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Jeanne tte Svoboda 

after we sail into the garden 
plunge the spade into the hard rippled surface 
dive in and pitch out chunks of clay 
plane forward and fu rrow s ideways, 
after the g l immer of b lade, sh immer of sprout, 
wave of bloom and splash of fi rst fru it, 

it stri kes with a crash of jawbone 

broccol i  tosses 
artichoke topples 
cau l if lower crashes 
and strawberry s inks 

a d ried berry trembles above, 
savage teeth clamp, s hake, and wrench it down, 
the wind tears at battered leaves and c leaved stems 
I hold onto a remnant of the wreck, 
try to remain afloat as I cu rse, and watch 
the mound of d i rt t ra i l  in  its wake 



Veg etable G ard en i n  
Autum n 

Sue Langland 

The corn stalks have gone haggard, becoming 
bony f igures l ist ing toward the open g round. 
The peppers are looking ominous, red and sharp as d aggers. 
The l ettuce has bloomed, the beans turned hard, 
and the tomatoes fina l ly sp i l led their ripe, red g uts. 

Only the melons are left looki ng pompous. 
Water, manure, and 5-1 0-10 a l l  summer long, 
and the vine borer kept gassed. 
How the melons swel l ed under such care! 
Fat cattle. Stick your fork in one, it  b l eeds sugar. 
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A Taut R iver 

Richard Coleman 

we spoke of gales, torrents, the careening 
nature of romantic interests 
pine resin scents heavy and weighted above 
the s loped couch 
the h i l ls ide above the sea. 
in couples we exchanged 
how to love and win 
and win 
never los ing one's gr ip on what was 
tactical, strategic 
adept at the h idden hand 
the s un 
one observer among others 
the jackal 
poised above the bared peak 
cal ling out to the maimed h unt 
and we 
eyeing one another through the brazier' s  
spitting coal 
for wounds, rap id pulse 
faint heart. 
the mistress pu l l ing the anenome close to her breast 
her whose hands were always open 
speaking in tongues 
with no mention of the sting 
its poisoned grasp 
the mind less feed ing, she saying 
that it is  only a flower 
harmless against f lesh 
in which the river runs its course 
its white eyes chanting 
the racing thrust of water, the heave 
of water, the deep pool. 
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At l ant ic  

Richard Coleman 

She was explai n ing to me the f iner poi nts 
of agricu lture, the sustai n i ng of life 
on n utrients, ferti l izers, and the 
moist feel of healthy sod. 
Plucking the thin shoots of prairie 
grass, s l i pp ing them between her l ips and whist l ing 
the wind in  from the f ie lds.  
She stands, raises her arms to the express ion less 
sky, the turncoat mounta ins, the 
butte with 49er names carved 
deep in its layered sandstone; 
she says there' s a heart beating out there, 
a fra i l  touch of sp i rit in the cacti, in the scru b, 
in the speed ing dance of l izard. 
She says that when she had her fi rst chi ld it grew and wandered 
precariously across the rotted fences, and there was 
always that fear that someday it wou ld  fa l l  i nto 
the newer barbed wire. And one day it 
did. Then she d ro ps her laden arms, f i l led with 
specie of memory, and po ints aga in, 
east. Out there, she says, out there 
rides a scarred man on the atlantic. 
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In Th e B us h  

Richard Coleman 

gett ing this funny feel ing that here in the gondwanaland 
here in  the BUSH 
the mayhem and crawl of u rban soot 
here in the place of God 
the l ively whi nes of l ive tunes, the love of simple women 
here in the place where I smoke my pipe and wait for the 
woman who wi l l  never show, the younger vers ion of my d reams, 
who takes apart each phrase and twists it rou nd the seditious 
cock of her chin, the lower bite of her l i p, the pale th in 
palm and f inger run n i ng through BLACK hair; 
the one I wait for and watch pass by in s imple women 
b lue boots and leather air, the crisp rough 
feel o f  her presence, the feel o f  calm 
Bushland about her, the tense-
ness of her expression when she asks me to repeat 
the last ph rase, and again, bites the Lover of her l i p  
t h e  thick bottom, the shaded 
and aghast body found here trapped in th is  young 
Flute, young Rub, here in  the gondwanaland. 
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"Th e  M o m e nt" 

Dave Louapre 

There's a l ittle  black mouse that l ives beyond these wal ls, 
and every so often he appears th rough a crack near the floor, 
scurries over near the bunk, then stops and waits for me to 
notice h im. The walls are cold and the air th ick, a lmost foggy. 
They keep i t  that way, I suspect, so I ' l l  stay calm, as if calm had 
anyth ing to do with it. The mouse is  back right now, staring 
through me. Each t ime he does the same th i ng; scurries, 
stops, stares, and when I meet h is gaze, rises on h is 
hau nches and laughs. H e  laughs horrib ly. H e' s  enormous 
when he laughs-bigger than me, but I ' m  not scared. H e's 
just  checking u p  on me for them, doesn't know I 'm on to h i m. I 
move forward and, as always, he darts back through h is 
crack. I ' m  alone. 

They look at me with apprehens ion and try to f igure me 
out so that everyth ing wi l l  make sense to them and they can 
go home and eat the i r  ground beef in peace, havi ng p icked 
the lock. They smirk as they wal k  by because they can't f igure 
me out, why I don't tal k or eat their food. Sometimes they' l l  
cal l me names, or j ing le their keys, but i t  doesn't bother me. I 
don't th ink  anyth ing bothers me. 

N o, that's not r ight. The keys j i ng l i ng bother me. I hate it. 
The keys that open their doors. The keys, dam mit, I hate them. 
B ut I won't l et them know they bother me, thoug h they a l ready 
know. 

The mouse is gone, and I 'm go ing to sit here and wait for 
him to come back. I have no clock or watch, so I can't keep 
track of t ime. They too k  my watch away from me, my go ld 
watch with the perfect crystal and sp l it-second accuracy; the 
one she gave me for Ch ristmas. What was her name? What 
d ifference does it make? They took i t  away with my money 
and wal let and keys. They took my keys, and you know what 
they d id? They dang led them in front of me, the bastards. 
They shook my keys in my face and they laughed at me. I just 
tried to ig nore them and melt i nto the wal l .  As far as I can tel l, 
I've been incarcerated for crimes against human ity, H abeus 

Corpus, E. Pluribus Unum, with l iberty and justice for a l l .  
Yeah, they got me,  but I 'm not sure why. I remember vaguely, 
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Louapre/The Moment 

but I can't feel it. I 'm not certa in I want to. M aybe I do, 
otherwise I wou ldn't  be tel l i ng  you. 

My grey wal ls  serve me as g lass ones would another 
person. They're smoky and smooth, and when the fog is th ick 
I can look rig ht through them and see i nto th ings, l i ke looking 
through a jar fi l led with l iqu id plastic, so th ick, so safe. I l i ke 
the wal ls, and they seem to u nderstand me. I know I cou ld  
d ive into them and h ide if I rea l ly  wanted, but  why bother? I 'd  
know where I was and that' s a l l  that counts. That's how I got 
here in the fi rst place-just dove through the wal l .  I'm not sure 
why I d id, but knowing isn' t  important. Doing it is what 
mattered, and I d id and they d idn' t  and now I ' m  here and I 
probably shou ld be. 

There's the mouse again .  H e' s  not by the bunk  th is  ti me, 
but j ust in front of h i s  crack; doesn't want to be caug ht. But I 
don't want to catch h i m  r ight now. Too much trou ble. H e  rears 
up (he' s enormous) and instead of laugh ing, he's im itat ing 
someone dr iv ing a car. The bastard. I throw my shoe at h i m  
and he laughs a n d  he's gone. G o d  I hate h im .  H e  m im icked a 
driver-me. I t  was me. I t  was me drivi ng my car. Driving and 
driv ing. Dr iving and steering and brak ing and accelerat ing 
and accelerat ing . . .  Rhode I s land to Texas. H a. The map is  so 
small  and the red l i nes of h ighway are so s im ple and you r  
esti mat ions are s o  prag matic and you' re a fool t o  bel ieve it. 
Virg i nia, Kentucky, Arkansas and a l l  the rest, stick ing out the 
welcome mat and patting you on the back with a warm smi le 
and stra ight h ighway, then turn ing and c los ing the gate t ight  
and teari ng u p  that h ighway and laugh ing at your back. And 
the s igns and the d iners and the gas stations. And the g reen
eyed g i rls  beh i nd countless cou nters whose images stay 
with you and force you to become u n reasonable . . .  

Oh, d id  I mention the priest? Yes, a priest came by to see 
me th is  morn i ng, put his hand on my shoulder and went i nto 
h is p itch. He wanted to se l l  me a confession or someth i ng. Or, 
he wanted me to confess someth ing. I d idn' t  speak, of 
course. I stared and waited for the mouse. He d idn' t  come. 
What were h i s  words? Let' s see, someth ing l i ke, " My son, if 
you are sorry for what you have done, if you are truly sorry, tel l  
God a n d  h e  w i l l  forg ive you." 

Sorry. Sorry for what? Who was he talk i ng about? I j ust 
sat. I don't know if I laug hed or s m i led outwardly, but I was 
laugh ing ins ide. I was laug h i ng as he spoke, and I lost myself 
in  the depths of the p lastic wa l l s  unti l  he left. He patted me on 
the back, g iv ing me a concerned look of burden. When he 
left, I noticed his white col lar had a grey smudge on it. 

The keys. There's those wretched keys again, driving 
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through my head. I cover my ears and I sti l l  hear  them. A 
deputy is stand i ng through the bars sayi ng someth ing about 
a lawyer, but I don't  respond. I don't even look at him. H e' l l  be 
gone soon I know, and s u re enough he is .  Gone. I hate h i m  
and h i s  keys. I sometimes w i s h  I had m y  keys back, but they'd 
be no good to me now. N ot even if I was outs ide; no good at 
a l l .  

A tray of food is  lying on the floor by the gate, and its 
aroma seems to l i nger in my eyes. I never pay much attention 
to what's on  the tray, but there's someth ing here, someth ing 
that's tryi ng to make me remember. I 've felt th is before, but 
never actual ly tried to remember. Whatever it i s  w i l l  come to 
me i n  t ime. The walls are deep and grey, and that's alii need. I 
read about someth ing cal led osmosis once, absorbing 
through the t issue, and I th ink  I understand it now. I can, 
absorb the wal l, and it can absorb me. Be ing able to d i lute 
myself and fade into the grey is l uxury. I feel l i ke I can . . .  

That's it. That smel l .  I t' s  the bread. The bread on that tray 
smel ls  just l i ke the bread she used to make. She made it for 
me for breakfast when I started the tri p. I t' s  the bread. My wife 
cooked the same th ings everyday, but the bread was special, 
good. I say my "wife", but I wasn't married real ly, she was. 
Marriage means two people lovi ng and understanding one 
another, trying to he lp each other. That's how it was at f i rst, 
unti l she replaced me with a cred it card. The understand ing 
was gone. I asked her once to  l i sten to  me, to  try and fee l what 
I felt. I just wanted to slow down. She said she was sick of 
hearing my bleed i ng heart compla in i ng, that I cried too much 
for a man, and if I needed someone to l isten, I cou ld see the 
company shr ink at the office, the one my boss wanted me to 
see. What does my boss know? H i s  cure-a l l  was send ing me 
on busi ness trips. Yeah, business trips are luxury he said, and 
I'll get to see the country and bring home the bacon and end 
up in Texas. In Texas for ch ristsake. Texas Texas Texas. 
Goddamn that smel l ,  that bread, and the d i rt and that road 
worker ... 

H e' s  back. I knew he'd be back-the mouse. I must've 
missed h is  move across to the bunk. I hate h i m. He won't 
leave me alone; and sometimes I feel l i ke I'll never get rid of 
h im.  I stand u p, and he stands with me, s m i l i ng,  ready. He 
starts to  raise h is  arms to  the d river's pos ition but  I leap at h i m  
and sprawl on t h e  f loor, watch ing h i m  laugh a s  he g lances 
back at me before d isappearing i nto h i s  crack. The f loor is  
co ld and grey, and I want to stay here forever. 

The g uard at the gate is laugh ing, but I i ngnore h i m. H e  
doesn't mean a th ing to me. N either d i d  that cop at the Texas 
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border. God, anywhere but Texas, with the dust and the wh ite 
center l i nes and the shot up s igns. N ot Texas. N ot a h ig hway 
patro l man. H is boots g lossy b lack, and h i s  badg e  sh in ing  so 
brig ht, even from fifty yards out. The sun g lari ng through the 
splattered windshie ld and the d u st and the static, and that 
g i rl beh i nd the counter w ith those deep green eyes. The car 
swerved without warn ing. B ut I tried to warn h im,  I rea l ly d id. I 
tried to make h im understand but he couldn't, and my g rip  
was sweaty when I left h im broken in  the road. I t  was Texas, 
and I left h i m  in the hot Texas dust. The static went away, but 
my sweaty gri p  d idn't. 

B ut I never fin i shed tel l i ng you about the road worker. H e  
was the fi rst. I t  was Arkansas, I th i n k, the th i rd day o f  the trip 
and no cars in  s ight. The rad io h issed loud and mean, and it 
spat at me; spat with sm i l i ng voices and mock fam i l ies and 
static-every other m i nute, static. There's j ust no getting rid of 
it. I tu rned off the rad io  and the static o n ly got louder. I 
cou ldn' t  hear. 

He was col lecting garbage from the s ide of the road, 
alone. H is d ay-g lo vest stared me down, and I felt someth ing 
I 'd never felt before, someth ing strong and u navoidab le. 
That' s when my g rip  t ightened for the first t ime. My g ri p  
tightened a s  m y  foot pushed the pedal to the f loor, a n d  I th ink  
I screamed. My eyes shut t ight, I know that, and I heard h i m  
tumble over the hood a n d  scrape along t h e  ground. I thought 
of my w ife, that t ime I acc idental ly backed into her in the 
driveway, send ing her sprawl ing  into the hedge. She wasn't 
hurt, but she s ure got mean when she saw me laughing to 
myself. She just looked so r id icu lous in the hedge with that 
ugly orange dress on. She never forgave me for it. This was no 
d ifferent, I couldn' t  have done it on purpose. My heart was 
either beating fast or not at all, and I drove for miles before I 
real ized h is  hat was caught on my wipers. 

The g uard has a l ready taken the tray away, but the bread 
sti l l  smel ls  sweet. The bread. Can't get it l i ke that in roadside 
d iners. Can't get anyth ing from the road except t i red and 
angry. Angry at people you've never seen before. A b lue 
station wagon from Florida with a happy, s ing ing  fam i ly 
ins ide can set you off if the static is loud. The static makes you 

t ingle and go numb at the same time. I wanted to warn them 
too, but I couldn't. I couldn't make them understand they 
shou ldn' t  be there, to stop s inging .  They were j ust l i ke a rad io 
fam i ly, and the ir  voices pu lsated i n  the excruc iating static. I 
pul led along s ide and stared through my d i rty wi ndow at the 
driver, the father. He stared back, and stopped s i nging.  
Check ing the road ahead, h e  looked back at me,  then at the 
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NORTHRIDGE R E VI E W  

ye l low hat on my wipers. H is expression went b lank; h is  eyes 
were frightened. I wondered if he had a happy marriage. I 
wondered if h is  wife listened to h i m. I wondered if he too 
heard the static and the wheel drove me towards them. My 
gr ip was tight, and I noticed the sweat on my face in  the 
m i rror. I noticed how i t  made me look l i ke wax. H a, wax. Wax 
models belong in m useums where it' s cool and safe and 
sooth i ng, not in the heat. N ot on the road. I t  was very funny to 
me then, and a nervous grin twitched on and off my face. The 
sound of the cras h d rowned out the static and gradual ly 
subsided as I drove away from the bro ken guard rai l , u nt i l  alii 
could hear was the drone of my engi ne. The static had 
stopped, along with the s ing ing, and my gr ip was steady as 
someth ing l i ke electr icity surged th rough my body, charg i ng 
me. 

Oh yeah. After the priest left today, a man from the F. B . l .  
came. H e  asked a lot of questions and sm i rked a lot, as  ifto let 
me know he could get around my s i lence: He put one foot on 
the chair, lean i ng on his knee and stroking his moustache, 
then asked me someth ing "off the record," someth ing "just 
between us." I don't even remember what he asked, just that 
he kept repeating the words i n nocent and k i l led. I knew what 
he was tal king  about, but not what he meant, or what he 
wanted. The F.B. I .  man kept staring at me, try ing to f igure me 
out l i ke the rest. H is shoes were sh iny, but he d idn't  have a 
badge. J ust a red tie, wh ite sh i rt, and navy b lue blazer. I dove 
into the wal l s  unt i l  he left. 

I f igure it's probably late i n  the day now, if what they 
brought me before was lu nch. The mouse hasn't been out for 
awh i le, but it doesn't matter. The wa l l s  are c loudy and soft. I 
can't be seen because they absorb me, and I ' m  very sti l l .  I 
needed wal l s  l ike these al l my l ife, but I got wood pane l i ng 
instead. I needed grey cement f loors, but I got l i no leum. I 
needed someone to absorb and understand me, but I got a 
wife. Alii wanted was wal ls, but I d id n't know i t then. l do now. I 
have my wal ls-the ones I needed a l l  a long. 

Yes,  wal ls are safe, u n l i ke the road. You know what you 
have with a wall ,  but a road keeps going and throws n ew 
twists at you. L ike that electric fee l i ng. I 'd never felt that 
before, but the road made me feel it. I t' s  someth ing you have 
no choice in. The f lesh on your  sca lp  t ing les and the ha i r  on 
your neck freezes as you r  g ri p  tightens and teeth clench and 
pores fi l l  with sweat. Your entire nervous system seems to act 
on its own. Your breath g ets short and your b lood runs fast 
and your bra in wants to reason but your  soul  wants to act, and 
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you lose a l l  sense of t ime and su rrender. That's how it  
happens, damm it, and that's what happened. Arkansas. 
Arkansas in the b lazing afternoon. H adn't  had a rest s i nce 
Kentucky and f inal ly  took one, to remove the yellow hat. 
Arkansas. 

The mouse has been gone longer than ever, and I don't 
understand why. Is he done with me? Do they have enough to 
put me up for good? I was getti ng kind of used to h im; gave 
me someth ing to do, to th ink  about. H e' d  just pop out of that 
crack and there wou ld  be the electric ity and the dust and the 
bod ies. I 'm glad he hasn't come back, but I have this strange 
fee l ing he's st i l l  there, staring at me. I t' s  hard to tel l  because 
the fog is th ick, but  I th ink  I can see his two g reen eyes staring 
at me from the wal l .  I t' s  got to  be h im, only he doesn't have 
green eyes. H is eyes aren't green, damm it, they' re red. H e  
doesn't have green eyes at all, but there he is  with green eyes 
and smooth hands and a soft Kentucky voice. 

Kentucky. That's where I stopped fi rst, i n  Kentucky. I was 
hot and t i red and my rad iator was h iss ing, so I pu l led off into a 
dirt lot with an al um inum trai ler and a broken neon s ign that 
said "Eats." As I l eft the car and walked toward the tra i ler  I 
cou ld  feel the d rops pee l ing  down my chest, streaking 
through the fi ne layer of d i rt. I was hot; the d i ner was warm. 

I don't know why th is matters now, but I th i n k  i t  mattered a 
lot then. That g i rl beh ind the counter. I wal ked in and sat at 
that cou nter with my hands folded, never once taking my 
eyes off her. She brought ice water and smi led; one of those 
smiles that draws you in  and melts you r heart, l i ke a magazine 
cover. Her dark ha i r  swirled around her face and framed her 
perfect eyes. They were green eyes that never c losed; eyes 
that held secrets. 

Two men sat at the end of the counter, one in a wh ite tee
sh i rt, and the other in a red, sleeveless Pendalton. I g uess 
they knew the g i rl, because they mentioned something about 
her "daddy." I tried not to pay any attention, but I l i stened as 
hard as I cou ld. They said someth ing about som eone named 
J oe, and how she' d  be better off without h im ,  but she just 
laughed and tu rned away. She came back to me and leaned 
on the cou nter l i ke she wanted to tal k, s lowly pol i sh ing the 
stainless steel top. I could h ave watched her for hours, and 
she seemed to forget I was there. She just stared through the 
wi ndow with those b ig eyes, never b l ink ing, seeing throug h 
everyth ing,  hypnotic. These were eyes that knew and under
stood. I d idn' t  say a word, but they l i stened. Theywere eyes I 'd 
never seen before and knew I 'd  never see again;  wise and 
compassionate. They made me hate my wife without even 
th i n king of her. 
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NORTHRIDG E  R E VI E W  

She stayed l i ke that for awh i le, u nt i l  she acc idently 
knocked the salt shaker on the floor. The noise brought her 
back and she looked at me, start led, then relaxed, and she 
smi led. 

We tal ked for about an hour. She asked where 1 was from, 
and why I 'd  stopped there and a l l  the other questions 
someone who works in a tra i ler/restaurant w i l l  ask to k i l l  t i me, 
and I asked the same of her, and we d id, i ndeed, k i l l  ti me. She 
was someone I felt strangely about; not that I loved, or even 
l iked her, but just i n  that she made me feel different, l i ke she 
was always part of  me but never real .  I 'd as k her  someth ing, or  
tel l  her about myself, and she'd answer me in  the most 
interested way, l i ke I was someone. I remember how her eyes 
flashed when I told her I was going a l l  the way to Texas. 

"Texas," she sneered surpr is ing ly, "there' s noth ing in  
Texas. N othing but roads and d i rt. A friend of m ine went there 
a few years back, and I haven't heard from h i m  s i nce. Don't go 
to Texas." 

She bit  off th is  last sentence with a g lowing i ntens ity, and 
her eyes became enormous as she stared at me, as if she 
expected a change of m ind. I smi led and l ooked at my water. 
She relaxed too and we tal ked some more. We talked about 
her home, and my home, and various other th i ngs. She asked 
me about my wife. My wife. Why did she do that? I wasn't 
th ink ing about anyth ing but getting off the road. I came i nto 
that d i ner and found what I wanted: tables and chairs and 
water spotted kn ives rol led neatly in safe wh ite napkins set 
on stai n less steel counters. That's a l l  I wanted, and that' s 
what I found there. Then she had to mention my wife- my wife 
and my b i l ls  and my job and it was l i ke choking on a piece of 
apple pie. I didn't answer her, and she turned away to tal k  to 
the two men as they were l eavi ng. They said someth ing about 
some place in town, then someth ing about her "daddy" 
again, then someth ing about her legs. H er legs, for chr ist
sake. They laughed hard about it and she sm i rked as the 
bel ls  j i ng led when they went out. I t was qu iet, but the sound of 
those bells stayed in my head and got louder. They got louder 
and stronger, and I watched the two men get i nto their wh ite 
pickup truck, sti l l  laug h i ng. I fe lt  as hot as the pavement 
outside, th ink ing of them talk ing  l i ke that to her. I paid my b i l l  
and stood by the reg ister a moment. She stared through me. 
She stared for some t ime, then stated flatly " Don't go to 
Texas." I don't know why I said it, and I was su rprised when I 
heard myself reply " Come with me." I t  was one of those 
moments when you act without th inking,  and everyth ing is 
natural .  I d idn't th i n k  twice about what I said, and she smi led 

13 



Louapre/The Momen t 

and looked at me with her g reen eyes, then turned and went 
into the kitchen. I threw a quarter on the cou nter and wal ked 
out into the heat with her gaze planted f irmly in my m i nd. I 
drove to Arkansas. 

That's it. I met her right before I drove through Arkansas, 
right before the road worker. The g i rl with the emerald eyes; 
sounds k ind of l i ke a song, or a movie. It makes things c learer 
though. I thi n k  I can remember everything now. I can't see the 
mouse anymore, but I don't thi n k  he was ever real ly  there in  
the f irst  p lace, just  part of  the fog. The walls are  cool and thick 
and comfortable now. The green eyes aren't staring anymore. 
I think  i t's  even ing .  There's a warm, orange g low to the plastic, 
l ike a sunset. I know what the su nset is. I know what 
happened d uring my last sunset. Very poetic: carried off into 
the sunset by g reen eyes and electr ic ity. The hero, rid ing off 
into the sunset. A hero. H a. But why not a hero? Why not? 
Dammit, because sunsets last less than five m i nutes and 
after that there's only dark. 

I drove through the late afternoon Texas heat and could 
feel the dust on my face soak in. The rad io was off, but the 
stat ic was loud. I was n umb, with the image of that highway 
patrol man fresh i n  my m ind. Log i c  and reason meant nothing 
anymore. Alii could feel was the road, with i ts heat and dust 
and static. I kept waiti ng for the road to open up and swal low 
me, unaware that i t  al ready had. Alii knew was that my gri p  on 
the wheel  was erratic and my foot wanted to accelerate. I t's  a 
fee l ing you can't even beg i n  to comprehend unti l after you've 
stepped over that l ine of "rat ional i ty" and experienced it. 
Even if you want to, you can never go back. 

Cars passed by now and then going in the oppos ite 
d i rection, and each t ime I watched my red hands to see if this 
was the t ime we'd s l ide over and end it, head on. But we d id n' t  
end i t ,  my hands and I ,  and a sense of  euphoric confidence 
replaced the sweaty gri p  as I headed for Austin. 

I had a fee l ing I 'd never make it to Austin ,  and I don't know 
what I 'd have done if I did make it. I d rove into the g l aring 
orange horizon and pu l led off al most i nsti nctive ly into a 
vacant gas stat ion. I t  was l i ke stepping i nto a t ime warp, with 
the large, rounded pumps and white trimmed office. The 
place was desolate in the ocean of brush, and I waited in my 
car with the engine ru nn ing, think ing about the sky i n  Rhode 
Is land and the s i lverware in the safe white napkins and her 
green eyes and the cop. No one appeared for the longest 
spell , then an elderly woman in  a p i n k  and blue flowered 
dress came out of the office hold i ng a Coca Cola. My gr ip was 
t ight, but my m ind waited . She g lanced at me, then wal ked 
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right in front of the car, apparently looking for someone. J ust 
to my r ight were the bath rooms, and she cal led toward them. 

"V i rg i l , you in  the john?" 
G lancing back at me she waited , then started to walk 

towards the men's room, when the door opened and an 
elderly man with t iny rou nd spectacles stepped out, wip ing 
his hands on a white paper towel. For the f i rst t ime my eyes 
fi l l ed with tears and everyth ing became foggy. The su nset 
was just coming i nto bri l l iance when my foot h it the floor, she 
screamed, and Virg i l  was trapped between the bathroom wa l l  
and my bumper. Steam s hot u p  from the h ood as the woman 
tried to free the old man, who was slu mping,  b leed ing from 
the mouth. I passed out with h is  i mage in my m ind, aware of 
the hot tears a l l  over my face, and aware of the bump on my 
forehead from when I h it the windshie ld .  I hoped that bump 
was enough to k i l l  me. 

Well , the wal l s  fee l good now, and I feel safe. The mouse 
hasn't appeared for some ti me, and I don't th ink he will again. 
The g uards are sti l l  here though. They walk by and j ing le  their 
keys and think they can see me, but, of cou rse, they can't. One 
guard is there r ight now with my d i nner tray. I t  has the same 
bread on it ,  but it's just ordinary bread now. H e's saying 
someth ing about my wife coming in the morn ing, but I ' m  lost 
in the wal l ,  alone. I 'm laugh ing at h i m. If he only knew how 
rid icu lous he looks standing there talking to no one . . .  

H e' s  gone. My wife w i l l  be here i n  the morn ing and she' l l  
try to talk to m e  and I '  I I  stare at her from beh i nd as she 
attem pts to melt  me with her g lare. I ' l l  laugh.  H er world wil l  
never be the same. N either wi l l  m i ne, but I real ize it .  I t' s  go ing 
to the movies and d iscovering the world on the screen is  real, 
and we're all characters watch ing l ife from a dark room with 
sticky floors. Perception is  changed for good. 

I opted for grey wal ls  back in Kentucky. I ' m  at home in 
them now. I always w i l l  be. 
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Sweaty Pa l m s ,  Ca l .  

Doug Lawrence 

The screen door stal ls on its spring. 
L ist less antennae wave 
from ins ide the i r  room at Roach Motel .  
The door presses s lowly closed 
but the latch doesn't catch. 

She won't answer h i s  call th is  t ime. 
She s i ps a pensive wi ne 
with a qu iet bouquet. 
U nder the l ukewarm stars 
her bare feet steam 
in the cool sand. 

There's a rose at the bottom 
of the phone booth. 
A voice with no brakes 
is out on the w i re 
in a scream ing wind. 

Powerl i nes fry the rad io. 
Mus ic  l i ke hot popping sausage 
tang les in  cigarette smoke, 
jumps through the wind-wing.  

Long sk ins of asphalt 
sl ide u nder the hood ornament. 
Sweaty Palm s, Cal. , 
balanc ing a black snake on the nose; 
The eng ine wi nds out, 
a f ly u nder the l id, 
a buzz i ns ide the ear. 

Sweaty Palms, Cal. ,  
she d idn't think I 'd come back 
and I spat 
l i ke a fat bug 
on her windshie ld .  
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G ra n d m a's Purse 

Doug Lawrence 

G randma's purse opens l i ke an aged oyster. 
Barnacles crack, the s i l ica h uffs 
a heavy cloud from the crusty she l l ,  
sett l ing on the n ight  stand 
catch ing stray f ingerprints in the sand. 

The room lays awake with eyes closed. 
A hand g lances q u ickly ins ide the purse, 
fu rtive l itt le  d ig its gather coins 
from the bottom. The furnace pops, 
B i l ly  reels, the moon buzzes loud 
through the window. Curtains h iss, 
the cold hairs on h is arm fal l  in 
l i ne and brist le at attention. 

Bi l ly's grip loosens and the hand is  lost 
among sharp penci ls, safety pi ns, 
laugh ing  photo faces. The m i rrors loom 
and crowd the room l i ke dark bubb les: 
fifty wide-eyed lenses showing 
a h u nd red g nawi ng jaws g u l pi ng two hundred 
fifty f ingers that d rop one sh iny coin apiece. 
The throw rug s l i thers along the hardwood floor. 

Bi lly s l ips to h is  knees with a thud. 
G randma sti rs, smacks her l i ps, turns over, s nores. 
B i l ly's arm feels l ike a dry tong ue. 
He yanks it free and skates away on h i s  socks. 
The knob g ives h i m  a shock as he leaves. 
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Last Vi s i t Ho me 

Wes Hempel 

My parents are ly ing in  thei r  house 
Down th is  stretch of street now a sea 
of walnut  leaves the s idewalk  turns 
to d i rt beneath my .feet becoming bare 
some part of me eager and smal l  

(did I imag ine them fal l i ng  
out  of  planes 
cross ing center div iders 
left s lumped on the rug 
by a man in a stocking?) 

When I look at the s ky it parts 
above the corner lamps buzz ing on 
and whole m i n utes l i ke years 
over the reach of yel low g rass 
strang l ing wi ld vi nes choking 
honeysuckle and ivy on these trees 

When there is  no train 
I hear its d istant wai l  
c l i m b  the g abled roof 
the s ma l l  of my back 
f lush agai nst the ch imney 
see its th i n  g rey p lume 
and houses in the neigh borhood 
where it is  always Autumn 
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The tangled roots beneath the trunk 
of that oak in the schoolyard where 
I hunched that remarkable Fall over 
blue paper sheets against my knees 
scribbling secret messages 

Then left them 
stabbed through twigs 
astonishing blue leaves 
for you to find 

Dear Frances 
tonight beside this broken sky 
1 almost remember what they said 
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The Ni ght We Ta lk 
for M arlene 

When I leave you 
I look at everything 
the earth that is  there 
with its blue snai l  
and sticks 

Wes Hempel 

the pools of l ight on the wal k  
as i f  i t  had just rai ned 

You made a world out of c louds 
because that is  what you found 
in your hands 
in  the s i l ent country 
where you were born 

We do not go home 
you said our fathers l ived before us 
the i r  hands in  the bread d rawer 
What do they know of th is  h unger 

The air moves where I am going 
past street lamps on corners 
I no longer wait for a shoe 
to c l imb into 
slowly over grass 
my feet take me 
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I know where I have been 
We have names lor variations 
in the thickness of mist 
the length 0f silences 

We have come to love 
small steps 
the solid sticks 
our slow hands building 
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After R ead i n g  R e xroth 

Robert Bailey 

A night of days has passed 
Stubborn ly beyond our reach 
The concl usion: separation 
The vehic le: the sea 

( in a boat which 
leaves no tracks) 
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A Divorce 

The red light 
Of very late 
Afternoon fills 
The study 
No lamplight yet 
Just a young girl 
In an ancient chair 
Staring through 
One end 
Of her life 

23 

Robert Bailey 



The Wo m a n  

Heidi R. Good 

S h e  felt the earth under h e r  feet cold as late n ight damp. 
Her pads were mo ist now. Her  head held down close to the 
ground,  breath ing in the dan kness. Alert to the no ises of 
cricket and the cadence of the wind overhead in  the c loud of 
interlocked branches-tapping, c l ick ing a m i l l ion sticks 
together. 

Someth ing frig hten ing was fol lowing her, beh ind her 
coming the same way. She watched the pine-needled ground 
pass beneath and beh ind her. Out of her amble she broke 
into a lope k ick ing up smal l  sprays of wet earth after each dig 
of  her paw. The trees ran away i n  the opposite d i rection  i n  the 
s ides of her v is ion. And she wondered what they were go ing 
towards back there, afraid as if she were in  the i r  p lace. 

Persp i ring now she hung her tongue out over her teeth, 
fee l i ng  it go cool and cold,  then dry as the wind wagged it. 
Her nose cutt ing th rough the puffs of th in  fog she panted out 
at each footfal l .  I t  was cold. 

The feel ing of rawness that she felt now had beg un early 
in the n ight when the moon had newly soaked through the 
forest and made s i lhouettes of the real th ings there. The 
sound had been close, v ibrating a i r, and it had raised the hair  
a long her neck as invo l untari ly as if it had been a strong, th in 
wind that had b lown the fur up.  I t  had moaned. Some big 
forbidding someth i ng with no control over its agony had 
leaked out over the rocks around, and passed over grub
laced logs and streamed i nto holes l ike b lood, leav ing the l i fe 
it belonged to and making al l  the th ings it covered sticky with 
itself. She ran afraid,  just ahead of it. 

I n  front of her the woods broke into a meadow and then 
c l imbed into a h igher place-a country where the trees stood 
lonel i er and crooked, and stone g round on ly a l lowed smal l  
grasses through, and rocks were broken. 

There it wou ld  be harder for s omething to catch her, and 
she insti nctively knew th is  thing d id not belong in unfenced 
areas. Approach ing a stone ledge, her haunches bunched 
into muscle and u n ro l led launching her up onto the g ran ite 
shelf. Her  flanks g ri pped t ight and pu l led her over the next 
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one. Food sounds and smel ls were laying in  the a i r  rem i nd ing 
her  of  the t ime s ince she had last eaten. Yet now h u nger was 
crowded by fear and hunt ing was bad on such a brig ht
l ighted evening.  

The cry came again just as she  saw the bright bal l loom 
into her eyes. She felt terror wrap her tight and screamed at it 
as her back legs sudden ly and with violence flexed stra ight 
back together and pitched her forward. She col lapsed, 
scraping pebbles as momentum pushed her a yard, and 
fl inched, l i ps pu l led in a snarl, eyes closed, her head scraped 
rock, tearing l ichen and her own fur away, leav ing raw flesh 
there. 

Scrambl ing u p, she f lung her head around in an attempt 
to regain her balance, her shou lders cramping with exertion. 
She could not stand and fe l l  aga in  then and again,  pounding 
the wind out  of  her l u ng s, and she was so scared she tried to 
die and could not, and then tried to deny it a l l ,  knowing f inal ly 
what was happening. The moon was too big she remembered. 
Her legs cou ld not move and were grotesquely bending out 
at the wrong angles and h urting  so bad ly. 

From the sky, moon turned her i nto a shadow and tried its 
best to hide what it was doing. She was stretched and 
changed back, the fur that b lurred her outl i ne tremored 
s l ightly, tautened as it faded. And as her body contorted and 
arched, she became a new prof i le against the n ight, leaving 
her naked and unaccustumably wet with dew and soggy 
moss. 

The moan q uavered again in the midair  of n ig ht. I t was not 
so poignant now as it had been earl ier when her throat had 
ti lted fu l l  back and swallowed a l l  the sadness there, not even 
knowing it was her own. N ow reduced in a shorter neck came 
a wh i m per just for quick ears that did not even care. 

The woman l ifted up on her e lbows, her ha i r  cover ing her 
face. She was muddy and shaking and was a du l l  color in the 
nearing dawn. The moon had gone away, forgetful and 
unfaithful of its own. 

Her hand came up to clear her face. A long f ingered hand 
came u p  to clear her face. A long f ingered hand with scraped 
knuckles, sore looki ng, c lums i ly  combed f ingers through the 
tang led hair, and she turned to stare beh ind her. Back there 
were the fences. 

She was perfect but for her eyes. They were left amber 
and al mond tilted-al l wrong and staring back i nto my own 
eyes. I do not l i ke th is, I am afraid, one m istake here. Round, 
and too many shadows through the pupil. The cold I am 
fee l i ng  now through my sweat is  fear. I wi l l  s lap water over my 
face and onto the m i rror. 
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It resides tonight. The moon I mean, in its own cycle. F i rst 
for me, I mustfind my dark glasses. Here they are. O kay, now I 
wi l l  paint my nai ls. O kay now, my hands are a l ittle raw. It is just 
the detergent I washed the d inner d ishes in before d usk last 
night. 
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B rass B a rs 

Laura Webster 

The sky was blue ,  and the sun an astig matical ly f ixated 
boi l i ng  steam i ron beh ind my shou lder, and my wife was late. 
Ten m inutes. So I read The LA. Times and counted funerals 
classified wh i le  cars honked and women howled. 

My coat hung heavy l ike hot gold chai ns, my wife's 
wedd ing band, wrapped across my chest and around my 
waist t ight. So I took it off and laid it on my leather briefcase 
against the bench. I loosened the tie Carol bought, then took 
it off and put it i ns ide my gen u i ne leather briefcase. 

A mountain of s i lver m i rror broke down in curv ing beams 
of heat against the cement s idewal k. B ig black letters b lew 
up l i ke a large warn ing "P.T. Colossus Structured I nsurance 
Un incorporated." Lig ht stabbed agai nst my eyes to b l ind me. 
Sweat hung on the a i r. A box screamed. 

"What's in  the box? " I asked the old woman whose large 
cardboard box rocked in her arms. 

"Why, it 's Haro ld. " Her soft face twi n kled a computerized 
smi le. The l i nes went hard. "Come closer and I ' l l  let you meet 
h im." I m oved along the bench trying to avoid red gum. She 
untied the twine bow and l ifted a smal l  corner of  f lap .  I moved 
closer and caught yellow g lint. The cat cried. The woman 
pushed back the f lap and started tying the bow up again. 

"I don't think he likes being caged up l ike that. " 
"Well ,  I have to. Can't leave him at home alone. " She 

hugged the box t ig ht. 
" I  th i n k  it's rather cruel to keep h i m  in that box. Doesn't 

seem l i ke he cou ld  breathe." She turned red. 
" But I have to keep h i m  in . . .  I can't leave h i m  at my 

apartment. You . . .  understand?" 
"U nderstand? " 
" I  l ive in Ho l lywood. I f  I leave h i m  there they' l l  get him. " 
" Come now, the m ice aren't that big a problem." M y  poor 

joke s l ipped by and the old woman showed confusion. She 
became disoriented and no longer looked in my eyes. Her 
del icate hands fu mbled with the box. Her  voice cracked h igh .  

"They come out as soon as I leave. They want to get h im." 
"I ' m  sorry, but I just don' t  u nderstand what you're tal k i ng 
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about lady." 
" Why, the com mun ists! who e lse?" Her eyes bu lged 

overfed bal loons. I wanted to laugh.  
"There' s no commun ists." She sat stun ned. B lood shot 

through her eyes. 

"I . . .  know . . .  I . . .  don' t  try to l i e  to me. You can't te l l  me I 
don't know . . .  You! You' re a commun ist." Her  body shook as 
she stood up and faced me. She could n't tu rn her back, not 
on me. She picked up the box and hurried off screaming 
about commun ists. A b lue scarf bobbing among human 
islands. The box heavy, pu l l i ng  her  c loser to the grou nd. 

" And when you grow up we' I I  get you a small monkey l i ke 
that, r ight mom? " Mom had her hand i n  dad's. 

"J ust as long as he keeps it in its cage, and c leans up 
after it." 

" Would you l i ke that Stevie?" I watched the monkey pick 
off the fleas from its baby and soon became disgusted with 
the whole idea. The monkeys were no longer my favorite 
animal in the zoo. I wanted to leave. 

" N o, it smel ls  bad here. I wan na go home." I whi ned and 
my parents gave in .  Tigers purred in  s low monotone, almost 
helpless, growls; e lephants bathed under  plast ic tru nks; the 
bear wore a c i rcu lar  path on his square of earth; and the b i rd 
laid h is  head letharg ical ly o n  h is  wing. I approved and we left. 
From the rear window of my dad's big car I waved goodbye to 
the zoo. 

I stood up and walked beh ind the bench to stretch, and 
laced fingers against the back of my head and felt a knot. 
Suddenly I was pushed agai nst the bench. My back i n  pain. 

" H ey watch where you're going. " I turned and the woman's 
face was blank. The shopping cart held brown wrinked bags 
and torn d i rt rags that resembled cloth ing of some sort. 

"Dunt da dunt da da." 
" I  beg your pardon." 
" Da da da da." 
"I don't understand. I ' m  sorry. If it' s the t ime you want walk 

over to the other side of the b u i ld ing and you' l l  f ind a clock at 
the top." I was ti red of dea l ing  with morons. She looked 
through me with eyes crystal b lank. Her  face d ried mud and 
her hair held leaves. 

"You remember m e," she said softly. " M other." 
" N o. I ' m  sorry, I'm not your  mother." I backed away from 

her and moved to the other end of the bench. Her  face broke 
into a big smi le .  
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"You look so pretty mother . . .  I ' m  so g lad to be home." 
She pu l led her shoppi ng cart back and tu rned it around as if 
noth ing had been said, or as if it had been said years earl ier 
and never now. She pu l led her black shaggy shawl higher on 
her shou lders and started to wal k. Her  bare feet l i ke c lubs. 
She babbled a chant that went somewhat l i ke lonel i ness, and 
was gone. I imag i ned her th rowing out untied anchors and 
sat down and closed my eyes. 

" You'l l work your  way from the ground u p," commanded 
P.T. with grey suit and block face. The same face Carol had 
inherited. " I ' m  afra id we don't play favorites here." 

" Of course s i r. Don't be afraid." That s lipped past him and 
my nervousness remained in tact. H e  sat at his desk with 
th ick g lasses and stern calcu lat ion. The photographs of J udy 
and Carol stared at h i m  from the corner of the desk. 

"Why d idn't she l isten to m e?" H e  bent his head and 
began to rub what must have been a horn. 

" I  am wi l l i ng to accept any posit ion you can offer me. You 
realize this involves you r  daug hter." Somehow it fe lt l i ke 
blackmai l. H is face set to stone and h is eyes s hot out l i ke 
metal bars. 

" Of course Steve, I must g ive you a chance. I love my 
daug hter deeply." He stud ied my face hard then loudly said, 
"O .K. my boy you've got a job. I 'm sticking you with the sales 
crew." He later took me out to buy some work c lothes and my 
genuine leather briefcase. Carol was happy and her dad was 
happy. They both wore amused sm i les. 

" You'd look better without that beard. You don't real ly  
need it." I opened my eyes to shadow, then focused on the 
old man d ressed in b rown imitation leather pants and g reen 
shirt. H is hair white, he beamed fluorescent computer term inal 
l ights. N o! he beamed s u n l ight. " M en with beards look l i ke 
apes." H is eyes sparked l i ke an ign it ion . . .  no, l i ke d iamonds 
deep with i n  the earth. 

" Listen old man, I rea l ly  don't  care what you th ink. " H is 
smi le d ri pped mud. There was rea l ly no structure, j ust broken 
face. 

"No wait . . .  I 'm sorry, I d id n't mean to offend you. I just 
want to talk. My name's J ac k." He held out a pale claw and I 
automatical ly handed h im smooth perfect p lastic. We s hook. 
Me with precis ion ,  yet a gap was f i l led. "When I was a boy I 
worked on the farm my parents owned. We g rew fields of 
turn i ps and when the season turned, it was my job to bring 
them up from the g round. " H e  looked at me with eyes warm 
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l i ke popcorn in a pan and sm i le  buttery. H is hair l i ke salt. I was 
hungry. 

"Damn my wife, she was su pposed to pick me up over 
thirty m inutes ago." The old man moved closer on my com
ment. H e  remi nded me of the ch i ld  who wanted to break al l 
the locks. 

" I  used to be married but my wife d ied. I 've got th ree k ids. 
Now far away. Don't ever get o ld .  Don't ever know." Eyes l i ke 
yolk orbs s l id on me. "You shou ld be on b i l lboards or  
someth ing. You're perfect." 

"Dad, do you th ink  any of the g i rls  w i l l  dance with me?" 
" Of course. A l l  of them wi l l  want to dance with you. That's 

the game of it, you just have to be carefu l." I looked i n  the 
mi rror and cr i nged at the zit on my ch in . 

" But dad, I don't  understand." 
"Slowly one s l ides the neck of the bar in p lace and next 

th ing you know it's locked." 
" But dad, I don't understand." 

N o, regard less of my hunger. H is face was sti l l  cracked 
like earth drying up after a storm. H is smi le  dried wide. 

" N o, real ly, you shou ld, I ' m  sure you' re very popu lar. 
Women must have said th ings." I was amused. H is s m i le 
cracked at the corners, bits of earth flying.  "When I was young 
I was handsome." 

" She' s  late. Very late th is t ime." I said, wh i le looking at my 
watch.  

" Women," he  snarled, "good for  noth ing." I wanted to 
cement h i s  muddy face. M ake it fit i nto place. Log ical . " I ' m  
now alone . . .  I l ive in  a cardboard box where they feed me 
sawdust. " H e  paused for  the cars revv ing their  eng ines. 
Moving fast forward . . .  fast. " I was once l i ke you." I d id n't 
move. Only listened. Record i ng i nformation . . .  the tape 
moved forward. 

He came forward. "You' re very handsome. I wou ld  like to 
be friends with you . . .  g ood fr iends. " He came c loser. The 
tape ran o ut. I breathed al ive and moved away with instru
mental precis ion. Stepping out of the mud on a rainy day. 
"You' re go ing to be l ike me, don't look at me l i ke that, you' re 
going to be j ust l i ke me. You are me . . . I hope you l i ke 
sawd ust." I i gnored h i m  by looking at my watch. I thought 
about the smal l  co i led spr ings,  min iatu re levers, and the 
perfect metal worki ngs. "You don't know yet. H ow can you." 
H e  put h i s  claws on my arm. I shook, my wal l s  too th in ,  
wondering if I 'd  ho ld .  I 'd forg ive her poss i b ly, but  now she 
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was an hour late. 
" My w ife wi l l  be here soon." M u d  crumbled to d ust, which 

th ickened upon cement. I cou ld  on ly see cement. I wou ldn't  
know any more. 

"Yes," he s ighed. " She w i l l .  I know she wi l l ." I stared at h is  
shoes they were im itation leather. Raw im itat ion.  Real? I lost 
my sense of structure for a moment. The images changed 
and wou ldn't s it  sti l l ,  but only briefly. The old man patted my 
knee. I was cal m. He moved away from me and sat back 
against the bench. 

" H ey, doesn't anyone know when the bus is supposed to 
come?'' H i s  question was fol lowed with a round of moos. H e  
lit a cigarette then picked u p  The LA. Times a n d  turned to the 
funeral sect ion.  Caro l d rove up and un locked the passenger 
side door. I smi led and j u m ped in my cage. 
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B eaut i ful M e n I've 
K n own 

Laura Webster 

I p lay 
with the shrunken 
apple heads that 
s l i ther from the dra in  
across the bottom 
bleeding 
on the ceramic 
of my s ink  

They've sat i n  the  sun 
too long 
they've stared at  the i r  leaves 
all their  tiny l ives 
watch ing sun  beams crawl 
across their  sk in 

I hold my mother's kitchen 
knife 
across d ried out skins 
fo lded over from severance 
of the womb 

They s l ither s lowly sensing 
I may turn on the water 
blow their heads down a hole 
turn the d isposal on 
mash around their shrunken 
brains. 
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D i s hes 

Murray Harreschou 

I push away from the d inner table, 
push ing away from you. 
Our  argument l ies around us, 
leftovers on d i rty p lates. 

I turn on the tap, wasting im potent 
cold water. I squeeze o i ly  brown water 
from the sponge and lace it with J oy. 
Its thin wh iteness looks l i ke your  come. 

N ow the s ink  is  a pool with too-green lettuce 
floati ng and a c h i l i  can l i d  stu ck to the s ide. 
I g rind the d isposal but it clan ks 
from that part you d idn' t  fix. 

Steaming water eats away g rease, 
f in ish ing the tomato s l ice you d idn't. 
I scrub the p late and r inse it, front, 
back, and front again. You always leave bubbles. 

G lasses l i ne  up along the d ra in pan edge. 
I s l ide them next to the posit ioned 
plates. Cou ld  we be th is neat? 
I f in ish rins ing in  water 
that hurts my hands. 
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Sup pe r' s R eady 

Marlene Pearson 

Spoon: Ageless, I am round a s  the moon, 
a s i lver breast, comi ng to you in mystery 
push ing my metal i nto your soft infant  mouth. 

Fork: I am the stiff f ingers of a thumbless hand, 
nails all po i nt ing the same d i rection. 
I seem dogmatic, but have often bent 
to the will of a hot f ist. 

Kn i fe: H ard phal l i c  symbol, I am the real power. 
My grated edge wi l l  cut whatever 
it is you love to devou r. 
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Twenty yea rs afte r 

Marlen e Pearson 

the bal l  where she won the prince' s  heart, 
her feet sti l l  smal l  as a ch ina do l l's ,  
th ings were no longer a chi ldren' s tale 
with pu mpkin coach and miracu lous 
m ice transformed to wh ite mares. 
Twenty years after, she walked the shadowed ha l ls  
s ipping white wine 

wh i l e  the pri nce-that eternal romantic, that spo i led son, 
ran back to daddy's p lace at the palace 
carrying h i s  catalog ue, begg ing daddy 
to order h i m  another g lass s l i pper. 
Surely it wou ld bri ng h i m  a new love ly young lady, 
one without saggy breats, as Ci ndy had once been. 

B ut Ci ndere l la  had g rown up in ashes 
and knew love's burn, 
how d reams shatter l i ke dropped crystal. 
Even fairy godmother had d ied years ago. 
And thoug h  s he sweep and clean 
and s ing l i ke a swa l low, 
o ld pri nce charming wou ld  not be wise as myth. 

He was not content with her pure heart 
and mortal love. H e  was no wizard. 
He could not wipe the craw's feet from h i s  own eyes 
and h is  feet ached after a day at the courtyard. 
Yet he cl utched h is  dreams 
l ike the dr ink she poured h i m  when he came home, 
gu lping it down. 

He wou ld  have 3 or 4 more before he could face s leep. 
She knew he had no more power than a mouse. 
He was on ly a m idd le-aged man. 
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D ivo rce 

Marlen e Pearson 

He knocked on my door with i ron kn uckles and a plaster smi le, 
explain i ng: 

" I ' m  leaving/ marriage ru in ing my job/ you never do what 1/ 
can't keep my bushes tri mmed in the yard/ and you know 
how I need seX/ got to d ivorce." 

I s hook my head. It tu rned bruise g reen real iz ing someth i ng. 
I t  fe l l  off and landed on the desk near my typewriter. 
My r ight arm f lew out the wi ndow in rage. 

"se l l  houses/ you half/ we' l l  spl it d ishessheetstvcouch
gru bby anyway/ stuff you never wou ld  replace." 

My stomach became stone, d ropped to the f loor, 
ro l led down the ha l l  and out into the street, rest ing 
in  the coo l trick le of the gutter. 
An ear left my severed head and began typing poetry. 

" I ' m  keepi ng/ investments im portant to me/ don't touch 
my profits/ But  Anna is-" 

The other ear joi ned and they typed louder. 

" my main concern/ lovely ch i ld/ support 
one year/ that's al l." 

Spiders poured from my vag ina down to the floor 
weaving secrets in  red, then crawled away 
and h id  among the books in the case. 

" I  can't stay/ so you go-final decis ion/ 
I speak calm ly/ expect you to do the same." 

My feet stood there, j ust toes stiffen ing 
l i ke I 'd  been standing on ice for a long ti me. 
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The newly typed page began chanting sounds 
he had never heard before. He listen.ed. 
Smoke rose from his ears, mouth, privates. 
He fell in a heap of ashes. 
His head rested like a dull marble on top, 
glazed eyes looking up. 

My left arm slammed the door. My head yelled: 
feed the cats when you get up, 
they're scratching at the window. 
Theyve knocked over your geranium. 
I went to gather up the parts of me. 
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E rn est i n e's In s o m n i a  o r  
If Wr i nk l es we re He r 
G reatest Wo rry 

Marlene Pearson 

" Don't s leep on your face," Ernesti ne's mother always said, 
"You' l l  get wrink les." 
Ernestine buried her face deep in the soft percale 
comfort ing,  i mag in ing g raved i rt. 
People said, "Th ink of someth ing pleasant 
when you can't s leep-a meadow, count sheep." 
Ernestine saw worms, counted them as they laced her eyel ids 
leaving g ri t  from wherever it was they came 
upon the red of her eyebal ls. 

A l ist of s ho uld's kept repeating l ike a taped record ing 
in  her  head: B uy a black skirt, look "appropriate" 
for the d ivorce hearing. Cal l  the lawyer, 
or was it the baker, the candlestickmaker, Ia, Ia, Ia-

Her doctor jum ped the fence into her m ind. 
She m u mbled: I don't want to see you tomorrow e ither. 
I qu i t  you r  army. Too much marching 
wrinkles my feet. 

Instead of sheep, Ernestine heard her mother's worn-out words, 
" Don't tal k  to strangers" (but she does), 
" Lock your doors" (she doesn't) , 
" Bar you r  windows before you go to s leep." 
Ernestine breaks bars with bare dreams 
if she ever gets there. 
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Pearson/Ernestine's Insomnia 

She remembered be ing smal l, the preacher warn ing, 
"Ask forg iveness n ightly, all have s i nned. 
You don't know what you did wrong? You r ignorance, 
refusal to adm it, is s in  enough to get you i nto the fi res of hel l." 
She stammered out his prayer and swallowed his communion
stale cracker and j u ice that stuck i n  her th roat 
l i ke the d ried, hairy sk in  of an old man. 
She thoug ht: Preachers' shoes always bend up at the toes. 
Wri nkled leather. Too much prayer. 

Ton ight, Ernestine tried s incerity: 
Pray for th is s in ner, oh lord-
so I won't get wr ink les. She rol led over scrunch ing her face 
l i ke a prun e  into the p i l low and thanked the goose feathers 
for so much comfort. 

40 



Nancy Rosenblum 

E LOISE KLE I N  H EALY has publ ished three books of poetry
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The Retreat M aste r Ta lked 
About Pur i ty a n d  I L i ste ned 

Eloise Klein Healy 

I could not let myself know and the priest said 
we l l ,  yes, i t  is  a sin but more than that 
it's a cheap im i tation of someth ing e lse 
but I could not let myself know 
the hot swel l i ng was not g u i lt since by then 
remembering mouths and b l ind tongues in  their dark touching 
made my whole body order i tself to s i t  
up very calmly and stra ight ahead 
look at the priest and not look 
right or left or i t  wou ld seem to the others 
that I knew in a way I shou ldn' t  know 
what he was ta lk ing about 
and knew more about g u i l t than I cou ld say 
and could not say no to what I d id. 

Tongues, how kiss ing began standing then s itting  
with the top down and sea air and the k i sses 
moving to the th roat, the deep spot on the neck, 
the tongue there, and the priest in my m i nd 
with h is  tong ue saying, 
we know what i t's  a cheap im itat ion of 
and the hand s l id ing  from the wheel to my b louse, 
brus h ing  my breast, touch ing my shou lder, 
I cou ld not let myself know it  or stop it, 
my breast where J esus would have la in  as a baby, 
the priest saying J esus wanted us pure as a baby, 
that k iss ing a boy shou ldn't  make a g i rl feel d i fferent 
than kiss ing a telephone po le 
and I thou ght of the B lessed M other 
and if her l i ps wou ld  chastely press that wood 
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but how a tongue could send words along wi res 
connect ing straight to that spot in my lap, 
felt i t  start with the tongue 
and scared as the bra s l ipped over my n i pples, 
wh i le  under my hand, my hand under his hand 
press ing my hand, I could not get away, 
c losed my eyes tighter, opened, my hand on hard cloth 
then curl i ng hairs and what I had not seen, 
and h i m  touch ing my l eg and the priest sayi ng 
it was my fau lt 
that this might happen if I kissed 
or held or let those fee l ings for a boy fool me. 

So I could not let myself know I knew 
the warmth started f i rst, then the wet h e  rubbed 
in the wet and I felt my body press ing me 
and the 'priest said th is k ind of touch ing 
was for  married people on ly and I felt a married fee l ing 
as f ingers moved in  and out of me 
whi le I thought no a l l  the t ime and cou ld not let myself know 
in my body' s hot l u rch u nder a boy's f ingers 
that I wanted that married fee l i ng  in my tongue, 
on my tong ue a heavy flesh my mouth knew 
was no s ubstitute for someth ing else 
l ike the feel ing I was not supposed to know spurting into a kleenex 
and because it was wrong never into me. 
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You M ust Cha n g e  Your Li fe 
from "The Torso o f  Apollo" 
-Ri lke 

Eloise Klein Healy 

The stories say you r  animal 
will tel l you what you m ust d o. 
The tale from N icaragua adds this:  
that l i fe i n  the city is  cleaned of  the animal 
and you must go to the trees 
so your an imal can tell you what to change. 

When I write about trees 
I know I'm talking  about l ove. 

My an imal is a tree 
and my trees are birds 
and my b irds are animals 
who burst from their wa lking 
into a sky waiting for this transformation 
as if it had n oth ing else to d o  
b u t  receive. 

Whenever I change my l i fe 
I ask myself have I l istened 
to the right breezes. 
They are the tongues of all tongues 
and tile laughing enemies of al l  borders. 

Have I l istened enough 
beyond my f i rs t  knowledge 
that my animal  
is  the largest of plants? 
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E l o i se K l e i n  H ea ly: 
An I nte rv i ew 

Marlene Pearson 

North ridge Review: I n  you r  poem, " A  M i le Out of  Town" you 
said that as a ch i ld you were: 

Gene Autry and Roy Rogers, 
A footbal l  player in wh ite sandals, . . .  
A runn ing bedragg l ed Pygmy in  loose curls ,  . . .  
A l l  of it beg i n n i n g  to be a poet. 

When and how d id  the poet beg i n? 

Eloise Klein H ea ly: Weil l don't know that it happened a l l  of 
a sudden i n  one day. But  I was just talk ing to a friend of m ine 
about th is yesterday, another writer friend, and what we both 
came up with was that we real ly  l i ke words and that's why we 
are invo lved with writ ing i n  some way because bas ical ly, 
even beyond stories or even beyond poems, we l i ke the fact 
that there are words, and with words you make up real ity. 
When I was very smal l ,  my mother read to me a l l  of the t ime. I 
th ink  that it became a fact of my l ife that I knew that there was 
another real ity that words dealt with. That has always been 
part of my existence, the fact that there is what you l ive and 
there is  what you say about it ,  and then there is  how you say it 
which then makes it another real i ty al l together. N ot that it 
isn't true. I 'm not sayin g  that it changes the real ity, but I mean 
that when you start to make those dec is ions about what you 
wi l l  say and how you w i l l  say it, that transforms real ity i n  
certain ways, and makes i t  another k ind o f  real ity. I th i n k  that 
has always been developing in me since I was l i tt le, s ince I 
learned that words do that. N ow some people learn that 
drawing does that, or pai nt ing does that or  s i ng ing  or p laying 
a mus ical instru ment. B ut for a poet it' s defin itely that words 
do that. 

N R: What d id your mother read to you when you were a chi ld? 

EH: R obert Lou is  Stevenson's, A Child's Garden of Verses. 
That' s primari ly what I remember. This was a l l  before I was 
two years old.  As soon as I could learn to read, I was off on my 
own read ing.  It was to me the g reatest experience in l i fe-
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learn ing  to read and learn ing to write. It was abso l utely 
wonderful .  I d ied to learn handwrit ing.  That was my g oal in 
l ife. I t  seemed l i ke the most th ri l l i ng  th ing to be able to do, to 
do what was in those books. I was very d isappo inted when I 
went into the fi rst g rade and I found out that you d id n' t  do 
handwrit ing unti l  the second g rade. I cou ld see no reason to 
stay. I knew pri nt ing. Why sit  there for a whole year whi le  they 
did print ing? 

N R: You mentioned going through an experience then trans
form ing it i nto words. H ow successfu l  are you in chan g i ng 
words i nto a new real i ty? 

EH:  I th ink  what I f ind happen ing is  that even the best poem is 
not exactly what happened. And that's a l right because I th ink  
there is  no " exactly the  way it happens" in  the  world. J ust to 
remember an event alters it in some way because you don't 
have the whole th ing go ing on. You r  memory and you r  
predisposit ion tend t o  want t o  know certain  th ings more than 
others. You start to shape that experience in  un ique ways. I 
th i n k  that a poem is successfu l when there is some k ind of a 
balance struck between what I thought I wanted to tal k  about 
and what I eventua l ly tal ked about. I th i nk that every poem is a 
compromise. There is noth ing that is real ly pure rendering of 
an experience. I t' s  not that way. I t' s  always a l i tt le bit shaped. 
Somet imes it 's even better. I t' s  poss ib le  that the way I would 
say it g ives another d i mension to it .  I t  makes it more 
understandable to another person. I t  puts a color ing on it that 
maybe wasn't apparent in the fi rst p lace. 

N R: H ow does the v isual  affect your  writ ing, such as artwork 
or painti ngs? 

EH: I have a lot of friends who are v isual artists. I pri nted a 
couple of broad sheets of my poems, and i nvo lved in that is  
des ign ,  color cho ice of i nks, the i l l ustrat ion. I 've done a lot of  
photog raphy, so I th ink  that the v isual  e lement is  real ly  there 
al l of the time. And I ' ve worked with a lot of v isual artists who 
wanted to put writ ing into the i r  work so I th ink that there is 
quite a lot of crossover between the art forms. And maybe the 
way that we study them in  school causes our arbitrary 
div is ions to occur. But  if you look at the l ives of painters and 
writers, often pai nters write things and writers draw. J ames 
Thurber, for example, i l l ustrated lots of th ings .  Also, W i l l iam 
B lake spent h is  whole l i fe as a work ing artist. So it isn't  that 
these art forms are real ly ever separate. I t' s  the way that we 
deal with them that's separate. It separates us in a way that is 
total ly u nnecessary. I n  fact I th ink we see in our  own ti me very 
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interest ing resynthesizi ng in  something l i ke performance art 
i n  which people who are interested in theatre and i n  visual 
presentation and in  writing  take al l  those parts and put them 
back together and say "why can't one person make al l  of 
those th ings?" Why not? What' s  the big d eal about it. You are 
vision i ng someth i ng, you are seeing someth ing .  Why can't 
you also deal with all of the forms that it m ight appear in? I 
wou ld  l i ke to do that a lot more myself. 

N R: How do you i n itiate a poem? 

EH: I th ink that I just try and cause someth i ng .  Then I see 
where it w i l l  go. That's one way of doing it. For example, the 
Artemis poems that I 'm writing, I had an idea. But I d idn' t  
know what it was going to turn out to be.  I on ly knew that I was 
interested in that goddess figu re as she appeared in a lot of 
different cu ltures. Actual ly, I d idn't start out with Artemis.  I 
started out with Diana because her name and even the 
l ingu istic e lements of her name come from an older time than 
the Roman t ime. As I started to research that, I thought wel l ,  
i nstead of  Diana what I rea l ly  want to  do i s  take a look at 
Artemis because I was i nterested in  the hu ntress aspect-the 
solitary h unter. And then I started to do research on her and I 
began to understand why I had gone that way. I t was because 
in my own l ife I was tryi ng to find out what sol itude meant. So 
there was someth ing in there that was drawing me and 
making me be interested. So I caused myself to have 
someth ing happen. I 've done that a lot of t imes w ith certain 
projects where I have started and then I fol lowed it. I t's  l ike 
you throw a path out in front of yourself and you don't qu ite 
know where you put it. Does that make sense? 

N R: I n  order to accompl ish that you must need t ime and 
space. Virg in ia  Woolf said that a woman needs a room of her 
own in order to f ind th is so l itude you seem to be talk ing about. 
Once you mentioned that some women f ind the sol itude to 
create in thei r cars. A lot of your  poems make references to 
driving. Where is your room? I s  it, sometimes, in you r car? 

EH: Going in between th ings has been often where I am. 
There is a lot of time spent in between.  I th ink  that is  a time that 
a lot of poems in A Packet B eating Like A Heart tend to 
explore. I ' l l  be th ink ing about something and the actual 
physical c i rcumstances of my l ife are in an automobi le. So 
the pressure of those two things together makes one be the 
metaphorical vehic le for the other one. I th i n k  that is proven 
then by what happens in Ordinary Wisdom because I ' m  out i n  
a p lace where I ' m  tota l ly  i n  the country and I ' m  isolated from 
every body. I don't have e lectricity. The poems al l  sound l i ke 
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they come out of a place l i ke that. They're contemplative. 
They aren't fast. The lang uage is very steady and s mooth. 
Noth ing i s  be ing pi led u p. There aren't a lot of consonants 
popping  up against each other. The form is  much more 
trad it ional .  I real ly th ink that poets are very much c reatures of 
place. Look at someone l i ke R i chard H ug o  who was up i n  
Montana writ ing. The whole story of h is  l i fe i s  being worked 
out in cou ntry bars and p laces that have burned down and 
old towns and f ish that he's caught and streams that he has 
waded in  and long h ig hways that he's driven on. Those 
places become what carry the m essage. I th ink  that work ing 
in Los Angeles,  you are go ing to have a lot of that in  there. You 
can't help but have some cars in you r  l i fe. 

N R: When do you do most of you r  writ ing? 

EH:  Whenever I can. Sometimes I can get a day a week now, 
but that's pretty hard-to get a whole day. I took last su mmer 
off and wrote and that was g reat. I j ust had s ix or seven weeks 
of u n interru pted t ime in which a l l  I had to do was wander 
around my house and do whatever I wanted. I d idn't  have to 
be anywhere. I d idn't have to cal l  anybody back because I 
turned on the answering machine and said I 'm  not really 
ava i lable much at al l to anybody. And it  was wonderfu l .  
Because I f ind out that when I have ti me, I do write. I t' s  not that 
I have a writ ing block at the moment. I t' s  that I have a work 
block. I have a lot of th ings that I have to do and I can't write as 
much as I want. 

N R: What k ind of inf luence has teach ing had on your  writ ing? 

EH: Wel l , I think that I tend to want to be very clear. I 've been 
teach i ng for twenty years as of next year. I understand how 
people understand th i ngs because I 've taug ht lots of d ifferent 
kinds of brains .  When I write a poem, it' s real ly i m portant to 
me that people u nderstand me. I know that in some theoreti
cal c i rc les that is a k ind of stu pid notion-being understood 
in that way is not an i mportant c rit ical test to some people. I 
th ink i t' s  not only because I have taught a lot, I th ink it i s  
because when I was a kid I g rew u p  i n  a restau rant. I learned 
that you deal with whoever comes i n. Life is deal ing with lots 
of d ifferent k inds of people-not j ust people who have had 
poetry c lasses, or not just people who have co l lege educa
tions, but just people. I don't th ink i t' s  bad that my poetry i s  
pretty much  understood by people who don't know anyth i ng 
about poetry. I n  fact I k ind of l i ke the fact that if somebody 
reads my poetry he or s he gets a notion that maybe they can 
understand it  o r  maybe that even they cou ld write someth ing .  
There's a lot of e l i t i sm in  what k ind of  aud ience you want to 
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aim for. I th ink  that th is is  one of the th ings, particu larly in  
America, that we shou ld  look at a l ittle  more in  terms o f  the 
way we deal with art. We make art very far removed from most 
people's experience. I th i n k  that is  an i mportant experience 
for h u man beings to have- not just that they look at 
someth ing, but that they would l i ke to do it too. 1 th ink  that the 
Olympics proved that on the level of sport. I f  you look at all of 
these wonderfu l ,  wel l-trai ned ath letes then maybe the next 
t ime you go to the gym you have a fee l ing about why you do it. 

N R: Did the O lym pics have anyth ing to do with your choice of 
Artem is? 

EH: N o, but I th ink  that it d id do someth ing about the way 1 
looked at the female ath letes because I 'm real ly  interested 
with the Artemis fig u re in deal ing  with someone who is  
muscu lar, physical, so l i tary, a hunter who basical ly owns the 

woods. You know the Robert Frost poem asking whose 
woods are these? Those woods are Artem is' woods. There's 
no doubt about it. 

N R: Did you work with J udy G rahn in the idea of myth? 

EH: She used to be my neigh bor. She l ived down the street 
from me for about a year. N ow, she is my fr iend although she 
l ives in  the Bay area. We don't see each other as m uch but we 
talk on the phone pretty reg u larly. I have a very good 
relationsh i p  with her, not on ly  as a friend but as a poet. We do 
talk about things that relate to poetry-how we f ind th ings out 
orwhat we think is i m portantto be doi ng. I t' s  fun ny, i t' s  not l i ke 
some snazzy salon tal k. I t's  l i ke going down the road or go ing 
to the ai rport, or going to the g rocery store. I t's  just normal tal k  
about what i s  i t  that you do o r  what d i d  you read. She' s  a very 
generous person. I n  fact, most of the people that I know who 
are poets are extremely generous. She knows that I 'm 
working on Artemis so she gave me some references in  a 
book that she has j ust written. She said I should look i nto 
these two people; they are probably Artemis f igures. I 'm 
look ing for  a certain th ing for  her that she wants to  know. My 
job is  to try to find a certa in  book for her because J udy needs 
that footnote. Those k inds of connections are reg u lar  dai ly 
l ife connections and they are also qu ite marvelous. 

N R: J udy G rahn has been inf luenced by Adrienne R ich. H as 
the "common lang uage" theme infl uenced your  writ i ng? 

EH: Oh yes. I don't th i n k  that there is  any way that if you are a 
woman writ ing these days that you can avoid the issue. And if 
you do avoid the issue, I th ink  it is  probably bad for you 
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because i t  is  an issue i n  the world. I t' s  as real as sayi ng that 
we have problems with nuc lear war. I t's  someth ing that's 
here, that's been raised, the power rat io  between men and 
women is ,  and has been, terri bly inequ itab le, and that has 
done someth ing to form the way both men and women are. It 
hasn't been good for either s ide. I f  you don't add ress that as 
an issue in  you r  work in  some way, I don't know what world 
you are in. I th ink that I have often felt the pressure of some of 
the topics that other women poets have written about when I 
have had noth ing to say about those topics, or I haven't 
known what I thought and I wou ld  start to explore it. In a bad 
way I wou ld  feel  that I had a respons ib i l ity to deal with that 
topic along s i m i lar l i nes. That can be pretty restrictive. I know 
that I 've said that you have to deal with these iss ues, but I 
want to make a f ine d isti nction. It gets to be restrictive when I 
th ink  that I have to deal with the issue i n  the same way they a l l  
d id. What i f  I even have a d ifferent attitude? Because there is  
such a th ing in  the movement as being pol itical ly correct. You 
say " PC" to a practicing fem i n ist and she' s  going to know 
what you' re talk ing about. There have been lots of po l it ica l ly 
correct th i ngs to do and lots of pol it ica l ly incorrect th ings to 
do-th i ng s  to say, th ings to th ink, th ings to wear, places to be. 
It' s l i ke any other movement, it's no d ifferent. So for a wh i le  
there were lots of poems about moons. I thought what i n  he l l  
do I know about the moon? So I started, qu ite fortu itous ly, 
l iv ing accord ing to the moon instead of the calendar. I d id 
that for a whi le. I l ived from fu l l  moon to fu l l  moon, and I tried 
not to th ink of whether it was the f i rst week of the month or  the 
second week of the month. In fact I j ust got a moon calendar 
as a present for next year. So I think maybe I ' l l  go  back on the 
" moon calendar'' and see what that' s about. I t's  a very 
different way of structur ing you r  t ime. It has an actual ,  
phys ical affect on the way you th ink o r  feel .  

N R: Do you fee l a pressure to deal with fem i n ist topics? 

EH: J ust l i ke anybody else there have been th ings that I 
haven't part icu larly wanted to th i n k  about, and then there is  
that added th ing of we l l ,  maybe I ' m  go ing to have to write 
about this. I don't th ink a consciousness change ever stops, 
and once you learn someth ing it g radual ly leads you to 
understand that you have to learn someth ing else as wel l .  
There have been so many wonderfu l  books that have come 
out by women poets in  the last ten years that it has just been a 
barrage of th ings to deal w ith. There are people who are 
standing up and saying "Th ink  about this !" I t' s  not always 
easy to then res pond and say, okay I ' l l  th ink  about that and I ' l l  
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try to g ive you someth ing back about that. I t's  tough. B ut I feel 
that I had to do a tremendous amount of reach ing and 
stri pping stuff away j ust to respond. Whether or  not I have 
been successfu l  i n  my poems, I don't know. I can't always say 
that, but just to even have that stuff work ing,  it may not even 
show up in a poem yet. I don't know. I rea l ly be l ieve in an 
archeology of poetry. So many th ings are in layers and even 
to get to where you want to go, you m ight have to write th i rty 
layers down to the th i n g  that you rea l ly want to tal k  about. So I 
th ink  that these topics have pus hed me through some layers 
that I had to go into. 

N R: I noticed in Ordinary Wisdom that you picked Oriental 
characters which then i n itiated a poem for you. Do you sti l l  
look for th ings to in itiate you r  writ ing? 

EH: With the project that I 'm work ing on, the Artemis poems, I 
haven't had to worry too much about what I ' m  going to write 
about. I 've had th ings that have caused me to write about 
certain  subjects. N ow I have a backlog of topics that I have 
started for myself that I have never gotten a chance to f in ish.  I 
think that I said at my last read ing that I was doing an 
exploration of my fami ly, where they had come from, what 
kind of cu ltural heritage I had being raised as a wh ite person 
in  America. And i t  opened up to me after starti ng to do it, 
actual ly going to my parent's house with a tape recorder and 
asking about things and tal k ing about people who I re
membered but, being a ch i ld ,  not knowing much about those 
people.  So I had my im pressions and my parents knew 
things. I was also trying to f ind out a lot about my g rand
parents and my great grandparents. I d idn't have a lot of 
fami l iarity with some of them. So I have a l l  of that other stuff 
yet that I haven't even gotten f in ished. I don't know if I '  II ever 
get to even work on it a lot. B ut I 'm not fee l ing lost for topics 
currently. 

N R: There is a b road d ivergence of form and content in your 
two latest books, A Packet Beating Like A Heart and Ordinary 
Wisdom. How do you account for th is? 

EH: I n  the first place, A Packet Beating Like A Heart was 
written largely in Los Angeles, a major u rban area. At that time 
in my l ife I was streaki ng around everywhere. I had a lot of 
turmo i l  go ing on. And I th ink  that i s  very apparent. It's a book 
about a lot of d isappoi ntments in a way. I t  was also a book 
that was put togethe r  as a co l lection of poems. I t  was not 
written according to a plan. I t  came out of s ixty some pages 
and the script was orig i na l ly about twice that large. So these 
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poems came together because the pub l i shers and I decided 
that these poems h ad some relationsh i p  with each other i n  
that way. They represented a person in  a n  u rban s ituation 
doi ng certai n  th ings, and dea l ing  with certai n  i ssues. 

N R: And not accord ing  to chronology. 

EH:  N o, they are not c h ronolog ical. I t's  how they each s it with 
each other. The other  book, Ordinary Wisdom was written in  a 
six week period of t ime. I was i n  a tota l ly  rural s ituat ion. I had a 
plan that I wanted to fo l low. I had def in ite bou ndaries of what 
was go ing to be i n  there. Also, my l ife was very d i fferent 
althoug h I don't th ink  that the turmo i l  I was going through in  
my l ife when that book was written is  evident. I th ink, i nstead, 
that sounds l ike it's coming from a person who has rea l ly  got 
a lot of th i ngs settled, though I d idn't fee l that. I was al most on 
the way to havi ng some stuff settled, but probably I knew that 
it was sett led unconscious ly. That's why those two books are 
so d ifferent. They were made out of totally d i fferent cloth. 

N R: You have near the center of Ordinary Wisdom, a poem, 
" Making a Sacrifice." Th i s  was a d isqu iet ing poem to me. 

EH: Yes. When I was down there, one of the th ings on my 
mind was prayer. I don't know why. I was th inking about the 
way people pray and why they do it .  And that's a poem that is 
supposed to encaps ulate everyth ing.  But i t' s  a big job for one 
l itt le poem. I don't even know i f  i t  gets anywhere near it, but I 
was th ink ing more about the w i lder, pr imi tive aspects of 
prayer i n  which you take someth ing that is real im portant to 
you and you k i l l  it for somebody e lse. That's very far removed 
from the kind of nam by-pamby prayers that we now have in 
most of our  re l ig ions. L ike that poem says, " Prayers are 
easier./ they don't spl u rt blood al l over the b ushes/ and the 
stone steps." I was read ing a lot about rel ig ions that used 
an i ma l  sacrif ice. I was th inking about how some forms of 
prayer are so v io lent and immediate. You can look at them 
and you can see what they' re about. I th i n k  that the prayers we 
have are unclear. You don't know what they are about. They 
don't say anyth i ng. 

N R: I n  your  poem, " Dear Fr iend, My Priest," the speaker says, 
"You belong to a smal l god." What part does rel ig ion play in  
you r  poetry? 

EH:  I t  p lays a b ig part. I t h ink  it 's one of those pressures i n  
one's l ife t o  behave in  certa in  ways. I went t o  Catho l ic  school 
every year of my l i fe but one. I went to g rammar school ,  h igh  
school , col lege, and g raduate school .  I have a theology 
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minor. I know a lot about rel ig ion. I even, in  my senior  year, 
considered going into a rel ig ious order. I also suffered a g reat 
disappoi ntment in the whole set-up. I found that there's a b ig 
difference between what the church says and what it does. 
And I, for one, am not go ing to bel ieve it anymore. So my 
involvement with i nstitutional rel i g ion ended at that point. 
Now, th is is not to say that I don' t  have a lot of spi ritual 
interests. I do have a lot of those ki nds of i nterests, but I have 
felt that the rel ig ion from my ch i ldhood was very repressive, 
very much d i rected toward bu i ld ing a complacence and a 
rote rel ig ious feel ing .  I j u st th ink  that's not what I want to do 
with any kind of sp i ritua l i ty that I have. 

N R: I see a med itative qual ity in Ordinary Wisdom. Does 
Eastern rel i g ion play a role in your th i nk i ng? 

EH: Yes, I have read a lot of stuff about Eastern re l ig ion .  I 
have had many friends who have been invo lved in various 
meditative med i ums. I have some other fr iends who have 
been i nvolved i n  Buddh ist practices. I have taken Aikido 
which is a martial art that's very sp i ritual and a tota l ly  non
violent martial  art. I t  has a lot to do with gett ing th i ngs i n  the 
un iverse i nto a proper relat ionsh ip. You put forces i nto 
balance. I th ink  that's a lot more interest ing way to talk about 
rel i g ion. I 've read a lot of Ch inese poetry, J apanese poetry, 
and I ' m  sure that has had an inf luence. 

N R: Was that part of your plan in Ordinary Wisdom s i nce you 
were us ing the Chinese ideograms. 

EH: I made a plan to do it, then I had to f igu re out how to do it. 
Actual ly  I kind of did i t  backwards. I went to China after I wrote 
that book. I don't always do th i ngs sequential ly. 

N R: Do the poems make the i r  own form? 

EH: Yes. For example, in  A Packet B eating Like A Heart the 
l i nes are real ly long, the poetry is  real ly  dense. If you look at it 
on the page it  a lmost loo ks l i ke it 's prose. At that poin t  I was 
just try ing to ru n real long l i nes out because I had a lot to say 
and it was rush ing out even though it wasn't being written in a 
rush. A couple of those poems in there took a lmost a year, but 
they look l i ke someone j ust  went " bam, bam, bam, bam." B ut 
ifs not true. Those l i nes got constructed word by word by 
word. But when I read them what I wanted them to sound l i ke 
was th is  b ig rush of emotion, energy or crazi ness. Then there 
have been t imes when I rea l ly wanted to write l itt le t iny skinny 
poems. B ut for me that's the rarest th ing of a l l. I bas ical ly  don't 
l ike l i tt le sk inny things. 
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N R: So it's very important to you how a poem looks? 

EH: Yes. And I also don't l i ke to indent much. I always want to 
go right over to that left marg in  for some reason. I don't know 
why it i s  but I f ind that very few of my poems have anyth ing  
that's k ind  of  i n  the middle ,  then over atthe edge, then back in  
the m idd le. 

N R: Do you feel that poetry is  a verbal art form or a written art 
form? 

EH:  Wel l ,  I rea l ly  tend to th ink of poetry as verbal most of the 
time. I tend to th ink  of the sound effect of poems. That's what I 
th ink of f i rst. Then what it looks l i ke on the page is second. 
That's another d istingu ish ing factor between A Packet Beat
ing Like A Heart and Ordinary Wisdom. I have always had a 
fee l ing  that Ordinary Wisdom is a book that's meant to be 
read by the reader and not necessari ly heard.  Even when the 
book f i rst came out, I d id n' t  l i ke to read it a loud at read ings.  I 
felt that they were qu ieter and t in ier and more vulnerable and 
it was almost as though they shou ldn't be so loud. But I real l y  
bel ieve i n  my own l ife as  a poet that I l i ke to  g o  out  and read 
poems. I always f ind that I do want to go out and I do want to 
take th ings to where people are. I do want people to hear. I 
th ink  that is another factor i n  why I l i ke to write things that are 
fai rly clear. I wou ld  l i ke people to be able to u nderstand i t  
when they hear it. That wi l l  set me u p  for  judgement because 
many people don't fee l that way. That m ight make a poem 
much too easy and therefore it's kind of l i ke a throw away 
poem. My answer to that is that any poem I take out to a 
read ing ,  I also know that if someone reads it and starts to look 
into it they are going to f ind more than j ust that top level. 

N R: Do you consciously strive for u nderstatement? 

EH: N o. I just conscious ly strive to tel l  the truth about a 
situat ion.  

N R: Do you work at the typewriter? 

EH:  Very rarely. B ut with these Artemis p ieces, they've a l l  
been done on a typewriter. I wrote the first one in  penc i l. I was 
exerc is ing and th is idea came into my head and I thought, Oh 
God,  I 've got to stop exerc is ing and write th is th ing down. I 
real ly d idn't  want to. I wanted to f in ish my exerc is ing ,  then I 
wanted to go work. B ut then I thought oh no, I 'd better g o  do it. 
So I g ot up and wrote some of it down, then went back to do 
some more sit u ps. F ina l ly  I thought, no more exerc is ing for 
today. I went downsta irs and put some paper in  the typewriter 
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and I d id five pages. I j ust stayed there for the next th ree 
hours. Sometimes I 'd  just s i t  around, look out the window, 
then write some m ore. F inal ly, after four hours I decided that I 
just had to stop. But I very rarely do that; so that too is a new 
fee l ing and I don' t  know where that comes from. 

N R: Virg in ia  Woolf said she needed q u iet during periods of 
writ ing so the character could l ive. Does a fictional character 
l ive with you through the day? H ow does she assume 
herself? 

EH: Sometimes I try and say to myself what's going on rig ht 
now to get a fee l ing for it. I ' m  trying to let myse lf know that I 
real ly don't know what's happening but that I l i ke it. I try to 
leave it a lone to the degree that I don't th ink  I have to start 
making it be someth ing.  I pay attention to the fact that I have 
an idea, that I know what it's  about and I don't push it. At the 
same time I tel l  myself to work on it, which is  d ifferent. Don't 
push it, but work on it. 

N R: Do th i ngs happen in you that change your poetry or are 
you changed from looking at you r  poetry? 

EH: Both of those th ings have happened. I have written stuff 
that I didn't know what in the world it was about, then after I 
read it I thought, my goodness, look what I have said, look 
what I have been th inking about and working on i n  myself. 
Whafs this? And other t imes it has been the oppos ite way. I 
th ink  that I 've experienced both ways. I don't necessari l y  
prefer o n e  over the other. I ' m  wi l l i ng t o  take whatever I can 
get. 

N R: I n  your  Artemis poems, did you do extens ive research, 
and if so, where? 

EH: There are certa in  d ictionaries of gods and goddesses. 
Also, I pay attention to art. I rea l ly  want to look at G reek vases 
and statuary and get a sense of what Artemis was wearing, 
who was with her. Beside dogs; what other animals are 
associated with Artemis? These kinds of th ings are what 
concern me. I tal k  to people and ask, "What do you know 
about Artem is?" I i nterview people. I ask, "What do you th ink  
about h u nting? What do you th ink  you are h u nting?" Th i ngs 
l i ke that. I t  doesn't real ly matter where I get my information. 
Often one book wil l  lead to another. lfs kind of l i ke doing a 
term paper on ly I don't have to keep myself with i n  any 
bou ndaries. There's as m uch fortu i tous gett ing off the path as 
there is staying on it. I just try to g o. 

N R: You mention dogs i n  several of your  poems as i n  "A M i le 
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Out of Town": "There was always a half- breed dog/ to fo l low 
me home." Was there real ly a mongrel that fol lowed you 
home when you were a ch i ld  as you write about in  your  
poems? 

EH:  I always had dogs that were made out of who knows what 
because I l ived in a farm ing commun ity, and people d i d  not 
have dogs as pets as m uch as they had dogs that worked on 
the farm e ither to  he lp bring the cows in  or to  guard the 
property. Cats were not pets. They were there to d eal with the 
rodent population in  the corn b ins. Where I come from the 
an imals worked. A purebred dog wou ldn't have a place in  th is 
kind of commun ity because it couldn't  work. You have to 
have animals that are stu rdy and hefty and can be out i n  the 
cold weather. That is  where I learned about dogs. I just l i ke 
the way dogs approach l i fe. They tend to be kind of relaxed in  
most instances. They do the i r  job as  dogs, but  they l i ke to 
hang around a lot. They also have an interest ing approach to 
going p laces. They go r ight where their  noses go. I th ink  that 
maybe that's what I try to do when I get myself loose enough 
to write poetry. What' s  interest ing to me is  to just put my nose 
down to where the scent is  and just go. 

N R: Do you write fiction at a l l? 

EH: I 'm  starting to. I d idn' t  th i n k  I was o ld  enough to write 
fict ion for a long ti me. And now, I th ink  that I am old enough. 

N R: Why d idn't  you th ink that you were o ld enough? 

E H :  I hadn't l ived enough.  I hadn't l ived enough ways. I had 
been a good Catho l ic  g i rl for such a long ti me, and I had to 
find other ways. I had to be able to look at other people and 
rea l ly look at them. I cou ldn' t  look at them with my ideas of 
what they were doing but j ust look at them. So, in  learning to 
doth at, I 'm  going to be writ ing some fiction. I did a l ittle  bit th is  
summer. I made a comm itment to myself that I was going to at 
least start and f in ish  one story. So I d id that th is  sum mer and I 
sent it out to a couple of fr iends of mine and I 'm wait ing to get 
it back, and they are going to tel l  me what they th ink. Then I ' l l  
probably make revis ions on it. I have another story in  m i nd, 
but I th ink I haven't learned enough about it yet. I n  order to 
write about stories I have to learn about them from writ ing 
them and not from what I know about them and how they are 
supposed to be. The fi rst story that I wrote this su mmer was i n  
a very trad it ional format. There were people and they d o  
someth ing and then they do other th i ngs a n d  then there i s  a 
change i n  them. They d o  someth ing e lse. And then it's over. 
But the next th ing that I wou ld I i ke to write i s  not I i ke that at a l l .  
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I n  fact I th ink it' s probab ly much more l i ke a long prose poem. 
It's going to be cal led " Kiss i ng." I was insp i red at the Everly 
Brothers concert that I went to this su mmer when I rea l ized 
that tons of their songs are about that. 

N R: You wrote another poem with a humorous tone i nvolving 
another level of re l ig ion with k iss ing, "The Retreat M aster 
Talked about Purity and I Listened." Could you tel l us about 
that? 
E H: That i s  a dead ly serious poem. I mean, I know it' s fun ny. I 
meant it to be funny. But  at the same t ime it' s rea l ly, to me, one 
of the most serious poems I 've done in  terms of real ly  female 
experience, and also, the other issue that's in  there that's 
always an im portant issue to me is what do I know that I know 
I' m not supposed to? I th ink that's a real issue for women. 
What do I know that I ' m  not supposed to know? And I know 
that I know it when I 'm not su pposed to know it. 

N R: Don't those k ind of things awaken from poem to poem? 

EH: Yes, and s l ugging it out through your l i fe, real ly. I th ink i t  
comes in  there f i rst. I t' s  j ust hard to tel l  one's self the truth. 
There are so many things that we are trained to bel ieve that 
we are not supposed to see. We know we are not supposed to 
know them. We see them, we know them, we feel them, but 
they aren't su pposed to fit i nto our  frameworks, so we make 
them not f i t  i nto our framework. And then, I th i nk, when you get 
your consciousness raised about someth ing,  suddenly all of 
those o ld th i ngs that you have stuck somewhere, j ump out. 
And then comes the price of paying for putt ing them away 
where they didn't  belong. Everyth ing i n  my rel ig ious  train ing 
was ai med at  convi nc ing me and a l l  of  my contemporaries 
that women were to be held responsib le  for any sexual 
transgress ions that men comm itted. That's what that poem 
was about, that no matter what happened, because I was the 
g i rl ,  I was going to be responsib le, and the second part of that 
was I was not s upposed to feel anyth i ng that I was fee l i ng, 
and i f  I d id feel i t ,  I was s upposed to pretend that I d idn't  know 
it. And it seems to me, that vvith that kind of th inking, how can 
you be responsible for anyth ing because it is  a double b ind. 
You're not su pposed to do someth ing,  but in order not to do it, 
you've got to know i t, b ut you' re not supposed to know it. So 
how in the he l l  are you s upposed to f ig ure o ut what you' re 
going to do? That's l i ke taking somebody by the throat and 
l itera l ly choki ng them to death. It doesn't pay any respect to 
feel ings-only to some l i ne that gets d rawn somewhere, and 
you aren't supposed to even know that there is  a l i ne drawn. 
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At the same t ime you' re more respons ib le for where the l i ne  is .  
So that's why I th ink  that poem is  to me a very ser ious one in 
its intent. 

N R: I n  an artistic sense, do you f ind the female experience 
d ifferent from the male experience? 

EH: I th ink that it' s  d i fferent, very different. I th ink there' s even 
a d ifference in female experiences from woman to woman. I 
th ink that if you look at the k ind of writ ing that women have 
been doing in the last ten years, one thing that's going to pop 
up i mmed iately is  that there is a d i fference in female ex
perience between lesbian poets and straight women poets i n  
terms of what kinds o f  topics each g roup may fee l i mportant 
to deal with, such as differences in language usage, in  
relation to  the topics wh ich  are  covered, d ifferent attitudes 
toward any number of th i ngs. Take a look at Adrienne Rich 's 
poetry i n  the development of her work and in  the way her 
topics are moved arou nd. Then compare her with somebody 
l i ke Denise Levertov. Those two women are havi ng very 
different experiences of the world as women. And, in that 
case, it has to do with sexual orientation in some ways. You 
can't ignore that fact. Or  look at J udy G rahn's work. She i s  
bring ing u p  a d ifferent set o f  topics. So I t h i n k  that those 
experiences are d ifferent. I don't feel that i t  is  a bad thing that 
men and women have d ifferent experi ences. I th ink that it is  a 
bad thing if we try to say a l l  writers have the same experiences 
and that there's no d ifference. 

N R: H ow do you feel about l i terary crit ic ism? Do you write 
literary critic ism you rself? 

EH:  Well ,  I do some book reviewing which I don' t necessari ly 
cal l l i terary crit ic ism,  because the th ings I write for the LA. 
Times are real ly just book reviewing. I t's  not go ing i nto very 
much depth about where th is book fits i n  the world of 
l iterature. I t' s  main ly a synopsis of the book and a way of 
tel l i ng the reader whether he or she should buy it. I have done 
some writ ing for the newspaper that comes out of N ew York 
cal led The New Women's Times and Feminist Review, and i n  
that instance I had a n  opportun ity t o  d o  a l ittle b i t  more i n  
depth study. And last year I d id  someth i n g  for a program at 
Cal State Long Beach which was about femin ist imagery i n  
the last ten years i n  relation to spatial d i mensions.  I t' s  another 
one of those areas that I 'd l i ke to do more of, but when? 

N R: You mentioned that in A Packet Beating Like A Heart you 
inc luded about half of the poems that you orig ina l ly intended. 
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Where's the other half, and have they been publ ished? 

EH: You know that' s  a real question that I 've been th ink ing 
about lately. Where are those poems? I actual ly have a pretty 
good idea of where they are. There's one poem that d idn't get 
publ ished which was tota l ly accidental. We sent it out to be 
reset because the typesetter had set it wrong.  The typesetter 
never sent it back and we d idn't notice it unti l the book was 
already publ ished. B ut I know that it had already been 
publ ished in a magazine. Some of those poems were pub
l ished in other p laces, but I don't have much energy to get 
them together because i t  seems to me that that's over. That 
period of t ime is over. The energy that I have, and the t ime that 
I have are not enough to do that kind of project. M aybe if I ' m  
good enough, someone can do that when I ' m  dead. I t' s  not 
something that is  on my m ind, th ink ing about what wi l l  
happen after I ' m  dead. I 'm main ly th ink ing about when I 'm 
awake. That's my biggest concern. 

N R: When you write a poem that you l i ke, do you usual ly hold 
it for a col lection or  do you send it out to be publ ished. 

EH: I send them out. I try to look around and f ind someplace 
that might l i ke it. I 've got some stuff out in the mai l  r ight now, 
and I 've just had some poems accepted for an anthology that 
will be publ ished soon. I n  fact, I 'm now rev is ing some of those 
pieces. I don't send out as much as I shou ld. I t  takes t ime, so 
there's the factor of not havi ng time enough. Sometimes, i f  I 
have a day in the week to write, I wi l l  take the day to write 
rather than type up copies of poems and package them up 
and make a s ubm ission.  That's one of  the reasons that I j ust 
bought a computer. I want to get all of my poems on a 
computer so that when it comes t ime to make a subm ission I 
can cut down the steps of typ ing up the poem new orgo to the 
xerox shop to get it done. I t  w i l l  take me some time to get the 
poems on the com puter, but I th i n k  that in the long run it's 
going to make me feel better about submitt ing poems. We' l l  
see. That's my plan. 

N R: Barbara Walters once asked in one of her i nterviews, " I f 
you were a tree, what k ind of tree would you be?" How would 
you respond to that question? 

EH: I t's  interesting that you asked me that because my 
poems are f i l led with trees. One of my poems says that when I 
write about trees I know that I ' m  talk ing about love. To me, 
trees and forests and b ranches and leaves are s omehow 
what love is  metaphorical ly. I think that trees are the g reatest 
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th ings in the world. I, at one t ime, had an extremely c lose 
relationsh i p  with an Italian Cypress at I mmaculate H eart 
Col lege. It was near the l ib rary steps. That tree and I were 
friends. And even now, on my way to school, I take a certa in  
way to come here because I can drive through a l i ttle tree 
farm and I th ink  that it is j u st an amazing fee l ing to be able to 
drive th rough the tree farm. There are a lot of l ittle trees and 
they are a l l  going to be planted someplace, and I l i ke that a 
lot. I n  fact, they were p lant ing d ifferent trees on campus th is  
year; I wish I wou ld  have been ab le to go and see that. I p lan 
to plant some trees th is  winter. Trees are as much above as 
below, and I real ly l i ke that idea. Poems are l i ke that too. Love 
is l i ke that. If I were going to be any tree right now, I th ink I ' m  
sti l l  i nterested i n  Cypress trees. 
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Beans 

Michael Craig 

J ac k  d reamed 
that at the marketplace 
he traded in his cow 
for a b riefcase and 
busi ness su it, 
and that he c l i m bed a 
stalk of steel and concrete 
and foug h t  with a g iant that 
would have ground h i m  i nto 
d ust if he had s l i pped 
a step c l i m bing.  
H e  d reamed of getti ng 
h is ult imate goose and 
of being d i s i l l us ioned 
when he found that i t  
was just  a nervous stomach 
and Turns. 

Jack awoke d renched 
in a cold sweat. 
And at dayb reak he took h is  
cow to the marketplace and 
traded it for 
some beans. 

62 



J an e n e  S ixtee n 

Cathy Comenas 

The two o f  us off 
the s ide of the road 
marina del rays rocky coast l ine 

The first m inutes of  s i lence 
then crash ing of champagne 
against our brains 

We talk about our l ives 
Janene s ixteen wanting to be 
twenty five 
eyes meet, l i ps l i nger tast ing 
of ocean and champagne 

I l i ke men too 
she tel ls  me 
my hand barely holds me up 
men are fleas that bite me 
when I l ie on the sand 

We giggle as we leave love in mid air 
The bottle of champagne comfortab le 
in her hand 
I watch the ripp l ing waves beneath 
Janene s ixteen 

Fal l i ng in my lap 
she says l ets go someplace warm 
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H o m e  
for gary 

Cathy Comenas 

When n i ght enters 
the Cabl e Car H otel 
he goes to some c l u b  
where t h e  s m e l l  of 
whis key, sex in the bathroom 
h its h i m  in a black leather g love 
the m us i c  beats h i m  u p  

I I  

Red spiked hair dusted with sand, salt 
a cross hangs from his ear 
cold n ight eats through black leather 
blue th i n  s ki n  s hakes 

He waits for s low death 
in a baggie of white powder 
his arms e m pty holes 

Waves pop below pier 31 
faint m us i c  cuts th ick air 
as fog locks h i m  i n  the parki ng lot 
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I l l  

Dirty clothes piled in the closet, 
a sack of rotten potatoes 

Music from live nudes acting out bondage 
on stage nextdoor 

He sits in the middle of the room 
poking a bent needle into a blue, black hole 

The sun cr.eeps up over the city 
he throws up In the sink 
then lays down 
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Wo m b  Th i rst 

Virgin ia Webster 

They come here i n  afternoons dan g l i n g  c h i l d ren 
gathering on benc hes, watc h i ng the swift arch of swings 
and the c i rc le  of merri-go-rounds (and arou nd). 

I wonder at the sad ness of playg rou n d  geometry 
calcu lat ing the d i ameter of c i rcles l i ke 

One of them, round with a c h i l d  
push ing from her center t o  soft edges: 
Complacent mothers s m i l i n g  on park benches. 

When I come here to watch, 
broodmares, su re-footed d u m b ness, I th i n k. 
Usual ly I s i t  alone. 

N one playing out there is  m i ne. 

Like me, an empty swing seems out of place 
wish ing to push from its steep angle 
sky to g round, jealous of the rhythms 
from legs pumping on either s ide. 

So I saddle myself into the vacant space 
wh i l e  col lecti ng the c u rious gaze of mothers 
unsure of the comm u n ion: playg rou nd swing and woman. 

Then I kick my l egs u nt i l  I 've locked rhythm 
with the c h i l d ren on either s ide. 
A rush of air marks the rad ius of my arc 

A c h i ld asks, " W i l l  you play with us today?" 
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A Death at Sea 

Virgin ia Webster 

TO WHOM IT MAY CO N C E R N :  

God perhaps. 
I ' m  whispering to you 
as I tread the edge 
of a wind ch i seled face, 
enclosed in what seems the 
crescent frown of your mouth 
d isgu ised as the ocean horizon. 
And I ask, qu ite s im ply, why? 

Waiting for reply 
I l i sten to a dead sea g u l l  
black and g rey 
embedded in beach sand, 
laced with the heavy breath 
of w ind toss ing a wh ite 
pin ion feather jarred loose 
no doubt from its death rattle. 

I hold the bird to my ear 
l ike a sea she l l ,  
wonderi ng if the answer w i l l  
echo over the  cardboard matter, 
stiff with the black odor of decay. 
A long ray of sun l ight 
is trapped in the sh riveled orb of eye 
and I wait in dumb wonder. 
N othing echoes except the d u l l  pulse of waves 
in t i red repetit ion of beg inn ing to end. 
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Another g u l l  hovers above me 
c i rcl i n g  i n  the trap of f l ight 
cal l i ng out a sound, a b i rd caw 
that seems n oth i n g  more 
than the question I have asked. 
The answer sp i rals from earth to s ky 
from the g u l l  I hold 
to the one who fl ies. 

So I dec i de the better tomb 
wal k ing step over step to 
the edge of sea madness. 

Webster/A Death a t  Se 

I drop the b i rd i nto the white fr inge of ocean 
ro l l i ng with the ebb of water stroking earth. 
The p i n i o n  feather secure 
now i n  my desperate g rasp, 
salvaged from what the grave has swallowed 
is a smooth f inger 
with which I stroke my breast 
as I open my legs to the 
lapping tongue of tide. 
A tempered kiss 
which wil l  close the stars arou nd me 
is wet upon my thigh.  
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B osto n G raveyard 

Virginia Webster 

The dead nest here, earth s hadowed 
stirring on ly for the chatter of squ i rrels  
visit ing from the Common. 
It 's the f i rst th i ng you feel 
along Beacon Street: graveyard sti l l ness. 
S i lence is  a cap over city concrete, 
sky long bu i ld ings evaporate into tombstones 
etched with sku l l s  and faces. 
Sitt ing among them I stare; 
a progression of g rey markers laced with shadows 
of black s pi res from the graveyard gate; 
onward to the moving outl ine of cars 
beneath a rough edged horizon. 
Squ i rrels  come here to burrow 
in wri nkled leaves. Pigeons coo. 
A g i rl traces the face of an angel 
from a ti lted stone. 
Later we walk out together. 
She shows me the charcoal rubbing.  
"He seemed so sad to be looking away" she said. 
" M aybe now he can see outs ide." 
She turns the angel to the city 
hold ing h im i nto g rey l ight. 

· I tell her out there is our  world ,  
Here we can on ly v is it death. 
" Let h im v is it l ife," she says. Lett ing go 
Thi n  paper catches wind 

a tombstone r is ing in  l ight. 
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Saxo p h o n e  

Brian Skinn er 

I n  a dry season 
In a dry city 
Under the s i lence 

of d ry 
wh itewashed skies, 

we l isten 
for the bubb l ing 

of  the saxophone. 

I n  a sound less place 
In  a desert 

that g lares 
In a desert 

that waits, 
its mouth is  a cool 
fountain gush ing; 
we c lose our eyes 

and wash 
our ears in the soft 
swi r l ing waters 
of its song. 

On a dead n ight  
Under dead stars 
we l ie  in the sand 

and d ream 
of underwater worlds 
wi ld and sym phonic 
beneath us, and l isten 
for the bubbl ing 

of  the saxophone. 
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Cast i n g  Sto n es 

Ron Kolodn ey 

i f  h e  should wait u nt i l  the water a lmost reached h is toes or 
wait unti l  it was sucked back into a hol low wave, far away, but 
sti l l ,  if he cou ld  throw that far he would have a greater surface 
to throw on. He stuck a hand in h is  pocket and the objects 
clacked within.  Cl ickety-clack, l i ke skeleton teeth and then a 
wave boomed . . .  then the h iss over sand, the i mpend ing h iss; 
cl ickety-clack, boom, h iss, if , his blood less hand clenched 
the smooth round moist stone, hot w ith friction. The stone is  
anger. N o-the arm about to throw the stone i s  anger. N o
the object receiving the action of the arm throwing the stone 
is anger. Ahhh . . .  the face in the ocean, foam-born, mutil . . .  
mutated seaweed hair.changed with the ebb, the face of the 
wave poised in  the cl ic

'
kety-clack and boom, gone, then the 

h iss, s l ithering deception. 
H e  gazed at the pier to the left. The half pier. H e  gazed at 

the half pier. I t  had been a whole. N ot i t  was a half, less than 
half. H ow far i t  had penetrated the ocean before he could not 
remember. But now it sticks out here. Maybe it had always 
stuck out there. If he cou ldn't remember. M aybe it's  sti l l  
whole. Ahhh ,  b u t  t h e  cl iff. I t  retreats. Part o f  the path had s l id  
into the ravine. H e  had seen that. There was a defi n ite 
boundary of s pace now e mpty which had been occupied, 
where there had been a cont iguous black top path between 
the now jagged edges of the two black top paths sundered by 
the reced ing c l i ff. Ahhh,  he thought, then I don't always 
deceive myself. 

The bottom of his trousers were rol led even though he 
avo ided the co ld  and d i rty water. But j ust in case. C l ickety
clack, he d ropped the first stone back in to h is  pocket. H e  felt 
through the l i nt and loose threads and chose another. The 
other d idn't feel r ight. The weight and the way it  sat between 
the crook of his two fi rst f ingers. It d idn' t  feel r ight. It cou ldn't 
feel r ight. The fee l ing was good for a moment, but then it  was 
gone, and he cou ldn't take any chances. N ot when cast ing 
stones. H e  hefted the other one, round and smooth also, but a 
little flatter. Less weight. I t  would sk ip more, but h e  wou l d  
have t o  keep i t  low. U nder a n y  d rafts. H e  wou ld n' t  throw it 
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directly into the water, but at  an angle to obta in  more surface 
area. 

H e  s l id a moist hand over the greasy bald s pot on h is  
head. Boom. Twenty years and not  to  know. A l l  o f  a sudden 
and then h issssss . . .  to have the fee l ing, and then gone. 

An old man scuffled along the ridge of the sand, his metal 
detector swaying back and forth l i ke a b l ind man's cane. H is 
trousers were rol led up too. The bald man turned, hoping he 
would not be noticed. The o ld  man stopped para l le l  to  the 
bald man, between the c l iff and the bald man who was 
between the ocean and the old man. Then it was the cl iff, the 
old man, the bald man, and the ocean res pectively from east 
to west, suspended in a m ute l i ne. The old man la id his metal 
contraption down and careful ly s l id down the bank to the 
fad i ng l i ne  marking sea and sand. 

" Cast a stone with m e." The old man's voice rang hard 
and brittle. Demand ing. 

The bald man restrai ned the "what?" that automatical ly 
sprang to h is  tongue. I nstead he waved a deprecatory hand. 
The old man stood adamant. " G oddammit, I saw you we igh
ing the damn th ing in you r hand. N ow cast one damn stone 
with me." 

The bald man cowered as the old man's acumen stabbed 
him. He jerked h is  hand out of h i s  pocket. C l ickety-clack, l i ke 
the sound they had made shoot ing marbles over the cold 
kitchen ti les. " I don't want to. Leave me alone," but his voice 
was hesitant. I ndecis ive. 

"You can't go around cast ing stones by you rself. I t's  not 
right, especial ly at your age. People wi l l  th i n k  you' re crazy." 
The old man c i rcled the area scavenger l i ke, stooping to 
inspect stones, d iscard i ng some and placing others in h i s  
pockets. A jogger approached along the edges o f  t h e  strand, 
sweat pants and a wh ite sh i rt. The bald man noticed that her 
breasts bounced erratical ly. Long young hair  was b lown 
back by the gentle ocean breeze. Her gait was strained and 
rhythmic, one foot placed precisely in front of the other, 
equa l ly d istanced. Premed ita ted. He watched as she passed 
by. 

"Ja i l  bait." The old man s huffled back, c l ickety-clack 
scrape went the stones in his hand and pocket. The bald man 
felt assau lted. Damn old man, he thoug ht. Get out of my head, 
out of my s ight. Don't want to see you, don't want to see . . .  the 
old man tested a stone. It s lapped i nto the face of a smal l  
wave, there was a sucking sound and noth ing.  The old man 
sat down reflectively on a mound of sand. " N eed more wrist. 
Gatta get lower too." Pause. "The back doesn't bend l i ke it 
used to, though,  he l l  no." He heaved h imself up with a groan 
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and ambled closer to the water for a better throw. The splayed 
foam f lowed over h i s  toes, j ust one good throw before . . .  a 
wave broke wh ich spread a smooth green and wh ite-veined 
carpet; the o ld man, tensed and stooped , waited with h is  arm 
cocked back and h is wrist curled, wait ing for the moment 
when the movi ng water was at its apex, that poi nt in t ime when 
it doesn't move forward or backward, when the l i ne ru nn ing 
un impeded from past to future to beyond is held in abeyance. 
Then l i ke a coi led snake h is  arm f l icked o ut. There were two 
long sk ips and then three i ntervals of shorter sk ips before the 
stone vanished. The old man shouted, " G oddamm it! M ust 
have sk ipped ten t imes! Can you beat that boy? Eh?" 

The bald man was pertu rbed by the old man's petu lance. 
Grey brist les stood out as h i s  f lushed face wrink led con
temptuously. " Five t imes." 

" Speak up boy." 
" It on ly sk i pped five ti mes. I was count ing.  I saw it." 
"What sk i pped five t imes?" 
"The damn stone. You know what I ' m  tal k ing about." 
The old man returned to h is  mou nd. "You' re b l i nd. You 

d idn't see those five l i tt le sk ips at the end." But he gave a 
conci l iatory gru nt. " G o  ahead, it' s  you r  tu rn." I m bued i n  h is  
placid tone was a n uance of  fatal ism.  

The bald man sti l l  g rasped the s mooth round stone i n  h is  
hand. This one felt good. H e  thoug ht it would do the trick, if he  
could on ly, boom . . .  twenty years, he thought, t i  I I  death did us  
part, the  fee l ing there and gone, the  face i n  the wave born of 
foam and fecundated by the g reat emascu lation now boom. 
For what, for who did I l i nger and stretch it out so th in ly? Why 
the masquerade? Was i t  because of that sol itary vis ion of 
emptiness, deathly empti ness. Fear of being alone, unti l  
someth ing better wou ld come along . . .  

The jogger returned after turning back at the pier. H e  
stared again wh i le  h i s  m uscles r ippled i n  expectation o f  the 
throw. H e  waited as the erratic bounce moved closer, he 
crouched, one eye on the water's fluctuations, one on the 
grey sweat pants and sh i rt, arm cocked back . . .  

" H old on boy." The old man waddled toward h im, h i s  
eyebrows furrowed and h i s  th roat bri ng ing u p  ph legm. " Let 
me have a look at that stone." 

The bald man' s face f lushed again, but the stone was 
perched obseq u io u s ly on h i s  m o is t  pa lm .  The o ld  man 
snatched it an ins pected it l i ke it was a rel ic. 

" Damn lake stone." 
"What?" 
"Throwing a damn lake stone. Look at it. You d idn't fi nd it 

here," he accused. "You can't use it." 

74 



NORTHRIDGE R E VI E W  

" I  never sa id I found it here. N ow what the hel l-" 
" Use another stone." 
I t's futile thought the bald man. "Screw it. I don't want to 

play anymore." He suddenly remembered the jogger and 
scan ned the crooked shorel ine earnestly, but she was gone, 
damn it, gone she was. 

The old man sti l l  held the stone, turn ing i t  over. "Where'd 
you g et th is  from?" 

The bald man squatted on the old man's mound of sand 
and placed his hands in  his pockets, c l ickety-clack. H is head 
was bowed reflectively. "The pond." 

"The what?" 
"The damn pond! I have-had a pond in the backyard, 

and a jacuzzi, and a piano, and three bathrooms. N ow go 
away old man." 

The old man g ru mbled and spat. " Can't play with lake 
stones anyway. N ot if that' s a l l  you have, or had," he added 
emphatical ly whi le ascending the ban k. He pouted and 
abjectly scooped up his metal contraption. 

The bald man stared at the curved, receding f igure. He 
felt a tightness i n  h is throat which wanted to express itself in  
desperation. H e  had a question l i nger ing on h is  m ind's edge 
that he didn't want the old man to mis interpret as being 
sarcastic or contem ptuous, so he cal led placati ng ly to the 
stooped f igure, the metal d isc waving back and forth l i ke a 
pendu lum.  " H ave you found it yet, old man?" 

The old man wh ipped around with greater celerity than 
his ancient, shrivel led body should have had the potential for. 
H is cheeks were d rawn i n, h is  eyes sunken.  H e  pointed down 
to the sand. " I t' s  under there, waiti ng, boy." 

Cl ickety-clack, boom, h iss, he gazed at the sett ing sun as 
the breeze picked u p  and wh ite caps decorated the wave 
crests. Cl ickety-clack. H e  realized now the old man had kept 
one of the stones. Boom, he wondered i f  he should wait u nt i l  
the water almost reached h issssssss . . .  
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