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(A funny thing happened on the way home from work-) 
And someone that someone knew, loved, was 
Shot, off duty, 
For trying to save the life of an old man who 

wanted to die. 

New Hampshire grandfather in a blue frock-coat; 
Sometimes he would look around to see 
All there is to see, and 
You could hear him seeing, thinking "Beautiful.# 
But sometimes, most often in fact, 
He just looked, a perfect mirror. That made you 
Just look, too. 

Two young men, close, wanting perhaps to be boys 
once more, 

Sit alone for nine hours 
Together in a room, hoping the acid 
Will provide them the Answers. Grave, deep talk
And the picture on the television and the wall and 

the voice are indecipherable. 
Through the fog of molecules one makes out 
The little dog (not on T.V.) humping the haunch of 

the big 
Dog, the latter thoroughly disinterested. 
The men-boys laugh . Then return to crisis. 
Funny that they missed their answer. 

Fabrizio walks about like a Man. 
Or, u small business owner who drops names 
a bit too prematurely, remaining 
Arrogantly ignorant of his failure to impress. 
His eyes, not the grandfather's, are differently 

tuhed: 
A Man, he pounds the backs of his buddies, 
Computes comparative biceps circumference with 

blinding precision. 
Manlike, he dreams of being a cowboy
Ladies Man, he fucks with his boots on. 

Seeing him the other day, and he 
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Wore his Self on his breast, as if 
for display , right there . 
And with eyes that are not the grandfather's, 
Eyes it seemed like a sort of beacon there. 
But now it seems it was a mirror. Not a false 
Beacon, a ruined face of a cowboy dreamer-fraud; 
Just a mirror. I see my disgust. 

Where is disgust? Only there , 
My mirror with a back that is unlike 
The grandfather-mirror that, backless, 
Reflected everything, just saw. 
A man dies on his way home from work. 
Where is pain? In the sky or round-peaked 
New Hampshire horizon? I do not find it there. 
Two men desperately seek the secret of boyhood. 
Where is desperation? 
The beacon, that is a mirror, shows: 
A man dies. Little dog humps big dog. 

A tree. 

-Stephen Whittier 



The unborn 

The two sat side by side in a stand of trees. 
Lisps of wind ran lightly through the l eaves by 
their moonlit faces. his eyes drifted first down 
over the valley, then along the craggy mountain 
peaks that poked up through the horizon the way 
ribs do on a starving man. He at last spied the 
high clouds and the full moon and licked his lips 
with a tongue the color of bleeding rust. 

~It's time,• his voice growled like low thunder. 
The next several hours passed in shapes; shapes 

and colors that blended together as if flowing dyes 
in a slow current of water. Trees became longer, 
wider and taller. the sky became a canvas, a 
constant black background that was splattered time 
and time again with the greys and greens of passing 
maples and pines. A mix of animal scents and the 
inescapable aroma of wood, rotting leaves, and the 
earth felt their way into him. The scents of 
chipmunks and squirrels stood out like white on 
black in his mind, like red dots running into a sea 
of indigo blue. Larger animals could be found just 
as easily. Their warm, furred scents wafted out of 
their burrows and hide-de-holes and were impossible 
to ignore. The light, almost musty smell of adult 
birds was lost as soon as it was found. They 
scurried away from unguarded babies and open nests 
without regard. they could lay more eggs and build 
more nests, but only if they lived. 

It was not until the deer that he began to feel 
as ~ .i. The sensation of touch had been lost, 
collapsed under a weight of pounding feet, whipping 
branches, and cyclone winds. Hearing also had 
disappeared as the deep bass of his heart grew in 
rhythm, making its echoes ricochet down nerve 
pathways until it was the only sound he heard. his 
breath was a growling roar monotonously rasping in 
and out of an unfeeling throat. 

The musk smell of the buck was like a path, one 
so wide that it was impossible to ignore. It was 
the smell of freshness, of eager and excited blood. 
It smelled of a freedom as ancient as the rocks 
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under his bare feet. He leapt from a short cliff 
and tackled the buck at the shoulder blades. In 
seconds he had driven his fingers through the soft 
flesh of it's neck, and fixed his jaws on its 
spine. It took so little effort to wrench out the 
windpipe, to grasp the bony spine with his canine 
teeth, to bleed the thing dry. The buck sank to its 
knees and bled, an insane look of panicked 
confusion plastered to its face. It died in 
shuddering gasps, unable to even see its killer. 

Day 1: We finally arrive at the house. D-is 
convinced that the place will be warm enough to 
stand these northern lights. I don't know if I am, 
but what do I know? I'm a city boy from the wild 
woods of the Bronx. The last time I saw trees this 
size was on public television. I'm not worried 
though, M-and A- are here to keep us warm. I wish 
A-would just cool down enough to let me talk to her 
again. The argument from the city is still haunting 
our relationship. Does she really want to get 
married? Why won't she talk about it? What the hell 
is so strange about it? I won't get started or I'll 
spend the whole page talking about he. Her and her 
lovely eyes. 

So we got here on time. Late enough to see some 
of the traffic out of the city, early enough to 
arrive before the chill set in. I've been to Aunt 
H-'s house in Syracuse but somehow it doesn't 
compare to the size and scope of this area of the 
state. Huge trees! So huge that it makes me wonder 
what the hell all those logging companies were 
doing up here for so long. Trees and hills that 
make me think we've landed in the Alps. I won't 
downsize the beauty of this place. It has this aura 
of old magic, like an Indian chief is going to jump 
out and start chanting or something. So old and so 
untouched. Maybe D-'s uncle's house will be just 
the thing to take this civilized edge off of us. I 
better turn in if I want to keep A-'s favor. More 
tomorrow. 

Day 2: Went swimming today. Swimming! It's the 
end of October and I went swimming! The water was 
clear and oh-so-cold and god, the way her nipples 



sprang to life . .. I hate this. I hate not knowing 
her when she gets like this. We are still talking 
but not like we were before. What is it? What can I 
do to get her to talk to me again? 

D-is a gracious host. he doesn't get between us 
when we fight. He doesn't help either side, he just 
disappears and lets us fight like dogs. The house 
is great--remind me to buy him a gift when we get 
back. I didn't realize how much we needed this 
getaway ... Not only do we have a full-size kitchen 
and dining room, we have a huge living room with a 
T.V. (a fuzzy one, no cable), V.C.R. (only classic 
horror movies), and stereo (old blues only). There 
is a baby grand in one corner, two nice big couches 
(god, how I want to have sex on one before we 
leave ... ) and picture windows opening up into a 
view of the valley. Incredible. There's even a 
sauna in back that we used today after swimming. 
Gorgeous. 

Day 4: I wish I knew where D-has been going 
lately. We hiked up to the top of the mountain 
today-god, what a view!-and fell into the hands of 
the couches and a bottle of Glenlevit. D-stayed for 
a bit, then left with M-when A-and I started in on 
each other. By the time we'd gotten it straightened 
out, the two of them were gone. They didn't get 
back until after we'd gone to bed . Strange. D-just 
said that they went for a walk, but in this cold? 
He says it's really relaxing, like swimming in ice 
cold water ... man, sometimes I really don't know 
this guy. How much do I know about him? I mean, I 
work with him, he writes great copy, he has a 
really cute wife and a great apartment downtown, 
but ... ! don't know. I guess today I realized how 
much we never get to know of people, no matter how 
close they are. There's always a hidden side that 
they don't let other people see. I don't know, 
maybe I'm making a mountain out of a molehill. 

Day 5: Was introduced to the perils of mountain 
life today. The damn thing didn't make a sound to 
warn us, ' but goddamn if it didn't tear a chunk out 
of me. A~and I went out walking like D-said he did 
the other night. I thought it would help if we say 



more than the landscape in the day ... I don't know. 
I don't even know why we did it. It just felt 
right. We were arguing again. I hated her enough to 
bite her face off and I knew I couldn't stay that 
way so ... I don't fucking know! I just wanted , there 
to be some peace instead of this wall of anger 
we've had between us. 

So we went out and walked. We were ... a couple of 
blocks away (sorry, it's the only measure of length 
I know) I guess. Just talking, the wall was coming 
down, there was some kindness shining through the 
darkness. Then I got bushwacked. It was like a 
chill went through the air, like a blanket of 
quietness and ... I don't know, blankness settled on 
us. The air wasn't moving, there weren't any 
sounds, nothing. I guess I was a little freaked. I 
didn't expect this, though. I expected some smelly, 
rotting guy to pop out and demand our wallets or 
something. Not ... fangs and claws. Freaky ... I had to 
rationalize where I was for a second, it was that 
disorienting. This thing didn't have hair like an 
animal. It felt kinda human, it was growling and 
grunting and biting and . .. shit. I don't know what 
to write. I can't make head or tail of what the 
hell happened. It was kicking the crap out of me, 
then ... it just stopped. It kind of leaned up or 
straightened up and ... ran off. A-said she didn't 
see what the hell it was, but I gotta wonder. How 
can you not see something right in front of you? 
She clammed up and didn't say a word until we got 
back and she was cleaning me up . Shit . .. I don't 
know. I don't know what to say . I'm sitting here 
all bandaged up, sipping A-'s special tea, trying 
to keep myself sane. What the hell was that? A 
fucking mountain lion? A bald wolf? Christ, it was 
huge and angry and ... god, so strong. It felt like a 
force of nature. P.S. Where the hell is D-? He and 
M- have been gone for hours. 

Day?6?7?: I'm all feverish and funny. Wounds 
healing, but really slowly. A- comes and goes. She 
never says much, especially about what day it is. 
All I have for company sometimes is the fuzzy T.V. 
and D- 's library. He's got tons of old stuff , real 
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freaky and estor ... estoric? Is that the word? I 
can't think anymore. Tons of philosophy and Greek 
literature. Books on ancient Persia and Dionysus. 
Weird. I want to leave, to go to a hospital . A
says we're gonna go, then she says we're not going 
anywhere. What the hell is going on? I tried to get 
out of the house and into the car, but that failed 
big time. I can hardly see straight, much less 
drive a hundred miles. A- is gone right now, out 
trying to find D- and M-. She won't say it, but 
she's scared of that thing. What the hell is going 
on? 

Day?9? A- gone. She was gone this morning when I 
woke up. All that I have is her last words. She 
said she was going to look for them. Them ... as in 
D- and M-. They've been gone for most of the week. 
I can't ... ! can hardly think anymore . .. my mind 
keeps wandering. My leg is torn open and smelling 
like shit, like I've already lost it. My shoulder's 
still bleeding a bit. I can hardly move my arm . I 
keep wondering if I'm dying, if this is it. If I'm 
going to die out here in the wild world of the 
trees. I can't see how they could still be alive. 
Maybe she froze. It's damn cold out there. What the 
hell happened? Where did they go? Where the hell 
did she go? What the hell was that .thing? My head's 
spinning. Feel like puking, or passing out. 

Day .. something or other: Can't feel my leg 
anymore. Can't move my arm. Good thing it's my left 
arm, couldn't write otherwise. Not sure why I'm 
writing anymore. Nothing left. A- is gone. I can 
smell something outside the window that reeks. 
Maybe it's her, maybe it ' s D- and M- . I can't even 
get up to find out what it is. Maybe I should just 
lie back and let it happen. Maybe I should crawl 
out and let that thing get me. Doesn't matter. I 
can feel myself floating away sometimes, as I'm 
lying here in my own shit. It's too late now . Too 
late to do anything. 

Later: the wind's picking up , the moon's out 
again. r , can hear the beasts out there now, like 
vultures corning to rob the carcass. They sound like 
them, like D- and M-, all pompous and overblown. 
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Rich in mind and ego. They're out there .. . coming 
for this diseased and broken body. My vision is 
rounded in blurs; my head is floating. Not long 
now. Not long at all. I'm so close to them, to 
that . .. old spirit, that old knowledge. It's like 
there's this really ancient person in each of us, 
like a piece of us that was never able to be let 
out. Or that we never let out. It's like we're 
never born to some extent. I can feel it now, this 
part of me. It's the same thing that's in them . The 
same ... embryonic, primordial soul. So free ... so 
totally free. Not long now ... 

The two sat side by side in a stand of trees. 
The smell of him was fading, just like the smell of 
the woman did. The moon's waning pregnancy was 
almost to term, meaning the last night was here. 
The trip was necessary, but the presence of the two 
of them made it all seem so worthless. The dead 
pair would never have understood that sometimes 
these trips were what gave life meaning. The cities 
killed the dead pair years ago. Sometimes the two 
free ones just needed to get away, mostly from 
themselves. The deaths weren't what they wanted, 
the deaths were always regrettable. Somehow, 
though, the pain of finding new friends was less 
than the pain of never letting go . They needed it. 
The Greeks knew that, and so did the Persians. 
Sometimes the human being needed to let go. The 
human mind cannot cope with life. From time to 
time, it had to be let free. To go back to the 
unborn earth and be wild. 

-Luke Farrell 
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Requiem 

It was April (a warm month) 
but cold. 

Darkness surrounded the ship's 
bright electric light cocoon. 

unsinkable lights in unrelenting darkness
shaken, shocked suddenly. 

And suddenly 
a loud quiet disturbing sound sleepers. 

"It must be a drill . • 
"Definitely not reality.• 

First class, first in boats. 
Women before men, 

reversing God ' s order. 

Two hours. 

Shrill shrieks, shattered ship, deep-six. 
Silence again . 

No more light until dawn-
dawn of a lifetime of haunted mornings . 

Fifteen-hundred farms bought in a month of showers. 

-Stephanie Sullivan 
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Ars Poetica and Papers to love, life, and lollies 
I was an overpaid factory worker once. In 

Spennyrnore, in Spennyrnore near Durham, working for 
Thorn . I worked hard, I worked hard, I worked 
hard, if you can understand that routine and 
repetition make any work hard. I was overpaid 
because I was part-time, on a graduate program 
"summer job" on the production line. The people 
who were with me were different but treated me as 
equal, they worked very hard. 

I partied with speed and acid and ecstasy and 
always pot and alcohol. One weekend I went to 
Edinburgh to visit my long lost (10 years) Scottish 
cousin . She and her friends were mostly creative 
intellectuals, "poverty brings out the real 
creative side.• A group of us went to see a 
fashion show . I drank half a bottle of whiskey and 
gave the rest to three bums who did not see me to 
thank me for the whiskey was omnipotent to them. I 
watched (but did not mingle with) John Rochas' 
girls as if they were my future wives, dressed as 
they would be at my future parties . 

After the show we lied our way into the VIP 
party. Soon free alcohol took over and I started 
to charm people who looked bored (as I was sick of 
intellectuals) with self degrading honesty, until 
my new buddies refound me. 

We left. In my cousin's house (beautifully 
artsy) I slept alone in a girl's soft, empty (she'd 
gone for the weekend) bed and almost died in my 
sleep. But it would not have been the perfect 
death or even the most "pleasant way to go• as I 
was dreaming: 

I was walking through the fields around Oxford 
with my best friend 

(whom I did not like 
and now looked like my cousin's boyfriend 
whom I had not met) 
to go see a neo-Shakespeare play, 
reviewed as being perfectly performed 
by eight-year-old acting prodigies. 
I could not get to the tiny town hall 
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as my feet sunk into the spongy ground 
up to my waist . 
My Gortex shoes kept my feet dry , 
but my legs were soaking underneath the dry 

surface. 
My friend kept walking, 
and getting no further away, 
and telling me to come on. 
This caused me to stress 
and I started to have trouble breathing, 
so I lay down on the surface , 
(as if I was trying to survive quicksand), 
and tried to rest. 
My friend got annoyed, 
his face turned into that of a painted joker, 
terrifying. 
He taunted me as I realized he was death. 
Exhaustion preventing me from being able to move 
away from death. 
I fought 
the incapability to move, 
like a drugged animal 
whose brain stayed awake longer than its body, 
but I lost. 
I presumed I was dead as I was not breathing, or 

feeling, or breathing. 
Nothing. 
But I awoke to death laughing at me and pissing 

all over my face-
a contrasting warmth against the cold of my 

entire body. 
I still could not move, and death was beating me 

with his physical mind games. 
I was still not breathing, mental asthma, death 

had stopped all except my mind. 

I then truly awoke, I had nearly died in my sleep . 

The party nights of this weekend were over, so 
on Sunday night I headed South from Scotland back 
to my place of work . At my urine drenched house, 
(over the weekend one of my ex-army, tough- guy, 
tattooed buddies-loaded on booze and speed, had 
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pissed all over the place) I sat and watched the 
news: King Hussein and Yassir Arafat shook hands. 
Even if it was bullshit, it was certainly a step in 
the right direction. If I was Clinton I'd have 
given the both of them a huge hug! Then there was 
something about a country cricketer putting dirt on 
the cricket ball (cheating for extra spin), and, 
some stuff about Rwanda. 

Neat little wicker wrappers 
artistic bollards on dirt of the dusty road, 
bundles of broken babies. 
Rwanda sounds so beautiful, 
the R like a dog growling for peace. 
There is more than the sound of war 
floating through this word. 
There are tufts of grass growing in the desert. 

The news basically explained the entire 
situation for the ears and eyes of England. The 
president of Rwanda was killed. An interview with 
a Hutu soldier, "I will not return to a Tutsi 
controlled Rwanda ... yes, we will die, but we all 
must die." Then there was an unprofessional film 
clip. It was from a distance, so the focus was 
pastelly and not completely clear. Two uniformed 
black men were shouting noiselessly (due to the 
distance) at a black man in a white shirt. He was 
speaking, a plea or something, like a child who 
wants his dinner, but has been bad. one of the 
guards smacked him on the shoulder with a long 
white stick. He seemed not to be pained. The 
guard again smacked him, and a third time, slightly 
above the shoulder. I cried as the man's head 
rolled off. I had not expected to see this. 

I went to the pub in order to get drunk enough 
to sleep later. As I slept I heard God. He was in 
my dream. Distinguishable. Definite and 
distinguished. In my dream I awoke and fell asleep 
and started to dream. But the person I was in this 
dream also went to sleep. He dreamt until that 
person also went to sleep-it was a dream like the 
painting of a man painting a painting of himself 
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painting. My dream continued in this manner until 
we got to the first man. He was either too big or 
too small to see, but this was where I heard God 
sleep, from the ears of these sleeping men. He 
said nothing. Now I can hear him all the time. 

The sununer is over now and now it is Halloween 
and I am sitting in front of an unfocused mass of 
other people's partly hard and soft organization 
that is for one train of thought that I have been 
learning for four years (or five or twenty-four). 
Organization of other's inventions or collections 
for educational purpose. For a ticket (not a shit 
ticket?) that says I am ready to ride; it says I 
can do more when actually I have done nothing . 

But it is hard to think about my term paper as 
today I almost bought an anonymous gift. 

Once you came into class with a lollipop in your 
mouth. 

And now Halloween is here, 
so I went to the store to buy a lot of different 

lollies for you. 
I put halt of them in a black bag, 
and the other half in an orange bag. 
I walked to the till so that I could buy them, 
and leave them anonymously for you: 
"Happy Halloween!" 
But before I paid for them, 
I turned around, 
and methodically put each lolly back in its 

respective original home. 
That is all I can think about, lollies, 
the child that was gunned down in Boston today 

is irrelevant. 

~- Frye 
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Peacock Pond 

After hours of traveling and eating 
peaches, oranges, kiwis and apples 
I arrived here. 

The first things I saw: 
green and brown and blue, even white; 
the moon, sun, clouds and stars; 
fish and geese, ducks and turtles; 
pebbles, big rocks, tree branches, wild cherry
apples. 
And thousands a.nd thousands of leaves 
and grass blades like hair. 

Too many cigarette stubs 
one, thirteen, thirty-eight, fifty-five 
a.nd countless beer bottles and cans . 

And people, there are always people around. 
Even at night when the same moon dangles 
from the sky and the same stars 
pull it down to make it splatter 
a.nd mix the white song liquid 
with the same green and brown and blue-
even then, one or two people flick a burning 
cigarette 
into the same green, and brown , and blue, 
even white, reflection. 

-Maria Infante 
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Passing Time 

We've come a long way, baby. 
This is your life: 
Cigarettes kill us and so does sex. 
And those days in strange back bedrooms, 
bloodshot eyes and strangling in the sweet 
stench of our insides, 
those days are gone 

gone 
gone . 

Now we grow up and out and on and on 
wondering where the beef is 
and how to make love instead of war 
on sheets filled with someone else's sex. 
Now we inherit the voices of our mothers. 
Now our bodies are ripe , ready to 
bring others to this rubble. 
What we think we can do is 
change the world with 
words or songs, science or math . 
But everything stays the same. 
Our minds can burst with dreams or chemicals. 
It's all the same to me. 
Juts say no 

no 
no 

not me. 
You are going to be you for a long time. 
Grow into it, out of it, over it . 
The fact is no one cares . 
We are just here to make memories: 
sleep with her, fall in love with him. 
Dance under stars to the sweet strains of jazz. 
There is nothing to be said for memories. 
They end with a shotgun to the head 
and your grandfather's mind on the office floor. 
Such a terrible thing to waste. 
Do you hear me? 
Are you listening? 
This doesn't end with a bang or a whimper, 
but with a shotgun blast and 
blood on the orange shag carpet. 
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Over there, in the corner by the window, 
that splash of grey-blue was Christmas Eve. 
By the window was your wedding day. 
Do you remember it all still, Grandpa? 
Memories aren't all alone in the moonlight, 
but all alone on the cleaning lady's rag now. 
What I want to say is that he is gone, 
and you will be too and what we do 
and say and look like and feel 
are all distractions while we wait to die. 
And I am not morbid, sick or exploitive. 
I am empty and tired and aching. 
I can smear that right bit of blusher on my cheeks. 
Tint my lips Passion Play Red. 
Will that make me The Most Unforgettable Woman in 
t he World? 
We are all forgettable. 
We're dying when we're born 
and just dying to die. 
That's why we pass around a pipe, 
drink from the bottle, 
fall in love, or at least in bed. 
We're filling time , thinking we're happy, 
writing poems, singing songs, buying shoes. 
Fill your head 
Read a book 
Count your cash 
Call a friend 
None of it matters to me . 
Do what you think you have to do. 
You are only passing time. 

-Rachel Winchenbach 
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Killing a Shark 

The wooden trap swooshed 
as we pulled it onto the boat. 
Somehow a sand shark 
had stuffed its body inside. 
We're going to have to kill it 
to get it out, Dad said. 
I wanted to do it. 
I took the rusty knife and plunged 
it into the soft flesh, but the thick skin 
swallowed the cut so I stabbed it again. 
There was no blood, no movement. 
We were silent as it sank through 
the dark green water, and I wondered 
why I wanted to be able to say 
I had killed a shark. 

-Angela Pierce 
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The Norton Trinity 

Dead grass and goose shit 
compliment stagnant water. 
Black flies eat dead fish. 

If we ever believed in you 
it was before we came to this place. 

Fatherless, the orphans rot here, 
never begetting sons. 

This place crushes a man's spirit. 
(Unholy! ) 
Hand me another cup of wine to chase away the 
blues! 

Nobody saves you once you enter this place. 
This place on a hill you can see put up 
with a loud BOOM. 

(A torn curtain) 
~surely this was one who deserved better than 
three days in Norton.• 

~careless in Nortonw 

I feel like someone's vacuumed my brains, man. 
Oh man, it's hot! 

Yellow gas, mustard gas, ether

Sleep dreams unethereal. 

Scrape the bottom of the bowl to remove 
the first layer of plastic. 
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Burnt rubber, 
hot urine, 
stagnant water, people, sky . 
{No play this ~No Exit•.) 

Being here sucks, man! 
Needle descend, 
let me ascend from behind these walls 
(Even if it's through death) . 

-Stephanie Sullivan 
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Untitled 
To win 
in a good poetry contest you must 
first have a mind that 
is as loose as the dirt mentioned 
in the poem yesterday so 
you can 
calculate the quantum 
number on the electron on the head of the worm that 
is going to eat through 
the piece of unrhymed stuff that people like 
and give you money for so 
you can be a yuppie 
and plagiarize and forget 
your ideas like mister edwards 
told us not to do but mister edwards also 
said you should have a clue before 
writing poetry 

-Jessica Knauss 
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Rhett's farm Stand 

Two miles past the Veterans of the Spanish War 
bridge 

under a ceiling of seasonally-stained oak and 
maple, 

gleams Rhett's Farm Stand. 
For the first time I see a truly embarrassed 

structure, 
Number Five, Country Barn Red Stain. 
Meaningless, other than as a quaint cliche. 
Pumpkins in Sears yard carts 
delivered from a hothouse in New Jersey 
are stacked and spread on the mindlessly manicured 

lawn. 
Piles of leaves, raked into place just this 

morning , 
provide a display for the sununer squash and 

zucchini. 
And Rhett does not work here. 
Unless I am supposed to believe that a gum- snapping 
juvenile in black high-tops is a farm hand. 
But I can be sure that he did not hurry 
in the twilight 
to harvest each price tagged vegetable. 
There is no frost in a New Jersey greenhouse, 
and no rising before dawn to press apples into 

cider 
in the cookie-cutter-made-for-tv suburbs . 

-Leo Greene 



The Incident 

She didn't remember when it actually began or 
ended. She had some distance from it now. "I just 
kind of fell into it, I guess. I just didn't know 
any better,• was what she kept telling herself. 

Sometimes when she thinks about it she can come 
up with an age or an incident. "I was eleven the 
first time anything happened between us. It was 
during a heat spell in the summer . I was in my yard 
in my bubble gum pink and white polka dot bikini 
running through the sprinklers. Jason was next door 
mowing the grass for our neighbors. He lived in the 
next house down on the left." 

He had stopped mowing for a moment and called 
out her name. She turned to look in his direction. 
Her voice took her back from where she 'd been 
daydreaming all day. Suddenly she was back from 
beyond, standing wet under a shower of rain from 
the sprinklers in her own front yard. She used to 
daydream a lot back then. 

He said that he wanted her to come over to his 
house. He said that he had something to give her. 
They cut across their mutual neighbor's lawn over 
to his property. He took her around to the back of 
the house, a big yellow split-level with brown 
shutters. It had a large wooden deck that extended 
out the back that Jason helped his father build the 
su.rmner before. Sometimes she and Ruth, his sister, 
would sit there doused in suntan oil in the heat 
frying themselves, trying to get the "savage• tan 
they always say advertised on television. They'd 
bring out a radio to lis ten to music and sing along 
with. They drank sodas to quench their thirst, but 
only diet. Ruth was watching her figure. 

"Even though he was much older than me, I was 
used to talking with him since I was always next 
door with Ruth. She was the first girl I met when 
we moved in in June. We got along really well. She 
was my best friend. She was my only friend at the 
time too. We hadn't started school yet, and there 
weren't any other kids our age on the block. There 
weren't even any other kids our age in the areas 



that our mothers let us ride our bikes to. They 
were all much younger.• 

Once they were inside the house Jason said, "Why 
don't you sit down and watch some T.V. I'll be 
right back." Then he went through the door that led 
into the kitchen, so she sat down on her towel in 
front of the big screen T.V. 

She found the remote on the floor under a pile 
of The New York Times. The newspapers in that house 
were always opened to the stocks. Ruth and Jason's 
father, Mr. Moray, was a stockbroker. Every day 
he'd come home after work, fix a drink, usually 
whiskey with ice. She wasn't sure that it was 
whiskey then, but she knew now. She remembered the 
smell of it from their house. After he'd had a few 
drinks, he'd quiz the family on the stock 
activities of the day . "How many points up was 
I.B . M. today, Ruth?" 

If Ruth didn't know, she ' d be sent to her room. 
If Jason didn't know , he was sent to do chores. 
Sometimes he was sent to do the most bizarre 
things, like cut the edges of the back grass with a 
butter knife . Mr. Moray would stand behind him to 
supervise these chores. He wanted to make sure they 
were done properly. 

"That first time I was inside the house alone 
with Jason it was really cold inside. My skin was 
prickly with goose bumps and all the hair on my 
arms and legs stood up. They had central air 
conditioning. Our air conditioner had conked out in 
July and now it was late August. It still wasn't 
fixed. I appreciated the coolness of their place, 
even though I was a little cold.• 

Just as she was thinking how cool and 
comfortable it was lying on a soft rug watching her 
favorite cartoon, Woody Woodpecker, he came back 
through the door into the room . He had beads of 
sweat running down from the hair over his temples 
to the sides of his face. His eyes were red and 
glassy, almost like he'd been crying. 

"Here,• he said and handed her a mini fan. "My 
mother wanted me to give this to you, since your 
air is broken . " 
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"Thanks . " It was a small white fan with a long 
black electrical plug. She was glad to have it. 

"It was mine from when I used to go to camp in 
the summer, but you can have it. I don't use it 
anymore." He stood there for a moment, just looking 
at her with his glassy eyes. Then he sat down on 
the floor next to her and cracked open a beer. 
"What are you watching?" 

"Woody Woodpecker," she said. 
"I used to watch that when I was your age. It 

was one of my favorites , " he said, and took another 
swig from his beer. 

"Where's Ruthie today?" she asked. 
"Oh, she's out with my parents somewhere. They 

went to visit my aunt in Bernardsville , or 
something." 

They were silent again for a long time. The only 
noise in the room came from Woody Woodpecker's 
cackling laugh. 

After some time, Jason finished his beer and 
crushed the can. He put the round piece of aluminum 
into his back pocket. Then he looked over at her. 
"You really should put on some sunblock.You're 
getting burned. Does it hurt?" His hands touched 
the tender pink of her shoulders, then the front of 
her reddened, freckled chest, just skimming the 
tops of her small developing breasts. Then he took 
his hands away. 

"Well, I had better finish the Miller's lawn, I 
guess . " They both got up from the floor. She put 
her towel around herself and looked up at him. He 
was so tall compared to her, even though she was 
tall for her age. 

"Don't forget the fan. Here, let me get it for 
you." He bent down and coiled up the long black 
cord. 

"Thanks," she said, holding it against her chest 
as they walked out the back door. 

" ' Bye," he said. She had already turned and was 
walking, half running, back to her house. 

Then he called out to her. "Hey!" She turned 
towards him. "Maybe I can take you and Ruth out for 
some ice cream later on." 
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She just nodded, and kept on walking. 

-Kristin Fowler 
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An Arrival 
Then the crowning of the head 
and the slow stream of blood 
down my mother's pasty thighs. 
And this new hair, appearing in 
my mother ' s own dark triangle 
in a rip, a scream. 
Small, six, I stand at her side 
sucking air through a mask until 
in a grunt, a gasp, he is here. 
My father cuts the cord and he is 
kicking and screaming of my mother's stomach. 
I touched his head then, 
slick with her sweat , 
her blood matted in this monkey hair. 
That night I dream of afterbirth 
again and again. 
I thought it was a dying twin. 
I dream of her feet strapped high in the air, 
of the hollow plunk of her insides 
sliding into a metal pan. 
Animals eat that, she said, laughing at my face. 
She didn ' t know I thought it was another brother, 
this vein-filled sac in the pan. 
At six I saw my mother's sex. 
I saw her cry, scream, bleed, rip. 
And later, safe under the bed's pink canopy, 
I cried into the vacant, plastic eyes 
of my only friends. 
Into painted-on smiles. 

-Rachel Winchenbach 



Drifters 

We call all of Clayton's girlfriends Betty. I 
guess he actually had a girlfriend by that name 
once, some crazy lady with lots of red hair, but 
that was long before my time. I feel kind of bad 
for Norah, Clayton ' s latest, because Joel actually 
calls her Betty to her face. I guess that's his 
right, since Clayton is his father and all. Joel 
and Luke are cousins. Me and Luke have been going 
out almost two years, and I never even knew about 
Clayton until this swnrner. I just sort of assumed 
Joel didn't have parents since he ' s been on his own 
for so long. It's probably a good thing I didn't 
know about Clayton, or else I never would have 
agreed to living on his property with Luke and 
Joel. Especially since Clayton parked his camper 
there about a month ago and doesn't seem to be 
going anywhere. The property isn't that big, but 
luckily there's a hill that separates the land near 
the road from the land near the water. Joel and 
Luke built a make-shift cabin for us down by the 
water. I guess Clayton said they could build the 
cabin because he was living with some woman up 
north at the time, but her husband came back so he 
cleaned up his camper, one of those disgusting old
fashioned aluminum ones, and came back to the 
island . Just our luck . 

It would be fine to have Clayton there, except 
for the fact that he always wants to hang out with 
us. Joel can ignore him 'cause he's his father and 
Luke can ignore him 'cause he's his uncle, which 
leaves me being nice to him 'cause I'm no relation 
and it is his land, but the truth is I can't stand 
him. Joel and Luke think my predicament is pretty 
funny. They keep telling me to ignore him, but 
I'm kind of scared to. 

Clayton got screwed up in the war. That's what 
Luke tells me, but he doesn't really know any 
details. If you ask me, he ' s the type of person 
who would be messed up anyway, war or no war . He 
has that spooky look in his eye that always makes 
you wonder what he's thinking, but not sure you 
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really want to know. Luke says he used to really 
have it together before the war; he had a job down 
at the shipyard and he and Joel's mom were real 
happy. When he got back from Vietnam, he started 
drinking and everything went downhill from there. 
He lost his job and he kind of went bonkers. 
Joel's mom couldn't deal so she went to California, 
and Joel got stuck living with his grandmother 
while Clayton was at the V.A. hospital in 
Thomaston. Clayton's nice enough and I do feel bad 
for him. It's hard, though, when he sits around 
working on his tan and drinking straight whiskey 
out of a tall glass everyday, collecting checks 
from the state, while we work our asses off. I 
work mostly nights too, so during the day I'm stuck 
with good old Clayton yapping my ear off. 

For a crazy guy, Clayton sure does have a lot of 
girlfriends. Man, I wouldn't go for that-if Luke 
started acting the least bit crazy, I would be gone 
so fast his head would spin. I went out with this 
guy once back in Florida who told me he heard 
voices in his head, and that was the last time he 
saw me-I sure don't need that kind of headache. 
Clayton's a charmer, though, and I see a lot of him 
in Joel, although I would never say so, except to 
Luke. Sometimes Joel scares me. I wonder if he's 
going to make it to his next birthday, but now that 
I know his dad it all makes sense. He has a 
dangerous way about him, just like Clayton. When 
Luke's out drinking and hustling pool with Joel, I 
never worry about him; it's not that Luke can ' t 
take care of himself, but one look into Joel's eyes 
and you'd think twice before fighting him. He's 
not that big, although working on a fishing boat 
has made him strong , but he's beaten men twice his 
size because he just gets crazy and doesn't seem to 
feel any pain at all. Luke would probably act the 
same if someone fucked with him, but he doesn't 
have that way about him, that razor sharp edge like 
Joel. 

Last year, Joel was in prison for a few months. 
It was just for resisting arrest, but it still 
doesn't look too good. The thing is, it wasn't his 
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fault because he was really drunk and this guy 
picked a fight with him and Joel was just defending 
himself, but it didn't do him any good when he hit 
that cop and broke his nose. It was when he got 
out that Luke and me happened to be moving up 
north, so we all decided to live together. Even 
though Luke would never admit it, I know he was 
worried about Joel. Joel's got a tendency to be a 
drunk just like his dad, but I'm keeping an eye on 
him. 

I wondered, at the beginning, if all of us 
living together was such a good idea. When people 
meet Luke and Joel they think they ' re brothers. 
That's the kind of closeness they have. Luke spent 
all his sununers growing up at his grandparents' 
house, where Joel lived, and since they're the same 
age they got really close. I was afraid at first 
that Joel might resent me because Luke and I are so 
close, but Luke told me Joel and I would love each 
other. How could we not, he says, we both love 
him. Now that Joel and me get along we're all 
three one big happy family. 

Sometimes I think it's kind of weird that I've 
met Joel's father but not Luke's parents. I know 
they live somewhere in the area, but he never says 
too much about them. When he turned eighteen he 
left home and hasn't really looked back. He got a 
job driving a delivery truck and ended up in 
Florida. It was the middle of winter and he was 
tired of the snow, so he decided to stay. That ' s 
how we met. It was love at first sight, even 
though we were both so drunk that we didn't really 
recognize each other the next morning. Luke and I 
were only together a couple of weeks when he moved 
into the apartment with my mom and me, but I knew 
we were going to last . I basically lived by myself 
anyway because my mom was always staying at 
boyfriends' houses. I was getting lonely, so it 
worked out perfectly. I've lived my whole life in 
Vero Beach, but when Luke suggested we move back to 
Maine, I jumped at the chance. Maine is nice in 
the sununer and I ' ve made a lot of money working at 
the Lobster Shack restaurant for the past two 
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years, but I never feel like I fit in. People up 
North are so different ! 

I don't know where we'll be in the future; we 
plan on staying here until we think of somewhere 
better and make enough money to get there. Luke 
promised me that sooner or later we'll make it all 
across the country. We haven't gotten too far yet, 
in fact we haven't even gotten out of Maine, but I 
know we're on our way. I don't want to be here for 
another winter, that's for damn sure. Living with 
Luke and Joel, never knowing where we'll be from 
one day to the next, is the best life I could 
possibly imagine, but I hope Clayton doesn't join 
this family. 

Speaking of Clayton, he sure has been freaking 
me out lately. He's been talking about killing his 
brother Roy. Roy is kind of the black sheep of the 
family and of the town; everyone I know hates him. 
I'm still trying to figure the whole thing out, but 
apparently it has to do with the family lumber mill 
here on Munro Island. While Clayton was off to war 
and Luke's dad was living out-of-state, Roy sweet
talked Luke's grandfather, who's a little crazy 
himself, into letting him run the mill and 
eventually signing it over to him. Well, Roy 
pocketed half the money and gambled away the rest 
until the mill went bankrupt and the bank closed it 
down. Clayton and Luke's dad had nothing left. 
They couldn't prove that Roy stole the money 
because their father backed Roy up, which, 
according to Luke, was a serious betrayal. Now, 
Roy lives in the big family house up island, with 
Luke's grandparents in a trailer in the backyard, 
and Luke hasn't talked to them in years. Roy 
definitely sounds like a jerk, but I really don't 
think Clayton should kill him. I tried to tell the 
guys about his plan, but they don't think he's 
serious. I said if they saw the gun like I did, 
they'd believe it. They say he's all talk. I hope 
they're right. 

I guess the reason Clayton bugs me is that his 
ways are so familiar. My mom is always going 
around, living with different men, just like 
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Clayton does with women. What a pair they'd make! 
She hasn't really lived at home since I was 
fifteen. She said I could take care of myself and 
it started out being only week-ends, but eventually 
I would only see her once in a while. She would 
call to see how I was doing and tell me about her 
latest boyfriend. I didn't really miss her, but it 
kind of annoyed me that she never acted like a morn. 
She was only sixteen when she had me, and I don't 
think she's ever really felt like a mother-I 
thought it would be funny to start calling her 
Gilly when I was still in grade school, and she 
said she liked it better than "Morn!" She said it 
made us more like friends, and never wanted me 
calling her "Morn" around her boyfriends. At first 
I thought it was kind of cool, but none of my 
friends called their mothers by their first names. 

The main reason I bolted from Florida is because 
of my old man, Beau. I don't call him my father 
because he left my morn and me when I was seven , 
although they're still married. They say divorce 
is too expensive, and once in a while they even get 
back together-I don't know why Gilly does it, 
though, because she always ends up kicking him out 
again. They never agree on anything, I think 
'cause they married so young. 

Gilly and Beau have had some crazy fights, but 
they can't seem to totally get rid of each other. 
He might not be such an asshole if he wasn't a 
drunk-that's how he reminds me of Clayton. He's 
more violent, though. So far Clayton's only been 
making threats, but I have the scars to show for my 
old man's actions . When he wanted someone to pick 
on and couldn't find my mom-she learned to hide 
pretty well over the years-he always came looking 
for me. It's like hitting me and calling me names 
made him a big man or something, which is funny 
because I think it's pretty weak to pick on your 
own kid. If I had told Luke about the things he's 
done to me, he would have definitely killed him; 
Luke is very protective. Sometimes that can be a 
pain, but most of the time it makes me feel safe . 

Clayton's different from my old man because he 
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wants to be buddies with Joel. He just looks at 
life as a game, and I think Joel wants to see him 
act like a father. Joel says he can only stand to 
be around Clayton for an hour at a time or else he 
feels the need to hit him. I had a dream last week 
that I shot my old man with Clayton's gun. Luke 
says it ' s a good thing Beau's still in Florida 
because we'd have to go on the run if I shot 
someone and we don't have enough money for that-I 
couldn ' t tell if he was serious or not . 

Anyway, I got home from working the day shift at 
the Shack the other day, and Joel was sitting on 
the tailgate of this shiny black truck with some 
woman I had never seen before. She had black hair 
and was really tan, wearing tight jeans, a white 
tank top, lots of silver and turquoise jewelry, and 
mirrored sunglasses . Her name was Loretta, and she 
was an old girlfriend of Clayton's. She looked too 
classy for Clayton, although up close I could see 
she was wearing too much tacky blue eye make-up and 
that her sunglasses hid some deep lines around her 
eyes. There was a cooler in the back of the truck 
and she was drinking wine out a fancy wine glass. 
It seemed out of place on a tailgate, b~t I didn't 
refuse the glass she offered me. 

Loretta was showing Joel her work-she's an 
artist-and some of the drawings were really crazy. 
They were mostly of sunsets, and she did weird 
things with the colors so they looked tie-dyed or 
something. She was letting him pick out one to 
keep, and she was real affectionate toward him. It 
was nice to see Joel with a mother-type. He never 
mentions his real mom and I don't think he ever 
sees her. Loretta started asking me a lot of 
questions about myself, like when I was born and 
what my favorite color was. She said she could 
tell a lot about someone by things like that, and 
Joel and I gave each other a funny look. 

After about ten minutes I could tell that 
Loretta was really drunk, and suddenly it was easy 
to picture her with Clayton. She kept bugging Joel 
to take her for a ride on his motorcycle, and when 
I asked where Clayton was, she gave me the look of 
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death. She wanted to take Joel out to dinner, for 
old times sake, and kept saying how much he'd grown 
since the last time she'd seen him. I was starting 
to feel weird about the whole situation, and Luke 
came home just in time. I wasn't so sure we should 
leave Joel alone with Loretta; I told Luke that 
even though she was fun to talk to, there was 
something strange about her. He just said that 
Joel could take care of himself. That much I 
believed, so we left them still standing in the 
sunshine and headed for the bar. 

Well, wouldn't you know they did go out to 
dinner. She took him to Sebastian's, the fanciest 
restaurant on Munro Island! I'm not supposed to 
know any of this, Joel told Luke in strict 
confidence, but Luke and I don't keep anything from 
each other. Besides, who would I tell? Anyway, 
they got pretty loaded at dinner, Loretta said he 
could order anything he wanted, and after dinner 
she made him drive her all over the island on his 
bike, then out to the point. She told him that she 
was going to 40 something she'd been wanting to do 
all night and for him to not say a word. Then she 
undid his pants and had her way with him! Right on 
the side of the road! After, she told him he was 
better than his father! No wonder Joel is so 
messed up where women are concerned. He's always 
saying women are bitches, and I say, All women? He 
just shrugs his shoulders, but I know he doesn't 
mean me. With the life he's had, though, I don't 
blame him. Especially having a father like 
Clayton. 

While all this was going on with Joel and 
Loretta, Luke and I were at the bar and let me tell 
you, it was a crazy night all around. We may 
actually be leaving Munro Island even sooner than I 
thought. 

I guess I shoulda known when Luke ordered his 
first shot of whiskey that the night was going to 
get ugly. Hard stuff does a real number on Luke
the only time he ever hit me was the night he 
polished off a whole bottle of Southern Comfort, 
and after that he promised never to drink that shit 

~ 



again. He didn't, either, for a whole year and 
that's probably why I didn't think anything of it 
when he ordered the shot. We were sitting out on 
the deck of the Shack. It was a beautiful night
the kind where you don't think the sun is ever 
going to go down-and I made the mistake of going 
down to the point to get stoned. I went with my 
friend Ellie from work and these two guys she 
knows, Pete and Dave . They're regulars at the bar, 
Pete's real sweet on Ellie, and I thought they were 
nice enough. How was I supposed to know that Luke 
and Dave hated each other in high school, that they 
had fought over some slut their senior year and 
both gotten suspended for two weeks? Luke never 
tells me much about his past. Anyway, when I got 
back to the deck, Luke was busy with Clayton and I 
didn't know at first how pissed off he was. 

Clayton had come to the Shack with Norah 
attached to his side , and it was obvious they'd 
been drinking long before they got there. Norah 
doesn ' t let Clayton out of her sight, which is 
understandable since for some reason women are 
always willing to do whatever he wants. Clayton 
doesn't come to the Shack too often, and I always 
thought that was kind of strange because he 
practically lives at all the other bars in town, 
but I finally found out why. Apparently, years ago 
he broke up the marriage of two of the old-timers 
at the restaurant, Luther and Robin. Luther tends 
bar and Clayton only goes to the Shack on 
Wednesdays, Luther's night off. Well, that 
Particular Wednesday, the bar was short-handed and 
Luther was there. Luther is usually pretty mellow, 
but he was trying to cut Clayton off when I came 
back from the point. Clayton was telling Luther 
that he wasn't drunk and Luther was saying he was, 
and both their faces were bright red. Norah, who 
happens to be a real loud-mouth, decided to get 
involved and Luther told her to shut up. Then, he 
says to Clayton, Who did you steal this bitch from? 
I couldn't believe Luther said that. Ellie and me 
Were watching all this happen from the edge of the 
deck, and she said maybe we should get Randy, the 

n 



owner of the restaurant, to come and calm Luther 
down. Ellie isn ' t the type of person to understand 
when something is between two men, and I told her 
we should just mind our own business and not make 
matters worse. 

Luke decided to step in when Luther and Clayton 
started calling each other names. All of a sudden, 
Norah was yelling that she was nobody's bitch, 
Luther was calling Clayton a no-good drunk, and 
Luke was trying to hold Clayton back. It was 
turning into a real brawl-I was sort of having fun 
because I haven't seen a bar brawl since my old man 
got his jaw busted back in Vero Beach-when Pete and 
Dave decided they better step in. Dave made the 
mistake of trying to split up Luke and Clayton, and 
Luke punched him so hard I thought his eyes were 
going to fall out of his head. Luke said, You keep 
your fuckin' hands off my girlfriend, then he 
forgot about Clayton and Luther and started kicking 
the shit out of Dave. Ellie and I just looked at 
each other, and she said, Are they fighting about 
you? Ellie's a little slow. I said it was time to 
get Randy. 

Needless to say, the deck was trashed when it 
was all finally over. Luke, Clayton, Luther, and 
Dave all got taken to the police station, but the 
cop was a regular and Randy got him to let them off 
easy. Clayton is officially banned from the 
Lobster Shack, which everyone, including Clayton, 
agreed was a good idea. Dave's never allowed to 
talk to me again. Luke was real pissed at me, but 
he got over it. It's a good thing Joel wasn't 
there-he's the craziest of them all and can never 
resist a good fight. Luke and me were talking, and 
we're starting to think that maybe Munro Island has 
worn out its welcome. Too bad, it's a pretty place 
and all, but Luke seems to think we should head 
back down south. Back to Vero Beach? I asked, and 
he just shrugged. Maybe my old man will get what's 
coming to him after all . 

-Angela Pierce 



All r want to Do 
This ain ' t no tidal pool, It ain't no ocean, This 

is a fish tank. 

"All I want to do is swim out of this tank 
before I die,• says the goldfish next to me 
He says his name is Charles but I'm sure he's Chuck 
Or Charlie, Chip or Chucky; he's plain beautiful to 

me 
And I wonder if he's ever swum out of this tank in 

his life. 

We are swimming at noon on Tuesday, 
In our tank that faces a giant family picture 
The good people of the house are smiling their 

hardest 
And dressed their best appearing as a normal 

family. 
They go their separate ways in Lexuses and Mercedes 
Back to the law office, the kitchen 
The institution called college, but not a single 

one 
Appears to be swimming like Charlie and me. 

I like to blow bubbles early in the morning 
And Charlie likes to peel the algae 
From the tank walls and let it fall to the gravel. 
Then he blows oversize bubbles, 
Letting each one slowly rise to the top of the tank 
Before popping each one with his mouth. 

The happy family enters the house, dangerously 
close 

To one another, like this is a home, 
But they clean up their act when we give them 
A Look. One quick dinner and they're out, 
Down the driveway and in the next galaxy 
For all I care, smiling like idiots. 
We cover hermit crabs and angel fish and once, 
When Charlie bites his lip and lets out a silent 

yelp, 
The Beta looks up from his food . 
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Otherwise the tank is ours and the day and the 
night 

And the castle too, the fish food and the 
fluorescent lights And the fake purple snails 

the sun and the moon 
And all this water. It's ours, you hear? 
Al ' Ne want to do is swim out of this tank. 

-Lynn Cella 



Eroiect Hope 
Elin gets up to fix Bob his breakfast. Coffee 

and toast are all he will eat, but she makes some 
pancakes -- just in case. The children used to love 
Pancakes, especially when she made them in animal 
shapes. She makes three Mickey Mouse heads before 
s he hears Bob in the living room. She has to hurry 
to get his breakfast finished. She worries that his 
first wife was better at getting his breakfast for 
him. She should have cut the crust off the toast. 
Bob is just like her son Brian -- they both hate 
the crust. 

Elin brings Bob his breakfast, smiling fondly at 
his thick, graying hair. 

"I made some pancakes, would you like some?" she 
says. 

"No," he says as he turns on the TV. As he 
watches a news program, she reads the Boston Globe. 
Occasionally she tries to attract his attention, 
reading from an article in a high, girlish voice. 
She doesn't think he hears her, but she tries 
anyway. 

"I have so much to do today," Elin says over the 
TV static. 

"That's good, I'll leave you the car," Bob says . 
"Oh, and I may be late tonight. I'll call you from 
the office . • Elin listens intently to his every 
word. She rises as he does and follows him to the 
door. She wonders if he notices how doughy her Ovuy 
has become under her nightgown. His ex-wife, she 
knows, is in perfect shape. 

"I'm going for a long jog today," she tells him 
as she hands him his briefcase. 

Absently he murmurs, "Mmnn, you have a good day, 
now," and he leans down to kiss her cheek. 

She reaches up, hands clinging around his neck, 
and kisses him with passion. She watches helplessly 
as the door closes on his bulky, awkward frame. She 
is alone. 

Elin wanders around the small, expensively 
crowded apartment. She fingers the pictures of her 
children. Maybe she should call her daughter, see 
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if she needs anything. Better call tonight. The day 
looms ahead, and Elin has to consciously fight the 
desire to go back to bed until Bob gets home. Which 
of her projects shall she begin with, she wonders 
as she tidies the kitchen. As she sets the living 
room in order she decides to go to the library and 
do some research for an article. Bob would be 
impressed when she showed him how active she had 
been. While cleaning the bathroom and watering the 
plants she decides to go first to see if her pet 
charity could use her help. Project Hope worked 
with families all around the Boston area. Elin 
knows there are many mothers who need her help, 
many children who could use her attention. The hum 
of the vacuum cleaner reminds her that she has to 
mail her niece's birthday package today . She 
mustn't negl~ct her own family's children. While 
making the bed she decides that she should really 
get the piano tuned. Bob always enjoys listening to 
her play. He is proud that she had planned on 
playing professionally. She had become a mother 
instead, Elin always adds at parties. 

It is one o'clock and Elin has a headache . 
Deciding she must be hungry she gets herself some 
lunch: jalapefto peppers, crackers, brie, and a 
glass of chardonnay. At two Elin finishes the 
bottle. There had really only been a glass or two 
left. Her lunch is untouched . By three the second 
bottle is half gone and Elin is dancing to jazz in 
the living room. It is good exercise, she decides. 
Maybe she can get Bob to take her dancing. When 
thr .. ere dating he used to take her dancing all 
the time. Out of breath she stops, wishing Bob was 
home. At four she is drinking the last glass and 
adding maudlin newspaper clippings to her 
collection. She spends quite a lot of time crying 
over her collection. She wishes she could help 
those people. 

At five she showers, emerging to answer the 
ringing telephone. 

~Elin,• Bob's voice floats through the receiver, 
•sorry to call so late. Just wanted to let you know 
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I'll be home around seven." 
"I'll have dinner ready," Elin says. "Is there 

anything you'd like?" 
"Anything but tuna . I had tuna for lunch," Bob 

says. "I'll see you at seven. Got to run . Kissey 
noises." 

"I'll be here. I love you," Elin says. She 
stands for a moment and listens to the dial tone. 

Elin dries and styles her hair. She uses 
expensive creams and lotions. She meticulously 
applies make-up. She chooses her clothes with care. 
At six she starts some pasta sauce and walks the 
three blocks to the neighborhood store. She buys a 
fancy loaf of bread from the bakery, some fresh 
Parmesan, a bottle of red wine for dinner, and a 
bottle of chardonnay for later. 

Back at home she stirs the sauce, makes a salad, 
sets out plates, and waits. At seven- forty she 
hears the door open. She hurriedly adds pasta to 
the boiling water before rushing to the door. She 
gently takes Bob's briefcase and coat. 

In a low, gentle voice she asks him, "Would you 
like some wine and cheese before dinner?" 

"How much have you had?" Bob asks. 
"What?· Elin says. She tries to remember. 
"Nothing," he says. "A glass of wine would be 

nice. I'm just going to run upstairs to change." 
Humming jazz Elin ambles back to the kitchen and 

Pours two glasses of wine. 
"That smells wonderful," Bob says as he settles 

himself onto the couch with his wine and the 
remote. 

"I hope you like it,• Elin says, "it's a new 
recipe." She dishes up two plates of pasta and 
salad and heads towards the table with them. As she 
nears Bob he turns on CNN. Elin pauses, then hands 
him his plate and takes her own to her chair in the 
corner . She picks up the mangled newspaper. 

Elin beams with pride when Bob mumbles "great 
pasta• while staring at the screen . Rhetorically he 
asks, "How was your day?• 
. Elin rambles about her day. To keep Bob 
interested she fabricates a combination of truth 
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and wishes. Her walk becomes a long jog, the bread 
came from a little bakery she found while mailing 
her niece's package, and so on. Her pasta cools and 
she refills her glass twice. 

~oid you call the piano tuner?• Bob asks. 
~No,• Elin says . She stops talking and tries to 

focus on the news. Maybe she could interest Bob in 
a conversation about the news. She opens her mouth 
to speak. 

~1 think I'll go to bed,· Bob says, rising from 
the couch. ~It's been a long day.• 

~I'll be up in a moment,• Elin says. After Bob 
leaves she finishes the wine while cleaning up the 
kitchen. She turns on the radio and listens to a 
jazz tune, but turns it off before it is finished. 
She does not want to dance alone. She goes to the 
bathroom, washes off her make-up, dons her 
nightgown, and brushes her teeth. 

In bed Elin scoots slowly over to Bob. 
•1s the alarm set?· he asks. 
·Yes,• she says. 
·Good-night, then,• he says. He raises his head 

to kiss her forehead, then turns over. She wishes 
he would kiss her lips. Tomorrow she would join a 
health club. Maybe Bob will join with her. They are 
quiet, listening to each other's breath. Bob 
snores. 

When the alarm goes off, Elin gets up to fix Bob 
his breakfast. 

-K.S . Nys 



Howard Tilton's Dream 
I wear denim and coffee in the early morning, 
arriving as quietly as possible with my truck, 
in need of a new muffler, especially at six a.m. 
Today, the last of seven days, meets me without 

rest, 
the week destroying and rebuilding a one-hundred-

year - old 
chimney 
near an end. 

I work on an old white farm house, field and sheep 
and barn, 

like the ones I visit every day, doing something. 
French doors, fire wood, pruning and masonry-
all of these cause a beautiful ache in my back and 

hands. 

Chimneys are special, 
their age and fragility must always be taken into 

account, 
they must be brought down respectfully, 
respect that can only be gained from past errors. 
At twenty-two I acquired an old man's limp, 
bestowed upon me by the tumbling of brick and stone 

upon my legs. 
I had no respect for old weariness, 
and it snapped at me for my youthful impudence. 

Today, at forty-seven, knuckles have scars of a 
lifelong laborer, 

as does my truck, dented and scraped, smattered 
with cancerous 

rust. 
And this tower of old stone, that I replaced 
was built by someone, not someone, me. 
When I sealed mortar and bricks 
one hundred years ago. 

-Leo Greene 



Cindy Crawford 
(After Haki Madhubuti's "Gwendolyn Brooks") 

She doesn't wear 
costume jewelry 
& she knew that calvin klein 
was/is making a fortune off 
stone-washed denim and that Vogue magazine is the 
authority on women. 
her makeup is all natural. 

a woman pimp called her 
"a fine sweet lady" 

a male agent said 
"she's a credit to our company" 

somebody else called her 
"a woman all over" 

billy boy, who's almost finished with sixth grade 
said "she's the only chick i dream about and i feel 

like i know her.• 
john hobbit used to carry one of her pictures 

around in his back pocket . 
the one with a knife between her legs. that was 
before john hobbit was sliced by lorena's warning 

ginsu. 

down through the ages 
a word was born ..... BREASTS 
& with breasts came photographers 
& from the photographer's pentax k 1000 ' s came 
breasts doublebreasts blackbreasts bluebreasts 

bruisedbreasts had 
breasts daybeforeyesterday 

morebreaststhanallthebreasts super 
breasts breastsbreasts arrnbreasts slutbreasts 

coldbreasts 
breastsbiggerthanyou'llevertouch onlyonebreast 

unbreasts smooth 
br,. , , :.s myrnother 'sbreastierthanyourrnother 

pimplebreasts sliced 
breasts somuchbreastswecan'tevenseeyourbreasts on 

breasts in 
breasts wedon'treallywanttoseeyouanywaybreasts tan 
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breasts man 
breasts hotbreasts fakebreasts breasts everywhere 

breasts 
breasts i'llhireyouforyourbreasts youchmybreasts 

i'dfireyouificouldn't 
breasts starbreasts uglybreasts sununerbreasts 

turkey 
breasts shinybreasts sportbrabreasts 

useyourbreaststosellthiscarbreasts marsha 
breasts janbreasts cindybreasts breastsarebeautiful 

breasts eatdrinksleep 
breasts only breasts. 
and everywhere the 
chick 
went the women were there. 
they listened and questioned 
& went home feeling fat and sweaty & most of them 

joined nutra system 
they starved and jogged and binged and puked 
& came back the next time to tell the 
chick 
how beautiful s he was/is & how she had helped their 

marriages 
& she came back with 

how necessary they were and how they'd helped 
her bank account and 
wouldn ' t they like to purchase her new workout 
video? 

the women walked & as space filled the liposuction 
vacuum between them & the 

chick u could hear one of the women say 
"that woman's been selling the wrong 

products . • 

-Marcy Michaud 



Dolphin 

The waves crash against the dark rocks, 
the wind blows sand across the beach. 
All alone, you dance for me and fill up 
the empty ocean with your beauty and strength. 

Your glistening body twists and turns 
and the sea water around you spreads in sprays. 
Between the gentle blue above and the harsh gray 
below, 
you flip and twirl-suspended in air. 

I want to swim with you, 
forever and ever. I follow 
the path of sunshine to where 
you dance, waiting for me. 

-Abby Franklin 



Ars Poetica 
You suddenly realize that you're grown up. You 

have probably lived long enough, seen enough 
entertaining things and watched enough after school 
specials and Monday night movies to do something 
creative of your own. So you want to write a poem. 

You need a style, a voice ... a certain flair 
that's uniquely yours. You need a trademark so 
that when anyone reads your poetry they will know 
immediately that they have been graced with the 
genius imagination of your mind. They will be all 
happy and introspective. They will feel warm and 
nice, all buttery and pulpy like they do after a 
Sunday brunch on an autumn morning. They will come 
away from the page they just read feeling like 
they've just experienced a concert by the Liberace 
of Poetry. The Elvis of deeper meaning. The 
Socrates of coffee houses . You're not sure what 
your trademark is going to be yet, and you consider 
writing all your pieces on white Styrofoam cups or 
Perhaps using you mother's Datsun's rear bumper as 
a metaphor for everything you write. You have 
Plenty of time to think about it, so you're not 
worried. It will be intense. 

Feeling empowered, you bring your notebook to 
the museum in search of inspiration. Monet and 
Matisse ... Warhol and O'Keefe. You see emotion and 
feel colors. You think that sounds good so you 
write it in your notebook. You do more than write 
it down. Since you're a poet now, you scribble it. 
At the Dali exhibit you feel inspired to write 
"sadness.• When you see The Thinker by Rodin, you 
write down "pensive.• 

In the cafe next to the museum you weep a little 
When you reread your notebook and realize that 
You've started a poem . You light a cigarette. 
It's your first one ever, but don't worry. No one 
saw you try to light the wrong end. Allowing your 
espresso to cool, you decide to finish your 
masterpiece. Turning to a clean page in your 
notebook, you write: 
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I see emotions in the air 
swirling, swirling emotions. 
They make me feel colors 
dull, dull colors. 

Quite pleased with yourself, you call your poem, 
Pensive Sadness. Then you suck on your damp 
cigarette, sip your espresso, scratch out the title 
and rename it Sad Pensivity. You're not sure but 
you think you just made up a word and think about 
writing to the Webster Company to tell them all 
about it. They will be proud of you and perhaps 
offer you money for it. 

To celebrate, you go to the Benetton store next 
door to buy yourself something new. When you 
remP~ber that once you saw a poet on Ricki Lake 
wew~ing a black turtleneck, you decide that you 
need one too. In the dressing room you admire your 
eyebrows and consider being an eyebrow model. 

On your way out of Benetton it dawns on you that 
you could write a whole collection of poems and 
publish a book. Of course the book will need a 
cover, and you think it will be more marketable if 
you make it yourself. You think of the perfect 
design for the front (the back will obviously 
feature you in your new black turtleneck) so you go 
to the art supply store to buy paints and canvas. 
When you are in the paint aisle the skinny clerk 
dressed in black tells you that his name is Raoul 
and that "it is absolutely essential to have cray
pas• because, he adds, sotto voce, they are •just 
marvelous . They don ' t smudge or anything if you 
buy the fixative. They're fabulous." Twenty 
minutes later you leave with $17.28 worth of 
canvas, a $23.99 box of cray-pas, and a headache 
from Raoul's cologne. 

Down the street on the same block, you stop at 
the pharmacy to buy Tylenol. On the way out you 
notice that they are having a sale on cray-
pas ... you could have saved $12 . 14. 

At home you swallow three Tylenol and make a 
picture that goes along with your new poem. You 
smear colors all over the canvas and in different 
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shades of purple you hide the word "emotion" in the 
lower, left-hand corner. You call your masterpiece 
Twelve Dollars and Fourteen Cents. Deciding that 
You have been creative enough for at least another 
week, you turn on the television to wait for ,the 
Monday night movie. 

-Marcy Michaud 
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The Elephant Mouse 
Now this guy really cracks me up. 
Imagine a charging herd of elephants, 
dust clouds billowing off, 
foot thunder thumping. 
Then place the entire herd into one solitary 
creature, 
make him little and hairy, 
and shrink his trunk. 
Now look at him go! 
Cruising between paths that he has beaten down over 
hours, 
so fast his legs cannot be seen, 
a cannonball of fluff 
with the cornering power of a reflected light beam, 
using his acute sense of smell for direction. 
In a millisecond he stops dead. 
No skidding, just sniffing with his stumpy trunk 
and off he goes again, 
My little elephant mouse friend. 

-J. Frye 



The Evening Hemlocks 
Cold May Have Played a Part in Woman's Death 

Providence Journal 

About a half mile 
after the road narrowed to a path 
she drove into a landscape 
of vertical white: 
branches so steep 
it seemed a miracle they hadn't 
dropped their snow. 

Her mistake was stopping 
or not stopping sooner 
before the drifting, the helpless 
spinning of wheels. 

When she looked out, all was white 
but in her car 
a twilight deepened. 

She was in her nursery. 
Tall ladies 
in white shawls fringed with white 
had thronged her door 
to whisper a moment 
over the crib 
before going out. 

They are stiffly elegant 
in whalebone stays, 
move only when the wind moves. 

They tap their ivory fans 
on the roof of her car. 
So tall she cannot see their faces. 

-Valery Nash 

Published in~ 
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October swimmer 
-for Carole 

The figure, we said, was a woman. 
Something about her slimness, 
the way she stood so l ong, looking out, 
as if to stand waist deep in ocean 
was what she'd come for. 

We were halfway down the beach 
and though I meant to keep my eyes 
steadily on her 
to catch the moment she dived in , 
I must have been watching the dog 
or tossing his ball. 
When I looked again 
she was almost invisible, stroking 
far out. 

This was October, cool 
Cape Ann, where the water's icy 
even in August. 
How long she held herself 
on the verge of plunging. 
I tried to imagine her thoughts. 
How long, how far she swam. 

I thought, on city streets, 
a woman doesn't linger 
as easily as a man 
or walk as far alone. 
But from this ocean, she 
is often the last to come in, 
fighting the season's cold 
with the body's joy . 

-Valery Nash 

Published in Passager 
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