:

Warner Pacific College
Spring 2005, Volume 4
.
b
It
|
I
|
1
REF
LD
5721
W75
R635 |

2005




-~ ROCINANTE , L
Warner Pacific College, Portland Oregon . : L e
Spring 2005, Volume 4.

Edirorial Sl:aEF
‘ Chief Ediror Zach White
Layout Edito_r Amy Hayes
" Publicity Editor Andria Cotton
General Editors
Danie] Ray -
Marie Palmer
Amy Carlson
AshJe_y Keever
Carmen Rotari’
Advisors .

1.D. Mclntire
Dr. Pamela Plimpton

Front Cover Art
Brendan Abraham Murphy lost o1 the moon

This issue of Rocinante is published by the Warner Pacific College Humaniries Department and the Spring 2005 Literary Magazine Produc-
tion class, The views and opinions expressed in the issue do not necessarily represenr those of the editorial staff, advisors, Warner Pacific
College or any of its afhiliates. All rights and ownetship to material fourid herein remain the property of the author or artisis. Submissions
published as submitted except for minor grammatical, punctuation and spelling adjustments.

Address correspondence ro:

Rocinante

Warner Pacific College Humanities Department
2219 Se 68th Avenue

Portland, OR 97215

Warner Pacific Colleqe [
: ge Libra
2219 SE 58ih Ave, Y
Portland, OR 87215

B



Mission Statement

Men must be saught as if you raught them not
And things unknown propoesed as things forgor.
~Alexander Pope-

When Jesus was reaching here on earth in physical form, He of-
ten used questions to answer questions, ot told stories in response to
questions he was asked. Both of these methods bring the questioner
to or towards the answers they were seeking. This process occurred
within the individual and his or her own refation to the question ot
story; rather than purely outside of them by being told the answer
by Jesus. Simply stating the answer is a static process. Truly teaching
as He did, is “teaching as if you raught them not.” That is the goal
of this magazine and the art within. By telling the tight stories and
asking the right questions, regardless of the language of art chosen
to achieve this goal, be it fiction, non-fiction, poetry, prose, critical
pieces, visual art, even musical compositions, the hopeful intenrion
of Rocinante is to act as a catalyst, causing the reader to seek, and
continue to seek. S P )

In his quest to find true love, the disillusioned knight Don
Quixore of La Mancha rode upon his horse called Rocinante. I
our quest to find true enlightenment, Rocinante is our vehicle to
take us to the realization of cur own illusions, carrying us, through
art, dutifully down an endless road of human folly; faith, sincerity
and jest. Itis to hope as Quixote did, perhaps vainly, yet faichfully,
thar nor all who wander are lost, and that those who seek shall find.
Above all Rocinante is a reminder not to take ourselves too seriously
as we seek, ro not despair along the way,
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Letter frﬁm_the Ed.i?tor

No one ever actually reads these things when there is much more -
interesting stuff inside. With that in mind I shall not belabor the
point of a Letter from the Editor. The forming of Rocinante is no
small task, and yet it often can seem as foppish as charging at wind-
mills. Similarly, creating art anid sharing it with others can often
seem as equally ridiculous. It rakes a sort of courage to overcome
this fear of foppery, and for those who did, my fellow fools and I
-- err | mean editors — salute you. To everyone else who did not
submit but should have, we give the slightest knowing ned.

With the production of Rocinante now as an accredited class,
this year’s inagazine has been the most democratic, and as holds true
with most democracies, the least efficient. To begin with we have
had many presidents (teachers), four to be exact, yer three the same.
Fitst there was a teacher, then no teacher. Then the same teacher, yet
at class time there was no teacher. Finally the same teacher, who quit

- again, resulting in the addition of our newest adjunct and savior,

J.D. Mclntire. Mobilization has been a slow process, and there are
pieces in this magazine that I would not have sclected as dictator,
and there are some rejected which [ most enjoyed: Nevertheless we
have a fabulous magazine this year, again. Qur little school hasa
wnultitude of artists to be proud of, and people committed to exhib-
iting this art in the form of a literary magazine that are as diligenit
and dedicated as any school could wish. o _

Happy Wanderings,
Zach
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- .On the Steets of Sataje;.ro '
Andria Cotton

What comes to your mind when you hear Sarajevo?

Sounds Familiar
I should know
more about it but I don’t [

think'] remember something about it on the news

A while ago
A war

Not too long ago World War I, WWTI, Vietnam...

Those were a long time ago
Things are different now
We didn't know

about Auschwirz otherwise we would have stepped in We knew

about Sarajevo

We knew

The sky of the Sarajevo dusk is a moody
blue cut by streaks of neon pink. Jordan and

I sldwly walk the path of the river thar flows '

along the historic downtown. About every
150 feet a bridge ctosses the river. I wonder
which one was the bridge that Archduke
Franz Ferdinand was assassinated on in
1914, the shot thar started the first World
War, right here in Sarajevo.

We meander along the sidewalk in a
second world daze. Releasing hands, we
sneak in a few pictures and try to consider
ourselves as artists, not tourists. We take one
of the burnt library. The edifice remains,
burt the insides wene up in flames during
the war. The fire licked every last page of
recorded history. The Call to Prayer comes
out of speakers hanging frem one of the
hundreds of mosques. They all come on
in unison, although their songs are not
synchr_oniztd, and the clarnoring of voices
creates an uncomfortable moan. Haunted
and enchanted by the man who sings, I have
begun to fook forward to his plea that inter-
rupts us five times a day. .

My boyfriend Jordan and [ are in Bosnia
visiring his sister Dayna and his brother-
in-law Martr who are YWAM missionaries.
They live in a small apartment that they
have decotated with arrifacts gathered from
[hﬁir travels a[ollnd the World. Thcy grapple
with the language, and learn to cook outside
of American packages; it is a perfect setting
for two people who ate learning to live as
one. God recently gave them a car, so they
are getting used to driving on cobblestone
roads where the horn is used as often as the

brake pedal; pedestrians get one honk. If -

. l'hCy dOﬂ[ maove thﬂy should CXPECt a bIOW .

from the side mitrot.

Matt and Dayna take us into town and
we drive past clumps of hunched over
people waiting for a bus. Two girls carch my

attention. They are stretched long and thin, .
their denim toathpick legs are propped up
by spiky stiletros, their hipbones jut out of
their bodies, hovering over the dead pave-
ment. One of them has her arms crossed,
like she is rired of waiting. The other has

a passive aggressive hand on her hip. She
takes a puff of a cigarette. Her lips pout out
of emaciated jawbones. They arc the ones
the models try to imitate. They ate the real
thing.

“The youth in Bosnia want to leave,”
Dayna says. “The ones that ate educated
don’r want to wait around here.”

We drive along the outskirts of the
downtown berween green, grassy fields and
gray, gravel bnildings. On my right T see
the Olympic rings that still tower over the
ciry. There was a time when all eyes were
on Sarajevo as a symbol of peace, unity,
and hope. Less than a decade later — war,
fragmentation, despair. The Olympic tower
hovers over the city, mocks the city, reminds
the city. Sports were one of the only things
that unified the people during the war.
They'd call a ceasefire for a game of soccer.
Two hours of peace. Two hours without
the crack of a gun or the scream of a sniper
victim. The only screams were those of the
wild fans. When the clock stopped, they'd
grab for their guns,

Sarajevo used to be the image of En-
lightenment dreams. It was a place where
Muslims, Orthodox and Catholics lived
in peace, yet maintained their distinction.

All of that was washed out in the Ethnic

" Cleansing, The downtown is heavy with

modern sadness. The buildings that used to
represent the future now wither. They are
not strong enough to hold up under the
pressures of idealism. The socialist housing
complexes stare with eyes glazed over, jaded
by their sameness, neglected by the visionar-

ies who birthed them. Chunks of the apart-
meats are missing from the building’s side.
When did it all fall apart?.

“They said thar communism was about
equality, righe?” Matt said. “Well it wastt.
Sute, no one got a special deck, or anything,
But they don't have elevarors in those build-
ings. Some people had to walk up twenty
flights of stairs, grandmas too. The govern-
ment did a pretty bad job keeping np with
the maintenance on those places and since
people didn’t own them, no one wanted ro
take on the burden of repairs.” It doesn’t
look like anyone is too concetned with that
now, either. I could imagine all of these dred
bnildings around e all giving up at once,
tumbling down in a fury of dust and rubble.
What keeps them standing anyway?

‘Back at the apartment, Mart puts the
candy ted Decesvi on the stove and waits”
for the water to almost boil. At thit point -
he drops two scoops of the finely ground
brown flecks in the water, stirs and waits.
As the moistened grounds rise to the top,
he skims them off and dollops a spoon-
ful into each mug. When the now brown
water begins to boil over the top, he pours
the Turkish coffee and we all sit and drink
together. The coffee is rich, flowing like
melted chocolate. It's perfect with the
baklava that you can get at the bakeries for
only one mark. As T cup the mug with two
hands and sip the.smooth mixture slowly,

I look up at the main living roomn wall and
the enormous mutal that overtakes it. The
painting is of a sunset, at least five shades
of orange. Black cowboy silhouettes ride
along the mandarin sky. I think about what
would have possessed someone to paint”
that on their wall. Matt and Dayna told

us abour their fandlord who lives upstairs.
During the war, he moved his family down
to the apartment that we were now staying
in -- less chance of sniper fire down there.
Maybe they painted it as something to do
while they passed the time as prisoners in
their own home. Maybe they painted itina
claustrophobic hysteria, as an alternative to
clawing art the walls. : :

"The walls are comforting until they start
closing in. I get to choose when I come and
ga. In this case I get to choose my claustro-
phobia - the house, or the streets. It’s a new
day. I choose the streets. Today they smell
of mud after the rain. The sun glistens on
the lead puddles. Tasting the spicy Chevape
mear in the air, I get hungry for the warm
bread and the creamy yogurt sauce that goes
with it. We walk deeper into the Turkish
side of the city and turn left on Brass Alley.
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“How much_does this cost?” I ask the
mar, holding up a turquoise tea pot,

“Come inside,” he says. “Just come - -
inside.” He's not asking me. He's telling me.
I follow him into the store. It is thick with
smoke. Through the haze 1 see hundreds
of brass and silver coffee sets that line the-
walls and shimmer against the dull shelves.
Inside, the man tells me chat the teapot is
fifteen marks. That is more than I want to

spend, so I ask the price of something else. T.

don' really want anything now. T just wanr
to get out. The rman spits out prices at me;
each time lower and lower. He is desperate
and [ am caught up in the whirlwind of hu-
manitarian sorrow and the limitations of my
vacation budget. Jordan saves me, pulling
me out of the shop' He says the "good bye™ -

and “thank you” and I shrug empatherically.

“Stop following them in there,” he says.
“I can't help it. I don’t know what to say

to them,” I reply.

“Are you even looking for anything?”

“T just want a turkish coffee set for mé
and a coffee pot for Marcy.”

“Do you have ro go into every store?”

“No.” T could go into every store though.
Brass Alley. They all sell the same thing,
but each has its own twist. Some sell special
fabrics, some sell water Ibongs'and some sell
jewelry. They all sell brass coffee sets. Brass
Alley is a reminder of the old world. The
way it use to be, before the war. Old town
Sarajevo is still recovering. A new building
stands alengside an old oné. The old one
still has blast marks indented in its side.
These are the streets of Sarajevo. As they
slowly rebuild the city, one hand holds the
harnmer, the other holds the side that seill

aches from the wound.

And There Are Those We Never Say Good-
bye To
Heather Joice

I didn't sleep much the night before;
there was jnst too much on my mind. Tyler
and I had been laboring alt day long over
creating a “wedding weekend schedule,”
proofing vendor contracts; and searching the
internet for a local cake bakery that would
actually deliver on a Sunday, [ realized it
was late and crawled into bed. My brain
didn’t want to slow down for the night. One
o’clock came and went. Two o'clock. Insan-
ity was quickly approaching. With class in
the morning, I desperately wanted some
sleep, any sleep. Surrendering to the exhaus-
tion of simply being awake at that hour, I
finally dozed off -~ it must have been at least
three o’clock, but I den't really know.
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Brendan Abrabam Murpﬁy

idea one knocked ou the door, present hcr case an hour ot more
_and left me feeling satisfied, trust worthy were her steadfast eyes,

but when came in idea two, convincing, smart did he argue

that quandary came to find me last, and said forget it all and fast,’

but nagging would not feign confuse, the cases left did still argue

that black is black and white is white and caught me in their tempered fight
that when i tired had to admit, though contradictions veiled the fit

that everything i had assumed was left behind in finding both were true.

The next thing T remember is the un-’
friendly scream of my alarm clock, waking
me into another day. As I drug myself to the
shower, | was already daydreaming about

'squeezing in an afternoon nap after school.

. 'This motivated me through breakfast, my-

morning classes, and all the way home. I ate
a rushed lunch, half- hcartedly worked on
some homework, and then happily proceed-
ed to reward myself. I turned the fireplace
on, wrapped up in my favorite quilt, and
drifted...I could hear the small noise of

oy dad typing at 1 the computer in the next

room, and there was the faint sound of cars
driving by outside. I was not quite asteep
when I remembered to turn off my cell
phone; nothing was going to interrupt me.
With that doue, [ was out.

So ofter we live our lives as if the next day
is 4 guarantee. Each day after the last, like
dockwork. We are invincible, and living for
the future; the world is ripe with promise.

Yet it only takes a second for this illusion to

crumble, changing us into people who wish for
the day before; we want our time back.

It had been three honrs; [ woke up and
awkwardly stumbled to the kitchen for a
glass of water, The living room was too hot
now. I couldn’t fall back asteep. My dad
had left for work, leaving a note a.éking me
to make sure the dishes got done before
mom got home later. The house was silent.
I turned my phone back on; maybe Tyler
had called. Sute enough, I had messages. I
only got through my first message. My life
quickly changed while I listened as Tyler
painfully told me that Brandon, cur best
friend Ryan’s brother, had died. “There had
beeri an accident...] needed to call him ...
click” I stood there,
dish towel in hand, tears flowing, wondering
why, numb to the world, upset that Tyler
hadn'c called the house phone, shocked that

someone so young, so good, had just been

soon...where was ..

taken from us.

Housts of phone calls followed th1s voice-
mail: friends calling friends, sad, confused,
gathering information -- lifing each other

up, because the burden is much too heavy
to carry alone. I text Ryan: “I know you
must be getting tons of calls -- so I wanted
to write and tell you how sorry I am and
ove you™ I cry, I weep, I grieve. How
painful to lose a brother, how painful to lose
a friend. Ryan texts me back: “Thanks so
much. Love you too.” I call Tylér, and we
talk about Brandon, about how we didn't
even want to ask about how he died. Did
he suffer. ., was he alone. . did he know? I
thought how angry I 'was going to be if hed
been hit by a deunk driver, then paused,
deciding chat I'was already angry. T said
whar makes it worse is that no one got to
say good-bye. Tyler agreed and told me his
parents were going ovet to Ryan’s house, his
mom made some food to take. They wanted
to help. I suggested that sad people don't
have appetites. [ had to go; my call waiting
was bccping._ Morte explaining, more crying,
confusion, anger, questions...more friends
call. Everyone wants to know why, they
want to be sorry enough to change it, and
we all want to go back 1o yesterday.

We want to say good-bye. To tell the ones
we love that they mean the world i us. Leave
no unfinished business, We want closure, to
touch, to fisten, to remember -- before its too

" lase, This is not always possible, Sometimes we

are robbed of reaching out that one lust time,
that last embrace - we only have the memory
of before, when we didn’t know there would
be an empty place in the world. We become
unjustly stripped of eur comforts, security, and
our sanity. The world becomes ugly and cruel,
like death and there are those we never say
good-bye to.

1 wog’t sleep much tonight; there is just
too much on my mind. T have been laboting
all day ovet a pain, a loss, a tragedy. [ realtze
it is late; I want to go to sleep. Tomorrow
will be another day, atriving like-clockwork.
I call Tyler -- I want to say gOOdI']ight. ..be
careful on the road...I love you so much...

goodbye.

For Brandon Moor 1983-2005




Godasa DEwnst;ucﬂonﬁt
Zach White

T buily that whole house three summers
ago,” [ said to her. It was nearly two in the
morning, We were a few hundred meters from
my grandparent’s house, and I was going as
slowly as possible, dreading our arrival, It was
& feeling I have commonly had the last few
years when approaching that house, and one
that I am not yer used to. [ used to lové going
to their house, and most af my best child-
hood memories involve my dad’s parents, and
Medford, Oregon, Medford is one of the best
places on earth. It has a raw simplicity that
is, for periods of time, guite refreshing, That
night Medford was foggy, miserably wet, and
underlined with a sullen and demented cold,

. 1 rounded the second m'rzéty—_dégree turn
“and approached the driveway. Kaleds brother
was still asleep in the backseas; her mom was
awake, but pretending not to pay attention
to us. It iv an old trick mothers think they are
good at, but arém’t. Kaled squeezed my hand
and smiled, she had heard the quaver in my
voice [ was trying to conceal. There was not a
Iot she could say, and that was a good thing.
Silence, when used effectively, speaks the things
words never quite get around, I remember
whenever she called me as I was building, my
grandpa couldnt understand her name, and
called her “Korea.” I always wrote it out for
him, but be conld never remember. I reminded
her of that and we both smiled,

Finally I tisrned into the driveway and
passed the truck my cousin Paul smashed that
summer when be wasn't old enough to drive,
It was my fault for letring him, but thar is
another story. We got out of Kaleds mom’s car
and headed up vowards the studio aparment.
My grandma left it unlocked becauie she knew
she wouldn't be awake when we got there, My
grandpa built it over bis little shop area that
is disconnected but only a few feet from the
bouse. As I walked in [ was overcome with
memaries, After settling the guests into bed,

I crawled into my sleeping bag on the floor.
Things pounded in my head as [ tried to sleep.,
{ was dreading waking up to meet my grand-
parents. '

I spent a whole summer jin Medford
berween my junior and senior year of high
school. It was life-changing in ways I cannot
put into words. I was allowed to have the
two-bedroom apartment all to myself. It
was freeing. I had a car, and an apartment, a
job, but [ had no friends, nor time to build
friendships. I did build that house though.
Granted it was hot a big house, nor the
most beautiful ever, bur it served its purpase
in the neighborhoad, which was relatively

modeérare, accomodaring housing at low
cost. _ .
My grandpa invired me for the summer,

atleast he thought he did. T really gave him

the idea thar he should build a house and I
could come work for him for the surnmer. It
happened just how I thought it would. He
forgot it was my idea, and the next time he
saw me he asked me if I wanted to do it. T
told him I did want to, smirking a little in-
side. It was not that I was uking advantage
of him or causing him to lose money, but
just that I got to do what I wanted. I knew
he often had thoughts and ideas and forgot
the source. At the time I thought this fact to
be nothing more than a little memory loss.
A week later my grandpa and T were
staking out the house, and had the site

excavated. In a few days we were building

-* and leveling the forms for the foundarion.

It must be mendoned that while we gor this
project done rather quickly, we used “old” or
out of date methods for things. To level the
foundation we actually used a warer level,
which is just water in a plastic tube. There
are no nail guns on any of my grandpa’s job
sites, practically the only electrical devices
are skill saws. Even for screwdrivers we used
an old wooden-handled thing, which had to
be pressed hard in order to screw the screw
in. I dom’t think it was so much of an inten-
tional thing as much as that was how he was
used to doing it. '

Driving down rhere that summer was a
growing experience. I must admir I cried
sotmie as a seventeen-year-old leaving the
house for the first time as well as a beauti-
ful girl T had just met that [ was sure would
forget me in the next three months. It was
pouring rain all the way down to about
Wolf Creek. I only cried to abonr Albany.
By Grants Pass it was hot and I was smiling,
singing “Dammit” by Blink 182 at the top
of my lungs. I guess that was growing up.

As [ lay in bed thinking abouz all of
this, the light was changing outside. It was
beginning to get lighter and the factory by my
grandparents’ house started it work again. It
gave a wonderful smell to the whole area. T
groaned thinking of how tired I would be in
the morning and of my seven-hour drive with
Kalea and her family, I clased my eyes and
tried to sleep biit kept remembering things that
wonldn’t ler me.

One of the things my parents liked about
that trip for the summer was that they knew
my grandparents wete getting old, and it
wonld be good to spend as much rime as
possible with them before things changed.

1 thought little of it at the beginning of my

stay, but I learned so much about them J
never knew before. The things I learned are
things I cannot specifically remember, but
which refine my perception of the essence of
who they were.

My grandpa always kept a litde steno
notebook in which he wrote everything we
needed for the house. I didn't think much
of it unril he lost the natebook. He couldnt
remember what we needed to do for that
day. I didn't really take much notice. It was
just kind of a hassle. We searched and 1 f-
nally found it in his trnck. I really pondered
the night I found that notehook about how
people get older and lose themselves slowly,
and wondered who's there to find them. I
decided I wanted my grandparents to write

_ letters I could read to my own childten as

a way to connect them to these incredible
people with so much ro say abour life

It was an awlward request, and I never
got around to it, Now [ wish that I had.
Things went on through the whole summer
with a systemaric variation between the ela-
tion of building and the melancholy of lone-
liness and deterioration. My grandpa and
I were usually the only ones on the jobsite.
My cousin Tony came for the pouring of the
foundation, and we got the flooriug done
by the middle of Tuly. We took a week off
at that point because all of my family was
going to be there for a week. It was nice ro
see my family for™a short time, but I was re-
ally into building because we were about to
start framing and rhat is when it really starcs
looking like 2 house. We framed the day
after everyose left. Two days actually, since
my grandpa forgot to call for the studs. |

I loved my grandparents, but I was lonely
for friends and people my age. I tock the
loneliness out working, My grandpa was so
impressed he npped my houtly pay to ten
dollars an hour -~ not bad for a seventeen-
year-old. My first checl however, he forgot
my wage. I didn't let him forger. I was his
memory that summer. He almost forgot
many things -- nails, boards, subeontractors,
and meals. Afrer my first week I merely as-
sumed the role and thought nothing of it.

There is something therapeutic about
framing. When I am doing it I never want
it to end. As [ said before, we never used
new tools, so we framed the whole house
with plain old hammets and nails. It must
have been a sight, a sixty-eight-year old
man and his seventéen-year-old grandson
working away, wearinfg shorts and nail bags,
our smoothly tanned Indian skin, oily with
sweat in one-hundred-and-two degree heat.
He always wore his T-shitt wrapped around
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his head. It looked so ﬁnny, dﬁost likea

- long head rag the rappers wear these days.

I quickly gained a good hammer stroke,
setting the nail in one blow, moving swiftly
from wall to wall, finishing it iu a day and a
half, from the layout ro the last wall. T read
The Talisman by Stephen King and Peter
Straub that summer. ‘Fhere is a line in it that
1 will never forger: “God pounds His nails.”
[ have come to realize He does, and in one
blow. I often thought and think of God as
a constructor, He is always building in my
life, in all people I am sure. He builr much
in me that summer. He built my grandpas
being into mine. I began to live ontolegi-
cally, without hesitation. I can’t pinpoint
the-exact moment of change, but to say iy

- grandpa taught me would not be righ. It

was just how he lived and it rubbed off.
... Sometimes I feel that I stole something
from my grandpa, 1 was being built as he

was being torn down thar summer. In a way

I did sreal something. I stole his memory. A

week and a half afier September 11, abour

—a month afrer T carmie home from the job, |

got news that Grandpa had dementia and
would stowly lose his mind and meinory.
He will for sure be dead three months afrer
 finish writing this. He is a mere shadow of
the man he was, and I wonder if he knows,

 if a shadow knows the form thar casts it, if it

can remember its undistorted shape.

* Fwoke up that morning and walked

with Kalea into the main house to hug my
grandparents. It was a long walk, I knew my
grandpa would be worse than ever. The same
man who was walking in the rafiers with me
not three years earlier was wearing diapers. I
hugged him. .. hard, He felt deflated. While he
was mumbling at me his hands were trem-
bling, hardly able to hold and press the buitons
on the TV, remote control He defecated as
Kalea’s mom shook his hand. My eyes blurred
with embarvassment, and sorvow; they burned
with anger and bitterness.

I used to leave piles of nails on the floor
at differenr places in the house so they
would be there for casy access when the ones
in my bag ran out. I usually always forgot
them in the sun when we went to lunch.
'They were burning hot when we came back
o them. I didn’t use thern until the evening,
Sometimes I feel like a burning nail, wair-
ing for God to pound me, hoping I will
be used for something meaningful. Then I
think abour my gtandpa. There was never a
mote amiable character cteated, not even by
Shakespeare, yer what a sickening paradox
he has become: a demented carpenter, one
who is deterioraring yet still building within
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me. He is in 2 nursing home, a bent nail,
cast aside soon ro be swept off the work -
foor into the dirr. There is no constructive:
reason for his condition. God should have
let him die in peace. God should have given
dementia to all the people in the world
who actually deserve to lose their minds.

[ am pretty sure that’s how it is in God’s
blueprint, or at least how it should be. God
pounds His nails, in one blow. Sometimes I
feel I am a pounded nail from the hammer
of a demented carpenter, a nail at once part.
of dererioration and construction.

In Loving Memory of William Price White.

“The Seventh Seal” and the Theological
Quest for Meaning: A Film Review
Andria Cottoni :
Back in the 50’s when the Americans
wete making “movies,” the foreigners were
making “films.” As the distinction pro-

- gressed, American cinema surpassed all

venues in its technological advanceinents.
Heowever, what the foreiguers held onto, aud

- what the Americans may have forfeited for

spectacle, was philosophical depth. Foreign
film directors have shown the ability to de-
velop a philosophical core around which all
other elements of the film revolve. A good
example of this type of filmmaking can be
found in Swedish director Ingmar Bergman’s
“The Seventh Seal,” a religious allegoty
about one man’s strupgle for meaning. This
black and white beauty made its debut in
1956 and, while it may scem painfully slow
for audiences who are used to Lhe[fast-paﬁed
gimmicks of a movie like “Phone Booth,” a
little patience will certainly prove its worth.
With ‘extreme long shots’ and lengthy
takes, “The Seventh Seal” is an example of
miythic story-telling at its best. Placed in
the company of other great films such as
Akira Kurosawa’s “The Seventh Samurai,”

“The Seventh Scal” portrays the ability of

past paradigms to speak relevant messages to
confemporary andiences,

“The Seventh Scal” is the story of An-
tonious Block, a disilusioned knight who
while returning home from ren unsuccess-
ful years on the Crusades, is interrupted
by Death, a stereotypicaily black-robed,
white-faced, sickie-beariug being. Death
is delayed in his mission when Antonious
challenges him to 2 game of chess for his
iife, to which Death accepts. As the game
begins, so does another story line introduec-
ing a troupe of traveling acrors. Two of
the players, symbolically named Mary and
Joseph, are traveling with their young son.
In Joseph's opening scene he has a vision of

the Virgin Mary w-alk.mg a child through a
field. Excited by this encounter, Joseph tells”
Mary and she chides him for believing in his. ~ [
silly visions. Joseph sees miore visions as the
film continues, but they are always laughed
at by the other characters. The andience
is aware, however, that Joseph's visions are
actually closer to reality than that which the
other characters realize, contributing to the
theme that it is from unlikely sources that
real spiritual truths come.

Meanwhile, Antoniois continues on his’
journey home while periodically stopping
to make his next move in the fateful chess
game. When he and his squire Jons arrive in
a nearby village, they sec that it has rearly -
been destroyed by a deadly plague. They

. find a church in which they can rake rest

and Antouious participates in the Catholic -
Church’s institution of confession. In the
confession booth, Antonious unknowingly
bears his soul (and his next chess move) to
Death, Antonious explains that his indif-
ference towards men has caused him to

live in a world of ghosts. He contradicrs |
himself by saying that he no longet wants
to live, but that he longs for knowledge. His
unsettled feelings about God and eternity
have left him grappling for one [ast attempt
at understanding before his death. Ina
beautiful cry of desperation, he reveals one
of his deepest fears, “It is so hard to conceive
God witlf one’s senses. What happens to
those that want to believe, but cannot?”
Antonious wants to know God in a way
that is supported by rationat and empirical
evidence. He says, “I want God to put out
His hand, show His face, speak to me. But
He is silent.” Dearh suggesrs to Antonious
that fnaybe there is no one there, to which
Anrotious replies, “Then life is a senseless
terror.” For Antonious the idea that Death
exists supernaturally without God empties
ont the meaning of existence. Antonious
concludes his confession stating thar his

life has been meaningless, that he does not
resent it, but that he wants to use it for one
lasr significant action, '

In the next scene, the actors and Antoni- |
ous are both in the village square asa pro-
cession of people walks through the streets,
some carrying crosses, some whipping them- >
selves. An obnoxious clergyman stands in ...
the Town Square and points at the villagers,.- -
accusing them of their sins. He tells them -
they must offer acts of penance to God in * I
order to be spared from the plague. Asthe .-
procession passes, Antonious sees a young
girl chained to the wall and learns that she.
is believed to be the cause of the plague for -




haviﬁg slept with tl;le devil. Aﬁtohious asks -

her aboit the devil, and shie tells him thar
he can see the devil by looking into her eyes,
“The priests saw him there and the soldiers
-~ they would not touch me.” Antonious
looks in her eyes and replies, “I see noth-
ing but terror.” In a later scene, Anronious
and Jons witness the girl being burnt ar the
stake. There is a close-up shot of the girl’s
wide-eyed, frozen face behind the flames.
Jons remarks, “She sees nothing but empti-
ness” to which Antonious replies, “She is
making a discovery of emptiness and her
emptiness is our own.” The encounter with
the girl only affirms Antonious' fear that
there is no God, only empriness after death.
However, his assertion that life is empty and
meaningless seems to be contmdlctory to his
continued pursuit for one last moment of
Slgnlﬁcmce .

The redemptive moment in Antoni-
ous’ quest comes when he finally meets up
with the actors. They invite him to share
a bowt of strawbetries and milk as Joseph
plays and sings lively folk songs. Antonious
remarks that he will always “remember this
hour of peace.” The fellowship with Mary
and Joseph has reversed his indifference
toward men and gives his life new meaning.

. Antonious takes on the mission to protect -
the family from Death, bnt since Antoni-
ous is fated, he realizes that this can only be
accomplished in their parting ways. To save
the family he must release the one thing that
has given him 2 moment of pure happiness.

In the foﬂowing scene, the family flees
off into the stormy night with the knowl-
edge that Death is very neat. Antonious
and Death sit around for one last round of
chess in which Antonious receives a check
mare. In his final scene Anronious arrives
at his home where he, his wife, and a few
of his traveling companions all sit down for
a “last supper.” They are reading from the
eighth chapter of Revelation when they hear
Death knocking ar the door. They all stand
to greet Death, except for Antonious who
is in the background pleading with Ged to
have mercy on them. Jons tells him that his
prayets are useless and says, “I could have
purged your worries about eternity, but
now it {s too late. Bur feel to the end the
triumph of being alive.” With that said, ane
of the young gitls among them gasps, “It is
finished.”

Director Ingmar Bergman, who was
raised in a strict, religious and often abusive
envitonment, uses his films as ways to work
through some of his own questions about
religion, God and the meaning of life. His

portrayal of the supcrstitibn and violence -
of the medieval Church isa critique of the |
contemporary Christianity of his day and
the ignorance and dogmatism of the Church
that has caused many ro suffer. For Anto-
nious, who may be a characterization of
Bergman’s own struggle, the problem is in
the Church’s inability to let doubt and belief
to coexist. Antonious says, “To believe is to
suffer.” While the Church and his own crisis
of belief have become sources of suffering,
happiness has come through the actors, who
with their carefree and compassionate ways
welcome and accept him instantly. They are
contrasted with the Church that requires
much of people, but even then does not
accept them. Antonious’ happiness is found

not only in cornpamoush1p, but in the way

that he is invited to move beyond his own
predicament and take part in something
greater than himself, or the needs of those’
around him. His search for meaning has
been relentless, but, whether or not he can
figute things out, he is still confronted with
an ethical responsibility to help his fellow
man. It is the lives of the actors who are in
danger that demands an action on Antonio’s
part whether or not he has figured out if
God and Meaning exist. His saving them
proves to be the last significant acr that
he was looking for, which gave his life an
unexplainable meaning and exemplifies
the paradox of the wisdom of Christ, that
in ordet to gaifi one’s life, one must lose it.
Through the act of feleasing the life that
he experienced with the actors, Antonious
experienced a new life, one that was rich
and meaningful.

The prevailing theme throughout the
movie is that Ged is sifent. The very title
of the movie comes from Revelation 8 in
which the seventh seal is opened and there
is silence in heaven for half an hour. This
film secms to propose that the search for
meaning is not séparated from the search for
God, essentially making meaning a theologi-
cal pursuit. The predicament that Bergman
presents is: what if God remains silent? Can
we determine that the silence means He
does not exist? If so, then why can we not
“rip Him out of our hearts,” as Antonio
says, and cease out struggle to understand
Him? Betgman seems to offer several sug-
gestions, as proposed in Jons’ line, “I conld
have purged your worries about eternity,
but now it is too late. But feel to the end
the triumph of being alive.” The quest for
God and cternity is a fntile one, but that
victory comes in this world, by being alive
and being prescnt to the here and now. Even

if God remains silent; there isstill a lifein -

front of us that we can _engage in meaning-
fully; there is still an othet who we have an
ethical tesponSIbihty to, whose needs de-
mand from us a response. This is the cause
that is worthy of giving one’s life.

content with this, yet
Simple
‘wipe down the windows
a mist encroaches my room

the earth is shadowed
ImysTerious

heaven mottled by the southern army of
clouds

seemingly weightless they hover

as leaden fog intertwines in the valley

forest-

these thousand sentinels guard

a fortress of rock hidden from sight
the moon

strains yet casts ne light on it

it briefly glimpses me

far away signals beam
blinking a morse code
now gone

glare

e a henna hale glows

an arm’s width away { wonder

might i reach our

and pluck you from your midnight cloth?
; no

the mist settles in the valley’s depth
reality sinks in

but what is berrer

or more beautiful
than this unattainable
moving

stillness?

yes, my heart flows

the stillness testifies to this
more subile

brightened luster

sent through starbeams

pinpricked through the veil

behind this armosphere

my heart envisions what i cannot see
nights [ike these

srars like these

cast glimmers of peace

and awe

I wonder...




this was 4 cami'-‘—Breﬂ"an:am Muby—i .

Shelf of Fans-Dr Lou Foliz-



- Measure for Measure 11
Daniel Ray

Five Years Agoe ‘
We were sitting in his room playing video
games for about an honr before I decided to
bring it up.

“So who's this new gitl you're w1Lh now?”

Phil looked away from the TV and

handed the controller to me. ©

Manda. Met her a couple weeks ago.”

Her name’s

I started playing, turning my eyes to the
TV screen. “Where?”

“At this party. You know Chris, tight?”

“Yeah” - '

“Well, it was his parry. He invited her,
kinda had a thing for her. You know;, wanred
to get to know her better. But, she kinda
demolished his dreams, I guess you could

say. It was sorta sad Though, I gotta admir,
* a litle funny, too.”

1 smiled, my eyes still fixed on the TV,
envisioning Chris being rejected, the look
on his face. He wasn't exactly my favorite
persen in the world for a number of reasons,
s0 1 couldn’t help smiling a little more as I
imagined the scene.

Phil wenr on, though, bringing my mind
back. “So, I saw her abour the same time.
She saw me. We started talking, and about
an hour later she was on my lap making our
with me.”

I paused the game and looked at him.
“Sounds like a swell start to a long, fulfilling
relationship.” He smiled, raised his hands in
mock defense. “Hey, she came over and sat
on my lap, man.”

I laughed. “Whatever you say, dude.” I
unpaused the game, started playing again,
landing a four hit combo on my computer

_opponent, then glanced back at Phil, pte-
tending to be serious. “You're kind of a slur,
you konow that?”

He smiled again, “What? What the
de you mean by that? She jumped me.”

“So she’s a slut”

“Hey, don't be putting words in my
mouth. And be nice. It ain’t like that with
her. And to respend to what you first said,
Pm a guy. Slut don’t apply to me.”

“Qh, that’s nice.”

“Look it up. It doesn'T apply.”

“Ma.ybe some other rime. Either way,
you gave it up too easy, man.”

“Are you on something? Whar the heil

you talking about? Dude, we didn't have sex.

At least not right then.”
I looked at him again, trying to keep a
straight face. “You're still a punk.”
“You're just intimidated by my prowess.”
“Your prowess?”

' -‘.‘Yep. And, hey, you shioulda seen how

. she looked, man, whar she was wearing

—you needed to be there.”

I paused the game again. “Well, it seems
I wasn't invited.”

He sighed. “Man, youTe always busy

“Busy? Whaddya talkin’ abour? You'te
one the few friends I got.”

“Well ...”

“Dude, I'm never invired to these things.
Never. Sute, I don't even know the people,
a.nd I'd probably hate ‘em anyways. But still

There you go. You're incredibly antiso-
cial.”

“I'm never invited. I don't have much of
a chance to be anything clse.”

“Alright, alright, I agree with you.
You're never invited to these stupid things.”

. He paused for a second. “But I'n having

trouble even picturing you at 2 party, man.
Don't know if I've ever seen you in that
kinda setting, in fact.”

1 shrugged, and rubbed one of my eyes.
“Yeah, it air't pretty.”

“Then why do you ~ *

“Just forget it.” I returned my attentdon
to the game again, just in time to get my

handed to me by my current opponent.
I sighed and handed the controller back to
Phil. There was another question that was
still on my mind.

“Hey, uh, aren't you still with Brenda?”

He locked ar me, and raised an eycbrow.

“What do you think?”

I thought for a second, leaned forward
in my chair. “If she knows about what hap-
pened ar this party; I really doubt it

“And you'd be correct, my friend.”

If Phil had one critical aw, it was being
faithfu to the girls he went out with. Even
girls he was with quire a while. It was some-
thing that was honestly never openly talked
abour berween us, never seriously. But it
was somerhing that was there, beneath the
surface, in many conversations. And when it
came down to it, Phil was just an extremely
likeable guy. He had a great sense of humer,
could make anyone laugh, and could truly
carry on a good conversarion with anyone.
So, of course, girls were drawn to him. And
like anyone, he liked the attention. He just
had difficulty sometimes controlhng him-
self.

[ leaned back again in my chair, thinking
about Phil’s - now ex — girlfriend. She was
a nice girl. We'd never been good friends or
anything, but I'd never had any problems
with her. Now, in just two weeks’ time,
that relationship was over. Maybe it had

beeti over long before, T didn't know. But I
couldn’t help fce[mg a little strange about it
all.

I stood up and wa_lkcd over to Phil’s
dresser, where he still had a few pictures of |
his ex. I looked at thetn a little while, then
looked back ar him. “Man, weren't you, like,
with Brenda for a year or somethin’”

“Almost two years,” he said, not looking
back at me.

“And it’s just over like that? Two years”

“I guess so. Me and Manda, T don't
know, there’s just something there with vs.”

I chuckled a litle. “Yeah, somethin’. Like
your hand up her shict, you clown.”

“Hey,” he said turning back, faughing a
lirtle himself, “She had her hands all over
my person, as well.”

“All over your person?”

“That’s whar I said.” He tossed the con-
troller back to me. “Now hurty and get your

kicked so it’s my turn again”

I walked back and sat down. “Hey, I'm
startin’ to get a little better at this. It might
be awhile.” ] |

“Yeah, sute. Whatevet you say”

“Shut your mouth, man. I'm tellin’ you.
I'm getting better.” He laughed again. I
shook my head, focusing on the game zgain.

“So when am | gonna meet her?”

“I don't know, not too lang. Next time
she comes by il let you know.”

“Alright” =

“She’s a nice gitl. You'll like her”

As T started getting beaten all too quickly
again by my new computer opponent, my
mind went back ro Brenda, how easily )
it seemed to end with them, how easily
relationships like that, in general, can just
end. I couldn't help wondering what she was
doing right then, how she was feeling. ° “I'm
sure I will,” I finally said. Then 1 handed the %

controller back.

Tivo and a balf years later he'd moved out of
his parents’ house, and we were at his apart-
ment; playing video games again. Once dgain,
Tm the one who brought it up.

“Ijust don't love het, man. Maybe Idid |
once, or thought I did, I dont know.”

[ set my controller down and looked at
him. “But she loves you?”

“Yeah, that’s what she says. I just don
feel the same.”

“That is rough.” _

“Yeah it is.” i

He'd been with Manda for two and a half §
years, even longer than Brenda. I honestly

thought she was going to be the girl for




him. 'I’ney were hvmg tngether thcy seerned
really serious. But I guess, again, it was
never what I thought it was. And according
to everything he was telling rie now, it was
really never like.I thought ir was. Bur thar’s
the way ir usually wag, When the relation-
ship begins to end, all the bad things come
out. Everything they didn’t like about each
ather, how possessive and controlling she
tried to be, all that stuff,
_ Asllistened to him tell me, feeling sad
agaiu for both, I'was fully aware I was only.
gerting one side of the story, and I knew Id
probably never get the other side.

Like his last girlfriend, I liked Mauda.
We hung out, talked — though she did fat -
more talking than I did, which was some-
thing she always bugged me about. Buit
despite all these thiugs, we were still never-
friends. Not really. She was still just some-
one ] hung out with wheuever I saw Phil.
As much as [ liked her, as much as I felt she
and Phil were good rogether, I knew that
my ties — no matter how small — were now
gone. And like Brenda before her, Manda
was teplaced eveu when they were still
together. So I'd be adapting ro someone else,
but T was more than used to it.

I picked up my controller again. “So, this
new girl?”

“Jamie. You know her, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Wenr to grade school with her.”

“Yeah, back in the day,” [ said. “We both
did.”

“That's what I thought. I wasn't com-
pletely sure for some reason.”

“So how long has this - #”

“A few months”

A few months. I didn't say it out loud. It
had acrually been longer than that in some
ways. Theyd been friends before the rela-
tonship evolved. Friends for several years,
even before Manda. [ guessed | should've
seen it, considering what had caused a lot of
his other relationships to end. And I knew
her, T knew Jamie. Not well, bnt I knew her.
We had gone w grade school together years
before, though we were never in the same
classes. I also knew she had been married
and had a kid ot two. Though I didn’t say
it to him, I couldnt help but worry if Phil
understood what he was getting into.

TI'd never had a girifriend, honesdy, so [
conldn’t completely understand why Phil
was doing what he was doing, or how he
apparently felt roward Jamie, But I still
couldn’t deny the feeling that what he
was doing wasn't a good idea. I didn’® say
anything then or later, but I was thinking it
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whenever I saw him, even until everything '

" changed. I started playing the game apain,

and he continued to ralk abourt Jamie, and
1 continued to listen. I would grow to Like
Jamie, like I'd growu to like everybody else.
I'd also grow to honestly like her kids (who
would eventually become Phil’s kids, too).
“The kids would even come to look ar me as
part of the extended family, someoue they
truly looked forward to seeiug. And T liked
seeing them, which was a strange feeling at
first.

But I would never shake thar feeling thar
Phil was getting into a relationship that
wast't good for him, or that wouldn't end
well. '

I would end up being mere wrong than

nght . -

Tivo years later [ was in rfze back af 4 van
heading novth, trying to sleep on a cramped
sear. [ couldn’t. But I conldn’t completely stay

‘awake either. So [ remained in a state in be-

tween for the trip. I couldn’t wake up or sleep
unzil { got to wheve I was going.

We arrived at the prison early, atound 8
a.m. [t had been a four-hour drive, and I'd
barely slept the day before. Bur the farigue
hadn't hit me yet.

There was a line outside the door, so we
had to wair in the cold for a little while.

As I looked around the place, at the gray,
concrete walls, the high, batbed wire ringed
fences, I could already feel my mood chang-
ing, I had been a little nervous before, but
now, I could feel a certain degfee of anger
beginning to surface. I knew I had to hold it
in check, even though everywhere | {ooled I
felt nothing but negatively, thought nothing
bur bad thoughts. I wanted ro hurt some-
one. Bur I couldn.

We didn't wait out in the cold too long,
only about ten minutes. Then the guards
unlocked the doars and we filed in slowly.
We'd all dressed accordingly; so we couldn’t
be mistaken for anyone within these walls.

At the desk we provided our names,
where we were from, then we were told to
stand and wait, until our names were called.

I stood there, trying to get a little
distance from those around me. I locked
around at everyone, feefing sick of them
already. A few were trying to make con-
versation with others near them, telling
them about the ride up, the people they
were waiting to see. Everyone else remained
quiet, keeping to themselves. I thoughr chat
was a good idea.

I was beginning to get really warm

" granding where [ was, next to whomever was

standing near me, for some réason. T wanted
to getthe - out of there. I just didn’t want
to look at any of those people anymore, lis-
ten to them talk about what their lives used
to be like.

I'looked over ar Julian, who'd tridden up
with us, just a kid, looking tired and bored.
I really wanted 1o be bored too. Instead I
was just getriug pisscd, thinking abour why
he was in here. '

Finally, they called our names. We all
stood,'aud started making our way t}lrough
the metal detecror. None of us had any
problems going through. After we all passed
they let us through the next big metal door,
iuto a large hallway.

The-place we were actually going wasa -

little ways off. We had to pass through a few

more check points, and through the cold air
ourside one more time too.

I kepr noticing the sheer amount of mer-
al and concrete that made up this place that
surrounided rrie. We passed though more
high, barbed wire ringed fences, mote solid,
metal doors, and more stone and concrete
walls, untit rhcy led us into the actual sitting
area.

They directed us ro our seats, and we
waited again.

The set up was simple. The visitors sat
in one group of chairs, the prisonérs were
seated directly across from them in cheir
own chair, There was no wall or glass sepa-
rating us, prisoners could touch their loved
ones, hold their kids. It was bettei than I
thought it would be. In county lockup, you
could only communicate through a sheet of
glass and a crappy telephone,

I'd at least be able to talk to him face to
face. F

When we arrived, other prisoners were
already speaking to their loved ones, hold-
ing their kids in their arms, or their wives
or gitlfriends’ hands. Some looked really
happy, some not so much.

I was seated right next to the door thcy
let the prisoners through, so it wasn't long
before they let him in.

He was a little different than when I'd
last seen him. Growing up he'd always been
real skinny, sometimes almost unhealthy. I
was always the bigger of us, even though he
was a littde taller. Looking at him now, he
was a lot broader in the shoulders than he
once was, and he'd put on some weight, too.
Healthy weight. He was still pretry lean.

I tried to smile as he made his way over,
but I couldr’. He embraced his mom, gave
lirtle Julian a hug, then hugged and kissed




Jamie. When he made his way o' me he
tried to smile, and managed half of one.
Then we shook hands and he seud Its been
a while, hasn’t it, man?”
It had been. )
The last time I'd seen him was in county,
and that was over a year before. Now it
was December, almost Christmas, and like
everyone ckse around me, I felt like  ; for
not coming seoner, for not being able to do
more for him, for the stupid reasons he was
in here, and for too many other things to
‘name. :
He took his seat, and immcdiately
reached out to Jamie, took her hand.
They looked at each other awhile, just
holding hands, saying nothing. Little Julian
came over, Phil smiled a little again and
reached out to him; too. Then he looked
at his mori, and they started talking about -
the things that had been going on lately,
outside. . B
I sat in silence, Mting to say some-
thing, but couldn’t. His mom was doing
enough talking for everybody, so it was

hard to get i word inar all. And when it =~

came down to it, I preferred the one-on-one
conversation. Waiting around, rrying to find
that moment where you can actually get a
word in, just pissed me off even more. So I
sat and listened, trying to care.

There was no denying that things had
changed. Theyd been changing before this,
but what had put Phil here had made the
changes mote permanent. The connection
we had years before wasn't there anymore,
not like it used to be. The way our conver-
sations used to flow was gone. I sat there
listening to his mom, recognizing that.
Though it wasn't exactly a new revelation.
But he was still my best friend, whom I
would do anything for. Just things wete
undoubtedly different now.

And howthe  couldn’t they be?
Honestly. He was in prison, living in a way
I could only imagine, surviving like only he
could. The reasons he was here didn’t matter
anymore. They were
béen complete

You hear about people who ger screwed

. They'd always

over by the system, but those stories never
seem real, or you simply don't buy them
when you hear them. Until, of course, you're
part of one. Then you want to do some-
thing, really do something to help, scream
at and hurt those responsible, bur you can't.
You just have to watch. You can't affect
anything. So that when it’s over, everything
you've known is gone, and the only thing
you have is rage.

I looked at Phil, Jamie; and his mom,
th.mkmg these thoughts I'd thoughr far too
many times before, fechng as wcak as I did.
as when Phil was put away.

But there was something else I was
noticing, too. Something that allowed me
to focus somewhere else for a second. The
more Phil talked, the more I noticed that
something wasn' right in how he was speak-
ing. It was hurting him to talk, physically
hurting him. His mom noticed.it too, and
asked what was wrong. “I got into a little
trouble,” he said, giving that half-smile
again. [t wasn't the first time there was
trouble. He'd told me of a bunch of other
times ovet the phone. One reason he said he
got into trouble was simply boredom. It was

© just so boring in here. You had to come up

with things to pass the time. Sometitmes that
somcthmg was taking one of your blankets

~ and flushing it down the toilet, causing

massive ptisbn plumbing problems. Other
times it was getting into it with some guard
of other member of the Faculty. It was just
something to do.

The other reason was, you couldn’ let
this place beat you, that's what he always
said. It wasn't going to beat him. Like he did
on the outside, he bucked the system, seeing
how far he could push it. It was just who he
was. Sometimes it put him in the hole — in
solitary — but he never let it change him too
much, get him too far down.

Because the idea of a “Correctional Facil-
ity” was a joke. It was a running joke ainong
all the prisoners. There were no attempts
made to actually “correct” anyching. You
were there, yoil were locked up, and that
was it. A lot of the stiff you hear abour?

On the outside, in movies? Abour classes,
other education opportunities? It was total

, at least in this prison’s case. Major
offenders, minor offenders, people who just
got screwed over, it didn't marter. They put
you in, they locked you away, and hope-
fully you would make it out with some
semblance of who you were before. Because
in most cases, you just came out worse. “1f
they,” he said, pointing to a group of guards
overseeing the prisoners, “and all the other
people who run this place had their way,
they wouldr’t ler us do anything. No visits,
no nothirg. Theyd take the money they get
to run this place, and do whatever they want
with it.”

Hed told me all this before, and 1
believed him. [t didn’t make me feel very
good, but I believed. But his mom and
Jamie wanted to know what had happened
to his jaw. He looked at thein, still holding

Jamie’s hand, then glanced at me.

“This stupid that works in the
cafeteria; she's not even a guard, just a cook,
but she thinks she can tell us what to do.
Well, she can’t. The guy [ actually answer
to told me when I asked him. So, when
she tried ordeting me around, getting me
to do something I didn’t need to, I rold
her she had ne authority over me, I answer
to someone actually in charge. She started
whining and , blah, blah, so I told
her piss off. So she runs off, and I'm like,
OK, that’s done with. Well, apparently she
called a guard for some reason, so as1 was
heading back to work, this guard comes
up behind me, unseen, does nor identify
himself — which he is supposed to do —and
grabs me from behind. Well, you don’t do
thar to anyone in here. ‘Cause I reacted, like
anyone in here would, and threw an elbow
into his nose. I dido’t know it was a guard
till I turned around. Then he grabbed me
again, drove me into the floor, and smacked
tme in the face with his baton, and asked
if I wanted some more. ‘No sir, [ said, I've
had quite enough.” So, he got a slap on the
wiist for not identifying himself, and I got a
fractured jaw. That's it. The only good thing
to come out of this, is that got fired.
She’s outta here.” When he finished he gave
that smile again.

Neither his'mom ot Jamie could say any-
thing for a second, then his mom expressed
her justified outrage. Jamie remained quict.
I wasn't exactly happy to hear about it
either. Bur it was just another day in this
hellhole. He'd told me other stories, not
quite kike this, but always bad. He talked
abour it like it was nothing, but I was Feel-
ing nothing but that familiar rage.

After his miom calmed some, he looked
over at me, half-smiled again, but [ sull
couldn’t think of much to say, so he said to
me, “So what's been going on, man?”

I looked at him, glanced at Jamie and his
mom. [ really didn’t want them ro be here.

I looked at Phil agajn and said, “You know,
same old stuff. School, work, not much else.
Just the same things I'm always doing.”

I hated the response immediately. It was
just pathetic, but it was what came out. 1
honestly didn’t want to talk about myself
because, compared to what he went through
everyday, my troubles were completely petty.
I fully realized he was just Jooking for some-
thing to talk abont, and thdt he probably
did want to know hew I was doing.

T just didn’t want to tell him.

We talked a little bit more after that,
not about much, just basic crap. He talked

11




to Jamie and his mom some miore, too. He

picked up Julian again after awhile, because

- Julian was gerting fidgety. It was hard for

the little guy to stay in one place for so long.

~ And [ knew Phil just wanted to hold him
again anyway. '

After a few minutes, Julian interrupred
Phil’s mom, {ooked up at him, tired, sad,
and asked, in that little kid way, “Whén are
you coming home? I miss you.” We were
all thinking the same thing, but only Julian
could actually say ir. _

No one said anything at first. No one
could make eye contact. Jamie just sat
holding his hand. I thought about the years
he still had to go, thought again about the
people that had pur him here, fooked at the
guards around me, all the people [ really -
wanted o hurt in that instant,

.. Phil kissed Julian lightly on the head,
bringing us back, bringing me back, and
held him closer. He looked at us, and
sighed, “You're breaking my heart, kid.”
1 looked away from them, ar nothing,
- thinking the same.

To the Mouths of Wolves
Kenneth Edward Keyn

To the mouths of wolves
‘Where rotting bones

Lay bleaching in the hatsh

The errand of fools

Their wailing tones

Swallowed by the marsh
Pierced by tooth and nail
Open flesh ro the air

Blood drawn across the brow
Too costly to fail

Too deathly to bare

Too late to turn away now

A shactered shield and broken spear
Defend against the maw
Across the void be berter armed
With hate and fear

Those that care not for the [aw
And the hostages that they've harmed
Captured be love and peace
Hope and kindness

In its spiteful jaws

Ground by its teeth
Encouraged by blindness

Only 1o fall into its claws

Oh, woe and weep

For death comes nigh

To destroy the world

A cliff so steep

And a fall so high

Shattered once unfurled
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Remembered
Amber Marie Heavilin
Roses fand on grand pianos,
Soldiers draw up their arms,
A dancer holds in a graceful balance,
A saw pulses through a giant log,
A child pleas for understanding and appraisal.

The roses ate remembered by the pianist,
A soldier cries in his [osses,

The dancer of crysral balance falls,

The saw locks up,

The child learns through some times a
Hard way.

Burt remember; please

The roses were deserved, for you
Played well, the soldier lives, -

You danced and dance well,

Curting through tough times is hard,
The child smiles again for it is to be so.

The Resurrected Ones
" Steve Wing

_ What lies inside a erimson coffin?

Naked, Rare and breathing
Vampire Red in color

(Of this thing that I am thinking)
Clothed with cotton knitted cuffs
And a dress silk long and fair
Breath never to be squelched
Lain in 4 bed of fire

Walking long in saintly robes
Grasping the Womb of Darkness
Lain within the Tombs below
And Hallowed in the Frog nets
Jumping through the carridors
And blazing even in Sun

Never dead but always ahead
Asleep but never shunned

The purified and purely

The Resurrected Ones,

Uﬁderstanding Strangers
Kenneth FEdward Keyn

[t’s.a wonder of human life that we should
be so discomforred by strangers

You'd think with our understanding of the
universe and the workings of the atoms,
wed have a little more understanding of
Othﬂrs, too

But it really comes r¢ a point when you re-
ally have to decide whether or nét
understanding is the basis of the life you live
Personally, I've lived a life dedicated to the
pursuit of understanding

Personally, I've found ir a bit [acking

Large Mountain
Lrankie Sidewinder

This morning I woke up-disappointed. I
have a problem with forgetting people that.
I used to know, and I'm sure they forget
about me too. It shouldn’t hurt ro forget
them because I have other obligations after
they're gone, and I should move on with
my life, but when something reminds me
of rhese people, I often long for whar used
to be. Usually, the only things that trigger
my memory ate anecdotes from a friend, or
some kind of a dream. Last night I dreamt.
So when [ woke up this morning, I had all
these disheveled memories of Katie, wanting -
to go back ro that dream where everything
was harmonic euphoria. {dream about -
the pasr, and 1 dream about the future, but
with Katie, | dream of the present. [ dreain
of frozen moments in rime, that I can only
revive in thar fantastical woild created in my
head in some slumber of infinite contenc- -~
ment. Yes those frozen moments, those
wete the good moments.

And when 1 envision one of those stifl
frames in my head, I see an athletic gitl that
had naturally curly brown hair, but I liked
it better in 2 ponytail. She had a flirtatious
smile that was forcefully enticing and when
I said something that she considered unrea-
sonable, she'd turn her back and walk away
hoping far me to grab her by the arm, to
make her feel safe ot samething. That’s how
we felt together... safe. But when | woke
up from this dream, I remembered the real-
iry; the reality that nothing was abous the
present with her, because it was all past 4nd
future. I remembered the [ast ffight [ spent
with her, and that was what really marrered.
I can spe myself now, sitting across from her,
staring around at the pictures on the wall
in that restaurant the night everything went
down.

“Which one is John? Is that John?” She
asks, pointing to Paul.

“No, that’s Paul, The guy with the
plasses to the right is John,” I say, pointing
to the man thar would eventually reform
music, hippies, and the peace movement
of the 70’, She loves John even though
she doesn’t know what he looks like. Last
week she had never heard of him, this week
her favorite song is “Ob’ la de ob la da,” _
and next week she'll fit in with all the other
sixteen-year-old gitls in Liverpool in 1961.
We've just ordered in a local restzurant that
emphasizes some time period that I can't
figure out yet (probably from the 40’ ro



the 60%), called Boppin’ Billie’s. This is our
third date ] think, and she is really excired
to see me tonight. She was crying on the'
phone last night when she didn't think she
could get work off to see me biit it worked
out and she’s here with me now. We live in
Vancouver, across the river and we didn’t say
much to each other on the thirty-minute
drive over here, which was different from
the other times we've been together, and it
was awlward. But it'll be fine. It's cool.
“He looks like that gay guy, you know, -
the one with that song about Saturday,” she
says, referring back to John.
“Elton John?”
“Yeh,” she says.
“No. Not really. [ don't see much of a
~ resemblance between John and Elton John.
But maybe that’s just because I've seen so
many other pictutes of John. Sometimes I
feel like I know him personally, you know.
Ir's cool, But as for Elton, [ don't think-of
him as ‘the gay guy.’ Is that what your fam-
ily calls him#”

“Who's that?” she asks,

There’s a man to the left of the Beatles
that looks sad, even though we can't see his
face, which is facing the ground. His trum-
pet is berween his legs, held by both hands.
He looks forgotren in a way, although he
probably just got dorie doing a big show in
some big city somewhere 40 years ago.

“He looks so sad,” she says.

“That doesn’t mean he’s sad.”

“Whatda ya mean?”

“I don't know, a lot of times, the people that
look sad or tired or bored are the happiest.”

“That’s not true.”

“I can prove it. Not right now; but by
the end of the night I can prove it. See how
I'm smiling?”

“Yeh,” she says
“That’s it. [ just want you to secc how I'm
smiling, the rest of the night.”

“Och. You're so harsh, I hope you're not
serious;” she says, scared.

I smile back, baiiing her, dead serious.
Sometimes when she’s in that mood of
excessive flirtatiousness, it gives me shivers,
like I'm in over my head, doing something
I shouldi’tdo. Her voice is genuine. If'sa
raspy tone teamed with a yourhful girlish-
ness that makes me crumble whenever she
says anything significant. '

“But who is this guy?” she asks again,
insignificantly,

“Uh. 1 don’t know. Maybe you should
lock icup.” °

“I can't look up a picture like that.”
“You can do lots of things with technol-

ogy these days.” _
“You know who it is,” she says.

““No, actually T don't. I would tell you if

I was lying.”

“You must be lying then, because you're -

not telling me.”

1 don't say anything. 1 look around the
room. It's 2 hip diner -- one of those places
that begs for roller skates and Kingston Trio
records. The rtiles are black and whire, red
spinning stools at the bar, and the waiters
have creepy Elvis hair. Paul McCartney’s
voice echoes somberly, sweetly the tine of
“Yesterday,” and that’s what prompted the
search for the foursome on the wall. We
ended up here because Nohd's, the tasty
Hawaiian restaurant on the ourskirts of

_downtown that 1 promised to take her to is

closed alrcady I promised to take her some-
where woridetful for dinner, and espcc;ally
wonderful after dinner, but that whole plan
hasn’t really worked out so now I'm impro-
vising, This is the first place that we saw
open, and it’s in the center of downtown,
asking for people to come, so we caine,

When we walked in, I was checking out
their posters of old movies on a sale rack.
They had “Casablanca,” “Maltese Falcon,”
“Citizen Kane” and of course, the all-too-
well-known picture of “Gone With the
Wind.” where Clark Gable kisses Vivian
Leigh, féliing back in her red dress, bosom
revealed. That was a good movie, but I
always thought it was funny that her bosoin
was never revealed like that in the actual
footage of the movie. It's amazing what
kind of propaganda they could come up
with back in the old days. - _
“Those are three for $45!” the manager at
the desk had said to me as I [ooked at the
posters with an interested eye when I had
first walked through the door, waiting for
Katie to come out of the bathroom.

“Wow! What a great buy! No thanks
though. Its cool,” I had said.

The food comes.
anything else?”

“Some barbecue sauce please.” I'm going
ro need it. The first bite and it’s horrible. I
canr car food like this. Why did I take her
all the way our to Portland to ear this? Its
not worthy of McDonalds, or Hardee’s or
"Iaco Time, and [ feel sorry for the people
that attempt to make a theme park our of
this restaurant. When Kartie asks me what
I ordered I can’t tell her because I can't tell
whar it is, and I already forgot what I told
the waiter because I'm too tired.

“Would you guys like

“You j just don’t want me to seem stupld
so )ron act like you're just as dumb,” she
says. '

“Wait. Are we still ta.lkmg about this?”

She nods. “I don’t want you to think
I'm dumb, Jake, because I'm not. I'm nor
dumb. Ifyou feel like this age thing isa
problem for you, then it’s a problem for me
too. Becanse I dou't want you to think that
just because you're older than me, and I'm
sixteen and you're nineteen, you have to
treat me like I'm inferior. I dont want you
to think I'm dumb, Jake,” she says.

“I don’t think you're dumb, Katie. It’s
cool. I mean... you're smarter than | am.
It’s cool,” I say trying to make something
out of this useless discussion.

“Yeah. Just say what you want me to
héar,” she -says, turning her shoulder and
lookmg up towards mére pictures on the
wall o her left, part:cula.rly a James Dean
picture this time that is illuminared by the
1950's hanging light above it.

I spoke again.

“I'm sorry, I'm tired ronight, I got 2 hou.rs

of sleep roday and none last ni”--

--“Don't apologize. 1 hate it when you
apologizc g

h Sorry

“Gosh! Don'’t do that! But at the same
time, I don’t want you to think that 'm
mad at you or dftything. I hope you know
that I wouldn't rather be with anyone else
tonight. Truly Jake. When I'm with you, I
feel perfect. Almost. I mean... I love being
around you; because you make me a better

person,” she says,

I don't acknowledge it. Shesa walkmg
Hallmark card. She pauses, and continues
to talk abour herself.

“I just hate history, and it bugs me some-
times when you always ury to quiz me on
those pictutes, when I don't really care.” she
says.

“How can you not like history? That’s
ridiculous. Tell that to the people here
and they’ll probably send you to boarding
school. And you do care, because you said
that you wanted ro know who that was,” I
say, pointing to the man with the trumper.

“Not anymore. Because you won't tell
me.”

“I don't know!”

“Ok, wharever. Bur I still don’t like his-
tory.”

“Why? Give me one goed reason.”
“Well, I know, I know, “You have to
study history because you can learn for the
She says, imitating a professorial
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voice, way too loud. The people at the table
in front of us look back, offended, as if they
. are from the 50’s themselves. “But really,
‘why do you havc to study history? It’s just a
waste of time.”

“Katie. We're making history right now.
This fork, this is history. This bad food, this
is history, thar guy over there, with his buet
crack hanging out, changing the jukebox,
that’s history. Everything is history. So why
not study ir, ot at least respect it?”

“Because there are so many other things

to study. T don’t want to study forks.”
' “Come on, hypothetically. You just gave
the besr reason why people study history,
and you don’t believe in that reason? You
just quoted one of your teachers and you
don’t take that to heatt? I wonder if you
trust those you're supposed to be learning
from,” I say.

“I have different kinds of trust. I serious-
ly think that everybody is good deep down
inside, so I trust them. I trust individual
people but I don't necessarily trust pastimes,
ot ways of culture.”

“Do you at least have respecr for it? Be-
cause if you don’t believe in those thar teach
you, then how can you respect them, and
therefore truly believe in yourself? And if
you don’t believe in yourself, then you don't
tespect yourself, " I say.

“You don't know what you're ralking
about,” she says.

“I might.”

“No, you don't I can tell by your eyes.”

“What do my eyes have to do with any-
thmg

“You don’t know what you're talking
about,” she stabs me in my stomach from
under the ble Qirratiously. She has now
turned the conversation to a more apatheti-
cal moed.

“It's not how I lock that tells the pic-
rure.” -

“Shurup. Let’s talk about something else
you Har.”

“Sorry”

“Deonrt apologize.”

“Okay. Sorry, let’s go. Sorry about the
bad food.” She punches me in the stomach
as | pay, and then we walk out as I elude
the manager’s sales pitch again for Scarletr
(O’Hara.

After the lousy restaurant, T drive rou”:.
tinely to the place where I always go, but .
never have been with  gitl, or with anybody
else for that martter. It's a hill that looks over
the rest of the city. Iforget what they call

it, but ir doesn’t matter. The view tells the
14

words. There is an elevated, one hundred

foot fortress on the top of the hill, that has 7_

stone steps on the way up and sometimes,
this place is my own forrress, 1 go here
when [ want to ger away. When I want to
get the feeling that I am truly worthy of my
feats, and that there are no worries ahead,
and thar the whole world is beneath me, I
go here. In that case, T guess this foriress

is a place that bathes me in falsities, and
maybe that is the case. If that is true, then
my truths are far from me tonight. -

At the top, there is a courtyard, with a
light tower, and a rotating satellite that driv-
ers can see from the Glen Jackson Bridge a
thousand feet below. We're in the courtyard
now, strolling around, gazing below at the
halfway-buostling city and we're getting
acquainted to which way ro look to find
where home is. But even though I've been
here many times, even though I feel obliged
to tour her around my fortress, she’s the first
to tell me which way Gresham is and which
way Vancouver is. My sense of direction
is rragic. Off in the distance; I can see the
lights of downtown. Somewhere, there are
people still working, with their office lights
on, counting the minutes until they get
home o see their spouscs, who are lying in
their beds with a temote contro] waiting for
the universal “honey I'm home” with dinner
already cooked downstairs and caten by the
rest of the family. That's the ideal world ar
best - that’s the good future T have to look

forward to.

The courtyard is probably 100 yards
long, and 50 yards wide, about like a foot-
ball field. There is one other couple on the
other side of the field, and they seem to be
enjoying themselves thoroughly, but that's
not why I brought Katie here. Even though
it’s impossible, the satellite seems to be mak-
ing the stars in the sky brighter in our eyes,
and we look up in jealousy. We'te facing
towards downrown and she sits on the edge
of the fortress wall over about one hundred
feet of air, above the road where my truck is,
her feet dangling into obscurity. I consider
sitting up on the wall, but I'm afraid of
heights. Oh, whatever. 1do it anyway. |
look up at the stars some more, and [ can't
handle it.

“See that hill out there,” she says turning
around by putting her righr leg back up on
the top of the wall and pointing back in
some direction far past Vancouver, far past
my home, where I will lay my head down
ronight. “That hill our there, the biggest,
most mighty looking one?”

“Uhh, yeh 1 think I see it,” I say, not

_somewhere that I've never met is looking at

sure, but wanting to confirm. - “Actually,
I don't know whar you're ta]kmg about
Whar?”
“Ok see... umm. .. see how there area
bunch of siopmg, hifls right there, theres a
bunch that look exactly the same?”

“What? Oh yeh. How they're all just
kinda rolling along, yeh I see them.”

“Now, ok, well there’s one that kinda
sticks out... no more to the lefr, no keep
going. Yeh, see it, how it sticks up- i’s not
huge but it just looks different from all the  °
rest.”

“Oh, yeah! Ok, ok g

“It’s called Large Mountain, I want to
take you there someday.”

“Allright.” .

Sometimes she talks to me like 'ma - ¢
handicapped person. “Take you therc some-
day?” Wherces my wheelchair? I don't have ©
a wheelchair. I can drive, and I can ke
you, on your request. I know, I'm cynical

and chauvinistic, but it’s these manly cus-
toms that need to be mer in order to have
a normal relationship these days. At least
that’s what I'm thinking right now, tonight.
“Yeh, that hill out there. I like it,” she
says turning around and putting her hands
back down at her sides, still swinging her
legs. There are dozens of hills that we can
sec in the night. The sky is beauriful and
infinite, and desolate and lonely at the
same time. Crazy ro think that somebody

the same stars, with the same wonder that
I am, on a sailboat somewhere in the Gulf
of Mexico, or in the plains of Africa_, or the _
mountains in Nepal, or somewheré¢ wherev-
er else reflective people like to Took ar stars,
and reflect on their interesting lives.

“Do you ever look up at the stars, see the
beauty and just get jealous?” I ask. :

“Oh, so you'te in Jove with the stars too?”

“I den't know if it’s love, but... I don’t
know what it is but I think it's something
like that. Well, yeh maybe it is love.”

“Sometimes. Sometimes I do that. It’s
nice up here, you know,” she says. )

“Yeh. I've never been here during the
day. But I like it at night”

“That’s funny what you said because it
reminds me of semething. Sometimes my
dad would rake me outside when it was
raining in the summer just before night
time, when T was like 6 or 7, 2nd he would
place me onr on this old swing that we had
on the patio that faced our back yard, and
wed sit there and just watch the rain drip
from this fern. And 1 liked ir, just sirting
there in peace when I was that young, you




know? Everything was like, purc and so”

- polished and it was like if T had only known
 howlike., stra.nge this life would be, I
would have cherished that moment more,
because I didn'r realize how beautiful that
moment was at the time, you know. And
he used to tell me thar he would be envi-
ous of the fern, because it was so green and
gorgeous and everything, but he couldn’
be, because in his eyes, I was more beauriful
than any type of nature that he could ever
lay his eyes upon,” she says.

There's a pause, That was pretry. I liked
it, but I don’t know what to say now to rival
it, so the pause continues. It's a comfort-
able patse, a pause that makes me want to
dismiss talking forever. Bur thar feeling
lasts about ten scconc[s and then I ger bored,
unfortunately.

“Do you wanna get murried?” Isay. She
looks at me, strangely perplexed, and laughs.
I'm 19 and she’s 16. We've known each
other for two weeks.

“Oh, no. Not like that,” I say, correcting
my knack for inopportune clumsy ques-
tioning. “I mean, do you ever want to get
matried, just ever?”

“Well, yeah. Well, I don’t know, I donk
really like marriages. They scare me.”

I smile, trying unsuccessfully to hold in a
small, marter-of-fact faugh,

“What? Thar’s not funny,” she says.

“No, it’s just that mosr girls I talk to
want to get married right now. As in,
within the next two yeats. It’s a little creepy
to me.

“Guys want to get married soon too. [
wander why,” she says.

“Yeh, I wonder why.”

“You know.”

“No I don’t. I'd tell you if I knew.”

“You know why you liar,” she says, pok-
ing me in the stomach.

“Why would T know. fts not my right to
Specu_[atc

“I know,” she says.

“Then say it if you know.”

“I don't wanr to say it, because if [ say
the reason, then you'll think I'm dumb.”

“What if we agree?”

“We don't.”

“Why else could people want to get
married so early? Honestly.” I pause. “Well
there are probably a lot of reasons,” I say,
even though I could really only think of
one, maybe two.

“Umm. Lert’s just forget about it. With
everything that happened to my 1nom, and
with my dad, you know, that has kind of
left me frightened to think abour that whole

maﬁ'ia.gé thi—ng,— you know?”
“Well, you'll get used to the idea eventu-
ally. T was telling my friend that I didn’t”-
“Let’s talk abour somethmg else okay.”

Silence again. She looks away, and I
think I see a tear dropping from her eyes,
but I'm not sure, and I don’t know why she
would be crying. So [ don't ask why, and I
don't say anything nice to make her feel bet-
ter. I'm sure I'm just imagining her tears.
The other couple is finished with their

business now on the other side of the field.

They descend down the fortress steps back
into the real world. It’s the end of July, but
the wind picks up, and it feels like we're
somewhere in Colorado. But [ want to stay.

. I want more of 2 productive conversation.

We were doing well with the discussion

of the fern, the rain, and the stars, but I
crushed it. I ask to lend her my sweatshirt,
but she declines.

“What do you want to be when you
grow up?” she asks.

“I am grown up.”

“No you're not. Not alt the way.”

“Fm 19. Legally, an adult is 18. In case
you didn’t know.”

“Shurup. And anyway, you don't know
everything. And you're not grown up if
you're not anything, because [ asked you
what you wanna be when you grow up-not,
‘what do you want to be when you're 18’
You're still young.”

“You humble me. That youth will leave
m¢ soon if it hasnt alteady. Soon, I'll be
conformed to some job at the office some-
where in the middle of a city. I'll be that av-
erage suburbanite -- That guy in the Tostiros
commercial watching the ballgame.”

“Is that what you want to do?”

“Be in a Tostitos commercial?”

“No, be just that average suburbanite,”
she says.

“I dont know. Maybe T'll never know.
But I think I’'m bound for those confine-
ments someday.”

“Why? You shouldn't fee! confined
to some desk space all day. T know, that
sounds like a cliché, but doesn’t it make you
feel weird to rell yourself that you're giving
yourself up to something that you don't
even want, or need to be truly at peace with
yourself. Get somerthing rhat is rewarding
to you, It's youz life, you only have one.
Just live it man. ”You know?”

“Wow: Thar’s inspiring. I feel like 'm in
a Disney movie. Where’s Denzel Wash-
ington at? Robin Williams, carpe diem,
woohoo. But setiously though, I thought

that you said if you had Ged, then you
have everything that you need. Isn't that
what you're always telling me? Can't I just
go to my cubicle, BS for eighr hours, come
home to my wife and kids, love God and be
happy?” _ _

~ “Sure, but just because you love God,
that doesn't mean that you are perfect, and
that you don't need to still evaluate yourself,
I mean... you know? You shouldn’t feel
constrained by anything. I know God sets

you free, but why can't you do something

that makes you free anyway... something
that makes you feel good inside when you
go home to your kids. You know?”

“Let’s talk about something else, okay,” I

say, tired of the incessant evaluation of goals

.and lists to do in my head, and things thar

my mother wants me to do tomorrow when
I wake up. I'm tited of the way that my
hands shake when I debate whether I'm go-
ing to work out tomorrow. I'm tired of the
everyday decisions of deciding to read, or to
play video games. I'm tired of the idea that
having fun with friends does not produce.
long- term happiness. Why can’t [ just live
back in the eighteen hundreds when there
was one choice, and that was to read. Yeh,
it was so simple back then. Why canr T just
play Texas Hold En’ all day? Why can’t the
girls I meet just like me? I guess that’s why
theres a God, begcause God is the only thing
thar’s perfect, nghﬁ

“What are you afraid of?” she asks me.
The last of the lights are going off in the
buildings. The city is quiet, except for the
wind bullying the branches of the trees
around. Those wives are happily with «
their husbands by now, probably warching
Seinfeld reruns in rhart ideal world, The last
cars’are hcadirfg towards the Glen Jackson
Bridge with optimism. We see this happen-
ing down below, but we seem to be alone
with our falsities atop this hill overlooking
the city in our envy.

I thought 2 little bit abour it. 1 wanted
to give a one word answet, so [ did once |
got my head righr.

“Divorce.”

“Why? Me roo actually. But [ should be

the one saying that not you. Your parents

aren’t broken up.”

“Exactly.”

“Come on. You're afraid of a lot of other
things Jake. You're afraid of a lot of other
things.”

“What's up with you tonight? Why are
you trying to be so confrontational?” [ ask.
“I mean, I like it when you commmnicare,
but this is like Sally Jesse, okay.”
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“Im sorry,” she says turning her head
away in the manner that would indicate to.
someone not listening to the words that she
is about to cry abour fiot seeing me evet
again, and jusr breaking up. She whispers
something I can’t hear, but I think it sounds
like bloedshed if ’'m not mistaken.

“What? Did you just say you're sorty.
Because if I'm not mistaken, apologies are
not acceptable in this realm.”

“No.” :

She whispers to herself again.

“What are you saying?”

“What's ahead. You're afraid of what’s.
ahead.”

“No. I¥’s just that” -

“Yes you are. Don't say you're not.
You're afraid of the furure. - You're a stress
machine. You can't talk about your goals,
because you don' have any. You'te not ready
to succeed in college, because you'te affaid.
You're not ready 10 go to the real world
because you're not feady for college. It'sa
cycle Jake. I talk to you about anything in
the past and your face lights up like you
just got married or something. I tlk ro you
about 2nything to do with the future, and
I could swear it’s already gone. It's already
gole Jake, and it seems to me that ~”

“Why are you doing this?” [ interrupt.

She pauses for a while. I'm amazed by
her honesty.

“Because [ like you Jake. Ilike youa
lot. And I'm trying to get somie kind of fire
under you, and if this talking of your goals
doesn’ scare you te death, and this fore-
shadowing doesnt... I dont know... scare
" youalittle bit, then I don’t know what does.
You need goals, you need desires, Jake.”

“Why do you like me?”

“Ijust... Idontknow. Icant really
explain.”

“You don't like me Kate, not like that.”

She rushes to correct me.

“No no no! You're cute, you're eyes are
pretty and -~

« Katie! Wharthe  does that
do? Whar does that do? Huh? Whatisa
good looking guy good for in the long run?
And why do you have to scare me in order
to portray some sort of... uhh... affection
you have?”

“I was going to say that you're smart.
Gosh! Don't overreact!”

“I'm not. P'm sorry Katie but I just”-

“Don't apologize.”

Silence again. She’s sitting in the same
way she has the whole time, swinging her
legs, warching the lighrs go off and the cars
go home in Portland, like nothing was even
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said. thn IAlook ather, srubbornasa
lictle kid, I finally understand that feeling

thar those comedians get when they say tlat

"it’s hard to look at their companions after

they get married, because their p,ersoﬁalities
that theyd had all along just turn them into
witches. :

“You're afraid of the past,” I say. I
wanted to ask her about why her parents
divorced but [ haven't yet, and [ don’ think
I will, but this is ar least alluding to it. I'm
sure that this works according to my anger
right now. This will satisfy my annoyance.
This will shut her lirde mouth up. At first
she takes the comment in stride, nodding
her liead. But is I keep staring at her, and-
she keeps nodding her head, like she has it

- under control, I notice that-she is crying _+

again, And our of all the words and phrases
I've heard tonight, she leans to my side -
and utters the strangest, most inoppertune
words of all,

“I hate you,” sh¢ says, softly bawling, -
Why does slie cry? Why does she always
have to cry? These words make me crumble,
and I can’t hold en to hei, and instead, I
push her away. We sit there and marvel
at the sky and ir’s big, infinite emptiness.
Loolking at the stars, I see now that people
might be locking up there too from the
Gulf or Africa or Nepal or wherever, but
they can’t be looking at the same stars as
Katie and [. 'We're different. We descend
on down, back into the real world, where
honesry is a virtue,

We drove on towards home, or tried

at least. We got lost and Katie called her
mormn to try to find the freeway. What a
great feeliﬁ.g to go on a date with a girl, et
lost, and arrempr unsuccessfully to convinee
her that I know exactly our whereabouts.
I think I was still rrying to shake off the
residue from our discussion eatlier when I
rook a couple wrong turns, or five. Some-
times, when I dtive home from somewhere,
I'tl be completely oblivious to the turns
I'm making, or whether I'm going north or
south, but [ know that even though I am
steered off course quite a bit Ill get home
just fine. “It’s cool,” is what I always say to
myself. But tonight, that’s not the case. Ir’s
not cool, because there is someone in the car
with me that needs to get hotne, to sleep in
a cozy bed, to be comforted by something,
like a blanky. .

. We eventually found our way back to the
interstare thanks to Katie’s mom via that czll
phone, and now we're going over the Glen

Jackson Bridge, and I'm thinking abour

- I was dying right now, I wouldn’t mind. T'm

tonight, about something else, or someone

everything other than the moment itself. 1
lean back in rthe sear, and try to refax my
body. All the cars on the road are a blur. If
not angty, not sad, and I'm not dying, but
the insignificance of myself rings so hollow
that it makes me hope for a happy dream

else I forgot. Or maybe it could be a dream
abour Katle. A dteam that would bring
every bad moment we had tonight to a halt,
and freeze everything and rewind to a good
spot just so I could remember one good
thing abour her, one last good thing and I'd
be all right with that.

Actually, if T was alone in the car, by
myself, I wouldn't be having this feeling. If
I would never have gotten myself inro this
hopeless attempt ar a teenage companion-
ship, I might be on my way to a poker
tournament with some buddies, or maybe
I wouldn't even have left anywhere. Maybe
I could just be at home watching Seinfeld
reruns of something ina perfect world, by
myself. That would be betrer. Mnch better.
However, this feeling is so necessary, so
cominonplace for tne that I can’t retrieve
myself from its doomful conclusion. It
happens every time with these girls and
me, and there is no cure for its inevitabil-
ity. And anyone watching over us tonight
could swear that we have never had a spark
of chemisiry together. That’s not true, but I
might soon start to believe it as I look down
at the river in the datk, illuminated by the -
moonlight; straddled by this giant concrete
stricture that we glide across comforably.
We're only a-quartet of the way down the
bridge but it will soon be half, and after that
we'll be in Washington, and then the exir,
then she’ll be home.

This is one of those times of awkward
silences. Everybody has awkward silences,
and we're not any different in rhar aspecr.
Usually when these types of things happen,
[ say something ridiculously ignorant just
to try to get something going, and it ends
up being for the worse. [ wish [ could be
charming and effortlessly appealing. Iwish
I could just freeze this moment in time and
find sotne way to say something decent to
her. It should be easy to do thar, to alter
the ever-moving machine of {ife, because
after all there are only two of us in this car,
and we don't really hate each other I don'
think, and we just want to Jike each other
and communicate, we want the same thing,
but whatever we're afrer must not want us
- , I wish [ hadnt said thar about her:
past - But that machine. .. that machine it :



keeps moving and its probably a train, and
it’s whistle is blowing loudly in my ear and
it would be easy to fend off the sound, but
all these premonitions, all these thoughts,
are filling my head with too much burden
and the whistles are coming at me from
bath sides, louder than I've heard before,
and as hard as I try to think of something
romantic, something impressive or pro-
found or witty, I can dream up only one
word or phrase that I can communicate to
her: “Please.”

That is a]l T can think of, and I don't
know why. I can’t tell if T want to say,
“Please help me,” “Please get out of the
car, find a ride home, this won't work out,”
“Please may I kiss you?” “Please say some-
thing.” I don't know, and I can’t think of a
coherent phrase that is appropriate for the

situation using please, so I keep drivingand -

count the minutes until she is gone. We're

halfway down the bridge when she speaks.

5

“Have you ever seen ‘Pulp Fiction’?
“Yeah, but ir’s been a while.”
“Well, there is a scenc in there, with the

girl and Travolta.” '

“You mean Uma Thurman?”

“Yeah, well she says something like, ‘T
normally don't feel comfortable having long
silences, but I feel comfortable having long
silences with you.” Well you know -- thats
how I feel with you.”

This is a great try. Splendid, but in no..
way am [ poised to muster up the compli-
ment and send it to my yearning ego. I'm
not ready, because I can't just keep driving,
with my eyes on the road and accepr this
artemnpt to meénd this disastrous night into
something great by simply saying a few
words, “Yeah, I'm comfortable with you
t0o,” because I'm not. It would be nice if
she truly did feel comforrable but it doesn't
take a fool to recognize that her hosriliry
is leading her to embrace the longing for
comfort. The exact words she had said
before this display of her liking towards
Tarantind’s writing were “I hate you.” One
of these comments is full of fraud, and I

conclude thar it is probably this one abour -

silences and maybe even both, but [ reward
her for trying at least. It's much berter than
anything that I can artempr to throw at her.
“Yeah,” is all I say in response, dishonestly.
There’s another uncomfortable silence for
about a minute.

“What's wrong? I don' want us to be
like this Jake.”

“Nothing’s wrong. [ feel comfortable
with you too. But in case you haven’t for-
gotten, you did tell me you hated me about

' thirty minutes ago.”

“I know Jake. Bur ir's not the same
tonight. I dont fecl the same as I did last
week with yon. You're not talking, you're
not as funny, your're fot as éngaged. I don’t
feel great either but...” She sees me yawn.
“Ok, sorry. I know, you're tired. Jake tell
e now if this isn’t going to work out, be-
cause I don’t want to go through it if it’s not
going to work our.”

“What the helll It’s going to werk our,
okay? Why wouldn't it? We're fine. And
stop with the whole ‘is this going to work
out? thing. This isn't a marriage. This isn't
an engagemenr. WeTe not even boyfriend
and girlfriend yet. I mean...
to do anything right now, but I don't want

I don't want

_ to just stop seeing you! We're reasonable

young kids, and one of us is an adule okay.
All rlght Everything w111 be fine. It’s cool.”
“Is it my hair? Do you iike my hair?” she
says.
We're in college now. Well, she’s not, but
I know that she must be smart enough to
know not to bring that kind of bogus ralk
in here. T don’t care about her hair. Well,
actually, it’s not like it usually is, and T like it
better in a ponytail, but it still doesn’t make
a difference. She really needs to shutup.
“Your hair is splendid.” :
“I don't think you like it when it’s curly,”
She Says. V
. “You don’t think I'm funny tonight?” I
ask.
“Have you said anything funny?”
“I dour’t have to say anything funny to be
funny, right?” '

“You haven't done any'thmg funny either.

Its probibly because yon're so nervous abour
my hair Jooking so ugly”

I don't say anything. There is no reason
to say anything. If I never said anything o
this gir again, that would probably be grear.
But strangely, I feel a strong obligation, like
d magnet SOmEhOW ma.king me hCCd to thC
customary proceedings of this vile experi-
ment of a relationship ridden with inexperi-
ence.

I’'m not as far leaned back in my seat
anymore. [ am nervous, and agitated, but
especially nervous. Yes, extremely nervous.
More than I was a few minutes ago, with
both hands on the wheel like my uncle
when he has road rage. I'm this way not
because of the unproductive argument, but
because we are over the bridge now. We're
in Vancouvet, and there are abour ten min-
utes until she is gone.

“You know, the way you put your hands
on the wheel like thag, it reminds me of my

dad,” she says. .

. Whar the hell, I mouth silently, and keep
driving. 1don' take what she says to heart,
but forger about it. I don't let it bother tme,
but I let something else fester inside me and
ir is visibly eating me away.

“Whar is it?” she asks.

“Honestly, I'm debating whether to kiss
you or not.”

If there was ever a manual on what to say
to a girl, T must not have read it, because
I pnt myself in a position where I'm now

caught straddling razor wire fence, and [

have to decide if I want to lose my right
testicle ot my left when I jump off.

The ten minutes pass. I pull over ina
church parking lot somewhere near her
house. Iwouldn't want her mom o look in
through the window, so that’s why I stop a
block down. Iknow, it’s one in the morning
but there’s no reason to take any chances. 1
think abour making a joke about sinning
near the house of God, but I'm too nervous
to get the words out and-she’s Mormon
anyway. ,

I leave the car running. [ don’t know
why I'm doing this, but I must, [ must. Its
not testosterone o anything, [ don’t think,
but these obligatory emotions are forcing
me to just get this over with. Isn't that tes-
rosterone? Maybe, but I feel obligated, like
it’s my duty to do this. lean over, expect-
ing nothing, and"nothing happens. Neither
of us even open onr mouths. [ try to kiss
her bur ic’s just a peck. Somewhere deep
down inside I'm crying, and she is too, 1ty
again and the same thing happens. If she
likes me so much, why doesn’t she kiss,me?
About 15 seconds and ! bring my face back
from her face; and my hand from her hair
and straighterf my body towards the steering

. wheel, feeling useless.

It's over now; and I take a deep breath
so T can start up the car, confused and
bewildered more than disappointed. But
of course the car was already running. This
btings about the sickening shrill of anxiery
from the Ford Ranger that symbolizes my
complete meltdown. If there would be one
sound thar embodies my feelings for the
night, it would be that appalling, dreadful
cry of the ignition, telling everyone in east
Vancouver that the truck is already running,
and that its driver is really nervous about
something. T drive back to the house to.
drop her off, with my stomach ready to ﬁ)r
somewhere else than here. -

“Thanks,” she says. “I'm glad this hap-
pened tonight.”

“Me too,” I say, amazed by her strange
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contentment with this awful sithation. I'm

thinking of other moments that I've had
. thar wene horribly, but were good in the -
long run, like a marathon. This wasn't as
painful as a marathon, but it was still scary.
It’s hard to imagine the same girl that cried
on the phone to me because she didn't think
- she could get work off for tonight so she
could spend time with me. She was really
looking forward to thls I feel bad to spoil it
for het.

Remember that guy that was always
really impressed with himself in your high
school speech class? And when it was his

turn to make his final speech his mom came

to elass and brought popcorn for every-

- body because-the speech was going to be so

. profound and impressive. Well, let’s say that
this guy is doing his speech on the Taliban
or something and he stayed up all night the
night before and wasn't prepated and all
the speech was for twelve minutes was “Al
Qacda... umm... Osama. .. uhh,” and his
mom is sitting there, red in the face, think-
ing that she did her part with the popcorn
but not with the part of raising her kid to
be humble. Yes, if Katie was everybody in
that class, that guy was me tonight. That
egotistic guy from speech class that gave ev-
erybody high expecrations and disappointed
rhem, that was me.

“I'll call you maybc,” I say.

As she rurned ro walk up the driveway, she
waved with a smile thar crippled me. Then
she athletically ascended up thar sloping
hill, swaying hips, and a confident sense of
aspifation that holds true for so many high
school girls across America these days. 1
looked at my watch, and realized there was
nothing on TV, no movies to go to by my-
self, no more girls to talk to in the car, and
no good night’s sleep for me. And ar that
moment, right as she turned ro ascend the
[asr step ro look back and give a sad grin one
lasr time ~- that was the first time I would
realize that she was beautiful, aud nothing
else mattered.

“Louis Armstrong!” | shout, trying to ger
it all back,

“Whar?” she §ays.

“Thar was the guy in the picture with the
trumper. I just thought you might want to
know some more history or something.”
She shakes her head, and stares down at my
truck window with a look that is teetering
between disbelief and confirmation fora
good seven seconds.

“I knew that you knew who it was.”
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- wanted to give you some history lesson

- was: I locked down at the dashboard,

‘And if it's not the smile itself, maybe it’s that you don’t smile so often

. --“Sorry for 'ﬁot.teﬂing fou caIIiEr, ' .
I'just was tired and I didn’t feel like I ( the Liyout and .rpaung are zmportanr on this aﬂe)
denouement

and it just didn’t seemn right you know. Brendan Abrabam Murphy

and umm... it just didn't seem like
uhh...well when there was... I don’
know its hatd... umm...” I faded off,
took a deep breath and gathered myself.
“And now that I think about it Ka”-
“Don't apologize,” she said, cutting

whar cduse the spark from flinted stoue
to kindle upwards pride and smoke
do vengance to the soft and real

after the wounds of youth have healed
having the will of steel instead

my last words off, grinning. foughe hint and rumor filling head
“One mote thing,” she said. hard sense and what could be not want
“What?” for true not appear such when taught
“You're not smiling. Does that mean something s must come when time reveal
you're happy?” one course charted ou even keel

She smiled like it was the [ast rime

she'd see me, and [ knew it probably

does not that lie a different way
not somewhere near where i could stay?

" even though not occur to me i
unsure of how to reply. But when I

looked back up, her door was shut,
Gone. She was the last girl T saw that
summer. '

want? no more than here to be.

Stupid Love
Morgan Belmonte

1 can't put into words quite how you make me feel
Mainly because the feeling isnt rational at all
My stomach tightens up and suddenly I feel stupid
And my heart beats so rapidly that a heart attaché seems inevitable
It’s not like you're that attractive
Not anymore than the average guy e
But maybe it’s the way that you look when you smile
With your eyes open and shining

And when you do it’s in 4 glimpse into something deeper
Something you don’t show gitls everyday

You let me see you, the real you, even if it’s only for a moment
And char scares me and excites me so much -

Because [ can see so much below the surface 3

Such potential and possibility

Sometimes when I'm around you, my life is completely miserable

I can’t breathe, my movements become awkward and T over analyze
Did he mean whar he said? Did he say what he means?

I could find a hidden meaning in the way you combed your hair
Do guys do this? Dees h¢ agonize over some stupid girl?

Spend all of his waking hours with lingering thoughts in the back
Of his pea-sized brain in his stupid fat head, with its somewhat attractive eyes
And crooked but appealing smile, tall physique and soft hands

Darn those hands! Every time I look at them all I want to do is hold them
Forever and ever, feel and convey love and protection through those hands
I'm so lost in these feelings

Stupid emotions. Stupid you.

Wait. No. You aren’t stupid. .. and what I feel isn't stupid.

I¢s love.

Snupid Love.




Dmulokoli-

#

She Watches the Water - Barnabas Omuloboli~ .
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California Frown; an exc_cfp t

, - L) Putulowski

~ 'This is where the story c.nd:sj._ This is after
the big, climaciic ending. "This is the blank
page at the end of the novel. The credirs _
rolling down the screen. The curtain sway-
ing back and forth after the cast took their
bow. This is after all tHat...- ‘

This is where the story ends and the rest
of the lirde life left in me begins.

I woke up this morning with my face ly-
ing hard-on the cold linoleum floor. A dead
burterfly floating in the slosh of whiskey and
stour and half-digested food in my stomach.
My long, black hair soaking in the yellow
piss around the roifer where I was roo tired
to-aim, or too drunik. A layer of fog climb-
ing up the side of the ilet with cach breath
I force out. &7z, - © 5 S

" It feels like d Idémy skin.

‘This is me w1thout éhy tég‘:h;-t.s;

Some things are impossible to forpet. Even
though it is pood to hold on; I have already
lostivall. What I do is remember to
"breathe. Remember this is real.” Close my
eyes and start counting. 3. 2. 1. Breathe,
4. 3. 2. Keep counting. 5. 4. 3. Till the

veins in my neck loosen their grip.

There are two things no one ever saw
morher doing. Writing and cooking. Well,
no one except me and that was only once,

At night dad cleaned up the take-out
boxes and washed the dishes. Then, he
tucked her in bed. $at down, held het
cheeks in che palmg of his hands, and kissed
her golden hair. Every night he whispered
inro her ear. o

That made her smile, most of the time.
He could have whispered anything. I like to
think it was something she needed to hear.
Something that would play in her heart and
make her dream of endless blue skies and
the ocean’s breeze soft on her skin.

The night before Thanksgiving, after ev-

_ eryone was asleep, the house was quicr and
the air still, mother curled herself in an old
red leather recliner. She wrotein a journal.
The kind with black straps that wrap around
and tie in front. She collected notes and let-
ters, pictures and postcards, and kept them
between the pages.

Each step downstairs the wood breathed
harsh and wheezed under my feet, I took it
slow, from my heels rolling my weighe out
to my toes. o

In the shadows of the doorway I sar on
the floor and watched. Liule flakes of dust
rose and fell in the light above hér head.
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She picked at the lightning bolt cracks in

the leather and thumbed her rosary. Then,.

her pen moved right to left, up and down

the page, as quick as she could.

Don't know how long she kept writing. I

" sat there and fell asleep. Whether she knew

it or not she was sharing a secrer. That mo-

ment [ knew her more than anything ever

since.

The walls in my apartment could have been
painted burnt sienna or fuchsia. Maybe the

former occupant was a geek for prairie hills -

printed on wallpaper. Now, it’s covered in
notes. Yellow post-its for places. Blue for
people. Taped and stapled to the walls are

posteards and pictures and old letters. There

. are newspaper articles and scraps of paper.

Notes on top of notes on top of pictures ll

"~ everything thar was once there is no more.

" Each wall is a memory bank of lost
sevenrs, A pool of informarion. A way ro

remember. Look norch; the wall is covered
with everything from before mother died.
South; everything after. Look cast; that

- wallis covered in everything surrounding
the murders. All pieces 10 a puzzle. Clues
to figure out. An equation to solve. The
west wall is a large window and the front
doot. I covered the window with old news-
papers, piecing together a collage of history
with satin-finished giftwrap tape. Light
still shines through, but it’s more of a blank
wave of white light. Stare long enough and
the white goes on forever.

Mother'’s handwriting is light and fast.
Each letter incfined. She never dotted her
Is; but she drew long, bold cross strokes
through every 7. Fach Hand Pand Q s
looped. Retraced loops sometimes. Maybe
she felr tired or trapped, but she had perfect
spacing and angular slopes. No impressed
dots from letting her pen sit roo long on
any letrer. It was beautifuf and elegant, all
crafted in red ink,

T write with an inverted left hand. Fast
and hard. Black ink everywhere. My A5 are
always open to the left with an open base.
Most of my s have no middle bar. Each
descender has a long, rising stroke which
could be construed as a feeling of derach-
ment. Spacing varies, no margins, small
letters. My thoughrsare lightning-quick,
roo fast for my hand to keep up.

Everything mother wrote has dissolved,
coursed through my veins, and lined the
inside of my heart. I don't remermiber the
exact words but just what they mean. Fy-
erything she felt is in the translation of her
penmanship. This is the legacy she left me

because I kept derailed notes and newsp

to read,. .-

When mother found me sleeping on the
floor she shook me awake. She bent her
fingers and pushed up her glasses with he
knuckles,

She put one hand on her waist, squint
her eyes, and said, Tonight we will be tha
ful.

A guest, she said.

In the letters dad used to wtite me in
lege I have never found her o be than
for anything. Not that she’s an ungraseful

- or anything; Dad just said she was
sick. Too tired to be thankful. .

‘The house smelled of fresh cut fruit an
cinnamon haking in the oven. Dad was
wearing a starched white shirt and pleated
slacks. He was busy spraying water on thi
houseplants with dried leaves. Most of th
plants were too far gone, arid he ook the
outside to the trash and brought in new
plants.

A clean house, Dad said. Reflects a
sound mind. :

In the kitchen next to the sink sat a
white Styrofoam ice chest filled with crabs
scratching to pet out. Flour stuck in the’
grout on the counter. Mother in her bl
apron and flower-print oven mites shuffl
baking pans and pulled a fresh loaf of b
from the oven.

I Kissed her on the cheek and protmis

o be home for dinnet.
What happened that night I only know

ariicles. After walking into 4he house wi
ing another man’s blood detective Mille;
rubbed his fingers through his mustache
told me to drop by the station in the mo;
ing. He had three body bags to fill and
time to talk.

In the morning I borrowed every pap
on the block and threw them away, exce
one. No one deserved to know what I b
been denied. Each article is a glimpse in
the past, The collection of history that I

Ine our.

Thanksgiving’s Deadliest Recipe
Murriera, Calif —Today a small commu:
nity is mourning the loss of three memb
of the community foflowing last night’s;
apparent murder/suicide in a small, quie
neighbothood;” A woman identified by
police as AnnaBéch Stanton, 40, is bel
to have cocked poison into the meal s
served her husband, David Sranton, 4
an unidentified male. Paramedics fou




the three bodies sprawled across the kirchen
tloor after responding ro a 9-1-1 emergency
call placed by Mr. Stanton. Neighbors close
to the family are shocked by the incident
that is still unfolding roday.

Start counting. And don't stop.

Let’s go over this one more tfime, detec-
tive Miller said.

No, I said. I've told you the story. Now
tell me what happened.

I have three bodies chilling in the-
~ morgue, he said. I need to know why.

The roads were still wet, I said. It was
getting dark and I was already fate. The
driver in the truck had sped off and no one
stopped to help. The car was all twisted

metal and the guy inside was leaking blood, -
shards of glass sticking to the red mess down -

the side of his face. I didn’t know whar -
to do. The guy was convulsing, his head
smacking against the doorframe. He was
going to bash his skull in pieces and spill
brain everywhere. So, I got my right foot
on the side of the car and pulled the door
open. Held his forehead against the head-
rest and kept him still and whispered into
his ear. That’s all I could do. And thats
when I saw Angelina, the moment after the
accident.

Little beads of sweat collected on my
forehead and underneath my arms. Tt was
* the only thing thar felt cold. So cold it
burned.

Miller pushed away from the table and
started walking up and down the room, tap-
ping his pen in the air.

Shouldn’t I have a lawyer for this type of
thing? I said.

Milfer stopped pacing and starred flip-
ping through his file.

Do you recognize this man? he said,
dropping an 8x10 glossy picture with white
borders on the table.

It was mother. Her face stretched out
and disfigured. Her body outstretched on
the kitchen floor. Her face next to Dad’s
feet. Dad’s face next to the guests feet. The
guest’s face next to mother’s feet.

We found traces of Mrs. Stanton’s lip-
stick on the bedy of this man, he said.

Slow down. Breathe. 3. 2. 1. Keep
counring. 4. 3. 2. Eyes closed. 5. 4. 3.

The poison used, he said. Nitrogen-bear-
ing;alkaline chemicals are found in forty-
percent of all plants. Some cases, jusr a little
of these alkaloids can stop the hearr.

My mother was murdered by a plane? I
said.

Mrs. Sranton suffered from anaphylaxis,

he Sﬂ_ld

She wouldn hurt anyone, I saud 'Ihls.
isn't making any sense.

" Mis, Stancon wenr into anaphylacuc ‘
shock, he said. She died before the para-
medics could teach her

6. 5. 4. Shedidntdoit. 7. 6. 5. Re-
member. 8. 7. 6.

She didn't do it, ok? I said.

Kid, listen to me, he said. It wasn’t your
mother. :

I know.

9. 8. 7.

It was Mr. Stanton, he said. We found
receipts for the plants in his wallet. His .
prints were lifted off all the pots. '

I felt something wiggling inside me.

- Somewhere between the pulse of my heart -

and cach breathing lung somethmg was .
growing, The dark lonely center of my
chest,
Miller looked down and closed his eyes.
Kid, I'm sorry, he said.
He dropped two more pictures on the
table, one on top of the other,
I knew I shouldn look. ButI did.
10. 9. 8.
The table at home. Three plates with half
caten food. A fourth plate at my sear,
empty. Silverware collecting dust on a
folded cloth napkin.
11. 10. 9.
A note sirting on the counter. The first
letter a lowercase H, hoop retraced. L1ghr
red ink.
12. 11. 10.
This is whete history left me our,
help yourself to lefrovers. Love, Mom.

‘This is not a complete story. Ir's taken from
a library of notes and newépapcr articles and
journal enrries. Letters that were the only
communication between my parents and me
during several years of silence, The story is
being told from pictures and napkins from
diners with words scrawled across. Every
memory catalogued on the page.

There will be gaps. Time loss. All the
boring details edited out. This will be the
truth the best that I can tell it. Nothing
less.

‘These notes are all T have, collected in
boxes in the bedroom. Stacks and stacks of
boxes filled full with notepads and records
and everything I rook the last mght I stayed
at homie.

Besides that, there’s not much else in my
apartment. Just a desk, a computer, a couch
I found on the side of the street decorated in
cigarette holes, and a few clothes hanging in

.the closet.

All the floothoards are scrubbed déan.
‘The window sealswashed. The grour in
the bathroom bleached with a toothbrush.
Wipe the kitchen counters with a white
glove and ir'll leave dust, :

A clean house reflects a sound mind.

Every night before I go to sleep I ruck
my feet under the couch and sit-up till the
muscles in my stomach burn. Push-ups «ill
my body is too heavy. An hour of muscles
being pushed and pumped tll electricity
shocks carry through each vein can kill
abour 580 calories. ‘The walk to the grocery
store and back to get milk, can titna, and
more beer can kill about 600 calories. Just
typing for an hour can kill 110 calories.

‘158 Ibs, 30-inch waste, and 9-percent

) Vbody far reflects 2 sound mind.

Mxller lc—:d me past paper—pushers in blue
uniferms and fax machines, between
cubicles, and through an electronic security
door that locked behind me. The lobby
was cold, grey-walls and a matble floor, an
insignia in the middle of the floot promising
to serve and protect. They were a little too
late for the latter.

Angelina sat cross-legged waiting for
me, She licked her red lips and stared at the
people walking by.

She said the secretary behind the bul-
letproof glass window was a cocaine addict
play pretending the flu, sniffing up whete
her nose had already begun to deteriorate.
She giggled and said that everyone was
someone else. That's what made people
interesting, e

What interested her mote was that
people only see themselves in other people.
Character flaws is what she said. Listen
to what people complain abour the most
because they are only complaining about
thermnselves.

I told her it was rime to go, and she took
me home for the last rime.

Death gives the air a calm and quiet quality.
Almost tranquil. The police put tape across
the front door and drawn the shades. 1
went room-to-room pulling up the blinds
and opening the curmins.

Fingetprints were left on the kitchen’s
doorframe, so I pulled my sleeve around my
fist and smeared them away.

In the moonlight Mother's chair looked
black and the lightning bolt cracks glowed
white. It was soft and my body fit right in.
I ran my fingers across the leather and the
cracks. [ sat there, feeling her writing and
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- writing as fast as she did, - O
I'pulled on the mahogany handle and the

. gears squealed sruck. 1 pulled i again,
harder and harder. Then, it jetked apen,
dropping mother’s joutnal on the floor,
All her thoughts outstretched on the catpet.
I'am a lifetime away from understanding,
but there had to be clues between the pages.
Mother's legacy. A murderers grace in
words, not the grave.
I sat back, holding tight her journal close to
my chest and fell aslecp.
Sleep is a training exercise for death.
It’s preparation.
So you don’t it up for eterniry.

This is where the story begins.

And I Stumbled
- Urban jack

Alan lield the rod in his right hand as he
pulled the Bow out of the river. The cold
water stung his sunburned hand. Robert
called out to him, “How big is it “It’s
nothing but 2 minniow.” Alan rucked his rod
under his arm and grabbed the Bow by the
tail with his left hand. Then with his right
hand he twisted the hook out of its mouth.
He held the fish facing downstream unil it
revived and whipped icself our of his grasp.

Alan sloshed back to the boat and
opened the cooler, “Grab me a Dier,” Rob-
ert yelled. Alan grabbed the Diet and then a
Squirt and walked out to Roberr. “Cant see
nothing with this sun,”

“T know, it was supposed to be cloudy
today. Reckon most of the fish have found
deeper holes than this one to coal off in.”
“Too bad these reds aren’t trour.” Alan
pointed actoss the river where a massive
freeway of reds were heading up o the ,
mouth of the river. “Casting over there you
can’t help bur snag one.”

“They ain't no good to ear. Look how
tired and worchless they are. Lazy bears is
the only things thac'lf slap those out of this
river. You going back to the boar?” “Yeah ”

“Thanks.” Robert handed Alan his empty
can and Alan trudged back to the boar. By
the time Alan had thrown the cans away
Robert had a fish on. “Bring the ner; this
one’s a keeper.”

“How big?”

“At least thirteen or fourteen inches.”
Alan sloshed back out to him, the ner in his
right hand. The fish jumped twice, frantic
and desperate. Fish have no system or plan,
they just panic. Robert had him reeled in
real close when Alan arrived with the net.

Alan prabbed his line and dipped the net
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usider the fish. They walked back 1o the boit-
and unhooked the fish. Alan held it down
and clubbed ir. Roberr prepared a dragline
and soon the Bow was tied to the back of
the boat, drifring in the current. ‘

“How come I ain't catchin’ none of .
these?” said Alan.

“’Cuz your presentation stinks. Your line
is always bunched and you haven't learned
how to mend up-stream or down. The big-
Buns are oo smart for that kind of st

“What do I do?” _ )

“Find a better thythm on your cast.
Remember to count slow: 1-2, 1-2. On your
release don't try to cast—just release ir. Stop,
drop, and follow through.”

Alan grabbed his rig and headed back to

the water. The sun enflamed his burnt skin,

red and raw. The water gargled around his
waders as he slowly made his way out to the
middle of the river. Just twenty feet ahead
was the riffle they were aiming for, a rush of
deep bluish-green. Alan gave himnself some
slack and made a couple of fake casts, mum-
bling a slow 1-2 count under his breath. He
whipped his wrist too much on the release
and the fly tagged the water behind him
before tearing to the fronr, stopping short
of the riffle in a bunch of line. Atan shook
his head and prepared another cast. A smirk
traced his lips as he glanced down stream a
Robert who already had another fish on and
was working it back to the boat. Alan rook a
breath and set to casting again. 1-2, 1-2 and

this time a gentle, thythmic release that laid

gentle on the back side of the riffle, Alan
pulled in some slack and followed the line
as it floated down-stream. The fy lifred off
the water as he mended but then lay back
again. A small splash and Alan lifred the rod
setting the hook, a beaurifidl little Bow with
tts stockings in a bunch yanked at his line.
Alan worked him back to the boar where
Robert was waiting. “Good job, thar’s a

fine lirtle Bow.” Alan puiled his rod over his
left shoulder and grabbed the line with his
right hand about two feet above the fish and
pulled it in. “Whadaya think?”

“Bourt twenty inches. Nice color too.”

“I'm glad I at least T got one before the
day was through.”

“Ah...you'll slaughter ‘em once you start
gettin’ berter drifts. Your drifts aren’t dead
yet.” ' :

Alan twisted-the fly our of the Bow’s
mouth and let it swing free into the breeze.

“Here’s dinner.”

Robere grabbed a filler knife and one
of his Bows and sloshed over to the shore.
Kneeling ar the waters edge, he laid the

 been invented yet. Speaking of calendars

_ gonna be girls dressed in dental Hoss lyiﬁ
* on the hoods”

Bow upon a smooth rock and began 1o
into the flesh just below the jaw. After
ting the spine he tilted the head dowan
creating a space in the slice for him to ni
his knife sideways and cut our the 'ﬁlIctf‘ij
down to the til. The mear was red an :
plump with very little blood. Roberr 1
it in the shallow waters next v him and]
placed the filler in a small plastic garba
sack then repeated this process on the

side of the fish. After completing the o
side he pitched the rest of the carcass j
the middle of the river allowing the sw
current ro carry the bones to some oth
shore where they would not have to se
Alan then took his turn filleting his fish s
the two hopped into the boat and madef

taking off for days at a time just sitting
around waiting for fish to bite? You ain) |
never been fishin’ before in your life. Yo
probably hate it.” .
“T'won't ever know ill [ try.” _
“ And what am | going to tefl your
brothers, your younger brothers, when the
have 1o do your chores as well as theirs?
“Tell em I'll do the sarme for them so
day.” . :
“Huh, I know about someday wirh yt
boys. Someday is on some calendar that:

want that fancy car calendar thrown in h
trash immediately. You never said there v

. Alan was glad to be in the boat speedi
down the river. The bugs can't keep up wi
ajer: boar. Robert sat in the srern guiding
the boat through the tangled warer. :

“Rocks ahead. Won't be surprised if wi
hit on botrom.” , '

Alan placed his hands on his knees in
stabilizing posture., _

“I'm gonna steer real clear of most of -
them but warch your head”

Robert curved the boat towards the -
right-bank as it was decper there. Some T
had fallen over because of the eroding ban
"They balanced in the air ar abont eye level
creating a nice little canopy that threatend
to decapitate careless boaters. Both of the
dncked and then Alan restored himself
to his steady posture. The river widened
and Robert sped the boat up towards the
left-bank. There, in a clearing, Alan saw. th
tent and the fire pit they had made in th

rocky shoreline. It was an orange huntin



tent built for four; but there ba:c[y scemed
enough reom for the two of them. A pair -
of Alar’s clothes hung from a line that
stretched between two trees nearest to the
tent.

“Ob, 1 just know you'll fall in and ges swept
2way to some watery grave,”

Twont fall in,”

“You will, And you'll probably think you're
200 cool for a life preserver too. You'll put on
your sunglasses and sit in the boat and the nexr
minute you'll be floarin’ face down in the river.

You can’t swim.”

1 can swim fine,”

And whered you learn 1a’ swim,”

Ar Wikon’s water bole.”

- That water ain’t nothin’ but a couple feet
deep, and therés no current, You'll get out there
in the deep water and the curvent roo strong
Jor somebody who can't swim and'’s o cool

Sor a life preserver. Your waders i get full of
tpater and r&atl[ be thar.”

Tl be...

No more. I héar another word about it
and therell be no television for 4 month,”

“So how come you never been fishiri’?”

“My mother never let me when I was a
boy. She was afraid I'd fall in.”

Alan looked over at his damp clothes on
the line and laughed. Robert langhed too.

“That’s a prophetic woman” -

Robert opened a box of Shake *n’ Bake
ftom the food chest and emptied some into
a zip lock bag. Alan was cutting the fillets
into small chunks that Robert grabbed a
few ata time dand placed in the bag to shake
them up. Some cooking oil heated in a pan
over the fire and an open can of corn heated
in some coals on the edge of che pit. A pot
of water was also heating for the hot choco-
late.

“T ain’t never met a man that airn’t been
fishin'.”

“So you've said.” .

“It just ain’t right. Why didn't your
daddy take you fishin’?”

“Daddy died when I was nine. Before
that T guess he was just too busy on the
farm.”

“Huh, aint nobody too busy to go
fishin’”

“You ain’t never lived on a farm.”

“I don’t want to if there aint no fishirn. I
bet that’s why your daddy died: from fack of
fishin’.”

“Daddy died because he got ran over by
a cultivator. Choppcd him up from his head
to his knees.”

“Humph, he shouldd’ been ount on the
river teachin’ you how to dry-fly.”

* The fish sizzled and popped as it fell into
the hot oil. Immediarely the air was pungent
with the smell of Shake '’ Bake Spices and
fish. Robert breathed deep with his nostrils
and held it for a second before letting it out.
“Ain’t nothin’ like it. You can keep your
fancy New Yotk Strip or your ftesh Lobster
with the butter sauce, I'll take this stuff any
day”

Alan wasn't convinced yet bur it did
smell very good.

Alan grabbed an oven mitt w1th his left
hand and a 1nug with his right. With the
mitt he grabbed the pot of boiling water and
dumped it into the mug. Hot chocolate mix

- was waiting on the bottom and the water

turned dark and a new, sweet smell permeat-
ed from the mug. Alan replaced the pot and
grabbed a spoon and stirred the hot water
and chiocolate until he was satisfied that they
were married. Switching the mug to his left
hand he reached inro the marshmallow bag
with his right hand and dumped one iri the
mug.

“Hot chocolare?”

“No thanks. That's desert.”

Robert grabbed a tin plate and began to
scoop fried fish onto it.

“Berter eart it all now.”

“Why's thar?”

“You aint even got no fishin’ license.
Don’t you know you need a license to do
that fishin’? And where you gonna get the
money for a license. Ain't gettin’ it from
me? .

I don't need no stupid old license, Ain't
nobody gonna cateh ws,”

“_Rahgers catch us with these Bows and
if's curtains.”

“Bur everybody fishes for Bows.”

“Carch and release boy.”

“Thanks for sayin’ somethin’”

“Figured you knew.”

“I don't know nothin’ ‘bout ¢his staff,
You know that.”

Robert scooped the rest of the fish onto
another tin plate and set it beside him, With
pliers he grabbed the can of corn that had
been boiling in the hot coals, Tipping ir
slightly, he drained most of the water out
then dumped half on his own plate and the
rest onto Alars.

“Don't worry, We aint hurtin’ nothin’.
“Why don't we ]ust fish for what’s legal?”
“Cuz these waters have got the big-
gest Bows in the world...the biggest in the
world...and... I'm telling’ ya, everybody
should taste it just once...a fresh Bow over

ER)

the open fire. Ain't much they let a white -
. man do np here any more., Evcryone should

just taste it once.”

A Wh.lte Upper-Midd.[e Class American
and Rwanda
Bridget Murphy
I am my only enemy
In my world of mediocrity

- In my boredom I am killed

While you die by machete
Butchered by your brothers
Your pain flows in-your blood
Mine flows in insincerery

T'm being robbed by my wealth
Enslaved in my freedom

To de whar I want

Just do ir

Just do it.

Starved by this glurtony

Raped by this naivery

To think ignorance bliss and
Just ignore you '

Just ignore you

April 13th, 1994 was of
Genocide aud a birthday song
I rejoiced for 8 years of life
You chose death ou thar day
And seven and a half million strong
Crushed a million of their own skulls
T
I'm too shaken at this irony
Can't sip my coffee in harmony
My emotions hurtling at this world
Of fat pockets and Hesh-stuffing America
broken heads and torn flesh bieeding Rwanda
While I live life
I just live life~
I'm being robbed by my wealth
Enslaved in my freedom
To do what I want
Just do it
Just do it
Starved by this glutrony
Raped by this naivery
To think ignorance bliss and"
Jusr ignore you
Just ignore 'you
You are the armless woman left alive
You are the pastor pleading for his sheep
You are the mayor who betrayed them
You the women raped before death
You are the orphans scarred and homeless
You are hearts bleeding to death
And L am me
Alive and free
And no longer ignoring you
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Slow Down Stoo pid
- Mihaires Algone
“The garbage man didnt pick me up

herself. “Why is it that stoopid people find
their way to the jobs we rely on the most.
I'need to empty the cat litrer into the can,
now I can't” she thought. The crotchety old
woman shook her head as she waddled into
the house to phone the garbage company,

“Hello, this is Town Sanitary Service,
how can T help you,” a false melodious voice
Howed over the phone. '

“He missed us again, that stoopid man
almost never gets it right, well ar Jeasr he
hasn’t the fast two weeks” the old woman
whined into the phone. “Now I expect
someone out here to empty my can immedi-
ately,” ‘

“lam sorry ma’am but I'm going fo need .

some context like your account number. .,
and, did you say can? Like a mera} can...”
her voice trafled off in thought. It was the
most excitement she had all day in the of
fice.

“You know damn well who this Is, you
hung up on me. . well maybe it wasn’t you
bur one of you young know-it-all secretar-
ies,” the old woinan snarled into the phone.
“My name is Marsha Watson, and yes I said
can, like a metal one, where else are you
supposed to put the trash, dummy.”

“Calm down ma'am” the secretary said
over the click of her American flag mani-
cured nails on the keyboard of her comput-
er. “Well I'm not sceing a Marsha Warson
and we haven’t issued metal cans for almost
ten years now ma'am. We recalled thesm all
and exchanged them for carts, we must have
missed you, bur our computer shows that
you have never had garbage service...”

“I most certainly have, Marsha Watson, |
Pay every month on the dor”

“Ok, ok, but you're not in our systern, I
am accessing the older accounts now, ones
that have not been activated in ten years
or more...and it appears that you have not
been registered for garbage service in cigh-
teen years,”

“But of course | haye. --cighteen years
ago is when [ moved, Just after my.., who do

you think you are?”

“Ma'am if you would like g0 register for
service today we can have someone our there
inan hour, i€ll be $35.99 for the subscrip-
tion fee and $29.99 a month afrer that...”

“Whar the s this?” Marsha snarled.
She swore when she was angry, but she only
really got angry when money was involved,
That and when cars drove within ten feet of
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hér as she was walking to her apartment on

o Highway 99. “I pay five dollars month and
© . that’sir, stooped,” she said to tl'_u:_secrn:tary‘r
today,” she murtered indiffercntly aloudte :

“I'm sorry ma'am T don’t know whar

. to say because you haven't had service in

eighteen years. I can’ sign you up.” The
secretary’s voice had dro pped the melody,
and become coudesccnc['mg. :

“Idon't have to take this, | am Marsha
Watson, I'm not listcning o another word.
Goodbye and good riddance.” She slammed
down the phone,

Later that day I showed up with a pizza
at Marsha's box of ap apartment. | smiled
reconstructing this conversarion in my head.
Iknew that my dad, her garbage man, was
on vacation, and no one had bothered to
pick up her dwarf of a trash can, I couldn’t
wait to hear it from het. I hadn’t seen her

in about a month, and didnt kuow what to
expect. ‘ h

Prety much everyone in town knew
Marsha and knew that her son had died
cighteen years previous. He burned up
in a house fire that was Tikely caused bya
cigarette he fell aslecp smoking, It was a
freak thing, she was visiting relatives our of
town, and her son was housc-sitring for her,
which meant staying there with the five cats,
The cats all fele the heat and made it out just
fine, but the son apparently did not. Marsha
never forgave herself, and she never moved
on with the times. She still paid a dollar for

@ burger and fries, Ar It_:ast when people were

kind to her she paid whatever she wanted,
but most people were not so kind to her.

My father and my boss Gerry were a
couple of the exceptions. She was going to
pay four dollars 1o have the pizza delivered,
a 55% loss for Gerry just on the product,
not considering my wages. My father took
five dollars 2 month from her for her rragh.
It cost the garbage company about thirty-six
cents for him 1o empty her can every week.
He usually put the money into the deacon’s
fund at our church, which helped Marsha
pay her bills, When the pizza place opened
up eleven years after her son died, Dad gave
it ro Gerry to help pay for the pizza she
ordered once a week,

I often thought that both men were too
nice to the old gal; she was a real hand-
ful when it came to providing her with
service. I first encountered her my third day
working at 2 local sandwich shop. I was a
freshman in high school and did not know
how to respond to her. I came to learn to
just tell her she was right about prices, rhe
weather, and her dress size, which she said

was still a size 3, but was at least 2 5iz
Gradually T came ro like helping her a¢{
sandwich shop and later the pizza pl
and I slowly won a small place in her
Ikept expecting her to lose all her marly}
but she never did. She always remembie)]
who I was.

As I was walking up to the door | ;
wondered if this time she would forget
I'was. She had the door open before |
halfway up the stairs and she was alreag
yelling. “Calm down Marsha,” I said. %
dad has just been on vacation, he’ll b
next week; don't bother calling the Tt
Sanitary Service becayse they won't kg
who you are.”

“Yeah cuz they’re stooped,” she spa

“Pethaps you're right,” I said, bury,
just have to be satisfied unri my dad
off vacation, just put the other rragh i
beside the can ok?”

“Oh, all right. Make sure you give
my change,” she said handing mea fiv
lar bill. She stood there impariently w
got the pizza out, and her dollar in cha
She was a squat woman, the kind whe
heard of osteoporosis until after she ha
I towered uncomfortably over her I ff
beady black €yes staring at me, scrut
ing me, locking for something wron
me, it was just her way. At last she fo
something, “You've got flour in your
stoogid,” she said. $too pid was one o
tetms of endearment rowards me, she

least had some colot in it, and joke ar
a lirde, but could see she was more s
thah normal today, so I held my tongit
There was a silence for abour a minute
she had the Pizza and change in her ha

want me to leave yet. I wasn't sure why,
I didn't move, I just stood there kind o
smiling art her, shufling my feer. When
minute was over, she just nodded her b
in approval, turned around and sauntel
back up the stairs. “You ok going up the
staits Marsha,” I said.

“I'm fine stoopid.” She muttered so
thing more but I lost it as she rurned bs
up the stairs. I laughed to myself and £l
back to the car. “Yoohoo” she called otit
I'was opening the door to the car, shé
trying to be young and cute or someth

“Yes, Marsha?” I said __

“Thank you for the pizza, and tell 3
father to be on time next week.” She



imitating cuteness again. S

“Youre welcome.” I said, shocked. It was
the first sliver of gratitude I had ever seen
from the woman, and I couldn’t believe she
could go from calling me “stoopid” to being
kind in 2 matter of seconds. There was an-
other awkward pause, she turned inside and
I gotin my car as soon as she turned away.
“I wonder what she docs actually remember
and if she will remember this encounter the
next time we meet,” I thought.

Shortly after this encounrer I moved
away to college. I still see het occasionally
when I am driving in town because she
walks everywhere. I honk and wave, and
she geiierally stamps her foot and shouts
“Slow down Stoopid” thrusting up a typical
- middle finger of wild rage to-anyone in
. her vicinity. At least until she sees ir’s me;

Awareness passcs thtough her eyes and I
think she smiles for a second: She never - -
waves, but I think it makes het day.

In thé grand schémje"of things I wonder
what good a garbage man, pizza owner, and
sandwich maker/pizza boy, can actually do_.
in the world. Helping Marsha has not, and
probably will not ever have any mote of an
effect than the day she thanked me. Ir makes
me feel a sense of uncomfortable helpless-
ness when I think of all the other people
in need, many like Marsha oo afraid to be
kind, many like me who are too stoopid ro
even slow down every once in'a while:

Family
Morgin Belmonte
My mother spoke of silly things
Like, purple and therapy and underwear-
Which should be worn on the head.

Abour history which she recalled with a pride

Then promptly despised at the same time.
Talkarive and bntgoing

Laughing snorts over corny jokes

Which inspire groans from we children
But seem to amuse adults

Whose humor is ofren unéxplainable.

Yet the best mother in the World

Must, at times, go unappreciared.

My father talked of odd things

Such as Perry Mason and bowel control

And zany songs with no meaning

Thar should be sung with words

That weren’ real, to people who were.
All-American, hot dogs and coca-cofa

And respecting yout elders.

Memories and movies from long ago

Gifis and seeds of knowledge to my generation
That are lost to so many, and found by so few,
“Nowadays. ..”

My sistér -bo-asi:cd knbw'lé&gc
- Of pop culture icons and their signarure catch phrises

With voices and tones :
That found a place in her mind, and that she made funny
At least to herself. '

But humior sometimes wears thin

Like the peanut butter on her sandwhiches. :

Het friends are mine, and there is much thar we share
Yet I am my most selfish to her.

Often taken for granted when a smile is given

Or chuckle induced. )

Anger seems to melr when a joke is eracked

Or trust counted upon.

The youngest knew things that we all did not

Like, why the sky was blue

And whete angels sat in church

The secret flying that was locked away

And the best way to pinch and cause pain,

All she showed through her eyes

But her mouth would not allow the words to escape

That ethers might hear them and learn crurh.

Spent instead are her days with Mickey, Alvin and Barney
Sing-a-long songs and dolls whose heads are promptly discarded
And laughing feet and magical busses

Whom she seems to understand

And communicates through the language of babble to.

Older was anather sister still

Who loved young and married young

Ar least, according to my parents.

She possessed an ait of childishness

Bur spolee, as an adulr should,

At times when she wished to be treated so.
Fragile shell of confidence

That from blade to ice cut her down

And gave birth ro a monster of self-loathing.
But the ﬁghting spirit inside of her tiunphed
Over the toilet of sadness )
And admiration and respect have never been properly expressed
From my point of view . ’

£

Grandma survived the World

In her own self-reliant way.

Antiques and torem poles and thinking the best of all
Not relying on first impressions and glances.
Wisdom and opinions flow from her mouth

In an unending downpour upon my head

Pushing and striving and forcing me to remember
Things I didn’t know already, but should’ve.

So “cool” to everyone, including people sheld never met
Repuration preceded her

Animal planet rescuers and pame show re-runs

Adopted member of our house
With Archer quickness, pride and blood.

My Family.




Chusch Service Sutptirse :
Charity D. Darnatl

Baldachisio draping over the alter,

- And purple itises bedecking the dais
Five feet behind
The pdest in his balmacaan-sleeves
Who, for the last forty minutes has been
Preaching on how Jesus is the Balm
Of Gilead, waving his hands at someone
In the balcony.

Balsarnic fragrance permieates the atr.
Itis dreadful hot in here,

Five people have already baled. ..

But as another goes to leave,

The ptiést interrupts his sermon
_With, “Young man, sit fght back

" Down agai please. Really, P'm
Throu.gh » And he continues .
The v you:ng man stays

'm neatly -

. After the service, the chuckles

And guffaws arise to the surface

"That had béen suppressed

During the duration of the sermon.
Red-faced, the young man goes to leave
Butagain is stopped, again it's by the ptiest.

“1 though that was you,”

I heard him teply to the red-faced
Young man now looking fora way out
“Why is it that you wanted to gor”

“Come or, Dad, you know T need to
Get back home, and I didn’t want to say
good-bye

Because I knéw we both would cry,”
Was the tiposte, much to my sutprise.

I let them be, and left myself
Wondeting who might have been
‘The other five to leave before

'The service had been over

And with one last glance

Over my shoulder as the door
Closed behind me,

The scent of balsam filled my senses
And I wondered no longer.

SOLAR ECLIPSE
Saymore
I become a solar eclipse,
To the world around me.
My mind is fosr in space,
The sun is my boundary.
No one sees past my face,
Into my galaxy.
A dark empty place,
That only God can see:
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‘Hear My Sﬂex_ice
Kenneth Edward Keyn

My soul seeks solace that it cannot find here
And in all this my path begins to veer

A rorrent of tears, a wal] of fears

In my mind it feels like the end is neat

‘Though ! know in facr that it’s not real

It’s hard not to react to what I feel

My mind says one thing, my heart another
All in search of my one true lover

T want my ways to change so T can live like
I'm normal

But I cannot arrange to break free of formal
In my heart wells hatted, not for someone
cse o S
The pain and anger are directed at myself

I'm angry because I fajl at what I want most
When others sail and ride past on coast

For all my strengths, I lack so much

All things notrmal feel so out of touch

I want to say to all, “See the pain in my
eyesl”

“Can'’t you see me fail? Don't wait ‘al [ die!”
“How loud must [ cry silently befote you'lt
see?”

“How long must I wait until you notice
me?”

Bnr in silence I wait in pain

Contemplaring fate and hoping for gain

I pray for answers and ger moze questions

I ask for help and get [ousy suggestions £

Hear my silence. ..

Autumn Air
Charity D. Darnall
Autumn air
Caresses the skin
As rain so&]y
Falls, wetting the hair.
Leaves along the walk,
And leaves clinging
Fragilely to their trees
As though afraid
Of falling to the ground.
Frost along windowpanes
Ready for fingerprints
And lirtle kids faces
To smudge it.
Winrer is near
Yer November doesn't
Seemn ro want to give
Up the Aurumn air.

* . BEFORE THE CLEANSING'S DO

_ She can watch all the T.V. she wants n

- night and day for something that was

“We all want Mommy

“Everything fell

Urban Juck
I :

DISINTEGRATION
She walked in and I watched from the ¢
I have sat in for the last thousand years;
these past three weeks.
She’s so ragped locking
Ragged hair and eyes
Dark eyes
She cried so much of the mght
She doesn’t want to be held
Not by Daddy '
Daddy wants to hold het
I want ro hold her like the lirde girl s
Lietle girls can't see thar
Can't imagine that

They can't hurt her

Can't depict it

Can't realize it

I can't understand

It took so long for her to talk and T i

than a crying moan.

She talks now but sifently
Don't you want to talk?

Daddy wants to talk

Talk kike she’s a little girl again
She can’t be a lictle gitl

No one can hirt her

I cant hold her

Dirldy wants his girl

His girl wants Mommy

She doesn’t know who Momumy was -
Mommy might have jumped
Maybe she fell

Burned

Burned

Crushed like dry leaves

Dry leaves

Concrete

Dust

It’s everywhere in this place -
Story Continued on page thirty-tu

Desvelar: A Comic 7:
The following comic was adapted:
Daniel Ray from a longer piece by Ty
Caffall called fury Duty at my requ
began as a semi-joke, but Alex Kue
started doing the art for it, and it
ized into something unique. We h
Rocinante are proud to attempt 50
completely new; branching our int
literarure. So here it is, Desvelar,
abour the tragedy that is sleep. .
Zach
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Story continiied from page twenly-six -

For the first couple weeks our nostrils were
ol - i S :
Dust from concrere Fa.lhng
They say vaporizing
She saw it fall
Thg:y all fell
Some jnmpcc_l
And fell
"They locked like they were screaming
‘The whole world was screaming
Nothing changed
Cant I hold you?
You could be my litte pixl again
We wouldn't fall - -
Nar like them . -
Maybe she didn' fall .
" She could Rave been taken up
Maybe she fell | p
She asked mc
Where were r/ve ange[s"
I dor’t know - I
I walk that street evcry day and watch
people pray in fronc of plctutes of people
the angels didn’t catch. —
Whe are you praying to?
She can’t think in these terms
Church smells old and dusty
Our nostrils were full
For weeks they all prayed
They calmed down vow
Not so much praying
But still on the sxclcwalk
The candles : . '
The little fames -
She stops to look at the little Qames
They burn ont -
She can't think in those terms
Where were the angels?
She thinks in those terms
Better luck nexr time
I Daddy next time?
She held me then and cried
I can't help her
They tack Mommy
No one can hurt her
She pours cereal like it weighs a hundred
pounds
‘The Hakes fall
Dry flakes
Into a bowl
Nothing to catch themn
She cries )
Nothing to catch her

Tuesday was the doctor and he said she is

already making Great progress
His office is old and dusty
His nostrils were full too

She can't sleep ar night
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1 can't smell her

- Gredt progress

I cant hold her

Great progress )
If our fates were switched Mommy could
hold her

I am not Mommy

I am Sisyphus

* * *

For a while I was like those waiting for a
POW to return home from war. When
would they come? I could not hold my grief
when I came to accept that September had
stolen April. ‘

She made us pray

Kneeling ar the side of the bed

The bed

So warm

So cold

The bed

I sleep in a chair

I have been there for a thousand years since
three weeks ago only getting up to take care
of Liney. She pulls me from the chair by
walking into the room.”

She wants Mommy like T do

[ want April

The bed

I can't hold her

1 can’t hold
"The toom smells like her
Our nostrils wete clogged for the first

couple weeks
Now I smell her

Little pieces of her left behind

No child lefr behind

She left us behind

Someone took her

Wha?

Where were the angels?

She was 2n angel

She fell up -

Het body

They can't find it

This whole place smells like it

The barhroom

Little pieces

I’ve thrown so much away

’Ihﬂ garbag& b:lg

I haven' taken it out

It’s been a week

I take ather garbage out but there is one
bag thar sits in the kitchen and will sit there
until it grows legs. -
I threw away the James Bond collecrion
She hated him

I hate him

He doesn't exist

" Nobody can sfép anything

- Sometimes the music plays in the

i

Do you still exisy? -
You don't answer
He didn’t answer
You were the POW
He was supposed o bring you back bu
waired by the phone until T lost my jo
I still didn't hear from you so I wied
you but I received no answer.

Were you vaporized?

I made love to you all night in this chaj
without rouching you because you wer
vapotized.

Poof

She thinks you exist

She screams for Mommy
Never Daddy

She pounds on the window
I hold her

1 tell her Hush, sweet girl, hush notw
Bur she fights

You never fought

I held you and we were in love
I love you

I want you tonight

You want me every night

Can you blame me?

Of course not, I'm sexy :
You would langh and I would artac
But I never attacked

I tickled

You smelled like jasmine
Vanilla

Lavender

Honeysuckle

Peaches

You had your pick

They rot in the kitcherin the garba
with James Bond and all of the mus

sack

John Coltrane

(s Redding

Bruce Springsteen

Cat Stevens

Music I could depend on
Garbage

They can’t touch me

I can’t touch you

She can't rouch you

Not tonight

Yes tonight

Of all nights .

The lights bleed through the ¢ Cul‘
The machines never sleep
The volunteers that move the rub
They cant take my garbage sa
Not until it grows legs

You have the sexiest legs

What are you going to do about



Kiss every inch of them

I will kiss you all over withour touchmg
you because you wete vaporized and [ don’t
know if you exist but if you did she wouldn’t
bang on the windows at nighr.

I cannot touch you

He cannot touch me

1 can’t believe the way rhat you would

The way that she needs

Vanilla

Lavender

You had your pick

September took April

I lost my Faith

I am Young Goodman Brown

* * *

Ciroline poured the cereal and I warched

from my chair. I had been holding April*
again, the warmth of her vanilla skin excit-
ing all of my senses. I arose quickly as if

I had just woken up. Had I slept? I must
have. Bur I don't remember waking up for
the last four weeks. Caroline sleeps inter-
rupted by nightmares and memories that
can't be duplicated ot renewed by anything
but the repetirions of her mind thar will
grow fainter as she grows older. She will
forger all of the times that Mommy was
mean. She has already forgot. She prays ev-
ety night just like we used to do at church.

Sometimes I let her pray in the street next to -

the candles aud the crosses and the pictures
of people we don't know but have shared a

comimon fate. The crosses don’t remind me
of Jesus. They remind me of the KKK and

of vampires. Now they are used ro keep the
terrotists away.

Caroline wants to0 go to church again,
like we did when Mommy was here. I tell
her we'fl go next week and that will be my
answer next week too. The doctor says it
would be a good idea, but he says that about
everything that involves leaving the apart-
ment, getting Caroline out of her room,
away from her window. There have been
times when I thought she would beart that
window right out of its frame. But I hold
her and lie her down in her bed underneath
her crucifix undil she wriggles free and hides
her head in her pillow. April had bought
the crucifix in Germany ar a Christian gifr
shop. She bought that and a tiny replica of
the Gutenberp Press with a little Gutenberg
holding up a leaf of fresh print. He looked
so triumphant. April gave the Gutenberg
to my father, a retired pressman, and hung
the crucifix above Caroline’s bed ro keep the

evils 6lf this world away, She should have

hung it in the window of her office.

Caroline spills a little milk into her cercat
and begins to cry. I want to hold her, puc
my hand on her shoulder, kiss her forehead
ind whisper Daddy’s fove in her car, but I
know she will squirm away, shrug me off,
run to her room. T let her cry and she eats
her cereal without saying a word. I want to
cat something but | can’t think of what's in

* the cupboards.

“Let’s take a walk today. Down to the
park maybe or out to ear at onc of those
Ialian places down the street.” -

Caroline nods her head and sniffles a little.

“You can stop by that one- memorial you
really like and say a prayer for Mommy.”.
© “Why dont you pray, Daddy?” ..

T was a little too shocked by hearing her .
voice to answer strmght away, but trlcd riot
to lose composure

“Tll pray anothet tiine, Liney.”

“No you wont.” e _

Her voice was shaking, cracking, ready to
give.

“This time T will. T protmise.”

Tt couldn’t hurt. I would just kneel and
pretend to pray and she would be happy.

We left right after we were dressed. We
walked into the abrupt noise of the clean-up
crews who had been working all night. In
the apartment they became a drone, almost
as calming as the refrigerator’s hum. Outside
they were explosive, the noise was inttusive.
We walked slowly even thongh we couldn’t
wait to get away. Not far from the street cor-
ner was the memorial she liked so much. It
always had pretty messages and bright colots
that alniost made it seem happy, hopeful.
The pictures of the lost where strewn about
in a collage of broken homes and families.
Once in a while I became unself-absorbed
enough to wonder how the other famiilies
were doing. I wondered if Caroline had scen
any of those in the picmres, jumping from
the melting buildings. How can anybody
watch that? She had no choice. It all just
happened. She had banged on the win-
dows and screamed for them to stop. They
couldn'’t stop. They couldn’t fall up. They
had to save themselves by killing themselves.

My sympathy for photos never lasted
long. No one else had loved as I had loved,
had lost as I had lost. It was those times [
felt like crying the most bur I couldn’t get
myself to do it. My father had told mc as

a youth thar it was okay to cry but not to

make it a habit. So the opposite habit was

- mine.

Caroline and I knelt at the memorial
like two alter-boys, I began to act like I was
praying but Carolina started talking for the
both of us.

“Dear Pather in Heaven, Daddy is here
with me today and we want to pray for
Mommy because we miss her so much. We
hope she’s okay and that she made it into
heaven and that we can go there someday
too. We sure miss her, God, and we would
really like her back but I know that you
can't do that...but it would be nice. Please
bless me that I can sleep at nighr and do -
everything the Doctor says. And please bless
Daddy that he can sleep in his bed at night
and find a new job. And if we can have
Mommy back please give her back. In Jesus’
name, Amen,”

A part of me, an overwhelming part, did
not want her to stop praying, but when she
stood up and hugged me, saying “Thank
you, Daddy,” I never wanted that moment
to pass cither.

“ love you, Caroline.”

“I love you too, Daddy.”

My mother nsed to tell me rhat every
time you felt like crying but didn’t chat it
took a year of your life away. If that is true
then I should probably die tomorrow, but
tonight I will hold Caroline and she will cry
because the angels didn't save Mommy. T'll
let her cry, I won't tell her ro hush. “Cry on
my shoulder, Liney.” And we'll sit sogether,
and hopefully I'll cry, too, under the cruci-
bx.

II
MORTALITY

Pad closed the door behind him, step-
ping out into what scemed to be absolute
zero. A cold that inspires legends, emitting
a life force of its own, hnngry, gnawing the
flesh down to the brittle bones that ache
with each subtle bire. Sometimes the biring
was not so snbtle. One could see the spite-
ful spirit of the North seeping through the
weaknesses of the parka, the wool gloves,
and the sheepskin boots. And there was
darkness. Black trees, crystal windows, front
porch stalactires, and everywhere snow that
glowed in the darkness. These are the tem-
peratures that make the senses grow dim;
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feeling gives way to numbness, the mouth

is dry, the air too erisp to carry odor, the
sunless landscape too black to focus upon,
the sound waves dampened by air too frozen
to teverberare. The cold can silence the
trumpets of gods. Pad hunched over a little
more than usual in an effort to keep his
body tight and warm. Pulling off one glove,
he dug for a lighter in his pocket to ignite
the cigarette in his mouth. The shaky flame
caught hold of the cigarette and Pad inhaled
the grey warmth down into his lungs and
held ir there. For a moment the evil spirits
were vanquished by fire, but only moments
larer it got colder. The North can do that:
get colder to fighr off man’s heat. The cold is
patient. It will wait antil rhe fast fire of man
is nothing but black dust and coal, until the
last of the carth’s fuels has beert consumed
in lif¢ giving heat, then it will enrapture. It
will embrace. The cold will wair, for it will

always exist.

Pad rook the cigarerte from his lips and
flicked the ashes off the tip. The ashes sepa-
" rared and fell through the thin air. Pad’s dim
eyes caught them and took power of them,
catching them in flight and slowing them
on their way to the snow. They almost came
10 a stop before contrasting like muddy rears
on a white handkerchief. Their moment of
impact with the fresh powder was cataclys-
mic. A lever was pulled and gears began to
crank and turn within the upper regions of -
Pad’s skull. He could feel them turning, hear
the sreel clanging and becoming charged,
spatks spraying all about. Images lit up and
the gears spun old teels, projecting them
inside his forehead. Old films about heroes
and anri-heroes and mothers who lost their
sons. About men doing the impossible and
accomplishing nothing, surviving and dying
through years of hell and comradery. Famil-
iar faces of men forced to march across for-
eign lands with empty stomachs and heads
full of dreams. Escape...freedom...home
again...home again. Dirt roads and broken
cities; railroad cars and prison fences—he
darkest of years when boys saved the world
from irself. All of them ghost stories, haunt-
ing films about ghosrs who never sleep but
lie waiting like terribie jack-in-the-boxes.

‘The cigarette grew shorr, ashes fell upon
ashes, the smolke rose above the trees like
a New York Ciry skyline. Pad stomped his
boots to enliven the circulation to his roes
and tossed the dying cigarette into a tin can
at his heal. It joined about a hundred other
butts, cold and lifeless, a pile of used bat-
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teries. 'Ihe gears slowed and the ﬁ]ms went
dark. And there was the silence. Pad stiff- -
ened, turned, and with a cértain resentment,
wetit back into the house. Pad disdressed
himself of his parka and gloves and boots
and replaced the parka with warm flannels
and the boots with cozy slippers. Fresh cof-
fee was waiting in the kitchen. Pad poured
a mug full and retired to the basement. A
small room awaited his return equipped
with only a desk, a chair, some paper, and a
typewriter. Pad grabbed a fresh sheer of the -
paper and inserted it into the typewriter.
Soon dlicking and the occasional bell signal-
ing the new line of texr was all that was

heard.

L awoke to the warm comfortable smell of
hay and well-seasoned cow manure. A piece

of iron was pushing into my back and I rolled
over and came up on one elbow. Moonlight
streamed in the open door ilfuminating 4
patch of barn floor and the closely packed
bundles of ragr and the makeshift gear that
were sleeping there. Beyond the door a guard
sat on a low wall, The burt of his rifle rested on
the ground. He clutched the barrel with both
bands, leaning forward with his head down.

I climbed quietly down from the thresh-
ing machine and picked my way through the
sleeping men. I stoppéd in the doorway when
the guard looked up. He did not say aﬂyrbzrg,
nor did I, and after a moment [ ambled over
and sat beside him, carefully keeping a discreer

distance berween us.

=

A full moon flooded the valley and lit up
the surface of the pond and I saw the fin qfa
carp making slow swirls in the shadows. The
stream and the irrigation ditches caught the ’
light where they broke into the open around
the hedgerows and the bright greens of the
spring growth were a hazy iridescence in the
moonlight, We heard the muted chime of a
cowbhell down the slope and the soft bleat of
a sheep floazed up to us. The breeze had the
smell of alfalfix and freshly turned earth. A few
clowds threw blotches of dark and I found my-
self to penervate the shadow for bidden danger.

There was little time to take note of pleas-
ant things. The scenes of daylight were always
slighted or diminished by the overriding
demands of survival, The feeling came again
that I was a stranger in a strange land. A land
of sordid ugliness and unparalleled beauy, of
violent passions and infinite pavience. It was
a land of superb scientific innovavions and
remnants of civilizations long passed away.

. dlum-l'ugh Sitririg back into his chai

A strange land of strange considerations;
trajectory of the V-2 rocket, the exotic ;p\
of jets, clearly they belonged 10 another 4
& did the plodding endurance of the pes
ants. It was a land, long fought over, th;
caught in another warp of history and g
transitions were taking place. This man.
vanishing breed; at this moment his wo;
shrinking with unprecedenred rapzdzg;

T wonder if be could see : any beauzy i
midst of so much sugliness. Fe had an i
tive face, not the type to be impressed w,
anything lofiier than physical needs ana
in mo position to drgue his prigrities. Bn
watched, bis eyes surung around to the ¢
of the castle on the hill beyond that had
hidden until this moment by a patch of

" Tirrets and battlements stood in bold n

the cmmb[mg evidence of its anczmrdq
was not visible in the moonlight. A buz
machinegun fire cut rbmugb the nngte
the high uneven drone of a straining agi
seached across the distance. He shook b
and lowered it again and I knew he cor
bis civilization passing into oblivion ah
whereas [ wonld see him dead if it wen

power, at this moment [ wished him w

Pad shivered and pulled his ﬂannt
doser around him. He stood up andi:i
thc room, rerurning momentarily wit
electric space heater. Plugging it in t
socket as the typewriter he turned it

pulled the heater closer to him and hi
his hands over the new warmth, fuﬂ}!
ing that someday itevould fail.

IT1
REVOLUTION -
Eii picked her up. “You're walkmg
slow, babe. Mamma and Clinr are ah
way up there.”

She looked ahead to find Mamnm
scattered crowd strolling on the cool
faint breeze tossed her curls aboutt; ®
ing all around her chubby face, maﬁ
blink when they touched her eyﬂiash
pushed them back with uncallused’ b
bits of sand falling from her darkeﬂq
gers. Her small blue eyes sq_umtcd.aﬂ
sun, still searching for the rest of

“Where’s Momumy?”
“Way up there.”

“And Clinton?”

“Yeah, he’s up there, too.”

* From the unpublished memoirs ¢
“Pad” Arment.
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Shc seemed contented a.nd eased into
Eli’s cmbrace

“Y 0ok out there, Sunny.”

Eli pointed our to the horizon. Thé sun
was just touching the ocean, spilling its glow
into the reflecrive warters. Framed by clouds,
the sun gave its glow to both sides, the top
and the bottom, and the glow spread out,
like a can of colored oils flooding up and
down ind toward the spectaters. The sun
had no back, no sides, only a front that
seemed eager to push forward, away from
heavert's wall. Tt was almost too bright to

behold.

“Whar is ic?”
“I’s a sunset. The sun is gomg to slccp
and it wﬂl be rught time now.”

'Ihcy stopped to warch and Eli not:ccc[
that others were stopping of coming to
watch as well, Cars pulled off the highway
and the porches of the beach houses became
occupied, as did many of the decks of the
nearby hotel. Nine out of every twenty-four
balconies were occupied by those wanring
w0 catch the tragedy unfold. Some took
- pictures; some held the hand of a loved one.
One man wok a long drink of beer and
wiped the excess on to the back of his hand
then looked hard into the orange radiance
of the swimming star. He shook his head
and wondered if it was real. Another man
had been walking his dog and had stopped
to kneel next to the Black Lab and tried ro
draw jts artention to the sun, pretending
all the while that the dog understood and
would somehow comprehehd why irs owner
was so intrigued by something thar hap-
pened every day. A womnan grabbed a child
that had been chasing his partner in crime
and peinted out to the ocean where the sun
had been draining itself. The small boy stole
a glance of the event, yelled something inau-
dible, then went abour his business of catch-
ing the other small criminal. The woman
stayed there, statiug, observiug, thinking
thoughts thar she still remembers years later.
One couple that caught Eli’s attention was a
smallish Latino man sicting against a stone
wall, his arins wrapped as far as they could
around a very large Black woman. They
laughed ar something and he took a swig of
beer. She never turned from the view of rhe
sunset for as long as Eli took netice of them.

“Whachu doity’ Daddy?”
“I'm just watching the suuset. Do you sec
36

" how pre&y it is? That's why we named you’

Sunny, ‘cause you're so pretry.”

" The stn couldn’t swim. It sank farther

-and farther into the water: El stopped

noticing any one around him and paid close
attention to the immeasurable speed of the
sun’s descent. Its gradual decline changed
the colors and hues of the clouds and water.
Some clouds burned with fiery oranges,
othets with reds and fluotescents that hardly
locked narural. All colors eventually faded
to the grey tops of the clouds until finally,
blue was the color of the sky. This did not
last long, The lower the sun sank into the
ocean the greater the influence it had over
the color of heaven. After about two thirds
of the sun had immersed itself, the whole

“sky had ignited iuto an otherworldly Aame.
' In contrast, from the beach, man-made
* flashes sprinkled the air as humans tried o

capture the gods, stealing their spirits into
ti_n); metal and plastic boxes, onto film that
would sonteday stamp an image onto paper;
a small irtelevant copy of celestial glories. Bl
thought abotr one or two of those pictures
one day turning into paintings; artists trying
to copy the Artist.

The sun sert faster, picking up speed as
it tired and drowned in the cold ocean.
It had chosen a slow demise, enthralling,
but so sudden that its audience could only
speculate if they would ever truly miss their
once beloved sun. Love had been eclipsed

by an act that seemed grearer rhan life, more

mysterious than anything life could create.
In a purely sentimental, romantic fashion,
it did not matter if this were the last sunset
the crowded beach would ever behold. The
memory, burnt into their forcheads, was all
that mattered. For now, their sun’s memory
still lingered on the pink sky. The crowd on
the beach lingered as well, reciting sifently -
the mythical memory that they would riever
be able to describe to their friends aud
dogs. The crowd refused to disperse. Most
rentained for a while and hashed out the
derails of what they had just witnessed with
those around them. Eli marveled thar the
Larino man was stifl supporting the black
woman. He must have had a lap of steel.

“Wasn't that beautiful, Sunny?”

“Yeah.”

Sunny hadn't really warched. The sun was
much too bright for her little blue eyes. She
still squinted whenever she fooked seaward,
even though the sun was vanquished.

ciples, feeling forever a single momen

“Wheré's Mominy?”

“I don’t know. Let’s go find her?”
“And Clinton, teo.”

“Yeah, and Clinton, too.”

Eli strolled forward with Sunny still:
his arms. From the corner of his eye he:
observed a woman leaning out over the
railing of her hotel balcany to speak to_;
neighbor. The balconies were separated.

wall so that both neighbors had to le

to see one ElIlOtl'lﬁl.'.

“Wasn't that just the most beaurifu}
sunset you have ever seen?”
“It sure was.”

They spoke like intimate strangers
people brought together by a commo
they wete énchanted by wagedy. So hap
to have witnessed death, ever hopeful t
fife would return, but never expecting
witness such moving theatre again. El
walking but glanced backwards every
steps to observe these newfound frien
and othets who had found a familiar
of conversation. He hated to leave. W)
each passing footstep he wondered w!
if ever again, would he find such  fai
community. These pcople were in per:
harmony, their synergy full of such po
tivg Justs that wanted nothing more th
share the good they had expérienced.’
would all share it differently and with
ent people, but it would never mean 2
to the second hand listener, The only
that mattered were on that beach righ
and there. Only they could be the dis

a wound that never heals. Only they
form the analysis, theorize its consequ
and measure its impact. And Eli hurt
for he knew it. He knew they had it w
their grasp: Utopia for the taking. It b

him, so he turned away.

Not thoughtfully, but automatonicall
Eli turned and kissed Sunny on the ch
She did not tend to it as it happened
ten. She kept a steady ook out for an
that she could usz 25 an excuse to s
play. She kuew she was leaving the be
and hated that prospect probably ever
than Eli.

“We'll come back sorfieriine.”

-
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