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Visionframe 

Falling down amid upstream 
Air channels and limb-sheddings 

plain vision of light spectra 
Dancing in electric fluidity through 
Follicles, pebbles, and smiles 

parcel of unseeing faces. 
(Spitting) Hail 
To four-dimensional continuums, 
and desolate landscapes, sadness 

and dirt. 
Thought converges matter, 
Limestone and fire and patterns 
Of voice. 
Rainswept and tired he looks like a 

twisted trainwreck, 
Or ideologies of fun with words, worlds 
Caught in perpetual metamorphosis 

of All. 
Haggard, smeared, she may be 
Of the nanosecond 

until now, or Now; 
Lost, hot and vibrant with everything 
And is beautiful. 

Stephen Whittier 
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Elegy 

"I'll go with you," I said, 
"rather than stay here by myself." 

Your car was smooth and new on the road. 
It grazed the pavement, sounding like velour 
as it ran. 
Our banter, hummed like the knives and forks rattling 
at Ship's Diner. 

I loved being your friend, 
I loved that we were family, too, 
that we shared the same blood 
and history. 

I still see you as you were. 
Before the plastic jaw, painted skin and stitched eyelids. 
I still hear the noise from somewhere else 
playing in all my headaches. 
Somewhere else there's a man 
drenched with bourbon 
ramming into us 
head-on. 

I see us trapped there. 
Pinned beside you, I said, 
"We've got to get out of here." 
But I knew I couldn't move 
and that I was already alone. 
Somewhere there's moaning. I follow the dirge 
of the low and pitiful voice until it is mine hours later. 
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I can't remember enough to speak. 
People I should know stare, afraid to ask. 
I hear them whisper 
"Don't tell her anything 
she doesn't need to know." 

Stacey Hayde 
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... Exit Stage Left 

Anxiety rains on acidic stairs 
The tide's ebb and flow roaring mechanically 

Air floats and scalds your lungs 
The void flares open-

Take the first step 

Panic breeds paralysis 
Madame Tousseau's petrified forest? 

Polyester plays satin 
and lines the spotlight 

Pancake batter glistens gracefully 
on a waxen complexion 

Reveries fled, is the space still open? 
In rustling scarlet velvet, 
the sands have sped on. 

Reality magnetizes downward 
Blink! You've missed it. 

Remaining, streaking desperation 
Frantically racing across 

to exit stage left. 

Adrien Doherty 
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Why the Tablecloth Screamed 

''My father used to point out life's repetitive 
patterns. He used to remind me that in music there are 
only seven notes, and in books there are only one 
hundred or so plots." Sophie's eyes shifted for a re
sponse. The kitchen clock ticked harder and louder than 
it ever had before, so that the checkered squares in the 
tablecloth screamed at her in resentment of all that is 
cliche. Everything was brought out in one shade-bland, 
not neutral, not brown, not bright, just a wash of banal 
redundancies that made everything more blandly ap
parent. That was why the clock ticked louder. That was 
why the tablecloth screamed. And that was why Harlow 
sat. He didn't just sit there in contemplation of Sophie's 
words or to occupy space; he sat there completely de
fined, as another human being ready to act and ready to 
feel. 

"Oh, yes," Sophie continued, "we have Faulkner 
and Mozart and Oscar and Hammerstein, but how far 
do you think it will go? How many more Faulkners can 
the world spit out?" 

Harlow sat. Smoke streamed from his nose as he 
leaned back in his chair, altering his angle somewhat. 
Sophie started to scrunch up the ends of the tablecloth in 
hopes of calming its loud gingham face. Her tone 
became more urgent, more frantic as she proceeded. 

"It's not that creativity is gone, it's just, where's 
the newness; where's the fifth season? Everything goes 
in pattern, in rotation. Even the earth, the earth moves 
all the time in the same way. Wouldn'titbewonderful, 
for once, if we could safely touch the sun, or if it snowed 
in July? Why must things be so distinct, so set? It seems 
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people, places, and things are like large chunks, color
blocks. They can never blend because they are so 
predictable. Spontaneity isn't laid out for you. Things 
should happen, and happen differently all the time. In 
a painting, things blend. Strokes are twisted and curve 
differently always. No painting can ever be an exact 
replica, even by the original artist. Why can't life be that 
way too?" 

As if to surrender, Sophie rested her head in her 
hands and her elbow against the table. Slowly turning 
her head toward the window, she said in a half-whisper, 
'1 wonder if I'm new." 

Harlow sat, and now he stared. The room was so 
colorful it made him smile. Even the extinguished 
cigarette that lay before him looked well and alive. The 
ticking of the clock seem to create a symphony of beats, 
each one born to its second, and each second a different 
frame of time. The sun poured into the window, light
ing up the room and the two figures that sat before it. 
Harlow sat up straight, and his chair legs met the floor 
with an awakening bang. Sophie was startled, but she 
did not move from her fixed position. Harlow stood up 
and grabbed Sophie. He looked at her for a second or 
two, and then he kissed her with all the originality he 
knew of. Then, he held her for a moment. He searched 
in her eyes for a response. She looked as though she had 
seen a pigeon walking sideways. And so, he explained: 
''The light can never hit you the same way." 

Jennifer Wiesenfeld 
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Chinese Checkers 

belly down on the old braided rug 
lining up marble armies 
divisions of size and color 

blue ones are always coveted 
kept in a small glass pile under my hand 
they do no battle 

Grandfather in his soft plaid chair watching 
unfolds the black shiny board 
foreign letters parade in red stalks 
fire breathing dragons and yin yangs 
stare out in bold relief 
we can never understand the significance 

preparing for war, we chew thoughtfully 
crispy sliced cucumbers in vinegar our sustenance 
sucking our fingers as the tart juice 
rolls down our arms 

smooth marble between thumb and palm 
hundreds of afternoons melt together 
like the soft liquid swirl of yellow green and blue 
inside the glass that never breaks. 

Johnna Glazier 
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Friday Night 

The pavement, 
Dark, 
lies twisted into 
the night tunnel 
of autumn-sick trees. 
Music 
Bleeds from 
the house, crouching grey 
near the sleeping 
cemetery. 
I pass the 
second stoop 
and three boys, 
who sit under the fluorescent 
pool in the glass 
doorway 
call at me 
and 
stomp out their 
small orange-ended 
cigarettes 
on the concrete 
step. 

Suzanne Morrison 
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Something Written 

September 

Somehow a letter makes 
me feel straight again 
after so many hours 
of drinks in a loud bar, 
temples thudding to 
rhythms of missed conversations. 
Writing to you 
confirms things. 

The sun hasn't risen yet, 
taking its time 
listening to thkets 
that are magically still alive 
remembering whispered speech 
in the humid dark, 
remembering late footsteps 
falling out of taxi cabs, 
the faint sigh and exhaust 
of pulling away. 
They feel the august earth again 
in their friction pizzicato, 
warm and damp from the rain. 

It has rained here, 
the rain that sprays 
across highways 
and darkens small sidewalks 
of the suburb where I live. 
Two trees nearby 
lash out with orange leaves 
against all this dull New England grey; 
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they remind me 
I am one season older. 

I don't want to end this way, 
with wet streets, 
so I will tell you, 
I have always loved autumn 
and its flares before the snow, 
the cold that lasts. 
People drive for miles 
up north 
just to see the leaves turn 
and scatter in the streets 
like drops of wet paint. 
September here is beautiful. 

I can only imagine 
what it's like to face another winter: 
gusts of snow swirled wind, 
white sun glare on patches of ice, 
the eerie hiss and sputter 
of the radiator teasing my sleep, 
and then, 
the heating pipe of an aging house 
jarring me from dream 
to dream. 

At least there will be this: 
a scattering of seeds across snow, 
the slicing of skates into ice 
making spirals, 
interlocking circles. 
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I don't know what I ask of you 
except to confirm 
what I fear of the cold 
and the way I feel each day 
pulled, or further 
thrown from you. 
I need something written, 
something to keep 
the smell of you 
(sweet, like burning leaves) 
alive on my hands. 

Lisa E. Miller 
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Ciara McDonagh 
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Useless 
Save me! 
- Aretha Franklin 

what's awful is that you 
get used to someone 
being there, and then all 
of a sudden they're not 
anymore; and you can't 
phone them, because if 
you do it'll hit you really 
hard that maybe they 
never were there to 

' begin with not - in the 
sense you had imagined 
them being there; and 
then you realize how 
useless maybe it all was, 
especially if you aren't 
going to see that person 
again except on the 
street in passing, or at a 
function you both hap
pen to be coincidentally 
or not so coincidentally 
attending; of course then 
he'll be with some new 
face - so will you, and 
after a while your 
friends won't ask any
more how you're hold
ing up; that person will 
be forgotten to them, 
and no one will know 
just how his last pre
sence continues to lurch 
and swell inside your 
body. 

Guy Foster 
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On How to Hear a Smile 

Larry blew smoke out of his nose and watched 
the flow swim around his coffee cup. He knew a 
mood was rising inside but he didn't know the name 
of it. His mouth and mind wanted to form certain 
words to describe the emotion, but just didn't know 
the impossible design of them. instead of muttering 
his futile attempts, his cowhide-brown lips simply 
moved around silent syllables like a stream moves 
around rocks in its path. Thick fingers nervously 
flicked ash from his cigarette. 

Blinding yellow sunlight burst through the 
diner window without stopping to think of who 
would see it. Larry had to squint to see across the 
room and did so in sullen surrender. A gilded wait
ress glided into his path of vision. 

''Too young ... ", Ben said with his face in a book 
of prose. 

Too young indeed. She was slim in her uni
form of apron and striped shirt without being thin. 
Her hair (although in a bun), was long and straight 
and he knew that if it were free, it would make the 
softest sound in the wind. She had a pert little nose 
that crinkled when she grinned. Her mouth was 
petite and stylish when closed and when she spoke it 
grew to show lavish Irish incisors. When she smiled, 
though, oh, when she smiled her mouth grew to make 
dimples of the sweetest whispers. Such a mouth 
would stop time with a smile and give life with a kiss. 

"Ah, youth ... ", Ben began. 
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"Shut up." Larry said quickly. 
''Youth like the smell of a stolen embrace. So 

fleeting, so tempting, so utterly miserable." 
"Shut up." Larry said again, but softer. He 

flung the last of his coffee down his throat. The chalk 
of his cigarette greeted him with its bitterness. He 
looked again across the room. A grey cloud of smoke 
billowed up from a blue-haired retiree two tables up 
from him. Through it, Larry could see the waitress 
chatting with a pair of collegiate types and smiling an 
honest smile. Her eyes (Larry couldn't pick out the 
color) formed tight little lines that curled like smiles at 
the corners. Even closed they made sounds like 
lullabies. 

"A nine-letter word for carcinogen." Ben 
offered. 

Larry took a cigarette with trembling fingers. 
'1 thought you were reading poetry." 
'1 was, but it was only words." 
Larry smiled. 
"Give me your paper. I'll write you a poem." 
Ben assented and picked up Larry's crossword 

puzzle. He fiddled with his mangled Stetson a little, 
tapped a well-chewed pencil against his teeth for a 
bit, then scribbled like mad. Against the mad 
scribblings of lead, he whispered hushed syllables 
that sounded like leaves falling in Autumn. 

The waitress tore a check from her pad and 
fixed her hair (her perfect hair) before walking to the 
boys' table. Even through the smoke and the harsh 
sunshine and the greasy stench of breakfast Larry 
could see her telephone number on the check. She 
slid it onto their table with another perfect smile and 
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turned quickly before she appeared too obvious. The 
boys watched her go with eyes of hungry teeth. 

Larry only drew on his cigarette, blinked away 
the smoke , and stared at the blank paper. 

''What can I say?" 
''You could say, I'm sorry." Ben suggested 

from behind the puzzle. 
"Sorry for what?" 
" For being 35 years too late." 
Larry grunted just like a reversing truck. He 

watched the boys play with the check and then their 
genuine leather wallets that still gleamed with fresh 
oil. The waitress was at another table, her face now 
serious and set. She smiled a perfunctory smile at the 
businessmen, one that echoed of the silent noises that 
stones make or the indifferent sounds of concrete. 

''What do I say?' 
"Ben sat silent for a time. His cigarette burned 

and his coffee got colder. 
" Ben ... what do I say?" 
Ben looked up with eyes of white noise. 
''Larry'', he whispered. ''Larry, we have to 

leave." 
"What about the poem?" 
''I guess it won't be written today." 
"But what do I say?" 
His mouth puckered around the filter of his 

cigarette. 
"Say you love the sound of her eyes." 
Danielle cleared the cups off of another table. 

A quick glance at the clock told her that she only had 
an hour before her shift was over. Thank someone, 
she thought. The early morning run at the diner 
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always tired the hell out of her feet and froze her back 
into a wall of knotted muscles. 

''Hey Dani, " Stacy called from across the 
room. ''There's a note here for you." 

Danielle walked over thinking of Dan and 
Peter; the two cute guys that she had waited on ear
lier that morning. Did they leave a note for her? It 
couldn't have been them, they were at another table. 
She tried to remember who was sitting there but 
couldn't recall the faces. 

The note was a single page of lined paper that 
bore the inscription: 

''I love your eyes. They sound like a safe 
place." 

Edward T. Ryan 
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Thomas Boothby 

18 



The Bath 

I 
She runs the water, tests the temperature 
with her elbow as if for an infant. 
Looking her over he's impatient, 
can't make the water rush any quicker. 
He jumps in before she's through. 
Conceding she strips and climbs in 
the water burns her thighs and torso. 

n 
Their wet skin sticks together 
like sweaty flesh on a raft that bends 
with the movements of its passengers. 
His heart beats into her back, his hands not timid, 
sure they will be recognized. 
Their legs - long and short lines-
tangled but distinguishable, the smooth amber of 
hers, 
and the sculpted lines of his. 

m 
Motion excites the water; 
the graceful welcome groping sends it over the side, 
spreading unstoppable on the tiles. 
Sounds that stay the same like the rhymes she sings 
over and over again. 
The same words, the same rises and falls in her music. 
The same vibrato in her voice as the water rocks to 
stillness. 

Stacey Hayde 
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Bird's Eye 

At the top of the music 
she reaches her height 
and digs too deep for the 
height and her face growls 
and she bites her lip and her 
face tightens and her eye brow 
mixes with her eye lashes 
and her dimples come out as she 
sucks in her breath and her hair 
comes out from its ponytail 
and sweat pops from her nose tip 
and I smile, hopefully, so that 
I find her smile and she relaxes 
and breathes and her dimples are 
again with me and I smell the 
jump on her breath which chills 
the wet on my lips so that I 
slip into mine and she 
laughs, arranging the sun's 
final strings above the 
forest. 
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Eighth Spring 

Lying in the fuzz, in the back 
of the brown station wagon 
in the carnival dark, 
with Dumbo on my small chest 
and my brother's opal head on my shoulder 
smelling April 
in the sticky car 
air 
and voices, still running 
still spinning 
out there 
under the chain of lights 
fading 
as the day 
falls to dreams. 

Suzanne Morrison 
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My Sad King 

L 
A seven-year-old mind 
once reflected off the boundaries of cream-colored Formica, 
of orange/yellow /brown outdated linoleum. 
I remember these artificial surfaces. 
I remember curling shelf paper in the cabinets. 
I had circumspect, scientific eyes. 

And when you sat like a hub in the middle of it all: 
the popping, scratching blurbs of AM talk radio, 
the losing Red Sox, soundless, on the black and white, 
a copy of a Stephen King novel just finished on the table, 
I remember absorbing the blear of your eyes, 
brownish and bottle green, 
the sting of beer on your breath. 

In between innings I'd be the focus of an exhausted soliloquy 
that started, always remember ... 
had in the middle, we were so poor, I used to peddle papers 
to bring home food for my brothers and sisters ... 
and ended, J don't hate her, Lisa, but I won't cry at my mother's 
funeral. 
I didn't live with her for years in the beginning ... 
You didn't cry, either. 
I wouldn't have. 

II. 
I didn't understand that one year was marked by a stint 
of what textbooks call alcoholism, 
except that I learned to hate mom's watching, 
her detective work in the basement trash, 
her accusations inciting midnight arguments 
after a late work shift. 

I can't blame her now, though, for her strained voice 
that woke me up and pulled my nerves like rubber bands. 
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She was so small
not elegant
stunted, 
searching out her spoiled comforts. 
She was the one to squeeze the liquor out of your veins 
in just one year. 
She was brought up to expect things, 
to keep things running smoothly. 
She ironed your shirts. 
She braided my hair with ribbons. 

She still circles your planted self, 
nagging about your diet, 
complaining about the cigarettes, 
about how the house is going to hell. 
You, quiet, ignoring, 
poking a fat steak in a greasy frying pan, 
think about Clive Barker's fantasy dimensions, 
think about another feature of your landscape in oils 
that hides away unfinished on an easel in our basement. 

III. 
Always remember to smile, everyone likes someone who smiles. 
You have a beautiful smile. 
This has never left me. 
It makes me think of "well liked." 
It makes me look at your life and see why 
you sigh, red-faced and chain smoking, into your chair 
among nights of black coffee and round shoulders, 
bills littering the table, 
your meager checkbook expertly balanced. 

Father, 
the world crawls up your back and sleeps there
and the Red Sox still lose, 
and Stephen King has sold out since The Shining and Salem's 

Lot, 
and maybe, you think, 
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there is more to drown out 
than the suburb sounds of competing sprinklers 
still spitting across lawns tonight. 
Maybe, you think that the sounds you create 
will save a special silence for later. 

IV. 
Every time I return, 
I see the two of you steadily circle. 
I watch as the gears wear smooth 
from years of losing-
a ballet of the lower middle class. 

I feel out of place because I am the last, 
still sucking the juice of you, 
like the hollow sweet of jasmine stems and 
the warm skin-smell of open hands. 
I know too much to be useful, 
too little to accept. 
''Well liked" 
agitates like strands of hair in my mouth. 
The only smile I have left that is true, 
is inside with tears 
for a house coat queen 
and her hunched, fading king. 

Lisa E. Miller 
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Larcom 104 Poems (1993) 

i. 

ii. 

in Memory of Roy Gonsalves 

Stm,hen to Mark on a Friday night: 

You can tell 
meto 
put it there. 

I will, 
you know, if 
you want 

me to. Just 
say it ... 
Say the word. 

Mark to Stephen over the phone: 

Last night 
I dreamed you'd 
beaten me. 

When I awoke 
my ass 
was scarlet red. 

My lips 
too, were bruised 
and swollen. 
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iii. 

IV. 

Mark's friend John to the Panamanian he's 
dating: 

You said you'd 
phone and 
so I waited 

all night, 
fingering the frayed 
hem of 

my green 
and ivory white 
night-shirt. 

A sophmore at college to his new boyfriend, 
also a sophmore: 

None of 
my friends know 
about us. 

It's our secret. 
Can you 
stand it? I 

barely can. 
No, I can't. 
I'm bursting. 
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v. A nineteen year old to the thirty-two year old 
married man by whom he's just been fucked: 

The way you 
love me 
is just how 

I imagined 
it would be 
between two 

guys. Oh Jesus! 
Hold me. 
Take my life. 

v1. One man whispering to a second man, behind 
a closed door: 

Please, I 
didn't mean to 
hurt you. 

Honestly. You okay? 
It's that 
I'm not used 

toso 
much, well, tenderness. 
I'm sorry. 
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vii. John's roomate Rodrigo to his boyfriend 
of three months: 

Can't you talk 
tome 
about that? Listen, 

try me. 
That time's past. 
Noone 

else matters. Fuck 
him! You're 
with me, baby. 

viii. Rodrigo to Carl, his boyfriend, later that same 
night: 

''Noone 
really loves anyone 
these days." 

Is that 
what he told 
you? Well 

you've met me, 
and I'm 
different. You'll see. 
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ix. Mark, imagining what a fight with Stephen 
would be like: 

I swear if 
you walk 
out that door 

I'll scream 
so godawful loud 
your heart 

will shatter into 
a thousand 
tiny red pieces! 

x. Two black gay men in a coffee shop in 
Greenwich Village: 

You boast 
of no man 
holding you: 

you're more slippery 
than an 
eel. Well, I'm 

a fisher 
of men; I've 
nets a 'plenty. 

Guy Foster 
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Sometimes A Fantasy 

Bandages were the prettiest part of her. 
What was not bandaged was pink and raw, swathed in 
thick translucent jelly that kept it from the air. Thank God, 
thought Van, for the bandages. Thank God they cover her 
eyes, so that no well-meaning imbecile could bring her a 
mirror. 

He set down his battered canvas backpack. 
As Elise heard the soft thump, she turned in the hopital 
bed. ''Who? Someone's there? Adam?" Her voice was 
too low and raspy. he knew her voice well- not because 
she spoke to him often, but because he had gone to her 
plays and listened to her sweet alto from the dark anony
mous safety of the audience. Her voice was too low and 
raspy, and the doctors here at Massachusetts General 
Hospital, arguably the world's finest hospital, had told 
him it was an affect of smoke inhalation. Probably tempo
rary. He wondered if anyone had told her what the doc
tors thought. 

"It's me, Elise. Van." He settled his huge 
bulk into the tiny plastic chair by the bedside. He re
minded himself that she couldn't see his face, thank God 
for small favors, so he tried to put a smile into his voice. 

"Van." She turned her shrouded face back 
to the ceiling again. "Hi." She cleared her throat, and 
coughed. "I look pretty horrible, Hunh?" 

"Ah, nah," he said, and meant it although it 
wasn't true. ''You just look a little ... pink." 

''Pink," she echoed. "That's-'' she 
coughed. "A little water please?" The small table by the 
side of the bed had a plastic bottle marked "H20" lying on 
its side. He held it above her mouth, squeezed a few drops 
at a time out, until she cleared her throat again. ''The 
doctors already told me. I don't have hair anymore." 

''That's true," he said quietly. 
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'1 may never get my face back," she contin
ued. Van looked away; she was trying to hide her fear and 
her loss and without being able to see her audience, she 
thought she was succeeding. 

''You can't think about that," he said. ''Not 
even if it's true." 

"Might as well get used to the truth." 
''Well, it's not the truth yet, not by a long 

shot, so don't go accepting it," he said, fiercly. "Don't give 
yourself heartbreak before it comes to you." He turned 
away, angry at himself for sounding angry at her. 

''Van?" It was another deception that didn't 
work; she thought her opinion of him was a secret. "I 
don't mean to sound ... ungrateful for your company ... but 
do you know where Adam is?" 

''Um." Van studied the small mole at the 
base of his right finger. Funny how he couldn't manage to 
meet her eyes even when he knew she could not meet his. 
"He's, uh, busy with investigators from the fire depart
ment. Finding out what happened and all." 

Elise turned away. "I see," she said dis
tantly. 

"He sends his love, though," said Van, 
which was a spur-of-the-moment lie. ''He told me-" 
Why was he lying for the man he never liked and who had 
never liked him?- "that if there was any way he could 
leave at this stage, he'd have been here." 

''Well. He thought of me. And you came to 
see me. Thank you." She coughed. again. 

Van took a deep breath, and remembered 
that she couldn't see him. "Actually, I came to offer you 
something, as well." 

The muscles in her neck actually tensed. 
"Offer ... me? I don't undertsand ... ? 

He stared at his feet for a second, trying to 
to find the right beginning. "I wanted to make up for 
what happened to you. In some way. I didn't have any-
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thing to offer except-well, just because you're here 
physically doesn't have to mean being here mentally. And 
I thought I could offer you sort of- a mental evening out." 

''You're talking about computer fantasy 
't ? N N II games, aren you. o. o. 

'1 think you should-" 
'1 don't want to, Van. I'll tell you the truth, 

your games scare me." 
''Not games," he said. "they're not games. 

Not in the way you mean. They're not for playing around 
with people." 

'Well maybe you can - I can't do it. No. I 
don't want to get into it. I don' t undertstand your your
whatever it is your're doing - but I don't want to." 

Van sighed. "I know," he said. "A lot of 
people feel that way. If it makes you feel better to be in the 
majority, feel better. Yes a lot of people look at it and say 
'Strange, different, therefore scary.' Most people." He 
took a moment to reflect. "Sometimes I still think of it as 
pretty strange and different. But I'll tell you, Elise, strange 
and different doesn't look so scary when the alternative is 
being alone. 

''Maybe you've never looked at it that way. 
Maybe you haven't had to. When you have a lot of op
tions open to you, there's no reason to." He leaned 
foward, and spoke gently. "But for some of us, those are 
the only teo real options. And I don't want to scare you, 
but if you really face reality, this is something to face: 
You've joined us. Maybe temporarily. Maybe not. You 
might want to discover what we do to make do. 

Van waited. "I wouldn't know where to 
begin," she protested, finally, weakly. 

'1 would be there to show you," he said, 
"and to make your first time special." 

She made a noise midway between a choke 
and a laugh. "Be gentle with me." 
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"Always," said Van seriously. She stopped 
laughing. 

"How do we begin?" 
Van opened his backpack and started 

pulling out the things he had brought with him. He set the 
walkrnan on the table, and plugged the tiny speakers into 
the earphone jack. Next to it he put the small capped glass 
vial. "Suppose," he said slowly. "Forget about what really 
is, and imagine what could be. Suppose that it's actually a 
warm March evening, in a year of peace and good happen
ings... Suppose that the light of the sun about to go down 
is warm against your skin... Can you feel it?" 

"I can't feel it," she said. 
"Suppose you go to the window," Van 

urged, "and you look out, feeling the last rays of the 
sunlight on your face and your foreanns, breathing in the 
fresh air of a spring that's just begining. Can you ever 
remember a time when you really ~ the air? How 
fresh and clean it was? Did you sit in the light from the 
window and feel the warmth? Visualize it. Remember it, 
step back into it." 

"I... I'm feeling the sunlight," she said, 
hesitantly, "I can't taste the air. The disinfectant in here is 
too strong." 

''You're doing fine," he said, softly. "Just 
relax. There's no hurry. Whatever hapens, will happen 
naturally." He shifted in his chair. "Tell me about the 
place where you live." 

"What? Oh ... uh, there's-it's a second 
floor apartment. J Street. Actually, it's the whole second 
floor of a three-story house. You know the kind I mean? 
It's got its own kitchen, and four smaller rooms. We use 
one as a bedroom, and Adam- oh." She hesitated, and bit 
her lip. "I shouldn't mention Adam, should I?" 

Van shrugged and tried to release the 
tension in his shoulders. "It's up to you. It's up to you. 
Elise this is all your choice. You can be anywhere, do 
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anything, with anyone. If you ... want. .. out of everyone you 
could have ... Adam ... If you want Adam, that's your choice. 
If you want-it you want me to go ... that's your choice too. 
But-please think. .. carefully ... about your choices." 

For a second she wavered. For a second he 
thought that she was about to change her mind and tell 
him to leave. For just a tiny fraction of a second a part of 
him wondered if maybe she should. "Van?" 

"I'm still here." 
''Yes, you are." 

She was silent for a time. ''Van, if I asked you to make me 
a promise ... " 

''What promise?" he said. 
''Promise me that Adam will never find out 

about this," she said. 
Van sat silent. "I promise," he said finally. 
'Then what do we do now?'' 
''Pretend that you're waitng for the man of 

your dreams who's coming to take you out for an evening 
of romance." 

"Okay, I'm waiting." 
"uh ... well, now you have to tell me about 

the man of your dreams. Who he is, what he looks like. 
I'll be playing that part, so ... " 

"Oh. Well, he's ... you're ... tall, not too ... pale. 
Not too pale. Kind of...kind of...well, lean ... Oh, no I'm no 
good at this." 

''You're doing fine," Van said. I've done 
too much, he thought to himself. He suddenly came to an 
epiphany, at exactly the point when he did not want one. 
If there was such a thing as a virginity for the virtual 
world, he had long ago lost his. He had a hundred, a 
thousand ti.mes known women, known them by the names 
they chose: names thought to be romantic and exotic, like 
Desiree, Flame, Amber, Caitlin; names from private my
thologies, like Unicorn, Windsong, Woodsprite; names 
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ranging from coy to brazen, like SweetThang, 
EasyEnough, Sweetstuff, Spicy. He had known them by 
thie imaginations, known them by their fantasies, known 
them by their words, known them by the gestures they put 
in asterisks. He remembered frenzied, animalistic cou
plings described in short, unadjectived Anglo-Saxon. He 
remembered the flowery prose that deflorated timid 
dreamers. He remembered obsessions, compulsions 
played out in fantasies. He remembered curiousities held 
in check for years, finally explored in the safety of 
virtualituy. 

Here he was now, and the tables had 
turned. In her world, she had experience and he had none. 
Now he had all the experience. He would have traded it 
most, if not all of it, to be able to bring the innocence to her 
that she brought to him. 

There was a long pause. "But what about 
Adam?'' Elise asked, faintly. 

Van curled a hand into a fist and stared at 
the knuckles. "Suppose," he said very quietly, "that Adam 
has no ... reason ... to expect you to see him and only him." 
Suppose that he has no right to expect anything more from 
you. 

''Van?" The question came quietly. 'Why 
didn't Adam come?" Van tried to answer, but no words 
came out. 

Elise turned away, as if to look away, and 
turned back. "All ... all right," Elise said. "I'm supposing." 

...... 

The lure of sex is overkill. The one sexual 
act that has evolutionary significance is drowned in the 
flood of other sexual acts. One has sex with the hands. 
One has sex with the mouth. One rents a movie from a 
stinking back room and has sex with the eyes. One at
taches sexual significance to whatever will not actively 
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shake it off. The local librarian appears in midnight 
fanatasies, laced and leathered and seductive; the blond, 
bored traffic cop becomes in the boudoir of the fevered 
mind the raging, insatiable dominatrix. The feet, the hair, 
become erotic objects; the instinctual recognition of curves 
that speaks reproduction to the hindbrain is sought every
where. Like the overflowing spring that spreads at the 
lower level first, sex takes the easiest routes first and then 
continues, inventive, insatiable. And if all other routes are 
blocked, then eventually one comes to discover the highest 
act of sex: sex with words. Higher than sex within the 
confines of the much-vaunted mind, for the only pleasure 
one has there is solitary. Two people take words, softly 
spoken and soothing, crude and rough, artifacts of sounds 
with literally centuries of meaning accumulated on them, 
and make love with them. 

The soft mournful piano of Lennie 
Tristano's ''Yesterdays" was distorted by the tiny speakers, 
but neither one was noticing that anymore. ''You're such 
a wonderful dancer, Mikhail. If this dance floor became 
less crowded," Elise asked, "would you dance with me 
very, very slow?" 

'1 would," said Van. "I would love to." 
"And would yo dance with me very close?" 
"I would dance with you so close," van 

said, "that you could feel my heart beating. You would 
feel my breath on the sweet curve of your neck as I held 
you so close. You would feel my arms embrace you 
tightly, holding you tenderly." His chest was filled with a 
strange, slow heaviness that he did not want to go away. 

Elise's burned lips parted. "Hold me so 
damn close." 

Their talk continued for hours, and they 
stopped stopping when nurses came in the room. Every 
now and then he would bring the water bottle to her lips, 
and she would pull at it thirstily. Then they would resume 
their talking. Sometimes he would just sit and listen as she 
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told 'Mikhail' her dreams, her fears, and the way she 
fumbled over words as she got them out made him think 
that these were things she had never said to anyone before. 

Sometimes Van would close his eyes as they 
talked, shutting out the cold antiseptic of the white walls 
so that he could see what she saw. He saw the closed jazz 
club and the single couple swaying in each other's arms on 
the dance floor. He stood with her on the deserted beach 
and watched the lonely cold slate of the ocean rolling away 
towards the moonlight. He ran with her through rows of 
flowers in the botanical gardens, just the two of them wild 
and free, light-footed and free of care, all alone. Van 
wondered if anyone else had ever cared what her dreams 
were. 

Suddenely he hated himself. He hated 
himself for forgetting who he was. He wasn't Mikhail, the 
handsome Russian artist of her dreams; he was Van, the 
shabby, ugly, computer geek. That was who he was. 
Forgetting that would only hurt him when she remem
bered. 

Another part of his mind protested that he 
was being monstrously unfair to himself. He replied 
learning from the experience was not being unfair to 
oneself; fairness was a nice concept but theoretical. Much 
better, as Mikhail and Elise slowly climbed the stairs up to 
the door of her apartment, to remind himself that it was 
Mikhail who was welcome here, and he was not. 

"Mikhail?" Elise said. "I had a really 
wonderful time tonight." 

''The pleasure, my dear," Van said, in his 
best approximation of a Russian accent, "was all, all mine." 

"I mean- I really, really felt- like I haven't 
felt in years. Thank you." 

''To give you that pleasure, Elise, took 
burdens off my heart." It was only after he uttered the 
sentiment that he realized he's forgotten to say it in 
Mikhail's voice. What did it mater now? Not much. 
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It was time to say good-bye. Not just to 
Elise; to the Elise who'd opened up to him, the Elise who'd 
forgotten that his face was ugly and his body fat. Time to 
say good-bye to her acceptance; if saying good-bye to it 
hurt, that was apt punishment for getting attached to it. 
"Good night, Elise," he said quietly. He briskly gathered 
his things and packed them away, wanting to see nothing 
so much as he wanted to see the red EXIT sign above the 
door. 

''Van?" Damn her hoarse voice for still 
being beautiful. 

''Yes, Elise?" Here it comes, thanks ringing 
faint and hollow. Impossible to wash out. 

''Would you be-able to stay a, a little 
longer?'' she asked, hesitant. ''If you don't mind?" She 
twitched a smile. ''Would you like to come inside for a 
nightcap?" 

Van sat down in the chair again. he looked 
at the tiny smile still on her face. He took a deep breath. "I 
can stay," he said. 

Joseph Crowley 
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Beal's Island 

Salt is so heavy in the damp wind, 
my head teeters, drunk with it. 
The coastline runs 
sweet and white 
around the grey-green trees, 
bent like old men. 
Rocks grow up and out from the bank 
cradling sand and pirate's treasure, 
golden-white curls and violet mussels, 
slimy cucumbers, orange sea-stars, 

-a seal, shiny and glazed 
with ropes of intestine encircling 
his body. 

I stand on the Pirate Ship rock, 
holding the flag-pole 
and behind me, the house
dark as a princess's fortress. 
My mother and the dog, 
sitting on the deck, 
look out at the water 
-the hazy horizon-
as if God Himself 
were coming. 

Suzanne Morrison 
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Cancun (March 1993) 

The thick Mexican air melts us together uncon
sciously, 
so that I don't see it happen. 
I didn't see us part either. 
I didn't love you till the pictures came back, 
and I really noticed you for the first time. 

The skanky hotel that didn't speak English. 
Clammy bedsheets and the numberless phone 
that didn't work till ten a.m. 
You promised to make me feel safe 
from the knocking 
on the flimsy doors in the night or early morning. 
So we slept on the beach, 
lost clothes to the tide, 
bitten by the mosquitoes. 

The buses hurl by, 
weaving through the darkness at 80 kilometers. 
You want to protect me from what is hard about this 
place. 
The little boys approach me, 
dirty and shoeless, you talk them away. 
You think I need saving. 

You buy me icy Daquiris to get me drunk 
kissing me when we both feel the room spin. 
In sobriety we forget the night before, 
loving the joy of nothing: 
allowed to deny what 
may or may not work 
in our non-tropical reality. 

Stacey Hayde 
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