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Editor’s Note

Hello and welcome,

So, first things first: Why the hell is there a bunny rabbit on our cover? Well, I'm glad
you asked. The ASCII bunny came to us from one of the poets published in this very
book! It is actually the title of our first piece (by the inimitable David Morck) and
over the course of the semester that little bunny began to generate its own meanings.
For some of us the jumble of punctuation became a symbol of sorts for the endless
potential of the keyboard. It served as a reminder that writing is, can, and should be
boundless and fearless and that the keyboard can keep up with whatever we can
conceive of.

Also, it’s kinda cool.

Now on to the editor part of this Editor’s Note. I did absolutely no work connected
or pertaining to or that was in any way involved with the production of this North-
ridge Review. That is partly due to the fact that I am indolent and slothful, but
mostly it is due to having the single most dedicated and capable staff in the history
of all things that have ever had staffs. | LUCKED OUT! These people are awesome
and I'm sad that the publishing of this book marks the end of my time working with
them because their collective talent is infinite and their dedication is inexhaustible. I
want to publish more books with these people! I want to take over countries and
write constitutions with them! I have a big, sloppy, embarrassing crush on my staff.
It’s totally true. You will develop a crush on them too as you read on and devour the
gooey and delicious treasure that they have created for you: the Spring 2010 North-
ridge Review.

But before you do that! I have to offer my sincerest of thanks to Mona Houghton, our
instructor, our advisor, and our intrepid guide on this expedition into the wild terri-
tories of undiscovered art. Her patience with me was saintly and her willingness to
trust the staff was what allowed us to create such a phenomenally awesome collec-
tion.

Finally, my thanks to all of the authors, poets, and artists who submitted their work
to us. It might be cliché to say that without you we wouldn’t have a book to publish,
but it is also true. The eclecticism and vitality of the work we received is not just im-
pressive, it is downright inspiring and we are honored to be able to publish it.

And now, it is my pleasure to present to you (drum roll please!) the Spring 2010
Northridge Review.

Enjoy.

James Bezerra
Managing Editor



DAVID MORCK
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I wish I was drunk.

TiI§| |back that bottle and let the words
spill.

Kick out the power cord

saving my progress.

The book of matches

still has two.

The urge to strike them both
is compelling:

people that do that don't know

the feeling of divine intervention

you get when you find that one

last match

when you need it.

(Thisis where I turn to page 54 of my Choose Your Own Adventure book and die).

When I walk out the door
I pat my pockets:

lighter, cigarettes, inhaler.
When I pat my pockets

I feel my mother.

I feel those tubes and tape,
mechanical breath,

plum bruise on the forehead
next to where I left last kisses.
Edema is a beautifully ugly word.

My wife stood next to me

as I choked on those fishbone tears

and lit up.

“Don't die,” her eyes spoke.

(This is where I turn to page 36 and try again).

0



[untitled]
Valeri Polissky



Making
</

Robin Alfaro

I did hardly/hard any work yesterday.

It was a rush, but we just managed to get there in/on time.

You really should/ought to help more often.

I had less/fewer time than I needed.




Making

I’m the only one on the corner with a lawn chair. I like it. It has
white and green stripes and a little cup holder on the arm rest. Most
of the day, we sit. We wait. We talk. But we mostly wait. There are so
many of us. We stand outside here and envy the people coming out
of the store with materials because they all have what we all want, a
place to go. They have wood to cut, wires to put in, paint to spill on
the walls. On a good day we'll get something. We’ll get open spots at
a car wash, help out with digging a hole. Something.

Sitting. Waiting. Tough cracked hands.
Crushing. Mixing. Spreading. Boiling. 2 for 5 dollars.
Ay-Ee-Eye-Oh-You, Not, Ah, Eh, Ee, Oh, Oo. There is no E
before the S.
Paper to a pen. Voice to the barrio.
Indoors most days, life with no chains.

Tamale Making
Lay out aluminum foil square on a flat surface.
Lay out banana leave square on top of aluminum foil square.
Pour masa on center of banana leave.
Making a hole in center of masa, pour three full tablespoons of recaudo on
center of masa.
Place meat cube at center of depression on batter/recaudo.
Sprinkle 4 to 5 capers on top of batter/recaudo.
Toss in 2 olives on top of batter/recaudo.
Toss in 3 to 4 garbanzos on top of batter/recaudo.
Toss in 1 potato dice on top of batter/recaudo.
Toss in 1 stripe of red pepper on top of batter/recaudo.
Toss in 1 stripe of green pepper on top of batter/recaudo.
Toss in a pinch of minced fresh garlic...

on top of batter/recaudo.

Sitting. Waiting. Tough cracked hands.
Crushing. Mixing. Spreading. Boiling. 2 for 5 dollars.
Ay-Ee-Eye-Oh-You, Not, Ah, Eh, Ee, Oh, Oo. There is no E
before the S.
Paper to a pen. Voice to the barrio.
Indoors most days, life with no chains.



Can you please inform Mr. and Mrs. Gonzalez that I am not seeing any
improvements in Josue’s language skills. Tell them that he is still speaking
primarily in Spanish and doesn’t seem to make any effort to learn English.
Furthermore, he seems to be back-tracking many of the other children, especially
those that have made improvements. He speaks to them in Spanish and they
follow his example. If they want to see any advancement in their child, they’ll
have to discipline him and let him understand that Spanish is not acceptable.
Is there anyone at home that speaks English that would be willing to communicate
to Josue at home? Ok. Poor Fayvor no Es-pan-ol en lah cah sah.

Sitting. Waiting. Tough cracked hands.
Crushing. Mixing. Spreading. Boiling. 2 for 5 dollars.
Ay-Ee-Eye-Oh-You, Not, Ah, Eh, Ee, Oh, Oo. There is no E
before the S.
Paper to a pen. Voice to the barrio.
Indoors most days, life with no chains.

Where's the notebook? The notebook where I had my stuff in? Fuck I
can’t find it. Under the covers? No, fuck. I think it’s in the kitchen. MAMA!
ESTA MI CUADERNO EN LA COSINA? No! Fuck. I need to finish what I
was working on. My homie says he got hook ups with this dude that prints a
zine. I want to give him the piece I've been working on for the past month.
This is it you know. If I at least get some shit to show my moms then fuck
maybe she’ll get off my back. Edgar says that he needs a copy by 10 a.m. to-
morrow. The dudes gonna hold off print to see what I got. Fuck. I just don't
know where my book is at.

Sir, Sefior, over here please. Eledrical, painting, plumbing, and carpintero. Sefior please.
Don’tlet the water spill in the car. Please don't let the water spill onme. It's hot.
Hello, my name is Josue. I have 9 years old. I go to eschool in L.A.
The glowing fog from the street light made a golden halo around
her head and he knew that she would save him.

Ay Dios mio. I don’t know why but I always get scared when I am cook-
ing so late. I feel like I am going to turn around and my mother’s ghost is
going to be standing there and next thing I know the crazy woman is going
to yell at me and tell me that I'm doing everything wrong. It’s silly I know.
But the family is asleep, well except for my vago son who knows where that
boy is. Ay no. Don't get me started. If I don’t look at the clock it doesn’t seem
so late. I just spread the masa on the leaves. Put the chicken, potatoes, every-
thing. Then I rap it and off to the next one. The only bad thing is that this late at
night there are no novelas. Only infomercials about magic stones that I can wear
around my neck that can make me lose 30 pounds in a month. Ay si! Why would
I pay $45.99 for that? Two more tamales into the pot. Leave them overnight.
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Sir, Sefior, over here please. Electrical, painting, plumbing, and carpintero. Sefior please.
Don'tlet the water spill in the car. Please don't let the water spill onme. It's hot.
Hello, my name is Josue. I have 9 years old. I go to eschool in L.A.
The glowing fog from the street light made a golden halo around
her head and he knew that she would save him.

Choose the correct word or phrase to complete the sentences.

1. If you aren’t sure of a word, check its/it’s meaning in
your dictionary.

2. I'm not sure if they’re/there coming.

3. She’s done well, isn’t/hasn’t she?

4. It can not/cannot be ready on time.

5.1did hardly/hard any work yesterday.

6. It was a rush, but we just managed to get there in/on time.
7. You really should/ought to help more often.

8. I had less/fewer time than I needed.

9. It was cancelled because/because of the bad weather.

10. She’s away on a business journey/trip.

Score: 0/10 - Josue is not equipped for this level. He is still showing a language
barrier. I suggest that he be put in a lower class.

Sir, Sefor, over here please. Electrical, painting, plumbing, and carpintero. Sefior please.
Dot let the water spill in the car. Please don't let the water spill on me. It's hot.
Hello, my name is Josue. I have 9 years old. I go to eschool in L.A.
The glowing fog from the street light made a golden halo around
her head and he knew that she would save him.

The cops try to make an arrest on anyone that’s at MacArthur Park after
eight. It's ridiculous. I can’t have a clear state of mind at home. The words
don’t flow into my mind and on the page when I'm surrounded by the dirty
white walls of my room. The noises coming from the kitchen aren’t inspiring
they’re just reminders of the disgrace that everyone says that I am. Pero
mijo... NO! I don’t want to hear it. That’s prison that generations have put
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me under. Everything that’s going on, yeah that’s my fault, right? What more
do they want. I don’t drink. I don’t do any drugs. All I ask is for them to let
me be. I can’t stay there knowing that they all think I'm the downfall of the
family. I'd rather be here, letting the sounds, lights, and air inspire me.

Sir, Sefor, over here please. Electrical, painting, plumbing, and carpintero. Sefior please.
Don't let the water spill in the car. Please dor't let the water spill on me. It’s hot.
Hello, my name is Josue. I have 9 years old. I go to eschoolin L.A.
The glowing fog from the street light made a golden halo around
her head and he knew that she would save him.

Oh my God did you see the goal that Sanchez blocked when they played
Trinidad and Tobago last night. Si Papa asi se hase! That’s it! You watch the
ball. You keep your eye on it, you make it your soul and learn every move
that it makes and when it comes your way, you know where it’s going before
the player that kicked the ball did and BOOM, you blocked it. That’s all the
men are talking about today. It's a cold day and we’re all standing here with
our gloves and our coffee, just waiting. We had to move corners recently,
we’re not allowed to stand by the entry way because Home Depot says that
we are blocking people from entering. They say that we scare them. We don’t
do anything. We just ask them questions, try to get by. They're overreacting. I
don’t care though, all I have to do is move my little chair that my wife
bought me and I'm ok. I love this chair. It folds into this tiny little square so if
I get picked for a job, I fold it up, put it in my backpack and go. Then ready
for tomorrow.

I am Josue. I was in Ms. Taylor’s class but now I am away from friends.
I like play soccer.
When I was ten years old my mother showed me to mix the
seasonings for the chicken.
Sorry man, but I don’t think you got what it takes.
Fuck that. He doesn’t know.
Corren hombres! Run. No sir I didn’t bring them.
No please. My wife, my sons.

I don’t know why I have to be in the baby class. I already had my friends
in the other class. And everyone was my height. All the kids played soccer. I
don’t know anyone here. I want to go back to my class. I never like the
teacher, but I miss my friends. In class I always used to play with Julio while
the teacher was talking. He would use his blue eraser as the goalie for his
team and my purple eraser was the goalie for my team. Then we would use
balls of paper as the ball and our fingers as the players. My mom says that I
should pay attention to what the teacher is telling me. She says that then I
can talk as good as my brother. But I just want to play with my friends. None

15



of the babies in this class know how to play soccer. They can’t even play it
like me and Julio. You know, Julio was telling me that some schools here
have teams. Like real teams with uniforms and numbers. If I could have a
number it would be 80 like Ronaldhino. That’s my favorite player on the
Brazil team. He plays for AC Milan now. I know my mom gets mad when I
don’t bring home the good papers. She says she’ll send me back with Abuela.
I don’t care though. There everyone likes soccer. We play on the street every-
day, and I was one of the best kids on defense around.

I am Josue. I was in Ms. Taylor’s class but now I am away from friends.
Ilike play soccer.
When I was ten years old my mother showed me to mix the
seasonings for the chicken.
Sorry man, but I don’t think you got what it takes.
Fuck that. He doesn’t know.
Corren hombres! Run. No sir I didn’t bring them.
No please. My wife, my sons.

Hey man look. I just don’t got a place for you on the zine. I know I held
up printing and everything but Edgar made you out to be some sort of
Shakespeare. You know in East Los they got a lot of zines and magazines and
stuff for your type of deal. You know what I mean. I mean I try and get these
things around the Venice-Santa Monica area. I try to pass them out on the
boardwalk. No one around there really wants to read this. I mean ninety
percent of them won't even understand half the shit you're saying bro. Go
to East Los, talk to some homies. You’ll get your shit out there man. I mean
I respect your style but I'm trying to get less of these things in the trash and
more in people’s homes.

I am Josue. I was in Ms. Taylor’s class but now I am away from friends.
Ilike play soccer.
When I was ten years old my mother showed me to mix the
seasonings for the chicken.
Sorry man, but I don’t think you got what it takes.
Fuck that. He doesn’t know .
Corren hombres! Run. No sir I didn’t bring them.
No please. My wife, my sons.

Desgraciados! Malvados! Ay Dios. Spilled all over the parking lot. I only
sold two this morning. Only two. They were nice and hot. The water was still
steaming. Ay no. It’s not like they just threw them out the car trunk, they
stomped on them too. I mean they are wrapped in foil in the leaves. I could
have picked them off and gotten hot water from home and gone to another
lot to sell but no. They stomped on them. Cobardes! If they knew how long it
all takes me. I don’t see how it’s against the law. Ay no! It's only seven-thirty
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in the morning. Maybe it would be a nice to have a day where I relax since I
have nothing to sell. Oh but I couldn’t even make anything to make up for
the food that I used. I hope Manuel comes home with something today. If I
start a little later tonight then maybe I can sell to a lunch crowd at another
lot, maybe some place with less ingratas!

I am Josue. I was in Ms. Taylor’s class but now I am away from friends.
I like play soccer.
When I was ten years old my mother showed me to mix the
seasonings for the chicken.
Sorry man, but I don’t think you got what it takes.
Fuck that. He doesn’t know.
Corren hombres! Run. No sir I didn’t bring them.
No please. My wife, my sons.

I think they moved the spots again. Last week they were by the entrance.
This week they were on Sunset. They’re probably on Wilton. I see all the coffee
cups left here. There’s some gloves here and there. Chingado! Does that
mean that everyone got work today? Did I miss it? Oh man if I would have
gotten up early. Wow they left this place looking like a mess. No wonder
Home Depot doesn’t like us here. Well, I guess I can wait and see if someone
passes by. Maybe if the guys come back they’ll let me know if they need
more people for tomorrow. Oh hey look at that; a chair.



TANTA SEAL-GRANT

CAR

He had long fingers

and the sort of jittery nervousness

that sparked waitresses into action

bringing him another pot of black, saying
maybe he should lay off the coffee,

maybe he should have another cup.

They never called him hon.

Even strangers sensed there was something
implicitly wrong in the way

he tapped his cigarette pack against the edge
of the table

and the way he looked at women too hard,
sharp and jittery and hard

with eyes like moths lighting against your skin
in the middle of the night,

unexpected, unwelcome.

I know now they took pity on my mother

the roadside waitresses,

on purpose forgot

to charge her for toast,

adding an extra scoop of ice cream to my sundaes,
a soda on the house.

When we piled back in the car

she would always smell like the thinnest smoke
and I imagine her in a bathroom stall

curled over a cigarette on loan from the hostess
breathing in,

her briefest escape.



Later, tucked driver side in the back seat

I would watch her flutter beside him.

With streetlights marring their faces

they took on the mottled pattern of birds.
I knew from the way her lips were pinched
he drove too fast,

but she harbored fear silently and

only once, when he nearly sideswiped
another car did she flinch.

Her hands flew to her chest then,

a betrayal of instincts and I knew for the first time
this is how she went along-

braced for impact, steeled for crash.



Tobi Cogswell

She packed up everything

and left him house-poor.

He stood hands at his sides,
clenching and watching,

flexing and breathing,

breathing for the first time in years
as he traded a couch for his life.

He kept a few first editions,

the coffee pot, sheets

they had never made love on

for the bed

they had never made love in

and his daughter’s baby shoes.
And he grew taller,

and he ate cake. And fell in love
again, a girl with no agenda,

and no merchant of future scars.
And they quietly toasted

the New Year, thankful that

the movers never looked up

and so they left the chandelier,

and they were part of the stars

as if a constellation had been named
for them, just as they named

the children they would never have
but yet breathed inside them
every second of every day.

What does furniture matter

when there’s cake and love?



Tommy in the Sky

Tommy closed his eyes and
hoped for a star:

| want, he thought
to himself.

He opened
his eyes.

A
star
was

falling.

by
Gena
Jankovsky




Tommy in the Sky

'I-I‘lere was movement in the sky. Tommy could not see the
movement, but he knew it was out there, somewhere, watching him
right now. He looked at the sky: blue, and then down at his beach
ball. It was red like his fire truck.

“Tom,” his brother shouted. “Throw the ball.”

He looked at his ball and threw it back to his hero; big brother
Mike was taller than all the tables in the house and he gave Tommy
cookies from the high cupboard.

“Good throw,” big brother said. “Why don’t we go inside and
have us some cookies?”

Big brother Mike could also read Tommy’s mind. A lot of people
could. Tommy’s face was an open book — his mind never far from
the high cupboard — though none could correctly guess his thoughts
when he watched the clouds from the ocean side.

Those are the stars, the big man said. Tommy sat in his father’s
lap; they rocked softly with the rocking chair. Big man dad pointed
out the Big Dipper and the little one, and belts on figures that
Tommy couldn’t see. It was the first time Tommy knew there was
something out there. He stared at the stars and looked for them again
in the morning — the stars were missing.

Tommy woke up in the middle of the night and looked out his
bedroom window. It was a clear night, a night without the moon.
The sea was calmly rolling in the dark distance. His parents were
sleeping in their bedroom; big man’s snoring could be heard wafting
in through the cracks of the doors.

Tommy crawled out of bed and onto the chair by the window,
resting his head against the cool glass. His breath made fog on the
glass, turning his face humid. Star light, star bright, he tried to re-
member his mother’s saying, but none of those words came to him.
Instead, Tommy closed his eyes and hoped for a star: I want, he
thought to himself. He opened his eyes. A star was falling.

The star fell quickly, like a pebble through a pond - straight
down, dispersing sprinkles of light, illuminating the sea and every-
thing in its surrounding. Tommy’s face resembled the lit wick of a



candle. The star turned as it met the ocean, skidding over the water, and
headed straight towards Tommy. Tommy reached out his hand towards
the window, through the fogged glass, past the fog and into the night. He
grabbed the star and plopped it into his mouth. It was dark.

As quickly as the star was in his mouth, it was back out again. He
spit it down on his bedroom floor; it made no noise, but brightened his
room. It tasted salty and was hot in his mouth. Tommy could barely see
because it was so bright. He wanted to cry, but crying meant that his
mother would take it away. He sat down next to the star and covered it
with his hands. Light sliced through in lines, striping the walls in
shadow and light. He rolled the star, introduced it to his teddy bear and
used it as a missile on his soldiers. When dawn started breaking, Tommy
could barely hold himself up. He hid the star in the cab of his fire truck.

In the morning, bits of stardust could be seen in the surf’s froth. It
looked like glitter had littered the sea. Where larger chunks had fallen
into the ocean, pillars of steam rose into the sky. The air was dense with
the stickiness of steam. The neighbors called the Coast Guard. The pillars
were gone by the time they arrived. The Coast Guardsmen called the sci-
entists. The scientists collected remnants, not knowing what they were.
The scientists were confused, but nothing in the air proved dangerous.
They cleared the beach of people, prohibiting anyone from touching the
sea. The residents were free to stay in their houses, but told to stay away
from the water.

Nights and nights passed by and Tommy tired of his star. One was
nice, but his soldiers didn’t have anything to fire back on. Tommy
wished for another star. It came to him.

The first warning came in November, when the air was starting to
chill, but the sea stayed warm. A vessel, not from earth, crashed into a
satellite.

By the time January came round, Tommy had amassed almost thirty
stars. One star had gone supernova in his hand, sending out particles
and knocking over all of his toys in the process. He thought that his par-
ents would wake from the light or noise, but they never did. Tommy
gathered the dust when it settled and put it in the pouch of a stuffed kan-
garoo.

Tommy became sick. The doctor told his mother he had a sinus infec-
tion brought on by an allergy. His father thought it had to do with the
ocean. The ocean’s acting strange, he said. His mother thought it had to
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do with the crowds. “Too many people around,” she said. It took an
entire day to clean his room. Tommy’s mother spent the next night
with him, never noticing the faint glowing windows in the cab of the
red fire truck. Tommy didn’t wish for any more stars, for a while.

The third and sixth warnings came, but no one on earth noticed.
Tommy’s stars belonged in a place too distant for eye or telescope to
see.

Tommy’s stars were losing light and heat. The once bright and
shiny dwarfs had become dull embers, faintly pulsating. He picked
up a star the size of a jellybean, and poked it with one finger. It
didn’t brighten or warm, but did start to move. It gently rose from
his palm and into the air where the embered star folded itself in-
wards. With one final pop of light it disappeared and so did the
space where it once existed. There was a black hole in the middle of
Tommy’s room.

Tommy stared at the hole. He stared at it for a while. Tiny bits of
stardust floated around the void. It looked like a photograph of the
Milky Way, except for the black center. He picked up a red crayon
from his desk and fed the small hole. It almost pulled his fingers in
with the crayon. He picked up a blue crayon. He picked up all of his
crayons and fed them one by one. He moved to his markers next.

Big brother Mike woke Tommy up in the morning. Mike didn’t
see the small void and nearly walked his right ear into its cusp.

“Wake up,” big brother said.

Tommy woke up. He looked at his brother, and then back at the
hole, and then down at the floor. He had left his stars scattered
around his room.

“You slept in pretty late,” brother said.

Tommy said nothing. He rolled out of bed.

Mike turned to leave and stepped on a star. It rolled beneath his
foot, sending him to the floor. He muttered words that Tommy
wasn’t allowed to repeat. “What are these?” he said. Mike lifted a
tiny sun between his two fingers, holding it up for Tommy to see.

“Star,” Tommy said. Tommy stayed standing next to his bed.

“A what?” Mike asked, staring at the ember.

“Star, sky,” Tommy pointed towards the ceiling.

Mike looked at his brother and then back down at the star. “Well,
whatever they are don’t leave them on your floor.” He left the room,
and narrowly avoided sending his left ear down the black tunnel.



At breakfast big man dad and mom and brother sat at the kitchen
table, along with Tommy who spent the entire time fidgeting with his
food. The grown ups were too busy talking to each other to tell Tommy
to stop making war with his eggs. They said that they should leave the
house. They didn’t care that the scientists said it was safe. Tommy had
been acting weird, and the sinus infections were getting worse. Big man
Dad said there was no money to leave. He said the family would wait it
out another week.

Their vessels were crashing into moons, and voids that hadn’t been
there the day, week or month before - their maps useless. Hundreds of
ships were caught in the pull of the black holes where stars had once
been. When they saw the big star leave, they followed.

Tommy sat in his bedroom that night, stars rudely splayed across his
floor. Fireflies could out glow their waning phosphorous hues. No matter
how hard he poked, threw or wished, they wouldn’t brighten. He
walked towards his window again, spotting the brightest star in the sky.
I want, he wished. Nothing happened. He could feel the North Star
pulling against his wish. I want, he closed his eyes and opened them
again. Nothing.

Tommy went back to the center of the room, picking up the brightest
of the dulling stars, and moved it to the black hole in the room. He held
it up to the mouth of the hole, and felt the gravitational pull suckering
his fingers in. He moved slightly to his left, so the biggest and brightest
star outside could see his threat. I want, Tommy thought, or else. He
looked at his little star and then outside. He dropped the little star back
on the floor, walking back to the window. His face darkened like a burnt
out candle.

I want, Tommy demanded, or else.

The star fell, straight down, hitting debris in its path. Tommy
breathed onto the window, clouding up the glass, turning it into fog. He
reached his hand out into the fog, the glass particles felt like sand rub-
bing against him. He held his hand out. The star turned over the ocean
with a boom, dropping stardust, like a chainsaw spews trees. The house
shook. The star was much bigger than any other he had taken down.
Tommy’s eyes widened as it came to him. He backed away from the win-
dow.

Large fires fell to the top of the ocean, and stayed afloat. Steam rose.
Waves formed from the weight of the fallen parts. The star was coming
closer, too big for Tommy to catch in the palm of his hand. He ran, hiding

N
2



below his bed. He stayed hidden. His family was screaming.

“Fire,” big man dad shouted. Sounds of stomping filled the
house.

Tommy’s door opened. He saw the feet of big man, brother, and
mom. It was quiet. Not even Tommy’s own breath could be heard.
He waited. Nothing. He crawled out to the feet of his family, and
looked up.

Outside his window, floating a few feet in the air was the North
Star. Heat radiated in waves. The ball was not huge, the size of a
small car, but so bright that it looked like heaven shone outside his
window.

They did not know what they would do once they found out
who was taking their stars, but they followed the North one quickly,
leaving behind other burning ships, which exploded like fireworks
in space.

“What is that?” big man dad whispered.

“Star,” Tommy whispered, but only brother Mike heard.

Mike looked down at his brother. “It’s a star?” he asked.

Tommy nodded. “Star, sky,” he said.

The light mesmerized Tommy’s parents. His mother, frightened,
began to cry. Big man started to cry also, but not from fear. He under-
stood what it was. He listened to his two sons speaking.

“Why is it here?” Mike’s knees gave way. He fell to Tommy’s
level. “Why is the star here?”

“I wanted it,” Tommy said.

Big man dad looked at his youngest child, and so did mom.
Tommy picked up a toy soldier from off the floor and walked to the
center of the room. They saw it, the small void, and the delicate dust
floating around the room.

“What is that?” Tommy’s mother asked.

“Hole,” said Tommy. “I made it with star.”

Tommy’s mother stepped forward, reaching out to her son, at-
tempting to grab him to her. Her husband stopped her. “Wait,” big
man said.

Tommy held the soldier, itself carrying a tiny green gun, up to
the black hole. He let go. It fell into the void with a small flash of
light, more dust settled into the room. Tommy sneezed.

The big man'’s legs failed him too; he fell to his knees. “How long
has this been in here?” he asked.



Tommy shrugged. He picked up a marble off the floor and put it in too.
Hesmiled. “Like a garbage can,” he said. He pointed to the dull embers on
the floor. “Stars,” he said.

Big man dad looked at his son, “Tommy,” big man said, “You can’t
have the stars, they don’t belong to you.”

“No, mine,” Tommy cried. He grabbed at his stars and shoved them
into the pockets of his alligator pajamas. Some fell out, rolling across his
floor.

They followed the star to a small planet. They followed the dust into
the atmosphere. They followed the fire and steam from the ocean. They
landed their craft between the big waves and the home of a small boy who
had been stealing their stars.

“Tommy,” the big man said quietly, “give the stars to me.” He held out
his hands for the small boy, but the boy backed away from his father.

“They’re my stars,” he shouted.

Waves could be heard crashing against the sand, too close to the fam-
ily’s home. Fire trucks and police car alarms faintly wailed in the distance.

They stepped into the doorway and moved behind the family as the big
man was reaching out to the small boy. They brushed the back of Tommy’s
mother’s shoulder. She turned around. She was not scared of what she saw,
and she wasn’t able to describe to her friends, later, over coffee, why she
wasn'’t scared. They were there for the stars. She accepted them willingly.
They didn’t have eyes or lack eyes, she would later say. They didn’t have
mouths or weren’t without them. They looked exactly like us, she would
say, but exactly the opposite.

“Harry,” she called to her husband, the big man.

He looked over, and so did Mike. Tommy didn’t care whether the be-
ings were there. He just wanted his stars, and to keep his stars to himself.

They walked to the middle of the floor and tried to pick up the jelly-
bean stars that had escaped Tommy’s pocket, but the stars refused to move
for them.

Big man dad understood them without words. He would later say, I
just knew that Tom had to be the one to give them the stars. “Tommy,” his father
said, “you have to give them your stars.”

Tommy shook his head no.

“Tommy,” his mother said. “Give them the stars, now.”

“No” he said, hishands still stuck over his pockets.



“Tommy,” brother Mike said, “I will give you a cookie for every
star you give to them.” He nodded as he spoke.

Tommy hesitated. Stars were something he loved.

“What?” his mother cried. “ Absolutely not. Tommy, no cookies
for your stars. Give them back, now.” She walked towards Tommy.
He cowered at her movements.

“Are we really having this conversation right now?” Mike asked.
“Lessons come later,” he added. Tommy’s mother stopped.

The North Star pulsated. The room was hot, and growing hotter.

“Cookies or stars,” Mike said. “One or the other, you can’t have
both.”

Tommy wanted both, but his stars were so dull now. He looked
at the North Star. It was too big to play with his toys. He thought
maybe he could ride it, but Mike interrupted his thoughts.

“I'm giving you to the count of three,” he said. “One, two, thr-.”

“Cookie,” Tommy cried. He took out his stars from his pockets,
and threw them at his father. His mother picked him up, cradling

him in her arms.

The beings collected the dull embers in their hands, leaving the
black hole for Tommy’s family. Space, they had unanimously de-
cided, didn’t need any more voids. They hooked the North Star to
the back of their ship. The neighbors would later say it was like they
were hitching a wagon to a truck. The vessel floated away, pieces of
star and fire afloat in the ocean, followed. Everything was calm
again.

Tommy ate his cookies, and smiled at the sky.



David Deardorff

You foul,
dull fowl.
Carrion feasting
wretch,
featherbrained
fledgling!
Whatsort

of annotine ass
mistakes the
regal crown
of a playwright
soldier,
for a
common rock?

Was there a shortage of suitable stone in Sicily?
Why not Aristophanes, with his peak filled with crags and crevices
and pen already pointed to your nest?

Bastard buzzard, if I could pluckyou feather by feather I'd tell your tragedy through your own
quills.

Nestling nitwit, perhaps you were in Zeus’ employ?
Who was still raging at the smashing success of my Prometheus Bound.

eschylus to the Vulture (Post Mortem)
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held my hand.
r wanted to hold hands
ouldn’t let go either—
pinky kept the small space
ns

justenough
so [ knew you

The first time you sta
you wrapped your legs a
intertwining our ankles,
and turned to face

the edge of the bed.

ée_ssica Bechtold

™y




SEAN
McINTYRE

THE MAN WITH THE
CROWBAR WAS BESIDE ME
AND, IN A MOMENT OF
COLLECTIVE CLARITY, WE
BOTH REMEMBERED THE
OTHER CAR.
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Ligature

I closed the book because there was nothing left to read, then I
leaned back in my chair and thought about the last line of the
novel—“El hombre y el fantasma se miraron.”!

I thought about the last line of the novel and I thought about the
artifact itself, lying slightly askew in relation to the rectangular sur-
face of the old office desk I had placed it on—an old office desk with
no visible indication of make or model, positioned against the north-
facing window of the small office I shared with six or seven other
teaching associates at a state university; the window overlooked the
grassy quad of the university, which was punctuated with trees I
could not name, and I could see the large, too-modern looking li-
brary bordering the distant northern edge of the grass. The book was
a small, gray paperback with a single white dot aligned to the center
of the front cover and moved slightly above the middle, perhaps
three-eighths of the way from the top. On the bottom left of the front
cover was the name César Aira in black lettering and on the bottom
right was the word “Ghosts,” the title of the book, in white lettering,
and in between the two were the words, in two rows of small black
letters, “Translated by Chris Andrews.” Every letter on the front
cover was capitalized. On the back cover, the novelist Roberto Bo-
lafio told me in white, capitalized letters that “Once you have started
reading Aira, you don’t want to stop,” and Mark Doty, whose name
reminded me of Mike Doughty," informed me in similar lettering that
“Aira is firmly in the tradition of Jorge Luis Borges and W.G. Se-
bald.” While most of the back cover was covered in two sentences
excerpted from the book, a brief description of the plot (plot?) of the
novel, and a brief biographical note that informed me that Aira had
been born in Argentina and had lived in Buenos Aires since 1967,
there was also the picture in the bottom right corner, between the
barcode and the spine, of a black or possibly shadowed ladder that
seemed to be suspended in the air, propped against nothing, its
safety catches attached to nothing, so that any person who endeav-
ored to climb to the top of it would have no choice but to fall towards
the ground with what might be a murderous velocity."



But these were all externalities.

For how can one begin to think about the contents of this book?
What is one to make of this fictional world wherein a poor and displaced
family —but “rich in goodness” —lives in a metaphorical ivory/literally
cement tower of their own making, but which does not belong to them,
amidst legions of nude male ghosts with wild toes and childish proclivi-
ties and genitalia that, when stretched taut and snapped back, sounds
like the lowest of the thirteen strings on a koto?' Should one begin to
speak of the constructions of sexuality and gender present in this novel??
Or of the various modes by which national identity is reified in a foreign
country?’ Should the importance of urban spaces be explored here, both
in relation to the setting of the novel and the philosophical meanderings
that attend to these concerns?* Should one begin by parsing out the pos-
sible (negative) commentaries on capitalism and globalization?* Or
should one explore the psychological “connotations” of those moments
of “sexual significance”?¢

And what is one to make of the author’s self-proclaimed refusal to
edit his own work?’ Is this simply an example of a pompous scribbler
gloating about his publishing prowess, writing books but not refining

! Aira, César, Ghosts (Trans. Chris Andrews. New York: New Directions, 2008), p. 12.

2 Garcia, Mariano, “;Queer o post-queer en la narrativa de César Aira?” (Lectures du
Genre: ...dans la Production Culturelle Espagnole et Hispano-Américaine. Vol. 4, July
2008).

3 Navascués, Javier de, “Ment y nacionalismo: Un repaso a la gastronomia literaria ar-
gentina“ (La literatura hispanoamericana con los cinco sentidos: Actas del V Congreso
Internacional de la AEELH. Vol. 78, December 2002, pp. 189-96) and Fernandez Della
Barca, Nancy, “Bordes, limites y fronteras o una poética del desplazamiento: La liebre de
César Aira” (Celehis: Revista del Centro de Letras Hispanoamericanas. 5.6-8,

1996, pp. 307-13).

4 Villanueva, Graciela, “El ‘enfrente del enfrente’: Circuitos urbanos en las novelas de
César Aira” (Les Villes et la fin du XXe siécle en Amérique latine: Littératures, cultures,
représentations/Las ciudades y el fin del siglo XX en América Latina: Literaturas, cul-
turas, representaciones. Liminaires: Passages Interculturels Italo-Ibériques 9. Berlin,
Germany: Peter Lang, 2007, pp. 369-381).

5 Reber, Dierdra, “Cure for the Capitalist Headache: A ffect and Fantastic Consumption in
César Aira’s Argentine ‘Baghdad™ (MLN. 122.2, March 2007, pp. 371-99).

6 Aira, p. 52.

" Reber, p. 371.

o)
Gl



books, or is César Aira a man that embraces the belief —to an extent
tantamount to revelry—that writing is and should forever remain an
expression of a singular moment or thought generated perhaps in-
transitively,® or perhaps as a catenary construction wherein each and
every sentence forms links from the previous to the next and any
damage or alteration to a particular part of the chain might disrupt
the integrity of the totality, as with nucleotides?

Sitting in my office chair, with the light of a Southern California
September pouring unabashed through my north-facing window, I
thought about Ghosts as a sort of tall building with few or no external
walls, a text with so many entrances for critical exploration as to be
intimidating, if not paralyzing; I felt as though any entrance into this
building — through the doors of genre, language, theory, or struc-
ture —would immediately cause a view of the whole building to be
obscured by itself: any sort of magnification of detail would be,
would have to be reductionist. But the book, like all books, was writ-
ten with codes, and codes can be cracked, even cultural ones.

I looked at the little gray tablet on the desk, the sentence that
began with a period on its cover. It’s just a book.

Around 1:30 in the afternoon, Ashlyn entered the office—her
office as well. We had been dating for a year and a month, the out-
come of several years of mutual attraction and infatuation fostered
through shared classroom spaces, a few snatches of conversation,
and a first date as bizarre as it was wonderful.¥ I enjoyed her writ-
ing, her words, her eccentric sense of fashion; I had been with her
longer than I had ever been with anyone before: testament to both
the qualities of her person (her intellect, her humor, her tastes) and
my attempts to overcome a pathological inability to take anything
seriously. She made my day just by walking into the room.

I just finished Ghosts, 1 said.

What did you think of it? she asked.

I thoughtabout it for a moment, another moment: I don’t quite
know what to make of it, I said.

We talked about other things for a little while, she asked me about
the class I had taught that morning and I asked her about her Biology
class. After she had checked her email on the office computer she
turned to me.

¢Listo? she asked.

8 cf. Roland Barthes’ “Death of the Author.”



Oui.

The building we left, the one that housed all of the English TA offices
as well as the offices for the Math department, was a multi-story tower
with mostly brick walls and an open-air central foyer with no roof and
gates blocking most of the four corners, creating an interesting sensation
that one was both inside and outside while in the center. The corners of the
foyer also had chains, brown from rust, cascading down from the top floor
presumably to provide ivy vines with something to climb. The ivy did not
take, however, or had been pruned and cut off long ago, leaving only small,
stunted plants that barely ascended past the first floor and ghostly looking
chains that struck me as ominous with some unfathomable and irrational
and curious portent.

I got into Ashlyn’s car, a fuel-efficient sedan that had been recently
purchased with the assistance of a government subsidy and still had the
new-car aroma of formaldehyde and plastic, and we began the drive
home together —me looking out the passenger window while blues
music, Howlin” Wolf and Muddy Waters, streamed in from a satellite re-
ceiver. | looked out the window at the streets of the San Fernando Valley,
that almost after-thought extension to the northwest of Los Angeles, full
of low buildings, tract housing, and grid-pattern streets and a collision of
so many cultures, languages, and classes as to be jarring and wonder-
ful —like New York, but spread out flat as putty on the valley floor. I've
seen the Los Angeles cityscape compared to a flickering computer circuit
board,’ or often heard the winding freeways described as arterial,"! but
these streets, surrounded by valley walls, seemed to act as more of a
loose web, connecting different nodes of concept and abstraction with
other like or dissimilar nodes; connecting, for example, the warehouses
where pornography is filmed in Chatsworth with the multi-million dol-
lar mansions in Hidden Hills, the small taquerias that also sell donuts
and Chinese food in Northridge with the cul-de-sac communities of
crack addicts and dealers near the factory-sized Budweiser brewery in
Panorama City, the artist and theater communes of Glendale and North
Hollywood with the migrant workers that congregate outside of Home
Depots and under freeway overpasses with the Korean mega-churches
converted from enormous, bankrupted department stores with the
equestrian ranches of Burbank; connecting these things as though they
were parts of an enormous network of signs and symbols that, consid-
ered as discrete entities, create interesting juxtapositions, but, because

? cf. Thomas Pynchon’s Vineland.
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they are syntactically linked together in one circuitous, unending
sentence with infinite beginnings and points of entry, crash into one
another in the streets and, combined, formulate a system, a zeitgeist,
that is all at once a collective manifestation of each individual node
and simultaneously something greater that resists the whimsical
changes of singular constituents.' I thought about this as I stared out
the window and I thought about the beginning of Ghosts, which be-
gins with a seeming lack of focus upon a particular subject: the rich
Argentinean families are contrasted with the poor, mostly migrant
workers; children are seen playing games and running rampant in
the supernatural heat, and the ghosts that spray parabolic streams of
urine into satellite receivers are seen playing their own games with
cacodemonic glee; the architecture of the large building which
houses most of the action of the novel is described in detail, and
other locations which seem to lack relevance to the larger plot, such
as the supermarket, are elaborated on as well; characters of different
ethnic backgrounds and from different echelons of society are intro-
duced and described and then vanish, phantasmagorically, from the
text, never to appear again; and tedious, menial moments and

tasks —tasks that might be considered trivial —such as unloading
bricks from a truck or managing a large number of groceries by
hand, are described in great detail while events, in what may be
more conventional (read: North American) narratives, that can be
considered momentous are hardly described at all."!

I realized as I looked at the aimless yet intertwining streets of the
San Fernando Valley that the beginning of Ghosts is a prolonged ex-
ample of rhetorical aporia, a long expression, rendered either inten-
tionally or unintentionally, of philosophical perplexity or doubting
uncertainty — the beginning of Ghosts might as well be a long chain of
rhetorical questions that give the narrative permission to proceed.'?

0 ¢p. Roland Barthes’ discussion of Langue and Parole in The Elements of Semiology.
T Aira, pp. 1-42.

12 Capano, Daniel, “La voz de la nueva novela histérica: La estética de la
clonacién y de la aporia en La liebre de César Aira” (Historia, ficcion y metafic-
cion en la novela latinoamericana contempordnea. Ed. by Dominguez, Mignon.
Buenos Aires, Argentina: Corregidor, 1996, pp. 91-119).



Thus, if the beginning can be considered an expression of philosophical
perplexity, the author literally not knowing what the book is going to be
about, then the first third of the book can be considered a search for its
subject, as it were."i However, if this aporia is being consciously used as
a device, if this where-to-begin or what-direction-to-take uncertainty is
ostensibly being feigned for rhetorical effect (and affect), then the text is
left free to explore different ideas and “walks of life” and Aira is employ-
ing it to, so to speak, introduce multiple sides of an argument, or, in a
narrative sense, introduce many concerns that may or may not have sig-
nificant ramifications to the plot but may nonetheless be important for a
reader when they have to weigh and try and find meaning in the multi-
tudinous ideas that crop up later in the novel.* If this is indeed the case,
then it allows the text to send out its wandering “camera eye” to focalize
on different cross-sections of life in this particular society,'® a narrative
strategy not entirely different from the preliminary chapters of, say, Vic-
tor Hugo’s Les Miserables, or the large portions of Tolstoy’s Botina u mup'*
that are devoted to Russian and French history, or the sections of Her-
man Melville’s Moby Dick which deal almost exclusively with cetology,
all of which, in characteristically realist fashion, attempt to depict every
facet of the society in which these books were written and/ or take their
subjects. In the early 20th century, there was an ongoing debate between
two camps of proletarian writers and theorists: those, like Gyorgy
Lukdcs, who felt that the best way to represent the totality of society, and
consequently the materialist dialectic, was with strictly canonical real-
ism, and any attempt to represent the immediacy and abstraction of
modern existence with artistic modes that employed immediacy and ab-
straction further perpetuated bourgeois ideologies (he praised Gorky
and Mann and deplored Joyce and Kafka), and those, like Bertolt Brecht,
who felt the best way to represent societal totality was by mirroring the
fragmentation of reality and perception caused by the hegemony inher-
ent in any capitalist superstructure, resulting in texts and plays that were
both self-conscious of their artifice and experimental —and sometimes
ridiculous —in their execution, blending different literary forms and

3 ¢p. John Dos Passos’ The LL.S.A. Trilogy.
“ War and Peace.
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styles, such as song or critical metacommentary, and sometimes even
including (plagiarizing) ideas or large excerpts of text from other
sources (in the case of Documentary Realism, for example). * If César
Aira’s Ghosts were to be placed on a continuum somewhere between
these two paradigms, it would most certainly fall more towards the
former.'® Indeed, as Dierdre Reber states in her essay, “Cure for the
Capitalist Headache: Affect and Fantastic Consumption in César
Aira’s Argentine ‘Baghdad,””
Even on the surface of their topical concerns, Aira’s texts
themselves invite this kind of cultural analysis. While they
may not explicitly insert themselves into a recognizable or
realistic rendition of everyday life, they nevertheless unmis-
takably ground themselves in the fact of global culture in the
local Argentine context."”

Though Ghosts does not strive to be an objective representation
of reality, it does explicitly attempt to portray —through feigned apo-
ria in the beginning and through philosophical musings or procla-
mations later in the text and descriptions of different events through
a variety of subject-positions —the nuances of the social and histori-
cal moment, or kairos, from which the book derives its focus; it por-
trays a verisimilitude that is internally consistent yet not beholden to
external realities while, at the same time, being aware of and at-
tempting to respond to the zeitgeist of the era and location in which
the book was written. Reber uses this as a launching point to inter-
pret a number of Aira’s texts as being negative commentaries on cap-
italism and globalization and U.S. hegemony, and this interpretation
can easily be extended to include Ghosts considering the portrayals
of the middle-class future apartment tenants (the Pagaldays, the
Kahns, etc.),'® the pell-mell consumerism of the supermarket se-
quence,'” and the descriptions of members of the lower-class —con-
sidered lower economically, nationally, or racially amidst their
Argentinean surroundings — that run throughout the book.

1o ron

15 ¢f. Gyorgy Lukacs’ “Realism in the Balance” and Bertolt Brecht’s “Against
Georg Lukacs.”

1 Horne, Luz, Towards a New Realism: Caio Fernando Abreu, César Aira, Sergio
Chejfec y Jodo Gilberto Noll (Diss. Yale University, 2005. Ann Arbor: UMI,
2005. AAT 3194663).

7 Reber, p. 375.

8 Aira, pp. 1-11.

¥ Ibid., pp. 17-28.



While it may be tempting to ground Ghosts as strictly responding to a
realist, and especially Marxist tradition, this reading breaks down when
one considers the naturalist (a precursor to the effronteries of mod-
ernism, according to Lukécs) and fabulist characteristics of the text that
are at times complementary and at other times contradictory to the real-
ist conventions it occasionally endeavors to emulate. Rather than being
“psychologically-motivated,” the characters of the book seem to be more
representative of clockwork cogs: figures that, given their ethnic and so-
cial backgrounds and the scenario in which they are placed, will in-
evitably arrive at a fixed end —exemplary of the Social-Darwinist
appropriations of Naturalism (there is a character in Ghosts that goes as
far as to laud Emile Zola as a genius, though it marked him as being
bourgeois)? and the archetypal structure of fables and folk tales.?! In the
novel, Patri can even be considered a sort of “maiden in distress,”?? and
her end can be read as the logical and unavoidable conclusion of this
particular paradigm —the maiden must, of course, be rescued from her
tower and her despair by the benevolent knight in shining armor (in this
case, an army of nude ghosts). But—

There was a huge crash behind me, and I turned around to see an
SUV that had swerved into oncoming traffic, collided with a small
pickup truck, and was flipping over and over again in the street, tires
rolling into other cars and the stellar tinsel of plastic and metal exploded
up into the air*

Ashlyn slowed down and I jumped out of the car and went running
over to the accident. I was the first person there; there was a mother in
the driver’s seat and her 12— maybe 13 —year old daughter in the seat
next to her. The mother was dazed —conscious but dazed. The daughter
was screaming for help.

When I wentaround to the passenger’s side, I could see more clearly
what had happened in those moments of proairetic freneticism: the wind-
shield had been slamuned down when the car flipped over. The vehicle had
landed right-side up, but the windshield, the glass, was now digging into
the girl’s body, her legs.

®Ibid., p. 11.

2 cf. Vladimir Propp’s Morphology of the Folk Tale.

22 Leone, Lucia de, “Tradicion y ruptura: La deconstruccion de algunos topicos
tradicionales en Ema, la cautiva de César Aira” (Everba. Spring, 2003).
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I tried to open the door —nothing. I tried to tear out the airbag —
no give.

The little girl had dark blood all over; she was crying.

Calm down, people will be here soon.

Did I say people? Did I say police?

There was nothing I could do to get her out.

She stopped crying out except for sporadic bursts, as though she
were having occasional moments of lucidity where she recognized
what had happened and the pain she was in.

The mother’s legs were pinned or crushed in place; she seemed
neither to hear nor understand what I was saying. Are you all right?
Turn off the ignition. Can you hear me?

Loud pop-music was still playing from the stereo.

The windshield was cracked everywhere but still in one piece
and there was blood all over.

Other people had come up to the car by now, a bumbling, face-
less mass of people with different opinions about what to do and no
clear idea on how to implement it.

Should we pull her out?

The police say to wait, paramedics on the way.

Should we do anything?

I went back over to the driver’s side and a man ran up with a
three-foot long crowbar scraping the asphalt behind him.

I yelled to the driver, the mother, We're going to try to get you
out.

The man clumsily attempted to put the crowbar beneath one of
the rumpled folds of metal, I put my hands on the window frame,
and together we pulled and pried; the door wouldn’t open and all
we were doing was shaking the car — the girl started screaming
again.

The man with the crowbar and I jogged around the front of vehi-
cle to the other side and I slipped in the oil and radiator fluid and
gasoline that had begun to pool on the ground. When I got up and
went to the passenger door, the man with the crowbar and other,
older, stronger men had ripped out the airbag and pried open the
door.

The police say we shouldn’t move her, one man said.

Miss, miss, another man said, do you want to stay or do you
want to get out?



The girl screamed that she wanted to get out so loudly and with such
a high pitch that it was almost impossible to tell what she had said, then
she broke into sobs again and tried to push the windshield off of her.

I reached in through the window and windshield frame and put my
hands under the fractured-but-intact web of glass, little crystal splinters
and shards puncturing my skin and my hands getting covered with the
girl’s blood; I lifted the windshield up as much as I could and the arms of
all of those other men helped pull her forward into the air.

She tried to reach back for her purse and one man yelled, Forget
your wallet, forget your wallet.

She was carried off to the side of the street and propped against a
pale brick wall, under the shade of a jacaranda tree.

The mother watched as her daughter was taken away, but she
seemed too paralyzed to do anything —she looked pained, as though she
were trying to call out or reach out, she said a few things in Spanish, but
none of it seemed intelligible.

I put the windshield down and my hands came back bloody and
numbness spread like wildfire.

The man with the crowbar was beside me and, in a moment of col-
lective clarity, we both remembered the other car.

Maybe he suggested we go over, maybe he said nothing at all and
we just started jogging towards the wreck, but then we stopped about
ten feet away from the pickup truck. Something was in the driver’s seat,
and I couldn’t make sense of what it was; I didn’t understand what I was
seeing, | didn’t know if it was an animal or a car seat that had been torn
up. Long, very long black fibers cascaded, spilled from the point where it
met the metal of the cab frame that had been crushed inwards, and a sin-
gle arm that was nearly severed at the elbow — only connected by thin
fibers of sinew and what might have been bone —dangled limp outside
of the misshapen window frame.

It was what was left of a person, a man.*

I could see whathad happened in the accident.

His head was pressed against the metal and warped from the pres-
sure, his forehead pushed back and his lower-jaw jutting forward. Even
though his body was barely recognizable, I could tell that it had once
been huge and strong —shaped like a weightlifter. It looked like he could
barely fit in the small truck, even before the accident. Now, he looked ru-
ined and monstrous, his insides exposed, but it seemed like no blood
came from his face or from his arm.
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There seemed to be no blood at all.

There was a Hispanic man standing next to me, staring at the
body.

I asked: Do you know if he’s alive?

The man just stared, his eyes looked glassy and he didn’t blink.

Is he dead?

He shook his head and stuttered a few non-words, and then he
walked away.

Men from a nearby grocery store, men with latex gloves and red
shirts were waving traffic past.

Is he dead? the man with the crowbar asked them, his pry-bar
hanging limp on the ground.

No reply.

Is there something, a blanket or sheet or something we can use to
cover him?

A red-shirt turned and shook his head.

Nobody went within five feet of the dead man; people were par-
alyzed when confronted with this.

“Man and ghost stared at each other.”

The collision and transgression of semiotic binaries in a text com-
prises what Roland Barthes calls the “symbolic code,” one of the five
codes he proposes in his book S/Z that, rather than being reductive
interpretations imposed on a text, are embedded — encoded — within
any text. The symbolic is achieved in a text when a system of anti-
thetical binary oppositions is constructed and then transgressed in
some way: when a man, for example, is castrated and made to pass
as a woman, or when a poor person is given an expensive-looking
necklace and appears to be rich, or when a person’s true love
emerges from a family they have hated their entire life (these three
examples constitute three entrance points by which one can perceive
the symbolic: sexual, economic, and rhetorical).?? In Ghosts, binaries
are constructed not only in the content of the text itself —in, for ex-
ample, the antithesis between the middle-class tenants and the
lower-class workers, between the attractive Argentineans and the
ugly and displaced Chileans, between the “inside” and the “out-
side,” and, ultimately, between death and life —but they are also ad-
dressed through conscious exclusion of the preferred tropes of the

3 cf. Honoré de Balzac’s “Sarrasine,” Guy de Maupassant’s “La Parure,” and
William Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet, respectively.



narrative hierarchy: “flat” characters are preferred over “round” charac-
ters, “telling” is preferred over “showing,” and the abstract is, at times,

referred over the concrete (once again defying a Realist reading of the
text). This transgression of constructed binaries through inversion —pref-
erential treatment of the stigmatized pole rather than the hegemonic
one—appears to be the primary symbolic strategy of the text, breaking
down meaning with so-called unrestrained metonymies that cause
meaning to partially if not entirely crumble into a desiccated heap. The
book culminates with what may be the greatest symbolic transgression of
all: the preference of death over life in Patri’s suicide. I say greatest sym-
bolic transgression because there is no binary, no antithesis more pro-
found and crushingly powerful than life and death because no other
binary can represent a boundary which every person will inevitably
cross and yet nobody can adequately represent due to the fact that death,
unlike “wealth” or “male,” is not an experience that can be quantified by
the living,.

And so what is one to make of a situation wherein two forces from
similar cultural and economic backgrounds violently collide in a text and
one can clearly see emerging (transgressively, perhaps) from this the fem-
inine, the youthful, the “weak” trumping the masculine, the old, the
“strong”? What could it possibly mean when a man dies because of the
whims of fortune?

I'looked at a dead body and realized that it meant nothing, and that
death was random and terrible, and I could do nothing.

I walked back towards the SUV with the mother still trapped in-
side —her legs were being crushed by the steering column: they looked
awful. She had been left alone except for an older woman with a metal
adjustable cane who was on the phone with the police.

Red sirens were coming from the north and the south.

The woman on the phone suddenly noticed the man in the pickup
truck. His body was hanging out of the car now, and one of the red-shirt
men with latex gloves tenuously approached and placed the back of his
right index and middle fingers against the dead man’s neck, checking for
a pulse. He seemed terrified as he did this.

Oh God, the woman on the phone said, there’s a deceased man.

She began to cry.

Can anyone cover him? For God's sake, can anybody put something
over him?

She was yelling at no one.



Theman with the crowbar came up to me and asked if I had
seen who had given him the crowbar; it wasn’t his, somebody just
handed it to him.

I said I didn’t know.

He walked off, saying he was going to move his car.

An old man with aviator glasses and tennis shorts came up to
me and asked if I had witnessed the accident. He was in insurance
and he wanted to know if I had seen what had happened.

I said I didn’t see.

I started walking back towards the car — Ashlyn’s car.

Sean! Sean!

I didn’t even realize Ashlyn had been calling me from the side-
walk, I didn’t recognize her until I heard her calling my name.

The first firefighters on the scene went right to the dead man, but
even they wouldn’t get close to him. The woman with the cane
called them over and one went running to the trapped woman in the
SUV.

There was nothing left to do. I wondered if, for a moment, I
should go leave testimony with anyone, if the police wanted a wit-
ness, but no police had arrived yet. Most of the people that had
helped had gone when the firefighters arrived, probably all saying
the same thing to themselves: there’s nothing left to do.

My hands were covered in blood and shaking. I didn’t know if it
was my blood or the girl’s. Ashlyn and I walked back to her car. I
wanted to scream. Ich fiihlte: die Welt ist schon, und das Leben ist
kurz! I wanted to do something cliché and stupid and life-affirming.

I'll just walk home, I said. I don’t want to get blood on your car.

It’s okay, she said. I'll get the door for you.

She grabbed and hugged me, but I tried not to touch her with
my hands.

I got into the car and she closed the door behind me. Then we
drove off together.

There was nothing left to do.



—

i An internet-translated version of the last line of the novel’s English transla-
tion, the haphazard result of being unable to procure the Spanish edition of
the book and an inability to speak or read the language.

i Singer /songwriter from New York, former front man of the pop-band Soul
Coughing, who wrote a song called “True Dreams of Wichita” that includes
the line “Engine sputters ghosts out of gasoline fumes.” He also wrote a song
about Los Angeles titled “Screenwriter’s Blues” that includes the line, “We
are all, in some way or another, going to Reseda someday to die.” All things
considered, Reseda, like Woodland Hills, seems random, but as good a place
as any to die someday.

it Roberto Bolafio, W.G. Sebald, and Jorge Luis Borges are all important
names to keep in mind when reading César Aira, due to the fact that they all
share the same tendencies to breach and blend genre and discourse conven-
tions in their works. Mark Doty is notable primarily for being a poet who has
actually managed to make money.

¥ Though this, perhaps, takes too much liberty. Depending upon the angle,
simply falling out of bed and landing awkwardly on your head can be fatal
or permanently disabling. On the other hand, there are accounts of soldiers
that, in jumping or evacuating from a plane, have fallen, parachute-less,
through thousands of feet of air — perhaps air that was filled with flak and
debris and smoke — and survived with injuries ranging from a few scratches
to some broken bones and ruptured organs. Death is and will always be a
game of probability, where behavior or time or fortune are long chains of
complementary events that will bring the odds ever closer to a life-ending 1.
// The cover of the book was designed by Rodrigo Corral, who also de-
signed the covers for Chuck Palahniuk’s Pygmy, Snuff, Invisible Monsters, and
Diary; Junot Diaz’s The Brief Wondrous Life of Oscar Wao; the recent New Di-
rections publications of Jean-Paul Sartre’s Nausea and Jorge Luis Borges’
Labyrinths and Seven Nights; James Frey’s A Million Little Pieces; George Saun-
ders’ The Braindead Megaphone; Roberto Bolaiio’s The Savage Detectives; AK
100, the 25-film Akira Kurosawa box-set; and Mary-Kate and Ashley Olsen’s
Influence. The photograph of the ladder was taken by Tracy Morford, who
has the fantastic ability to make all of her models look like they’re made of
mannequin plastic —a remarkable feat, considering that she claims to avoid
“Photoshop tricks or superimposition,” opting instead to plan all of her shots
ahead of time (in particular, there is one picture of hers that catches the eye,
though maybe not as well as the earthen tones of a Kandinsky painting, ti-
tled “Marii III,” taken in 2006, that depicts in black-and-white a blurred,
ghostly woman concealing her face with what looks like a hand-held mirror;
she is standing in the corner of a dilapidated room with odd lighting and
bloody handprints on the cement walls; she looks ghostly because it seems
as though the camera was set for a long exposure and, when the shutter
opened, the woman ducked down into an animal squat, leaving the trans-
parent trail of past moments behind her). Rodrigo Corral and Tracy Morford
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have worked together on covers for Business Week and New York Mag-
azine (November 10, 2008, and March 24, 2008, respectively), Juan
Gabriel Vasquez's The Informers, Michael Lewis’ Panic!, and Kelly
Hollingsworth’s Soup in the City.

v Perhaps “nucleotides” is a bad analogy as mutations in DN A are some-
what common, usually as a result of transcription errors during cellular
division, most of which are easily reverted. Though, conversely, maybe
DNA mutation is an excellent analogy for writing and revision; some of
the terminology even seems to fit well: insertion, deletion, amplification,
inversion. If narrative were to be treated metaphorically as DNA, and
meaning was considered comparable to the proteins that DNA codes for,
then it is easy to understand why one might have a reluctance to revise
their narrative: an induced single-point mutation can disrupt or truncate
the production of an entire meaning-protein, and a combination of in-
duced alterations might have the effect of, for example, giving the tex-
tual organism the equivalent of something like Cri du chat or Angelman
syndrome.

¥ Late in the summer of 2008, on August 14th, after having attended a
going-away party for my friend whom I did not realize was Ashlyn's
cousin, we drove south together through Malibu Canyon, four large bot-
tles of beer in the back seat held in place by beach blankets. About half
of the way between Malibu and Kanan Canyon, we stopped at a private
beach —a line of houses on stilts begging to be swept away into the sea.
We passed under the Pacific Coast Highway through a storm drain, set
out blankets on the sand, drank beer and told each other stories. After an
unknown stretch of time, Ashlyn turned to me and said, I have to mic-
turate. Okay, I said. I have to pee! she said. I know, I said. We stood up
and began to take off our clothes; I had a bathing suit on beneath my
pants, but I quickly realized that Ashlyn was taking off all of her clothes.
This was a, “Fuck it, you only live once,” kind of moment, and I took off
all of my clothes as well; we saw each other naked before we ever
kissed. We ran into the Pacific holding hands and got soaked in the
freezing water. When we returned to shore, we kissed the salt off each
other’s bodies and held each other close — her skin was soft like flour,
she kissed me so gently it felt like butterfly wings. We held each other
and kissed for a long time, and though our eyes were closed we could
see a bright blue flash of light. What was that? We ignored it, kissed
again, and the light flashed again. Someone’s taking pictures of us! We
scrambled to get our clothes on, looking at the surrounding houses to
see if we could tell where thelight was coming from. With the two of us
half-dressed, the light flashed again, and then the thunder resounded in
mediant harmony with the waves. A lightning storm was drifting to-
wards the coast. We watched the blue arcs of electricity collide explo-
sively with the ocean—one force acting on another as though mortal
enemies or diametric entities. I told Ashlyn about fulgurite, a beautiful,



prittle glass that formed when lightning struck sand. When the rain started
we ran back to my car, then we drove off together.

vii This is often used both figuratively and metaphorically, which is easy to
understand considering the fact that the OED lists both the anatomical as
well as the communicative definitions. (The latter definition, though, ap-
pears to be a semantic extension that began to occur in the mid-16th century
with initially metaphysical connotations —“the arteries and conduites of the
Supper of the Lorde” —and subsequently was further extended to refer to
trade routes over waterways in the 17th and 18th centuries; particularly the
Mississippi and Missouri Rivers and ocean routes to the East Indies. The rail-
roads, that pillar of mercantile exchange in newly-industrialized nations,
were also labeled arterial in the 19th century. Roads meant for cars began to
be considered arteries around the same time they became a commercially vi-
able means of transport in the early 20th century. The role of commerce and
transportation in systems considered arterial might be a distant connection
to the original anatomical definition, as the literal role of an artery consists of
connection —as ligature —and the transportation of blood or other things of
necessity to an organism for the purposes of biological exchange.) If one
were to take the freeways-as-arteries metaphor a few steps further, however,
one could consider vehicles as analogous to red blood cells, the people they
carry similar to oxygen, streets as capillaries, police cars as leukocytes, build-
ings as different kinds of cells, differently-zoned areas as organs, fuel as he-
moglobin, traffic as clog or constriction of blood flow, and road construction
as vascularization. The inherent flaw with this metaphor might be that there
is no heart, no originating “center” in this system that compels all of this ac-
tivity.

viit Contrast with examples of elenctic debate, such as in Socrates’ dialogues,
in which the end result is typically a state of aporia. In Ghosts, the movement
would be a sort of inversion, where an initial lack of knowledge would tran-
sition into a state of knowing and direction.

x Compare with classical or other well-known examples of rhetorical aporia,
or dubitatio, such as passages from Demosthenes’ On the Crown (“but I am at
a loss where to begin”) or Hamlet’s “To be or not to be” soliloquy. Contem-
porary examples of rhetorical aporia might include a conversation in which
an interlocutor prefaces something they know will be offensive to other par-
ticipants with “How do I say this?” The offensive comment is known ahead
of time, and thus the controversial turn has already been anticipated and ap-
propriately set up by this device.

*Man Killed In Woodland Hills Crash / Sep. 22, 2009 5:28 pm / WOOD-
LAND HILLS (CBS) -- A 49-year-old man was killed Tuesday in a head-on
collision in Woodland Hills. / The crash occurred at 5947 Fallbrook Ave. at
2:35 p.m., said Brian Humphrey of the city fire department. / A woman driv-
ing southbound on Fallbrook swerved into an oncoming car, killing the man
driving it, Los Angeles police spokeswoman April Harding said. Police with-
held the dead man’s name, pending notification of next of kin. / The woman
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and a passenger were hospitalized in stable condition. / Occupants of
two other cars also complained of injuries, which were not believed to
be serious, Harding said. / Fallbrook was closed at Oxnard Street to ac-
comodate [sic] the investigation and motorists were advised to use
Woodlake Avenue if they are west of Fallbrook or Shoup if they are east
of Fallbrook. / (© 2008 CBS Broadcasting Inc. All Rights Reserved. This
material may not be published, broadcast, rewritten, or redistributed.
Wire services contributed to this report.)

i Popular restaurateur is mourned / CRASH: Hubaldo “Waldo’ Vacio
was killed Tuesday during head-on collision. / By Tony Castro, Staff
Writer / Updated: 09/26/2009 01:10:46 AM / Everyone loved Waldo. /
They knew him only as Waldo, a middle-aged man with a bodybuilder’s
physique and the heart of a lamb, who owned a takeout joint in a strip
mall at Vanowen Street and Platt Avenue. / And this week, everyone in
the West Hills neighborhood has been in mourning for Waldo, stunned
at the sudden loss. / Hubaldo “Waldo” Vacio, 50, a Mexican immigrant
who came to Southern California three decades ago in pursuit of the
American dream, died Tuesday in a nightmarish traffic collision that
shattered a tightly knit community. / “He was rich in goodness,” said
Marty Nevis, who owns a business in the same strip mall. “Everybody
in the neighborhood knew him and loved him. It was impossible not to.”
/ For more than a generation, the restaurant Vacio bought with a life-
time of earnings, El Pollo Amigo, had been the heart and pulse of the
neighborhood where residents remember such acts of kindness as giving
youngsters who needed money a job or cheering them up when they
seemed down. / “He was loved by old and young,” said West Hills resi-
dent Kathleen Murray. “When he was killed, word spread like a wild-
fire. My kids - all the kids around here knew him - were heartbroken.” /
At Nevis’ ice store, where friends and acquaintances shared remem-
brances of Vacio in the days after the accident, Ben Armijo uttered what
many were saying: / “I just saw him a couple of days ago.../ “I remem-
ber that when my mother died, out of the blue, he came over and
brought us food. He didn’t have to do that.” / “That’s the way he was,”
Nevis said. “He was just so kindhearted.” / “I remember not being able
to recall his name, and he said, "Don’t apologize. It’s like “Where’s
Waldo?” the game,” and had a good laugh.” / In front of El Pollo Amigo,
other residents left flowers, cards and votive candles remembering other
acts of kindness and generosity. / Inside El Pollo Amigo, some of Vacio’s
five grown children braved the ordeal of keeping their father’s business
open. / “I don’t know what I'm going to do without him,” said Brian
Vacio, 17, a student at El Camino High School and the youngest of
Waldo’s children. / “I didn’t look up to anyone except him. He was my
wing. My mother is my other wing. They carried me through so much.
Now one of my wings is gone.” / Brian was still traumatized from see-
ing his father mangled in what remained of his pickup after the accident



in the 5900 block of Fallbrook Avenue, which occurred about 2:35 p.m. Tues-
day. / Waldo Vacio was returning to the restaurant after making a food de-
livery, police said, when a southbound motorist lost control of her SUV and
swerved into his oncoming pickup, killing him. / Police said the SUV’s
driver, a passenger in her vehicle and the driver of a car that slammed into
the rear of Vacio’s pickup were taken to hospitals, but their names and con-
ditions were not released. / A passerby who recognized Vacio’s truck imme-
diately drove to the restaurant and notified the family, said Brian Vacio, who
rushed to the scene. / “I saw my father still stuck in the truck,” Brian said,
overcome by the memory. “His arm hanging down ... “/ “I came back, and I
was the one who had to break the news to my mother and my family.” /
Brian said witnesses told him the driver of the SUV had been using her cell
phone when she lost control of her vehicle. / “That’s a focus of our investi-
gation,” said Los Angeles police Detective Bill Bustos. “We're looking into
that, but it’s still too early in our investigation to know.” / A funeral for
Waldo Vacio is set for noon Sunday at Angeleno Mortuary in Sherman Oaks.
/ “He was a good man, always good to everyone,” said Brizeyda Vacio, 28,
Waldo Vacio’s oldest child. “I think that’s what made my father so special to
everyone is that he wouldn’tjust take the orders from people who came
here. He would also listen to them, hear their problems, their joys. / “He
would talk to kids and pay close attention to what they would say, and they
knew he took a genuine interest in what they were doing and in their lives.”
/ Now, say those who knew him, it is hard to believe he is gone. Some hung
out outside El Pollo Amigo remembering how buff he was - he worked out
regularly at a local 24 Hour Fitness - and the ponytail he wore like a mata-
dor. / “He would call me Martizito,” Nevis recalled. “He was so gentle and
full of sweetness.” / “The first time I methim, I’d been talking to him for just
a couple of minutes when he said, "Ilove you, man. You happy man.” / “He
made my day.”

*it A 5,800 pound Sport Utility Vehicle, with a ground-to-chassis height of
about 20 inches, travelling at approximately 50 miles per hour collides head
on with a 4,000 pound pickup truck, with a ground-to-chassis height of 10
inches, travelling at 45 miles per hour in the opposite direction. While one
might be tempted to simply solve for the Severity Index suffered by the pas-
sengers of each vehicle, which accounts the magnitude of acceleration (or, in
this case, deceleration) and the length of time in which it is experienced, this
figure is somewhat meaningless when the height of the first vehicle allows it
to jump up and slide over the hood of the other vehicle, treating it like a
ramp and flattening the cab ceiling onto the driver.



Heidi Vandenberg

In the center of this world
I've found a citadel where the hiding
stops and I fight for what
I deserve but can’t have.

I spin around
all thatis and was
and might someday be.
I grab your hands and twirl.

Yellow fields blur; trees surround us
in a wall; our problems fuse
together and they drop
into oblivion.

We spin
around all
thathas become. We hold
hands and we revolve
Closer, closer

until
the space between
us shrinks to nothing
and we spin
together,
hinged,

like the sky

to the

sea.

pin



Jeffrey C. Alfier

Dusk, and the café fills with disbanded

hunters, their shoulders slumped by weighty ghosts
of quarry, and regret for what escaped.

Like them, you place your order and kill time

till you can flatter a waitress. Chances

come down to a stone truth worn on the face

of a tired one, her bitter eyes gazing

back, the same face your landlord wears when rent’s
due - two prize fighters beyond their last prize.
Butneither of you will let words emerge

from rusted speech, words said wrong forever

in every small town like this, where voices

become borders you both cross blindfolded.
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egulars at the Moonglow Café



by John William Young

1 Texas during the 1960'%, baseball Is God.
W EVery baar joint, pael halland countiy café in every small town is
W filled With able bodied cowboys; trickers and fatm hands who relive tall
| stories:about the'big games of thelt pasty Theyarenittalking about the
Siaceriotsifrtheinorthenncities; onithe eampus upheavals across the
seauntiy onevenithedilig using hipples of The Haight-Ashbury: Andthey
L arsnttalkingabout whether or not Viet Nam is a good wan or a bad war,
S Deathils a reality i Viet Nam and many. of our boys are coming home in
S hoxes: THe chant of (What are we fighting fore"is ringlng across the coun-
Ay |
: But~notin Texas.
Thetalk isalways aboutithe’'biggame’ that week, Everybodywill be
there. The plaversiwill play theirbestiThe fans will root their hardest.
S Everybady willtalk about the ‘play of the game. Every fan will talk about
the best playern Bvery playar willwant tolbethe best player. Everybest
playetwill becomea hero: Every hero will become a legend, Every legend
- willbecome a God,
i “wh
Qhithis partictilarspring afternoon, Taft High School’s Armadillos

‘are playing farThe 1969 Southwestern High School League Champi-
i'onsh:p Halloons and banners announcing the game line the fenceof the
I Armadillos’finely. manicurad baseballidiamond. The scoreboard reads
Stwo otitain the bottom of the tenth and Taft High trails three to four.
L Brightly painted signs read T & A ~ ALL THE WAY. The Armadillo
| pla','ers eagerly stand on thesteps of the dugout with Coach Ryan, a'mid-
e favorite tncle of aimah; watching thelrteammates struggle. ©ne

Z the At madillos turnitheir T&A hats araundto the ary of “RALLYY.




Coach Ryan puts ina'plug of chew:and yells out words of
encouragement.

“Let’s do it, Boys! This isitl"

B.J. Dickerson, an athletic Adonis; is on third base and
Jlimmy Blake Johnhson, the team speedster, is'on second base.
Mickey. Roy Bunn, an intense; thick, barrel-chested youngster,
is at bat: The:countistwo and twowith two.outs. Cindy Loy,
a petite and very pretty teenage girl, paces the first base
fence line.

“You can do'it, Mickeyl” sheyells, “Come on, Babyl"

“Come on, Mick!”shouts B.).

“Let’s go, Mick," encourages Coach,

“See the ball, Buddyl” Jimmy Blake shouts from second,
“Alittle bingo, Kid!*”

Chuy Saenz, a behemoth teen of 6'5” and 290 pounds, Is
in the on-deck circle swinging a bat with-adonut over his
head. Itis obvious that he hasiatremendous amount'of
power. Heismiles andscratehes his croteh.

"Hey, Pendejo? You don't' get on you're aqueerl“he
shouts and then feighs, “I got your cajones rightiere, ESEX

Chuy guffaws as the crowd howls. A smiling'Mickey Roy
stares right through'Ghuyand shakes his head knowingly,
There is a real brotherhood amongst the boys. Coach Ryan
spits tobacco as he interrupts,

“Come on, Mick. Justalittle:.contactl” he shouts aut.

The opposing pitcher reaches back and throws. Mickey
Roy closes his eyes and swings:

BLAMILI

Aline drive is hit toithe gap in right ¢enter. B. |: scores
easily as Jimmy Blake rouncdsithird and'heads for home; The
right fielder picksup the ball and'lets go with a monstrous
heave, Jimmy Blake and the ball arrive at the same time.

B.Ji screams, “Slidel Slide!"
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“Hit it, Cabron!” shouts Chuy.

Chuy and B.J. motion for Jimmy Blake to slide and he does. The catcher
Picatehes the ball, at the same time and Jimmy slides around the tag and

~ swipes his left hand on home plate. The umpire signals safe and the crowd
S'erupts into cheers.
“Way.to go, Team!l|
“Wahoo Armadillosil1*

- Migkey Ray exuberantly runsinto home to celebrate with the guys and
S ilmps ohto the plle that includes Jimmy: Blake and B.). As they roll on the
ground laughing hysterlcally, Mickey Roy looks tip and grinsat Chuy. Chuy
feigns indifference and offersa'hand.

“‘Bout time you listened to me, Pussy.”
* ¥ %

!u

Cindy/Lou'waits in the passenger seat of Mickey Roy’s 1955 yellow and
black Chevy-Nomad wagon with Astro-Supreme chrome rims. Mickey Roy,
carrying hisibaseball gear is saying goodbyeto Armadillofans. Cindy Lou
"has been orving: She folds a note and puts it into Mickey Roy's brown letters

Simanjacket withitan arms, brown collar and brown wrist:bands, She:smiles
b Briefly, knowing how important the jacket is to Mickey Roy. Howiif repre-
Wsentswho Mickey Roy s Ancitoday heis THE HERO. For aimoment.Cindy
- Louis happy:
“ Mickay Roy opens the driver’s door and gets in. “Damn, | thought I'd
| never getaway.” He puts his bag in the back seat rearranging his bat, glove
L and spikes before zipping it up. The last thing he does is dust the dirt off of
S hisbaseball pants before he takes his T&A hat off which he thenthrows into
* the backseat on top of his blue and green ice chest.
: Cindy Lou says, “You're a hero.”

Mickey pulls out an RC andfiddles for his church key. “Yeah, | guess so.
ngs | can't get this cap off, my'hands are so swollen.”
* Cindy takes the bottle and the church key from him and opens his cola.
oulre my hero.’
With his manhoed in question Mickey responds with an uncomfortable




Cindy breathes deeply before she responds, “l've got something to tell

"

you:
Mickey Roy looks at her and replies simply, “What2”

There is an awkward pause. Cindy Lou starts to tear up but doesn’t say, = ,,

anything. Mickey Roy is concerned and he gropes to'say something. Anything. 5
The tension'is unbearable.

“Cindy Lou, I'msorry about last night.”

“It happens. | don‘t hold you to'blame,” she ‘replies.

Mickey Roy searches, “l mean, | love you—but | just don‘t know if it's the ™
right time to get married or not. Look what's happened to my cousin, Johnny
and his family.”

“Well, then... when is the right time?” Cindy asks.

“I'dunno,” Mickey responds.

Another long awkward pause. \i

“Look, | really appreciate your daddy offering me the job at the hardware: %
store and everything — but I'm getting a lot of pressure to go to college. l even * ‘0_
thought about joining the army. Heck, . might even get drafted and sent to Viet f.ﬁ
Nam.” :

“What do you want to do?

“I dunno! | just know I've got to get out of this ane stop sign town'some-
how!”

Cindy stares at-Mickey Roy for a moment, then, “Out of this town?”

“Yeah,” he responds with no energy.

“Does that include taking me?”

Mickey Roy doesn't answer, he just sighs. Hurt, Cindy Lou flings her doon
open.

“Oh, God.” Mickey knows he has crossed alline, even though he doesh't
understand how and by how much:

After searching for the words that do not come, Cindy climbs out of the
Chevy, slams the door and runs off in tears.

“Cindy!” Mickey shouts after her.

Cindy Lou doesn'tanswer and continues funning. Mickey/Roy doesn't go =
after her but he leans over to the passengeriside and yells out the window.

“What did I say?” he yells.




Mickey'Roy peers out the windshield!of the.Chevy lost deep in thought.
““He thinks about being ahero today. He thinks about the guys rolling on the
i ground laughing. He thinks about Chuy offering him a hand. He thinks
labout Cindy Lou crying softly. His emotions are tugging at a tide of uncer-
tainty with no rudder.

Suddenly the passengen door.opens and Chuy gets in replacing Cindy
[ Lou. Helis sipping a Royal Crown Cola'in a thick glass bottle. He and Mickey
“Ray/look at each other for amoment without saying a word. Finally/Chuy

‘asks.

’ “Did you tell her?”

“Yeah,”Mickey offers.

“Did she take it okay?” Chuy questions.

“I'dunno -l guess so.”

“Well, good.” Chuy offers the bottle to/Mickey Roy who takes a long
swig without thinking and drains the bottle dry.

“Hey, Gordo! Pinchy Cabron, Mather Fucker,” Chuy fakes anger.
e “I'm sorry Chuy. I'm kinda out of it. Leave me alone for a while, okay. |
“need to think. Vll'pick you up later tonight.”
Without hesitation, Chuy reaches intothe ice chestin Mickey Roy’s
i back seat and'pulls.out a Pepsi.cola. He pulls a church key off of Mickey
L Roys key ehain dangling from the Ignition and opens the Pepsi bottle. After
;""_laking allong drink; he apens the door to'leave,
: “Hey, lalready putmy sleeping bag:in the trunk, Mi hijo. You better not
i getany “trunk gunk” on it, Pussy, or. your ass is grass.”
— Mickey Roy just nods as Chuy slams the car door and ambles away. After
S amoment Mickey Roy picks up his lettermanijacket and starts to put it on,
l“vAs he does he feels somethingin the pocket. He reaches in and pulls eut
+ Cindy Lou's note, 1t reads:

Gitls Boys

Brandy Ann Dunn Johnny Will Dunn
Becky Lynn Dunn Roy.Dean Dunn
Jenny Sue Dunn BillyMack Dunn
Ronnie Renee Dunn Tyler Blake Dunn
Donna Verdine Dunn Stevie Ray:Dunn

Lucy Amber Dunn Ricky Lee Dunn
Jahet Carolyn Dunn Donnie Dick Dunn




Mickey Roy takes his letterman jacket off and throws it onto his'back seat
Mickey Roy thinks abaut his cousin‘johnny moving his family to Detrojt Hoging :
for a better life by taking a job at The Ford Motor Company. He thinks about the
riots in Detroit, New Jersey and Chicago. He thinks aboutthe death of Malcolm:X#
and the rise of The Black Panthers. He thinks about the Anti-war demonstrations ==
sweeping the nation. He thinks about the hundreds of thousands of U.S. soldiers| ¥
killed in Viet Nam. He thinks about Sirhan Sirhan shooting Bobby.Kennedy. He,
thinks about JFK. He thinks about Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. delivering his famous
“|'Have A Dream” speech. He thinks aboutJohnny’s layoff and Johnny's family
having to move back home. o

For the moment Mickey Roy thinks about all the broken lives, all the broke i

promises, all the broken dreams.
* ¥k

“Hey, Mickey Roy!” an able bodied cowboy with a long neck in hand; yell
from a passing pick-up truck. “That was one hell of a.game today.”

“Thanks, Man,” Mickey answers. ‘

“Way to go, Hero!” the cowboy clicks his beer to his side-view mirror offeting
Mickey Roy a toast. He guns his motor and his pick-up.truck spits loose gravel:ass=
he peels out. “Go Armadillos!!! Yee Haw!!!1”

There is a funeral in' Mickey Roy’s brain as an imaginary 40 ournce ]
Louisville Slugger slams against his cerebral cortex. He doesn't feel like a'hero,!
a legend or a God. Suddenly - baseball in small town Texas doesn't seem that
important.




Perry Duane Brenner

Yeeeehaw watching Hee Haw and Hallelujah on Sunday mornings
Puuuraise the Lord at church and Go to Hell for lunch

Seedy southern trailer parks and free lunch milk money

Fried chicken and Kool-Aid and guilt by association

Iam from

Taking shelter in the radio’s warm green glowwhile F-bombs are dropping fromthe ceiling
Family reunions leading to family dysfunction leading to family desecration

Down south, down home, and downwind from hate’s foul fumes

Hayseed and overalls, outhouse and outsource; now outsourcing the outhouse

I'm from

Haggard, Mellencamp, Small Towns and small minds

Weeping willows, weeping widows and big dinners after the funeral
Moonshine and moonlit walks

Spanking the monkey that’s on my back

I'm from

Raisin’ Cain and Raisin’ Hell

Beautiful landscapes, beautiful women, and beautiful ideals
Rash realities of rural decay

Grandma's kitchen, momma'’s guilt, and daddy’s guidance
Family perdition and hates tradition

Iam from
The southern table of hospitality that loves you while you die

am from...



EDGAR MUNOL

WALKING HETEROTOFIAS

“heterotopias ... contest the very possibility of language at its source.”

You are walking
heterotopias,
children of chaos,
rag-tag chasers
of utopias

living in the hate
of contradiction
knowing diction
only as an image
as far away

as the continent
of Atlantis

from Plato’s
hands.

You dream of
non-self
because you
loathe yourself,

—Michel Foucault

because the world
is you

and the boundaries
true,

because you have
been wed

to a system ahead
when peace

shall rule

the earth

and everything

in its place.

You are walking
heterotopias,
chitdren of chaos,
rag-tag chasers
of utopias.

[
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by Tommy Bui

il

d be incharge of driving. Marx would be in charge of the map. A capriclous™
enough arrangement. I'dipick him up at his favourite dellcatessen at precisely
dawn. Naturally, he would have anioverabundance of luggage, Imagine his'¢has '
grinwhen he sees what [ pull up in: He is supremely. unamusedwhen the wheel® A
that touchs the curb belongs to a 1953 Adler RS 250 motorcycle. Sidecar incltideds
Seems the K man will'have to do withoutthe luxuries his overpacking wouldive 8
afforded him. He kicks hig handbag. e :{i

I'kick start the engine. 0

And off we go. The trip is falling over itself with anxiety and tension frons thb*'u
word “go." Marx keeps mumbling something in German under his breathy HESSS
knows | don't understand word one but yet he/insists onbadgering me: FeHlimyas
self that’s the last time ['escort a deceased literary figlre across the nation: THe =
money’s good. But not great, Plus | could do without his perpetual“harrumphsi®
and ostentatious “a-hems” wheneverl'open up the throttles What's the point of
having a machine like this if you can’t feed ita little Speed every now and agaings
Christ, he's mumbling something to me again. | also must mention those cyele
goggles make him ook like a frog, )

Two days in now. Ourtires have careened over fifteen hundred milesof
American asphalt: K’s warmed'up a bit. [ tried to explain baseball to him for an
hour. That conversation turned into an explanation of cricket somehow. I'éan’t
quite recall how ourdialogue landed on abortion. Butitdid. He had nothing
intelligent to add to the discourse, Conversation petered offinto one about
baby kittens. He's really intobaby kittens.

One day behind sehedule. |'had to doubleback by twelve hours when, after
ashort pit stop, | discovered Marx wasn't in the sidecar but was replaced by a
glant zucchini wrapped inswaddling. That feisty German, I found'him [oitering
around a local pet shop tapplng theglass of the feline enclosure. By the timel
arrived, he had'inamed them all.

]
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ETA twa days: We've exhaustediourfunds: Iniretrospect;
I'see now that we made seme poor financial decisions, We
wereitoo paivetosee throughthe smoke and mirrors oftwo
stockbrokers we encountered onthe road, Please donot
ihvestany capital'into the stock“Gimme yalrwallet;
punkAOrits subsidiary .corparation; “And your little kraut
fiiend tooi“ Although they had a compelling piteh; Iljust don't
think it's an-auspicious time for'the market now,

We finallyarrive: Ourbike is' basically scrap'metal'now:
bhave to figure out analternate way homes I shake hands
with Karland bid him farewell. ! Not'a bad duo; el Me on
driving, youion maps We'must doithis again/ Sucddenly, how,
he knows English: “1vas in‘charge of zee map?” He takes his
zucchiniand gets into anearby cabi Christ) I'mistarting to
wish:he onlymumbled terrible:Germannothings under his
breath againyInanycase; | still needito get back home:

I'think Fllicall'my broker: Try'to cashiinsome of those,
“later loserst“stock,
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‘%7 by Bret Adrian Kaufman

: nee, aman ef deeds anda man ofiwords stood on'the'shore of the
Qceanaf Being and the man'of deeds dove headfirst inta the water, but
the'man of words just stood and contemplated the surface of the wayes,

S The mahofdeads called out to the man ofwordsifollow melAll you need
to know comes with the leapl Yol cannot know unless you dol Buf the
man of words sald:l cannot do unless | know. So the man of deeds swam
away.

Il
I'swam out past the waves where my feet.couldn’ttouchithe grotind. |
letmyrbody go and the currentdragged it out. And [ watched the shoreline
become asliverofwhat itance seemed. And I felt the vastness of the ocean
- envelop me.

Theoceanconceivedalllife on the planet, And within the seed lay the
tree; From the first protozoa to the rise of the human race; this tree grew
with!ltsmany branehes and boughs untiliit produced that most great fruif:
the self-aware being. The anatomy of the prenatal human demonstrates
this development inthe microcosmic view. Atits earliest stage, it takes on
aform'similar toithat of a'warm. At a latter stage it evolves into a fishslike
formwith gills: Then, it takes on a more reptilian appearance. And, finally,

withe familiar form 6fthe human'baby Yet, all'of this development takes place
Within'the wombiin preparation for birth soithat the perfected form may
growand actuallze its consaiousness in the self-aware creature.

. They say as a baby I'learned to run befare | Iearned to walk, And,.in
Smyirstimemory, | ran full baby speed into a mitron This produced a two-
oldishock, First, the cacophonous saund of mirror shards crashing to the
porall around'mecaused a general heightening of all of my senses: Sec-

s ondyandimore Importantly, in'aimatter of seconds; the image of myself, so
I fragmented by.the shards below—with an eye here and fingers and so on
theré—cameinto sharp contrastwiththe feeling of the fullness of my body

hrotight about byitwo frantle hands that lifted me up so fast thatall the




blood in my tiny head rushed downward causing me to black out. And'whenil
returned to full consciousness, I cried not from the shock of the accident, Huts
from the frightfulness of this new awareness of wholeness and sensuouspess:
i 3

My body drifted farther from the shore. And the mountains seemed to iove \
to my left. | watched the sun break forth from its‘rocky cage, bathing the fand® \
and sea in light. It slowly rose, yet I' know it never moves: 2

The Qur’an establishes the fixity of the sun almost a millennium before
Copernicus. Arnold Toynbee has argued that history remains the story of eiui="
lizations and that civilizations contain at their base the essentials of religion: n
The essentials of religion include acceptance of the revelation of @ messengers
of a supreme god, adherence to the social laws instituted by that messenger, .
and the glorification of the faith’s primary god through the production of cul="
ture: of art, architecture, music, and the sciences. In the Bhagavad Gita, Ar i
Iimplores Krishna: Te/l me the truths necessary for the world in Which | [ives
me how [ can meditate upon you, learning from you the wisdom that Inee'

righteousness weakens and unrighteousness exaltsiin prlde then nmy. ';plrlt arlses A
on earth for the salvation of those who do good. For the destruction of evif ln
men. For the fulfillment of righteousness, | come to this World, from age (o age.
The sun rises and sets and if we say the sun has renewed Itself we speak th
truth and if we say. the sun remains the same we also speak tite trith: Formos
of humanity, facile pronouncements about religion—that it amounts to aothln
more than an opiate of the masses and that God has finally died —have gone=
largely unnoticed. Religion remains the most vital lmpulse in the ardering and
structuring of civilization because most people recognize that civilization des
pends just as much, if not more, oninon-material forces than it does on'the raws
materials used. :

As a child, | came down with a severe fever. | shivered and convulsed for:
hours while people prayed all arolind me. | felt agreat darkness come over mes
Then everything went black and silent. And | finally felt at perfect peacesl sawes
an image rise up from the darkness like a holograph, a visionof an mprassivess
building of a classical Greek style ina place by the sed that seemed bothioldand's
new. The rectangular perimeter of lh(= structure, upheld by columns, Shingd in s
the light of the sun, Each column contained theinseription of awordi UNITYS
ONENESS, HARMONY, TRUTH, BEAUTY, and others. And [ sawajoyful multit
of radiant women and'men usher forth from the building in all directionswith
medicinal plants, fantastic machines, golden rods, and all manner of booksins




their hands, And'| heardia voice like that of many waters call
outsjusticel Theysay | died, but when theybrought me back;
itseamed to mell had never reallylivediAnd | felt myself rock-
ing/asinacradle; though inaplace witholt space'or fime,

IV
Myibady drifted furtherand furtherout to sea. The sun
rose toitsizenith; although | knowiit never moves. And the
shore finally became asimple line.

In Euclidian geometry lines represent idealizations: of
space withoutiactual width or'height. In analytic geometry
lines represent derivedinotions defined by points. Superstring
physicists theorize thatall'of creation exists in a matrix.of quan-
tum lines orstfings and'that each string resonatesion a unigue
vibratory frequency which gives rise to the forces of reality,
suel ds gravity andelectromagnetism. In'this construet, theins

\tersections of Strings allow for'infinite pefmutations of ele=
ments and bind together all dimensions, ofiwhich there are
severdl beyond those of Space and'time; Butwhat'came first
the program or the code? A'massive form rises up from the
earth: It moves like a‘rolling cloud; undulating in ordered
chaos It takesamomentar two to registerthe composition of
thisform as a flock of seagulls: Each'seagull in aflock stays just
close enough to'the one next to it to'avoid predators (more
gyes mean quickenreaction) and just farenotigh away 1o avoid
collision with the birdsaround'it; But no.one bird leads. Some
schools of fishido this too. o do hitmans, In:certain situations.
But; again, what.eamie first'the program or the code? Systems
scientists suggest wo possible constructions of the emergence
of such gomplexity. Weak emergence presents a reductive
model of evolition: In terms of consciousness, weak emer-
gence presents the source code, the mechanics of life; asanis-
ing from asingularity which continued to reprogram its own
totality througha refinement of complexity: The ebvious prob-
lem with'this hypothesis would be'the origin of the singularity;
Strong emergence posits the precedence of a non-local pro-

Cgramidrom which all things receive their encoding. This pre=

“ancoded program permeates space and binds the elements

Ctogether iniinereasingly:more complex systams. In terms of

consclousness then, the program represents one great

gits fight ©
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il
thought that'shapes the stuff around it in order to manifestiiself i awarg ass) \
of itself. Nevertheless, within every thesis lies its antithesis. Like the rising !
receding tides, or the changing of the sedsons, inevery age some protest the fon
material realities of the intellectual and spiritual realms and even the necessitys
of theit non-local basis, especially In terms of the abstract. They say that on
material reality exists, even though quantum mechanics has proven that thes
material represents more of a thought in space than a physical eéxistence
Stuck in the mire of materiality, the bird of the spirit cannot wing its flight't tD"
the realms above. :

As a boy, |’ became intrigued with geology: | studied'the compositionan
the history of the formation of the elemerits, minerals, and gemstones. And
developed'my own excavation kit. And [ used to pick at nearby hills for Rours
search of samples. It thrilled me to think of time as so expansive and of pressuF
as the catalyst for such drastic transformations. It occurred to me that tha Boo
of Nature reveals the perfect metaphaor for change. | began to think more 6f th
transmutation of elements. We locate a non-foliated metamorphic rock resultin
from the metamorphism of limestone, eomposed mostly of caleite We gua
it. We give it form. And sometimes we give it function. We call itthe White Mar
Mosque or some other:isuchiplace of worship: We create buildings and statiess
and ornamentation. By the blueprint of heaven, we build/up structiras tha !
rise above the earth. As above, so below. |

Vv
My body drifted back towards the shore. And the stin began to sink into) tha‘
ocean, although | know it never moves. The clear sky turned from bright blusto™
hues of brilliant pink, lavender, and red with wisps of clouds that mace it seem
as though some great impressionistic hand patiently worked above. -

Towhatdowe owe such knowledge of the intellectualiand spiritual realitigs; =
the mind and the creative power ofithe will?The spiritrepresentsa minetich in'.ﬂ.
gems of inestimable value, Educationialone can briifig forth these preclousss
elements. Although some primates, such as chimps, can be taught by Hunians
to sign to get what they want from their trainers, and although thelr young ¢an ‘k
learn to mimic their parents, nothing indicates that they understand the'liheren
connections being made. When released into the wild 'or simply Unprompte
by the mechanics of the food reward they eventually return to theiroldinstin
and |ose the habit of mimicking signs. A human baby left onits own will die) s fj
will many mammal species, demonstrating an inherent need for the afféctionates
bond we might call love. This love bound, if we may.callit that, occurs at all {avels ™)
of creation. The constituent elements of the mineral love each other and bond,




fiﬂgether. The vegetable kingdom loves the mineral and the carbon dioxide pro-

" duced by animal. And many.animals fiercely love their young. Yet none of this
. loving and'bonding occurs with any sort of selfaware intelligence. It all'hap-
g pensiin'its instinctive way. The manifestations of consciousness in the lower
“levels of life organize'themselves according to an apparently preordained set
Cof laws. Humans possess a manifestation of consciousness that operates ac-

cording to a different law: the law of the will: A chimp becomes entirely self-
sufficient in seven years and enters into'the fully actualized realm of chimp

Lisociety. The less complex the life form, the faster it becomes self-sufficient; it
“ simply needs less time to completely actualize its necessary programming.
“Without the exercising of the will . the human child will not only cease to
- progress, but will‘also continue to devolve in such abase direction thatit will

become an evenmore animalistic creature than the animal itself. Human chil-
drennotonlycanlearn, buttheycanalso continue tolearn on their own after
learning the fundamentals of how.to learn. Everything that cannot be seencan

I be understood by its effects. We cannot see the wind yet we know: it exists be-
~cause it rustles the leaves of the trees in'a park on a moody August day. So
»what of the intellectual realities, such as reason, imagination, and abstraction?
‘Do these intellectual powers manifest as a sort of deterministic byproduct'of

the brain or do they occur at'a more subtle'level of reality in which the brain

becomes merely the vehicle for their expression? And since human beings re-

quire transcendence to function beyond the base level, might we not agree,
once and for all, that a non-material force exists in us which compels us not
only torise above nature, butalso to seek expression in.such things.as music,
painting, and narrative? When we do agree to accept that a spirit moves each

and all; that each and every. one of us represents a unique expression.of.the

transcendental source of mind and will in the infinitely permuted unity of
being, then we can proceedto produce an art that will rise above syllables and

=sounds. Then, we will achieve the dream of| the Tower of Babel and'construct
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allanguage that, in its transformative power, reaches to heaven.

AS @ young man, my Hebrew instructor taught me that learning Leshon
"HaKodesh would bring me closer to the Lord, Hashem, because the Holy
" Tongue represents His Word as spoken by Him in the beginning. My instructor

&;sald that even in its shape itappears like fire because to the prophets it came

. a8 illumination in‘the land of Ur and the scribes set it down in such form in
eiTorah to remind humanity ofithat illumination. But to me the letters rep-
esented no more than ink on apage. In my private time, | turned away from

my primers to the Tree of Life. And | set out to discover the essence of the

Ward of the Most High. Lost in a sea of diagrams and formulae, | poured over

‘a"- the esoterica | could get my hands on. My mind reeled at the thought of so




vast-a theme, | pressed an, but ta no-avall until I threw Up my idlehandsinass
spairand stole away into the woods behind the yeshiva, And | found myselfifas
place of enchantedbeauty. Inthe center of adircularclearing, by:a bropk; amid'al:?
the sound of soft flowing water complemented by a géntle and delicious breeze
that made the falling leaves and the sunlight danceiin the midst of the trees
came upon a pool of water. The manner of this place seemed quite sublim
Everything in it—the singing of birds, the vibrantly green foliage; and even'tiie:
multicolored fungi—impressed upon my vision a sense of something quite magss
ical. And the pool too seemed to shimmer in the avallable lightlike a milliontings
diamonds strewn across the mossy earth. And there in the pool I'saw myselfass
myself: a spiritina material world, under the sun with/stillness inside yet movings
inthe midst of life, Andithis stiliness'set me free, And!l looked up atthe sun ang
saw the light asinever before, as if for the first time. In some crystal formation
the light reveals liself in color, In others, itappears|like fire; The light tralns éve
thing according to its nature. And some focuson the objects containing the ligh
and'find nothing butdifferentidtion. Yet; aifew come to see only the lightits

in all'things. '

LA

As my body drifted along, the sun sank into the sea, although I know it hads

never moved. And the stars looked down, like a million eyes in the face of thes
night. And I'thought of our ancestors, beating time like aheartbeaton a drll

Vi o

painting caves with scenes of the huntin red ochreand crushed, wet, chareo
sprayed from their mouths; and attuning themselves to the changing of the séa
sons by the revolution of the stars. And I heard'a drimming in the distance
maybe ['heard my own heantbeat, My body drifted backto shore, 1 sawithetwi
kling of lights in the distance and | thought of the light of my vision when it fingll
embraced the world, 2

buildings seem to rise up'from‘the earthilike natural’extensions of the sacress
landscape. Yet, on the slopes of Maunt Garmel, there appears avision of Heaven )
on earth. Amidst the terraced'slope cultivated in‘a manner the likes of Whigh
human eyes have not seen since thay gazed upon the Hanging Gardens of Babyss
lon, stands the most majestic shrine of the herdld of a new world faith crow‘ne'd'i,'-
with a copper dome like a'queen among lowly vassal. And at the toprofthes
mountain stands an impressive building of a classical Greek style that seems
both old and new. Seeing this vision before my naked eyes, | finally undefstood ¥
that we stand on the precipice of ainew day and a new cycle of human historss
matchless in its potential. Matchless; then, must be the deeds that accompan
such a day; '




Vil

Once, a:man of deeds and a man of words stood' on the shore of the
Yocean of being andithe man of deeds dove headfirst into the water, but the
man of words just stood and contemplatedithe surface of the waves. The man
tof deeds called out to the'man of words: Follow me! All'you need|ta know
‘comes with:the leap! You cannot know unless you do! But the man of words
said: | .cannot de unless | know. So the man ofideeds swamiaway. And he dove
" into the ocean’s depths. And there he found many others like him. And some
“seemed content to ride the currents of this vast andlimitless ocean. Andioth-
" ers moved to and from the shore. And'the man of deeds knew each and all
“even as he knew himself. Heidecided then that he would swim back to the
I "shore'and find others in search of this ocean, to guide them and teach them

 how to diveiin:




JESSICA BECHTOLD

FABRIC SOFTENER

I have adapted

to the silence

of night,

the computer’s glow
shining

in beneath the door.
I lie waiting

for you to come

kiss me,

like when you

had to have me
because

you didn’t know

if you ever would again.

But now

that our sheets

are the same
spackled green,
you're not as anxious
to find out

if my skin

has soaked in

the lavender vanilla
of fabric softener.

Instead,

you slip in

quietly, lie down

and smell the sheets,
when my eyelashes

are already resting

on my cheeks, twitching
to the dialogue

in my dreams.
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Sevana Minassian

There’s a garden where I sow scars,
inner demons, and sorrow.

Each month I place a for sale sign,
inviting the public to my nursery.

Bruised peonies only five bucks a bouquet.
Crushed carnations by the dozen.

Five years straight, my thorns
have won first place in this town.

While I'm not wealthy,

my petals sink to the bottom,
drowning in people’s vases.

he Gardner

after Jeffrey McDaniel’s, “The Farmer”



The Distance

Between

and

Here

There

by anthie Cuno

“Theg were strange geomctrg
that when inverselg squared

made Pemcect sense.”



The Distance Between Here and There

After dinner, she lit herself on fire.

She taped the water bill to the TV screen so he would see it,
walked out the back door with a bottle of turpentine and the book of
matches she swiped from the Mexican restaurant that served
pineapple margaritas in hollowed out pineapples. They had free
quesadillas during happy hour.

She made her favorite lasagna with extra parmesan cheese. He
served himself seconds and thirds like he usually did and even
washed his own dishes when he was done. She put everything away
on the table and returned everything to the cupboards, the drawers
and the cabinets where they belonged. The kitchen was clean and
nothing was out of place.

Did you pay the water bill?

No, he said. Didn’t you?

She hated him. He loved her. That’s how they started when they
met.

He was stupid and quiet. She was smart but judgmental.

There were 138 days in the semester and they spent almost all of
them together.

They crossed paths on the stairs between the photography lab
and the machine shop. He waited in the same spot every day until
she stopped ignoring him. He talked to her until she answered. That
was when they knew that the silence of their days and nights was
over. She learned about steel and its flexibility. He learned to recognize
the smell of D-76.

Eventually, he became a welder, she a photographer. She took
pictures of him, of everything. They often went to museums and she
showed him Rothko, Kandinsky and Lichtenstein - all those things
he couldn’t understand because she had to admit that he was not as
smart as she was. But she liked it that way and she never questioned
that he liked learning everything she taught him. He understood all the
things she obsessed about - creamed honey on rye bread and colored
glass. He convinced himself he knew her.

He did.

They were strange geometry that when inversely squared made
perfect sense.

He listened mostly and watched.

She showed him thousands of photographs of buildings, of
beaches, children in playgrounds, the central market, museums,



cemeteries, cars, trees, people laughing, the things that made sense to her
and no one else. She talked about the places she wanted to go and how
there was no reason for her not to get on a Chinese shipping barge to
Asia. There was nothing to leave behind but everything to see.

Nothing to see and everything to leave behind, he would often tell her.

She considered this when he said it, in the same way she stood at the
foot of her bed all night and watched his chest rise and fall until morning,.
She told him she stared out the window and watched Venus until it
disappeared. His smell was on her sheets and pillows even when he
was gone. He smelled like donuts and cigarettes. Sometimes she found
his stray hairs on her sweaters.

She taught him how to develop pictures and let him borrow her
camera. His pictures were always of people. When he tried to take her
picture, she always turned away.

Why not? he asked.

She ignored him.

The first time he came into her house he wandered into every room.
She watched him go from room to room. She knew he was trying to find
something he had never seen.

Where are the pictures of you? he asked

She laughed.

Why would I have pictures of myself in my own house?

Don’t you have any pictures of camping trips or graduations?

Not really, she said. Just a lot of preschool art...

Why? he asked.

Why not? she said. I liked to paint and I was good at it.

Don’t you have any pictures from elementary school?

She always found something else to do when he asked her all of this.
She cleaned the kitchen or started dinner. Sometimes she fed the cat
that wandered into her yard or made coffee. The truth always revolved
around the dirty dishes like the flies in the sink. Somehow there was
always a resurrection.

There were no camping trips or graduation pictures, just ugly pre-
school art, she said.

He looked around quietly anyway. She let him.

He asked about the photos on her wall, when she had taken them
and what they meant.

There were pictures of trees, the coastline, a city from the top of a
mountain and pictures of different objects from strange angles that made
the object look like something else - a bird cage that looked like the inside
of a prison cell.

Why do they have to mean anything? They don’t have to mean
anything in order to be good pictures, she said.

He paused.

You're right, he said.

~d
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She smiled and usually looked away before he continued.

But they can mean something, he said.

She stayed quiet for awhile.

They can mean anything you want them to mean, he said.

One day he found an old brittle picture hidden in a book. The
woman in the picture was holding a baby wrapped in a white blan-
ket.

Her face was like the mother, but not as pretty and not as far
away.

"}I,here was also a picture of a little wooden house that hung onto
dirt like indifference and leaned on a twisted rusted fence. He pulled
them out of the book and handed them to her.

You looked like your mother, he said.

She took the pictures into the next room. They disappeared with
her into the silence.

Those were not lost, she said.

So when he asked about the father, she never responded and at
first he never made her.

He always wondered.

She always forgot.

But it was never really silent.

She made him a key to her front door and he often used it. He
came in at night and they slept together. Sometimes he didn’t leave
for days. Eventually he stayed. She never asked him anything and he
never told her much of anything. They talked about all those things
people talk about when there was nothing to talk about. The weather
and global warming and how the neighbor’s cat always left his paw
marks on her car. He was warm and she realized she was often cold.
This was often the problem with her almost always. It was easy to
discover these things with him there. There was a sense of roundness
if not completion, like things continued and never ended with him.
They watched people pass by the window and she made up stories
about where they were going and what they were doing. He always
listened.

There was more film in her refrigerator than food. Most of the
canisters had dates written on their caps, some so old they were over
10 years old. Some of them were labeled: trees, sidewalk 100, sub-
way, downtown alley 4, oak grove/tech pan, old house, Portland F-
16, tower 3, birds, market 400, pier/terminal 17. He separated them
into groups.

Why don’t you develop these?

She never answered.

He put the canisters on the front shelf but she always moved
them back to their original place. Aware of his unanswered question,
she thought of something else and before the afternoon was over she



had usually taken control of the situation. There was always something
else to do and she usually felt his uneasiness slip away.

She never talked about the summer she spent on the road alone or
school and how she ended up in France after she met Felix or how often
she spent time in the damp alleys of the 14" quarter in Paris. Felix was
never important - the drugs and everything else mattered. There was
never enough to eat and she almost died once when she tried to catch
the birds that haunted her balcony. They came to warn her every day;
“There is no end” they would say. They were black and they were loud.
She ignored them most of the time. There was an ocean that seemed to

o on forever outside her window and she talked mostly about that.
Those were the things of youth she said and always left it at that.

He asked her again about what she was like before he met her.

What do you want to fucking hear? she said. There is nothing more
that I can tell you that you shouldn’t already know. I could tell you more
about what I've already said but you already know everything there is to
know about Felix and Paris.

I don’t care about that, he said.

Tell me what it was like before all of that.

She flicked the ashes off her cigarette and realized it was out. She
quickly lit a new one.

Every once in awhile he started this again and asked her about the
things she didn’t know and didn’t see. He wanted to know what car she
drove in high school, why she got the stupid butterfly tattoo she had on
her shoulder, what her father was like, what was her favorite this and
that.

Her expression never changed when he asked those questions.

Sometimes she changed the subject but mostly she sat there quietly.
There were never really any answers for those kinds of questions.

He quickly learned how to read her silence. There was an absolute
freedom of ideas in the air she knew existed. She let the cigarette smoke
fade away in front of her and she knew she had to give him something.
She traced the smoke with her fingers as it twisted and turned. She told
him what she could. She told him whatever she could think of.

The father died on Taco Tuesday. There was no funeral - just her.
When it was done no one cared. She went to the museum after and
avoided the renaissance paintings of angels and patron saints - she hated
all of that fiction. She remembered it was cold that particular afternoon
and forgot to bring a jacket.

He always waited patiently for her to start talking even though he
knew sometimes he lost her to the silence of memory.

She didn’t see him for awhile after that incident.

Later he asked her how she felt. She laughed.

What kind of question is that? she said.

He waited for her to answer. She looked at him and smiled.

~
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She showed him her favorite beach. She took pictures of him in
the water. He buried his face in her hair.

He was easy to be with. Sometimes they lay on the grass for
hours at night. She traced the constellations in the sky for him and
followed satellites as they went by. She talked about the cameras
they used in space and how some of them can see light years away.
These were the things he didn’t know. These were the things she
liked to tell him about.

These were the things that meant more than he understood.

She explained what the speed of light was and how the light
came from so far away that by the time it gets here, wherever it came
fromis gone.

So you can see the past in the sky? he asked

Exactly, she said.

Then you can never runaway from the past because it’s always
there. The light eventually will get here and then you have to look at
it.

She smiled, but said nothing.

Then how do you know the place it came from ever existed if
you can't see it? Even if you went there it wouldn’t even be there, he
said.

You don’t know. You just believe it’s there and it is, she said.

It’s like that with a lot of other things too, he said.

He looked at her and smiled. He loved her.

She buried her head in his chest. He was always warm.

There was a certain comfort about him.

One day between Kandinsky’s “Transverse Line” and Rothko’s
“White over Red” she told him that there was a certainamount of
gravity that existed, a force that could not be changed, that continued,
even if he disappeared for awhile.

He still wanted to know.

Was that your house in the picture I found in the book?

She walked away further into the gallery into the color between
the sculptures and tight spaces.

You're not going to stop asking are you?

He followed until she stopped.

It was a nice house, she said.

Like a palace - everything was gold trimmed and shiny and
there were horses parked outside instead of cars. There was a huge
garden with trees the size of buildings and there was a tree house
with an ocean view. There was always something being cooked in
the kitchen and the swimming pool looked over into the mountains
and sometimes the moon hung right over and then hid behind the
summit. The clouds hardly ever came around and the grass always
grew just right so the lawn was the right combination of cadmium yel-



Jow and cobalt blue. It was never too hot or too cold, always just ;.
fairies sprinkled stardust over the curtains. The snow during Chy;
was perfectly white and the house perpetually smelled like warn,,
gingerbread.

You know what I like?

Fucking turpentine. Because most of all, the best thing about it besides
the cartoon birds and the huge fireworks in the sky, were the broken '1eon
lights over the bar across the street and the crazy assholes that lived be-
hind the dumpsters and the newspaper that floated in the alley between
the palace and the rest of the world. A teaspoon of turpentine is the only
thing that fixes something like that.

She lit a cigarette and the smoke disappeared into his face. There was
an understanding now - it was no longer a safe place.

He stopped in the middle of the gallery and stood right in front of her.

There is no point in staying, if I can’t come in, he said.

She knew he meant it.

She explained how fixer, once used, meant the photograph can be ex-
posed to the light and how sometimes she hated using it on her photo-
graphs, that they were more beautiful in the dark.

What happens if you don’t use it?

The picture fades away. The light makes the image disappear and the
whiteness swallows it until the paper becomes clean again.

So then either way you have to use it or your photograph can never
come out into the light?

Yes.

And if it doesn’t come out into the light, it can never be a photograph.

There was nothing for her to say. She stared past him at the painting
on the wall, the lines and circles moved across the canvas until they settled
at the bottom. After that there was no more movement, no more people, no
more voices or events - just the energy spinning around her.

He knew she missed the life she didn’t know.

He left her in the silence.

Later the café was crowded when he came back. She was alone. It was
almost midnight and only the artists and the students were left. He was
quiet when he sat down. She watched him carefully but he was the same.
He waited for her to say something. So she told him about Enceladus and
how there are water geysers like the kind at Yellowstone. She said she saw
them one night when she was looking uE at the sky. TheK looked really big
she said and she wanted to show him what they looked like. He listened
and learned that Enceladus orbited around Saturn. She knew the serious-
ness was stronger. There was no way to stop it. She wanted to stall and
wait until time passed for years and let the truth settle.

He waited.

They were congruent, side-angle-side; they fit.

There had been a silence that until recently had not existed.

The train shook the walls and the table.
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They stood still.

He wanted to know about thelittle house in the picture he found
inside the book - the one without the flowers and huge trees, the one
without the horses and the gold trimming. He wanted to know what
her father was like - the one who broke her teeth and shattered them
across the table, the one that took a gun put it in his mouth and fell
back while the blood rushed out of his nose like water from a broken
fire hydrant, the one she saw with his eyes open sitting up straight
until he looked down at his nose and his shoulders slumped over as
the blood ran down the wall like dark molasses for hours. He wanted
to know what her mother was like - the one that left her in the gro-
cery aisle next to the pickles and never came back, the one that broke
her finger with a rolling pin. He wanted to know what the little
house was like - the one that was cold, moldy and dark, the one
neighbors stayed away from, the one the cat left to live under the
dumpster down the street. He wanted to know her favorite this and
that...

He wanted to open the door.

She said nothing,

She didn't yell.

She didn't cry.

There was nothing to say, nothing to do.

There was nothing extraordinary about it but there was something
peculiar about not being ordinary all of a sudden.

It got cold so they walked back home.

What do you want for dinner?

He didn't answer.

She continued with all the ordinary things. She let the pasta boil
and diced the onions while listening to the news. He sat at the table
and looked out the window. She knew this time there was nothing to
talk about. She told him about how telescopes could see other solar
systems now and there were hundreds of other planets out there.
Most of them are made out of gas but no one can be sure. Some of
them might be made out of rock like the Earth.

There are so many possibilities out there, she said.

He listened and learned that other solar systems existed besides
their own.

He didn’t look at her.

He didn’t ask her.

Dinner was ready before the news was over. He ate quietly and
left everything the way it was once he was finished.

Sheknew he was somewhere else entirely.

She loved him.

She stared at her plate and watched how the cheese gavein to the
warm lasagna and sank into the sauce. After awhile it stopped fighting



and disappeared into red extinction. She poked it with her fork until the
cheese was gone. He watched her stare into her plate and waited quietly
until she finished.

I wanted to learn more, he said.

She started to talk about the sun and how it turns hydrogen into helium.

He interrupted, that’s not what I meant.

No, I can't, she said quietly.

There was nothing left to ask.

He left quietly in the darkness. She watched him go out into the cold
and walk down the driveway onto the street until he was so small, he
disappeared.

She waited for him to come back.

There was nothing left to do.

No one else noticed.

There was silence after that.

She took the water bill to the living room and let herself be carried
away by the music on the TV. She imagined the ocean underneath the
couch until she pulled herself into a deep sleep. When she woke up she
felt axiomatic - he walked out and left in a way where she knew what it
equaled. She taped the water bill to the TV and closed the curtains. She
folded the napkins on the table and put them in their holders before she
walked out the back door with the turpentine and disappeared.
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"Just a lot of passiona
: fuck you’s

in the hallway

or wherever.




Phases

Ted, 45ish, somewhat out of shape and balding is asleep on the
couch. The TV remote on his stomach is going up and down with his
breath. Silvia, 42ish, high strung and dramatic is seated on the couch
next to him with a horrified look on her face staring at the television.
Laughter is heard from the TV.

SILVIA: That’s not funny. (Laughter is still heard as she picks up the re-
mote from Ted’s stomach and with slight difficulty turns it off.) That is so
not funny. (An awkward moment passes, then whispering loudly.) Ted?
Ted. Ted, are you awake? Ted, I want to talk to you. (Ted scratches
something and moans.)

SILVIA: Ted!

TED: (ugh, moan)

SILVIA: Ted, (shaking him) you awake?

TED: No, I'm still sleeping.

SILVIA: Hey, ya wanna talk?

TED: No. (He rolis over.)

SILVIA: Ah, come on honey. Let’s talk.

TED: Why? What's wrong?

SILVIA: Nothing.

TED: Why did you wake me?

SILVIA: So we could talk.

TED: Now?

SILVIA: Uh huh.

TED: What's so important?

SILVIA: I don’t know.



TED: Well, don’t wake me until you do.

SILVIA: Okay. (pause) Ted, I think we should talk more.
TED: About what?

SILVIA: It doesn’t matter.

TED: That doesn’t make any sense.

SILVIA: Oh come on, try.

TED: Why?

SILVIA: (awkwardly) How was your day?

TED: Are you okay Silvia? (Ted sits up.)

SILVIA: I'm trying to talk to you.

TED: Okay. (under his breath) Doesn’t make any sense, but okay. (to her)
So talk. (He grabs the remote from her to turn on the TV.)

SILVIA: Okay, well, let’s talk about our sex life.

TED: (turning on the TV) Yeah?

SILVIA: (Takes the remote away and turns it off again.) You missed it!
TED: Our sex life?

SILVIA: That too. But I meant you missed this comedian that just did a
skit on what appeared to be our sex life.

TED: Now you'rereally not making any sense, Silvia.

SILVIA: | mean it, seriously. He said there were three phases to a normal
sex life and, according to him, we're on phase three. There’s only one
place to go from there. It's not pretty, Ted.

TED: Soyoudid finish off the Jim Beam.

SILVIA: No, this skit on TV is about our sex life!

TED: Are you trying to tell me someone’s doing a skit about our sex life?

SILVIA: Ha ha. No, not our sex life exactly but...



TED: (He takes the remote from her again.) Silvia, you shouldn’t watch
so much television.

SILVIA: You should talk. Isn’t that where you get all your wisdom
from these days?

TED: Wisdom.

SILVIA: Yousure get plenty of “ideas” from it.

TED: AlrightI'll play. So this “idea” of yours, derived from the infi-
nite wisdom of TV, (he pauses and scratches his head) is that there are...
three phases to a sex life and we're in the last phase...did I get that
right?

SILVIA: (surprised) Yes. Uh huh.

TED: (He shakes his head and throws his hands up in disbelief, stands up
and walks toward the door.) Good night.

SILVIA: (She stands up, hands on her hips, and orders.) Oh no you
don’t! Sit down.

TED: Alright, two minutes. Make sense in two minutes or...

SILVIA: Okay. (Jumps up and begins to pace.) Okay, see, this comedian,
he says that we all start off with everywhere sex...

TED: Everywhere sex.

SILVIA: Yeah. You know in the beginning when you are newly in
love and you just do it everywhere, the restaurant bathrooms, cars,
on top of pianos, in elevators...

TED: On top of pianos?

SILVIA: Okay, bad example, but you get what I mean.

TED: We never did it on top of a piano.

SILVIA: Would you forget the piano.

TED: Yeah, but we never did it...

SILVIA: Ted!

TED: Okay. Yes, I remember this everywhere sex. Except on the piano.



SILVIA: Well, that’s the first stage of sex. After that, things get pretty do-
mestic and everyone settles down. Then all the sex starts happening in
the bedroom. And that’s how you know you're in phase two.

TED: So we have sex in the bedroom. What's wrong with that?

SILVIA: Well that would be fine except...I mean...well, see, we used to
fall into each other’s arms excited. You know...we were excited to be with
each other. In each other’s arms.

TED: Are you sure this guy was a comedian? Was it Dr. Phil? He can be
kinda funny.

SILVIA: No, he was a stand-up guy.

TED: Well, he wasn't very funny, this stand-up guy!
SILVIA: Would you stick to the point.

TED: Sorry.

SILVIA: Where was I?

TED: At the end?

SILVIA: Very funny.

TED: I think we were excited... (Ted moves closer to her and leans in for a
kiss.)

SILVIA: No, no, no, (dodging the kiss) that was at the beginning of phase
two. Cuz now, where we are in our sex life, it’s more like we get into

each other’s arms and maybe find excitement...if we can find the time or
the energy or even the interest.

TED: (teasing) Are you complaining?

SILVIA: No. I'm not complaining Ted. I'm just saying that, well, we
don't exactly start off with the idea, “I'll just die if I don’t get into his
arms.” That’s all I'm saying.

TED: Well, that’s the comfort of marriage.

SILVIA: That's the danger of marriage. Let me finish the joke...because
the next phase is hall sex.

TED: We don’t have sex in the hall.
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SILVIA: Yeah, I know.

TED: We never had sex in the hall.

SILVIA: Now who's complaining?

TED: Ididn't start this...

SILVIA: He's not talking about that kind of sex.

TED: Who?

SILVIA: The comedian...

TED: No, stick to the subject.

SILVIA: What's the subject now?

TED: That other kind of sex.

SILVIA: Oh yeah. Oh, we have it.

TED: We do?

SILVIA: More all the time.

TED: When?

SILVIA: Well, let’s see. We have it when we pass each other in the
hall and there’s all this really strong passion and heat from, oh say,
the way the bathroom was left this morning, or from me tripping all
over your shoes that you left all over the house. And all that passion,
it just kinda explodes into a sort of climax with a fuck you or a you
bitch, sometimes even a lousy son of a bitch. See? That kind of sex.
TED: Idon't call that sex.

SILVIA: Me neither, but that’s what starts replacing it. That’s what
I'm saying. That's what the funny guy was sayinﬁ anyway. And I'm
afraid we're slipping into it. Pretty soon we’ll be having nothing but
hallsex. Just a lot of passionate fuck you’s in the hallway or wherever.

All because we're not talking,

TED: (putting his arm around her) Don’t you think you are getting a
little ahead of yourself? I mean it was a comedy sketch, right?

SILVIA: There you go...you're doing it...minimizing what I'm say-
ing. (She pulls away from him.) That’s just one of the ways it all starts.



TED: Alright, now you're going drama queen on me.
SILVIA: Fuck you.
TED: ...am I suppose to come now?

SILVIA: Very funny. Why won't you take any of this seriously? I'm re-
ally worried about us. We never talk. I don’t know you anymore...

TED: Hi, I'm Ted.

SILVIA: Oh keep laughing, but this is serious. You come home and
watch TV. On the weekends it’s more TV and golf. Half the time you
sleep out here.

TED: I work hard. it relaxes me.

SILVIA: Yeah, cuz I'm just sitting here eating bon bons all day.

TED: I can’t believe you woke me up for this.

SILVIA: Oh, I'm so sorry to have disturbed your beauty rest for some-
thing as trivial as a divorce.

TED: That's quite a leap. Divorce?
SILVIA: Uh huh, yep, that was the punch line. Eventually, we stop talk-
ing all together. You can just let your lawyer talk to my lawyer until

we're divorced.

TED: That’s not very funny. (trying to keep it light) I think you should
work on your delivery.

SILVIA: Are you kidding? Is that all ya got?

TED: Didn't you say it was a comedy act?

SILVIA: Oh fuck off. This is useless. I'm going to bed.

TED: (imitating her from earlier) Oh no you're not!

SILVIA: Fuck you!

TED: Okay, fuckme! Right here...right now. (He moves in and puts his
arms around her waist.) Come on. Let’s get back to phase one. (He nibbles

on her neck.)

SILVIA: T was talking about talking.



TED: I'm talking about communicating.

SILVIA: But we need to talk more.

TED: Wenevertalked in phase one.

SILVIA: Yes we did. For hours, remember?

TED: Hate to break it to ya, you talked, I listened...and ail I was re-
ally listening for was the moment I could make my move. (He starts
to kiss her again; this time she responds.)

SILVIA: You talked too.

TED: Hey, | have an idea.. let’s have some hall sex.

SILVIA: Why?

TED: No, actual sex in the hallway. That way we combine elements
of phase one with elements of phase 3...

SILVIA: ..and they cancel each other out. Genius!!!
TED: To the haliway. (As they giggle off stage, they remove a piece of
clothing.)

The End



David Morck

Beyond the valley rifts of color coordinated packages there is milk.
Sun reflected prism shifts as the finger traces through the stagnant stream.,

Blackened is life: newsprint, pantone charts, rubber-based inks.
Twenty-Nine point Nine Nine Seven frames per second.

Fear,inadequacy, disease. Performingbetter,increase of size.
Remember that fox in winter, contrasted against the wooden fence post?

Do you feellike taking up the lost art of letter writing?
There is an application for that. ‘Find a Mailboxv2.13!

I could save a dollar if [ picked from the bottom shelf.
Stooping over doesn'’t fitinto the scheme of instant gratification.

Lost among the giant cedars we clasped hands, excited, fearful, abearin the path.
To capture that moment

witha Sony,

a Nikon,

a Polaroid -

our hearts in our feet

against the soft ground

built by weeping trees.
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Kssav

by Doug Weaver

ith the disappearance of Affirmative Action; it seems thatthe lastnatl™
has been driven into the coffin'of higher education for disadvantaged students al
virtually every innerscity sehool across the state. Evenarmad with the knowledge
thatbehaving differently toward'some for equality’s sake is effective; the powers
that'be have chosenracismioverreason; leaving the best and most brilliant Blagicss
and Latinostudentsin the'lufch, forced to accept attending community collegas
evenwhen the academic direction they've eatned s clearly pointing toward
Stanford'or Berkeley ornUCLA

Althoughithis s alamentable and deplorable state ofaffairs; [believe ther'
is asolution, one that will solve the problem at'hand, ensuring that virtdallyallss
underprivileged'students, gifted or otherwise, receive alback-to-basics colleges
education; as well'as maintaining an'in-the:black ledger for the states hudgat
Andmost important ofiall, there ate no quotas; tace:based opotherwise:

My humble plan not only guaranteesan education, but preserves these studentss
rich eultural heritage, while, atthe same time, explaiting many of the talents andtralts™
they already possess, traits unigue to their particularsocioeconomic and'ethnle ]
backgrounds, and traits'easily adaptable to/any soctal Structure in any insttttion s
of higher education. Think about it: What's the hte and ety of the privilegediand
gifted students already entrenched at aStanford or Berkeley when alpoor lnnera
ity student arrives on campust Welcome? Bewhoiyou are? Notireally. (t's mores
like: be like us or die, an/imperative that'is unlikely:or tunable to'be obeyed;

This is of particularimpottance because of the very real fear of socially
“traumatizing” these deserving youngsters, who, from no faultof theirown;=
would find themselves, wheniconfronted with ore areaned bit of Stanford:esg
protocal/etiquette or another at such high levels of stress thattheir psydhesa
emotional well-being would be at risk and therefore notopen to'learning, Whld ;
ig what this is-all'about anyway.




NV planis so all-encompassing that these concerns dissipate as if they
SWweresteamirising fromithe dean's atfernoon pot'ofitea:

I he guestion becomes, among others, justwhatis thisrich cultural her-
Sitageithatwillbe preseiveduponimplementationiofimy plan? 1ts nothing
Smore and nothing less than the prauditradition of service to)another human
Being Indeed an'as yetuntested tenetof Chilstianity itself, and a tradition'with
sWhieh theltinderprivileged'people of colorthroughout history-are intimate,

Imorderto explain howtheunderprivilegediwill actuatly land ontoa

college campus, it's incumbentiupon me'to explainithe fiscal aspects of my
“planvitie top universities in California are expensive, not the way say a

S Corvetie autamobileis expensive; butithe way a’‘Bentley is expensive.
dlheyie raally expensive. e students who have fraditionally been attending
these universities dre; for the most part, being subsidized by their parents,

S Whose pockets are sodeep that another twentysfive or thirty grand over a
feWyearata payfora new“perk fortheir kidson'campus would hardly be
noticad,

Thisiswhera the spirltualvalue of service ta'one’s fellow/man comes into
= plav s nosearet that inithe inner-city, Women of color pessessan innate and
uinvaluable knowletge of; dmang otherdhings; howto makem bed properlyand
450 keep somenhe else’s abode ordetlyand clean:

Thelboys; on'the othephand, whileprobably not having any.realiex-
L perience atservice, butibeing the progeny of countless generations of
S porterspwalters; hutlersand man servants, shoeshine boys and the like,
SWwill'have a genetic propensity towardithis skill that- will probablybeable
Wtobe assimilatedand mastered within a fewweeks orsoi

My plan, Inishart, is (o offerto underprivilegad students of color the
I ehance (o serve theiracademic brethren already encolled in universities by
Becoming their servants, cooks, dressers and butlers, alliat minimal or no
ostto thestate and thereby at the same time offering thema college edu-
!iﬂn;

Of course, the method otacquiring knowladge that!l propose here will
eeessarihyibe different framwhatione usually defines as ‘learning,’ not be-
eause of gny def!ciency inpedagoelcidogma, but'simply because it's so




superior to what“education” has been eroded into over
the years. No more strictadherence to classschedulesand
taking notes furiously fram lectures onsubjects thatare, at
best, open to interpretation; no/more wresting meaning
fromalgorithms and formulas thatwill rarelyif everbe
used in day-to-day life; noimore guessing at just Whatone
professor or another thinks isimportant,

The method my plan utilizes isinot only foolproafand
superlor, but two-pronged: just as the delicate spring flow:
er's of the Desert Southwest draw sustenance from the arid
sand, so will these underprivileged students, through mere
proximity to'higher learning; drawinto their brainsa:pro:
found understanding of the lofty disciplines college has to
offer. It’s simply, in a word, osmosis. Andthe second prong
woluld be repetition and more repétition: To illustrate this,
I'dipoint to the great composers of the world whowould
not norcould not have written a single great or even not so
great note had it not been for their method of learning,
which was simply copying others work ad infinitum:

The privileged students servediunder my plan (we'll eall
them “Masters”)will, of course; be well-educated aboutthelr
new state of affairs well' before the fikst shipment of Servants
arrives, and therefore aware of the factthat all their home-
work; notes, graded tests, etc, must be photocopied-and [eft
for their servants to help themselves to at the end of every
day.

The naysayers among youwill mostlikely scoff at this
seemingly catch-as-cateh=can method ot stocking thelearning
shelves: "What if one or more of the Masters forgetst““What
then?”Well, | say, “What if it rainsz“livé covered every possible
cantingency. Forgetting isicertainlyavalidiconcern, one of
which we're all glllty. Are the servants simply to go'without the
learning materials promised them foras long asitheirvasters
farget? Absolutely notl




o My planhas a builtin'fail-safe mechanism for just such an occurrence,
vand for an explanation, we'll briefly revisit the sarvants’rich culturaliheritage
Sbeing preservediso far away from homel Allwe really have to do is briefly
Sbrbwase the statistics regarding a minoritys behavioy while injtheir previ-
Sousiviunanlightened environment; Whenwe superimpose this behaviorto
Suintually anywhere else inthe world) one radiantaxiom: eutshines all.others;

thatwhen leftunsupervised and ifclose proximity:to something of value,
heitan electronic device, flashy jewelry or inithis case, leatning materials,

thP studant of colorwill simply steal it.

i The lastand prabably most important part of my plan deals with the
smanner inwhichiaservant of seholastic excellence is treated, while again,
S slayving withinsguidelines that are notinconsistent with'the cultural baggage
Shraughtalong o, say Stanford, The most important part of this task'was to
Weame tp with'a | obiof Honer ityou will one that reflected the:monumen+
tal struggle of overcoming tentific odds tolexcelischolastically and one that,
i at the sameitime, enhanced the dignity of the institution,

This job alse hadito be creatad, again; in acdordance with centain pre-
Sdispositions of minorityistudents, not only initerms of social standing, bt
Salsoin terms.of appropriate garbithatwas not'enlyimmediately identifjable

assignifying excellence; but'alse one Universally accepted asa mark ofiun-
o thinching dignity

Knowing that' students of color ara already wonttawear clothes and
" ernaments, usuallyin bright, primaty colors; reflecting allegiarice to'one
group oranother ibwasn't teo greatastretchita come up withithe notion of
> wearlng similanly fdentifying garments for this job of honot

; After much thaught, the “unlforml came up:withiconsistediof a silken;
Boldlystriped jersey in the school's colors and a cap with the same color
eme. For pants | thought that maybe a traditional pair of jodhpurs,
ghed neatlyintoapair of shiny black boots, wauld'be suitably distinctive
' exemp_li_fying stch aplace of honor.

L ARd the joliitself 18 hothing less than serving the school as an‘icon of
Uneh eharacterwhile at the same time adorning the acres of graceful
vhs uponwhich the sehool's proud structures stand, While wearing this




for hours on end (an act of quiet dignity in itself) while holding a lantern in'h
outstretched hands, a gesture that unequivocally saysicome on in. Take yours
shoes off. Sita spell: '

If, for some reason, my.simple plan is rejected, leaving these underprivilegeds
students no hope whatsoever, one can almost hear their desolate cries'rising™ i
from tenement buildings and skanky neighborhoods across the state: “What 3
are we to do now?" ‘

el
The only solution available to themis obvious and elegantly simple, although %
admittedly notieasy. Indeed, itinvolves solving one of the great universal
mysteries. But being of gifted caliber and having no other choice really, these.
students should be able totackle the problem with alacrily.

So when their forlorn cries of frustration rise as to what to do in‘order tor &
obtain a college education, the simple answer is: go backiand be reborn'to
parents in Beverly Hills, silly!




Broken

James Hanna
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Emerge
Arlene Ferley Monzon



The earth should not be
burned, along with all of
its trees and green

grass, no matter how
many trumpets sound.

by Rich Anderson



Futureboy

Futureboy asks why there are so many weird boy movies in
the back, behind the curtain. He rests his head atop his arms on the
glass counter and looks up at Clem.

Some people like those, Futureboy.

That's weird but whatever and Futureboy rocks his head down,
and looks through the glass at the collage of old VHS movie covers -
movies he has not ever heard of: nothing but pictures to him. Tilia,
My Left Foot, The Chant of Jimmi smith, Pixote - He likes that
one there. This one. He puts his nose up to the glass, they touch, and
his eyes fix. Batman with Michael Keaton. Something about where
the gold meets the black and the shine of the smooth curve of the bat
tail and the sharp spiked tip of the wing. Glossy, shiny, inviting, not
like all the others. Can I watch that one?

Clem knows he needs to keep a better eye on Futureboy to make
sure he doesn’t sneak his way to the adult section. He’d never found
Futureboy back there, but kids are kids and curious and all that, so
he was sure he’d been back there a few times.

Are you thirteen?

Eleven and a half.

No then.

Futureboy’s mother steps out into the street. It is bright. She
squints. She turns and there is the laundromat behind her. Shrugs.
Starts to cross the street. Heavy traffic.

Clem wanted to write a screenplay. He even went to an Arts col-
lege just outside of L.A.

CLEM
When I was in college, at this Arts
college, I met this girl: I was
walking down the FILM HALL after
class and she came up and told me
that I was beautiful, and then
walked away. That was all. “You're
beautiful,” and then to just walk
away, like nothing happened. I didn’t
get it. I stood there, stopped walking,
taken aback, you know. I only saw her
face for a second, because I was looking
down and walking, to know where my



feet would land, like I usually do.
But I remember she had a nose piercing, ‘cause
it sparkled right there, in the middle
of her face. And her eyes were golden.
I turned and started walking toward her,
as she walked away from me. I said,
“Hey, excuse me, hey, excuse me.”
But she kept walking.
BEAT.

She kept walking away from Clem, no matter how many times he
said hey, stop, excuse me, why do&ou think I am beautiful, are you just
teasing me? Why say that to me? What did | do to you? What do you
want? Don’t go. | want to know your story and your story for me.

Please don’t go.

She just seemed to disappear, around a bend in the hall and then
down a stairwell and then gone. Clem stopped following. And Clem
stopped writing because he thought Moliére was right - “First, you do it
for the love of it, then you do it for a few friends, and finally you do it for
the money,” and he didn’t want to be a whore and he knew money made
stories worse.

Futureboy waits for his mother. The city separates them. The city
with tar stretching like veins through its streets. Worn fading crosswalks.

The cars all stop for her. The drivers watch her cross through their
windshields. She must do her laundry at that coin-mat over there - and
they are all so glad that they have cars, and washers and dryers in their
apartments or apartment buildings or houses, and they wonder why she
has so many clothes and she is across the street, the light is green. And
they drive thinking that she seemed pleasant and beautiful even though
she was carrying all that laundry.

In the church, the preacher says to the mother: This is not what you
arehere for. You are here for something else. I saw you leaving and
knew, just knew that I needed to come say something to you. You are
God’s child. You are. And He cares. He truly loves. And only He can save
you. Only He can save you from your sins, from those forces in your life
that drag you down, that hold you down, that keep you from being you.
Comerepent. Come to the altar. I'll walk down with you, and kneel be-
side you and pray. We'll pray together for God to wash your sins clean.
For God to come into your life. All you need to say is that you accept
God into your heart. That Jesus is your Savior: He is the way, the truth
and the life. Say it with me. It's okay. I am here. We are here - all of us in
this congregation - to help you, to help your life, to make you one with
God, one with his Son, and one with His IHoly Spirit. We will help you
cast your demons out of your heart and welcome in the light of God -
the everlasting light - the light that is for every one of his children. You
are His child. Come. Pray. Say it. Child.
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She hears her son crying and feels her heart ripping open, the
LIGHTNING of God striking her down, as they always knew He
could.

What happens in this one?

Well, do you know who Batman is? Anyways, Batman is a guy
who goes around in this city called Gotham beatin’ up bad guys.
Clem unwraps the cellophane off of the new arrival and he crumples
the crisp plastic sheet and knows he will unwrap hundreds of new
arrivals and input them into the computer, just like the hundreds
he’s already done, and put the neon pink sticker on them and watch
people come in and out and sometimes pick the new arrival, some-
times not. But he knows Futureboy will always be there, on Thurs-
days, from 3:00 PM to 5:00 PM, while his mother is off. At least until
he is old enough to be without someone watching over him. Will you
watch over him for a couple of hours today? I just need to go and do
this laundry and go to the bank and the market but it won't take that
long and he is a really good kid, you'll see. And something about her
eyes, how they were green and blue at the same time, bright as the
sun yet still, and her soft voice, warm, welcoming. Pure. Heavenly.
And her son looked up at him and he felt like it was them against
everyone else in the world. Okay. No problem.

Gotham?

Yeah. Gotham.

Is Gotham L.A.?

This city isn’t Gotham. Gotham's supposed to be New York City,
but this city, it is as bad and as dirty as Gotham.

Bus Stop - Sunset and Colorado.

She wonders if she had named her son Phillip if she would have
spelled it one L or two. Two, definitely two.

Phi - Lip is not Phill - up.

None of those names are all that good she thinks. And she smiles
and thinks of her son and that he is the only beauty in this world as
cars blow past and car exhaust breathes on her hot and dry. Clem’s
nickname for him is good. Clem is good. Old enough to be a dad.

Futureboy and Clem.

INT. VIDEOSTORE — DAY.

FUTUREBOY
Is that his real name?
CLEM
It’s Bruce Wayne.
FUTUREBOY
Weird.
CLEM

But some call him the Dark Knight.



FUTUREBOY
Do you call him the Dark Knight?

CLEM
No.

FUTUREBOY
Why not?

CLEM

I don’'t know. I suppose because Batman
is not really real.

FUTUREBOY
But if Batman was real would you call
him the Dark Knight?

CLEM
I suppose, maybe.
FUTUREBOY
What do you mean?
CLEM

I guess, if Batman was in L.A. and
fighting bad guys and doing good in
the middle of the night, then, yeah,
sure, the Dark Knight.

FUTUREBOY
But isn’t Dark bad?

CLEM
Yeah, I suppose so. But not the Dark
Knight, little guy. There are different
characters in different stories, like
all these videos in here, in this store,
some good, some bad, some with the same
names, some not, but different. Except
for remakes.

(beat)
How'’s about we watch BATMAN the cartoon?

Futureboy! Hey Futureboy! Fuuuuture B-boyyyyy!

But Futureboy can’t hear the Sunday school teacher’s and the good
children’s cries and he keeps rising up and up into the tree, with the
branches rough and knobb#l and crossed over each other. Come down!
Why won’t he come down!

If he could build a house, it would be up in a tree, up near the sky. It
wouldn’t be like the place they are in now. It wouldn’t have cracks reach-
ing through the walls or brown stains on the floor and ceiling. He
wouldn’t be able to hear yclls and sirens and smell exhaust. Ft would be
bri%hlt_lgreen and blue and the wind would blow through his hair soft and
cool. His mom would live there with him. And so would Clem, and all of
Clem’s movies. And they would always be smilir_\lg and far away from
everyone in there and the boys namec?/ Matthew, Timothy, James, Titus,
Peter, and John. He can'’t see his mother but she is down there, underneath
him, but she knows who will be there for Futureboy.
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Shereally didn’t want to ask too much of Clem, but the way he
looked at Futureboy, and the way Futureboy looked at him, she knew it
would be fine and that he would be safe from the world inside that
video store. But she decided to try Sunday school for Futureboy. She
thought that if she accepted God into her heart and dropped him off at
Faith Church of Patmos and then left and went to do her laundry and
her errands, to the bank, and to the market, thenback to the laundry, to
pick up her and Futureboy’s clothes, she could get everything done
with him safe. And not bother Clem too much.

She had only been to one other church before. Her son came
with her. He was a toddler, old enough to walk, and old enough
not to cry. Crying is for babies and I am not a baby, he wanted to
say, but couldn’t. All he could say was blue ball and blue mall and
blue call and blue ma. Her friend from high school was getting
married. Alan. They met in chemistry class junior year. She sat in
the middle of the class, in the middle of all of the students sitting at
their desks. She liked the feel of being in a sea of people. She would
lay her head sideways on the desk and look through one eye and it
would seem like she was in a kelp forest, with the light coming in
through the paneled windows, filtered blue, and the heads of her
classmates would be floating off in the Pacific. Alan sat right beside
her, and he would catch her staring blankly with one eye, her head flat
on the desk. You're doing it again. And she would get embarrassed
and pretend that she was just sleeping from being up all night. Which
she was: up all night. You sleep with one eye open? Staring at the sun
through the windows? I just zone out when I sleep - I don’t know
what I do with my eyes.

She and Alan became friends, and would eat lunch off campus to-
gether. At the Wendy’s mostly, where she could get a Frostie and he
could get French fries and they would share, dipping the fries in the
Frostie. Nothing beats this, they would say, eating the deep fried po-
tatoes in the chocolate soft yogurt with the cold touching their lips
and the hot from the fries. But something would. When they first
kissed, one day after school, near the start of summer, with the dry
heat, and the oak trees dusting the ground with yellow pollen, and
the dragonflies that used to invade the school, bright green and pur-
ple and gold, buzzing and flying so close to your face and ears that
you want to scream, she knew Alan was not the one for her. Her son,
now he was the one. And as they came to the church, he said blue
call, soft, and serious. She knew he would be good in the church.

The church was a Macedonian Orthodox church in Whittier, of f
of Whittier Blvd. They walked to the front, but when they tried the
gate to get in the grounds, they found it locked. People she had
never seen were on the other side of the gate. Friends of Alan or his
bride, who she did not know either. And she didn’t quite know how
Alan found her. But there was the wedding invitation in her newly
rented P.O. Box at the newsstand store off of Riverside Blvd. They
walked around to the back of the church, and her son, in his little



black shoes, held on to her shoulder as she carried him. He was quiet.
The service was in Greek and she didn’t understand anything. On6ee-
’KyBajKM 'M OBHe TeMeJIHH HACTaHH O/l HALIEeTO roJIFOTCKO CTOJIETHE, HA CUTe
BepHH Ye/a, BO TaTKOBHHABA M LIMPYM I10 CBETOT, paZlOCHO IO YeCTHUTaMe Jy-
GHJIejHHOT MaKeJOHCKH HallMOHaJIeH npa3Huk HiMHAeH, co mopaka 3a Mup
¥ 6paTo/by6UBOCT, KaKO Mel'y Hac, Taka U co cute Jjiyfe. Heka HU e yecTuTe U
BekoBUT MumHaen!! But Alan looked like Alan from all those years ago,
but with a light shadow where his beard could now grow. He looked
ready, up there, waiting for his bride to come down the aisle, standing be-
side the priest, with the candles burning in the corner, the two golden cere-
monial marriage crowns on the table behind him - she wondered why she
never felt he was the one. And Futureboy turned his head to his mother’s
ear and whispered blue ma.

The first class Clem took at the Arts college just outside of L.A. was titled
“Screenwriting: Approaches to the Profession.” Over the surraner he’d pre-
pared for the course, watching all of the Academy Award Best Picture film
nominations and winners, in order, while taking notes.

7% Heaven - 1927 - silent film — romance - war ~ beautiful actors and actresses.

The Racket - 1928 - crime ~ detective - bad guy mob boss — pretty good
movie — good music, I suppose.

In Old Arizona - 1929 - TALKING! - Western — outlaw Cisco and sexy
girl — evading Sheriff - sexy girl with Sheriff against Cisco.

And so on: The Patriot, The Big House, Trade Horn, The Champ, Shang-

hai Express, Lady for a Day. All the way to Rain Man, Awakenings, American

Beauty.
But in Professor Edison’s class it didn’t matter anyway. And the

script he wrote over the summer didn’t matter. Yes, it is true Clem that
the screenwriter is the “author” of the film, and Professor Edison holds
Clem’'s script in his hands, rolls it up, and Clem wonders how many
times Edison has rolled up scripts of students and how many of them,
the scripts, were actually good and how many were actually bad. How
many students stood right here, with scripts, with ideas, that were shot
down, or praised. Shot down to praise ratio - 30:1? 10:1? Seems too high.
But you have to realize that these “BEATS” will vary in the film making
process. I mean, there is nothing wrong with the script, it’s written, at
least structurally, solid. But these “BEATS,” even though they are ele-
ments of screenplays and scriptwriting are problematic. I mean, they
aren’t so much problematic as they are debatable. You are going to have
directors and actors in this script debating what and how. But not even
what and how. They are going to debate gestures, facial expressions:
What is CLEM thinking here? How can I present CLEM to show this?
What is CLEM feeling and why? This will be open to interpretation, you
understand. Hitchock, Capra, and Lubitsch all changed the scripts they
were given. Drastically. The directors. The actors. And Clem will want
him to crumple the script like the cellophane from the new releases. They
decide the interiority, the psychology, the why. You'll have an entirely
different story. And you want your story to be your story, don’t you?
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Right? And he wanted to tell Professor Edison that he didn’t care;
that if his story made different stories that would be fine; that multi-
ple stories were better than one story; that one story, one way of
viewing things, was not what he wanted.

In church, the Sunday school teacher says to Futureboy: Everyone
gather, gather in close, like the Sermon on the Mourt, it's OK to get
close, come in together. “Then the seven angels who had the seven
trumpets prepared to sound them. The first angel sounded his trum-
pet, and there came hail and fire mixed with blood, and it was hurled
down upon the earth. A third of the earth was burned up, a third of
the trees were burned up, and all the green grass was burned up.” Do
we all know where this is from? And the children look around at each
other and pretend that she didn’t ask the question. But Futureboy
keeps looking at her. }e doesn’t know where it is from. Who is speak-
ing? And why? The earth should not be burned, along with all of its
trees and green grass, no matter how many trumpets sound. Seven,
ten, twenty, he knows better. He knows his mom would know better
too. Revelations? the dark haired boy in the front asks. Yes, yes, it is
from Revelations. But what does this mean? The apostle John wrote
this book when he was exiled on Patmos, a small island; he was exiled
because of his beliefs in God. Because he believed in God he was per-
secuted but he wrote this book, Revelations, to warn us what is in
store if the world turns unholy, turns its back on God. And Futureboy
doesn’t know who the God is that she is talking about. He wonders if
God is like Clem, from the video store, who is just there and keeps an
eye on him when his mother is gone, when his mother runs errands
and brings back warm fresh smelling clothes for him to wear. But
Clem wouldn't kill things. Clem would just sit there and make sure
he doesn’t run out of the store. But what if I did run out of the store?
Would Clem trumpet and burn me up? And my mother. But my
mom and Clem look at each other so nice; he would not burn her up.
“The second angel sounded his trumpet, and something like a huge
mountain, all ablaze, was thrown into the sea. A third of the sea was
turned into blood, a third of the living creatures in the sea died, and
a third of the ships were destroyed.”

Clem is in bed with all of his day clothes from the video store off,
the lights off, door to his apartment locked, his eyes open. The red
flashing digital clock on his nightstand: 2:45PM. His room is full of
things - clothes, dirty and clean, piled at the end of his twin bed. A
baseball glove he bought from the used sports store with the name
COADY written in Sharpie, block letters, sitting on his dresser. This
baseball glove is good - hardly any scuffs: look. It’s a little tough,
Coady apparently didn’t work it in too much, but take a look, and
the used sports store salesman hands Clem the glove and Clem holds
" with both hands at first, touching the leather, feeling the smooth-
ness, the toughness. You see, you are lucky you have small hands, if



you don’t mind me saying - cheaper glove. These bigger ones hey, I
points, twice as much. And Clem rests the glove in his right hang a’nlie

uts his left fingers together and slides them into the glove. Perfecy f'kt
Eut too stiff to close or open all the way. The ball might hit the Centerl~'.
bounce off or drop to the grass before ﬁe closes it and that won't 4o If{l}d
hopes the salesman doesn’t ask why he is buying the glove. oy

But he can’t close his eyes because he knows he won'’t be able tg fall
asleep. He’s been up, in bed with the lights off, the digital clock blinking
red, since he slid under the comforter. There is just no way. No way to
sleep. He has to work tomorrow, just like he worked today, and he
knows she will be there to drop off her boy and that he will try to say
something to her but will be unable. And then he will stay with her son
thinking of something to say to her, something to say to keep her there
when she returns. COADY, see, that's your new name. But her son won't
like that. He'll like the glove. Clem can see him with his elbows resting
on the glass counter, glove in hand, with eyes pinched together trying to
figure out why COADY. Haven’t you heard of Coady? But that won't
work. Clem knows he can’t give him the glove. He knows her son isn’t
Coady - he knows taking care of her son isn’t the same as taking care of
her. COADY could be your superhero name? He will come up with a
story, he knows. And there in bed, the lights off, he will call her son Fu-
tureboy, for the glove he will get in the future, when he has a story for
him, and for her.
The glove is for my boy.

Futureboy

Written by
Clem Thomas

OVER EXTERIOR SHOT OF BUSY LOS ANGELES IN THE B.G.,

CROSSWALK IN THE F.G. NO MUSIC ONLY CITY NOISES: CARS
HONKING, CROWD NOISE, ENGINES.

TITLE: Futureboy

EXT. I.OS ANGELES INDEPENDENT VIDEO STORE — DAY.
CAMERA looks at the parking lot of the VIDEO STORE.
Only a few late model cars. A MOTHER walks into the
parking lot with FUTUREBOY.
ANGLE. BEHIND MOTHER AND FUTUREBOY.
MOTHER and FUTUREBOY are, in the summer’s heat, walk-
ing to the VIDEO STORE.

CUT TO:
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CU. DVD STILL IN THE WRAPPER.
CLEM is unwrapping a NEW RELEASE and is putting a
neon pink sticker on the edge of the DVD case.

WIDER, THAT MOMENT.
CLEM sets down the NEW RELEASE and watches MOTHER
and FUTUREBOY enter the VIDEO STORE;

CLEM
Welcome.

BEAT. MOTHER looks at CLEM.

MOTHER
Can I ask you a favor?

BEAT. CLEM
Okay.
BEAT.
MOTHER
Would you watch my boy for a little
while, just while I run some errands.
BEAT.
CLEM
Okay. No problem.
HOLD.

“Watch out for false prophets. They come to you in sheep’s cloth-
ing, but inwardly they are ferocious wolves. By their fruit you will
recognize them. Do people pick grapes from thornbushes, or figs
from thistles? Likewise every good tree bears good fruit, but a bad
tree bears bad fruit. A good tree cannot bear bad fruit, and a bad tree
cannot bear good fruit. Every tree that does not bear good fruit is cut
down and thrown into the fire. Thus, by their fruit you will recognize
them.” Now what can we say about this city’s fruits? Is this city good
or evil? Where is this city heading? And the child who answered last
time raises his hand again. Yes Matthew? And as Matthew answers the
question Futureboy feels something deep in his chest, a tingling, a
burning, a shame, raw and painful. He folds his torso down over his
arms, touching his Indian-style folded knees. He rocks and sways with
his eyes pinched shut. This city is hot and smoky and noisy and bad
but there is Clem and there is mom and whoever would burnthem up
does not know what nice is. Futureboy feels his body loosenand his
head raise and he sees the other children, with their name tags stuck
to their cotton, collared shirts, and he feels something lift in his
lungs. But what about Batman? And the room goes silent, and the chil-
dren’s church teacher shifts in her seat. What do you mean Batman?



He is the Dark Knight, but he is good and 1§oes around helping peogle
who are in trouble but this God is not the Dark Knight. And Futureboy
stands up, his knees wobbly, and the teacher stands and tries to touch his
shoulder, to calm him, but Futureboy is crying and he doesn’t want to see
the world burn, the seas turn to blood, the trees cut down, the good be
bad. So he runs.

CUT TO:
INT. VIDEQ STORE — LATER.

Inside the VIDEO STORE CLEM and FUTUREBOY are watch-
ing a BATMAN cartoon on a TV on the glass counter.
They are physically close to one another, leaning on
one another and eating popcorn together out of the
same microwavable bag.

MOTHER enters the VIDEO STORE. She has laundry basket
full of folded clothes.

MOTHER
Baby.

FUTUREBOY and CLEM both look at MOTHER. MOTHER looks
at them and smiles and looks at the TV on the glass
counter.

FUTUREBOY
It’s Batman. He saves the city from
evil.
MOTHER
That.’s nice.
(beat)
Are you ready?
FUTUREBOY

Yeah, one sec.
FUTUREBOY turns to CLEM. MOTHER turns to CLEM.
BEAT.

And CLEM looks at FUTUREBOY and then to MOTHER and their eyes
meet. CLEM knows that FUTUREBQOY will be back next week, and that
FUTURBOY’s MOTHER will clean the clothes again and go to the bank
and do all of the things that little kids can’t stand waiting around doing.
CLEM wants to ask if he can write their story, if he can write her
and write her boy into something that will keep FUTUREBOY safe from
the world, safe from harshness and grit and definiteness. He wants to.
BEAT.
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N by Jon Beadle

»ots of people have dreams, Al least, when they:are children they

o dolWhen theygrowitp they forget their dreams. It is notrealistic to/be
“anastfonautthey say better to belanaccoluntant. Theytrade jinithe stars
Sfara graphingcaleutatorand 'console themselves thattheir large pay-

- checkewillibuy'many things to fill the holeinitheir hearts,

Likillediaimansiltwasnot part of. my childhood dream, but a necessi

softhe adultworldiWhen people diein films, they always die/in stich a
nice,elean manner Real death s dirtyand awkward. [t was humiliating,

forbothiofius, when likilled him. There was nothingpersonalinthe
Killing tontsay murder that’s suchallowandidirty word, Murder s for
desperate men and crazy meni | wasneither desperate narcrazy, until

nthe end | was calm and collectediPerhaps you think thatmakes it worse;

butatleastwhen Lkilled him he knew it wasinot.an accident ora random

Vet of fates There'wasimeaning inhig death. | dont know.if thatwas@any

consolation.

‘ It was, of course, a premeditated act. Please dan/tréferto itasa
crime; thatis another word Ldislike. l'am!not same petty ariminal, some
lowlife thug who barges into a liguor store at two inithe morning with
sbloodshot eyes andan unshaven chin, demanding the few crumpled
Sdollarbillsin the cdsh registern No; my/actionsiwere!deliberate: | had a
dream.

My ehlldhood dream wasitobe awvillain. Villainiis aimuch nicer word

Sthan etiminal, donit you agreet Villains are classy and stylishrand always

intelligentyThevillaing of my/childhoad always had a reason for theirac-
ons. sometimes they were sympathetic, somelimes they were irre-

desmable. Always they were great men with avision for the world. And

thenthe harawaldishow up andidefeat the villaln andimake sure the

Status gquo waspariactly maintalned because we can'thave:anyone
hanging things up, no sir.




Theworld is fullof heroes, Heroes wlio fedr change: Hes
roeswho worshiptradition for noireasen othenthan'itiis safe
and comforting and was:here when they'came hita theworld
and had damhiwell bettar be here when they leave it [fiyou
ever feelin need of a hero, simplylosk atithe man orwaman
nextto you. Should the statusiquo ever be threatened; they
will'leap tall'buildingsiinasingle botind to save it

Excuse me, | seemito:be digressing. You will'understand
thataiman such as myselfihas a lot.on his mind, We were
taltking about the killing. I'dan’t dispute'it) you don't have to
conecern yourseltwith trying to wheedle a confession out of
me, A confession, as if itwere something embarrassing to be
hidden away inthe dark récesses of the mindand brought to
light only with the greatest reluctance. | confess nothing, |
announce my deeds apenly, |'have nothing to hide,

[tis all to do with my dream, you understandiifyou
dont, that's fine, butplease try. l'did not understanditimys
self, for awhile: Like the:others, [too'traded (i my dreant for
the meager portionof gruel'that reality dealtime; | was Un=
happy, terribly unhappy, as'we all are deep downiinside: You
smile, you disagree; I think youare afoolora liaror both,
whichiis notuncomman; | lied'to myselfitan. Shackied to the
routine and telling myself that's how it is; how'it’s supposed
to.be. The truth isa persistent creatire thaugh, like aidog
whinihg at the door untilyou let hint inand he gets mud an
the carpet and you see'the carpetwas neverclean to begin
with, That's when my dream returned.

At first, | hesitated, Thatimay surprise you, yau know me
by my reputation:and my reputationiis netione of hesitation,
[tis acurious kind of despairin the pastand hope for the fus
ture that promptsaction. l'began to think my dream was pos:
sible. I'became a childagain. Writethat down; it willplease
the psychiatrists. | became achild again and'acted asa'child
againyl'looked againatmy childhood idols; onlynow:
looked not to admire, butforinspirationdButwhiletheylived
inwarlds that were designed for their existenea; iiived in
one that denied'such'things: Thatwas when | realized that|
had'to change the world.

of us, wiien 1 Kilied b

, fOF hoth

it was




tike the first words of an infant{l'made my clumsy aftempts to create a
pewworld.l'evan went so faras to design a'rather gaudy costume and mask,
on'tlookso shocked, I neverwore'it, That should convinee you that | was
of crazy, at least. Perhaps | will showiititoyou.some time; | think you would

likerit,

v WhatIineeded was an act beyond mere spectacle. I'needed a'spark.
WThilswas the rebellious teenage phase of my development. ['stole, |
scammed; | cheatedi At thistime, llwas no better thanithe garden-variety
riminaleAigteat mancan affordto admit his shortcomings, and so | admit
HerOf caurse; |l accomplished vary little, besides making myselfidis-
jgustedl Not from guilts We can speak candidly to each other, there’s no rea-
80N not to; and'so | ean tell you that linever held any great-love for my fellow
inansliusadmant as'a general term, you understand, | never had much:con-
Eideration forwomeneither The psychiatrists willlbe absolutely delighted.
N my disgust came from the pettiness of my actions, [ wanted'to change
sithe world and thare iwas stuffing/my. pockets full'of diamond tiarasand
reonfldentialdoetiments. It Was enoughito make anyone sick,
il
W Hme You want to knowwhat became of those riches? They are long

' % ne by now. Beyond ststaining my own frugal lifestyle, what use didl | haye
orsuah thingss Mostendediup dumped in the riveror discarded/in a back
alley: As an aside, you know of course of Mr, Horn, recently elected? His
liekascent began, naidoubt, when oneditinken night he chanced upon
nabandoned suitcasefull of'gald bars lidontenvy him, it was extiamely
} heavy to carry around.

:-_.( We have coveredimy beginnings and my dissatisfaction‘and so we must
new.come to the killing: Pay attentieniand take goodinotes now, this:is:the
Best part, Fhopeyou won't be disappointed. | had now reached my adult
state andlrésolvad thatif the world could notbe'changed by minor thiey-

fethen imust naturally raise my actions toa higher plane. We are told that
thetaking ef ahuman life s alterrible thing, the worst thing one can do,

Iethough'l disagrae, for there are many worse things than death, Still, the

rldisessit as suchand so this Ultimate terrolinevitably became my/rext

Bact Selecting a victimwas pure commonsense. You have read the reports so

“tHere s no need/!to ‘goiinto tetaily He was wealthyand wellsknown, ahiim-=
' nt figure such that the world could not helpbut situp and take notice

'Q arnethmg were to happen to him.




I'wish this next part involved a grand scheme, but killing him was @i
surdly simple. There was nothing more to it than walking to his office faté =
one night, long after everyone else had gone. | even entered through the . °
front door, anyone could do it, though few would, We talked in his office, ast
you and'l are doing now, and l'explained everything. I had noipersonal ==
grudge against the man, you understand, he was just a sacrifice formy
dream. He was, as you might expect, not accommodating and indeedl was
surprised by his resistance, though |'suppose a man of his positionimust
have considered such circumstances before. Let us not get caught upiin/the:
sordid details. Suffice to say | struck him down using that device which'has
already been recovered by the authorities and will no doubt shortly be on
display in a museum,

There was one small flaw which occurred at this point. He didinot.die
immediately, but was instead just'gravely injured. Have you ever swatteda ﬂ
and then seen it lying on the floor with its legs twitching feebly? It's rathef 2
embarrassmg, you don‘t know whether to fmlsh it off or ]ust feave it there to: s

My enthusiasm had quite ruin out by that/point, so'l'did what | could to t|dy
things up and make the whole business cleanerand thenleft.

That was it really. There was an investigation and the newspapers duligently
reported every rumor that was fit to print. But they never found me, forhow
could they? And soon enough the killing was forgotten and the world did not
change. It was disheartening as | had felt sure that | had been on the verge of
my dream, only to see it escape me again. And now | had'to ask myself: what
could be worse than killing? What would shock the world more than'the death™s
of such an eminent person? Which, of course, brings us to why I'mihere. =




SEAN AHERN

MUSTANG JOCKEY

America was stretched out like a cheap thrilll,
white lips, red shoulders, hard curves,

fault lines that run blue like veins

that haunt the neighborhood surface.

You're saturated and sick

to the marrow of freedom and shadows

that follow. Opportunity wasn’t something

you believed, it was what you needed,

as it pulled at each sleeve, pairs of hands,

six mouths to feed. Pork and beans,

Levi jeans, five cent triple features,

social disorder chasing

the American dream.

That desert dirt road reeks

of the last ditch gutter ball destiny

of a nomadic entourage plunging

far into the orange groves.

Carving your existence center cut, in a Ford, eight kids,
you're the Butcher from the Bronx, born and bred.
“"The Right Stuff” in the city for Angels,

this is the real estate reality

of humanity. I'll listen for hours

and hours. Memory drunk with scraps of legacy,
you toss to me cross-legged on the floor

with your derby hat on. Your liver soaked

crimson iron hands slicing and chopping,

surgical fillets of life dished out on Sunday mornings.
Play that cleaver deep thoroughbred butcher
master in chief of blade to muscle tendons



severed from bones

as if they were your own.

Do you remember lead-based cradles?

Depression era dreams soiled by Hitler's ends and means,
bleach blond Barbie brainwashing hair onto toddlers.

Poets of a new age wail to the grey skies

radio writers of lullabies from “The Day the Music Died”
Buddy Holly, Big Bopper, Frankie Valli.

Hear it in the freefall of cold drum steel

sermon hymns of the new generation

fluent in the rebel yell of Rock and Roll,

the rhythm that stirred the soul.

“TheIrish are a plague that breeds luck out of humanity.”

JFK was your hero everyday not just presidents’ day.
Castro and his defacto iron curtain,

guerilla tactics armed with cigars.

Field the righteous,

neighborhood heroes that scream

Revolution! The c-section scar performed by the Czar,
the Red Dawn of the Cold War.

They said "Democrats are Communists”

they never met the Roman Catholics or worst yet Irish.
Arms race, Space Race, Death Race,

you never missed a Kentucky Derby,

but you remember the first time, the gate

the oval lanes the rush of galloping

drove the senses wild.

You knew horses better than

your own face, more than the

citrus trees that scented the hot air

on a summer night.

Does the radiation have an after taste?
Breathe in Saigon,

the cemetery plunge

deeper with each stolen moment.
Penetrate the green grey jungle haze,
suck it down the rabbit hole, fox holes.
Rusty Russian muzzle flashes are thick
and bite flesh harder than the brothels,
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cherry poppers, black teeth shrapnel rosaries,
they wash out your prayers for fodder.

Leave your rice paddy romance at home, it's terminal.
Did you know that innocence sweats out?
Shreds of proof,

at the soggy province banks

youth for the sticky fingered media

craving napalm stains

hacked and mangled,

with growing pains.

Where you'll never forget

the silence

after the phosphorous rain.

Matchstick memories.

Get on your knees!

Is the way to immortality

New York Times in full color frames?

They're just muddy memories,
something glanced at

forgotten, folded back

until you pour another smile on the pyre. Cancer so
stealthy between your hips. Swallowing
like a heart, savage, drunk, beating

sin swollen while rain still clings to the windowsill,
clawing at the glass, rolling eyes glossy.
Spit out the corrosive spawn within,
gnawing your womb

into oblivion.

Do Mustangs

run these lanes,

your veins and mine?

Is that lucid reflection

yours in the mirror

or my own,

hungry for attention.

Craving the story slices

of memory to life

from your tongue to my own.



Jessica Bechtol(d

Hapless grapes are tied down in the sun,
starved and deprived of water,

dried alive,

no final goodbyes,

separated from their families.

Grandma and Grandpa grape,
too old to be chewed,

are squished and squeezed,
gutted,

remains bottled by the Welchs.

The kiddie grapes,

plucked long before their prime,
are suffocated, and fermented,
corked,

the decadence of the rich,

sold at the highest price
conspired from Napa to Naples.

Ma and Pa grape,

torn from their stems,

split into groups,

Pa’s final vision: Ma's round bottom
scraping along the dirt,

dragged off to be stripped of her skin
and used as eyeballs in a haunted house.

Pagrape is tied down in his peak,
screaming and hissing in the heat
until no sound remains

then scooped up and boxed:

an American tradition.
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CHRIN EGAN

THE BENEFITS OF
DRINKING BURCUNDY

I drink red wine on the porch,
as I watch the sky fade from
orange to purple,

then die.

I drink as I hum

an Irish lullaby. A song

of Killarney that my

grandmother sang. Her voice was
delicate ash, rising softly

into the cool air.

I drink and I talk until
my Illogical thoughts become
impassioned and wonderful.

I drink and I stutter,
I believe in something,
I believe in everything.

I drink to the destruction of the
best minds of my generation —
may we be worse off than theirs.
I find truth in all the rhymes

of lines in poems —

in all the things I wish I wrote.



()
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I drink and I call girls,

the ones that it ended badly with.
It's always too late, they never
call back. But in

the morning, I'm glad they don't.

I drink to immortality,
because tomorrow will be death.

I drink and hear the words again;
Tura Lura Lural
Until the day I die.



Cotton Mouth: A M ono l O g 13 (&

by Jennifer Flovd

t's rotting flesh and tree shaped'air fresheners, with every warm touch hair
vatse like porcupine spines. Do these joints jerk like a wooden rollercoaster for
soime unpaid debt, long oyerddes Do my blackveins; like Hollow rubiber tubess
harvest the souls of babes, or just their blood? For naught | sew this HEWspapees
(lesh back into place, With thorough cruelty | plunge the needle and'its biaek =8
thread, But it was happenstance that led to'a'face so blue, tongue too? The fleshe
must remain! Through my glassy eyes of petrified wood, from lips tight and haps -
less, through dead tissue and ceumbling bones, all of life Is pitch blackand toq:?.‘“;j
bright. This bitter taste js surely the milistone of some unknown gaffe; this ac(d_;"-;_,‘
sallva) this cotton mouth, much too raw and unnervingto be... happenstancel ’
Albitis and allitwill'be: h

With these fingernails, grown and split, I will'rip through pink skin and red. ":z
fips, reach that white skull andiinside; the pink cottage-cheese mass, The nojses
always louder than sin, the points There is no sleep or tasts, but carnal saﬂisf'a'(:-';
tion slips like a tide over.and over. A prolonged cannibalistic Orgast my mind 8
reelsin horror, sometimes.

Were all of life in'a simple frame, could we see the thyme and reasont
Would it lay itself bare as a femur stripped of Sartorius and Profundat s an end-
{ess tapestry like my own legs, sewn and re=sewn tillithe lines becameamap to
nowhere. Paper thin flesh that flakes and fraysisa colncldental consequence of (8
ambiguous means. Now , the instrument of such demise and terroln am notiers e
rified myself? It's only halfa question, a thought abortion: CoNscioUsNess will
eventually subside. Wil wake uprandifind tyself amangst the beetlesand 7
worms to find there's no fongera word for these creatusasinimy wild untamed s
mind? The maggots are in the wrinkles interrupting the synapses... Kil the head -
so/the body survives. &




Are You Really Going to Listen to That Guy?

G. D. Fekaris



Storytelling is something that we’ve inherited much like DNA. .

AsShiyn Morse
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DNA: Primer for Textual Analysis & Patient Diagnosis

I. [Abstract]

The following epistolary text was analyzed according to the new
application of an old paradigm: the primary, secondary, and tertiary
components of deoxyribonucleic acid (DNA) structure, its replication,
and its newly invented application in textual analysis. It was recently
thought, by Dr. A. Lynn Franklin, that the structure of DNA exhibits it-
self in the commonly circulated form of “story.” By superimposing the
double helix structure and the nature of its replication onto any textual
artifice, Dr. Franklin’s lab team has revealed, surprisingly, that a body of
language is as scientifically fecund as straight-laced lab-based DNA
analysis. “You can tell more about a person and how to treat their par-
ticular disease by what they write and looking at what they write
through the lens of the double helix,” Dr. Franklin asserts, “than you
can by their very DNA.” The revolutionary application of the helix
structure has had a short history of success in diagnosing and curing
previously incurable diseases such as: addiction, anorexia, and obses-
sive-aggressive personalities induced by high-stress situations such as
holiday shopping.

The relatively new application of this paradigm (as of February 28%,
2010) has becn largely questioned by current experts in the DNA analy-
sis field. One biochemist in particular, Dr. Jerk Crickson, has criticized
Dr. Franklin’s practice as wildly “outrageous, and a pseudoscience if
ever there was one.” The following text, as examined through the lens
of Dr. Franklin’s textual DN A analysis, can be considered (despite ad-
versaries of this blossoming field) a successful case study of a patient
that was textually analyzed and subsequently treated (unfortunately,
the patient is not available for post-treatment questioning as part of suc-
cessful treatment involves eradicating certain species of memory from
the hypothalamus to circumvent the repeated action of mirror neurons).
The following text was synthesized after the patient in question volun-
tarily called for treatment and was asked to compose a “story” regard-
ing the events that took place during the forty-eight hours leading up to
the call. The following “story” is then subjected to a three-phase analy-
sis which yields important findings about the patient’s condition and
necessary modes of treatment.




IL. [Excerpt 1: The Beginning of the Story]
Dear Jane,

I'm sorry I never showed up. And, just like anyone most certainly
would be, I'm sure you were probably left there (even all alone, maybe)
wondering where the hell I was or if maybe hell was where I was or
maybe it’s unfair to say that I was there all along and that you knew that
the whole time? That is, I admit, grossly unfair —after all, we’re only
human, at best. How about if I couple this with an explanation...

But before I even begin (I hardly know where, to be honest), let me
preface my explanation with just a few things here...Jane, they are ask-
ing me to write this letter. I am under the impression that, in my pro-
longed absence, they will send it for me. They will, won't they? At any
rate, I know that you know I've been through some rough times (who
hasn't, right?) and, although we’d never talked about it explicitly, I know
you must have always had the feeling: “Hmm, something is not quite
right with that girl.” No lie, I've seen it in the way you look over at me
sometimes after reading a poem I've left for you to find. And, to be hon-
est yet again, things weren’t exactly ever “quite right” with me. And,
well, since honesty is the policy here, things got to be a little overwhelm-
ing, you know —this letter seems, at best, vague I know —let me put it
this way: have you ever tried your hand at gardening, Jane?

I was on my way around the side of the house forty-eight hours ago
to pick up the mail from the front box when I noticed it (actually smelled
it first): there, between perfectly coiffed Agapantha (they really do prune
themselves, easy to take care of — you know the plants with long green
stalks with explosions of little white or purple flowers as finial touch,
perhaps with a slight tendency in the shade to get a bit monstrous in the
stalk, but not so monstrous as to be offensive or disturbing) — right be-
tween the two Agapantha (with quarter-sized stalks, I confess) was this
big blossoming thing without a stem or anything of the sort—just a blos-
som lying on the hard ground, about the size of a dinner plate and about
as smelly as last week’s garbage. Putrid, honest...

Jane, seriously, if you can imagine a grossly beautiful dinner plate-
sized burgundy blossom with dime-sized white spots and a big, hollow
center (as if it were holding a bowl within it), you've begun to catch
wind of my afternoon. So what did I do about it? I got the mail and I ig-
nored it...as is often my policy (as you should know) with unusually up-
setting discoveries. No big deal, right?

]
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III. [Phase 1: The Replication Bubble]

DNA s a tightly wound coil of nucleotides and phosphates with
discrete primary, secondary, and tertiary structures. It is also worth
(briefly) acknowledging the history of the double-helix structure and its
relationship to language: the double-helix non-linear structure of DNA
was originally photographed by Rosalind Franklin. Watson and Crick,
the famous laboratory couple often attributed with discovering the dou-
ble-helix, stole a collection of photographs and appropriated Franklin’s
structure as their own, taking all credit, seeking to dominate the dis-
course surrounding DNA. Stories, much like the structure of DNA, can
be stolen, appropriated, revised, and published as one’s own...This
story, likewise, is a tightly wound coil of discrete structures that, once
separated, can reveal a lot about the “teller” in question —i.e. where
were these ideas stolen from and what does this source reveal about the
teller?

DNA, in many ways like this text in front of you, is ultimately one
of the most stable components of the human body. Case in point: are
you a biochemist that needs to get from Boston to the University of San
Francisco lab post-haste? Can't afford a plane ticket but have a car? No
worries, biochemist in need. Like the writer tossing books this way and
that without injuring the text inside, all you need to do is load up those
DNA samples into the appropriate number of conical vials, stopper
them, throw them in your trunk and take off cross-country. Even foren-
sic analysts applaud the stability of the DNA structure every time they
pull a single strand of the victim’s hair from the carpet fibers of another
unmarked white van. DNA, in other words, is a story that does not eas-
ily denature.

And how, you might ask, do you find DNA in the story you are
reading here? Step 1. Identify a replication bubble. Let’s begin by select-
ing any point in this story and “unzipping” it. Dr. Franklin affirms,
“The replication of DNA is a lot like this epistolary text.” Once we have
selected a point in the story’s structure to “unzip,” we have arbitrarily
selected a point on which to begin our analysis (in this case, we began
with “Excerpt 1”). When we analyze the way in which the two strands
of this replicated story can be pulled apart (much in the way helicase
pulls apart DNA bound to replicate), we will be able to determine
which strand of the story is part of the “parental” strand and which
strand was a replication thereof — “this,” says Dr. Franklin, “will get us
closer to identifying the psycho-origin of the illness.”

When we look at the way the story’s strands differ (one strand
being “parental” and the other a replication of the original), we are ex-
amining the story’s origin of replication, i.e. the “replication bubble” —
and when we examine the origin of the story’s replication, we are closer
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to what some people would call the problem’s “root” (some might also
consider the parental strand to be the “real” beginning of the story).

IV. [Excerpt 2: The “Real” Beginning of the Story]

But I do confess, I've seen this obscenely large blossom crop up once
in my life before. Remember when we were roommates, Jane? (Remem-
ber when you called me after I hadn’t been home in months and said:
“Hi, thisis Jane, you might know me because I'm your roommate”? I still
have that message and listen to it from time to time when I don't feel
quite like myself — And remember how you told me that you used to tell
your friends I was gone backpacking in South America?)

The first time I saw it I was looking off our balcony down over by
the carport, the one where you directed my truck right into the pole after
insisting “trust me, you can make it” — you know those dumpsters to the
left, over on that hard dirt where nothing grew but ivy, where the stray
cats bred ceaselessly in the night? This obscenely large blossom was
there too, growing right out of the ivy, the most monstrously large flower
I'd ever seen — yes, an offensive size —something so meaty and big it
could have been fauna. The cats rubbing up against it...

Admittedly, when I first noticed it the sun was just rising (after an-
other one of those...long nights that you never asked me about) so it
might have seemed more ominous in the oddly dimensional blues, those
early morning hues of the wee A.M. hours—and, perhaps, this was fur-
ther obscured by my vantage point from the balcony...but, in all fairness
to me, from my perspective it sure did look to be the size of a bike tire.

And of course at first no one would notice the smell (not even me)
and although I did think it odd the landlord would grow such a peculiar
looking species right next to the community dumpsters (it had to have
been a rarity), a couple of days later I noticed the smell. (In the following
weeks I also noticed that the excessive numbers of stray cats began to
dwindle.) It was the same thing, the same big, hollow center with a soft,
glistening cushion of tissue on the inside.

Come to think of it, the flower was probably there the day we moved
in, but how could one notice such things?  mean, did you ever notice it?
The landlords never said anything about it, never did anything about
it...And one night it just so happened that I was taking out the trash
(you weren’t there, it seemed we were rarely ever home at the same
time) and, by accident, I truly saw the extent of what this flesh-eating
flower could do...

So naturally, to think that a thing like this could have followed me
and shown up in my very own yard right now between the Agapantha is
something not to be ignored, but of course, as with any problem...

Which is why, in all honesty, you might be surprised to hear that



later that afternoon (after I first found that carnivorous blossom) I
went outside and measured the thing with a ruler (twenty four
inches, if you can believe that!) and sprayed a little of my strongest
perfume — L’eau de Poison —over it when suddenly it occurred to
me, oh hell this thing is devilish, and I threw the whole bottle of per-
fume into its hollow center.

As you can imagine, when I came out to check on the status of
the odor a couple of hours later, I wasn’t so surprised that the per-
fume bottle had completely disappeared and that the smell, of
course, remained...strong as ever, Jane, strong as ever.

V. [Phase 2: DNA Heritability]

“It is important to remember,” Dr. Franklin reminds all textual
analysts, “that just because the parental strand might be the origin of
the story’s replication does not mean that the parental strand is al-
ways the origin of the illness.” Again, it is useful to think of this
story in terms of the properties of DNA: where did we begin if not
with our first cellular replication...what is the origin of DNA?

Certainly we did not begin right where we stand at this very mo-
ment and certainly we did not begin yesterday...Storytelling is
something that we’ve inherited, much like DNA, through distant
generations, locations, through speech, and through culture (and yes,
keep in mind we can also be on the lookout for mutant strands that
crop up in the gene pool every now and again to change the geno-
type and subsequent appearance of storytelling altogether; other
times we have the stories and the way we want to tell them perfectly
coded by our DNA by the time we have to talk).

Step 2. Look at any phylogenetic tree and see for yourself the re-
lationship between genotype (DNA) and a freshly diagrammed sen-
tence. Parts of speech are diagrammed on a forking line, much like a
tree branch, and surely it is impossible for anyone diagramming
parts of speech not to be thinking simultaneously of how closely
they are genetically related to fungi. Language and the phylogenetic
tradition share much in common, including that the usage of either
reminds us of how closely we are related to our own past. In this
sense, a “story” analyzed by means of DNA textual analysis will
often reveal, imbedded in a key metaphor, the object of the patient’s
past desire...in other words, imbedded in their textual DNA is in-
sight into the desire that binds them and would continue to bind not
only them, but (should the patient decide to reproduce) their prog-
eny as well. Stories will repeat themselves throughout generations
unless the metaphors and the memories that produce certain
metaphoric connections are eradicated from the hypothalamus of the



patient in question. “This constitutes once and for all,” enthusiastically
claims Dr. Franklin, “successful treatment of any “psychological’ dis-
ease —in this patient’s case, severe methamphetamine addiction.”

VI. [Excerpt 3: The Heritable Metaphor]

And the hollow center, might I remind you, is big enough for a squir-
rel or perhaps a cat to crawl inside and meet its fate. Kind of a mesmeriz-
ing thing, really. When I went out again toward the evening hours (in the
waning light and prolific shadows), I couldn’t help but put walk around
the side of the house, kneel by the blossom, and put my hand inside...

The center, of course, began to close around my wrist in slow, jerking
movements, and it began secreting a thick mucous that I could feel all
over my knuckles especially...and then there was the tingling sensation
that started at my fingertips and ran straight to my elbow. After keeping
my hand inside a few seconds longer, I was able to pull it out without
too much of a struggle. Truthfully, I felt a sense of loss, as if this blossom
and I could have been intimate in a way I had never known. Maybe, I
truly thought, this is what it means to garden.

As you can imagine, having such a thing in one’s yard is both won-
derful and ominous —a heaving responsibility, if you ask me. This was
right around when you called and I didn’t answer and you left that mes-
sage you sometimes leave, the one about being my roommate and all...
Jane, I have cats in the yard that run around that I need to feed and
watch over. With this thing in my yard, what could I do? What would
you have done? I tried to call you back, it’s true...but hung up. I'm sorry.
I was trying so hard to just...relax.

But soon, as you will see in my explanation, this terribly wonderful
blossom was only the beginning of my gardening woes. Never let it be
said that horticulture was ever a true hobby of mine, but (looking back
on it from this carpeted room) I do wish thatit had been —I mean, maybe
then if I knew how to cultivate near anything exotic in my yard I could
uncultivate those things as well.

While the blossom kept getting bigger (the last time I measured it,
yesterday afternoon, it was already a total of 40 inches wide!), the mul-
berry tree in my front yard started to shrink. It was almost like this giant
tree just kept getting pulled by the roots further down into the soil...And
actually, I shouldn’t fail to mention that every single plant in my yard
started to slowly dwarf (while the truly small things like the petunias
and grass just...died...even the crabgrass died).

The blossom knew no bounds, really and didn’t have a problem even
without much water (I hardly watered my plants) it just kept right on
growing, this monstrous devilish thing that it was. And I can’t help but
think it was partly responsible for what happened next...



Now, as [ write you this letter (for closure, mostly), they tell me it
was only a matter of time before this happened. The Agapantha were
now dried helices of crude, tweed ribbon (completely dry and life-
less, a protein shell of their former selves). In a mad frenzy, after
nearly everything in and around my house had started to die, I fi-
nally decided to take charge over this parasitic blossom...

But, I admit, it was strange...when I bent over with my canvas
gloves to uproot the damned thing, I end up (after all) uprooting the
dried Aganpantha to make more room for that beast of a flower. I
figured, hell, if it was the only thing growing in my yard...then let it
grow. Help it grow.

I lined the dead Agapanthas on the walkway, kind of like a sacri-
ficial offering of some kind now that I think about it, all along the
side of my house and the massive petals on the blossom just became
more and more thick, veined, highly vascularized —almost like
human tissue.

At this point, I suppose it would have been in order to give this
plant a name...and I would have had I not run into the peculiar trou-
ble that I did. All the stray cats had gone missing, which I had more
or less suspected would happen, and at least now I could offer the
blossom kitty food, which it ate voraciously...but in the mailbox, one
fine hour or two before I called them to come pick me up, I found
this peculiar trouble inside: rancid, fertile smelling air and two white
envelopes. I put my face close to the rusting metal box, sniffed the
air, and inspected a small fern that had begun growing inside curi-
ously enough. I used my hand to move the small fern aside as I
reached in and removed the two letters...this is when the water
began to flow. At first, a small trickle...

And this is how the flooding that did not stop began and my
yard of course continued to flood until the moment I called...the
massive liquid level rising, I noticed that the water itself seemed to
form some kind of divide between muddy water and clear water...
my entire front yard was feet deep with water, it covered the giant
blossom, covered all the dead grass, and all that floated on the sur-
face were the dead, porous Agapantha helices that used to be hearty
stalks —and those were the helices that kept scratching at my bed-
room window, begging me to call for help. And I did.

VIL [Phase 3: Okazaki Fragments]

In the process of DNA replication, there is a leading strand that
is replicated continuously, and there is a lagging strand that is repli-
cated in small, discrete pieces. “The lagging strand of DNA replica-
tion,” says Dr. Franklin, “is created in small, discrete pieces known



as Okazaki fragments —these fragments can be likened to the memories
that are evoked in a story’s telling. While we cannot construct the past
fully, we find that stories often construct the past in fragments, and these
fragments are often enough for well-informed DNA textual analysts to
diagnose and begin treatment for a mental illness.”

In this case, Dr. Franklin has already stated that we're dealing with a
rather severe case of methamphetamine dependency. What have we
learned thus far? We have learned the origin of the illness, the heritable
metaphor which would transfer from parental generations to progeny,
and now, what is left? Step 3. Identify all Okazaki fragments/Memories
linked to the heritable metaphor.

As recent studies from Harvard University have illustrated, memory
of drug use triggers the same part of the brain (the insula) as does crav-
ings for the drug; whereas N.A. therapy was recently the popular road to
recovery, findings show that this mode of recollection often worsens the
cravings —it is, of course, better to forget altogether.

Beginning with a variety of studies done on mice, it is shown that the
brain can actually be trained to “forget” or to “displace” certain memo-
ries. When these memories are displaced, we find that drug rehabilita-
tion success is greatly increased. This treatment calls for success not only
in addiction cases, but in a variety of other “psychological” illness as
well.

It is important that memories involving and surrounding drug use
are eradicated so that seeing the drug being used or seeing the parapher-
nalia correlating to drug use does not trigger the excitation of “mirror
neurons” — these are neurons that are excited in the patient when the
drug is being used by others and, consequently, cause the patient to
crave. Instead of treating the symptoms of the craving, Dr. Franklin ad-
vocates a procedure that treats the progenitor of the craving. The follow-
ing and last excerpt of the letter highlights some crucial Okazaki
memory fragments that are in dire need of removal. If we canremove the
memory, we can un-replicate the pieces of DNA that code for drug use.

VIIL [Excerpt 4: Mirror Fragments]

While I waited for them to arrive, I opened the two letters that I had
removed from the mailbox...the precursor to the massive flooding
(which had since begun to subside somewhat since I placed the call). The
first letter was a letter I had written to you, Jane, and had addressed to
myself. When I opened it, the thing read so new that I couldn’t believe I
had written it, but there it was, in my own writing (as best as I can re-
member):

[
I
|



Remember you always made me do the manly chores like taking out the
garbage while you would pretend to clean? You and I both know you only
ever cleaned after...Remember when I came home randomly one afternoon
after having been gone for so long and you were taping newspaper cocoons
over the white walls and shoving pieces of a deflated Mylar butterfly balloon
into each one? It was interesting, I'll admit. I just wanted to write you to
tell you that all those paintings that you did on the cabinets in the kitchen
didn’t cost the whole security deposit — I kept it. But I could never tell you
that to your face. I'm not that sort of roommate. Remember when you asked
me if  was a lesbian? Those were interesting times, Jane. And because they
were so interesting, I can’t see you anymore. And so I'm writing you this
letter, one that I know you’ll never get.

In the second envelope, there was a poem I had tried to send to a
small poetry magazine stationed at the University of Utah... thing is,
the magazine is not printing this year —rough times, like I said, for
everyone. Jane...I must confess, it was a poem about you (please
don't let the name Sarah confuse you, it’s a cover, the thing that
hides our insides):

I just got out of rehab.

Went in the first place for getting addicted

to untying Sarah’s shoes. The first time it happened:
one evening on the porch.

A chill. I untie her shoe.

Once. And then again (of course) it happens and this time:
I use both hands at once

to untie both shoes.

She laughed...at first. And God, it was good

and that wasn’t all,

I coupled this to the untying:

chiffon pink pie

that Sarah loved. Our stomachs

simultaneously growled whenever we met:

mine, for the shoes

hers, for pink pie.

Jane, I am writing you this letter because I couldn’t show up.
And Iwill never show up. Instead of treating the symptoms of my
condition they say they can treat the cause — these memories. These
poems. You. I am required by law to forget it all.

When they showed up at my house they walked on top of the
water like miraculous hydrophobic balloons and it took three of
them to pry me from my mattress (I was clinging from sheer fear).



They said it was the right thing to do, to call them...and that they would
have to change some things. And they said, of course, I could forget all
about the flood.

I want you to have the letter and the poem as best as I can remember
for now because, without you, they will be lost.

Yours truly,

Patient X.

IX. [Conclusion]

It is imperative to note that “story” is the mirror image of disease in
the way that one DNA strand must be antiparallel to the other. If one can
learn to analyze a series of events in this fashion, it is possible to diag-
nose and treat myriad diseases that were previously thought untreatable
or merely offered poor treatment options for suffering patients. This goes
to show that, given long enough, there isn’t any one disease that is incur-
able to medicinal science.

The implications of such a therapy illustrate, quite fundamentally,
the nature of human existence: Dr. Franklin confidently says, “There isn’t
anything —no artno text— that comes from an unexplained source.” All
stories originate from our DNA in that they are reflective of our own
physical condition and, in most all cases, are useful tools in diagnosing
and treating illness.

After having received treatment for their condition, the patient has
been living (drug-free) in a gated community in a small suburban South-
ern California community for two years. The patient currently volunteers
at a medical center and has discontinued studies in English while simul-
taneously turning to pursue an academic career in Chemistry at a local
community college with an emphasis in cellular transport. When asked
the reason for pursuing cellular transport in particular, the patient ea-
gerly responded while looking out the window: “Because there is much
information missing when it comes to understanding how anything in
the human body gets from point A to point B, especially memory.”

While some of the clinicians took it upon themselves to send a copy
of the letter to the aforementioned “Jane,” no evidence of a person by
that name was found to exist within the former belongings of the patient,
nor in the patient’s personal record.
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never fades



by Lisa Kerr

One. Belng awoman:is mentally:confining; -

Two. “Therape of the mind eccutsiwith the draining of Women's energles by".
obsessionwith genital'sexuality.."!

Three. The female body s not confining. The breasts—in my case creamx*;
white, the curve, the nipple—stimulatéd by the nervesithat tun slightly eloserton
the surface than most, making theminstantaneously aroused. I'like my breasts an’d"
lilikelother worhen/'s: G

Four. | went out with Jared Saturday night'and he asked me to have athres
some, I'miinsulted, Iffawoman wanted to have athressome, she wouldntwantiss
to be focused on his pleasure, If | wanted'a threesome, I'd have a hot guy ancias
lesbian there...each to satisfy me.

Five."The categories of heterosexuality and homosexuality are patriarchal claﬁ
sifications.’ %

Six. Keith comes In and out ofimy life with far less consistency than my fathe
If l'ever gota:late night text/from him, it was 1:00@:msand he was at the gy H
had an obsession with being:bulky and muscular His father used to beat RimaWi
watched the movie 300" together, watched Kevin/Smithimovies religiousiy
then later; | learned Tucker Max was hiis hero: He came over Sunday night; whicl‘l.,
was odd, because | hadn/t heard from him in'months: He walked into theaparts
ment; fixed arum and coke, and brought me over ta his lap to sitdown: Thenwas
fucked six times until ha was complaining that he couldnt keep Up anymore. TH
first time was good. The second through sixthtimes | don‘t temember much'be
cause liwas high-and drunk.

Seven. Keithiis always.a disappointment.

Eight. | have a healthy appetite for sex.

"Daly, Mary.Beyond God the father: Towdrd a fhllosaphy of Women's Liberation: Bastum '\-' :

b
Beacon Press, 1985, RrintiSee Daly123;

“See Dalyd25.




Nine. “All witchcraft comes from carnal lust, which is in women insa-
tiable.”

Ten. Grayson texts me, “Behbeh...when | bring your stuff over, | thought
about bringing some sex over too.” His girlfriend looks like a man to me. She’s
thick and short, and has brown hair with chunky bangs and tattoos on her
arms. She is moving here from Ohio in a week, and apparently he has needs
to meet before then. | loved him for a year and a half. It was hard to say no,
but | did and then we sat on my couch and smoked some weed together.

Eleven. Grayson, | loved. How do you love someone who just wants to
fuck, who tells you he doesn’t want a relationship, and then moves a thick,
short girl from Ohio to California?

Twelve. Most men don’t understand the orgasm. They think that the sole
_reason a woman reaches an orgasm is that he did all the work with his mighty
phallic wand. On the contrary, | can be with a man who is unskilled or really
bad in bed and still orgasm. | imagine being with a woman. Most men ignore
the fact that it’s also a spiritual and mental connection for a woman, and if she
feels connected emotionally, a woman will be more open in the bedroom.

Thirteen. “Our society limits the scope of sex, reinforcing the status quo
and unrebellious existence.” *

Fourteen. “Moloch the incomprehensible prison! Moloch who frightened
me out of my natural ecstasy.”

Fifteen. “What is my natural ecstasy?”

Sixteen. “Men?”

Seventeen. “Women?”

Eighteen. “Neither?”

Nineteen. Liam always gets online at night, and complains to me that his
girlfriend never gives him blow jobs. I'm sick of hearing him complain. We
start texting and | tell him that of course | give blow jobs, then | describe how
I'd put his penis in my mouth, lick the head with my tongue, and then insert
all of it in my throat as far as it could go. He gets in his Mustang, walks in

~ *See Daly 44.

See Daly 124,

' For a description of Moloch, see HOWL, lines 6, 139, 142. Ginsberg, Allen. HOWL:
- ORIGINAL DRAFT FACSIMILE, TRANSCRIPT, AND VARIANT VERSIONS, FULLY ANNO-
- TATED BY THE AUTHOR, WITH CONTEMPORANEOUS CORRESPONDENCE, AC-
COUNT OF FIRST PUBLIC READING, LEGAL SKIRMISHES, PRECURSOR TEXTS, AND
B]BLIOGRAPHY. New York: HarperCollins Publishers, 1986. Print




my bedroom, and proceeds to violently thrust his penis in
my throat. He's asthmatic and | have a cat. Sex is never com-
plete.

Twenty. | miss Grayson'’s texts. | even miss his invitations
for sex because after the sex we would lay on his twin mattress
together, tangled up in each other’s bodies, and warm tears
would start falling down my cheeks. I'd say, “l know you don't
want a girlfriend, but | love you and | can’t help it” And he'd
say, “l know behbeh. | love you too. You deserve the very
best...it’s just not me.”

Twenty-one. Damian was tall, exotic, muscular. We lay on
his pillow top mattress, surrounded by down feathered pil-
lows, and he pressed his body on top of mine and thrust,
thrust, thrust. He reaches down to unbutton my pants, sticks
his fingers inside me and | groan. | unzip his pants, pull them
off, and lean over with my mouth and grab his dick in my hand
except something is amiss. He pulls my face up and away from
his cock and I realize why he doesn’t want a blow job. His dick
is two and a half inches erect. Two weeks later I'd met Abel,
who was short but thick like an islander. Violent sex ensued —
tossing, clawing, screaming. | managed to orgasm with a three-
inch penis. Abel lay next to me between the sheets and
whispered in my ear, “| like to whip myself sometimes.”

Twenty-two. First girl crush: Sara. At parties, | was often
drunk, would lean over to a girl, grab her face, and make out
with her. This happened five times. | met Sara in the back of
the Hotel Café, in a smoky room, surrounded by men with full
beards playing a 1920’s ragtime waltz. Sara stood with her neck
erect, short blonde hair falling around her soft cheeks, gazing
at the men playing. Next to her was a thin, boyish woman.

Twenty-three. Second girl crush comes in-between sleep-
ing with Grayson and Keith, and we meet through Grayson.
She’s Persian, curly-haired, and witty. We exchange hugs like
we're long lost friends, as she calls Grayson “love” and “baby,”
and walks up to kiss him on the cheek. Later, we share a ciga-
rette. She’s had too much whisky and I've smoked too much
weed. | want to invite her to my apartment, but Grayson walks
up to us.

Twenty-four. If | invite her over, does that mean I'm a...?




I wenty=five. ' Radical feminists are fundamentally agreedin the advocacy
* pftotal elimination of sex roles.”

Iwanty-six, Graysaon tells me to take his friend James to my house. I'm
‘okay with itand we getin my car and he mentions how fast the engine must
~he.He sitsion my couch and | siton the chair He passes me a pipe, a lighter.

Attiveo'dlock inithe morning lm tirad of listening to him talk about’American
S Gangsterandlinvite him to bed. He hesitates, comes'taimy room, and starts

Kigsing me: His beer belly is peeking out over his jeans and!his back is wet
Swith'sweat, Luekilys I'm high'so I'don’t mind being on top doing all the work.
; Idon{t.llma:-r, and it’s possible he does, but'm rhmkmg.,a!murS.im “I've been
iR LA for ten years and I play atMolly Malone’s/ James explains, and he simply
doesn’t Impress me. We smoke a cigarette, He leaves:

Twenty-seven.“Jesus was afeminist.””

_ fwenty-eight. Lthink of Martin, Grayson's other friend, and he's the kind
of man |'would be happy with.
“wenty=pine.Martin and Raj drink ale; place bandanas over their mouths;
sandiwalkibehindithe brickwall'along the alley and enter a club:. Martin tells
theradio personalityitheye here to“spread forthithe gospel of the step” and
they procead to play the filthy, savage beats. Later, Martin gets In my carwith
adime hag. We talkaboaut the benefits of smoking weed for the creative mind,
the tansion between fundamentalist religious groups and politics, and he fi-
S nallyrasks how Liknow! Grayson: “We slépt together for a year and a half)”

Thirty: L ana bootyicall,

Thirty=one. | break apart the kush; place it.in the pipe and inhale deep
‘breaths. My throat burhs.
¥ Thirty-two. I'siton the couch and imaginea glass staircase coming down
“from the dark sky;a man ina charcoal eolored coat approaches me and says,

AXouare aWiteh by being female, untamed, angry, Joyous; and immortal”®
S Thirtysthreer Ltelbhim: “Here is my daughter; she isia virging I will'give her
"D you, Possess her, do'what you please with her.,." ¢




HEIDI VANDENBERG
™Y BOY. HINDSICHT

If I get pregnant tonight,

I say to myself,

While you're complaining about
my lack of (birth) control,

I think I'll be okay if you decide to
go.

A cigarette hangs off my bottom lip
Like a broken guitar string.
An empty glass of wine
is pinched between the fingers of my right hand
that may, one day
or may not,
stroke our child’s hair
and soothe it to sleep.

If I get pregnant by you,

I think out-loud while you're next to me,
it would be a miracle.

You laugh and probably think to yourself
Good luck with that, babe.,

My wine glass is crying

and the cigarette smoke crawling.

If you knock me up tonight

because you couldn’t control yourself
or I couldn't have control of my uterus
then our kid might have a name like
Hindsight

and you’ll visit him

on Saturdays and take him hiking only on days
it rains.

I'll make him a life and when Hindsight
is old enough, you will write me a note
saying, “Sorry, can't pay”

and he'll never see you again.

So, Love, if I get pregnant tonight
I'll be damn fine if you

just

go.
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The sky was above and below,
so that | questioned if | should call it the sky.



Out the Window

Raymond turned to me and said, “this is my blender,” then
turned back to the blender. He began to load it, something for later.
He continued talking, facing the blender, so that I barely listened.
Without looking, he could not see that I had almost given up. In-
stead, I looked around at the room. It was a fine place Raymond had.
Was it his place? It wasn’t mine. I saw a lot of things in it. He had
many possessions. I did not understand why he had chosen to show
me his blender. I thought that he might get to the other things. I
hoped not. I could see them for myself. This way was better, it was
faster, and Raymond did not have to say anything— or he could talk
for a while on one object, for the sake of occupation, and leave out
the rest; this gave us both something to do. I did not dislike Ray-
mond or the things he said in general, but it would be dull to listen
to him list his possessions that I could see for myself.

We were at a table. It was not large. It was brown, made of wood.
It seemed like wood. I did not examine the grains. From my seat, I
could see into another room, which I identified as the kitchen, and
yet another, over on the other side: the living room. The walls of
these three rooms, from what I could see of them, were painted a
very pale cream color. They looked like the flesh of a fish to me. I
pretended that we were inside a gigantic fish, and I had a little gig-
gle. Raymond had smuggled so much into the fish with him. I made
this remark to Raymond and laughed. He made as though he did not
hear me and continued talking about his blender. What did he say?
There was a collection of apparatus out on the counters in Ray-
mond'’s kitchen. I did not recognize many of the devices. They were
composed of chrome cylinders, straight or curved, of varying
lengths, smooth white plastic shapes, thin metal bowls, serrations
along flat strips of chrome or white plastic; they had handles that ap-
peared rotary, or else buttons, or dials, or switches, or a combination
excluding the first. They were all clean and seemed to be arranged
into a display. I thought that Raymond had thought with pride to
show them to me, since I was here. He had laid them out in prepara-
tion. This idea was relieving to me, since I did not recognize them
and would not be bored by a vocal introduction to them. I could be
interested. And if that were Raymond'’s aim, then probably, or



maybe, he would not tell me about many of the other objects in his apart-
ment. Were these rooms an apartment? They seemed to be one. I speak of
those things that I already knew about. I grew doubtful of this supposition,
The blender did not seem a part of those strange, clean things grouped on
the counter; it was neither chromed nor made of white plastic, and it wag
recognizable: a very commonplace appliance. It was clear, and beige in
parts, and completely without possession of the uniformity, stringency, anq
boldness of the other devices.

I could not remember why I was here or how I had gotten here.
Strangely, this had not occurred to me until now. I watched Raymond
nervously for a few seconds while I searched my memory. I could not re-
member. I calmed again. The sound of Raymond’s lulling voice did it.
Probably that is not what it was. It is unexplainable. But certainly there
was nothing threatening or shocking about Raymond at that moment. I
looked over to the door and tried to remember walking through it, what
lay on the other side...nothing was recalled. As irritating and unsettling as
this was, I did notstop Raymond to ask him about it. Then I stopped asking
myself. I looked around at the rooms some more, at the furnishings. I
looked at the sofa, and at the lamps and the chairs. Raymond had nice
lamps. He had them in all sizes, the smallest being barely more than the
shade, the largest upon the floor and several inches taller than myself. I
am not a short man. I am not a tall man, either, though I am taller than
Raymond. Except when we are sitting down, then we are approximately
even in height. I would prefer to be standing. Looking at the ceiling and
along the walls, I did not see any lighting installations. This peculiarity
explained why Raymond had so many lamps. His lamps seemed related
to each other. Their bases were a combination of dark wood and dark
metal, with the wood carved in intricate designs around the simple metal
supports. The colors of the shades ranged from off-white to orange. Most
of them had subtle patterns speckled onto them. These were not dark
enough to effect the light that shown through them, so far as I could tell.
I took them as precautionary, as being there to render any acquired stains
undetectable. The lampshades were prepared to be dirtied. They awaited
dust.

Raymond had stopped talking and was looking at me. I looked at
him and he smiled, tersely. It seemed to me that he had not been done for
long, and had not noticed my inattention. It was hard to tell for sure.

“Well, Raymond?” I said, feigning expectancy. As though I knew
what was to come next. As though Raymond’s lull had produced in me
an impatience and a desire for continuation. I have found that this is the
best approach to take in most situations.
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Raymond reached down and pressed a button on the face of the
blender. The blades came to action, reducing what was in the blender
to a thick paste. It happened quickly. Now we will go over what was
in the blender, though I would rather skip over the subject. Raymond
had put into the blender chopped carrots, small tomatoes, some
cubed mango, chunks of pineapple, a cup full of honey, various
sceds | did not identify, a cup of milk, and some fat raisins. All of
these things he had prepared in advance. They had been sitting in lit-
tle plastic containers on the table. It was as though he were putting
on a show for me, a demonstration. The containers came in a variety
of sizes and shapes, within a limited range. It seemed to me that they
belonged to a set.

With the ingredients blended, Raymond put the blender aside.
He placed it onto a small, white metal cabinet that was sitting next to
the table. He stacked the containers together and put them there as
well. He did not pour himself any of the contents of the blender to
drink, nor did he offer me any. I was dumbfounded. Raymond got a
sly little look in his sly little eye.

“Would you like to see something else?” he asked. I was worried
that he would show me something I did not want to see. I said,
“Yes.” It was possible that he would show me one of the unknown
devices from his kitchen.

Raymond stood up in front of me and became very excited, and
was obviously hesitating to do something. His eyes shown with an-
ticipatory enthusiasm.

“Yes, Raymond?”

He lifted up his shirt, revealing to me his naval. [ have spoken too
soon. There was no naval. In its place was a knob. It was like the knob
in a shower. I realize of course that those are not of one kind only, and
it was only indistinctly like so many of them that I have seen, granting
that there are many [ have never seen. But a knob is a knob. His was
not decorative sufficient to warrant further description. It served the
same purpose as any other knob: to turn. And to turn in one direction
to termination, and again in the other, opposite direction to termina-
tion, the distance in cither direction being equidistance from a center
point of presumed equilibrium. In this way, | suppose it was not like
certain knobs, those knobs without a middle position, those that can
be seen as being in the “off” position at one point of termination, and
in the “on” position at the other point of termination. Or, perhaps
more accurately, that can be seen as moving through a scale —from 0



to 100, we'll say —when turned—and when done so in either direction—
0 being at one terminal point, 100 at the other.

“Do you want to turn it?” asked Raymond.

Idid want to turn it. I did not say anything. I responded instead by
reaching out my hand and placing it on the knob as though to turn it. I
did not turn immediately. I looked up at Raymond to see that it was okay
with him. Did I give a damn? There was little to be found in his face. I
made my assumptions and turned the knob clockwise until it stopped.
Raymond got red in the face and began to scream. I quickly turned the
knob counterclockwise. I did so rashly. Not knowing where the knob had
been to start with, and in something of a panic, I turned all the way to
termination in this direction as I had in the other. Raymond responded
by dropping to the ground and dilating his pupils to unbelievable sizes.
His eyes scarcely managed to contain them. He reached down to the
knob, his arm shaking, and turned it back to center. He gasped and shud-
dered and placed his hand on his chest. He stared down at the floor for
some seconds. He stood up.

“Whathas happened? I asked him.

“I cannot begin to explain,” answered Raymond. He made a wide
smile, entirely foreign to the smile I had seen him form quite recently. He
began to giggle in short, violent bursts, as though he were unable to con-
tain himself. The air left his mouth quickly. He expelled a chaos spittle
and squealing sounds.

I stood up in confusion, possibly intending to confront Raymond,
and came to eye level with a mirror across from me on the wall. I saw
that I had a full beard, whereas I had thought myself clean-shaven. At
first I was astounded that I had not noticed, but then I thought that it
was not so peculiar. A beard feels natural and weightless enough when it
is there. T had nothad occasion to bring my hand to it since I could re-
member. It was understandable that I had forgotten. But there was some-
thing missing in this particular experience of the not uncommon
phenomenon. When a beard is forgotten upon the face, coming into con-
tact with it causes a realization of having grown it to emerge. Now I
seemed only to glimpse an emptiness. I should have been bewildered, I
should have been horrified. I found some unspeakable vein of refutable
logic to calm me for the time. Since I could not remember coming to this
place, I thought that maybe I had been here long enough to have grown
the beard. Of course, not remembering, I could have been elsewhere and
not shaving. I assumed for the time that I had been here for the duration
of growth. I rationalized to myself that I had been fulfilling some kind of
continuous habit or routine, and that unbreaking repetition can breed a
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kind of amnesia. [ sometimes pursued such avenues of activity, for the
interpreted therapeutic benefits. It is helpful, sometimes, to forget— to
become an automaton. Forgetfulness is a laced with the divinity of
motionless coasts, and the unwaving wings of birds in trees. I brought
my hand to the now reconciled beard. I must have looked puzzled.
Raymond said to me, “What is it?” with genuine concern. As though
his behavior could not have explained the expression on my face.

[ wanted to know how long I had been there.

“What time is it?” I said, mistakenly. I had meant to ask for the
date, or for the day of the week. Though I had not an inclination of
the numeration of a previous date or day.

“It’s around five.”

“I mean what year is it?” This question was even more peculiar to
me than thelast, since I had assumed thatI had been here only for a
number of days, or at the most weeks, by the progress of my beard,
and I had againintended to ask for the date, or for the day of the
week. Besides, [ would not have allowed myself to ask such a ridicu-
lous question no matter how far my uncertainty reached. To make the
mistake once [ had excused, now I became upset. I was rattled even
more by Raymond’s answer.

“It is the year when my having this knob begins to make a differ-
ence.”

What the hell did he mean?

We went over to the window.

“Why don’t you open it?” asked Raymond.

What a strange way to put it, I thought. I hesitated. I made no
motion and I do not know if I would have gone on to open the win-
dow or not. Raymond stepped in front of me and seized the draw-
string. He stopped to look at me with strange wide eyes and then he
pulled the string down, raising the blinds. The blinds went up, re-
vealing to me something I had not expected to see. There was very
little I was able to expect, having been unable to remember how I got
to where [ was, or what had been out the window when I arrived.
But it was not what I had expected based on what I had seen out of
other windows, as varied as those experiences have been.

What I saw was a blank sky. Of course, it is not unusual to see
the sky out of a window, and at first I was soothed by the regularity
of the view. What distinguished it was that it was the sky alone.
There were not other windows or other buildings, there was no
ground. The sky was above and below, so that I questioned if I



should call it the sky. However similar the walls of a room are to the ceil-
ing, there is an obvious distinction, and a clear set of terms. This case was
exceedingly different. The base of the building was visible, below me, and
it seemed to stretch on forever, down into the depthless pit of blue. The
sky was entirely clear and amazingly monochromatic. I could not see the
sun or tell where it might be in the part of the sky beyond that which I
could see. I looked up to find it and found that the building stretched on in
that direction as well. Looking to either side of the window, I discovered
the same condition. There was a part of me that wanted to open the win-
dow, to stick my head through and get a better look. To see more clearly
the extension of the walls and what lay below me and in every direction.
There was a part of me that did not want this at all.

“This is some kind of a trick with mirrors,” I said.

“Idon’t think so,” said Raymond, beginning to fiddle with the knob
between his fingers. He made fine adjustments which only vaguely ef-
fected the expression on his face with slight degrees of inflammation and
color, clarity and dull illumination and loss.

* k Kk K K

I awoke the next morning strapped to the bed. I think it was the next
morning. Anyway, I have made the statement. My hands were at my
sides, tied at the wrists. My feet were tied to the bed posts at the ankles.
All were bound so that they had not more than an inch of mobility. I
struggled pathetically.

I began to shout. I do not believe that I shouted any words but it is
possible. I was not thinking of any words. Some may have been in me. I
was not thinking of sounds of any sort but something escaped my lips
and at a high volume. Raymond burst into the room.

“What is it? What is it?” he gushed forth with urgency.

I continued to shout. Raymond came over to me and moved his
hands around above my body, as though he desired to help but was un-
sure how to do so.

“Untie,” I spit out.

“What?”

“Untie me.”

“What?”

“I'm tied to the bed.”

“Yeah?”

“So untie me from the bed, Raymond,” I managed.
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Raymond looked pained. His hands moved over me in the same
way as before. Then he stepped away from the bed and put his
knuckle into his mouth. He sighed and took the knuckle out. I
started to say something. Before I did, Raymond reached down and
lifted up his shirt, revealing not a knob as I now expected from him,
but a flat grey screen. The screen possessed the shine and the luster
of high quality glass. With his other hand Raymond knocked on the
screen. It made a kind of clunking sound. Hollow, clanging, amusing
in timbre. In this fashion, he produced the sound for a while and I
began to calm down. Mostly, I became resigned to the situation. I
could see that it was no use with Raymond. His immediate behavior
as well as that from the previous day had removed my sense of
hope. It was a nice sound to listen to motionlessly. I reserved my
complaints and lay in the bed. I assumed that would lay there for
some time. I assumed that I would eventually be released in some
way. I assumed that it would happen in much the same way as I had
come to be tied to the bed. Suddenly, and without my awareness. I
tried to go to sleep. I am unsure as to my success. Sometimes it is hard
to tell.

At one point in time, I saw that Raymond sat down in a chair in
the room. I could not see what he was doing below the middle of his
back or in front of him. I was prevented by the way he was positioned
relative to the bed, and by the way I was unable to move my neck,
which I discovered was bound much as my appendages were. The
specifics of these bindings were indeterminable from my position.
They did not cut into me in any way. They were not uncomfortable. In
fact, I scarcely noticed the bindings unless I tried to move. I would not
have noticed them at all had I never attempted to move from the bed. I
heard Raymond fidgeting with something. Was he at a table? I could
not see a table. What could he be working over?

Time passed.

“I'm hungry,” I said aloud and in a surprisingly thunderous
voice. It did not sound like my voice at all, and it seemed to come
from all directions. That was not where my voice originated from as I
had come to understand it. If one’s ear is pressed to a bed, the sound
of the voice becomes distorted. Precisely, it is heard within the bed.
The other ear is always free of the bed. Neither of my ears were
against the bed. I could not use this explanation. I tried anyway, and
it lasted me for a while. What nonsense did I think up then?

Raymond got up from the chair and came over next to the bed.
He had with him a jar wrapped in a paper towel. I could tell it was a



jar by the rim that was exposed above the top of the paper. What I have
meant to say is that it was a glass jar. It was obviously a jar of some kind
without seeing any of it, from the shape the paper towel was conformed
around. From the rim I could see that it was made of glass. Raymond
dipped his fingers into the jar and drew them out. They were coated with a
thin paste. It was the liquid made earlier in the blender. Raymond moved it
towards me on the ends of his fingers.

“Where did you get that?” I said hastily, thoughI had mentally ac-
counted for the source already.

“From inside this jar,” Raymond said with a gaping smile, leaning over
me, his fingers inches from my face. I opened my mouth and allowed him
to put his fingers inside. I thought about biting them off of his hand. The
concoction was tastier than I had imagined it would be when I saw it. It
was a putrid grey-orange color. Having eaten, I fell asleep. I know this ab-
solutely. Possibly I am mistaken.

L A

We hung from ropes outside the window. The ropes were tied some-
where inside the window, anchored. They were looped around our
waists. We each had a rope. The ropes went to separate points through
the window. It looked like they did. I could not remember tying the
ropes or going out the window with them or for what purpose we would
do such a thing.

“How long are these ropes?” I asked.

“Let’s find out,” said Raymond. His answer struck me. The lengths
were unknown to me because I could not remember the ropes from be-
fore, from a time inside the apartment. Hadn't Raymond seen them?
Wouldn’t he know how long they were? Maybe they were my ropes. It
was possible that I had gotten Raymond out here without his really hav-
ing had a good look at them. Maybe Raymond did not remember either.
What of the things I knew did Raymond know? Did Raymond know
more than I did? I could tell nothing for sure. Based on the content of his
answer, it was possible that he did know how long the ropes were, in a
certain sense, but not as it related to the distance they allowed us to dan-
gle out of the window, or not with any precision.

I began to repel, hesitantly. The ropes seemed very long. Mine at
least was long. Raymond did not move from his position two feet below
the ledge of the window. At first I thought that he was scared. His fear
seemed ridiculous to me, since there was only the sky and the wall, and
it really made no difference where you were in relation to the two. There
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was still the same wall below you, or so it appeared, and the same
sky around you. Of course, a longer length of rope could be seen
reaching to the window as one descended, and the window itself be-
came farther away. Maybe that was what frightened Raymond, be-
coming far away from the window, and escaping from the domain of
his apartment. If that were the case, it would make sense for him to
be scared, or at least more than it would for me. It was his apart-
ment. I say this declaratively. Though we know the uncertainty of
my situation. Do we?

Raymond was not scared at all, I soon discovered. Once [ had
moved thirty or forty feet from the window, in my estimation, which
took me some ten or twelve drops, he repelled the distance in one
push-off. I realized that he had waited so as to show off his skill to
me. [ was more than a little bit impressed. I was unable to go more
than five feet at a time, and that at my boldest, and here he could go
thirty, and did so heedlessly. Timidly, I asked him to show me his
technique. He began to laugh.

“All you do is laugh, you idiot,” I said, stricken.

Raymond reached down and slipped a hand under his shirt,
keeping one on the rope. He began to fiddle with his knob.

“That won’t do you any good,” I shouted.

“What do you know about it?” he hollered carelessly.

His eyes darted and so did his head. He looked to the sky above
and behind him.

“See, whatare you doing? You look ridiculous.”

Raymond continued lolling his head. Then he laughed his same
laugh and repelled another thirty feet. And then another, and an-
other. Soon I could barely see him. He became a shrinking speck on
the wall below me. I tried my best to catchup, but it was hopeless,
going five feet at a time. I shuffled sideways along the wall. I made it
over to his rope. I took it in my hand and I began to shake it, lightly,
and then with mounting violence. I heard Raymond'’s laughter
reaching up from somewhere below me. [ stopped and I waited. He
did not stop laughing. Then his laughter seemed to be coming from
above me. [ giggled at the strangeness of this impression, assuming
that it was false, or that it was an echo, however implausible an echo
might have been. The sound began to draw towards me, from above.
Iignored it for a time and then I looked up. [ saw something up
there. Then I thought that I saw nothing. Then it was undeniable.
There was Raymond, above me, descending on his rope in thirty foot
bounds. I was petrified, so that the time of his descent passed



quickly, and it might have. Raymond was now beside me.

“Well look at that,” he said, grinning. He looked down and then up. I
followed the motion, confounded. Raymond shrugged his shoulders and
continued his repel. I could see the rope descending for the second time,
descending past itself, the two lengths next to each other, slightly jerking
back and forth. Or the one length, wrapped around in some strange way
so that it doubled over on itself. In what seemed like a short time, I
looked up and saw Raymond above me again. I began to feel uneasy.I .
started to hyperventilate. I felt that I might faint. The sky around me
seemed to move, The wall did as well. The distance between my face and
the wall seemed to grow to an unimaginably large proportion, and then
to shirk so that the two were touching, practically. When Raymond was
at my level again I said, “Would you stop doing that. You're making me
nervous.” Ilooked at the rope, having come around for the second time,
so that there were three lengths of it together on the wall. I looked away.
I felt that I had to do so. I tried to climb up. I tried feebly. I found that I
could not move.

“Raymond,” I bleated.

“"What?”

“Would you mind climbing up and back around and then through
the window? Please? Could you please do that for me?” I was practically
begging, and weeping. My voice was trembling. I didn’t care how pa-
thetic I sounded. Whatever would make the rope go back, I thought,
would eliminate the feelings that were growing horribly inside me, and
squeezing my guts against their casings.

“What do you mean around?” asked Raymond in a whimsical tone
of voice. The asshole knew what I meant. He meant to torment me.

“Please Raymond. Please.”

Sorely, Raymond walked up the wall to the window. To my horror,
he went straight through it, without having gone around.

“No Raymond you have to go around. Raymond. Please Raymond.
Please. Raymond. . .,” I shouted up towards the window. I continued to
shout. I would not have ever stopped but Raymond returned to the win-
dow and poked his head out. His face was totally blank. I looked up at
him. Then his hands came out with a knife and began to saw through the
rope. Having been cut through, the rope fell. I was relieved. Until I saw
that, having fallen, the rope then came down from above me, so that the
three lengths would forever stream by the wall. Looking at them, it
seemed that they were simultaneously moving away and that the dis-
tance was growing. More accurately, it seemed that they were moving to-
wards me, but that as they did so everything else grew gigantically, and
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did so equal to the rope’s rate of motion, so that though the ropes
moved towards me they were farther away, increasingly. I screamed
and closed my eyes. After several minutes of moaning with my eyes
closed and groping at the wall with my fingers, I found the impetus
to move. Mustering whatever strength and determination I had in
me, I began to climb upwards. I reached the window and I fell
through the open part onto the floor. I slipped the rope from around
my waist. I crawled over to a corner of the room and I tucked my
head down as far as I could and I stayed that way.

* 0k * Kk Kk

I recovered slowly, never completely. That is what I think will
happen. It has not been a very long time. Only less than twelve
hours, from what I can calculate. It has been an excruciatingly long
time. Though the time slips away from me. This would seem a good
thing, but in those cases that I realize it I am filled with fear. I recount
the events to myself as I know them in a terrible whisper, hoping to
lose my belief in them. I no longer hope to understand or to learn
any more than I am burdened with already. Raymond has done his
best to, “cheer me up,” his own words. He showed me a globe that
he keeps somewhere in the apartment, somewhere where I have not
seen it ever before that I can remember. With the ocean all done in
black, for some reason a tremendous comfort to me. I can guess at
the reason easily. The ocean is usually uniform blue, like the sky, and
to see it in black instead helps to eliminate it—and by association the
other —from my mind, so that it is not felt expansive and wild on the
other side of the window. I do not have to think about the brown
stream of ropes. I cannot stand to think about it. I have allowed for
Raymond to become a close friend, whereas before I did not like him
very much at all. I did not hate him. I have allowed it because of my
desperation. I don’t know what I would do if I were to stop feeling
this way, if the desperation were to leave me. I think that I would re-
main thankful to Raymond, and would continue to be friendly with
him, at least for a time. In the long run it is impossible to predict, ex-
cept coincidentally. It is likely that I would change my opinions and
their justifications over and over again. I don’t know what Raymond
would do.

Raymond has brought out his blended liquid. He proposes that
we eat, so that I might feel better. Food is a comfort, he says. Also
that he is hungry, and that we last ate at the same time, and that I



should therefore be hungry as well, and should eat to abate my hunger and
thereby soothe myself. An occupied stomach, the activity of digestion, is a
source of contentment. It is something. It has been lost to my recollection
when the last time we ate was. I cannot remember ever having seen Ray-
mond eat. It is just as well. He comes over to me with his jar filled with
ugly paste. The jar is without the towel. I can see that the contents are
more than halfway down into the jar. Is this evidence that we have eaten
quite a bit of the stuff, more than I remember? I can’t remember ever
having seen where the paste came to on the jar initially.

Dipping my fingers, I find that the sludge is quite cold. It must have
been waiting in the refrigerator. I have not seen a refrigerator but I as-
sume that there is one. How could there not be a refrigerator? Somehow,
this is a comfort to me and I think about getting into the refrigerator my-
self, not to die but for a cold sleep within an enclosed space. Pushing the
paste coating my fingers into my mouth, I find that it is unappetizing.
Perhaps it has gone rancid. I think that I remember it being more tolera-
ble at a previous time. I continue to eat anyway, so as not to offend Ray-
mond. Is this a concern of mine? I continue for my own good. Then
Raymond is dipping his fingers and cramming them into his own mouth.
He seems to enjoy the paste. And why not? He made it himself. It is the
texture that most repulses me. Like thick oatmeal and raw eggs together,
like chunky molasses snot.

I think back on the blender fondly, happy to remember better times.
Times that were at least better for myself though they did not seem so
good at the time. How were they for Raymond? Happy to remember
anything. Happy to know that there is such a thing as memory, and to
know it undeniably. I might deny it. The lights seem to flicker in the
apartment for an instant but I think that it may only be my imagination
the way things become perfectly black for an instant or else I am going
flawlessly blind. It is strange that I remember the blender, since I do not
remember much else. With every moment, something is forgotten. What
is learned? What is gained? Am I progressing towards anything at all? I
feel as though I am moving away. Strange especially since it was not
something that seemed to be making an impression on me at the time. It
had seemed boring. What is more memorable than boredom? What is
more sublime? It is likely that] am not remembering accurately. It is pos-
sible that I am imagining a memory for my own comfort. The sight of the
blender might have sent my mind running, struggling for ground with
its legs. I would not mind that so much, if I knew it with certainty. It is
more of a bother as an unverifiable possibility. I start to ask Raymond,
something, but the words come out in a jumble. He gives me a look of
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puzzlement not unlike his usual look but I recognize the subtle differ-
ence. I stop to think it over but cannot think of how to explain the
question, or even what I am trying to ask or what I was thinking
about just a moment ago when I decided to ask. I dip my fingers again
into the paste. I place them into my mouth. Thankfully, grateful for the
simple occupation. Mulling it over with my teeth, I detect something
crunchy in the thick liquid. Why have I not noticed before? I think I
have been swallowing hastily. I cannot remember, but it would make
sense on account of the distaste I have for the stuff. It is possible that it
has been in the freezer, so that it has begun to crystallize, but not so
long that it has frozen altogether. Perhaps the refrigerator is colder
than it should be, or the freezer warmer. Perhaps there is some ele-
ment of the paste that resists freezing. How many potential explana-
tions must there be? I am sure there are several. Explanations must
exist beyond those that have occurred to me. The multiplicity of it is
something of a comfort to me.

What are these rooms?

The lamps in here are an amazingfamily..it is unbelievably sooth-
ing to observe their likenesses to one another...and their glow sunny or-
ange delightful an ocean of light brining the small room preserving it
like a pickled fish...the colors of these walls...the sky is so heavenly out
the window such an abysmal inhuman blue void...A dead mackerel of
a sky.






David Morck

Outside, where the clouds from the wine cup dismally bay over the moon, a girl was being
adjusted by her bra, and she was cooing over it. She saysit’s the best thing ever. Not to me,
but she’s not the girl, not the girl, not that one. Nothing would be the same in a building
where everything isthe same. [ am surrounded by the motel room. Diffused glare on the
tile, and the television turned on, porn by default, but I just want background noise, not
content. Wails and moans, moderately sarcastic, plugging away, mining for gold. I stole
one of Hemingway's cats. Polydactyl and better at swagger, like she was, is. I can hold it in
my gaze and it can swaddle me inits feline mannerisms. A waltz, a fire; I could disappear
this cat now that it appears to prefer to polka. Six toed cats can't replace that little nubbin,
that little white pill. Shapeless blob. The cat doesn’t know what ectopic means. And the
girl and her bra, and that glimpse of cleavage. Those acrid fumes, tingling brain, ethanol.
Small worn hole in the industrial brown curtain. What madness to allow the world to look
in. Cigarettes trying to join in the kiddy pool, overflowing, wanting love in the open sky,
and around them discarded caskets I pulled them from. I want to take to a coma like this
cat to a sunbeam. [ want to fill the bathtub. High, high, rightto the top. My hands are oars
and I taunt them into movement. If [ wake before I die, nail me down. This grunting,
groaning, mewing, they're sure to find me. Sometimes you need to burn things to get what
you want. Sometimes you miss the things you never knew you wanted.

ak Tree Inn
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time | won't remcmbcr wlnt mo} fco!s like, I'tell hlm | don't know whathe
means by that. After using a few choice words, he walks away.and |'go back’ l_o_} :
Corn. :

| go home and tell my wife about the sociopath at the market, She tells me ™
it’s called a grocery store. | repeat my story about the man, thistime putting ems
phasis on the ward “market”. She walks:away frustrated halfway through my
story because she's under the impression thata market [sa gathering of farmErs,,
all trylng to sell their pesticide ridden fruits and vegetables:

l'am at a market with my mother. I'm sitting in the cart. Shes explaining to
me how to choose corn,

awftul!

Everything is always either heaven or awful with-my mother Even now, Whens
I'ask her how it's going, it's either heaven orit’s awiuls There's no medium'=no
middle path. Nevertheless, | can pick the best prodiice any market has to offer

My wife is not my wife when we meet. She is\in a protést-orlented paradesss
and I'm against anything with a cause, | tell myself I'm there just o'l can see USERE
how pathetic and useless nonsviolent gatherings ate. People only care when
other people dig, otherwise; protestors annoy everyone.




We mingleafter she gets offiofithe INO'WAR" float, and
I'tell'her how I feel about causes) She says ['m ridiculous =
Cthatieverything hasia catise. | tell her that inithat case, l'only
disagreewith pointless catses: We disregard otirdifferences
and'l'invite her overforeoffee. | have nointention of any
coffedactuallyentering the pleture = don even'own a cof-
~fee pofs

We get to my house and sheasks what kind of coffee |
drinkil telllherf hate coffee: She'laughs, | lean'in and kiss
o hercheak: She asks ifil‘m Jewish. Her last name s Fassberg, |

telllfiernot to worry—I'm clrcumsized.

Onimy 1 Birthday, my father Introdlces me to a
stranger. He will'be the one that will perform a bris — a cirs
cumeisian. Imstill’ Jewish, but'l'calllit:quits after that. I tell
my:dad thatlim tooiald now =it wollld bellike getting braces
at 35, He responds with:

“Son = itwill be fine: I'thinkthisisithe best age to have:it
done = noman wants towear a turtleneck in the' summer.:
He'll'fust tug the tip, snip and you'll beareal Jaw.”

Fask my' mather how she feels:aboutthe whole thing,
Shesays itwill be fine = which l assumeis alevel worse than

awfuly At least I'm contfartable with awfull
' She eatches me masturbating when |'m 14.and the first
“words outiof hen mouth are:
“NMustbe nice withoutallithat extra'baggage in your
Way.

My wife catches me masturbating on our honeymoon.
Shewalksin, sees whatI'm doingand'tells me she's thinking
abolitgetting braces again: | advise against [t~ it would be
“Ulike getting chicken pox when you're 20, She says she's 32 and
asks mewhatI'm talking about, | swing my hips backand
farthywhieh makes my penis shakeiits protruding head at




That night, we go to a luau, We eat roasted swine and'sweet corn on'the:
cob. | tell her whoever chose the corn doesn’t know the first thing about =
ripened produce. She says she likes it.

After the luau, we shower together. She tells me | should shave. | tell hefll= %
just did and that my face is as smooth as an orange. She looks down and'getss 3
it. She tells me she hates it when pubes stick to the shaft —it's gross. %

I'm at the market, looking at the corn. A much older man approaches me’
and takes instant notice of my wedding ring.

“How'd you like to have the best.corn you ever tasted?” he asks.

My wife would call this man a farmer - but what does she know? [ tell’him*
he doesn’t know who he’s talking to. | could be a judge in a corn contest: He
insists I'come with him and try his corn: Eventually, lido.

We get to his house and | ask him what his favorite kind of corn is. He
smiles at me and says he hates corn.
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5. ;he man parks his car in his driveway, goes into the house and lies

on the bed next to his partner. She is reading a magazine. She asks him
about his day, and he tells her. He is taking classes at the local university.
He talks to herabout how the young people there are all in love with
their darkness. How they caress it, how it seduces them so completely
that they seem forever lost, like children in some dark Gothic maze. He
speaks to her about the evolutionary dead-end that they have made of
storytelling. “After all,” he says to her as he stares at the ceiling fan and
she reads her magazine, “if nothing means anything, and anything can
mean anything, and nothing matters, whatlis the point of writing any-
" thing?! “That's not right,” she says to him, “that’s not right at all.” And they
kiss each other good night, and the man gets up and goes back to his of-
fice on the other side of the house, because he has much to do while she
sleeps.

So perhaps you will think that this story is about suicide, murder, or
terminal illness. And perhaps for you it is. But perhaps itis about some-
thing more. Perhaps it is about something bigger. Perhaps a mind, in an
attempt to remind itself, ta prave to itself that it is not alone, to overcome
its separation from all the other minds'it sees but does not touch, at-
tempts to.communicate something to another mind. Allithis attempt may

roduce in the end is a knowing nod. Identification. Communication.
The echo of'an idea, perhaps. But that is enough.

The man checks his stocks and the news, eats his late dinner, looks
at his computer and types for a time, goes back across the house, un-
dresses and lies back down in'bed next to his partner. He reads for a time
" - economic histary, nothing interesting. He catches himself drifting away,
* 50 he tuins off the light and the book falls to the floor. Soon, he dreams.




He vaguely begins to recognize, along the edges of his mind; that he is drsan
ing. Sometimes, when he realizes he:[s dreaming, he can‘awaken himself;
often'he cannot and he awakes feeling somewhat sickened. “Why," ha ag
himself, “can these dreams never be anything pleasant?” The feelings arauy
by his dreams often stay with him for a day or two, beckoning him to a m}‘ls
that he can never seem to completely unravel. Tonight he cannot awaken i
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self, try as he might. So he is trapped.

Over the years, he has asked many learned people — sages, psychlatti§
therapists — for help with his dreams. The closest he ever came to an answi
was from an old grizzled veteran who lived in a trailer park, a World War I
bomber pilot who had befriended him out ef boredom. This other matia’ =
sinewy-tough, desert-dried, blue-eyed old man had cocked his head to orig
side and made the observation that, “The mind just manufactures this shitil

a time, but in his heart he knew there was more to it.

One dream that came back many times through the years was his:treanm

of Niagara Falls. Now, it is important to know something of Niagara falls and 6f %
this dreaming man to understand. But you will be left to ascertain its meaning
for yourself. Do youremember the old parable of the Zen master silently =
pointing his finger at the moon? That's why.

In any event, as a boy, the man, whom his family called Buck, was s'e'nt’fé_‘, '
live with his grandparents in Niagara Falls. This was done because his fathers
was alcoholic and his mother was having difficulties as a result. His grand=""SS
mother was a nurse who worked in the obstetrics ward of the hospital (i 8
which he had been born. His grandfather had sold the supermarket that tHelSSs
family had run for many years. They owned the building that the market wa§ <
in, and as was common in that region, lived in the large apartment above i\
The building was across the street from the great Niagara River. The grandpaes
ents were concerned, what with having a six year old boy in their charge. Sof
they would tell him stories about children who'had drowned in the river e
river is dangerous,” they told him. “It looks calm;, but it has a strohgicurren e
You must never go swimming in the river, and you must promise us that yous s
will never go down to the waterfront by yourself.” The boy nodded his figad and
promised, and they ate their roast beef and boiled potatoes and boiled green Hg




Now, [itald'you thatyou need to know something about the Niagara
Riverte understand, Let me tell you what you needito know.

The Niagara River runs north along the border between New York and
SiCanada, The other Great Lakes empty into LakeErie, which emptiesiintait.
“Where Lake Erie meets the river is the City of Buffalo. The City of Buffalo
SWas once amighty hub af industry, butis now a decrepit; rusted wasteland.
“The River flows thraugh the suburbs of the city/towards Niagara Falls,

L slightly less than halfway to Lake Ontario,

The Falls are approximately thirty=six hundred feet wide, and about ane
Shundred and seventy-fiva feet'high, Roughly:six million cubic feet of water
flows over them every minute of every day, and has done so for the last
twelve thousand years, when the receding glaciers of the last ice age/carved
“them out of the rock'that is called the Niagara Escarpment. As you might ex-
pect; atthe footofthe Falls there is.a massive gorge. The riverithen widens
sagainand calms asit passes into Lake Ontario, The east end of this inland
freshwater sea then flowsinto the StiLawrence River and joinsthe Atlantic
Qcean. [t takes approximately seven years fon a drop of water that goes over
“the Falls to [oin the @cean, What many people do:not know is that twenty
percent of the fresh water supply forthe entire Earth passes over thefalls.

The boy's grandparents, being good people, were concerned that he
seemed anxiousiand frightened asa résult of the experiences he had:before
S coming to live with them. So they decided one day to take him ona trip to
sea the Falls, It was not far, They promised him ice cream and a souveninand
s droyve Downtown; as they called it Buck's eyes lit up and:he became shyly
Squietas they stood overlooking the American Falls, He wanted to'leap over
Sthe fence, to join the Falls, This'was not because he wanted to die. Quite the ..
I contrary. The Falls held some strange powerful attraction, They pulled him
“tothemiin some way that hecould not understand. Such power - he had
“neverseen anything like it. He wanted to be part of that power. He did not
‘x\understand at hisyoung age why hefelt this way: It frightened him, that'he
Jﬁhoulﬂ e pulled to the water this way. He thought that perhaps something
S waswrong with his mind. He would continue to feel this way for many years.




They walked'along the gorge to the whitlpool,and
stopped to look over the edge: Buck was completely fascis
nated, stepping on the lowest rung of the railing and pulling
himself up'so he could look down to the water that pulled at
him so.“What would happenif | tried:to'swim in'thag“he
asked'his Grandfather, “You'd get sucked under and drown.
Happens to big men all the time,” his Grandfather replied.
“How come the:Maid of the Mist doesn’t get sucked im,* Bugck
asked. The Mald of the/MIstiis a tourist boat that floats over
the surface of the water and goes close to the falls so that
peoplé can feelthe power of the water more closely. “Be-
cause boats floaf... But his Grandfather said, holding Buck
by the chin and looking into his eyes; “little boys don't, Don't
you ever go down to the River alone. The Rapids will suck
you away andyou'will diei s not ke the bathtubl“Buck
looked upiat him'and knew that this was true. Grandfather
was a rough man, had even killed another man ence when
hewas in the Navy in'World War I But he never lied to Blek;
He loved Buck; and Buck knew it

Once when'Buck was n the tub; his Grandfatherhad
come Into shave. Buck looked at his tatteas andiasked abott
them. On one burly shoulder wasa'tattoo ofithe LS Navy
anchor, On the other was Ghrist enthe Cross: “Doyou like
your tattoos, Grandfather? Buak asked: “Goddamned things
are the biggest mistake llever made - | hate these damned
things”; his grandfathet spat.out as he shaved'with his brass
razor and his brush and mig. That made quite an impression
on Buck. After all, his grandfather had'laughed the night
Buck vomited hot dog and root'\beer slopalloverthe hallway
carpetwhile running'toithe toilet, Buck had expected a heats
ing, but his grandparents never hit him (His grandfather had
once lifted!Buck by the ankles and bahged his head on the
floor until the money fell sutiof his pockets; but that had
been funny and they had allaughed “¥llteach youto brag
about havin’ money; youhg mant“hesaic to:Buck,laughing




50 (ol the walls of the house shook). So/for Grandfather to blurt out bad
SWords about his tattoos meant that'they must be bad things indeed. He
SWould'also say bad things sometimes if he was frustrated. “Jesus, Mary and
Hloseph’ he would bellow, or “God Damn It”, Not ‘Goddammit’; but 'God
Damnilt, He had'a way of pronouncing the ‘N‘so that his tongue would rub
S against histeathand thelpurpleveins on his temples would bulge out.
L Bricks Grandmother wouldadmonish Kim. “Frank, please stop that talk
“around your graridson,”she would say, puckering her lips while she stirred
Sthe Beans in the pot. After dinner, they would watch television for a time
sand then Buck would go to bed; to the captain’s bunk in the sewing room,
mand he Would réad: Buck loved to tead his grandfather’s Outdoor Life maga-
Zzines because they were fulliof adventures, After a while, he woulditurn off
the light over his bed and fall asleep.

Qneinight; shortly after they had made their trip to the Falls, Buck had a
dream, Buck did mot like to dream; because he would often have the same
“dream overand overagain, but the emotions of these dreams would be as
vivid eachitime he had the dream as they had been the first time. And his
dieams were never happy: They were always unpleasant. This particular
dreamwas one of a few he would have overand over again down through
L theyears:

Inhis dream he'is being sucked down the Rapids towards the Falls: You
gge, somehow; althoughwe don't know how, as is often the case with
draams, he had been in.a boat with another person; and the boat flipped

: over andsank, Now, tryingas hard as he cap, with:all'his mightand:all his
Swiliihe (s belng sucked down the River towardsithe Rapids, and he is being
! “drawn, drawn down towards the Rapids - towards the Falls. And he is shout-
Fing to the other person, but they cannot find each other, and he is strug-
_:I-.glil"ig, gasping far aip trying to get out of the River, but he cannot reach the
:-__-s].deé. Andihe is sareaming and chokingon the water, and crying out, and
“people are runningalong the bank of the River as he is pulled under the

B Qrand 1sland Brid ge and down towards the Rapids that run to the Falls,
i@nce when shehad eome ta visit, his mother had warned him that if you got
-'p_"ulled pastthe bridgeyou were gone for sure. And suddenly it has become
& Inter, anditisverycold: [ce has covered all the rocks, not the kind of jce
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that you know, but ice that is hard'asisteel, clear and hard, hard slippery ice;-S_ot‘A
that every time Buck tries to get to his feet, the water knocks him down andhe
slips and stumbles and'is dragged further down towards the Falls.

Finally, he begins to slide over the Falls. And'he is scared because he
knows that he will be suckedinte the big whirlpool and die. He tries and tfies)
but each time he gets to his feet, he slips an the ice and stumbles again. Peos =8
ple are cheering for him and|pleading with him and trying to'throw a ling etits =
to him, but they cannot reach him. He is terrified that he can see the Falls carg ¥
ing, and hears the roar of the water onto the rocks below and out into the
gorge and down into the whirlpool. Finally, he tumbles into a chute and there
is melt water and he is sliding down. But for some magical reason there afg'ed= =
bles running down the sides, and he can see other people struggling, too.
They aren't really people, but shadows, brown dark shadows. People bundied
in heavy wool coats, perhaps, with big black rubber galoshes on, the kind witli y
the metal buckles that fit on over their shoes. Then he realizes that maybe 1855
not what he thinks, this business of falling over the Falls. He grabs the cables ==
cables like when they stopped the Falls to fix it in nineteen-sixty-nine, he
looked at that and was fascinated, fascinated — how could'they do that? HoW
could they stop the water? There were men walking along the top of the Falls;
and there was no more great rush of water, just a meander here or theré down
the side of the cliff. And Buck stared and stared and stared. And then he sligs
and begins to fall again and the water runs down his neck and into his pants
and he is falling and rolling, falling'and rolling, falling, His feet are kicking |
against the ice-covered rocks. Andithere is spray and roaring and then e fsin
the water, sucked under, down and down, flailing and spinning and then spins |
ning ‘round and‘round inithe whirlpool: He knows that now he will die: And
he accepts it, although it makes him sad'because there is so much mote that
he would like to do.

Just at that point, where things have turned gray and are about to fadeto l
black, like a TV screen that has been turned offiin a dark room, Buck wakesup: ™
He knows he is still alive because he sees the window, and the streetlight out=" !
side shining in through the thin white curtains and the wavy old glass. Hefs
still'alive, and he is perfectly fine, tucked!into the high captain’s bed under
nice linen sheets and a crisp wool blanket, in'the sewing room that his Gratds




Sparents had set upifor him; Withithe light over the bed and the magazine
ponthe floonjustasihe had leftit, And Buck, the boy; is frightened, terrified

really, and confusad; and doesn’t understand what It could mean. Is it an
oment Isihe bad in some way? Is God punishing him for something? He lays

awake, sickiin his stomachand sick in his head, woozy and questioning,

]

untl Grandmother gets up to:make breakfast; singing a cheerful song to
herself as she fries the eggs and makes the coffee and the toast. “Rise and

S Shine Morning Glory, you're up early today” she says to him sweetly as he
Wsits on the metalandvinyl ehalrnext to the kitchen table staring up at her.

Now, Buck’s grandparents had.a cottage on Lake Ontarjo, the Great Lake

'that the Niagara River empties into, You see, in those days, a shopkeeper:
‘and anurse couldimake enough: money together to buy achouse and a car,
to save money forold age, and to help their daughter when she married

hadly by taking care of her aldest'son fora year or iwo. They. could do that
and still'liveiadecent life. Itwas notlike today.

So.they had a cottage on the Lake, as they said. They'had deeded the

D ‘cottage to'their son, Bugk’s Uncle Ed, andihe was making/it into a house. But

theywould still ga out there in the summertime: There, Buck could be free:

He eauld swim'anct fish, and eat the faspberries that grew out by the shed
" behind the cottage: He could dig clay and make things fromit; or walk along

the cobblestone beach and collect bits of drift glass, or interesting pleces of

wood that had been pelished into strange shapes by the waves, Sometimes
Grandfatherwould getthe binoculars out and they would'sit and take turns
looking at the gigantic lake freighters, the huge ships that looked like snails

Son the rim of a glass when viewed with the naked eye, but were really glant

ships that carfied iran ore through the lake to the Ocean: And when they
“had corn on the cob for dinner, he could take the cobs over to the neigh-

S borsfarm and feed them to the pigs. Sometimes, his Grandparents would

_ let himspend'the nightin a sleeping bag out on the lawn under the stars,
and e could stare and stare and stare at the Milky Way going round and

foundiwhile the'waves lapped the shoreline. It was as close to'Heaven, here
on the shores of Lake Ontario, north and east of the Falls, as Buck could ever
fiave hoped to get. He was never afflicted with dreams when he was out at
the Lake




The man opens his eyes and'looks at the clock. He flips the covers offio
himself with a grand waving gesture, and tosses his legs over the side'of the #5
bed. Sitting for amoment to clear his head, he marshals himself to meetan-
other long day’s march, a day of work and classes and stock markets and late
dinner and reading. He pauses for a moment to consider his dream, this same
waterfall dream he has had so many times: Only today, this time, after.almost
half a centurny of strolling around on this earth; he is not quite sosick, notin
his head or in his stomach: He has lived long enough to have the glimmer of
aniidea about what this dream means. So, although it still makes himisome-
what nauseous, it no longer frightens him with the intensity that it usedto
when he was a boy. “Here we go again,” he mutters to himself, as he lurches to
his feet and walks into the bathroom to turn on the shower, thinking of the
Lake and how happy he will finally be when'he gets to go there once more.




The Evolution of a Photo, Part 5
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Jeffrey C. Alfier

Comfort’s an old print dress - pink,
black and pomegranate. Threads
fraying slowly apart still beg her

to keep it around just one more year.

She won'’t deny she’s got a cigarette

going in every ash tray in the house,
but refutes tall tales she’s got a man
in every bar her band books a gig in.

Her husband hears ice cubes tinkling

as she idly stirs her gin. He obliges

with hesitant refills. Come nightfall,
spooning will be their slow dance in bed.

Upstairs, an only child waits on nothing

but solitude as he listens to ambient voices
downstairs. He whispers into an oscillating
fan, thinks the sound comes back as music.

| {gé‘?'ords for a Night Singer
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