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I t  was ra i n i ng i nside her head. 
Noth ing  was clear clouds and clouds. c louds and m ist .  i t  was 
gre y .  many shades. some l i ke fla n ne l .  some l i ke s hadows a l  
d us k .  S h e  wa l ked t o  t h e  w i ndow and gazed a l  t he black asphalt  
below . i t  was ra i n i ng out  t he re too.  She thought she m ight  turn 
on a l ight  as the c loud cover  was mak i ng i l  very dark.  i n  her 
room .  t hough i t  was on ly  a l i t t le after t h ree. but  t he l ight  wasn't 
i m porta n t .  I t  wasn't  as if i t  mat tered lo anyone.  The s l reel l raffic 
was l igh t .  some baglady t he neighbor hood ow ned was out  there . 
ra in pou t ing on her.  in a floral pr i n t  d ress. Today was t he an­
n i versary of James Dea n\ dea t h .  that  wouldn't  mea n a w hole he l l  
of a lot to a lot o f  people. consider ing i t  was th ir t y-two yea rs ago 
and JamesDeanfi l ms weren't  even p lay ing al re viva l  houses 
a n y more. I t  was on ly  i m por ta n t  lo  her because he bore a 
resembla nce to her lover .yes lover. a lover. t h is t ime she had 
loved h i m .  not an a ffai r. a onen igh lsland or a re la t ionsh i p  she 
rea l ly  cou ldn't  remember t he name or face of. 

a l l  the j ust ify i n g  w as done. a l l  t he condolences made that 
cou ldn' t  exp la in  friends and flowers personal messages 
read a nd a tremendous t u rn-out 

S t i l l  she sa l i n  a half-dark room on a wooden chair  hoping she 
would d ie .  

'Oh come now. d id he rea l l y  mean that  
much to you?' She heard her mot her's voice echo in the sparse ly  
fu rn is hed fla t .  
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He was watch ing her dance, i prete nded not  to not ice, t ried to 
loose m yself in the m usic, but  i could feel h is eyes fol lowing me. i 
glanced ur.  and I was 
ca ugh t 

if he e ve r k new,  he a l ready did,  if  i ever s howed i t , he laughed at  
how a t  how obvious she wa�. 

a phone conversat ion 
she had overheard as  a ch i ld ,  
H E R FATH E R :  Y es, she's out  of  tow n ,  sure  we can meet 
tom orrow yes t he k id won't  expect m e  't i l l  s ix I 've been 
wa n t i ng to see t he new J ames Bond one okay . . .  after or before 
' l u nc h'? 
he laughed 
one of t he on ly  t imes she clear ly remembered her father's laugh ter 
H E R FATH E R : Okay great see ya then love ya 
bye 

W ha t  was fidel i ty? I f  i f  it had lasted. would it have?, but t he n  . . . 
He held me. t igh t .  not  wa n t i ng to let  her go 
'I might j ust have to ma rry you' look i ng s traig h t  i n to my eyes 
' Y ea h righ t '  was my off- hand response 

he'd never l ied to her 
"to love and cherish u n t i l "  

u n t i l  someone e lse came along') 
S H U T U P  �he �creamed a loud SH U T  U P ' The voices in her head 
�ha  t tcred-she scared herself. 
Wel l  so what .  
B ig fuc k i n '  dea l .  she  could make absolute ly  no d ifference now 
anyway .  She l i t  a cigare t te and watc hed the match go ou t in t he 
e m p t y  as h t ray. t he way . the way i t  yie lded to the flame. t he way 
t he flame con tor ted the fragile cardboard. and tu rned it to b lack. 
t he way the flame bu rned i tself out  when i t  had n o  more to burn .  
That  was her .  she wondered how much longer her  cardboard 
facade. t he 'tem ple' (as her mot her had cal led i l l . t he body-her 
sa n i t y ,  t he i n habi ta n t  of her bod y-would hold up t h is would 
be her offe r ing to the gods? ha a sacrificial r i tual Tht: 
Bea t les' " A l l  you need is love" N ow t here was no love he had 
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bee n k i l led W H AT GOD!'!  
K i l led by some son ofabitch drunk  w h i le turn i n g left a 
gree n .  blood red blood for that d R U N K  peacc l'u l green arrow­
t he n ightair  brce;ed t h ro ugh his ha i r  as he p u l led out . . .  soft 
warm m idsu m m e r  m i d n ig h t  air Then noth ing. 
i f  on l y i t  had been her 

a nd t h a t  b l i nd m u rderer  wa� somebod y \  beloved son .  <L nd 
He he. green a ml\v now t u rned to red . he wa� in the  s t reet  c u r led 
u p  l i ke he'd gone to  sleep there 

t he re her heart  w e n t  to sleep She � m i led blea k l y  to  herse l f  
h e r  w hole bod y h u rt a t  

t h e  memory.  a �  i f  acid wa� free; ing i n t o l i q u i d  icc i nside h e r  a n d  
c loud i ng h e r  bra i n  escape . . .  eSca Pe . . .  you mus t  
esc A P E  ge n t le floa t i ng fa i r ies w h ispe red a rou n d  her  head ­
i n s i d e  h e r  h e a d  D A M N  y o u  v o i c e s !  D A M N  
Y O U '  aloud .brea k i ng t he c i r c u la r · poi n t less si lence.  She 
crushed t h e  cigare t te i n  t ha t  as h t ra y  so roughly i t  se n t  t he as h t ray 
cras h i n g  to  t h e  floor . 
very very m e t hod i ca l ly .  very very ge n t l y .  she rose a nd d rew 
herse l f  a very h o l stea m y  ba t h  

i s t opped d a n c i n g  a n d  w a l ked over  to  h i m .  t h e  floor. t h e  o t her  
figures moving t o  t h e  m usic 

d isappea red he p u t  a hand on each of my shou lders a nd 
p u l led me i n  we k i ssed warm a nd �oft 
�he pu l led her swea t s h i r t  over her head a nd u n b u t toned her jeans. 
t he steam rose a ro u nd her the ba t h room door was open 

i cou ldn ' t  hear t he m usic anymore i p u l led back and looked 
deep i n to his  s t r ik i ng. rebel l ious bro w n  eyes t he defia nce i'd 
ex pected wasn' t  t here. on ly  warm t h  t ha t  su rrou nded me. came 
from w i t h i n  me . defences fe l l  away and i saw t he sadness t he re 

I o w ering herse lf  i n to t he too hot .  scorc h i ng wa ter she mel ted . 
re laxed every t i red sore m uscle in her body her hair wet and 
str i ngy, her eyes closed . She i magined t he red blood red flowi ng 
out  of her vei ns. pouring over t he stark w h i le porcela in .  dy ing her 
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hair. Sudden ly  fire roared in from the doorway the Match! the 
match she thought was out. Orange and yel low and Red �o 
much red too much She sank further into the tub It roared. 
she never real ly though t fire would roar and green What was 
all that  green-fi re had no green, it was the wallpaper 
curli ng, scorching, j ust as the match had done fal l ing from the 
walls 

and the acid burned 
in her s tomach t remendous pressure pushing her down· 

deep she fe l l  dropped thrc.JUgh amazi ng depths of 
no th i ngness fa l l i ng and d ri f t i ng and float i ng  t hen 
fa l l ing fa l l ing 

the water was now cold she sat up, opened her eyes cl imbed 
OU t  of her porce lain lomb, tOWeled off and sl ipped in to the Warm 
covers of her bed 

alone. 
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