C A E S U R A



Us, Loverless?

I li cked th e  c r u s t  o f  t h e  ru s t  f ro m  yo u r  
s h a v in g  c r e a m  b o t t le  o n  my p in k  s in k .

T o n i g h t  w e ’ll have  s to n e  soup ,  bo il ed  
w i th  d e e p  f r ie d  g reen  ra is ins.  My h a i r

crawl o u t  o f  t h e  b r u s h  you w a tc h  f ro m  
ins id e  th e  cover  in f e a r - f a k e ,  silly fear.

I d o n ’t s leep a t n igh t s ,  my a rm s ,  legs 
s leep s o u n d .  Ecl ipses  a r o u n d  my eyes

ca rry  co in s  you gave m e  to  buy candy.
1 b ro k e  th e  v e n d i n g  m a c h in e ;  it was  a

d u m b  m a c h in e ,  ac cep te d  cheese  a n d  
kiwi slices. 1 was  en jo y in g  free candy .

1 saw y o u r  h a n d s  in b egg in g  pos i t ion ,  
h e a rd  y o u r  s n e a k y  fee t h o p -sco tc h ing ,

w a r n e d  you n o t  to  c o n f id e  in me. I had  
to  tell ev e ry one . My fee t a re  cold; has

b ee n  9 9  days. You h ug g ed  me, s t r e t c h e d  
a r m s ,  y o u r  tall ,  s l a n t e d  self. O n  you, I

sm e l led  k e ro s en e  oil,  s o m e h o w  my 
l igh te r  t u r n e d  o n .  Filled w i th  ego, o u r

ego, th e  p o u c h  u n d e r  o u r  m a t t re s s ,  tw in  
fat ca ts  m u r d e r e d ,  h id d e n  u n d e r  it. 1

c a n ’t k eep  still  so  m ove  w i th  me. D o n ’t 
ch o k e  me; t h a t  ro p e  is in yo u r  custotly.
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Self-Death

My name is Nameless, I still cannot keep 
promises. I walk fast so my heart crashes 
in niy rib cage. Thanks for inviting me last 
night. Blanks have been painted in my lips. 
Fill in with black and white songs from the 
night we talked under off-white stars, a 
blood red evening. 1 shtwel ashes, wheat, 
dead tea leaves, in all my dreams. My skin 
ripped easier than wet paper. I had a bag 
full of hot breeze for you, counted my ribs, 
cracked, colorless rosary beads. My fingers 
curled in the bony cage, reached for the 
hiding heart. I pulled it out, poked it. It 
beats no more. That time, 1 had nine lives, 
none remain. This is ninth. Yours truly.
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Matthew Bryan Beck
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Ode To Chuck

O , canvas  a n d  r u b b e r  s e w n  to  p e r fec t ion ,  

thy  laces co r se t  a f igure  d iv ine .

Poison  o t cho ice  to  g rease rs  a n d  p u n k s ,

C o b a i n  k il led  h im se l f  b u t  th o u  has t  lived on .

T h o u  a r t  m o r e  t h a n  fo o tw ear ;  t h o u  a r t  a b ird , 

H e rm e s ,  th e  w in g e d  g od ,  in v e n to r  o f  fire, 
m e ssen ge r  o f  O ly m p ia ,  r u n n i n g  

to  v ic to ry  like th e  bu l l s  o f  P am p lo n a .

H ig h ' to p ,  low 'top ,  deep ,  majes ti c,  s m o o th ,  a n d  s trong .
A wake , b lo o m  of  y o u n g  Des ire ,  aw ake

thy  g a lv an ize d - ru b b e r  bea ti ty  a n d  let us m a k e  love.
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Under a W illow

t h e  S l i m m e r  

breeze  sings  

Leihesleid

t e n d r i l s  to u c h  

my face, a 

t e n d e r  ch i ld

c o p p e r  c lo u ds  - 

e l e p h a n ts  

a n d  a n c ie n t  

A r m a d a s

b a re fo o t  

b u l r u s h e s  

silen tly  n o d

fores t c rea tu re s  

m a k e  love 
in pai rs

th e  e a r t h ,  my pil low 

b u t  no  o n e  to 
bes ide  me

lay.
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Elmira Oktayevna Elvazova
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Evensong

I have  bee n  n o t  e a t i n ” .

Ju s t  b u r n in g .

W i t l i  th e  phices w h e re  I have  been .

T h e  s u n s e t  fables to  m a k e  r o o m  for su n r ise .

T h i s  is a s im ple  tiling .

T i i a t  looks  n o t l i i n g  at all h ke  th e  im p ress io n  befo re  it.

T h e  su n r is e ,  m a t in s .

I k n o w  you b r e a t h e  in th e  a i r  easy.

W h e n  th e  ev enst )ng  of co lors  cloes n o t  o v e r w h e h n  y o u r  being.  

W i th  its m a gn if ic ence .

Even, even  a m o n g  th e  leaves.

O f  co u rs e  1 know, I’ve stueliecl th is.

N o r  well.

N o t  w i th  my w h o le  be ing.

If you ask w h a t  I’ve inventei.1 it ’s c h a r i s m a .

To c a p tu r e  yo u r  co lors  in o n e  s t r o k e  o f  p a in t ,  my love.

Is n o t  always easy.
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Poem for Lauren

h e l lo ,

ex p la in  to  me th e  leaves

an d  h ow  they  tall , over  th e  pan e l  of light 
like they  so b e lo n g

I Hshed to r  tw o  tish
c o m in g  o u t  o f  th e  lake a w in n e r

1 s ta r t  to  h a te  my face 
I t h i n k  faces are  full of h is to ry

ani.1 nu ll ,  they  are  so  t r a n s p a r e n t

lie l lo ,

w h a t  is a b lue r  light t h a n  this?

is it a b lu e  lake 
w i th  tr ip le  th e  fish?

in a lake w i th  t r ip le  th e  ti sh  
I c o m e  to  w ate r

1 k n o w  a m a n  w h o  on ly  cotu 'ts  in sp r in g  
he  is in love w i th  th e  f low ers

O  no w  I ’ve said e v e ry t h in g  1 k n o w  a n d  no w  1 look  to  n o  o n e  

ani.1 I am  v ene ra b le
a n d  O  1 am  in love w i th  t h o s e  f low ers  to o

3 5  C A E S U R A



optics

T h i s  m o r n i n g  in t h e  f ish p o n d ,

A  s u r p r i s e  was  b r o u g h t  in.

T h e  fish p o n d  has  n ew  w in d o w s.

A n d  all th e  fish are  c h e c k in g  th e i r  re f lec t ions .

T h e  glass is b lu e r  a n d  c learer  t h a n  before.

Before th e r e  was  th e  gray  so r t  o f  mirror-

T h a t  s a d d e n s  faces

W i t h  its lo o k  like an  i ron  bar rac k .

I sn ’t it  t e m p t i n g  to  bel ieve

S o m e b o d y  s l ip p e d  in a fr esh  sky w h i le  you  w ere  sleeping?

I t h i n k  t h a t  is ho w  th e  day  is d o n e .
H o w  it is c rea ted .

T h e  v a r i a t i o n  o f  im p ress io n .

R es em b led  on ly  by th e  r o o s t e r ’s early crow.

O r  sm u d g es  o n  th e  w ind o w .

M a r k e d  th e r e  w h i le  you w ere  n o t  looking .
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The W inds in Autum n

S t r a n d e d ,  red 
t h e  s u n  c o n n e c t s  
to  n o th in g ,

A  c low n in jest.
A  royal jester.

N o  m o r e  th e  b i rd s  
a re  q u ie t  
by th e  s tones .

N o  m o re  th e  b i rd s
are  a lo ne
they  tly in  tlocks .

1 w alk  b e n e a th  
th e  o p e n  w in d ow .

1 h ea r  th e  w in d  
tu g  at
t h e  SLin’s sail.

Sai l ing ,  now, 
bege ts  a season .

Before th e  big swallow.

1 k n o w  only  
t h e  dead  
f lo ck  th e re .
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M ichael Dalessio
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Premeditated Infidelities

1 left you th e  key u n d e r  t h e  d o o r  mat.

I left every light o n  in t h e  a p a r t m e n t .

I left h e r  gold  c h a in  o n  th e  coffee  table.

1 m a d e  su re  th e  b a t h r o o m  d o o r  was  w ide  o p e n ,  

an d  last n i g h t ’s d i n n e r  was  still  o n  t h e  stove.

1 maele a co n s c io u s  cho ice  in leaving  my socks,  
a n d  h e r  pan t ie s  o n  th e  liv ing  r o o m  floor.

Did  1 m e n t io n  th e  fact t h a t  I fo rgo t  to  lock th e  door?

It w o u l d n ’t m a t t e r  if 1 left t h e  key for you anyway.

1 liked  t h a t  she  was  fo u r  years yoLU- sen ior .

H e r  b la ck  h a i r  d r a p e d  m o r e  p ro p e r ly  t h a n  yoiu- blonele 
o n t o  h e r  m o re  p r o p e r  sh o u ld e r s ,

a n d  sa t sex ie r  over  h e r  m o r e  p ro per ly  p r o p p e d  breas ts.

I liked  th e  way she  said my n a m e  a lm o s t  as nu ich  as I liked  
th e  way she  m a d e  me fo rget yotn's.

I d i d n ’t m i n d  you o p e n i n g  th e  door .

1 d i d n ’t m i n d  you f in d i n g  d i n n e r  t)n th e  stove .

1 d i d n ’t give a sh i t  a b o u t  yo u r  ex p res s io n  
w h e n  you saw us  in t h e  b a t h r o o m .

1 was  g o in g  to  ask you to  pick  u p  th e  socks  
w h e n  1 was  d o n e ,

b u t  you  h a d  a l ready  t h r o w n  t h e m  in th e  h a m p e r ,  
by t h e  t im e  1 was  f in i sh e d .

S h e  asked m e  to co m e  
over.

You asked m e  to  com e.
1 left.
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Cocky

1 was  on  th e  way h o m e ,  a n d  1 h ad  th e  w in d o w  crac k ed  a bit  to o  m u c h  for  January .

T l ie  cold  ai r d i d n ’t m a t t e r  to  me tho t ig h .
I had  a p la n  to  co l lec t all o f  my b ad  h ab i ts  in a ja r t h a t  n ight .
I f igured  if I c a p tu r e d  th e m  all I c o u ld  ab u s e  pr iv ileges  o n e  last  time.

W a lk in g  d o w n  th e  hill ,  I f o u n d  my w o m a n i z e r  shades .

1 p u t  t h e m  o n ,  a n d  all 1 co u ld  see was  v u ln e r a b i l i ty  to r  mi les .

1 w a lk e d  cross-eyed for a few blo cks  a n d  s tu m b l e d  across  my “I ’m th e  s h i t ” t-shirt.

1 s l ip pe d  it o n ,  a n d  1 b ega n  to s t in k  like th e  w eek  o ld  h a l ib u t  f r o m  F u l to n ’s.

So  1 p a r a d e d  a r o u n d  th e  c o r n e r  o n c e  b efo re  my co n s c io u s  a lm o s t  ran  m e  off th e  road.

41 C A E S U R A



A Final Decision A fter Years of Contem plation

T h e y  beg o t  m e  large  s u m s  of p oe t ic  e lem en ts  

t h a t  w o u ld  scar  m o s t  n a k e d  ears .

T h e y  are  c o n t in u a l ly  s ta r v in g  to r  my w ords.

O v e r  th e  years, I’ve h o is te d  m ysel f  u p  o n t o  p ed es ta ls  

to  be  r id icu le d .

I’ve rec i ted  b r e a k  ups  a n d  m a k e  ups,  

a n d  sp it  t h e m  o u t  o n to  a un ive rsa l  canvas.

T h e y  dry,

seep  in to  th e  r e a d e r ’s co ch lea
a n d  n o w  s a tu r a t e d  w i th  my sins,

they  leak all o f  my pr ivacy  o u t  in to  t h e  w orld .
But 1 w a n te d  this.

1 w a n te d  p eo p le  to  see h o w  my m i n d  w orks.

T h a t ’s w hy I left my sleeve o p e n  to  th e  pubHc.

I w o re  it p roudly .

My h e a r t  b e a t in g  a n d  p u ls a t in g

each  a n d  every last in s ta n c e  o f  my e m o t io n

W h y  is it t h a t  1 s h o u ld  be  q t i e s t io n e d  o n  w h a t  1 w ro te i’

W h y  d o  they  ask m e  if I’m sin-e 1 w a n t  to  s u r f  across  each  s tanza  
freely?

It is o t  co u rs e  my lite.

I bel ieve p o e t s  are  a very  g en e ro u s  species .

It ’s n o t  every day t h a t  o n e  gets th e  o p p o r t u n i t y  to read  su ch  work,  

like s to r ie s  a b o u t  h o w  ot ir  p eop le  are  k il led  becat ise o f  war, 

d rugs ,  a lcoho l  ab u s e  a n d  v a r io u s  po li ti ca l issues.

I’d  r a t h e r  ingest s o m e t h i n g  a bit  m o r e  safe.

P o e t ry  never  ca u sed  cancer ,

yet  p eo p le  a re  c o n s ta n t ly  c o n t r a d i c t i n g  each  o t h e r ’s words .
I say leave it all in a pot,

s t i r  it up , a n d  let t h e  w or ld  feed  o f f  o f  it.
Le t th e r e  be  n o  diversity.. .

O n e s ’ p o e t r y  is o n e s ’ personal ity , .
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An Average Morning for a Poet

I ro ll ed  a r o u n d  in a d r e a m ,  

w r a p p e d  Lip  in my syn ta c tica l er ro rs .

MinLites later,  I aw oke to b a t h e

in a luke  w a r m  w ate rfa l l  of p o e t ic  e lem ents .

A f t e r  s c r u b b in g  my m i n d  c lean  o f  all p r io r  in f ra c t io n s ,  

o r  at least t h e  on es  1 cou ld  r e m e m b e r  at th e  ti m e ,

1 driei-i o f f  a few r e m a in i n g  s in s  f r o m  my f inge r  tips.

I got d res sed  a n d  d e c id e d  to  co o k  breakfa s t .

1 reac h ed  in to  th e  c u p b o a r d ,  a n d  p u l led  o u t  th e  spice rack.

Strangely , m i n e  was  rem ix ed .

T h e  sal t was  a m e ta p h o r ,  d ep i c t i n g  my b ad  hab i ts .

Its he rb a l  c o u n t e r p a r t ,  th e  p e p p e r  was  a s imile,  

w i th  a label t h a t  read:  “A s  h ig h  as t h e  m e so sph e re ."

A t  th i s  p o in t ,  1 d e c id e d  to  sk ip  th e  d ay ’s fir st meal,  

a n d  w r i te  a p o e m  in s te ad .
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M indy Mallis
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Luna

T h e  h e a r t  b e n e a th  my h e a r t  s t o p p e d  bea ting .  

T h e  c lou d s  have  o p e n e d  u p  to  howl w i th  my cry 

R o ars  d o w n  to  let m e  k n o w  h e ’s safe;

th e  so n  t h a t  I will n o t  raise.

H e ’s f lo a t in g  so m e w h e r e  b e n e a th  th e  clotids, 
b e n e a t h  me, b e n e a th  th e  e a r th .

S he  was  s t u n n i n g

h e r  tears  o f  n ig h t  p o u r i n g  on  me.

G r a c in g  my lungs w i th  a d e e p  exha le .

I’ve fo rg o t ten  a b o u t  h e r  beauty .

Lo c k ed  away in reality.

T h e  life t h a t  he will n o t  live.

T h e  so f t  cheeks ,  I will neve r  kiss

lips t h a t  co u ld  have re sem b led  his fa thers.
T in y  h a n d s ,  1 w o n ’t hold .

N o  fis t to  lock my p in k y  in to .

Sw ee t  b rea th s ,  t h a t  will neve r  ti ck le  my nose.  

T h e  h e a r t  b e n e a th  my h e a r t  s to p p e d  bea t ing .
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Pheonix

You, were  never  p l a n n e d .

My b o d y  w a s n ’t ready

for  w h a t  you  w o u ld  have do n e .

T h e  n ig h t  yon w ere  conce iv ed  

y ou r  f a t h e r ’s tiv>sy lips d a n c e d  

d o w n  my hips .  Swore  

he  was  m i n e  forever.
H is  lips h a v e n ’t d a n c e d  since .

2 .

He k n o w s  h o w  hap p y  1 w o u ld  have b ee n ,  

h ad  you still have  b ee n  here.

Fists a n d  feet f ig h t in g  th r o u g h  

my belly. H e  cr ied  

mercy  w h e n  he saw you.

B o th  o f  us lo o k in g

for th e  us in you.  T h e  face

t h a t  w o u ld  have

re sem b led  o u r  ow n ,
n o w  s ta r in g  at us in th e  to i le t  bowl.

3.
W h e n  yoin- h e a r t  s to p p e d  b ea t in g ,

1 s h ed  b lo od .
W h e n  y o u r  h e a r t  s to p p e d  bea t in g ,

1 ba l led  up, k n ee s  to  face. A f ra id  
my w o m b  was  forever w o u n d e d .

W h e n  y o u r  h e a r t  s t o p p e d  bea t ing ,

1 c r ied  o u t  I’m sorry. 1 love yoti.

W h e n  y o u r  h e a r t  s t o p p e d  b ea t ing ,

1 d ie d  too .
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Us, Cracked

YoLir m o t h e r ’s s c ream s  are  p ie rc in g  my ears.

18 years a n d  n o w  y o u ’re gone ,  h o u r  glass filled w i th  sand .

A n  o c e a n  in th e  living ro o m ;  o u r  f am ily ’s tears.

W o r d s  c a n ’t express  w h a t  w e ’re g o in g  t h r o u g h ,  a glacier  o f  tears. 
A r m y  sLiit w i th  y o u r  R o s a ry  in h a n d .

Your m o t h e r ’s s c ream s  are  p ie rc ing  my ears.

Tuc k ed  in safely. K in d ,  gent le , a n d  t ru e .  C o u n t i n g  y ou r  s h o r t  years,
I r u b b e d  th e  c rack ed  sk in  o n  yoin- h a n d .

A n  o c e a n  in th e  living ro o m ,  o u r  family 's tears .

If t im e  s to le  my prayers  f ro m  my pew, s h e 'd  w ipe  my tears,

w o u ld  have  left you a lo n e  in th e  liv ing  ro o m ,  th is  was  neve r  p la n n e d .
Your  m o t h e r ’s s c ream s  are  p ie rc ing  my ears .

F ingers  pressed  to  y o u r  gu it ar ,  b eg g ing  my m i n d  to  clear.

I neve r  t h o u g h t  liv ing  in th i s  big h o u s e  w o u ld  get so  lonely.
A n  o c e a n  in th e  living ro o m ,  o ti r  f am ily ’s tears.

S i le nce  c reeps  up , s c ream s  y o u r  n a m e  in o u r  n t i m b  ears.

O u r  fam ily  is s h a t t e r e d .  S tu n n e d ,  y o u r  f a th e r  c a n ’t s t a n d .

Your m o t h e r s  s c ream s  are  p ie rc in g  my ears.

A n  o c e a n  in  th e  liv ing  ro o m ,  o u r  fam ily ’s tears.
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Dawn

W a tc h in g  th e  s u n r i s e  a t six,

b o t t o m  deck  I sit s h o t  g u n

w a i t in g  for  th i s  city to  give m e  my fix.
S alt  w a te r  m i s t  o n  my sk in , t i c k h n g  my lips

T h e  w in d  s laps me in th e  face;
my y o u th  is s l ip p in g  th r o u g h  my f in ge r  tips.

B ro o k ly n  n ev e r  looked  so  b ea u t i fu l ,

t h e  br id ges  light  up  a t t e m p t i n g  to

kiss th e  sky.
T h e  w in d  laughs  a t th e m ;
th ro w s  th e i r  d r e a m s  to  t h e  co nc re te .

My city is d e c o ra t e d  w i th  lies a n d  decei t.  

L iber ty  w in k s  at me, 1 o w n  th i s  n ight .

My wavy h a i r  is w ild  in th e  w in d .

K n o ts  t r a c in g  over  f o rg o t t en  s tor ies.

T h e  t im e  w h e n  you w ere  so... t h a t  you...  

yeah  t h a t  was  tu n .

Passing  th e  ex i t I see.
M e n  in th e i r  su its ,  w o m e n  in th e i r  heels. 

Jealously  1 w a tc h  as th e  m o r n i n g ’s g u s t  how ls  

at th e i r  pe r fec t  ha ir .

49  C A E S U R A



50 C A E S U R A



John C linton
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M ayflow er

O  m e lod ie s  o f  May  

s p r in g  a new  tu n e  o n  me 

t h e  t im e  has  c o m e  to  pass 

w i n d  f r o m  w in d o w p a n e s  

b lo w in g  o u t  y o u r  f la m e  

h a r d e n e d  w ax  will m e n d  

g a p in g  h e a r t s  t h a t  let in 

an  ev e r las t in g  ligh t

W h e r e  d id  you s h in e  

b u t  to th e  e n d  o f  in f in i ty  

p e r h a p s  I will m e e t  a sou l 
o n  an  e n c h a n t e d  wave 

ro l l in g  away w i t h o u t  you 

w h e r e  1 am  d ep o s i t ed  

like a b i t te r  g ra in  o f  s an d  

o n  th e  sh o re  o f  yoin- love

W il l  I lay like th e  dead  

in c o o l in g  o b s id ia n  fields 

d en y in g  you  u n t i l  th e  sun  

m a k es  m e  t h i n k  o th e r w i s e  

r e m e m b e r  you forgave m e  

for my s tu p id i ty  a n d  ev a p o ra ted  
w i th  th e  f l e e t i n g  m is t  at d a w n  

leaving  m e  to  t h i n k  o th e r w i s e
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State of Affairs

th e  rise a n d  fall o t 

A m e r i c a

a n d  y o u r  b r e a t h  was 

ce r ta in ly

c o n t r o l l i n g  th e  s to ck  o f  

h ea r t s
c r a s h i n g  w i th  you  in  o rgan ic  

m a rke ts
w h e r e  we greed i ly  w e n t  to
p u r c h a s e  y o u r  favorite resoiu 'ces  ot

c h o c o l a t e /

c o v e r e d /

f r u i t s /

a n d  n u ts
was  1 to  t h i n k
love c o u ld  be  so  easily f o u n d  in 

aisles n o t  f r o m  a c h u r c h  

prayu-ig
th e  soy m i lk  w a s n ’t ov e rp r i ced  

d e b a t in g  w h e th e r  o r  n o t  to  buy or  

sell
my h e a r t  to  you
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W hat Is H eavan!

can  you  see it 
in y ou r  eyes

ca n  you feel it 
d e e p  in s id e

ca n  you h e a r  it 
s ig h in g  bes ide  you

c a n  you smel l it 
all a r o u n d  you

ca n  yoLi tas te  it 
o n  rose pe ta l  lips 
o n  th e  tip  o f  a clit  
o n  th e  to p  o f  a p r ic k

a n d  th e  po e t s  w i t h o u t  a d im e  
ju s t  d o n ’t give a d a m n  
for we are  r ic h  in ho ly  w o rd s  
t h a t  is hea v en s  c o m e

a n d  th e  s to r ie s  t h a t  we tell  
t h a t  is heaveii s  t o n g u e

a n d  th e  songs  t h a t  we s in g  
t h a t  is hea v en s  s y m p h o n y

a n d  th e  love t h a t  we m a k e  
th a t  is h ea v en  for g o d ’s sake

an d  th e  m o m e n t s  in  b e tw e en  
th o u g h t  a n d  exp re ss io n  
t h a t  is hea vens  co n s c io u sn e ss

a n d  th e  fo r ty  o r  so  garbag e  bags 
sc a t te re d  d o w n  y o u r  b lock  
t h a t  is hea ven  p i l l ing  tip
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a n d  th e  n o  s t a n d i n g  a n d  o n e  way 
a n d  m o n d a y  t h r o u g h  Friday 
t h a t  is h ea v en  p a r k i n g  itself

a n d  th e  b e a r d e d  y o u n g  m a n  
w a lk i n g  h is  d og  h o m e  f ro m  w o rk  
th a t  is heaven  h a r k i n g

a n d  th e  fo u r  o f  five y o u n g  girls 
s t r u t t i n g  in s h o r t  s u m m e r  sh o r ts  
t h a t  is h eav en  f la sh in g

a n d  th e  p i i e r to  rican  hahy  ca rr iages  
a n d  th e i r  re l ig ious  m o t h e r s  
t h a t  is heaven  s t ro l l in g

a n d  th e  hazy d u o  of d r u m s  
a n d  sax s w i r l in g  o u t  of 
a c o r n e r  in u n i o n  sc]uare 
t h a t  is h ea v en  b e a t in g  free

a n d  t h e  tw o  o v e rg ro w n  h ip s te r s  
C(5nversing o n  th e  subw ay  
a b o u t  he ll  I d o n ’t know . ..  l ife 
t h a t  is he a v e n  r i d i n g  free

a n d  th e  graf fit i  p a i n t e d  o n  
each  b o r o u g h s  n a k e d  wall s 
t h a t  is h eav en  p u r e  a n d  t r u e

a n d  th e  s u n  s e t t in g  on  
every o n e  o f  y o u r  days 
t h a t  is heaven  w in k i n g  ju s t  for you

a n d  th e  r a in  t h a t  is fa l ling  
forever  w il l be  life f low ing  
f r o m  h eaven  to e a r t h  to  h eaven  
an d  h eav en  d o es  n o t  exist
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She’s Something like the Rain

th e  r a d i a to r  
co ug h s

its d e a th  ra t tl e 
upon
my b le e d in g  ea rs  
as

t h e  h a l f  b o t t le  

of  J im B e a m  

g l im m e r s  go lden  

in c a n d le  

in c a n d e s c e n c e

my tears

wil l n o t  shed

like th e  h a i r  o f  s o m e
m a n g y  dog

fe e d in g  o f f

th e  d a r k n e s s

d e p a r t e d  leaves 
ash

like w ild  fire 

in  t h e  b u r n t  
a t i t u m n

th is  w in te r  
d o  n o t

b u r y  my bod y  

in s no w  

f la kes  w h i te  &  
p u re

m e l t  th e  sou l 

in to
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w ate r  falls 
r e b o r n  
in a sc e n d in g  
w in t e r  lights 
i l l u m i n a t i n g  
th e  c ry ing  
full  m o o n  full 
o f  tears  &. s ta r d u s t

listen 
t h a t  ra in  
t h a t  ra in  falls 
f ro m  n o w h e r e

o u ts id e
s t ree t  la m p s  persp i re  
ins id e
l ig h tbu lb s  crack  
w i th  m e m o r ie s  
of  you  in th e  tw iH ght

listen 
t h a t  rain 
t h a t  ra in  it falls 
a n g r i e r  n ow

to r  a m o m e n t  
or
tw o  hoLirs 
it has
s to p p e d  th i s  voice  
f ro m
becc:iming a g le am in g
p h a n t o m
d a n c in g  on
th e  s a tu r a t e d  p a v e m e n t  
or
t h e  s o u n d  o f  a p ie rc in g
t h u n d e r b i r d
sa i l ing  o n
th e  void  a s p h a l t
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Dig A D ead Horse

new w ave  now ave 
new age  noage  
new ide as  n o id e as  
wavesageideas

one lo ve  n o t i in e  
o n e s u n  n o s h in e  
o n e d a y  nosay 
w h e th e r  1 Hve o r  die

n o  m o n e y  noway 
n o g a in  n opay  
now al l  n o s t r e e t  
ju s t  zom b ies  o n  th e  b r idge

nofee l ings  j u s t n u m b  
n o f u t u r e  ju s tp r e s e n t  
n o c h a ra c t e r  ju s tm o o d s  
a n d  I real ly d o n ’t care

to o h e a v y  to o t h  in 
to o b la c k  to o g r im  
to oug ly  to o b a d  
my h e a r t  is grotesc]ue

n o id e a ls  o n ly im i t a t i o n s  
n o e v o l u t io n  o n ly e x te r m in a t i o n  
n o s t r a i g h t  onlygay 
gay as a li ne  in n a t u r e

n o b i r t h d a y s  y es o b i tu a r ie s  
n o b o d ie s  yessouls  
n o s ta r s  yesb lackho les  
t h e  vo id  is s t r o n g  in th i s  o n e

my p o e m s  t ry  to  c o m m i t  su ic ide  

b efo re  1 c a n  read  th e m
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r ede f ine  t im e  for  r ig h t  n ow  
r ig h t n o w  is r e d e f in in g  itse lf

n o t h i n g  ever h a p p e n e d  
to  m e  yon  w h o  th e m  
ev e ry w h ere  we goes  
om
s to p h e a t in g
yoLir h e a r t  on  t h e  p av e m e n t  

s to p w r i t i n g
y o u r  sotil o n  th e  skyway

feed  an  an a rc h y  
I a m  s ta rv ing!

d a n c e  like a god 
N ie tzsche  knt)ws!

tu ck  h k e  y o u r  po p  
y o u r  m o m  d r a n k  it up!

a d ea d  horse  
b d e a d  ho rse  
c dea d  h o rse  
d d e a d  horse  
e d ea d  h o rse  
t d ea d  ho rse  
h is a d e a d  ho rse  
i am  a dea d  horse

s h o o t  a d e a d  h o rse  
ju s t  so  I can  sleep

sung las ses  for  t h e  m o o n
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Fiction



Sundas Nazir

Predators, M y Beloveds

W i t h  p a n ic k y  s teps, 1 w a lk e d  o ve r  to  t h e  w o o d e n  gate ,  p ick ed  up 
a b r o k e n  br ick ,  a n d  t h r e w  it a t  C h a n t a l ’s h o u se .  H o w  is it possib le  
to  fo rg e t  so  fast  a n d  m o ve  o n  ev en  faster?

It  was  a foggy, N o v e m b e r  m o r n in g ,  th e  f i rs t  day  a f te r  my w e d d in g .  
M.y h u s b a n d  w as  h o m e  s lee p in g  a n d  d i d n ’t k n o w  I was  a t  C h a n t a l ’s. 
I n e e d e d  to  see her, a n d  tell h e r  t h a t  h e ’d h u r t  me, a n d  t h a t  I d i d n ’t 
k n o w  th in g s  w ere  g o in g  to  b e  th is  way, a n d  th a t .

I was u n s u r e  w h a t  a m a r r i a g e  real ly  m e a n t .  1 to o k  m e  tw o  h o u r s  
to  w a lk  to  h e r  h o u se ;  it w as  5 :0 0  A M  a n d  th e  s u n  w as  late.

H ow  could she hate me^ W h a t did I ever do;’
T h e  b r ic k  h i t  t h e  d o o r  w i t h  a n  a n g ry  th u m p ;  1 froze. S h e  nev er  

c a m e  o u t ,  in  fact , n o  o n e  c a m e  o u t .

H is  h a n d  l im ply  c lu t c h e d  my le ft w r i s t .  Slowly  I f ree d  m yse lf  
a n d  re ca l le d  t h e  a f t e r n o o n  C h a n t a l  a n d  I s p e n t  a t  t h e  b e a c h  in  th e  
m id d le  o f  July. I h a d n ’t s p o k e n  to  h e r  s ince  th e n .

I ’m  g o in g  to  M e x ic o  w i th  my h u s b a n d  n e x t  w e e k ,” she  said .
“Y o u ’re m a r r ie d ? !” I sa t  u p r ig h t .  S h e  s ip p e d  coffee.
“M y d a u g h t e r  is tw o .”
“A r e  y o u  g o in g  to  a b a n d o n  m e?” A  s m a ll  ch i ld  r a n  p a s t  us a n d  

f l u n g  a f i s t fu l  o f  s a n d  in  my hair ,  o n  my face . I l icked  th e  gravels  
f r o m  m y  lips a n d  c r u s h e d  t h e m  in  m y  m o u t h .  “You n ev e r  to ld  m e  
y ou  w ere  a m a r r i e d  w o m a n . ”
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“You n ev e r  a s k ed .”
B ut sometimes I forget tha t there are certain things people always 
ask each other. 1 b e g a n  to  p u t  s a n d  in  h e r  coffee. “I s h o u ld  have  
k n o w n . ”

“W h a t ?  W i l l  you  read  m e a n o t h e r  p o e m ? ”
Clearly,  she  h a d  n o  idea  h o w  c o n f u s e d  I was.

“So, you  d o n ’t Icwe m e?”
“O f  co u rse ,  1 love you , S ofeeya .”
“M o r e  t h a n  you love y o u r  h u s b a n d ? ”

A f t e r  t h r e e  lo n g  s e c o n d s ,  she  said ,  “B o t h  o f  y ou  have  spec ia l  
p laces  in  my h e a r t . ”

“B eing  in  t h e  h e a r t  is n o t  all t h a t  spec ia l .  It  1 a m  in  y o u r  r ig h t  
a t r i u m ,  t h e n  I’m  n o t  in a very  c le a n  p lace a n d  t h a t  b o t h e r s  m e .” 
S h e  was  slightly  f r u s t r a t e d .  “T h e  p o e m ,  t h e  p o e m ! ”

I b e g a n ,  “Q u e e n  E l iz a b e th  w r o te  my favori te  p o e m  of all  t im e .  
‘O n  M o n s i e u r ’s D e p a r t u r e ’

I grieve and dare not show my discontent,
I love and  yet am  forced to seem to hate,

I do, yet dare not say I ever m eant,
I seem stark ynute but inwardly do prate.
I am  and not, I freeze aiid yet a burned,
Since from  m yself another self 1 turned.”

I s t o p p e d  a f te r  t h e  f i rs t  s tan za .  “I ’m  g e t t in g  m a r r i e d  to  Y o u n g  
in  N o v e m b e r .”

“You are?” S h e  gave m e  a t t e n t io n .  “I t h o u g h t  m e n  h a d  coo- 
t ies .” H e r  voice  w as  g en t le  a n d  c a u t io u s ,  like a th e r a p i s t  w h o  on ly  
ask ed  th e  r ig h t  c^uest ions, said t h e  r ig h t  th in g s .
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“T h e y  d o .  C o p p e r  a n d  c r i m s o n  c o lo re d  c o o t ie s .”
“You m e t  h im  o n ly  a few days ago. W h y  a re  you  even  g e t t in g  

m a r r ie d ?
“B ec au se  I w a n t  a h u s b a n d  to  p u t  in  my r ig h t  a t r i u m  a n d  be- 

ca u se  w o m e n  leave y ou  fa s te r  t h a n  fa l l in g  face f i rs t .”S h e  t h r e w  
h e r  h e a d  b ac k  a n d  la ug h ed .

“W h a t  d o e s  m a r r i a g e  m e a n  to  you ,  anyway? You ju s t  t u r n e d  
tw e n ty . . . to o  y ou ng ,  Sofeeya . W h a t ’s h e  like?”

“Yup. Sofeeya  Y o u n g .”
I s t a r e d  a t  t h e  tw o  d e f o r m e d  c lo u d s  in  t h e  sky. T h e y  w ere  far  
a p a r t  a n d  o n e  c h a sed  th e  o t h e r  as if  it h a d  all t h e  t i m e  in  th e  
w o r ld .  “You d o n ’t  love m e  very  m u c h  a n d  I ’m  n o t  y o u r  bes t  
f r i e n d  like I t h o u g h t  I was. A n d  y o u ’ll leave m e b e c a u se  y o u r  
h u s b a n d  is p ro b a b ly  y o u r  b e s t  f r ie n d .  I ju s t  k n o w  it .”

C h a n t a l  sp i l led  h e r  co ffee in  t h e  s a n d  b e tw e e n  us. “W ell ,  
w e ’ve o n ly  k n o w n  ea c h  o t h e r  fo r a few m o n t h s .  It w il l  t a k e  t im e  
for b o t h  o f  us to  u n d e r s t a n d  ea c h  o th e r . ” I m o v e d  c lose r  to  h e r  
face a n d  w h i s p e r e d ,  “D id  you  k n o w  five m o n t h s  have  ove r  150 
days?”

T h a t  s n o t  a lo n g  t i m e .” S h e  faced  m e  a n d  we w ere  o n ly  f o u r  
in c h e s  a p a r t .

“M y fa th e r . . .” m a d e  m e  leave h im  750  days ago. “I t ’s like yes- 
te rd  ay.”

“D id  you  say s o m e th i n g ? ”
You’re not invited to my wedding. No one w ill be. It w ill be a secret. 

A n d  I will never be lonely ever again. I g o t  u p  a n d  r a n  away f r o m  
her.

“S ofeeya !” S h e  yelled  f r o m  b e h in d .  “W h e r e ’re you  go ing ?”
I h av e  to  see Y o u n g .” I ca l led  b ac k  w i t h o u t  u n d e r s t a n d i n g
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h o w  fo o l ish  I s o u n d e d .
I s t o p p e d  s ee in g  h e r  a f te r  t h a t  day  a n d  b eg a n  to  s p e n d  t im e  

w i t h  Y oung.  T h e r e  w as  n o  p o i n t  s p e n d i n g  t im e  w i th  s o m e o n e  
th a t  w as  g o in g  to  leave in  t h e  e n d .  1 w a n te d  s o m e o n e  to  s tick  to  
a n d  s o m e o n e  to  s t ick  to  me.

M id 'Ju ly  w aves  s la p p e d  a n d  s o m e rs a u l te d  o n  th e  shore .  
C h a n t a l  ca l led  my n a m e  f r o m  th e  d is t a n c e ,  d r o w n e d  in  t h a t  
very  s o u n d ,  t h e  s o u n d  of s o f t  sno res .  1 was  h ack  in  t h e  m u te  d a rk  
ro o m ,  b ac k  as a m a r r i e d  w o m a n .  1 g o t  u p  a n d  w a lk e d  to  t h e  m ir 
ro r  to  my o t h e r  body. W i t h  a p a i r  o f  scissors  1 g ingerly  s n ip p e d  
th e  air, h o p in g  to  p e r f e c t  its s h a p e ,  h o p in g  to  b r e a th e  w i th  ease. 
B lo o d ' r e d ,  s h a r p  l ines  o n  t h e  clock: 2:21 A M .

...As long as you both shall live! I t r ie d  to  t h i n k  of h is  n a m e  
b u t  t h e r e  was a b la n k ,  a b ee p .  W il l  you c h e r i s h  her;' P e rh a p s  th e  
w h o le  w or ld  h a d  ask ed  m e  at  o n e  p o i n t —old trees ,  s q u a r e - s h a p e d  
peb b les ,  a n d  b lu e  co lo re d  w in d s .  E a c h  t im e  1 let my a r r h y t h m i a s  
d i s t r a c t  m e  as 1 w o u ld  say, ‘O f ' f rea k in g 'C O u rse ,’ m i n d i n g  th e  in- 
fix for n o n c h a l a n c e .

“W a k e  up, h u s b a n d . ” 1 t u r n e d  my s ide la m p  o n  a n d  sat o n  
th e  edge  of t h e  b e d ,  w a i t in g  in a u d ib ly  like a c lock  w i th  n o  ba tter-  
ies. T h e r e  w as  nc'> way tc:> c h e ck  if  he  w as  d e a d  b u t  to  s ta r e  a t  th e  
space  o ve r  h is  nose ;  surely , h is  b r e a th s  g low ed  in t h e  d a rk .  A f t e r  
a few m in u te s ,  1 w a lk e d  o ve r  to  t h e  s l id in g  d o o r s  a n d  a l lo w ed  
p u r p l e  co lo re d  w in d s  o f  early  m o r n i n g  to  t o u c h  my face; o u t s id e  
w as  always f resh ,  always alive.

“I w il l  n o t  c h e r i s h  h im  b e c a u se ,” I ta lk e d  to  a few b ird s ,  “m e n
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have  m a r o o n  a n d  m i n t  co lo re d  c o o t ie s .” It b e c a m e  s i len t  as it 
t h e  b i rd s  a b a n d o n e d  m e b ec a u se  th ey  ct)Lildn’t p u t  u p  w i th  me 
a n y m o r e .  “T h e y  in te re s t  m e  th e  least  o u t  of all species .”

I s ta r e d  at  th e  e m p ty  b lock .  In  N e w  York, p e o p le  w a lk e d  
in c o u n t a b l e  s teps. W i t h  each  s tep , t h e  d i s t a n c e  m u l t ip l ie d  to  
a h eavy  n u m b e r .  P eople  left  p e o p le  all t h e  t im e  b ec a u se  every- 
o n e  h a d  a life to  look  af ter .  W h e n  d a d  ask ed  m e  to  leave h im  
b ec a u se  he  g u e ss ed  1 w o u ld  leave h im  in t h e  n e a r  f u tu r e  any- 
way, 1 left h im  in Pi s teps. I k n o c k e d  o n  h is  d o o r  for  th e  n e x t  
t h r e e  w eeks  a n d  a d d e d  m o re  d is ta i ic e  b e c a u se  he  was  sick of my 
c o n s t a n t  q u e s t io n in g .  I n e e d e d  a s s u ra n c e  a n d  r e a s s u ra n c e  a b o u t  
h im  n ev e r  leav ing  m e  th e  way m o m  d id .  M o t h e r  n e e d e d  t im e  to 
herself;  she  h a d  to ld  m e  a f te r  m a k in g  b re a k f a s t  o n  my s e v e n th  
b i r th d a y .  If o n ly  d a d  h ad  o p e n e d  th e  eloor, h e ’d real ize 1 on ly  
w a n te d  to  give h im  Sylvia P l a t h ’s p o e m ,  “D a d d y ” s tap le d  b e h in d  
my v ers io n  o f  it ca l led ,  “Plastic D a d d y .” h i  th e  p o e m  I accusei.1 
h im  of h a v in g  a b lu e  rock  c o a te d  w i th  f u n g u s  in s te a d  of a h e a r t .  
E ventua lly ,  h e  left  t h e  ci ty  o r  died  a n d  th e r e  w as  o n ly  o n e  eq u a-  
t i o n  t h a t  c o u n t e d  th e  d i s t a n c e  b e tw e e n  us: t i m e  to  t h e  p o w e r  of 
life d iv id e d  by m iles  of im p a t ie n c e .

“W h e r e  a m  I?” I w h i s p e r e d  to  n o  o ne .
“O n l y  w i th  Y ou n g .” H is  voice b ro k e  th e  com posee l  a i r  in  u n 

c o u n t a b l e  pieces. It s t a r t l e d  m e  so m u c h  I w a n te d  to  spil l o n  th e  
f loo r ,  m o ve  a r o u n d  like a p u d d l e  of w h i te  p a in t ,  re b u i ld  myself  
w i th  b lac k e s t  ir ises a n d  b lac ke r  hair .  H e re ac h e d  for a l ighter. 
“S m o k e ? ” 1 s h o o k  my h e a d  to  m o t io n  a spe ech le ss ,  exc ited  ‘yes’; 
t h e  s i lence  of  f l a m e  s t a n d i n g  u p  w as  ro m a n t i c .

“H e r e .” H e  o f fe re d  m e  a N a t  S h e r m a n .  1 i n h a le d  a n d  c o u g h e d  
a n d  in im e d ia te ly  felt s m o k e  s i t t in g  in th e  spa ce  b e tw e e n  my skiill 
a n d  scalp.
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H e c h u c k le d .  “P lease d o n ’t t ry  it; i t ’s b ad  for y o u r  a l re ad y  
w h i te  lu n gs .”

“I have  to  te ll  you a p u r p l e  s ecre t .”
“U h . . .y e a . . .p u rp le ? ”
“ H o ld  o n .” I to o k  a p uf t ,  g ra b b e d  my cell p h o n e ,  o p e n e d  to  a 

p ic tu re ,  a n d  b r o u g h t  it to  h is  face w i th  a g r in .
“A n d ? ”
“A n d ? ” I lo o k e d  at  t h e  li tt le  s c re e n  t h a t  s h o o k  m o re  t h a n  my 

h a n d  d id ,  to  m a k e  s u re  it w as  h e r  p ic tu re .  “S h e  is my o n ly  b es t  
f r i e n d  a n d  h e r  favori te  co lo r  is p u rp le .  I ’m  su re  it s t il l is even  
t h o u g h  she  w e n t  to  M e x ico  a n d  we h a v e n ’t s p o k e n  to  ea ch  o th e r  
s ince  th e  e n d  o f  July .”

“ H u h ? ”
“S h o c k in g  in f o r m a t i o n  c a n  cau se  h e a r t  a t ta ck s ,  d id  yoti 

k n o w ? ” I la u g h e d  sound less ly .
“You w ere  a c t i n g  w e i rd  y es te rday  a n d  w e i rd e r  to d ay .”
“T h a t ’s n o t  a lo n g  t im e ,  C h a n t a l  said so.” I lo o k e d  a t  my 

p h o n e ;  th e  h o t  te a r s  co l l e c t in g  in  my eyes b u r n e d  my ir ises a n d  
sm e l led  l ike th e  o c e a n .  “B u t  1 love C h a n t a l . ”

“G u e s s  w h a t? ” H e  w h i s p e r e d ,  “S h e  h a te s  you now.
I w as  c o n v in c e d .  “Really?” I sat  o n  th e  b e d  in  slow m o t io n .  

“S h e  is m a r r i e d  a n d  h e r  b es t  f r i e n d  is h e r  h u s b a n d ,  anyway.” 
“Yup. S h e  ca l led  y o u r  p h o n e  last  n ig h t  to  te ll  you  t h a t  you 

w ere  a c r a z y -g o o d 'fo r -n o th in ’d iar .” H e  w a lk e d  to  t h e  s l id in g  
d o o r s  a n d  c losed  t h e m - “You n e e d  re s t ,”- a n d  sat  n e x t  to  m e  o n  
th e  k in g  b e d ,  m o v e d  h a i r  s t r a n d s  o f f  my face—“silly w o m a n . ”

“1 d o n ’t k n o w  w h a t  m a r r i a g e  m e a n s ? ” 1 lo o k e d  at  h im .  “D o  
y ou ?” T h e  sm e ll  o f  c ig a re t te  c o n t i n u e d  to  s m e a r  o n  th e  walls ,  
u n d e r n e a t h  t h e  gray  c a rp e t ,  in s id e  t h e  pa le  l ight.  It  s t i tcheci itself 
in  my h air .  Y o u n g  to o k  it f r o m  my h a n d  a n d  p u t  it o u t  o n  my leg.
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“O u c h . ” I ru b b e d  th e  side of my th igh .  “W h a t  did  I ever doi”’ 
H e  he ld  on  to  my th ig h  t h a t  seem ed  to be  o n  fire.

“R em em b er ,  you p ro p o sed  to  me w i th  a r in g  the  t h i rd  week 
o f  o u r  f r iendsh ip?  You were  in a rush .  D o n ’t give m e th is  c rap  
early in th e  m o rn in g .”

“1 d i d n ’t m ea n  it.”
F ro m  u n d e r n e a th  th e  bed, he  b ro u g h t  a sh iny  knife ,  a n d  p oked  
it n e a r  th e  b u r n .  “You c a n ’t leave me like th a t .  Ya know? N o t  just  
like t h a t . ” H e  began  to carve a c rooked  ‘Y ’.

“But.. .” I g ra b b ed  his w r is t  w i th  a s h a k in g  h a n d  a n d  s ta r te d  
crying. Y oung  d i d n ’t s top  tm ti l  he f in ish ed  a n d  I told  h im  the  
fo rm u la  t h a t  i l lu s t ra ted  o u r  m arr iage .  “Less t h a n  o r  eq u a l  to 
does  n o t  eq u a l  g rea te r  t h a n  or e q u a l  to .” I laughed  u n t i l  I con- 
v in ced  my b ra in  to  call myself a c ra z y 'g o o d ' fo t 'n o th in ’'liar. My 
p u rp le  silk slip was d a rk  f ro m  th e  th igh ;  b lood  f lowered  o n  the  
fabric. I to o k  th e  kn ife  f ro m  h im  a n d  slashed my wrist .  “ I am 
crazy.”

He slapped  me b e n e a th  my righ t  ear  a n d  1 fell to th e  f lo o n  
Mai^y m in u te s  were  left before  s tu ir ise  a n d  th e  ro o m  was 

slightly b r ig h t  w i th  a blue  like t h a t  of an  over-exposed cy an o ty p e  
pr in t .  I recalled why 1 had  d ec ided  to  q u i t  ph o to g rap h y ;  my last 
p r in t  was a c y ano type .  In th e  d a rk  room ,  I coa ted  c o t to n  paper  
w ith  yellow chem ica l.  W h e n  it d r ied ,  I p laced it in a co n ta c t  
f ram e  a n d  p u t  a b lack  a n d  w h i te  t r a n s p a re n c y  of me a n d  my 
p las tic  d ad d y  s t a n d in g  by th e  garage. T h e n ,  I to o k  it o u t  in the  
su n  for e x p o su re  a n d  my image  was ready in tw o  m in u te s  and  
e igh teen  seconds .  I was ready to cover th e  f ram e  w ith  my h o o d ie  
w h e n  1 realized dad  h ad  m oved  on  and  I was still  s tuck  w i th  his 
p ic tures .  So, 1 left th e  f ram e  in th e  s tm  un til  th e  image  got  so 
da rk ,  o n e  cou ld  never f igure  o u t  it was us. It b eca m e  a p h o to
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o f  any d a u g h te r  w i th  h e r  father,  o r  tw o  co m p le te  s t ran g ers  t h a t  

w o u ld  leave each  o th e r  soon .
I b ro u g h t  my w ris t  c loser to  my eyes a n d  w a tch e d  b lo o d  d r ip  

in 12 b u rg u n d y  drops.
W h e n  1 got up, 1 was dizzy; Y oung  was in bed ,  covers pu l led  

over to h ide  his en t i re  body. My lip was cu t  f ro m  th e  inside  a n d  
I d r a n k  my b lo o d  u n t i l  I got  used  to  th e  taste .  A  box  o f  band- 
aids was o n  my pillow a n d  I p u t  th re e  ver tica l  b an d ag e s  o n  the  
d iag o n a l  cut.  It was th e  sticky p a r t  t h a t  w o u ld  b in d  sk in  again.  
1 looked  at C h a n t a l ’s p ic tu re  o n  my p hone ;  she was h o ld in g  an  
iced coffee w i th  a smile  t h a t  show ed  her  pe rfec t  tee th .  T h e  t im e  
in f ro n t  o f  th e  image read 3:00 A M . I d ip p e d  my toes in  the  
p u d d le  of b lo o d  a n d  d ragged  my fciot to  th e  sl id ing  d o o is ,  a n d  
back. Still  in my slip, I p u t  a jacket  on ,  t u r n e d  th e  lam p  o ff  a n d  
h e ad e d  o u t  o f  th e  b e d r o o m .  I was go ing  to  r u n  away to h e r  a n d  

sh e ’d save me f ro m  Young.
T h is  t im e  1 v -̂as going  to  a b a n d o n  so m eo n e .
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Rebecca Strobel

Bright

T H E  O C E A N  IS B R E A T H IN G  H A R D , and I know it’s
trying to get in as many resljirations as it can because its last is fast ti/> 
proaching. Its deep breaths are tiny, tiny waves. They are sharp. Dense. 
I wonder if they are made of something harder than w ater Pure sah. 
Diamonds. Glass. They stand three feet tall, all o f thein ideritical, w ith  
wispy cotton tops. M ist floats o ff o f them, smokedike, and weaves itself 
into the fog that obscures the horizon. They glide u[night onto the shore 
before folding in half and pounding the sand. They dive so forcefully into 
the beach that I wonder why they don’t dent the earth. The sky is grey, 
and so is the sand, and so is he, and so am  I.

“W here have you been!”
The wiiid  sweeps my voice into the cobwebs o f mist. I know my words 

do not fall on hum an ears; his broad shoulders a mile down the beach 
do not turn in my direction and his face remains fixed away from nune.

Suddenly he is standing next to me. His hand, so big, so warm, finds 
mine. I turn my head to look up at his face. The m ist’s sticky strands 
stop my efforts; my neck turns my head an inch every few  seconds. My 
head swims through the molasses strings and I strain to see his face. It 

is a blur.

IT  W A S ST IL L  D A R K  w h e n  I woke  up. I was ho t ,  a n d  as I 
k icked o f t  my b lanke ts ,  I regretreel n o t  o p e n in g  the  w in d o w  
w id e r  before  I fell asleep.

I cou ld  ju s t  m ak e  o u t  W o lv e r in e ’s s i lh o u e t te  on  th e  pos te r  
h a n g in g  from  my s loped ceiling. I’d hu i ig  it th e re  a f te r  M o m  
told me th a t  w h e n  she was a kid, she  an d  he r  f r ien d s  used to 
h a n g  poste rs  above  th e i r  beds  so t h a t  the  last t h in g  they  saw 
before  they  fell asleep was th e  t h in g  they loved th e  m o s t  (and if 
they  were  s tu ck  lying awake  at  n igh t,  they  coti ld at least  look at
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s o m e th in g  th a t  m ad e  th e m  happy). She  told me she had  a pos te r  
o f  M icky D olenz  o n  h e r  cei l ing  f ro m  h e r  f r e s h m a n  year o f  high  
school  u n t i l  she  m oved  ou t .  1 d i d n ’t k n o w  w h o  M ickey D o lenz  
was,  b u t  I t ru s te d  t h a t  he  was s o m e o n e  i m p o r t a n t  if M o m  want- 
ed h im  to be th e  last p e rso n  she saw before  fa ll ing  asleep every 
n igh t,  a n d  1 asked he r  why she d i d n ’t have th a t  pos te r  above he r  
bed  in o u r  h o u se  now. In s tead  of really answ er ing ,  she  did th a t  
t h in g  w here  she laugheel a n d  ruf f led  my h a ir  a n d  looked off in 
a n o th e r  d i r ec t io n  w i th  eyes t h a t  w e re n ’t lau g h in g  at all. But  I 

really w a n ted  to know.
I sp e n t  th e  rest o f  th e  n igh t  s ta r in g  at W o lv e r in e  a n d  imag ' 

i n i n g w h a t  it w o u ld  be like to have a d a m a n t iu m  claws an d  bones  
a n d  tee th .  1 cou ld  ju m p  f ro m  my w in d o w  o n  th e  second  f loo r  
a n d  land  in th e  g a rd en  w i th o u t  w o r ry in g  a b o u t  b re ak in g  my legs 
(which is w h a t  my m o m  told m e w ou ld  h a p p e n  w h en  she saw me 
s i t t in g  o n  th e  edge o f  th e  ro o f  last sum m er) .  1 cou ld  o p e n  letters 
w i th o u t  te a r in g  th e  envelopes  in to  sh red s  ( th o u g h  the  only  per- 
so n  w h o  ever w ro te  me was my m o m , w h ich  1 t h o u g h t  was fu n n y  
because  h e r  b e d r o o m  d o o r  is on ly  27 steps away fi 'om m in e  aiid 
she cou ld  just h a n d  me my b i r th d a y  cards  if she  w a n te d  to, b u t  
she  sends  th e m  in th e  mail  so I have s o m e th in g  addressed  to  me 
o n e  o u t  o f  every 365 days 1 check  th e  mailbox).  A n d  since my 
b o n es  w ou ld  be  so heavy, 1 w ou ld  need  to  have s t ro n g  muscles 
in o rd e r  to ho ld  up  my ske le ton  (which I lea rn ed  a b o u t  th is  su n i '  
m er  — 1 dec ided  to  read t h r o u g h  th e  w ho le  Encyc loped ia  Bri- 
t a n n ic a  a t  th e  l ibrary  a n d  even th o u g h  I on ly  got  up  to  F, the  
i n fo rm a t io n  a b o u t  A n a to m y  an d  B ones gave m e a p re t ty  good  
u n d e r s t a n d in g  of Muscles  too), so 1 cou ld  help M o m  lift  heavy 

boxes a n d  o p e n  t ightly  sealed jars.
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T h e  su n  cam e  up  a r o u n d  th e  r im e  1 h ad  ourH ned  in derail  
exacrly ho w  1 w o u ld  m ee t  W o lv e r in e  a n d  w h a t  I w o u ld  say to 
c onv ince  h im  to  rake me o n  as a n  appren t ice .  I im a g in ed  how  
M o m  w o u ld  cry, b u t  she w ou ld  be really p ro u d ,  a n d  ho w  w h e n  
I w e n t  back to  school  1 w ou ld  use  my claws to  carve my n a m e  
in to  my favorite  seat in th e  cafe te ria  so no  o n e  w o u ld  sit th e re  
because  I w o u ld  say “T h is  is my seat;  it’s got my n a m e  o n  it” an d  
all o f  th e  kids w o u ld  laugh w i th  me a n d  a p p lau d  my cleverness 
a n d  they  w o u ld  fight for th e  o th e r  seats at th e  table, w h ic h  I 
w o u ld  carve  o u t  to say “Friend  #1” a n d  “F riend  # 2 ” aiid so on .

T FIE  W E E K  W E  W E N T  to  th e  seashore  for my f if th  b i r th d a y  
was a lso my p a re n t s ’ f i f th  w e d d in g  ann ive rsa ry ,  a n d  it was also 
th e  last week o f  s u m m e r  before  I began  k in d e rg a r te n .  W e woke 
up  early a n d  got  in to  th e  car, w h ich  was full  of suitcases,  an d  
d rove  to w ard s  th e  rising sun ;  M o m  an d  D ad  d i d n ’t tell m e we 
were  go ing  a n y w h ere  special.  I r e m e m b e r  fa ll ing  asleep for m os t  
o f  th e  ride, occasionally  w a k in g  up  to  peek  at my p a ren ts  hold- 
ing  h a n d s  over th e  cen te r  conso le  a n d  m arv e l in g  over th e  slice 
o f  p ink ,  p u rp le  a n d  o ran g e  sky visible  t h r o u g h  th e  w in d sh ie ld .  
W e  a rrived  at a w o o d e n  b u n g a lo w  th a t  was as w eather-w orn  as 
it c ou ld  be w i th o u t  fa ll ing  d o w n ,  a n d  1 w o r r ied  over w h a t  w ould  
h a p p e n  if a s t ro n g  w in d  cam e  d u r in g  th e  n igh t.

Every day o f  th e  week. M o m  a n d  D a d  a n d  I c a r r ied  pails an d  
shovels a n d  all m a n n e r  o f  snacks  d o w n  to  th e  beach.  I played in 
th e  SLU-f u n t i l  my t r u n k s  were  weighed  d o w n  w i th  salt a n d  sand  
an d  I was so t ired  I c ou ld  barely walk .  S o m e t im e s  D ad  a n d  1 flew 
kites.  O n e  a f te rn o o n ,  th e  th re e  o f  us b u i l t  a sandcas t le  as tall  
as 1 was. It r a in e d  t h a t  n ig h t  a n d  I laid in bed  c ry ing  b ecause  1 
k n e w  th a t  th e  san d cas t le  was o u t  o n  th e  da rk ,  deso la te  beach  be 

116 C A E S U R A



ing to r n  a p a r t  by th e  s to rm .  I c o u ld n ’t s top  p ic tu r in g  th e  d ro p s  
o f  ra in  s in k in g  in to  o u r  m as te rp iece  like w a tery  hooks ,  carv ing  
deep  grooves in its walls  as they  rolled d o w n  its sandy  sides. By 
th e  t im e  D ad  cam e  to tu ck  me in, my m isery  was o v erw helm ing .  
He  had  o n e  foo t  in th e  d o o r  before  1 was te l l ing  h im  how  wor- 
ried I was over th e  fact t h a t  o u r  sandcast le  w o u ld  be destroyed 
before  d aw n .  H e  hugged  me an d  said t h a t  I cou ld  always bu ild  
a iio ther ,  w h ic h  I k n e w  was his way o f  te l l ing  me th a t  th e  one  

w e’d b u i l t  d i d n ’t s t a n d  a chance .
O n c e  my post-hysteria-h iccups had  slowed to  th e  rate  o f  o n e  

every few m in u te s .  D a d  kissed n'le g o o d n ig h t  a n d  left, leaving 
th e  d o o r  ajar so I cou ld  see the  lights o n  in th e  hallway a n d  k n o w  
th a t  he a n d  M o m  were still awake  to  p ro tec t  th e  h o u se  f ro m  any 
m o n s te rs  lo ok ing  for a place to  stay d u r in g  th e  s to rm .

My ears c lung  to  his foo ts teps  as he m oved  d o w n  th e  ha lb  
way to  th e  ro o m  n ex t  to m ine .  T h e y  re laxed at th e  so u n d  of the  
m a t t res s  spr ings  c rea k in g  a n d  pe rk ed  up  again  at th e  m u r m u r  
o f  his voice.  I t h i n k  th e  place was set up  like o n e  o f  th o se  old 
hotel  ro o m s  f ro m  a spy m ovie  w here  th e  walls  are w h a t  they  call 
“p a p e r  t h i n ” a n d  w o rd s  crawl th ro u g h  th e  ven ts  to m ak e  sure  the  
d e tect ive  hears  th e  bad  guys p l a n n in g  th e i r  n ex t  heis t.  1 th o u g h t  
a b o u t  h ow  I sh o u ld  have m ad e  a te le p h o n e  o u t  of a s t r in g  a n d  
tw o  t in  can s  so 1 co u ld  have said g o o d n ig h t  to  my p a ren ts  with- 
o u t  th e m  h av in g  to  w alk  all th e  way to  my ro o m .  T h e  m a t t res s  
spr ings  c reaked  again  a n d  1 h ea rd  M o m ’s voice re sp o n d  to  D ad  s. 

She  s o u n d e d  a lit tle  lo u d e r  too.
I c o u ld n ’t m ak e  o u t  th e i r  words ,  b u t  th e i r  voices r ising a n d  

fa ll ing  in b e tw ee n  th e  silences a n d  th e  soft  t h u d d in g  o f  foo ts teps  
a long  lulled me to  sleep. T h e  spo rad ic  s o u n d s  k ep t  me f ro m  wor- 

ry ing  a b o u t  th in g s  fa ll ing  a p a r t  ou tside .
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O N  T H E  L A S T  A F T E R N O O N ,  M o m  stayed in the  h o u se  an d  
m ad e  san d w ich es  to r  th e  car ride h o m e  (even th o u g h  she an d  
my D ad  w e re n ’t g o ing  to be h u n g ry  a n d  1 was go ing  to be  asleep, 
h av in g  san d w ich es  p rep a re d  “jus t  in case” is th e  k in d  of th in g  
th a t  M o m s  do) a n d  D a d  w a lk ed  m e d o w n  to  th e  beach.  It was 
low tide, so we w a d ed  in the  rocky tide  poo ls  a n d  p icked up  
s ta r f ish  a n d  sea sna i ls  f ro m  th e  b a rn ac le d  rocks. D ad  placed a 
s ta r f ish  in my h a n d  a n d  its su c t io n 'c u p p y  legs dan g led  over my 
pa lm .

“If  a s ta rf ish  loses o n e  of its legs, it can  g row  it back a n d  it’s 
like n o th in g  ever h a p p e n e d  to it in th e  first  place.” I s ta red  at 
h im  w o n d e rs t ru ck ;  1 c o u ld n ’t believe I had  b e en  alive for five 
years a n d  six days w i th o u t  k n o w in g  so m e th in g  so fascina ting .

“C a n  I d o  th a t? ”
“No,  S p o r t .  People are  d i ffe ren t .  W e  have to be a lit tle  m ore  

care fu l .”

T H E  N E X T  M O R N I N G ,  D a d ’s car  w a sn ’t in th e  driveway w h e n  
1 left for school ,  a n d  it w a sn ’t th e re  w h e n  1 cam e  h o m e  th a t  af- 
t e r n o o n .  I asked M o m  w h e n  he w o u ld  be ho m e,  a n d  she looked  
at m e w ith  faraway eyes (which  were  s o m e th in g  1 w o u ld  see a lot 
of in later years, t h o u g h  I d i d n ’t k n o w  it th en )  a n d  she said t h a t  
she  d i d n ’t k n o w  a n d  we p robab ly  s h o u l d n ’t wait  up  for h im ,  so 
I cou ld  go u psta irs  a n d  take  a b a th  a n d  she wc'iuld be up  to  tu ck  
me in in a lit tle while .

I w e n t  s t ra ig h t  to b e d  w i th o u t  ta k in g  a ba th .  My sk in  still 
sm elled  like sea a n d  san d ,  a n d  my a rm s  tas ted  salty. 1 w ra p p ed  
myself in my shee ts  so t h a t  th e  f lavor o f  th e  o c ea n  w ou ld  seep 
in to  th e  fabric, p re se rv in g  it forever. Even a f te r  my m o m  w res
t led m e in to  th e  b a th t u b  th e  n ex t  n igh t,  my b ed  sti ll sm elled  like
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the  seaweed left o n  th e  rocks at low tide,  w h ic h  I co n s id e re d  a 

victory.
M o m  p ro m ised  me th a t  by th e  t im e  th e  trees  s ta r te d  to 

ch an g e  th in g s  w o u ld  get be tte r,  b u t  even  w h e n  th e  o a k  tree  ou t '  
side was a lm o s t  en tire ly  a u b u rn ,  I still sp e n t  m o s t  n igh ts  t ry in g  to 
fall asleep a n d  g e t t in g  s to m ac h ac h e s  f ro m  c ry ing  so h a rd .  M any  
n igh ts  she w o u ld  co m e  to  my b e d r o o n i  (1 d o n ’t k n o w  w h e th e r  
she cam e  because  she h eard  m e c ry ing  or because  M o m s  just  
have a sense  for th o se  sor ts  o f  th in g s  o r  b ecause  she was c ry ing  
to o  a n d  w h e n  tw o  peop le  are c ry ing  a b o u t  th e  sam e t h in g  at th e  
sam e  t im e ,  they inst inc t ive ly  go to each  o ther)  a n d  tell  m e th a t  
it w o u ld n ’t be like th is  forever, b u t  t h a t  d i d n ’t help me m u ch  b e 
cause p a in  in th e  p re sen t  m akes  it h a rd  to  im ag ine  a tin-ie w h e n  
th in g s  w o n ’t hu r t .

T h e  leaves c h an g e d  to  h in ts  o f  reds a n d  o ran g es  t h a t  year 
a n d  th e  o n e  a f te r  t h a t  a n d  th e  o n e  a f te r  th a t .  T h e  trees  h a v en ’t 

c h an g e d  yet th is  year, b u t  I ’m s u r e l ’ll sti ll feel th e  sam e  way.
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[C H IC A G O , IL]

I t  was still da rk  w h e n  I awoke. You had  gone. My eyes w o u l d n ’t 
o p e n ,  b u t  1 cou ld  sense  your  ab sence  th e  way flowers sense  the  
sunrise .

Je n ’avais pas de peur, mais je sai>ais cjite qiielque chose n ’allait pas.
T h e  f luo rescence  b led th ro u g h  th e  cracks a r o u n d  the  door,  

c rawled across th e  ro o m  a n d  t ap p e d  my face. It d rew  back sud- 
den ly  a n d  y our  feet c ru sh e d  100 d u s t  m ites in th e  carpe t .

W h e n  you crawled u n d e r  the  shee ts  an d  in to  my a rm s ,  he 
was th e re  too ,  s i t t ing  on  th e  ridge o f  your  no w  h u n c h e d  spine.

“W h y  did  you b r in g  h im  here.'’”
“H e  w a n te d  to co m e .”

I d o  n o t  like s h a r in g  you.
T h e  f luo rescence  woke again,  th o u g h  1 k n ew  n o t  how, a n d  I 

felt as th o u g h  1 was lo o k in g  at  ev^erything t h r o u g h  eyeglass lenses 
o f  canvas a n d  oil pa in t .  T h e  w h i te  shee ts  were  grey in th e  light 
of th e  m o o n ,  w h o se  b e am s  were  th e  on ly  t h in g  gentle  e n o u g h  
to  cu t  th ro u g h  th e  heavy m ate r ia l  a n d  cak ed  p ig m e n t  over my 
pupils .  I still  cou ld  n(.)t see h im ,  b u t  my consc ience  was sensitive 
a n d  I so felt his d e m o n i ty  tu ck e d  b e h in d  your  pillow.

1 do  n o t  k n o w  w h a t  he looked  like o r  why he cam e,  b u t  you 
slept peacefully  w ith  your  c a m e l ’s sp ine  at his face, so 1 k n e w  he 
m u s t n ’t have b e en  th e re  on  y o u r  acco u n t.

Like an  ageless m a m m a l  w i th  p r o p o r t io n a t e  wings,  my d e 
m o n  stayed u n t i l  th e  su n l ig h t  l if ted th e  ho te l  ro o m ’s p e in t re  o ff  
o f  my eyes an d  back  o n to  th e  wall.

I f  th e re  had  b e e n  flowers in th e  s treet ,  they  w o u l d ’ve raised 
th e i r  p e ta led  faces to  the  m o rn in g .
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‘T h e  obscure  we see eventually. T h e  com ple te ly  
obvious,  it seems, takes longer .”

Edward R. M urrow
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Dana DiPalo

Vintage Vegan

W h e  R my p a r e n t s ’ convers ion  v an  sailed of t  th e  highway a n d  
in to  d e p th s  o f  V irg in ia ’s de n se s t  w oods ,  I c o u ld n ’t help b u t  feel 
a lit tle bit excited.

S o n ie t im es  I t h in k  a b o u t  th e  w a rm  a f te r n o o n  w h e n  1 sk ip p ed  
h igh  school a n d  w e n t  to th e  In d ig o  D in e r  w i th  my m o m . Som e- 
t h in g  a b o u t  th e  way they p r in te d  “ex tra aa a a  choco la te  c h ip s” on  
o u r  rece ip t  w h e n  I o rd e re d  p an cak es  c o n t in u o u s ly  b r o u g h t  us 
back  in. But th is  a f t e r n o o n  was d iffe ren t .  My m o m  a n d  I d id  n o t  
loosely ta lk  a b o u t  sex a n d  th e  elderly waitress  w i th  th e  th ick  Rus- 
s ian  accen t  in fo rm e d  me, “Vee hoff  no  choco la te  cheeps  to-day.” 

A f te r  o rd e r in g  a t r e m e n d o u s  h eap  o f  s teak  tries a n d  a sprin-  
k led  c h o co la te  m ilk sh ak e ,  my m o m  looked  m e in th e  eye a n d  
said, “Your fa th e r  a n d  I w ro te  o u r  will a few days ago.” 1 c a n ’t 
he lp  b u t  n o t ic in g  h ow  b e au t i fu l  my m o th e r  is. S h e ’s p robab ly  th e  
on ly  w o m a n  I k n o w  w h o  has n a tu ra l ly  b lo n d e  h a ir  a r o u n d  here. 
S h e ’s ha rd -w ork ing ,  respec tab le  a n d  never goes m o re  t h a n  a few 
hc:)urs w i th o u t  cursing . People o f ten  m is take  us for sisters b e 
cause of o u r  close age a n d  th e  lewd c o n v ersa t io n s  t h a t  we tend  
to  engage in.

“Why?! You’re n o t  f u c k in ’ o ld !” My o b scen e  o u tb u r s t  g rabs the  
a t t e n t io n  o f  nearby  guests  a n d  swerves m e in to  a ch ild ish  giggle 
t h a t  leaves my m o th e r  lo o k in g  su rp r is ing ly  h u r t .  H ead  h u n g  a n d  
eyebrows k n i t  to g e th e r  in a c ro ch e t  of sk in ,  she replies, “You 
k n o w  th a t  in th e  even t  o f  s o m e th in g  h a p p e n in g  to  b o th  your  
fa th e r  a n d  I, we w o u ld  have n o b o d y  else to  leave a n y th in g  to .”

It p a in s  me to  be  r e m in d e d  o f  th e  fact t h a t  th e  on ly  family. I 
k n o w  o u ts id e  of my h o m e  e i th e r  a b a n d o n e d  us o r  is dead .

Before  I c a n  dig in to  th e  st:>ggiest lo o k in g  f ren c h  fry o n  my 
th ic k  b lue  plate, I no t ice  t h a t  th ey ’re overcookeel a n d  th a t  the
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plate  is c h ip p e d  o n  th e  u p p e r  r igh t  side o f  the  rim. My m o th e r  
co n t in u e s ,  “So  god forbid t h a t  day sh o u ld  com e,  e v ery th in g  
w ou ld  be yours. E v ery th in g  f rom  th e  h o u se  to  o u r  in su ra n ce  
money, th e  cars a n d  your  tw o  b ro th e r s .”

It has b e en  th re e  years since my p a ren ts  d ied  on  th e  side o f  
R o u te  95 a n d  I c an  on ly  h o p e  th a t  it was less p a in fu l  t h a n  w h a t  
my b ro th e r s  a n d  1 have been  go ing  th ro u g h .  A f te r  the  init ial 
g r ie f  subs ided  a n d  th in g s  slowly cam e  to g e th e r  in w h a t  becam e  
o u r  new  life, 1 felt c o n te n t .  I q u i t  college see ing  as I had  to  serve 
as b o th  p a ren ts  to my twt) y o u n g e r  b ro th e rs .  My par t- t im e  job  b e 
cam e  obso le te  anel I to o k  up  fu l l- t ime activit ies such  as c leaning, 
c o o k in g  a n d  sh o p p in g  for th in g s  like yam s a n d  boys’ u n d e rw ea r .  
N o  o n e  really he lped  me ou t ,  aside f ro m  my cold, bus iness  savvy 
g r a n d fa th e r  w h o  to o k  care  of th e  c o m p l ica ted  f inanc ia l  t r a n s 
act ions .  However,  he th a n k fu l ly  lived over f ive-hundred  miles 
away. 1 was free to live th e  way 1 w a n te d  to in the  life t h a t  I was 
re -bu i ld ing  for th e  th re e  of us.

A l th o u g h  o u r  new life was far f ro m  n o rm a l ,  we began  to 
a d ap t  to a n d  enjoy o u r  s i tu a t io n .  I c o n s t ru c te d  a life for us t h a t  
m ad e  n e ig h b o rs  a n d  my g r a n d fa th e r  roll th e i r  eyes. A f te r  t rek 
k in g  th ro u g h  h o m e w o rk  a n d  study ing ,  I a llowed th e  boys to 
have th e i r  f r ien d s  over all week long. W e  sh a red  in h a n d  p a in t 
ing th e  b ase m e n t ,  a p ro jec t  t h a t  was in th e  m a k in g  at th e  t im e 
of my p a r e n t s ’ d e a th .  My boy fr ien d  m oved  in, servii\g  as the  
fa therly  role t h a t  my b ro th e r s  cou ld  nor  get e n o u g h  of. T h e  week
e n d s  were  fi lled w i th  day t r ip s  up  to th e  m o u n ta i n s  ani.1 d o w n  to 
th e  sea. D esp i te  th e  ju d g e m e n t  of o the rs ,  my b ro th e r s  succeeded  
in schoo l  a n d  w h e n  we w e re n ’t e m b a r k in g  o n  p i tc h in g  a te n t  in
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th e  backyard  o r  b u y in g  yet a n o th e r  reptile ,  we were  d o in g  the  
“r ig h t” th ing .

For tw o  years,  I telt hke  1 was l iv ing a d re am .  T h e n ,  so m e '  
t h in g  began  to  tu g  at me f ro m  w i th in .  Before my p a re n t s ’ d ea th ,  
I was a successful college s tu d e n t  on  th e  d e a n ’s list w h o  had  
h igh  h o p es  o f  go ing  for a m a s te r ’s degree  a n d  possibly a Ph.D. 
1 evaluated  th e  life I had  b e e n  liv ing for th e  pas t  tw o  years an d  
cam e  to  f ind  t h a t  so m e th in g  n eed ed  to  change .  D ead  o r  alive, I 
w a n te d  to m ak e  my p a ren ts  p ro u d .  It was t im e  to s ta r t  m a k in g  
s o m e th in g  of myself o th e r  t h a n  a Zl'year-old p a r e n t  to 10 and  
IZ-year-old boys

I t ’s a few h o u rs  past  o ran g e  d a w n  no w  a n d  I have ju s t  sen t  my 
b ro th e rs  o f f  to  th e  f irst day o f  th e i r  new  school .  W e  re loca ted  to 
Pennsy lvan ia  a b o u t  a year ago. O u r  new  h o u se  is e v e ry th in g  we 
cou ld  ever w a n t  in a ho m e.  T h e  f ro n t  yard is l i t te red  w ith  toy 
g u n s  a n d  dais ies. O u r  driveway e x te n d s  a b o u t  an  e igh th  o f  a 
m ile  f ro m  th e  tw o  lane  d i r t  road  n a m e d  “H e n r y ’s Lake R o a d ”. 
A few weeks ago, all th re e  o f  th e  boys t h o u g h t  it w ou ld  be nice 
to  scra tch  th e  “ry’s” o f f  o f  th e  ru s t in g  nieta l  sign. N o w  I live on  
“H e n  Lake R o a d ” w h ich  d o e s n ’t b o th e r  my avian  obsessed  self a 
bit. T h e  backyard  houses  a c r im so n  w o o d  co o p  w h e re  my chick- 
ens, p igeons a n d  tu rkeys are f ree  to  co m e  a n d  go.

Ins ide  o f  th e  h o u se  is f u r n i s h e d  w ith  my g ro w in g  1960’s / 7 0 ’s 
a r t  co llec t ion  a n d  va r ious  pieces o f  v in tage  f u rn i tu re .  I was never 
o n e  for new  th ings .  My b ro th e r s  have d eco ra te d  th e i r  new ro o m s  
w ith  w r in k le d  v id eo  g am e  poste rs  a n d  cu t-ou t  p ic tu res  of t ree  
frogs a n d  snakes.  O u r  k i tch en  is o v e rf lo w in g  w ith  w r o u g h t  i ron  
pots,  vegan c o o k b o o k s  a n d  p ic tu res  o f  o u r  pa ren ts .  O n e  o f  my

124 C A E S U R A



favorite  p ic tu res  h an g s  a longs ide  my fa m o u s  recipe  for p u m p k in  
c h o co la te  c h ip  c upcakes  w i th  th e  c in n a m o n  icing. I t ’s o f  my par
en ts  o n  o u r  o ld  f r o n t  s toop .  T h e y  w ere  o n  th e  way to  my m o th 
e r ’s h ig h  schoo l  r e u n io n  a n d  a c a n d id  sh o t  c au g h t  th e m  kissing  
w h i le  my m o m  playfully  g ra b b ed  my fa th e r ’s b e h in d .  T h e y  were  
always so p r o m is c u o u s  ancl th e  on ly  p a ren ts  1 k n e w  th a t  st ill  sa id 
“I love you!” at th e  e n d  o f  every p h o n e  call.

N o t  long  a f te r  my b o y f r ien d  leaves to  tak e  my b r o th e r s  to 
school,  I get d re ssed  for my first day  o f  work .  I se t t le  o n  decrep it  
s k in n y  jean s  f ro m  h ig h  schoo l  a n d  a W o o d s t o c k  sh i r t  t h a t  has 
th e  n eck l in e  hast i ly  cut-off. As I ’m sl ipp ing  in to  my sneakers ,
1 g rab  th e  a p ro n  t h a t  my m o th e r  used  to  w ear  w h e n ev e r  she 
was c o o k in g  a ho liday  meal.  Sh e  w o u ld  tie  t h e  k n o t ,  slap he r  
b e h in d  a n d  playfully  g ru n t ,  “D o  1 look  sexyyyV’ W h a t  a r iot.  I t ’s 
absolute ly  h id eo u s ,  t h r e a d e d  w i th  a n  array  o f  a u b u r n  roses a n d  
q u e s t io n a b le  s ta ins .  I t ak e  it n one the less ;  I ’ll n e e d  it today.

T h e  d r ive  d o w n  H e n  L ake  R o ad  is se rene.  Pale Blue Eyes 
by T h e  Velvet U n d e r g r o u n d  is seep in g  o u t  o f  my tap e  d eck  a n d  
th e  c ru s ty  yellow leaves are h a n g in g  like t insel  f ro m  th e  w in d .  
I ’m nervous .  All  a long  th e  d i r t  road,  I tak e  in  th e  c o u n t r y  m a n 
sions, t ra i lers  a n d  th e  go ld en  deer. I t ’s a go o d  few m iles  before  I 
h i t  t h e  highway. I tak e  on ly  th r e e  exits before  I get to  F r a m p to n s  
Lane ,  s tu ck  b e h in d  a g reen ,  lu m p y  t r a c to r  th e  e n t i re  t im e.

F r a m p to n ’s L an e  is a q u a in t  ro a d  th a t  caters to  th e  n eeds  o f  
th e  w e a l th ie r  p a r t  o f  to w n .  O n  it you c an  f in d  “Miss P e n e lo p e ’s 
S ta in e d  G la ss”, a sh o p  th a t  in  essence  sells n o t h in g  b u t  fancy 
lam p s  w i th  bugs a n d  f lowers o n  th e m .  N e x t  to  “P en e lo p e ’s” is 
“C o u n t r y  Jewelry”, a n  a n t iq u e  jewelry sh o p  t h a t  has  b e e n  r u n  
by Mr. a n d  M rs .  H a rv ey  “since be fore  P e n n sy lv an ia  even b eca m e  
a d a r n  sta te !”. B u t  if  s t a in e d  glass a n d  o ld  necklaces a r e n ’t y our
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th ing ,  t h e n  you c a n  skip over th o se  shops  a n d  go to  “D as Ferris 
W h e e l ”, a large s tore  spec ia liz ing  in  th e  i m p o r t a t i o n  o f  G e r m a n  
toys for th e  c h i ld re n  o f  w eal thy  p a ren ts .  It always smells like un- 
f in ish ed  w o o d  a n d  b lu eb e rry  scones in  there .

T h e  sh o r t  to u r  leads m e to  th e  p a rk in g  lot w i th  daisy fi lled 
flowers p o ts  sca t te red  a m o n g s t  th e  pe r im ete r .  I pull  my car  in to  
th e  n ea re s t  sp o t  a n d  slowly pull  th e  key o u t  o f  th e  ign it ion .  T h e  
store  has  a w o o d e n  face ancl big o ra n g e  f lowers d a n g l in g  near  
th e  door .  T h e  w in d o w s  are  covered  f ro m  th e  inside  w i th  cur- 
ta in s  m ore  like o ld  a rm y b lan k e ts  t h a n  a n y th in g  else. O u ts id e ,  
a few m is m a tc h in g  ro c k in g  cha irs  a n d  tables  are set-up for th o se  
w h o  w ish  to enjoy th e  fresh  m o u n ta i n  air. T h e  shiny m eta l  let
ters s t a n d  bo ld  a n d  curvy: “V in tag e  V e g an ”. My head  s inks  back 
in to  th e  h e a d re s t  o f  th e  d r iv e r ’s seat a n d  I a llow myself th ree  
m in u te s  to  re flec t  before  th e  s tore  gets u n lo ck e d .

M y p a ren ts  always w a n te d  to  see m e  m ak e  s o m e th in g  o f  
myself. It was th e i r  d r e a m  to see m e be  a boss a n d  to be  d o in g  
so m e th in g  th a t  m a d e  me happy.

I have b e e n  b u i ld in g  V in tag e  V egan  s ince  before  we even 
m o v ed  to  Pennsy lvan ia .  Sure ,  I d i d n ’t f in ish  college o r  e n d  up  
t e a c h in g  in  a c lass room . B u t  in s tead ,  I o p e n e d  th e  only  vegan 
bak ery  w i th in  a 57-mile rad iu s  a n d  I c an  on ly  h o p e  t h a t  my 
m o th e r  anci fa th e r  w o u ld  be  p ro u d .

I t ’s 8:59  A M . I’m t r e m b l in g  as I s tep  o u t  o f  my old, g reen  
B uick  a n d  take  th e  e leven steps th e  th e  f ro n t  door .  M y “H ipp ies  
W e lco m e !” sign greets  me as I p u sh  th e  brass key in to  th e  key
hole. It fits. I t u r n  it. I go inside.

T h e  a ir  is d a rk  a n d  sweet. It smells o f  c hoco la te  ch ip  p a n 
cakes a n d  V i rg in ia ’s d e n se s t  w oods .

126 C A E S U R A



'“W e  are m o re  o f ten  treach e ro u s  th ro u g h  
w eakness  t h a n  th ro u g h  c a lcu la t io n .”

Francois De La Rochefoucauld
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Kevin Macaluso

Alone

“Evacuate ,  Scott?  A re  you ser ious?”
“Benny, everyone  he re  is p ack in g  up a n d  g e t t in g  o u t ta  th is  

sh i th o le ,” S c o t t  locked  his h a n d s  b e h in d  his head  a n d  leaned  
back. “W h a t  th e  hell  are we go ing  to  do? A re  we jus t  go ing  to 
stay he re?” S c o t t  loo k ed  away f ro m  his  o lder  b r o th e r  to scan  th e  
d isheveled  g rocery  store .  T h e  on ce  b e au t i fu l  a n d  co lo rfu l  f lower 
s ec t ion  was shr ive led  a n d  wil ted .

“Precisely! T h i n k  a b o u t  it, m an .  I t ’s ju s t  go ing  to th e  tw o  o f  
us in th is  w ho le  store .  W e  w o u ld  have all these  supplies  a n d  food  
to  ourselves.  T h e r e  are p len ty  o f  places for s tu f f  a r o u n d  here  too. 
W e  c o u ld  easily r ide  th is  t h in g  ou t ,  m a n .  I t ’s N e w  York City, for 
C h r is sa k e s .”

It was B e n n y ’s idea to  head  u p to w n ,  o f  course .  A  m id d le  
schoo l  sc ience t each e r  before  the  o u tb rea k ,  every p lan  o f  act ion  
se e m e d  to be  his, a n d  he  had  b e co m e  the  de  facto  leader  o f  the  
g ro u p  o f  eleven refugees h id in g  in th e  a b a n d o n e d  su p e rm ark e t .  
H e  f ig u red  it w o u ld  have e n o u g h  resources to last t h e m  u n t i l  the  
g o v e rn m e n t  a n d  th e  a rm y  go t  th in g s  u n d e r  co n tro l .  M a n h a t t a n  
h a d  to be a to p  pr io r i ty  o n  th e i r  list, o r  so he  th o u g h t .

T h e  u n d e a d  k n o c k e d  o n  th e  w in d o w s  a n d  d o o rs  frantically. 
S o m e o n e  peeked  o u t  long  e n o u g h  to see tw o  m e n  d esp e ra te  for 
a place  to stay.

“A n d  n o w  th ey ’re leaving,” S c o t t  sa id. “Listen,  w h o ’s to  say 
w e’ll be  any safer o u t  o f  th e  city? W e  w o u ld  have to travel a long  
w i th  all th e  o th e r  refugees. T h o s e  are d e sp e ra te  people .  I ra th e r  
take  my ch an c es  w i th  th e  d a m n  u n d e a d  o u t  here.  A t  least th e y ’re 
p red ic tab le .  T h o s e  p eo p le  will kill you for supplies  in th e  b l in k  
o f  a god d a m n  eye!”

“W e  got fu c k in g  lucky w ith  th is  g ro u p  a n d  you k n o w  it! It 
was th e  m o s t  p eacefu l  tw o  weeks s ince the  o u tb re a k s  s t a r te d .”
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“I guess it’s th e i r  choice.”
“C o r re c t io n . . . i t ’s th e i r  loss,” B e n n y  p o u n d e d  th e  table  w i th  

his  fist. “W e ’ll live relatively nicely u n t i l  all th is  u n d e a d  shit  gets 

c leared  up .”
“You really t h in k  it’s go ing  to be  t h a t  easy?” S c o t t  was still 

u n s u r e  o f  his  b r o th e r ’s plan.
T h e  rest  o f  the  g ro u p  was p ack in g  w h a t  they  could .

“W h y  w o u l d n ’t it be? N o  o n e  else will  k n o w  w e ’re d o w n  here  
a n d  w e’ll have e n o u g h  food  to last a lifetime. T h e  on ly  t h in g  is if 
they  cu t  th e  w a ter  supply  w e’re go ing  to have to  m ak e  th e  bo t t led  

w a te r  we d o  have last.”
“W e  already d o n ’t have w a rm  w a ten  D o  you t h i n k  th ey ’ll 

s top  t h e  w ater?” S c o t t  a sked  h es i tan t ly  n o  w a n t in g  to h e a r  the  
answer,  b u t  as always he  lookeci to  his big b ro th e r .  A f te r  all, he 

was always th e  sm a r te r  one.
“S co t t ,  th is  tu c k in g  smell  is u n b e a ra b le ,  m an ,

“T h e n  close y our  legs.”
“G o o d  one ,  jackass.  Seriously, w h a t  th e  hell  is t h a t  smell? 
“W ell ,  it co u ld  be  th e  t h o u s a n d s  o f  d e c o m p o s in g  corpses 

o u ts id e  o r  it c o u ld  be  all th is  o rgan ic  fo o d  r o t t i n g  away in here. 

T ak e  your  pick.”
T h e  b ro th e rs  w a lk ed  by th e  f ru i t  displays a n d  looked  at 

all th e  f ru i t  w h ic h  was o n c e  b r ig h t  a n d  v ib ra n t ,  n o w  was b ro w n  

a n d  foul.
“W h y  are th ese  d a m n  flies everyw here?” S c o t t  asked. 
“O n c e  again,  take  y o u r  pick, th e  u n d e a d  o r  t h e —”
“Fru it ,  1 know, b u t  th e r e ’s go t ta  be  so m e  bu g  spray  o r  shit  

in  h e re .” H e  gazed absen tly  across th e  large m arke t .
“D o n ’t you t h i n k  so m e o n e  else w o u ld  have  h a d  th a t  idea 

already? T h e y  h a v e n ’t b e e n  here  t h a t  m u ch  longer  t h a n  us, b u t
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e n o u g h  t im e  t h a t  so m e o n e  w o u ld  get t icked  o f f  by these  f r igg in’ 
fhes.  W e  have to take  care  all th e  ro t t i n g  fo o d .”

“W ell ,  h o w  long d o  you t h i n k  th e  freezers c an  stay th e  way 
they  are?” S c o t t  asked. T h e  freezers ha ti  b e en  c o n d e n s e d  a n d  
on ly  a few useci. A l l  th e  ice t h a t  was th e re  w h e n  th e  f irst  g ro u p  
a r r ived  h a d  b e e n  p u t  t h a t  sm all  p o r t io n .  T h e y  packed  it fu l l  o f  
all th e  m ea t  they  possibly c o u ld  f ind  w i th in  th e  store.  It was clear 
they  v a lu ed  th e  m e a t  over all o th e r  foods.  H e  d o u b te d  th e  cur- 
r e n t  sta te  o f  th e  freezers, b u t  c o n s id e r in g  th e re  was n o  electricity  
it he ld  u p  as well as anyone  c o u ld ’ve h o p e d  fon B e n n y  a n d  S c o t t  
w a lk ed  u p  th e  escala tors  to th e  doors .

“So you guys are  really  ju s t  go ing  to stay h ere?” asked  Marge,  
a m idd le-aged  R u ss ian  w o n ia n ,  h e r  h a ir  s h o r t  a n d  messy.

“Yeah, w e ’ll be  ju s t  f ine ,” B e n n y  replied .
“I really h o p e  so. You always d id  have t h a t  sense  o f  h u m o r ,  

f ro m  th e  se c o n d  you tw o  walketl  in t h a t  d o o r .” M arge  placed 
h e r  h a n d  o n  h e r  h ead .  “You d id  h e a r  th e  e v acu a t io n  calls r igh t?” 

“H o w  c o u ld  you not? I h o p e  y o u ’re safe. M arge.  Rem em - 
her, safety first .” M arge  a n d  th e  o th e rs  sa id th e i r  goodbyes.  T h e y  
to o k  o n e  last look  at  th e i r  m ak e sh i f t  sh a n ty  to w n ,  th e i r  h o m e  for 
th e  pas t  tw o  weeks ,  a n d  they  were  gone. O n c e  th e  d o o r s  sh u t  it 
was o n ly  th e  b r o th e r s  left in  there .

“L e t ’s m ove th is  sh i t  back  a n d  t h e n  d o  s o m e th in g  w i th  the  
d a m n  f ru i t , ” B e n  said.

Were really alone now, Ben th o u g h t .  It to o k  th e  tw o  m e n  tw o 
h o u r s  to  pile back  u p  th e  go o d s  aga ins t  th e  f r o n t  doors .  S w e a t  
ing, th e  th ey  th re w  back  w a rm ,  exp ired  beers  a n d  c o n te m p la te d  
th e i r  n e x t  move.

“So you co m e  u p  w i th  a d isp o sa l  p lan  for th e  d a m n  f ru i t  
s t i n k in ’ u p  th is  jo in t?” asked  Scott .
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“W e  c o u ld  t ry  to b u r n  all  o f  it, b u t  I d o n ’t k n o w  w h a t  k in d  

o f  smell  t h a t  w o u ld  p u t  o u t ,” o ffe red  Benny.
“A n d  we w o u ld  have  to  use  l ighter  fluid,  a n d  we need  th a t  

sh i t ,” S c o t t  said. “O r  we c o u ld  t ry  to  d u m p  it so m ew h ere .”
“T h e r e ’s no, like, s in k h o le  o r  bo i le r  ro o m  th a t  leads to  th e  

sewers or  a n y th in g  in  here  som ew here ,  is there?” B e n n y  p a u sed  

for a second .
“W ell,  we c ou ld  d r o p  it in th e  sewers o u ts ide .”
“I’ll deal  w i th  th e  smell .  I t ’s n o t  w o r th  it to go o u t  th e re .” 

“I t ’ll be  quick ,  they  w o n ’t even no t ice  us. W e ’ll e m p ty  o u t  
th e  c rates a n d  p u t  as m u c h  f ru i t  as we c an  in  th e re  a n d  th e n  ju s t  
d u m p  it a n d  get back  it here  qu ick .  It s h o u ld n ’t take  longer  th a n  

five m in u te s .”
“W ell,  I guess y o u ’re r ig h t  le t’s just  get th is  sh i t  o u t ta  here.  1 

c a n ’t take  th is  smell  a n d  m o s t  of all th e  d a m n  flies.’

B en n y  a n d  S c o t t  place th e  r o t te n  f ru i t  in th e  crates a n d  h a u le d  

th e m  u p  th e  escalator.
“O h ,  crap. N o w  we have to m ove all th is  sh i t  again? C a n t  we 

jus t  leave it here? I t ’s far away it w o n ’t smell  so bad .”
“It has to  go so o n .  I t ’s c rea t in g  C 0 2  and  a lot o f  it.”

“D o n ’t we n e ed  t h a t  to  live th o u g h ? ”
“Yeah, so m e  Sco t t ,  b u t  as t im e  goes by it will  p ro d u c e  m o re  

a n d  m ore.  W e  d o n ’t have a s teady f low  o f  oxygen in to  here  ei- 
ther .  N e x t  t h in g  you k n o w  w e’ll be  in  a sta te  o f  acidosis. W e  

w o n ’t be  able to  fu n c t io n  properly .”
“H u h ,  d o n ’t  get all Mr. Sc ien t is t  o n  m e.”
“W ell,  s imply it has  to  go.”

S c o t t  a n d  B e n n y  w o rk e d  for a wh i le  to  c lear a p a th  once  again.  It
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h a d g r o w n  d a rk  a n d  th ey  grew t ired .
“Ben, I k n o w  you said th is  s tu f f  got  to  go, b u t  c a n ’t we wait  

for m o r n in g  at least? You k n o w  it’s d a n g e ro u s  o u t  th e re  in th e  
da rk .  You c a n ’t see th o se  d a m n  th in g s  sn e a k in g  up. R e m e m b e r  
w h a t  a lm o s t  h a p p e n e d  to  Big L arry  w h e n  he w e n t  o u ts ide  to try  
to  seal th e  sh a t te red  glass?”

B e n n y  gave S c o t t  the  a re-you-kidding-me look.
“Sco t t ,  we jus t  w o rk e d  for w h a t  h ad  to have b e e n  over an  

h o u r  to c lear  th is  s tu f f  a n d  you w a n t  to s top  now? Besides we 
c a n ’t leave th e  d o o rs  like th is  o v e rn igh t .  W h o  k n o w s w h a t  w e ’ll 
w ak e  u p  to?”

“B u t  it is d a rk ,  B en .”
“So less c h a n c e  t h a t  th ey ’ll see us, co m e  o n  now.”

This is not smart, S c o t t  th o u g h t .  H e  k n e w  it w a s n ’t th e  best  o p '  
t ion ,  b u t  his b r o th e r  never s teered  h im  w ro n g  in th e  past .

“A lr ig h t ,  Sco t t ,  r u n  o u t  th e re  a n d  o p e n  th e  sewer cap. H ere  
take  th is ,” H e  h a n d e d  S c o t t  a small ,  s h a rp  piece o f  iron  th ey  h ad  
fo u n d  in th e  m a in t e n a n c e  ro o m .  “Y ou’ll be able  to  p ry  it o p e n  
w i th  th is  a n d  I’ll r u n  th e  f ru i t  over th e re  a n d  d r o p  it.”

“W h y  d o  1 have to be  th e  o n e  t h a t  goes o u t  th e re  first? H u h ,  
sm artass?  I t ’s y our  p lan .  You go,” S c o t t  p u sh e d  the  piece o f  i ron  
b ack  in to  B e n n y ’s chest.

“Because  y o u ’re s t ro n g e r  a n d  c o u ld  get it o p e n  quickly,” 
B enny  k n e w  his  b r o th e r  was right, b u t  h a d  to divert .

“I’m  n o t  b u y in g  it th is  t im e.  I always d o  every th ing .  W e  
sh o u ld  ju s t  w ait  u n t i l  m o r n in g .”

“W e ’re r ig h t  he re  a n d  th e r e ’s on ly  a few w alkers  in sight. It 
w o n ’t be  h a rd .  I f  you really w a n t  m e to go f irst I’ll go, b u t  you 
b e t t e r  be  q u ick  w i th  th e  f ru i t ,” B e n n y  said, k n o w in g  his you n g e r  
b r o th e r  w o u ld  cave.
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“W h a te v e r ,  I ’U d o  th e  d a m n  sewer cap,” S c o t t  re luc tan t ly  
to o k  th e  piece o f  i ro n  a n d  g r ip p e d  it tightly.

“A lr ig h t ,  good ,  you see it? I t ’s to  th e  left,” B en  p o in te d  in 
th e  d i rec t io n .  “Shit ,  I c an  barely see it.“

“Barely, I’m n o t  sure .” He c o u ld n ’t m ak e  o u t  a n y th in g ,  s train- 
ing  to  m ak e  o u t  th e  d a rk  sewer cap. “A lr ig h t ,  take  th e  m achete ,  

th e  p ipe  a n d  a c ra te  w i th  you .”
“I on ly  have tw o  h a n d s ,  you k now ?”
“Really?” B en n y  p u t  his p a lm  o n  his fo rehead .  “P u t  th e  pipe  

a n d  th e  m ac h e te  in  th e  cra te  a n d  w a lk  o n  over th e re .”
“You jus t  have  all th e  answ ers  d o n ’t you?”

B e n n y  ce r ta in ly  t h o u g h t  he  did. “W ell,  a c tual ly  yeah, p re tty  
m u ch .  C o m e  o n  m ak e  th is  c]uick, we have  to  m ove th is  s tu f f  
back  a n d  th e n  get so m e  shuteye.”
S c o t t  g a th e re d  his  b u n d le  a n d  B en  he ld  th e  d o o r  o p e n  for h im .

“Be qu ick ,  S c o t t . ”

S c o t t ’s pace was slow, b u t  de libera te .  T h e  u n d e a d  h a d  n o t  no- 
t iced h im  yet. As he  a p p ro a c h e d  th e  sewer cap, he fu m b le d  the  
c ra te  a n d  th e  p ipe  fell o u t  w i th  a loud  r in g in g  clank.

“Shit ,  c o m e  on ,  d o n ’t no t ice  h im ,” B en n y  w h isp e re d  to him- 
self. H is  h a n d s  w ere  s h a k in g  so v io lently  he  c o u ld  barely ho ld  
t h e  d o o r  o p e n .  Sudden ly ,  before  he  c ou ld  even  get th e  sewer 

o p e n ,  saw th e m  all at once.
“S c o t t  h u r r y  up! T h e y ’re c o m in g !” B e n n y  was pan ick ing .
“S h u t  up, I a lm o s t  go t  it!” S c o t t  sc ream ed .
A  large sw arm  o f  u n d e a d  h a d  ga th e red .  T h e i r  m o a n s  were  

t h u n d e r o u s .  B e n n y  sc ream ed ,  pan ick ed .
“Fuck  th e  f ru i t ,  leave it, R U N ! ”
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THE END
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