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INTRODUCTION

‘Welcome to the twenty-third issue of The Apprentice Writer, which annually features the best writing and'illustrationts from the 5,000
‘entries we receive each year from secondary schools throughout the United States. Every September we send 11,000 copies printed
frec as a public service by The Daily Item in Sunbury, PA to over 3,500 schools.

Th
the . ; ‘
An Our growing program in Editing and Production is now giving our Writing Majors an opportunity to showcase what they have
Jay learned by working on one or more of the four magazines the Susquehanna University Writers Institute publishes each year.
e Susquehanna University's Writers Institute provides students with the opportunity to receive nationally recognized undergraduate
i training in all forms of creative writing through its Writing Major. Students work closely in fiction, poetry, creative nonfiction,
ar writing for children, editing and the technology of publishing with faculty who are widely-published authors.-Small workshops and
ur one-on-one instruction-are central to the Writing Major, which is enri__ched' by a variety of programs,des'cribed on the back page. If
o 1 you are interested in learning more about the Writing Major and programs related to writing sponsored-by the Writers Institute, see
E the back page for a summary or go to www.susqu.edu. writers for details.
ak o , e - al ‘ i ¥
Tis, Send material to be considered for next year's Apprentice Writer to Gary Fincke, Writers Institute, Box GG, Susquehanna University,
tl. Selinsgrove, PA 17870. Please include your name and address on each page of your submission, The deadline is March-1, 2006.
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MANOR HOUSE

LAUREL.OLDACH
Towsen, MD

A suburb in Maryland
is really no place -~ '
for such a British red-brick house
with no eaves and a steep roof
and a diamond-shaped window.
But on this midsummer afternoon,
with sideways sunlight
illuminating the oak trees' bark,
when the breeze ruffles

the ivy growing up the walls,

and thrown-open windows

glisten in the light,

it just might be.

Perhaps inside,

tenant peasants are:

paying their rent in sheep,

the children are playing draugh'ts
in the hallways »

as a dour clergyman sweeps by,
ladies-in-waiting are’

stitching a tapestry =

and gossiping about Her Ladyship.
Any moment now, a rustic maid
warbling "Barbry Allen"

will lean out the windows

and dump the sparkling washwater
onto the Honda in the driveway.

ELIZABETH DARDEN Groton, MA 3




Tk
the
Al
Ja
Dy

BUTTER

DANIELLE SMITH
Norwich, NY :

You asked if you could kiss me,
And T said, "Okay."-

I thought it would be like butter,
My lips slippery salty,

My body soft and melting into you,
My mind weakening,

So you could cut through it,

Like a hot knife through butter.

But it was morezlike margarine

Still good but not so sweet

And T'm not sure, but T think it takes margarine a little longer to-thaw
When you bring it out of the freezer, because

I didn't always melt - :

When you slid your hands to my lower back

But you were faithfully on sale
And T bought you
Became accustomed to your flavor
-Spread you on my toast every morning
And was content knowing that you would be there the next

Sometimes I would pretend that you were butter
Make believe that it was as sugary sweet as [ wanted it to be
As nn]ky messy as it could be

THE POSTMAN IS CROSSING THE
PARK

‘MarTIN HoLT
Birmingham, AL

The postman is crossing the park

where it is dark outside, and the moon is frozen and the stars are
frozen, - -

haloed milky white.

His face is white, except for a small black O where his mouth
should be,

and from his mouth, rasps of breath like exhaust.

When we were done
Who could complain though?

‘Mama told me to buy what you could afford

And you were so cheap and still sweet
If not tangy

50 cents for a small packet of margarine
Or an "I love you" followed by a kiss
Or maybe 75 cents or a dollar - '

And the kisses however sparse were missed

1 clipped coupons and regretted taking you for granted
Saving pennies and wetting my lips with milk

Malnourished [ walked out into a bluebonnet sky
Where I met a Butterscotch ice-cream man
Giving to me

For_frée

Just this once

A Butterscotch ice-cream cone

With a wink

And I ate

Gobbling

Letting cream run down my chin

And between my breasts

I walked home

Floating, Gloating -

Wading in a memory.

And in the grocery store window
Margarine was back on sale

He walks through the park to the apartments where his wife and
children wait, '

where all the families huddle near space heaters against the
walls.

She waits with a bowl of soup, and now he's out of the cold and
into the half-cold, -

walkmg up the stairs. Flakes of 51 snow fall from his boots -

and make puddles on the concrete. -

He comes to his door and walks inside to the glow and warmth.

“And now the park is empty,
and now the stars are being drowned in the black rubber sky.
Ttis all their little hearts can do just to stay afloat.




THE BEST OF BOTH
WORLDS

HANNAH KLINGER
Birmingham, AL

Once again it is Yizkor and the
Yom Kippur is now half-over. Yom
Kippur is considered the Super Bowl of
Jewish holidays, The Day of Repentance,
The day that Counts. Yizkor is the part
that differs from the norm, taking place
after the midday break when everyone
goes home to nap off the morning's bore-
dom. Yizkor is in remembrance of the
Holocaust-one of our favorite subjects. I
take a booklet personalized with the date
and name of our synagogue. They are sep-
arate from the main prayer books, used -
only for Yiskor. This year the cover is
maroon with a silver image of our holy
arch, the focal point of the sanctuary
where the torahs are kept. Some will take
the booklets home as souvenirs. 7

No ancient Jewish patriarchs deter-
mined how to do this service, so the
prayers are more evocative and open
ended than the rest. We read responsively
with the Rabbi and say prayers for indi-
vidual lost loved ones, followed by a
moment of reflection. The cantor-a tenor
of sorts, responsible for making our
prayers sound beautiful-concludes by.- .
singing in Hebrew while the Rabbi inter-
jects with names of concentration camps.
Yizkor is perhaps the most personal of the
Yom Kippur services-the only time in a
day devoted to apology when we do not -

‘ask forgiveness of Abraham, Isaac, Rachel
and Leah, but of our mothers and fathers,

grandmothers and grandfathers. I day-
dream through the service, explore my
range of thoughts. My mother always
Cries. .

My mother is not a typical Jew, if
there is such a thing. Though she resents
the term, she can be labeled as one of the
"two-time Jews," attending services only
twice a year-Rosh 'Hashanah and Yom
Kippur. Rosh Hashanah, the Jewish New
year and Yom Kippur, the Day of _
Atonement-are our two major holidays, of

which there are many. On Rosh Hashanah
we blow a shofar, a ram's horn signifying
the ram sacrificed instead of Isaac. On
Yom Kippur we fast and pray from sunup
to sundown, ending with one final blast
from the shofar. Excluding the arrange- -

ment of the services, much is left to inter-

pretation. This year the threat of a hurri-
cane allowed my mother and me to have.
an impromptu Rosh Hashanah at home.
Going to temple two weeks later gave
Yom Kippur a tone of severity. "This may
be the one time we go to temple all year,"

my mother hinted to me, "make it count.”

We could attend more often, I sup-
pose. There is no real reason not to. But
my mother has been busy. Not with work
or hobbies, but with another spiritual mis-
sion. She meditates. This is not an alterna-

tive god or a way to cope with stress.
‘Shambhala Buddhism-a branch of Tibetan

Buddhism with new roots in the west-is a
way of life, founded from numbers teach-

ings that require years of study and prac-

tice. My life is punctuated with her vari-
ous tools of study: a shrine in the attic,
books with monks and deities on the cov-
ers, online forums and conference calls. T
should clarify that she was raised Jewish
like every generation before her. Judaism
1s a crucial part of her identity-demo-
graphic she.is proud of. But after twenty-
five years, Shambhala also defines her.

I am caught between both tradi-
tions. It is a double life I lead, a different
face I wear when referring to either
Shambhala or Judaism, depending on my
current circle of friends. They are separate
worlds to me-each with its own unique
teachers, powerful texts, strange tradi-
tions, and a seemingly endless history. I

- find it difficult for them to coexist, con-
- vinced of this double life-one world being

the secret T keep from the other. But I am
terrible at keeping secrets. They have
always blended, giving me scattered mem-
ories of each. Now the secret is out. -

* When I was ten T spent a week
with my mother at the. Shambhala
Mountain Center, a campground in the
Rockies of Colorado. There my friends
and 1 whittled tree branches into archery
bows, practiced calligraphy and Japanese

flower arranging, and took part in a cere-

‘mony where we sacrificed relics from

childhood, thus becoming adults. I offered
a corner of my blanket, others hairs off
teddy bears. It was our Rites of Passage
ceremony, though we didn't feel like
adults. Likewise, at the age of thirteen T-
spent several weeks memorizing words of
torah, writing speeches and planning par-

‘ties. This was my Bat Mitzvah, a-mile-

stone of Jewish adulthood. Bcihg the last’
of my friends to have one, I félt relieved
to be considered officially mature. In a
way I have become an adult twice.

A

My mother, grandfather, and I took

-over the congregation from the balcony of

the sanctuary. I scan the crowd for other
wet faces like my mother's but find none.

There is an expression of discomfort
instead. The pews are uncomfortable, that

drained feeling of running on empty is
sinking in, and the subject matter is less
than thrilling. But thankfully, we are neat
the end. The rabbi rattles off names of
concentration camps in-a rehearsed,
somber tone. Auschwitz, Bergen-Belsen,
Treblinka, Krakow. My mother sits silent-
ly beside me with a wadded tissue in her
hand. The service concludes and the doors
open, Latecomers file in, pleased with
their extra ten minutes of sleep, though-
the day is far from over.

When they are seated I notice my

father at the front corner of the sanctuary,

by the doors. Every Yom Kippur he takes

.a turn placing red number cards on a

white easel whenever the Rabbi calls out a
new page, so that everyone can follow. He

is one of the page-turners. This year he
" has a well ordered system for the red dig-

its, making his job as easy and graceful as
possible. He says he doesn't like to-do it.
He never asks to do it. But every year,
without fail, a senior member of the con-
gregation will call and tell him what shift
he is needed for.

According to my father, the dis-
tinction between the Jewish and Buddhist
worlds is simple. Like my mother, he too
was raised Jewish, the son of a cantor like
one ip front with the Rabbi. He taught
Sunday school at our temple and still




‘tutors Hebrew when asked. The odd part
is that he and my mother met at a medita-
tion center in Lexington, Kentucky, where
they both received their first instruction.
But then my father became restless-tired
“of the heavy, throbbing silent meditation
‘often brings. He returned to Judaism with
-full force, you might say.. My mother
obviously steered in the opposite direc-
tion. Naming this as a sign of their future
divorce would be too each, though it did
drive a rather large and permanent wedge
between them. He gave up on something -
she would later devote the greater portion
of her life to. .
' - Looking down on him from the
balcony, 1 like to believe there are’ aspects’
of being a page-turner he does like. My =
father loves being ‘on task. He.goes out of
‘his way to prove to three hundred people

nearly every fast asleep that he is capable .

of the job he was asked to do. Though a -
chair is offered to the page-turner when
his services are not required, my father
“never sits. Standing all day when there is.
“nothing inside his stomach, when every
_other-day of the year he drinks coffee like
it is water, is quite a challenge. But he
insists on it. Later my sister will call from
Vermont to say that a little birdie told her
he drank Coke during the break. I say this
not to prove that my father is weak, but to
prove that he is human.

. Humanity, humaneness the art of
being human, I play with this word while
patiently listening to the voice. There 18 no

_reason not to. It is a sense of humam__ty
that attracts me most to Shambhala
Buddhism-besides the trips to Colorado,
the strange guttural chanting of the monks
I‘witness, and the eelebrat_ions. What I
have learned through my first real level of
study-apart from what my mother tried to
explain-is that all humans are basically
good. There is a single moment in each
day when the world looks peaceful and
you are peaceful in it, if only foran
instant. I remember hearing this for the
first time and committing it to memory. It
was so different from the Ten

Commandments or the Old Testament sto-

ries I had all but memorized_in school.:
I received my elementary educa-

e e e e

tion at a private Jewish school i in
Mountain Brook, considered to be the
upper crest of Birmingham society. There

we prayed every morning-reciting the

same. Hebrew ‘words so many times that -
they ceased to be words at all. T also took
classes in Judaic studied, Israeli History,
and the fundamentals of speaking and -
writing Hebrew. Being a community

school, the faculty had to cater to different '

sects of Judaism as well as teach the

basics. Tt became’ nearly impossible to
please orthodox, conservative, and reform’

Jews with one curriculum so they taught

in favor of those who were hardest to -
please-the orthodox. - 4

As a conservative Jew with fewer
restrictions and expectations, I found I
was often discouraged from asking the
difficult questions like, "What do these
prayers really mean? Why would God let
bad things-happen? What's the point?" I
had plenty of classmates on their way to
rabbinical school to ask for me. Soon I
lost interest, wanting instead to explore

‘new opportunities like high school, writ-

ing, and Buddhism. 1 wanted to learn
about another part of my identity-one my
mother had introduced to me at such a
young age-the teaehlngs_ of mind and

‘heart, karma and reincarnation. Now T find

my questions are encouraged and the
answers are_full of possibility.

~ Considering this while seated in a,
synagogue, waist deep in prayer, I feel’
like I am being unfair. After all, I gave up
on my teachers, not the other way around.
Perhaps if T was more willing to hear their
explanations and apply them I would not
have moved so far away from Judaism.

But then again I have more and more
questions about Buddhism every day,-and .

every day the answers take on a new

" meaning. [ must remind myself~forcefully,

if need be-that I do not need to choose. I
can have them both. I pray to share a
notion of something greater than me or

my world. I meditate to remind myself

that T am human and will never have all
the answers. Now it seems as if having:
both could be a very healthy balance.

I am glad that Yom Kippur comes
only once a year. There are other fasts of

course, but this is the Super Bowl. I won-
der annually what the purpose of fasting
is, a question I now feel obligated to ask. I
guess it is another condition of repen-
tance. But would it not be beiter to repent
on a full stomach when our focus need not
be elsewhere? Why do we not cat bread or
any leavened products en Passover? A

! “motherly voice in-my head responds:

when the Jews were leaving Egypt, their
bread did not have time to rise, so it baked
in the sun while they carried it on their
backs. Then should we not eat an abun-
dance of bread to celebrate their escape?
Perhaps, but that is'not the important part,
It is the struggle that must be remem-

- bered, the journey. I converse with myself
‘while waiting patiently for the hohdays to

be declared over. I-can't help it. At this
point in the fast, everything starts to look
like bread.

* Bread. Warm, yeasty bread stuffed

into mouths by the fistful, practically

melting on the tongue. I have had plenty
of bad hallah-the infamous Jewish egg
bread-but hunger makes everything taste
better, so I crave it. I imagine grandmoth-
ers kneading rubbery white dough with
callused: palms, their floral print aprons
dusted with flour. They sing old Yiddish
rhymes from childhood or work in silence..
T imagine mounds. of chicken slow-cooked
casseroles heaped onto my plate, the
sweet scent of hallah in my hands.
Another image competes with this

one. At the Shambhala Mountain Center

we had a great feast to honor a visiting.
teacher or Buddhist holiday. Food was
eaten in silence, passed through rows of

cushions by servers who did the sort of

dance with theit dishes in an attempt to be
graceful, The featured dish at every event
was torma, a cake made from toasted bar-
ley, sake (strong rice wine), sugar, and
rum soaked raisins. The taste is acquired,
but presentation is more important than
flavor. It is shaped like a twisted tower or
a Russian onion dome, dyed red and
painted with dots of butter. I remember

Toasting baﬂey in giant pants, trying to

withstand the strong smell and heat from
the oven. I plunged my hands into a bowl
of ice water, forming frozen balls of butter




to press into the cake's surface before my
fingers went numb., :

'Despite the tangible differences
between hallah and torma, they have
much in common. Both are intended as
food offerings. Both are divided into
threes-the three piece braid of a hallah
represents truth, pedce, and justice. The
three tiers of a torma represent the three
elements involved in its preparation: foun-
dation, body, and decoration-said to sym-
bolize the qualities of body, speech and
mind. The more bralds within the hallah,
the more symbolism it holds. There is an
image of arms intertwined to represent
love, fat braids with twelve humps meant
to symbolize the twelve tribes of Israel
The more decorative the torma-such as
those engraved with lotus flowers-the :
more beautiful. But both traditions stress -
that it is the act of offering, the purity of -
the ingredients, the cleanliness of the
work surface that matters-not the elabora-
tion,

 There are, of course, more impor-
tant aspects to both Judaism and
Buddhism, but food is, to me, amond the
most crucial. Cooking and feasting togeth-
er, knowmg what a heritage tasted like is
perhaps the most simple and enjoyable
part of both worlds. When that experience
is offered to any higher entity, it must be
well received. And again, on Yom Kippur.
It is difficult to think about anything else.

‘The sun has set and we are down
to the last prayer of the holiday. The mood
is tense. When the final shofar sounds,
congregants will race to the dining hall for
tuna and bagels or grab cookies and j Jjuice
for the ride home. Our Rabbi, using his
authority for creative 1nterpretat10n, has
lined the children i up at the back of the
sanctuary. Soon all lights will g0 out and
children will parade towards the stage -
holding multicolored glow sticks. The rest
of us will look on and hope we don't have
to stand. But not yet.

The last prayer of any service is
always Kiddush Shalem, a prayer for the
ill and dying. Like most prayers, it is
recited so often the words have lost all
meaning. Women assemble coats and

purses, men remove head coverings and

fold up long white talises. No one is really

paying attentlon Why must we recite it so
many times if no one is really listening? I
hear no imaginary answer. My father puts-
the red numbers away. My mother stopped
crylng hours ago.

One night, perhaps after discussing
my grandfather's age or a friend's illness, I

‘asked my mother what kind of funeral she

would like. The topic was not difficult -
because of death, but because of her
options. A Jewish funeral requires a burial
within twenty- —four hours. Cremation is
discouraged as a body is holier when
received as it was given-whole. Organ
donation is controversial, though techni-
cally saving a life should be a good deed.
A Buddha funeral is quite the opposite.
Twenty-four hours to interment is like
burying something partially alive, a spirit
still preparing to leave. Once it has left, -
the body is useless and cremation follows,
In Buddhism the spirit is all that matters-
and perhaps ‘what form it will take next. I
asked my mother which she preferred. She
did not hesitate. I wanted to-ask where she
wanted her ashes scattered or what body
she hoped to inhabit next, but decided
against it.

- *

The lights dim and children
bounce in with their glow sticks hght
lightning bugs. The cantor begins a song
and it is carried up by the crows. Just like
every year, it amazes me that a large, ran-
dom selection of people can sing in near
perfect harmony Several congregants dls-

perse into the corners of the sanctuary -

with shofars brought from home-polished

heirlooms otherwise displayed proudly on
their mantelpieces. The final blast is long

and loud. Well done. I forgive you. Happy
holidays. Let's eat.

In the end it seems as if I have the
best of both worlds. Being Jewish gives
me a large family, a great deal of humor,
and excellent food. Meditation gives me a

chance to think. I have meditated through

most of this service-not cleaning my
mind, just observing it.

As for where God comes in, I have
never doubted my behefs I believe I 'am

human and am basically good. I believe in
faith as its own entity-in each other or in
the abstract..God is the word we use to
describe our notion of faith or what faith
can do. My thoughts may wander dunng
services. I may never attain my mother's
discipline for Shambhala Yet I have faith
that I will be at Yizkor next year. T have
faith that I will at least try to meditate.
After all, it is-the struggle that must be
remembered, the journey.

HUNGER PAINS

JEsSicA KRISTOFFERSEN
Lindenhurst, NY

John T. Mather hospital was not
what one would call appealing. A small,
uninviting treatment center stationed
directly above a Blockbuster, it was defi-
nitely not the ideal location to spend your
free time. It was a building full of rooms
with dull, dingy white walls and offices
with hard blue chairs that hurt your ass
when you sat-on them:too long. Other
patients' artwork of childish drawings with

“inspirational sayings filled the wall. "You

can do it!" Yeah, right. I wanted to barf,
But, luckily for me, this was my summer
vacation spot for the second year in a row.

At Mather after I go through the
entrance, they lock the door behind me.
Four hours a day, three days a week, I am
stuck in a room with a gang of social
workers and other screw ups, talking
about my past, my fears, my dreams, my
family; every little aspect of my life.

Climbing the two flights of stairs
and passing through an ice cold waiting
room, I reached the door that read
" Adolescent Qut-Patient Eating Disorder
Program,"” and rang the bell. Eating disor-
der is a scary phrase. It's a scary disease
that takes control of you, crawls inside
your head to the back of your brain and
never comes out. It holds you hostage and
never, ever lets you go. Even when you
think you may have-won, that you have
possibly rid of it for good, it will always
be there, waiting for you to fail.

- I never considered myself as hav-

ing an eating disorder. Looking into the
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mirror-and gazing at all 120 lbs of me.on -
~my 5'4":frame,-is nothing" glamorous or-
- attractive. Actually, I-find- myself to-be"

~ quite’ repulswe An ugly, 1gnorant ch11d ,

who, over the: course of one night, has

grown to be the size of a small elephant. -
Of course after five years of obsessive

dieting and two years of binging and purg-
ing, any doctor will argue that I.do in fact -

have an eating disorder, but I will stand
firm by my belief that that diagnosis is-
false. Besides, "De Nile" is justa nver in
Egypt, right?

~Ringing the bell agam the recep-
uomst buzzed me in and, annoyed at my
1mpat1ence glared at me as I'passed her
on my way down to another fun filled

evening of therapy There were three other

girls in the program with, me; Sharon
Alexrs, and Missy.

Sharon was the newest addrtlon to
the group. She had Just gotten out of the -

hospital, entering with a weight of a mere '

89 pounds. The thought of another hOSpl- ,
tal sent chills down my spine..Sharon had
been at a regular hospital with no program
specializing in the care of eating disor-
ders. Luckily for her, she never had to
visit Cornell, New York Presbytenan
Hospltal up in Westchester.

‘ . If I thought that Mather was hell,
boy was I wrong. The eating disorder unit
of Cornell was not a psych ward.

However, it was in a psych hosprtal SO all ‘
its pat1ents were treated as if they were |

mass murderers or suicidal maniacs, T
remember my stay at Cornell quite well. It
was a short.one, only two weeks, but it
was worse than being held captlve at a
pI'lSOIl run by Satan.

The front hall and waltmg room
Where I was waiting to be interviewed was.

actuaily very culiivated and elegant. -

‘Victorian style furniture filled the spacious

rooms which were lined with wall to wall
bookcases, stuffed with an endless array
of literature and medical books of every
kmd My parents had to drag me into the
car, k10k1ng and screammg, and then as I
sat there in the lobby waiting to endure
my dreadful fate, I resented them Once 1
realized my tantrums were going to do me
no good, I gave up and anticipated being

8

-interviewed by the.head psychiatrist. After.
- being poked, .prodded and interrogated, -
r . the decision was finalized; 1 was to be -
" admitted to Cornell without hes1tat10n

‘Two guards dressed in uns1ghtly

" uniforms frisked me and carefully scruti-

nized my bag. They escorted me to Seven
South, the wing that would become my

home for the next few weeks, and led me .
inside. Seven South was where all the ele-
-gance and glamour of the lobby ended and

the nightmare began. To the left, as you

‘walk in, are the patients' rooms; to the

right is the kitchen and dining area, At the

_-end of the hall was a room with two con-

gested couches side by side and an old
maJonty of our t1me At least six hours of

BAsLMENT

KATIE SHEAFFER
Carlisle, PA

If you. shake a jar of beans,

the day was. spent here where we would

- .perform insignificant little’ ‘chores,. sleep,
- read, write, draw anythlng to av01d trou--

ble. If anyone so much as moved a chair -
or walked from one room to another too
quickly, we would be accused of trying to
exercise, which would ultlmately earn you
an extra few hundred calories at meal
time. To' the left of the TV room was the
bathroom; to the right were other patients
rooms and, at the end of the hall, the -
showers. You could walk to the bathroom
and turn-the knob, but it would be locked.

Not too far from the bathroom was a bar-

ren but spacious room- where group- thera—

_ pyand activities were held.
busted TV set: ThlS 1s where we spent. the _

At Comell everythmg was punctu-
al and on schedule Every day the routme

the large ones - the great. whlte northems the kidneys -

rise to the surface, -

and the trifling beans - the lenuls - are subducted

beneath the superior- mass of a lima.

The lentlls of life are 1y1ng in my basement.
Decreplt cha1rs paint cans empty save for a th.le layer of sludge,
deflated childhood, frazzle-spoked bicycles,
the remnants of a tanked lawn enterprise -
these have sifted down to a halfway house '

‘between life and the dump, "

“where I am supposed to forget that these Veterans

~ever fought the wars of the present.

‘But as I fulfill the requirements of life,
shifting from room to room on the ground ﬂoor
my failed lives. refuse to be ignored, calhng from below

Rev1s1t1ng these rehcs this trash

/18 not pleasant, but necessary perhaps
. Odd swatches of carpet line the floor,

‘ leftovers from the overhaul of the living room and
_cobwebs bind together cinder blocks and hula hoops

tackle boxes and slot tracks.

- Eventually, cobwebs w111 wmclall the ev1dence :

~of my attempts at life into a
‘mass of white threads, i

a cocoon almost,

the genesis of my next llfe




would be the same. At 6:00 A.M'._ sharp,
an old' lady with a German accent would
open the door to our rooms, turn on the

blazing light, shine it straight into my eye

“and. yell, "Get up! Get up! Time to get

.......

up!” Grogglly and still. half asleep I would

be forced to wake up and change into just

a hospital gown.. Draggmg myself to the

bathroom, I Would grab my "hat," a large

cup that everyone was mandated to pee in
50 the nurses could measure our output,
and then I walked back down the hall to
the showers where we would go to the
‘bathroom, Then we would all g0 back
down the hall to get we1ghed but first [
had to go to the bathroom in the hat and
tell the German lady how much pee was
in the cup. Thrs was done before every,
weigh-in to make sure no one was water
loading. When I stepped on the scale my
welight showed up in kilograms, not
pounds, and I panicked because I didn't:
know how to convert kilograms to pounds
and T MUST know my weight because 1
am absolutely positive that everyone is
deliberately trying to make me FAT. I
‘throw a fit for about five minutes or so,
demanding that they reveal my true

weight, but they won't tell me. They never

tell.

' After weighingin I must go back
down to the other bathroom to take a =~
shower. The curtains to the shower are
clear and I will be forced to stand there,
cold and naked, while the German lady,

who rudely woke me up and examined my

pee, now watches me awkwardly'scrub
my skin and shampoo my hair. While I -
-wait inline, I will have no choice but to
watch the other girls' shower, their bones
poking out through their skin, their emaci-
"ated bodies looking skeletal and wasted.

‘As-scary as their ghastly figures were; T
envied them. I thrived for thinness; lived =
for it. I wanted so much to:waste away, to

disappear. All T wanted was bone a lovely
bag of bones. - »

After showers we could get. .
dressed and go back to sleep for another
20 minutes or so, and then be ready at
7:30 for vitals. Even though we had no
where to go and no one to impress, every
patient would still dress in their cute little

outfits, meticulously put on makeup and

fix their hair so it was just perfect. We
were all perfectionists. If anything was out

of place the entire day would be ru1ned
and the world would fall off its axis. -

- Eighto ‘clock was breakfast and
everyday at every meal there was at least.
one catastrophe or mishap, events I looked
forward to because they were my sole -
source of ‘entertainment. The dining room
is where most of the drama occurred Try
making a room of anorexics eat a slice of
pizza and you'll have a mutiny on your °

hands. We always have an excuse to get .

out of eating; "That's way too many calo-
ries, No normal person would EVER eat

 this much, I don't eat during breakfast or -

lunch, or dlnner, or when it rains.’

‘Someone always had something to whine’
~about, because, of course, we just weren't

hungry. We were never ordeted to finish
our entire meal, but if we did we almost -
always regretted it. The first time I'ate a-
slice of ‘cake for dessert, I went into a -
panic. I started -crying uncontrollably, and
refused to eat anything at the next two
meals. If I didn't eat at all, they would
tube me, which: would be the worst pun-

ishment; it was the ultimate doom

_  Besides c_ormnodes and meal time,
there was nothing to really look forward

to. Occasionally we would have group,

communication skills; medication educa-
tion, nutrition, art therapy, but other than
that the entire day was a waste.
Occasionally, family members would
come to visit, but otherwise I was all
alone requ1red to entertain myself

' ~'The majority of the patlents were

-adults, but the few adolescents, including

myself, were forced to go to bed at 10:00

pm where I would lay in my bed and stare

up at the ceiling, quletly dorng sit ups and
leg lifts. Countless nights my roommate
and T would stay awake planning to

* escape. We never really intended to-take
“action, but planned Just for fun. One night
we climbed up-on top of the dresser and

tried to remove one of ‘the cerhng tiles,
only to discover that'each one was -
alarmed. We were caught and put on -

‘supervision for the next few days, but that

didn't stop us from plotting new escapes in

the future.

Most of my stay at Cornell was a
blur and, like most of my treatment plans,
didn't, have much effect on me Although
one incident that occurred durlng my hos-
pltahzatlon d1d have a great impact ‘on ‘me. |

" One day before I was scheduled to
be discharged, anew girl was admitted to

the program. Apparently the guards were a

little hasty with their search and she man- .
aged to Sneak in a razot blade Durmg
commodes, she hid in one of the stalls and
cut herself. Another patient found her two
hours later. She was okay, but put on sui--
cide watch for the remainder of her stay. I
was mortlﬁed 1 didn't understand Why she_
would choose to harm herself that way.
7 Nearly a year later, I understand. -

her reason Looking down at the scars on

*'my arms, the endless permanent reminders

of my pain, I understand how she. felt. Her
torment, her suffering, her unbearable 2
feelings of self hatred, the sensation of a -
dull cold razor- ghdmg agalnst the skin,
the streams of blood that flow to the floor,
releasing all the worries, all the troubles,
and all the emotions that remain burled
inside. :
Now T sit ina cramped office, sit-
ting across from Meredith, my social
worker, Today is my last day at Mather; T

‘was finally getting dlscharged after nine |

long weeks. :
"So, what. are your: plans for treat-
ment once you get out of the program?"
Meredith asks.
~ "What plans?"

"Well, you do plan to try to control
your eatmg disorder, don't you?"

" Why? I'm not src_k "

"Jess, youw’re kidding me, right?

‘How can you even say you're not sick?

You re very sick. % :
- "Yea, okay How?"
WiN "How‘? You're- either not’ eatmg or
binging and purging everyday, you're
throwmg up blood you're isolating your-"

self, you're cuttmg again and overdosmg
on laxatives. There are kétones in your '

ur1ne that means- you re destroymg your

‘krdneys And you can tell me you re not

sick?"
Maybe she did have a pomt but as
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I sat there, listening to her ramble on
about my misfortunes, I honestly didn't
care. But really, what kind of person
obsesses over gaining three pounds but
honestly couldn't give two shits over the
fact that she was dying? An anorexic,
that's who. .

~.. "Fine, whatever, but I don't want to-
do anything; I can't do anything." I

responded.
’ “Yes, you can. I want you to come
and see me at my private practice-but in
order for that to happen you have to be
willing to do the work to get better."

" S_O?" ‘

"So when your ready give me a
call and I'll be there for you with open
arms."

“When the session was up she led
me back down the dark hallway and out
the door back into the free world. When I
do decide to face my demons and get bet-
ter, it will be a long haul, the longest and
hardest fight of my life. But ultimately
there is no way out, no plan for escape. 1
will never be free.

THE GIRLS OF
GAZA

SHANI BOIANITU
Phillips Exeter, NH

I am too nervous to look down
where his hand is on my left knee. But I
can't keep pressing my face against the
cold car window looking at the waves of
the Mediterranean forever. I stare at his
16mm rifle. The barrel is marked with two
small X's. They represent the number of .
people the rifle has killed. I regret eating
the coke-flavored lollypop he bought me -
in a gas station on his way back home
from the war. I regret the war, I suddenly
do. I can feel the sugar flowing through
my veins and I can't help but giggle.

"So...are they pretty?" I ask and
wrinkle my nose.

“His mouth opens shghtly, and
although he does it slowly I bet that he 18
counting his teeth with his tongue. I
remember when we were . thirteen and he -
told me about his need to make sure all of
his teeth were always with him. I reas-
sured him that doesn't make him crazy,
but a few seconds later when we sat on

the school bench that overlooked the sand .-
‘box, I had to admit to myself that his habit

was not of the kind one shares.

"You think the girls from Gaza are
gorgeous. You love them. You want to hug
them." I tease him and try to sound like a
baby. Everybody loves babies. . u

"There are no girls in Gaza," he
says with a sour face, the same face he .. .
made in sixth-grade history class.when I
accidentally claimed the empire of Greece
existed after the Roman Empire. I noticed

that face when he sat behind me in class,
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. walking to school with every day since I
‘was four-years-old. The sun rises earlier ~

and now that it is just he and I in the car I
can taste a zest of lemon in my mouth.
"Yes, there are girls in Gaza. I am
not that stupid you know."
I know the girls in Gaza better
than I know the village girls I have been

than usual in Gaza. It lights the streets that
are built of Jerusalem-stone, but it does
not wake the region's girls up. They wake
up hours before that, before the fairies are
up to-sprinkle dew on the green grass.
They go out to the meadow, each holding
a painful metal hairbrush. They sitin a
row, one young girl behind the other, and
begin braiding each-other's shiny haif into
cornrows and French braids. The girls
with hair as straight as the hair on the tail .

‘of an Arabian horse just arrange their hair

into pigtails. Afterwards, when the young
girls look just perfect they enter their
white kitchens and put on aprons printed
with the Eiffel tower or the Taj Mahal.
They slave away to make my boyfrlend a
superb breakfast. One redheaded Gaza girl
is an expert on makmg the most.refreshing

~watermelon juice in the Middle East.

Another one practiced making him hard-

boiled eggs so many times she knows the

exact millisecond in which his eggs are
ready. One of them, a tall girl named
Fatima, doesn't want to ruin the shape of

--her Banana bread by stlcklng a toothpick

in it, so she checks whether or not it is
done by gently placing her index ﬁnger on
the bread. If it takes less than 23 seconds
for her finger to burn and her eyes to
water she knows it's time to take her sweet
offering out of the oven.

I have been seemg him Wlth those

: gll‘lS ever sinceé he went away to War a -

year ago. At mght he isa king at_nong

them. They make him a cozy campfire

,-smelhng of pine and dance in a circle

around him, waving scarves of vivid pur-
ple and olive-green, until he retires to bed.
I see them when I lie for hours sunbathing

_on the roof of my house, or after I have
- inhaled too much hair spray. He is so ..

happy, they are so beautiful, and they truly

Tové him. I indulge in jealousy as much as

my own twisted mind allows me. _
"If you are going to do just one

nice thing for me this whele time that you

are on vacation from the army, how about

_you draw me a picture of one of those
Gaza glrls I wont be Jealous or anythmg,

I swear."

- He rewards me with half a smile in
return. Lwish he would laugh the same
way he laughed when we stole apples
from the tree of a German w1dow of a
nearby thlage

His coarse hand grabs mine, and
he looks at the back of it like anovice -

- palm reader. He takes out a blue pen‘from

the glove compartment and draws a circle
on my hand, and then five straight lines
for the body and limbs. The boy he drew
on my flesh looks exactly like the boys T
have seen on the road signs. Hé is'16oKing
for something else in the glove compart-

ment, and I pray he is going to whip out a
_glowing marker to draw beautiful long

curls on the boy. Instead it is a red pén,
with which he adds a large X, nght at the
center of the pathetlc ﬁgure s face.”

"Girls in Gaza? [ only have time to
look at them if they have been designated
as moving targets."

' T look at his dlrty mlhtary boots
and miss him terribly. I know he made
such a dramatic' gesture because hie wants
me to grow up, but drama’only reminds

me of staring at a soap opera with my lit-’




JEREMY EPSTEIN Baltimore, MD

tle sisters duriilg‘ lazy afternoons. His

smell of gunpowder drifts away from me.

One of his eyelashes has fallen off and is
resting above his cheekbone. 1 wonder if
he would have started crying that minute
if it weren't for the time a football hit
him in the stomach during recess and I
laughed when I noticed tears rolling on
his cheeks. .
£

~ Back home that night, my father
is chain-smoking. The news is on T.V,-
they are-on every half an hour. "Four
Israelis and six Palestinians were killed
in clashes in Gaza today..." The camera
shows a dirty street. Rotten cucumbers
litter the bloody sidewalk. I bet for years

people have been spitting when they
walked on this sidewalk. A thirty-year
old veiled woman is screaming at the
camera. She seems so despérate. T bet
she didn't even brush her teeth this morn-
ing. The children crowd in the street,
pushing one another with their elbows.
Their elbows are so dirty. Everything is
so dirty. I can only spot-one little girl.
Her hair has knots in it.

The news clip is two and half
minutes long.

They didn't show the meadow.

1 begin my pilgrimage towards
Gaza the next morning. I pass through
Meditetranean forest, but after Nazareth-

‘the desert begins. A northern girl can get

SOMEONE WHO
WHISPERS

TaNYA BOWMAN
Lutherville, MD

You walk by

‘with no evidence

that you're there

except when

the hair on the back of
your neck stands up.

You leave a wet

hand print on the counter
as | am getting water.

You do not move .

till T freak.

My mom says.it was
from her, but a wet hand print
only lasts for a few
seconds. I have seen you
once '

with your red flannel shirt
and jeans. !

You were standing,
looking outside the

bay windows, .

as I was with a friend

.down the street.

As we saw you,
a shiver went
down our spines.
When we came
back, we

were afraid to go

see who it was.

We stayed in the kitchen

“with both doors shut.

I say

you look like

my grandfather,
that you are Iooking

~over my family.
‘But maybe not, -

maybe you're someone

1 don't know,

someone

who whispers like a ghost.
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lost easily in a southern landscape, but I
am determined to visit those girls that
live only a three-hour drive from my
house, the girls who have my boy as
their king. 7

I step on a cucumber on the side-

‘walk of their dirty village. An old man is
“sitting on a trashcan, spitting out sun-

flower seeds. The air smells like dlrty
socks. I notice then, at the corner of my

eye, the girls of Gaza. They are silent, A

flock of them stare at me with their unit
circles faces. None of them blinks; they
don't have eyes. They are made of blank
sheets of paper, with big X shaped red
scars right at the middle of their faces.
They look just like he drew them.
"We don't even have hair. No.

hair. What girls don't have hair?" one of -
the girls, identical to all of the others,

asks crying. Her sobbing sounds like the
shredding of paper. _
A green tank rolls into the nar-

LiGHT BUuLB MONOLOGUE

JD SCHNEIDER
‘Chatham, NJ

Harvest season: plucking
‘corkscrew bases of ripe light bulbs
from emerald stems, -

their filaments coated with loads
of incandescent pollen.

I test each delicate bulb

with a light touch of my fingers,
then if it is ready, I twist the
head on its slow spiral

until the stem lets go,

wrap it'in.a soft towel

and add it to the pile.

Next April, when the

light bulbs bloom again,

it will be so beautiful:
Imagine the garden shadowy
at dusk, and thé light bulbs
glowing green on the ground,
like mellow botanic fireflies.
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row street. What if one of them has done
somethlng wrong? She would get shot
right on the spot’ and never have hair of
her own.

"And the scar...No guy would

ever date a girl with a scar like this,"
-another Gaza girl sighs.

"Do you all want to come sun-_
bathing on the roof of my house? I am
sure that with some strategic tanning the
scars won't be as noticeable. It will be
like a nice project for us to work on.
And with some iron supplements maybe
your hair will grow," 1 suggest.

. _The girls nod in approval.
Perhaps-they would have smiled too, if
they had mouths. I hope I have enough
lipstick in my room to paint them all
cute cherry flavored mouths.

My new friends and I cross the.
holy land with our arms linked. On the
roof, I put some patches on their scars to

‘make sure only the rest of their faces

. Union Beach, NJ

FEATHERS

'CAITLYN VALENTINO

will turn red. The sun has been baking
us in our bikinis for the last three hours.
I will have to get some yogurt to soothe
their burns or their paper white skin is

‘bound to blister.

"Guys are real jerks, you know.

_They don't really see us.” One of the

girls is already beginning to chitchat like

a true teenage girl, a huge bubble gum

in her new lipstick mouth. She was will-
ing to burn her own finger every single
morning just for him to have the banana
bread he deserved.

The sun penetrates my cheap
plastic sunglasses, and I can't tell if the
drop below my eye is'sweat ot a tear.

I look at the Gaza girls. Some of
them have fallen into a calm sleep; they
might be dreaming of shampoo and.
blow dryers. This roof is what the pro-
fessional sniper cannot spot.

anyone could say life is strange.

i have never said it,

but discovered the extent of the world's oddities
one saturday night at the movie theater.
the line for popcorn and chocolate wound so long
my friends and i found ourselves pushed against the back wall
next to the short tow of payphones.
when one began to ring i reached to answer it and they laughed.
the tight voice of a stranger told me,
we are what is happening. we won't stop happemng
i hung up quickly, eyes like empty buckets
trying to sift through the words
draining my thoughts until my audience. grew curious.
what did they say?

nothing
i lied.

‘and the canary in my throat knotted her wings
and slipped down further into-me
to drink from the pool in my chest.




PALETTE FOR MORNING AND
NIGHT: AN EPIC

SARAH CAMPBELL
Birmingham, AL

I. Caught

I stepped outside today"
and the leaves beneath me
were like broken eggs,
‘autumn unfolding. .
The yolk; milky celestial yellow, ran down my driveway
into a floating prism of oil..
"Shells of light" I have called them before,
- diffusing like dye underneath a Microscope..
Perhaps then I meant what I am saymg now:
~.Tsaw peels of color
focused but airy,
‘concentrated though
_ feather—thm
When I squinted, .
that lens opened its secrets: the dye, spreading -
-and settling like shades of dust,
tangled into knots of lightness and darkness.
Quickly now. The mitochondria is encompassed
the nucleus swollen
like pregnancy
sits blankly under the great eye of light--
wasted.

A web of painted hues
suffocated the cell,
~adewy, humrmng center
riow beautiful and silent,
‘now beautiful and vacant; -
such is the spider that clutched its bite
~ to the prey. -
(And I felt the cell gasp;
I watched the last, blurry panting
slow to a gentle exhaust,
- a whisper,
then, finally,
a soft surrender to its chains).

2. COCOON _
I have been pulled from cloud to ground
like lightning,
a buzzmg shift
channeled and falling. The earth 1 touch
-a handprint, a moment-
in my seconds of plummeting

rusts shackles,
snaps iron jaws..
It smothers my. feet into compliance, ;
wrapping and tugging me to its, cavewmouth |
~ The floor of it is littered
with leaves like skeletons,
- thin-winged vertebrae
that shatter underneath me,
~ a history of air and land compressed into a single bone.
‘A warning.
This was not a metamorphosis,
and evolution drop by drop
~ off a deciduous tree;
this was slow creeping death
.unlocked vein by vein.

3. ON'TELEVISION

the grandiose ep1c floats by me in their thirty minutes.
Half an hour, and I've already swum
with Odysseus or Gilgamesh
(not bronzed yet,
still blood and strong arms and bricked heart
slashing into crescents of waves.)
I watch the metallic sheen rise through streaming muscles
to their skm s surface:
as the minutes pass, . =
as the hours clock in and out.
My eyes, even asleep, are worn filmy with bloodshot--
I doze onto each channel, a lover crawling to her lair,

.to watch variations of transmitted heroes

strengthenmg or weakening
as Sampson did, his. brown curls rising and hanging
like chimes
or droppmg down fast into the earth. Blinded.

I am Delilah-

I cut the channels long or shot
to watch love, purified and cyclical,

~ evaporate and reform.

(1 blink on‘and off,
a'satellite suspended between sofa and dream,
tising sky and falling earth: A3
- . streamlined, the ocean and I form one
back,
one flattened line dnftlng across mountams and valleys of water.
I am upturned, newly opened to the sun,’
a water lily rooted to the sea.
| Below me, the ocean lies stomach-down
1n its depths, holding its breath,
and waits until its skin seeps murky blue expansion.
‘ -A sunken beating heart.:
Above my vision, I hear the paddles being greased:
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Clear. T roll through the jolt of waves, the aftérshock of water,
| until the myth-men appear to guide me.
Aglow in copper, boxed light, -
' - shining hands outstretched,
they lead me through watery portals
- to my clean washed living room,
to the lapping blue glow of the television screen.)

4. FIREWORKS

Outside my window,
the streethght rachates
like an artificially respiring moon.
~The amber, invasive light hooks itself
'into my house and wheezes its entry,

a failed, descended planet tagged to a pole,'

~ anidol orb snared by the harvest moon.
In the slits of light
7 th_rough the blinds,
‘T am made striped,
a prisoner. Sitting on my bed,
I pause- -
not breathmg,
not thinking, -
my heart not rhythmic
but thudding down its well
like a sinking granular stone-
until the shadows of chams at my feet shrmk
‘into dayhght
- Dawn breaking? _
No, that was stars crackmg into glittery down-pour,
beads rushing down from behind long- -necked pines.
That was a ceIebratmn of newness
turning over on itself. :
The sky lies open. like a textbook,
- acurled lotus dream,
-and light years blink on and off,
' history that w111 unravel age by age
into the starched splne of a single clear mght
I read the telephone ringing.
Tt does: on the other threat of sound

CALL THE POLICE
BEN PAVIOUR
Charlottesville, VA

The drive up set the tone of the:
vacation-little white flakes ruthlessly
devoured 1-95. It was snowing, spring
break be damned. When we- arrived, 1
watched the city's general populace melt

-out of vandalized subway cars and then

anorak.
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retreat into the oblivion of dusk. _
~_ Thousands of miles to the south in
Florida, sunbaked adolescents teetered
about in inebriated glee. Philly, by com-
‘parison, offered 20 MPH wind gusts and
the pledge of unconditional fraternal kin-
ship. I only had a sister and an insuffitient

Istill hadn't eaten a cheese steak
(ironically, made by the locals with globs
of the decidedly unauthentic Cheese
Whiz) or seen Independence Hall. We had,

a drunhken hang-up.
I carry the cordless
to my pillow, lonely,
and ease it beside me to wait.

5. OTHER POEMS |
Aubade to the night muse:

‘Measuring words,
I spoon her into the poem
Too much, and she shatters me,
the dense foliage of her body
sweeping my fragments into her; -
she lies across, encircles, and cuts through me,
. the simple knife of her tongue
plungmg to the end of my ear;
To describe the closeness of two bodies
is to find the space between
to whisper jotted notes to the page:
ink spills from her lips
‘and blots the formation of syllables in my mouth;
her legs string and-untangle my syntax,
twisting sentences into clotted bed sheets.

The morning after, T find E
I am wet and shakmg landscape
scrawled in her handwriting,
' nearly metric.
A gift,
and frantlc, . '
I curl around her
to leak another word
~ (skillful incision), -
- another sweetened sound.
But she evaporates through my pleadlng arms
-as quickly as she flew to ine,
and leaves me sitting, :
naked, shivering,
at the computer for hours.

as-a family, visited nearly every ethnic
neighborhood-both a three block
Chinatown and a Little Italy with lively
Mexican hat vendors.

" The neighborhood of the night was
‘an entire continent-Africa as an urban
strip. Joints like Tvory Coast Spirits and
Chez Hassid faced lavish U of Penn hous--
ing. Green and red neon glared merciless-
ly; faded five-cents-a-minute calling card
ads swung from exotically titled conven-
ience stores. The streets were empty and




WRITER’S BLOCK
CHRISTINE FRIEDLANDER |
River Edge, NJ ' ' i

I need to write a good poem:
an awesome poem;
an all-killer no-filler poem.

Ineed a get me a guy poem:
a make me say. hi poem;
a kiss and make me cry poem.

I need a thriller poem: =
a crotch-grabbing, media-stabbing poem;
a Wacko Jacko in reverse that'll cry me a river poem.

I need a don't lie anymore poen:
a don't want to be a bore poem;
a personality that'll take the world by storm poem.

But do I really need a toot my own horn poeni?
another woman scorned poem?
another stupid mistake that I must mourn poem?

I need a promise that'll deliver poem:
results that'll' make me shiver poem;
a give her a Bond flick and never say die poem.

There's no need for that kind of conformed poem:
that kind of rhyming, stylized, highly-adorned poem;
more the reason I need to break the mold.

calm-eerily so.

My parents chose a restaurant the

guides called " Qriginal,." my parents called

"eccentric” or "quirky," and my sister
called "funky "1 recognized it instantly. It
fit the persona of all my parent's favorite
ethnic restaurants: dimly lit, large and var-
ied beer selection, cheap, and truly -
authentic. .

The waiters brought food exotic
enough to make an interesting display, but
not so alien as to turn away rapturous
teenage, and placed it in the center of a
whicker basket. We were instructed to use
a crepe-like pancake to scoop up tmoist
curried chicken and tenderly marinated- -
beef. The meal proved to be a temporary

‘success: it satisfied my voracious appetite,

made me feel Thanksgiving-drowsy, and
countered winter's vitriolic aftertaste.
Riding Serotonin's hormonal high, I left
the Ethiopian eatery content.

This is why what happened was so
shocking.

 This is why, when she cried out,

"Someone-please-call the police!"-this is
why I became comatose, became numb.

The sidewalk-cold, inert, trash-

strewn-became an icy stage, a drama
unfolding in front of stores barricaded by
chain fences and locks. The gutters driz-
zled urban grit. Some cars passed by, but
their drivers were unaware or- indifferent,
sheltered as they were by heaps of metal
and climate controlled environments.
There were no pedestrians save my family.
. No one heard, not when she cried
for help. Not my parents, cozened by that
distinctively American middle-class privi-
lege. Not I, similarly naive and pampered.

"So this is the real world," was the unspo-

ken consensus. I decided I'd write the bit
where the unsuspecting youth confronts
reality. This was my Holden-Caulfield -

-moment, and who was I to ruin it?

‘They were roughly ten feet apart,
she and the man, as we exited the restau-
rant, They talked, she shrieked-this young
woman, gnarly, unchecked emotions bla-
tantly protruding. She had corn rows and a

raw demeanor.

‘He internally brewed- not brashly
like the woman but in-a quietly sinister
manner, His shadow was as dark as his
skin, His image swore street cool, his

demeanor dangerous thug.

"Leave me alone! Get away, you
p1ece of shit!"
"Come'on baby. Don't you go

‘telling me what I gotsta do."

We walked past. T hesitated, stared,
and kept going. '

"Stop followin' me Ray I don't
gotta' take your bullshit no more."

"Shut up, bitch. Why you playing
me?u/

Traffic ebbed. We crossed the.
street. - My pulse quickened. Later, the
curse of hindsight would agitate my sleep.

[ kept walking.

Their voices began to fade.

"I said, back up! Get -your sorry
ass back with that slut. I ain't your"
garbage no more, Ray!"

"Say that one more time; see what
happens." :
‘She does.

We are near the car.

He steps closer to her..

"Someone-please-call the police!"

My dad slams the door and we
leave.
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To Do:
'KART PUTTERMAN
Bethesda, MDD

-1t was the first-Saturday night that'
my number two pencil hovered aimlessly
in the air. I sat at my familiar desk in'a
state of complete befuddlement; I had no
idea what to write.

Flipping viciously through my
guldebook "How to Write a Valedictorian
Speech", Tlet it fall open to the last _page,
which read in bolded capitol letters:

- "WHAT DID HIGH SCHOOL MEAN TO
YOU? NOW, GET WRITING!"

, ‘And that's when I realized that T
had nothing at all to write about because,
for me, high school had been an elongated

‘transition of four purely preparatory years.
of my life, which I had struggled through
without gleaning a glitter of meaning Or-
significance. What did high school mean
to you? The question throbbed within my
forehead. What did high school mean to
you? Did I like high school, hate it? Well,
1 don't know. I spent high school prepar-
ing for college, so I don't know anything
about hlgh school and what it is like and if
I would have enjoyed myself in. hrgh
school or not. : '

They all thought that I was perfect

and perfectly happy. So did I; rather, I
thought that 1 was on my way there. But I

wasn't. While they all went to the movies-

and to parties, laughed at inside jokes,
dressed up for prom and homecormng and
for spirit week; g0331ped and laughed and -
went, really went, to high school, 1 peeled
away my fingers in angst over my intangi-

ble future. T have the ugliest hands that I .

have ever seen. I have peeled my nails

away to little stubs, which barely resemble
nails any more. And when my. nails are
~‘gone, I start in on my cuticles, v1c1ous1y
pick, pick, picking away at them until the
tips of my fingers consist of eroded nails
and a shabby crést of filmy, ﬂappmg
chunks of dead skin. I have the ughest
hands that I have ever seen.
_ There. Already you can see that

I'm not the perfect person whorn they ve

assumed of me.
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~ Maybe I'In'ruin'ing the whole story’
by telling you the ending, but it's not real-
ly about all of that, which came as a pretty

big surprise to ine, a painful surprlse SO
T'm skipping over the trouble for you by

telling you right now that, no, I haven't

always as perfect as they supposed. -

I haven't always been like this
either, though. Before freshman year, my
Middle School Self, that Sophre was dif-
ferent. She was maybe even happy. 1
remember that Sophie primarily by her
writing. She loved to write, short stories
mainly, sometimes poetry, in elghth grade
she wrote a novella. ‘

In eighth grade, my | Mlddle School

Self won the Glory Hills Middle English

Award Ms. Gillian, her eighth grade
Enghsh teacher, even read an excerpt from
a short story my Middle School Self had -
written aloud, and my Middle School Self
had grinned and grinned. Maybe, she pon—'
dered wistfully, maybe she really could
become the authoress she dreamed of
someday becoming. She liked the sound
of such a title - authoress - the ambiance
of mystique, implied talent and creativity
surrounding the glamorous word.
In her diary that mght my Middle
School Self recorded the day as one of the
best of her life. For the rest of the day,
people she didn't even know stopped her
in the hall and congratulated her on her
award. She thanked Ms. Gillian personal-
ly, and Ms. Gillian told my Middle School
Self that she had really deserved it, and
“my Middle School Self could tell that Ms.
Gillian had meant it. That entire day noth-
ing else mattered to my ‘Middle School
Self except that she had won the Glory -
Hills English Award because that in itself
was enough
~ Freshman year was when that, and
everythrng else for the matter, stopped
being enough. It was the year when my
hands first became ugly. It was when'1
realized that in four years I would be
eighteen and going off to college. Tt was
when I truly perceived the colossal num-
ber of colleges and universities scattered
throughout the country and the extensive
number of students applying to them each
and every year, too many for the majority

of them to be accepted. It was when I
began to think that I would never be
accepted into one of these elite institutes:
When 1 realized this, 1 began to think
about it constantly, and when I thought
about it, I peeled away my nails. -
Freshman year was when 1
crouched in front of my book shelf, care-
fully slipping each novel, each volume of
short stories, and each book of poems out
of their arbitrary slots on my bookshelf by
their taity, well-read spines. 1 then pro-
ceeded to stack the books alphabetically in
card-board boxes: my favorite,
Housekeepmg, the author whom I most -
wanted to emulate as [ composed my
novella, my mom's copy of Gone with the
Wind, which [ had spent all summer. read—
ing; the sundry collection of literary mag-
azines I had haphazardly accumulated-
over the years, before long plane rides or
while'l_-was waiting for the a certain book
to be returned to the library; an anthology
of O.Henry award short stories, given 10
me by Ms. Gillian upon my winning the
Glory Hills' English Award. The problem
was.that college guides take up so much
room, as do practice SAT's. And curricu-
lum guides; I almost forgot, about them,
but they're pretty fat, too. I just didn't-have
enough room for everything, so I figured,
having not updated my novella for somie
time, that my college guides would be of
more use to me anyways, and, scootlng a
clump of m1smatched sneakers and a few
fallen sweaters out of the way, I enclosed
three cardboard boxes, brimming with
years of collected books 1n51de of my
closet. :
_ “You re very dnven Sophie," was
what Mr. Marsh, my college counselor,
told me. Day after day, hetold me, He
always chortled excitedly to himself
whenever we discussed SAT's, when [ dis-
played over and over agam how sumptu-
-ously I had prepared myself for them.
They all sneered and whispered behind
barring hands to one another when Mr..
Matsh constantly referred to me through-
- out his lectures. Regardless of the topic of
discourse, he used me as an example. The
first time was when he announced to my

sophomore class my list of my top ten col-



leges, "Sophic's Top Ten Schools”.
Another lecture, he broadcasted my prolif-
ic Saturday nights spent brooding over -
SAT books. Often, he liked to commend
the obvious fact that T was seated in the
front row of the assembly room, a sure
sign of a good student, he boasted.-

They all whispered to one another
behind barring hands; whispered about
me, Mr. Marsh's pet, his favorite. They all
thought that I enjoyed these constant ref-
erences, but I didn't. Really. Mr. Marsh -
would consistently raise me to an idola-
trous state of perfection before all of
them, but, during those painfully elongat-
ed moments, I was only able to think, with
an unexpected dash of nostalgia, of the
moment when Ms. Gillian had announced
my name during assembly, reading a bit of
my ‘writing aloud, the way everybody had
congratulated me, the way I had straight-
ened up in my seat, and beamed and
beamed and beamed. Listening to Mr.
Marsh, though, I repressed an instinctual
cringe, forcing myself to sit up straight in
my front row seat, and, looking down at
my hands and nails, I picked and p1cked
and picked.

Freshman year was when I stopped

‘writing. Initially, T stopped because I had
no time to write, studying so much. I told
myself, I can write later, in college, I can’
evolve into an authoress later. I filed my
novella away, feeling entirely disconnect-
ed from my Middle School Séif. I wrote
SAT essays, filling out practice SAT aftér
practice SAT, making Mr. Marsh prouder
and prouder as the minutes leaked by, as'l
bubbled in correct answer after correct
answer on my official answer sheet. It's
good to practice bubbling as well, I had
read in. one of my guides to getting into-
college because taking too long to bubble
in your answers can cumulatively waste a
lot of your time. So, by the time I actually
took my-SAT, I was an outstandlng bub-
ble-er.

In addition to practice SAT essays
and bubbles, I wrote "A" essays for
English and History, once an essay on
covalent bonds for Chemistry, whatever
was assigned. I could do that, write what
was-assigned, get "A"'s; but everything

‘else, my novella for instance, was ambigu-

ous and nonnumeric, and so it scared me,
scared me that nothmg I wrote could ever
be good eriough. And when I saw Josh K
Fisher at Cromwell Books all of that fear
and mire and open possibility condensed
into something solid.

Two weeks before I began ninth

~grade, 1 stopped i in.Cromwell Books, the

small bookstore at the bottom floor of the

~mall specializing in its magazine selection

and endless supply of best-sellers. There
he was, Josh K Fisher; I still remember
his name. He was sitting behind a plastic

_fold-up table covered in a polyester white

table cloth, his. le_gs crossed neatly at his
ankles, his right foot bobbing up and
down a little anxiously. His hands were

folded on.top of the table cloth, his fingers -

evenly interlocked, his hair was curly and
it flopped over his eyes, his grasping,
eagerly hopeful eyes. To his right was one

novel, propped up on a light blue plastic

stand and to his left another, similarly
propped up. -

A book 31gn1ng, I reahzed exc1ted—
ly and hurried to surrept1t10usly glance at
the books' titles; snatching a peek, I con-
cluded that I had heard of neither book.

"Hi," the curly-haired author greet-
ed me dimly as I walked in, his voice hazy

and fleeting; that was when I realized that
_not many people had heard of his books.

A woman strolled into Cromwell
Books after me.

"Hi," the author piped up again,
forlornly. The woman nodded politely.
The author looked down at the polyester
table cloth, defeated looking, and then his
head quickly snapped up again, "Hey," he

-called out to the woman, his voice tender
and faulty. The woman turned around

slowly, uncertainly.
"Do you want to know what my
books are about?" he asked’ simply, with a
cowenng sense of hope.
. "Um, okay," the woman assented
dubiously.
"Well, they're both novels," he -

began and I moved in closer, pretendlng to

examine a book cover while listening in as
the curly-haired author continued in a
manner which guaranteed that he had

'zme

rehearsed this speech myriad times before.
Inching closer in as I did, his ephemeral
lilt still evaded my ear, and, missing his
meticulous description of each novel, I
saw only that the woman nodded politely
at the conclusion of his dissertation, her
lips forming a neat, solid line, and that she
then turned away, stiffly, struttmg over to
the magazine section. The curly-halred
author craned his neck around to watch
her select a copy of US Weekly and bring -

it up to the cashier, his eyes wide and can-

did.
S:lowly, he stood up and turned to

the two men working the registers, "I'm

going to go get some coffee," he

announced de]ectedly, you guys want

something?"
° The two men shook their heads
one of them rung up the woman's maga-

"Okay," the author muttered and
then plodded outside, turning the corner
and dlsappeanng into the coffee shop,

He probably hates coffee, T
thought, he just had to get away from that

bookstore. I wondered what he was think-
(ing about, awkwardly standing in line for
coffee. Maybe hé was picturing the white

polyester table cloth, the way his books
looked all propped up, with the sticker
"AUTOGRAPHED COPY!" plastered
onto the front covér, very official, he

-thought. Maybe he remembered how

excited he had been before the signing,

choosing out his favorite outfit, brushing
back his curls so that they flopped over

his eyes just so, mysteriously, like a real
author, he thought, knowing how foolish
he souinded. And now here he was, aban-
donmg the fold—up table, his propped up

‘books. He thought of the tight- lipped. lady,

savoring every line of her Us Weekly, then
he thought of his books, he thought of
them as his little fledglings, called them"
that to make his wife laugh even though
the sobriquet clenched his heart with a
twang of truth, thought of those two nov-

els-propped up.back in the bookstore, just

standing there. 7
"Oh my goodness, Sophie, no need

to get all sentimental about it,” my mom

had said, banteringly, after I had relayed
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the story-of ‘J(.)sh K Fisher to her, "I mean
at least he's published. He's probably

home right now having a martini with his

wife. He's saying, well not exactly how 1
e_xpected it to turn out, but, hey, it was an
experience. She's saying, honey, just
remember, you're published. And he looks
up at her and smiles, saying, I am, aren't
7

But that wasn't enough, I had
thought, furiously, nobody had come to -
his book signing. T thought of his crossed-
over ankles and hopeful eyes. It all scared

‘me because, one day, I pondered, that

could be me. What if I'm an author, an
authoress, and nobody reads my books?
‘But more than just fear eventually:
compelled me to stop writing, t0 throw
myself instead into school essays and.
assignments, carefully contemplating each
comma, checking and re-checking my - ]
MLA format, glancing at the _rubrlic,-back
at my essay, rubric one more time, double-
checking that 1 had included everything,
measuring up the points. More than just

fear coerced me to-shiver at the harrowing
‘bulk of my novella, an ignored admoni-
‘tion tucked away in a manila file folder,

hidden in between another folder contain-
ing my college applications and a folder
containing my AP Calculus tests from first
semester. It was more than fear: it was
because 1 stopped having anything to -
write about. Just nothing.

. Instead, I wrote profusely and pro-.
lifically in my black-and-white composi-

tion book, filled with facts about colleges,

hints for getting in, the black-and-white -
composition book that Mr. Marsh enjoyed
to mention fondly, which contained the
"Sophie's Top Ten Schools" list. AsT

received my ten acceptance letters, fat

enveloi)es lodged in my mail box, 1
methodically put a green check mark
beside the name of each school inside of

“my black-and-white composition book.
‘When all ten schools were checked off, I
placed the worn black-and-white composi-
tion book in my bookcase and drove

myself to the drugstore and bought a new

“black-and-white composition book. 1

labeled the cover in Sharpie marker:

-"Sophie's J ob Notebook".
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So in a way I kept writing, rather,
listing; regardless, that was how I man-
aged to satiate my nagging, constant
necessitate, a relentless influence of my

‘Middle School Self: by creating my. first

and second black-and-white composition

books and by devoting my Saturday nights
to studying for the SAT, or, afterwards, to

crafting my valedictorian speech. All of
those carefully assembled lists, blank, -
orderly lists, " Sophie's Top Ten Schools",
filled the yawning gap, which split open

‘the day my Middle School Self. withered,

crumbling away, the day 1 stopped writ-
But right now, for the first time,

' my number two pencil hovers aimlessly in-

the air and I realize two things: first; I

Thave the ugliest hands I have ever seei,

and; second, 1 can think of absolutely -
nothing to write about!

“And this is where I am now, wish-
ing that I was @ little more like my Middle
School Self, a little less like my High

_School Self, wishing that I could trade all

of the assemblies during which Mr. Marsh
purred my name to hear Ms. Gillian read

‘my writing aloud, but realizing that T have

no writing for Ms. Gillian to read, just
systematic lists; so I'm wishing that T

‘could write again, but grasping that T have

nothing to write about because, for the
past four years, 1 haven't done anything.
But I kind of wish that T had. i
\ So maybe, I consider, somewhat
tentatively, maybe 1 don't need to bring
my second black-and-white composition
book to college. Maybe forgetting to
worry about my future job-one sunny
afternoon, maybe running out of time to
study one Saturday night, maybe then I'll
find my Middle School Self: find some- .
thing to write about, finish my novella. .
So, maybe I don't need to write my vale-
dictorian speech right this very moment,
maybe I can drag out the three card board
boxes enclosed within my closet, maybe I
can write something that I actually want to
write. So'1 box "Sophie's Job Notebook"
inside of my closet and dig out the last
riotebook my Middle School Self had
written in, scribbling-across the top:
"What ever happened to Josh K Fisher?"

CORRUGATED
CARDBOARD

SAMANTHA SHERMAN
New York, NY

™ Picture me in beige. Flapping over

my shoulders like a mis-hung toga. If1
stand at the window long enough, the
grass looks greener, and the birds seem
less grating. N
" He was still asleep, s0 T undid my
toga for his full-length mirror. T'can't .
decide if his sheets feel like silk or corru-
gated cardboard, now resting in a clog
around my ankles. 1am not the porcelain
statuette he took me for, but that is how he
saw me. X

‘Standing in front of the mirror, 1
replayed how the beige fell two or three
times, just to see how I would feel each
time T showed myself to something that
talks more than it listens. This time 1 did-
n't drop my chin of fidget or wiggle my
toes like I did Tast night when I could have
said, "No, thank you," and had a bar of
chocolate, but instead I dropped my chin
and played with my fingers. and wiggled
my toes like T promised 1 would never do
again. But I did it, T did it again, last
night, and he took me for the little girl he
saw me as, when throughout my innards
and my gut I was growing taller in front
of him while he was still fully clothed,
almost admiring me; he raised my chin,
and by default, my eyes as well. My
stomach contracted when his hand rested
on my waist because it was cold and for-
eign, and he didn't understand why.

He didn't understand why, when.

“his was the only light left on and his room

the only one yet unslept in, I felt like i |
was just walking in the door, like he was
introducing me to his parents when I had
never even seen his parents except in a
family portrait hanging on his living room
wall. He didn't understand why, when he
was looking at my collar bone, I was
hanging my coat in the front closet; or
when he held my hand we were still eat
ing carrots on his kitchen counter.
Standing in front of his mirror, his




blankets still rising and falling, mine rest-
ing on the floor, I felt like this was some
rite of passage, some ritualistic program
everyone must follow, a commencement
into a new part of my brain that could
stand, looking in the mirror, and either
like what I see or see what needs to
change, but.not dip my chin and wiggle
my fingers and crunch up my toes in the
hooks of his carpet.

He didn't understand why I could-
n't digest or bend - my mind around some-
thing I could only live to tell half of. Why
his morning after was my morning before,
and why [ remember the details of when
he held my hand but not of much else.

I remember the color shirt he was
wearing when he answered the door, and
the lights in the hall, and the feeling of the

PAULINA

‘Paulina is '_the Barbie doll that
Teta bought for me .

from America. )

She has flowing blond hair
and long legs.

floor underneath my sneakers; it was
white, and they were soft, and it felt like 1
was going to trip. His palms were soft, -
his knuckles rough, his shirt washed 100

times. .

' His kitchen floor was cold, so we
sat on the counter. His counter wasn't as
cold, and I could lean my back against the
cabinets with only the knob occasionally
digging into the middle of my back; he sat
with his right leg in the sink. He touched
the back of my hand with his left, and
then grasped it. My toes played with the
buttons on the dishwasher; he’had a baby-
carrot in his mouth. .

1 *
Picture me in beige. Beige
wrapped around my waist and shoulders

like a modest toga. A toga that has fallen

LEAVING HOME

Baba said that we must move
back

She is to the United States of America.
_thé' only one He says that there are not enough jobs:
I can talk to. in Lebanon and that
Sheslioienc we can no longer live on his
She is meager
real. wages.
I almost drop the plates as
I am setting the table for breakfast..
I do not want to move away. _
But 1 do.not dare say anything to him.,
Mama is more optimistic than I am.
Baba will work for Teta and Jido
at their restaurant in Boston.
Mama says that I can even be a waitress
to earn spending money for myself.
PATRICIA LETAYF
Salem, NH .

to the floor because I let it, while he's still
sleeping and the sun backlights my thighs
and forearms. The expanding and deflat-
ing of my ribcage provides only an out-
line, for the sun was perfect then, perfect g
for a woman to drop her towel or a terry | !
cloth robe that sometimes feels like corru- E
gated cardboard and sometimes feels like

fluff, and niot shift or notice the stain on 7

the ceiling because she is looking at her-

self in his full length mirror and seeing the

mass of sheets at her-ankles that she let

‘fall because last night she got her pinky

toe'stuck in the carpet and dropped her

chin and her eyes followed; but now the

sun washes out my forearms and my

thighs, and washes out the sheets as_wéll.'

TURKISH COFFEE

Spoonfuls of midnig‘hf_biack sand.

Mix .
into boiling water.
Stitkmmt »

the bitter hot mass.

Pour

the liquid darkness into a small empty cup.
The good china with the flowery design.
Leave

a little at the bottom,

Turn -

the cup upside down.

Place

it on a saucer.

Wait.

‘FHip

the cup over to decipher the remains
so you can tell your future.
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CONTACT

COURTNEY SENDER
Montvale NJ-

The night my sister got her braces
off, bursting though the front door with
upward movements of the lips far too
_exaggerated to pass for casual, was the
first time in her twelve years that I real-
“ized her eyes were not the somber gray of

mine. When our gazes met, I drscovered
that the elation I had anticipated- -the pure
delight of adolescent self-image recently
‘improved-was dancing on the glassy sur-
“face of an emerald starburst, a glistening
circle so stunningly green that 1 felt my
‘own eyes blink in surprise. The contact.
was broken instantly, gone from the
moment my short lashes grazed their
lower lids, those green orbs trained upon
~an invisible focus just beyond my right
shoulder. From that perspective, the angle
of detachment to which I was so accus-
tomed, I never would have known that
‘they were anything but stony gray.
. *

‘My sister Marietta was buried on a
cloudy day that matched her eyes, age .
eighteen, set like the stone at which she
would stare eternally; on the day she had
planned in the note as her funeral. I did
not do her the final disrespect, s0 tempt-
ing, of a direct gaze in parting. 1 forced
" my eyes from her face to her shoulder,

knowing that eye contact would have been

agony for her, knowing that she would:
- have wanted me- there the same way shed

had been here: only halfway. And so I
“stood, keeping myself halfway, beside the
_ tomib that would enfold my sister as I
never could.

&

When I was eight and Marietta

‘was only five, our parents used to dress us.

in matching outfits to have our plctures
taken together. These photo sessions
would evolve into full-blown family por-
"~ trait gathenngs, and I used-to love watch-
ing the frames go up around the house,
finding new pictures that had not been _
present when L had gone to bed the night
before, exclaiming over the poses. the
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camera had captured. There we were in.

our red flowered dresses, swinging togeth-
er at the playground then in green striped

~ sunhats, playing dolls i in the driveway; in
‘lacy nightgowns, crawhng into bed; with

our family, my mother's arm around my
waist, Marietta sprawled in the grass just.
beyond my father's touch. My own por-
trait, a second-grader staring into the cam-
era, smiling at the photographer s exclu-
sive attention; and Marietta's, a kinder-
gartener looking to the left of the lens, her

ips set in a thin line. There was one pic-

ture of us in pmk polka-dotted bathing -
suits, my arms wrapping around a child
who appeared anxious but not terrified,

uneasy but not panicked. Only 1 knew that.
the flash had gone off before I made con-

tact.
E 3
_ "Why?" 1 finally asked, in the
quiet hospital room that I would later
recall as Marietta's First Attempt, "Why

‘doesn't she look me in the eye? Why does-

n't she let me touch her? Why does she
never hug?"

- M mother gazed at the whorls of
her fingertips, avoiding my €yes o thor-

oughly that I realized, frightened, that she

never so resembled Marietta as she did in
that moment, not in all the‘countless times
I had stared and studied, searching for
clues in those old photographs. She spoke

“to me, but to her hands, and I thought: 1

should have known, all this trme that it
could not bé found in aggress1on “in force;
1 should have know, all this time, that I

.could unlock my sister only in avoidance.

" " have always suspected,” my
mother began, far less reluctantly than I
had expected, "I have always wondered,
but your father sdys no-he insists! 'She's
too smart, he says; 'She's too happy, too
active, too healthy; too normal.™ =

She wore a bemused smile when.

her green eyes met my gray ones, and the

resemblance of moments ago intensified.
"She's too normal," my mother repeated.-
"She'd always been...t0o. " Too what? 1
wondered. Too glaringly amiss, impercep-
tibly askew, deceptively typical? Perhaps,
1 thought traitorously, too terribly mishan-
dled? But Marletta. stlrred suddenly, and

_my mother abandoned the story to rush to
 the bedside of her daughter, a-girl who

only looked.away.
| A
Far too late, years after it had
ceased to matter, my parents visited my
apartment intending, at last, to explain to
me my sister.
"She was too cold. Distant.

Different." my father declared, loudly. It

struck me that he ought to have been
whispering. The pain that was his second
child should have tightened around his
voice and stolen it. But maybe this partic-

ular pain was unable to touch its victims;

maybe it could terrorize only through
what it did not do, and the threat of what
it could. Too loudly again, my mother-
concluded, "I always believed that

Marietta was different. I believe she had

DODGING KNIGHTS

AVIVA GROSSMAN
Greenwich, CT

i have accidentally
created a zen garden’
that reflects my

calm rather than
inducing it.
transhicent bottles

of spring water, 1.5 litres
empty, *

tower like chess pieces,
SiX. 7

my space is theirs;
‘there is.no
_smooth surface

on which to work.

or maybe there is;

by day i manage,

arranging and re-arranging
recyclable knights and kings

but

in my dream

last night ©

i was so parched
it hurt to drink.




autism,"

- Whata crescendo it should have
been! What evil, blazing, vile words!.
What vocal loudness and dire implica-
tions-what intensity! But nothing was as it
should have been, and the words fell flat,
and they seemed so anticlimactic and so
obvious that they were comical, and T
would never be condemned to remember
the torment on my mother's face as her
first child, her normal daughter, was
unable to suppress a smile. And in the
moment that I looked away, the horror in’
my parents' eyes too much to bear, I felt
that I could have been wearing the same"
clothes as my sister one last time.

THE BOOK OF
ANSWERS:
A TRILOGY

SARAH CAMPBELL
Birmingham, -Alabama

1. The house I remember growing
up in was built with an octagonal window.:
Long before myself or my parents, there
was this house, this home, this certain -
window. My old house is an interesting
example of architecture anyway-part of it
covered by tan and red-streaked sand-
stone, the other sides coated with siding,

A porch sinks into the horizontal line of
the house and spreads a wide, panoraimic
window across the front. The pebbled path
to the front door splits and dead-ends into
a side trail leading to a protruding, hexag-
onal window. A nineteenth-century lamp-
post stands in the front yard.

But this small eight-sided window
was always my favorite of the house's
oddities because of its location in a coat
closet. This was completely magical to
me, nonsensical. Imagine: I would stand
surrounded by dusty wool in the early
afternoon, feeling the muffled heat of-
Ohio winter coats and contemplate the -
possible reasons: -a mistake, or an enchant-
ed eye that watched me as I played out-
side, or maybe both.’

Once, I spent the night at a friend's

TRESPASSERS

NATALIE PANNO
Larchmont, NY

When her mother died, she prowled around the big house and turned on all the
lights to comfort herself, then made the same circuit through the rooms and turned
them off, feeling silly. More electnmty didn't mean that the house became warmer. It
was just a-waste of electricity. After all, it was just Greta and her father, and both of
them were gone all day.

Right after the funeral, she would have been able to eat a casserole or perhaps
‘a meatloaf that someone had given them, apologizing and askmg if there was anything
they could do. Greta was just grateful that someone was giving them food-she couldn't
cook, and neither could her dad. Without those heavy ceramic pots, she would have
starved in a week. Instead, she opened one up when she got home from school, and
then her father ﬁmshed it when he got home from work.

. Greta rarely strayed from her room, where she did her homework. Her father
mbstly stayed in the kitchen, reading the newspaper, or dozed in front of the nightly
news. Sometimes they crossed paths, on the stairs or in a hallway, trespassing robbers -
just finding out they weren't the only ones breaking into this house. She could sense
his presence a few steps away, get ready for the encounter-freeze and look up, meet
his eyes. A silence would descend_ their bodles stuck and their m_mds stalled as if some
malicious person had thrown sticks into the cogs. And he would blink once or twice,
as if confused. Why wasn't he alone? Where were his reading glasses? She would nod
slightly, a threadbare greeting, and he would return the favor, immensely relieved that
he realized this pattern of acknowledgment.

"School was good tOday?"
1t YCS. n
"Good."

. And then he would move to the Kitchen to get another glass of milk, or down
to the basement and she would return to edgily switching on and off lights or to her
room. Greta wondered what they were going to do once the pot roasts ran out.

house aftet she had gotten a Magic Eight
Ball for Christmas. Colored like a number
eight pool ball, the Magic Eight Ball is-
shaved flat at the bottom so the future can
settle and be read in small, light blue tri-

-angles. You ask it a yes or no question,

then close your eyes and shake it with all
the desire you have for the answer you
crave. Mine was this-I wanted to watch
my future swim to the surface of a peri-
winkle triangle, demystified with a shake.
I asked it the reason for the eight-sided -

“window. The Eight Ball replied with all
“the vague answers it could. It replied:
‘Maybe, Ask again later Imposs:ble to tell,
Very likely.

2. After we finish the buffet at the
local Chinese restaurant, I am the one in
my family that remembers to gather four
fortune cookies. They are stored in a peri-

winkle blue Tupperware bowl inside the
waitress's station a hundred at a time. We

eat there so often-Sunday regulars after

church-that no employee objects or pauses
to consider that I am plunging my hands
into the forbidden, into somewhere I ar
really not supposed to be.

" The first writing workshop teacher
I ever had-a tall, gangly, intimidating -
man-opened the class with the predictions
of his fortune cgokie. Several years
before, he was dining out with his girl-
friend at a nice Chinese restaurant she had
suggested. They had just gotten back

together for the third time, and in ten

months she would be his wife, a year later

a divorcee. After the meal, the waiter
‘brought them two fortune cookies. While
my teacher stood up to pay, she cracked
hers open and began.wceping at the writ-
2%
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ing in her hand: "What's wrong?" he
asked. Sobbing, she held out the slip of
paper and pressed it into his fingers. Tt
said, He loves you as much as he.can, but
that is not very much. She ran from the
restaurant and left him for three days:

: He telis this story to us, laughing,
because fortune cookies aren't unkind.
They are recycled proverbs printed on
recycled paper, the pithy sayings you roll
‘your eyes at but save, just in case. Like
my workshop téacher, who acknowledged
its accuracy by carrying it with him every-
where in his wallet. '

But I save my forecasts to savor

the homent 1 will find my own shocking
fortune cookie. Last Sunday, driving home-
‘from the buffet, I discovered this gem:

Promote liter_acy. Buy a box of
fortune cookies today.

3. I place no stock in tea leaves or horo-
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scopes, slightly more in palms, and the
most, since last year, in the Book of
Answers. This is a book filled with
sundry-detailed answers-no questions, no
text, just one-liners of solutions. Even :
answers like “maybe” it elaborates into
filling two hundred pages.. .Perhaps the
thirtieth of September, 1 flipped to once,
or Your baby will inform you. Tt was like
God had taken his prophecies and prayer

‘answers and laid them onto the page, a

Bible in its purest state.
This book of answers was owned

by its own messiah, a beautiful, regal sen-
jor. She was quiet and mysterious, uncon-

ventional elegance. She painted her nails
colors like hunter green and wore
brooches. She was astounding. She read

the Book of Answers during her classes-
_she answered questions about Beowulf's

name symbolism with The person 10 your
left will know, or, when asked for an

‘example of flat tax, she responded, You
will hear it in the ocean. She wrote down
predictions in the blanks of tests, even
‘composed essays-her thesis a line of pre-
diction-according to that book.

(Teachers must have taken her
aside, said, "I know you're a smart girl.
Why are you doing this? You're failing."
‘She would have nodded and still used the
book to explain herself.)-

~ And I watched her everyday strug-
gle to interpret the answers. watched her
use them as warnings, as metaphor, as a
person assured of priirileged,information.'
Once last semestet, bored, she asked me if
1 had any questions for her book.
Sheepishly, T wondered out loud if she
would graduate. She flicked open the
book. It replied, What is impossible
becomes possible. She did. '

MISTER SUNDAY

DiANA CHIEN
Holmdel, NJ

He blew in on an October wind,
Pale and dry as an old, old leaf-
His lips bled when he smiled..

Cracked soft smile, long soft hands,
except for the thimble-tips
where he used to-play the harp.

He fumbled dust into being when he touched
breathed memories like peppermint:
a quiet; lazy scent like moth's wings.

His were the soft seasons, .

For the harsh summer sun crumbled his eyek
and the winter, she bled his mouth

to a crooked paper cut.




MANDRA DEVI

JENNA BRAGER
Reisterstown, MD.

"At least 258 die in ensuing mayhem during Hindu hillside
procession.” -The Baltimore Sun, Wednesday, Jan. 26, 2005
"The sharp edge of a razor is difficult to pass over; thus the wise
say the path to salvation is hard." -Katha-Upanishshad

"There were bodies and bodies, all lined up,"
'shouts the man behind the microphone,
"Imtiaz Jaleel, reporting for New Delhi TV"
his brown face and graying sideburns

We watch this on the evening news,

My sister impervious, unable to believe

that human beings could merely keep going,
despite the cries beneath their bare feet.
"Stomp your feet," my mother says.

"And pretend that if you stop,

you will be the one-on the ground."

'Offerings of flowers and sweets

lie abandoned on the hilltop paths,
narrow as a razor's edge.

The only way to go is forward,
wave of worshippers

dripping with the heat of the fire
that rages behind him.

There are two hundred steps on the path to salvation, -
littered with shattered bangles, splintered bones.
With every step soaked in libations for the funeral ‘pyres,

-bummg

‘with the scent of coconut.

Bruised, blackened,

the weak, the women, the children,
are the first to fall. =

So it has been, and always will be.

The moon pllgrlms wail sacrifices to Kaluba1

a silver-masked face: wide-eyed,
impassive, shrouded in smoke
like the veils of a Persian bride.

How quickly do revelries devolve into riots?

bowling over souls,
‘crushing carrion,

wall of flesh like a wall of water,
a tsunami wave of men.

The sky floods with fire,

the ground is-damp with tears,

_yards of green silk, their shrouds
under a sacred shade of ancient trees.
In an abandoned temple,

vermilion powder streaks stainless steel.
Wet with coconut milk, '

it resembles blood staining the blade of a knife.
The cries on the television screen

are punctuated by the steady rhythm

of my sister's pounding feet.

TIES: THIS THING OF doll factory in Brooklyn, New York while

OURS

PAUL CAPOBIANCO
Phillips Exeter, NH-

Paul Capobianco II had a silk
bathrobe that wasn't as ratty looking as his
father's. He would always regret choosing
luxury over comfort. He should have
killed someone once in 1888 but he didn't
because he didn't like to "mix blood and
silk" and he was wearing his bathrobe at

the time. That's something his grandfather,

Iniziale Capobianco, would say: "Don't
mix your blood and your silk.” Iniziale
was the first Bianco to become a
Capobianco, one of the few Northern
Italian mafia families. That was in the
summer of 1832 and over a century later,
Paul Capobna_nc_o IV would be running a

his Irish wife, Joan, gave birth to a chemi-
cal engineer. The 1I only remembered
what his grandfather had said about silk
and blood because he liked the sound of
it. If Iniziale had a silk bathrobe, he would
have killed whoever needed to be killed;
he changed the family name to
Capobianco for a reason. Iniziale wasn't
even thinking of bathrobes when he talked
about silk and blood. Iniziale wore a com-

_ fortable bathrobe with burnt-wheat-col-

ored, vertical stripes. His son, the first
Paul Capobianco, would continue the
trend his father set, and in the same
bathrobe. One hundred years later, Vincent
Gigante, a mob boss in Greenwich
Village, and Paul Capobianco V, the
chemical engineer in Brooklyn, would
wear a similar bathrobe. The bathrobe
trend started when Iniziale wore it by mis-
take to a mob meeting in his parlor after

getting too much sleep. Someone objected
and someone else killed the someone who
objected. Iniziale wore the bathrobe to his
mob meetings from then on as a symbol -
of what people were willing to do for him,
His son had a slightly different reason.
Paul Capobianco I said, "Business is easi-
er in a bathrobe. Obviously T know my
arm from my ass if I don't need to get all

dressed up to prove it. If you make a big

fuss about it, you get shot in the face by
someone in their bathrobe. That's like get-

ting shot in the face by a clown. Clowns

are all fun and games until you piss 'em
off. Most important, though, is how com-
fortable the thing is."

- Between 1969 and 1990, Vincent
Gigante booked himself into mental insti-
tutions twenty-two times to avoid the
Feds. When he was not institutionalized,
Gigante sauntered through Greenwich
Village, New York, in a bathrobe and slip-
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pers, mumbling. If the Feds approached:
~ him, he dropped to his knees and prayed. .
,‘Throughout the 1970s, G;lgante was diag--

‘nosed with paranoid schizophrenia by sev- |

eral psychiatrists In the 1970s, Gigante's

mob status also moved up to Capo of the

Genovese family. - ' e
"What I'mean is, I dont like.to .

shoot people in the face, ‘but it's not so bad.

in my bath.robe 1 don't feel like it's really
happening, 'cause who does that?" Paul
Capobianco I'liked to talk about shooting
‘people in the face. He was also under the -
impression that he was very philosophical,
‘and sometimes he was: He paused before:
adding, "Things happen too much fo peo-
ple. A bathrobe lets it happen near people.
"' There's gotta be some science to that." In
1987, the chemical engineer, Paul- )
Capobianco V, would insist that his new-
born son-have the same name that Iniziale
Capobianco started when he named his
son Paul Capobianco. Paul Capobianco VI
would wear his father's vertically striped
bathrobe as. if it was his own. The VI got
his own bathrobe when he wenttoa
boarding school in New Hampshire,
where it became as much of a signature in
Browning House as it was over.a century
earlier in Northern Italy. In April of 2003,
while Paul Capob1anco VI made tea in his

black-bathrobe; silk pajama pants and slip--

pers, Gigante pleaded guilty to faking his
mental illness. In 1997, at sixty-nine years
old, Gigante was convicted of forty- -one.
different racketeenng and consplracy _
charges, and was sentenced to: prison for
twelve years. As the microwave beeped
that the VI's tea " was ready, Gigante
+ received an. add1t10na1 three years to lns
sentence. -
All of the Paul Capoblancos are
described as "family men." In the years
1996 to December of 2003, Christopher
Dunslow wrote the most comprehensive
and biased study of the Italian mafia, La
Costra Nostra: This Thing of Ours. He
. was dlsappomted that the Capoblancos did
not have a mafia history in America.
Dunslow had always wanted to be a
‘Mafioso, a "man of honor" in crime, but
instead he kept a neat lawn in upstate New
York. He liked mafia stories and detested
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all the "rats" that had bétrayed their mafia -
. families. He felt that walking away from a
. life’in the mafia.was like walking away - - -

from your family. For Paul Capobianco III
it was just'that; His father had been killed
in his silk bathrobe by Dominic Strollo
who.would later run the whole Northern
Italian mafia into the ground. Paul
Capobianco III had come to America in.
1896 and that was it. No more crime for
the Capobiancos. There was a Bobby
Capobianco, brother to Paul Capobianco
IV, who stole household iters from his
nelghborhood and then waited some years
before selling the stuff back. Bobby even

stole fr.or_n, his brother's doﬂ factor_y That _

HOTEL TO MOTEL;

CITY LIGHT TO .

PLUM TREES

CHAD VANNORTWICK

‘WOODBRIDGE, VA

This time of year,

when the leaves turn-to fire and plum.
I am forever reminded of chlorme
and juke-box-diners. ‘

You sat next.to me on the bus.

We spoke of music and religion.

You played with my hair,

and it sent intimidation down my spine:
Your jet-black hair... '

You told me your muse.was nature,
and I believed you because the bus,

it smelled of Lysol and cigarettes.

‘We met on a bus,

and forgot the destination.

It was December, -

and the burning leaves..: :

They, still befriended my nostrils.
The cold cement that formed my porch...
it soaked straight through my jeans.
You refused to come inside- :
because you said if you did - - «
you would never leave.

It was there that we kissed.

after four months of waiting

our curiosity was ignited. -

To people like us,

Ecstasy was the drug of choice.

- 'was why Paul Capoblanco VL, who made

tea in his black bathrobe, never met Uncle - .
Bobby, who was always referred to with -
dismissive smiles. Dunslow wiote in his

book, "It is surprising that with a name

like: Capobianco, the Capobianco family

was not simply fated into-a life of crime in
America." Dunslow ends the brief section Ir
oh the Capoblanco family with that sen- I

“tence.

Dunslow's section on Vincent .

‘Gigante is much longer. Looking over the

beginning of the section, Dunslow read
aloud to himself, "There was ample evi-
dence that Gigante was a devoted family
man who loved his children and took

-Te amo. Te amo.

Ich liebe dich. - !
The lights are screannng in Tlmes Square.
This is the land of liberty.

“This was the city of opportnnlty

It's humorous what we ‘remember
and what we choose to forget.
"Salacious" was the word of the evening.

"The scent of your perfume...
it outwelghed the smog.

And through the blinding lllghts :

" "and past the soaring building tops,

we were able to seek out a solitary star, -
and force it to shoot across the night sky:

We wanted to ﬁnd Christ,
but neither of us beheved in hlm

: _T_he air was dark and the light ,was musty.

It was hard to believe God would reside
in a place like that. ,
We took plctures of the arch1tecture
because that was our hobby.

And we gazed at the cathedral celhng
because our dream in life

was to ¢apture beauty.

You ran your fingers across stonewalls

like water dripping down chandeliers.

" There were whispering spirits in that room.;.

a few landed in your hair.




measures so that they would have a better
life, one not involving crime." Dunslow:
changed the sentence to read, "and took -
‘measures so that they -would have a life |
not involved in crime." Dunslow told hnn—
self it was more concise and moved on to
giddily recount stories of how Gigante .
‘would.foil the Feds. Dunslow smiled as he
wrote, "In another legenda:ry instance;, FBI
agents armed with subpoenas found
Gigante standmg naked in the shower of
his bathroom, holding an umbrella over
his head to keep him dry." The day \
Iniziale showed up to his'mob meeting 1n
a bathrobe after getting too much sleep
Was exactly Sixty years before his grand-
son was shot in the bathtub. Paul
Capobianco II was singing along with
Don Giovanni on the record player as he
did every morning. Chi I'anima mi lac-.
era? / Chi m'agita le viscere ? Dominic
Strollo and the soldiers with him sang
along after shooting the II seventeen times
through the bath curtain. Che strazio,
ohime, che smania! / Che inferno, che ter-

ror! The gunmen laughed as the tub shat- -

tered and cherry-tinged water spread
across the floor. One slipped and broke an
arm, The II has never stopped laughlng :
from his grave.

After terrorists attacked the Twin
Towers in New York on September 11th
2001, Gigante called his son. Over the
phone, Gigante expressed genuine concern
that children may have died. The phone
was tapped, and the conversation was latér
used as evidence that Gigante's insanity
was a charade. This forced his confession
in 2003. Dunslow wrote with bitterness,
"The tape shows that G1gante was: con-
cerned that innocent children might have -
been murdered; and one of his sons con-
firmed that there were children on the -
planes that were hljacked and crashed.’
Gigante : reacted to this: ‘horrific news by
stating he would pray for the children.
Through this portrayal of goodness

Gigante stepped from his 1_nsan1ty fagade, :‘ y

and with the tape as eviderice, confessed
in two years to a fantastlc career of act-
iIlg n B

" "That guy's a weirdo," Paul _ _
Capobianco.1V said over dinner one night

of Gigante.
" "You're a weirdo," his wife

,’responded "At least he's acting."

"Maybe 1 am acting," replied the,

: ?IV content to have found a.come-back. -

"You ain't smart enough for that
You may look like 'im, but Peter Faulk
you're not." The IV's son and grandson
laughed. They loved eating dinner with
the bantering couple that represented a -
second generation of Capobianco legiti-
macy. It was even better when Pep, the
older brother of the IV, was there with
them because he was the sort of character
who called: Roosevelt in guttural -
Brooklyn-cadence, "that: crippled bastard.".
This would be Paul Capobianco VT's last

dinner at.a local restaurant with his family -

before going to the boarding school in-

-New Hampshire where he ‘made tea in .

Browmng House ‘and waited for the
microwave to beep. He came to call the

black bathrobe, silk. pajama pants and Sllp-: f

pers his “Browmng Lounge Attiré."

Paul Capobianco. Vi had a certa.in
way of collecting money from people .
while he was at the boarding school in
New Hampshire. If a person did not pay
him back for over two weeks, the VI - .
called him. The VI knew how-to play. the-
saxophone. He had a recording of him
playing both The Godfather love and
death theme that he had sent with his
boarding school application. Setting the .
receiver by his speakers-as the death -
theme from The Godfather played,; the VI

would pay a visit to the-person who owed .-

him money. "I'm gett:tng this weird prank
phone call," the person who owed money
would say. "I know," the VI would

" respond, trying not to'smile, "you owe me

money." A dorm-mate, Nathan Riggs, was
so amused he paid the VI-and invited him .
to sit down and share his dmner Over
pizza Riggs said, "Only. you, Paul. Any
other kid and I don't think it would work."
Three weeks later, Browning House's for-
mer dorm-head, Dan Morrissey, stood out-

. side Paul Capobianco VI's door and - -
.. watched as he swiveled around in his .
 chair, his black bathrobe catching a bit of

current. "You know: Paulie,”. Dan said, "T"
never thought you would: keep up with the

‘like everyone else.. But not you. You're

silk pants and bathrobe I thought you
would end up wearing Jeans and a t-shirt

still in your silk pants. .and bathrobe. It's a
good thmg, Pauhe _it's like how-you wear

your sports. Jackets keep your shirt tucked.

in and bother to match and such so you
look all debonair; it's class." Paul . 7
Capobianco VI leaned back in his chalrﬁ _

‘and said, "It's real comfortable.” The two

smiled at each other. As Dan closed the -
door he added, "You belong in a bathrobe,

Paulie, you really do."

MISCHA

OLGA RUKOVETS
Tena_.ﬂy? NI

Your cigarette-brand shirts

mocked my floral skirts and your old
man's limp made !

my legs ache and shake '

‘beneath me. I felt rny.]'j_ps

purse, my posture .
crumnble; and I had shamed your
ailment with my broad hips..

Doctors lied and we renounced
unnecessary tests in spite; :
they didn't get the last name right-
_couldn't care enough.

‘But I cared too much and you
Wouldn t let me. White coats.
draped over Grandma's anecdotes;
no one laughed now-not even you

Your lungs betrayed you, me;

‘and you left them hidden

" between state lines, and me forbldden
“to leave andbe "

grown. Age hated you, "

and so I waged war. [ fought every step
Itook oy ]
every step you cou}dnt take, -3
and I wouldn't let age hate me, too.
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INSIDE

DiaNna McCuUE
Jroton, MA

For a while, she didn't leave the house.

After a week or so, she had beige behind the eyes,
‘And she spent the day waiting for the early evenmg light

To fill the room with definition,

I'o save her from the overwhelming puulatxon

[t hurt her to watch snow melt on the grass -

And yes, she missed the air.

But she could see the sharpness of things-

Pine trees, richness of dirt- -

From the window. It was safer to watch the cdges
From blankets and carpet.

For a long time she would live
And then she would die -
And they would: give her ashes to the raw winds.

BLADES

K ATHERINE BERNOT
Union, NJ

The plaéﬁc: fan in my window
Hums louder than the crickets-
But the girls love their creature comforts.

The fan in our kitchen

had three lights

-one never worked

and it made a rusty clank

so after ten years we replaced it
and now the room's too bright. -

My brother and I dared each other,

then double dared,

‘to touch the blades on Grandma B's whirring blue fan

and we laughed 'til I broke my pinkie.

Once, when I thought no one was ‘watching

I stood in front of the fan in-the bathroom

and let my (then) blonde hair fly as I made my movie sta
and wished for bigger lips.

CoME BACK, LITTLE
GIRL

GABY FaLco

Fanweood, NJ

Her small frog legs kick inside of me;
they want out

but I know what's best,

'she belongs in me.

Wherever she ends up down in my caverns,"

she ends up.

Preferably I'd like her spine against. my hea11:—
it could do with a backbone.

When I swallowed her, -

‘her little fingers slipping down"

the walls of my throat like sea anemones,
her voice falling into me

heavy and dense as a glass bead, -

I could see the cavalcade of gods
marching towards me over the hill.

They held iron bars across their

chests and looked at me saying,

No, no, you mustn't do that. =
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Now a lazy ceiling fan overhead

casts yawning shadows over my bed

in its rhythmic pattern which I've adopted as my own
‘tapping my foot to the mechanical sound

until I switch it off at night

and sweat.

-So I turned and ran, fled like a fugitive.

I felt swelled as a mother

and I tried to wrap the night around me,
It wasn't easy reclaiming you-

I'had to peel back my skin three layers-
and file down my bones to fine dust;.
stepping from my ruins like a discarded
gown,

It's like all those stories;

the mother always has to sacrifice.
something, everything

for her child.

‘So why did I have to enter that museum of

lost children -

like a thief in my black gloves,

guilt balled up tight as a knot somewhere?
Come back, little girl,

I said calling you to me:

Forget the pain, they. say.
But I am stronger than that;

“now I will carry you with me.

I stare down at the top of her head,
her brown hair shines

and she pushes up her glasses,

she looks down.

She-always looked down.
“She still wears her underpants high as her -

waist. _ _
I unfold her : arms, her eyes.
I loosen the bolts in her knees.

She billows open like.an umbrella.

"I say, where have you been?

I say, come home, I don t' want to
forget you. :

- They always said, dont forget
where you came from.




TRIPTYCH
KATIE SAUVAIN
Roche‘swter, NY

1. Hades

I looked up from the slow parade of souls
to watch her grow in an unchanging spring.

She was all blush,

all shower of petals and enthralled: begmnmgs,
all skmne(_l knees and grass stains, my
dancing girl.

Now my crown hangs heavy on her brow.
She walks like the dead
in pale, measured steps.

IL. Persephone

On my throne, I am as useless
as a flower-in a vase.

The days crowd still and close,

‘silent as the dark god, :
“heavy as his arms around my waist.

There is nothing to do but count shadows.
I watch the river pass
and crush pomegranate seeds between my

III. Demeter

I have forgotten the green spark in the

_heart of the seed,
_the miraculous division of leaves.

The blankness of forgetting falls over the
fields. b
Men call to me: "Goddess! The grain!"

teeth.

MERMAID

AMY LEE
Roslyn, NY

Ocean lover, sea witch, ‘Wandenng sage-when did-

you swim to the land to stop breathmg‘? Last Monday I
saw you by the dock, slipping in and out of the foam,
iooking as undistinguished as the lowest carp. Your
scales don't gleam the way they used to. When was the
last time you changed your weeded garb and looked for
shell-shapes in the bay?

I dipped down my feet in the water, | dipped my
hands into the surf and looked for sea glass. I looked for
you by the horizon but you didn't come.

Today I will sing for you through the water. I
have blown a great horn into the coral reef, into the sea-
horses and the starfish, into the dark water and the cold.
I will let you hear a human sound, a joyous sound,
despalr

“ And then, will you reconsider? Will you sit your-
self among the broken bottles and rusted swords and tell
me then you want to breathe?

and weep as they count their children's
ribs. '

Yes, it had something to do with a child..,
A name hangs on my lips,

but the syllables have shpped through a’
crack in the earth.

EVERY DAY'S THE SAME

MARIEL BOYARSKY

‘New City, NY

It is dark, but not quiet. Wmdow curtains ha.ng,
only hang, and an alarm will not quiet

itself. I rise, I push it silent, stumble on a mess,
grope for light. It floods the room like too
much water. Once, it was.otherwise.

Noon, -and I eat alone. Grape Nuts
crack between my teeth like guns.
I flick yesterday's crumbs across

the table. On'my way out there is fog

on the windshield and T smack a mailbox. Once,

it was otherwise. The bed is cold, mean. Tomorrow
hand son windows; a sticky cereal bow, and unmade
bed. 1 wish it were otherwise.

27




26 LETTERS, A
LYRIC ESSAY

SHAINA STROM
Meridianville, Alabama

Recently I have questioned reach-
ing for my pen. 1 have wondered the .
1mportance of thinking poetry versus writ-

ing poetry - if the need for a cleverly writ-

ten phrase to be documented is necessary,
or if I could be satisfied having instinc-
tively created the poetic thought itself.
This theory that [ have experimented w1th
has left me squirming in restaurant chairs,
sleeplessly ﬁghtmg the pillow and covers
at night, doubled over desks in exhaustlon
during the day. -
E 3
So_meOne once tried to explain to
me how everything is in existence but
~does not always have the means to prove
it so. He said, like radio waves. They are
always in the air, but someone has to turn
‘on the radio to confirm their existence.
Words float around me like so.
R 2
I was in a bookstore once when I
met a homeless woman who was only 23
years old. She was reading Dante's
Inferno. We exchanged titles of favorite
books. We started talking about writing.
She said: "I write poems some-
times; but I thirow thém away. The ones
that are really good I just know, 1 know
them, word by word. And if I forget them,
then they weren't worth knowing you
know?" _, |
E S
To be aware that I am living a
moment that T will look back on and write
about is like suddenly realizing god is
behind the bookshelf in front of you.
i *

- Tcan't remember a time that there

haven't been pens in all of my pockets.
*

- 'When it comes down to it, I only
have 26 letters to rearrange for the rest of
my life. I try to explain this to my friends.
They misunderstand and say, you can do
anything you want if writing doesn't work
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out. I say, theoretic_ally, but I would never
be able to sleep. -
I recently wrote a letter to my ele-
mentary teacher - Mr. Hopper who want-
ed prayer to be in school. I told him about
my writing, about my art, how I couldn't
walk through a parking lot without con-
necting to something and wanting to write
about it. I said that art is more than a
lifestyle. Att is a belief system, a perma-

nent state of mind. Art, in that aspect, is

religion, and making art is prayer - the
attempt to connect to the higher power. 1
told him that art creates and gives people

abilities to create as well. A chance to play
-god. A chance to see how hard it is 10 cre-

ate. How that makes me respect god and
art more than any moment of silence ever
would.

He hasn't written me back.

*
1 am walking through a parking lot.
T am walking through a parking lot
to go grocery shopping.

I have just woken up and I have
just eaten breakfast, Just stepped in and
out of my car.

I am carrying a root beer bottle

that I sip from

The chilied wind runs over my
chilled hand that holds the sweating
brown bottle. The rim of my root beer bot-
tle caiches the breeze and makes sound.

T want to write about it. | want to
write about how it reminds me of how I
need to write, of how that sound will

haunt me as I walk up and down the aisles

of fruit, the stands of cardboard boxes
containing preservatives.
! %

.My English teacher once asked the
class, if God did not exist, what would
stand in the place of God?

Several moments passed. A baby
inside her was kicking.
Poetry, she said, only poetry could

“stand in the place of God

T have never been one to wake from

sleep with the need to write. 1 have been one
to not fall asleep because of the need to
‘write,-but those are two very different forces.

*

I connect to something first. That

is how my poetry is created. I make eye

contact with the subject of my work as [

‘am going through daily habits, and the

subject follows me around for days until I

find a place for it, These poems used to

end up on crur_npled Starbucks napkins or
between pages in a textbook, but now a
subject stays tucked in my memory, wait-
ing to meet paper.
E

When I was eleven, I couldn't
imagine writing about anything other than
vampires. Because I tried. I distinctly
remember lying in bed and trying to imag-
ine writing about anything other than
vampires. I couldn't. Nothing seemed
mterestmg

Now, 1 can't imagine not writing. |

‘have tried to not write. But everything-

seems interesting.
o ‘

I search rows of bound pages look-
ing for that one book that will have a con-
versation with me. Books, sometines, are
too self-involved. I want a book that will
shake hands with me, tell me where it has
been the past few years. I want to write
that book.

#*

How someone sees the world
affects how they write about the world.
This is obvious, I know, but I mean literal-
ly. When I wear my glasses there is 2 halo

-on every street light and street lamp and

break light and depth perception gets the
best of me. When I wear contacts every-
thing is defined and separate from the
things around it. I prefer to write after a

rainy evening of wearing my glasses.

MOST OF MY POEMS NEVER MAKE
IT TO THE PAGE.

I sit beside the avenue with friends while
they talk and flick their ash and I think of
reincarnation. The panoramic view of
downtown glows with colored stringed
lights and street Iamps -and street lights

'turning from red, green, yellow. Red,

green, yellow. Mist sets in. Jagged glares
of light grow. ]




This moment f burning bulbs will follow
me until I find a 'plaee for it. This poem
will sit like an old man at.an, empty bench,
looking down. the road for his bush that
hasn't come in years.

A CRITIQUE

"Ain't it the truth? Something
stnklng that never makes it to the page-
someone just sits there and makes poems
up in their head... just idiosyncrasies that
writers catch, and they sit and stew for
Vawhlle in our brains until we forget about ,
‘them."

"This poem has-a lot to do with
where poems come from. It's a comment
on poetry an ars poetica. Sort of. Not real-
ly.'Wait, nevermind. I don't know."

"It's.a loaded gun, you know, say-
ing reincarnation in a poem and not bring-

.ing it up again. T mean, like in fiction -
you can't briefly say a character has a. gun.
and then not brmg it up again."

I've been helping out a younger
writer this year. She inspires herself by
watching Jack the Ripper films or listen-
ing to dark music. I don't understand this
process, but I don't think that there is a
specific place where everyone's poems
come from, so I don't interfere.

Beconung a writer is like growmg
into an overs1zed shirt.

*

I sit by the avenue and listen to.my
friends talk and flick their ash. There's a
‘girl sitting outside the coffee shop and she

PACKING THE
SUITCASE

KATIE SAUVAIN
Rochester, NY

One day's worth of clothes 18 enough.
After that I'll wear your sweaters.

I like ‘the way your shape

slopes off my shoulders,

hangs halfway down my thighs.

‘tion is.

looks like an older version of a girl I
know already.

What if that's all a soul mate really
is. Older and younger variations of the
same sould. Maybe. that's what reincarna-

My poem isn't about remcarnat:lon
It is a poem about a poem that was meant
to deal with remcarnatlon, but is now 31t—
ting on some bench like an old man.

" That's what I meant the poem to
be. But even I just figured that out now.
My poetry is, without fail, just a

‘reincarnation of the same idea. Maybe the

same concept applies to the remca.rnatlon
of people , '
pE; .

| write a specific house into every
setting that needs a house. It is always the
same house. It is always the house from
my summers. It is the house T know best,
the house that I walk through every time I
am reminisce. Dirty, 5-year old handprints
on the walls, creaky floors; tired couches.

But let us think of the exterior. A graveled

driveway spilling onto the road like salt, a
second floor over the garage, a small
porch to our left, two windows. I have
written what has happened here. T know
this place, I have endless ways to descrlbe

the inside and the outside.”

I know that no matter how much 1
write about the exterior of this house the
reader will jump to his or her own

assumptions. I have grown to accept this -

that every reader will have his or her own

take on my settings.

I'll bring one sheet of paper,

and when it's full

Il write my poems on your skiﬁ:

mixed metaphors along the collarbone,
caesura on the smile of your lips.

ES

Let us think of white space, of the
importance of white space, the aesthetic of
white space. Let us think of how white
space allows us to appreciate what is actu-
ally on the page. The invitation-it carri€s.
Let us compare ink blots to oil spills and

-white space to passing time, ideas to old -

men and émpty benches to memories.
3

In terms of writing, of 26 letters,
of God, of sleepless nights, of conversa-
tions and interpretations, let us put our
pens to paper and watch words come out-
in ink blots/oil spills. Words are there,
they're just too close together for a reade_lf
totell,

B TN

I beﬁeve’ in black coffee, in one

- warm coat, in tea candles, plain potatoes,

no makeup, and cell phones under pillows

when I'm at home. I believe in recogniz-

ing but not basing a level of enjoyment on
symbolism in art, I believe in articulation.

‘I believe in turntables, in old-Volkswagon

beetles, in the color black to hide coffee

-stains - I believe in wine without ice, in

fine-tipped pens, in kissing'my mother
goodnight, in windows without blinds, in
wax coating ﬁngert:lps in vinyl, in black
picture frames, in letting people go, in

leaving things unspoken, in middle-touch-

ing embraces, in riding with strangers, in
having my back to the wall. I believe in
rearranging 26 letters for the rest of my
life.

. When we live this way, we blend

You embrace the me inside you;
when I kiss you I receive iy words
reversed.
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PANTOUM FOR BEING HALFWAY
DoOWN THE BLOCK AT DUSK

- NoAaH LAWRENCE
“Brookline, MA.

I let my mind graze.
Llstemng to city streets' wh1spered phrase
as cars blow, like leaves,
~ I'let my mind wander for days.

City streets whisper a phrase.
The sky shuts its eyes.
1 let my mind wander for days.
TI'm halfway down the block at dusk.

‘The sky shuts red and silver eyes,

The pavement I walk on seemis thin,
halfway down the block at dusk,

street signs and headlights in a haze.

This pavement I walk on is thin,

* and it has been the ‘only place where I've been.
Street signs, headlights in a haze,

~ these cars all have someplace to go.”

The only place where I've been:
halfway down the block at dusk.

These cars, each has someplace to go.
‘My shoes are tied just for show.’

Halfway down the block at dusk,
airplanes hang, like ﬁreﬂles
"My shoes are tied just for show
in the only light left up in this world.

Airplanes like fireflies
' all need to land. The air's too thin up in the skies, -
the only light left up in this world
streetlights, skylines, sun's last blaze,

and the need to land, the air too thin up in the skies.
- I'let my mind graze

streetlights, skylines, and the sun's last blaze.
‘1 let my mind wander for days.

Sometimes I let my mind graze.
: - Sometimes I let my mind wander for days.
Of all the places T've been

I've been down the block at dusk, halfway
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SUMMER SOLSTICE
(A SESTINA)

AMELIA THOMSON-DEVEAUX

Charlottesvilie, VA

i watch you from the kitchen, alighting on your fantastical hair
streaked crimson, like an Indian bride's veiled hand,

slipping above your eyes as you lift a midsummer leaf

and deftly slip it through your fingers to the Wa1t1ng dark.

you embrace the glamour of the summer

heedlessly, reach past me for a chunk of chocolate.

sauntering off with your stolen piece of chocolate,
you kneel by the tranquil dog and uffle her hair.
moving your hips as if you're the sort to summer

in Naples, you walk and toss the air from hand to hand. -
i open the door to the impending dark 3

and search through humming porchlight for the leaf.

throwing one leg across the table's mismatched extra leaf,

you stretch languidly and gnaw your chocolate
as i scrabble through the leafy dark -

and return indoors; wet leaves kissing my hair.
you take one, thread it through your hand-

it collapses like the days of summer.

leaves on the floor, filling us with the scent of summer.

from the table, you glance at me and begin to leaf

through sheet music, held in one agile hand.

the dog, with her eyes of chocolate

nuzzles your foot as i rescue the last leaf from my hair.
you move. slowly to the door and close it on the dark.

making coffee, i remember that you love yours dark.
we have trapped it .in the room, summer-

lingering in the damp curls of my hair.

you untwist your legs, lift up one leaf"

of music, smell the coffee as if it were hot chocolate.
coolly, its wintry breath drifts past your hand.

together, we glance up at the clock's bright hand.

it's moved past the witching hour's glassy dark-

you smile.and wrap my fingers round the forgotten chocolate.
blowing past the window, the velvety g_rass of summer

‘catches up and tosses a copper leaf,

the burgundy-streaked shade of your hair.

~1eat the chocolate in our room full of summer.
" at hand, air slips through the open window, charcoaled dark

ﬂlhng_the room as i pick up a leaf and creep it through your hair.




Bus

MAX WEIDMAN
Mercersburg, PA

The sun skirts the horizon and
Paints the trees peach and violet
as the muscled, mechanical horse’
rumbles and glides on its hoofs,
carrying untold luggage

across the way and "
closer with every second to

somie redemption. =

The beast holds the road

As if between fingers,

curving and bending this way
and that like it were
somerta"ttered,ribb'on, _‘
creasing folds and frayed loops
scattered across the grass.

For a parlor party trick the road

hollows out a little gap

in the flesh of my gut

as it rolls out and careens:

up and down and

as I'reach the trough and swallow-
the road lifts again,

rearing internal discomfort like

a lion's head -

Finale time and now,’

with fingers outstretched, the
macadam ties a little string

on my finger and another
around my heart so that

it can always know where I am
and.

love me and

so that
I'll never forget that.

FLIES IN THE SPRING

JACOB ALBERT
New York, NY.

Lilies float by on gossamer wings,

And until T see that they are

Bright insects pushed by the breeze of spring
And through the air,

I tell myself: i _

It is a miracle that such flowers can fly.

Where have all of the 'ﬂ'ow-ers gone,

‘So that I must invent them, flying in the wind?

And why do insects shine so, today?

The green and white of delight, \

The primitive, exuberant colors of spring,

Today I find them in the silken wings

Of crawlers, critters, creatures of the earth and air.

-The flowers hide in the shadows of humpbacked trees:

The dark and pristine shade that smells of vines

‘And crumbling walls, covering

Them like a blanket of snow.

Instead of spending a-season under 1ice,
The flowers of spring choose to hide from
Hungry eyes, '

Preferring to show themselves

Only when mosquitoes and flies-

Decide, too.

| BALCONY 9400

JENNIFER MALAT
Pheonix, MD

Eighteen stories down, the sheen of
the-afternoon's collision still glistens on
the asphalt, small metallic pieces
reflecting rainbows into

puddles of saltwater. '

you say, "Girls and boys
comparing views on

love and other teenage angst."
I laugh and we watch

the beach towels billow in the

The ocean mirrors the moon's night breeze,

dim glow and the headlights gently obscuring the remains
8 of holiday traffic back of blue van that had

into the neon lights advertising gone through the red light.

half-price ribs and cheap drinks.

As we curl in plastic beach chairs,

the talk drifts like smoke from the

cigarette resting on the railing below.
:We're back where we began,"

on Highway 1.

o S

JEREMY EPSTEIN  Baltimore, MD gy 31




‘focusing ..
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CHOKING CHIPMUNK

BETSY FRANZ

~Summit NJ

Jessica watched Jodie Lodge glare
down at her locker combination like a
hawk. Jodie was wearing her absurd fire
engine red parka, which reached down to
her knees and was bordered with reflect-
ing tape. A yellow bicycle helmet hung in
one hand. Ty .

Jessica pressed the sk1p on her
Discman and carefully avoided Jodie's
presence. Jodie Lodge was extraordinarily
ugly in profile. Staring at her too long
could give a person a headache. Her nose
was too big for the rest of her face, her
lips were obnoxiously small. And when
she opened her mouth...God.

L "Jefferson wanted ... ah ... um ...
amore ... UM ... UM ... an economy

. focused on farnung, some-
thing...uh...um.. somethmg American?
Not ... um ... uh ... not based. off
Europe's economy ... the ... the ... the
commercial economy, and Hamilton ‘want-
ed..." Usually Jessica's eyes were intense-
ly focused on the air in front of the black-

board during class. The longer Jodre

spoke, the more iired Jessica's.eyes -
became; they started drifting languidly to
catch Sara's gaze, and the two of them
couldn't help but start giggling. Sara'-sl eyes

‘had a hysterical light in them.,

- Jessica had liked playing with
Jodie in kindergarten. They would steal

‘each other's crayons and once worked

together to paint an Indian vest, made
from a ShopRite bag. The vest was some-
where in Jessica's basement, where she
and Jodie had once played with Jessica's
hermit crabs. On that day, they had -
opened some of Jessica's Christmas pres-
ents early, then wandered upstairs where
Jessica had pointed out a floor that was .
being redone with varnish. At-the time,
she just knew that she wasn't supposed to.
walk on it for a few weeks. But Jodie had
had an obsession with sliding on the floors
in her socks, and had tried to get past
Jessica to the specral floor. Jessica had
slapped Jodie away until she had retreated
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down the stairs, crying. She cried through
the rest of the afternoon while their mom-
mies chatted over coffee in the kitchen.

All through grade school, Jodie -
would look at Jessica expectantly until
Jessica reached over and messed up what-
ever creation Jodie had been working on. -
Jodie would never fail to start wailing for
attention. They had lost interest in each -
other in middle and high school..

~. She focused in on the air in front
of the wall as Jodie put a textbook in her
backpack, shuffled down the hallway,
paused fo buy a.candy bar from a vendmg
machine and tore the bar from the slot
before she left the building.

Soon after, Jessica's Discman start-
ed to pause.on its own. She tapped it and
shook it; it started and stopped again.
Eventually she squeezed it into her purse.

Lk

Jessica passed under a Mimosa
tree on the way to school the next day. -
She tripped over a piece of sidewalk that
was about half an inch higher than it
should have been. She tripped because she
was reaching up to grab a stalk of tiny
leaves that had not entirely opened from
closing the night before. She stumbled,
and her Discman started skipping.

She stopped and rubbed her toe,
then wiped the mud off of her hand.
Falling wasn't funny when there was no
one around to appreciated it.

Her friend Ashley walked up the
steps’ that morming and tripped, catching
herself with one hand on Jessica's forearm
and almost taking her down too. Sara, her

_other friend, chortled until Ashley tried to

right herself and took a second nose dive
onto the concrete. They all shrieked as

"Jessica helped Ashley up. They were still

giggling as they strode past the science -
classrooms. '

"Don't they have anything better to
laugh about?" Mr. Gottlieb muttered to
Ms. Broderick. |

“Look at this!" Ashley yelled, grin-

‘ning, displaying the little red pricks that

had materialized on her forearms.

M. Gottlieb liked to tell little sto-
ries about gravity and sound waves and
light; which all tended to end with the

boat..
his hand, and the swan's coming back

phrase "I guess you had to be there." A
question on water as a medium for radio
waves inspired a-story about two construc:
tion workers who had gone out in the mid-
dle of a lake to fix a fountain, and had
been attacked by two swans.

"So this guy stands up in the -
.stands up, has his two by four in

towards him like a missile...and by now
an entire crowd is watching on the side of
the lake...and he takes a swing at the

swan but completely misses him...falls
strarght into the lake."

Jessica had been gnnmng at this
point, because no one else was grinning.

"I'm not joking here!" Mr. Gottlieh
confirmed. "And he starts splashing
around, going 'l can't swim!" And this old
guy next to me is laughing, yelling "'Why'd
they send him out on lake if he couldn't

Sswim!""

"Was the swan okay?" someone ifl
the back of the class asked.
] "The swan was ﬁne"’ he said, get-

.-tingrhls first snicker out-of the class. "Ah

well, I guess you had to be there."

"T guess you had to be there,"
Jessica mocked after school as she
climbed into the backseat of Ashley's car
with Sara. v

"My side doesn't have a seat bell,’
Sara-said dryly as Ashley forced the stick
shift into reverse.

"Yeah...uh...that's a.problem,"
Ashley said, giving Sara a pitying look.
"Hold on," she said, and pressed lightly on
the gas. The car revved up suddenly and
slammed back across the parking lot.

- "DAMMIIT!" screamed Sara as her
torso.crashed against the driver's seat.

Jessica saw Sara's head contact
with the headrest and cringed for her.
"Sara? Sara?"

"I'm fine," Sara said, turning to
Jessica with her eyes crossed. "What?"
She watched Jessica's horrified look for a
split second before starting to laugh.

~ "You bitch!" Jessica screamed :nd
punched Sara in thé arm. They both

- screamed again as the car lurched for-
- ward, past a row of Sedans. -Sara stabi-
lized herself with her legs pressed against




the driver's seat and a death grip on the
plastic seat cushion that was absorbing
their body warmth. 7 _

They were dnvmg up a hill when
the chipmunk frantically sprmted across
the road, it's legs moving-absurdly fast.

Ashley yelled and tried to steet
around it, Sara screamed again as the car
shifted slightly out of the right lane. Then
they all twisted around to look out through
the rear windshield after the car had halted
‘and Sara fell back into her seat. The chip-
munk had become a barely visible inani-
mate lump on the middle of the road.

"Oh Jesus," Ashley said, dead—
panned. Jessica couldn't help but grin at
her tone of voice: Sara had seen her and -
grinned too. Her face had been twisted in
the strangest way; Jessica had grinned a
little more. Later, after traffic behind them
had caused them to park in a stranger's
driveway, they couldn't help but laugh.

“Sara did her dying chipmunk impression:
her eyebrows curled so they touched the”
top of her nose, her two front teeth stuck
out and she twisted her wrists frantically.

When the assembly was called the
next day, Jessica was sure that it was going
to be a public address about the dangers of
driving stick sﬁjft and that in the parking
‘lot it was necessary to drive 5 mph or
less.. '

| "What is it?" everyone was asking
Maria, sitting in the next row down, who
seemed to know was the assembly was
‘about, Maria was shaking her head and
glancing around to see who-was watching
o : , i

“"You'll flnd out," she said. "You'll

find out." :
_ "You think someone saw the chlp—
munk?" Sara said, talking loudly, in a way
that would soon become annoying. The
principal, the vice principal and the school
counselor walked into the middle of the
gym, standing on the red intertwined let-
ters PB.in the center of the basketball
court, ] |
= Jessica heard herself click her
tongue. "What's this look like?" she asked,
thinking back to the 9/11 assembly. Sara
and Ashley didn't hear her; Sara was ,mak—

ing a face that would be immortalized in
the yearbook as "dead chipmunk."-

. As Jessica waddled down the
bleachers twenty minutes later, moving
behind several breathing reeking masses,
she scanned the students for a flash of fire
engine red. She found a girl in a high -
blond ponytail in a red sweater, a tall nasal
girl with a red baby tee and a Chlcago

Bulls fan.

"What the hell ! she said to Sara
and Ashley, who didn't hear her. She
leaned in to them and said it again: "Guys,
what the hell just happened?"

"I have no clue," Sara said skepti--
cally. e
~ "Do you believe it?" Ashley asked.

Jessica shook her head. "No." She.
knew because she had seen Jodie the day
before yesterday. She had seen Jodie's
parka and helmet. She had been wearing a
helmet as she rode her bike, she didn't die.

7 "She choked," people were saying.

"She choked on her own spit." The eventu-

al consensus was that Jodie choked on the

KSplt that she kept in her cheeks for when -

she started to talk in class, and had to stop
and swallow.
"Did you see Carol crylng‘?"

Ashley asked.

: “Yeah o
Jessica was still looking around

and almost seeing Jodie. Her presence was.

tanglble even though, in Jessica's mind,
she had barely been alive enough in the
first place to die. '

Carol speed- swalked down the -
bleachers with a friend on either elbow; a
path managed to clear for her. Jessica
watched as they made a rapid path across
the court to the locker rooms. Her tears
seemed very expected. The only real
expression Jessica saw was Sara's, who,-at
that moment, made a death joke under her
breath, the light coming into her eyes.

WHAT THE COLLEGE
BOARD DIDN'T
THINK OF (OR JUST
THOUGHT IT WAS
FUNNY)

HANNAH LINCOLN

'Hiﬁgham, MA

A. I glance over the scantron, the matrix.

of little bubbles etched fully and darkly
‘with my #2 pencil. Not a single smudge

outside the light blue circle. What test am

1 taking? The Plan Test? What Plan? I'm

in tenth grade; I don't know what I'm
going to do with my life, and I doubt-a
piece of paper and a computer can tell me
that, either, no matter how much of a win-

ning team they are. Answer the following

questions to the best of your ability. How
will you know if I have? Fill in A for
"Yes," B for "No," and C for "Not Sure."-

Easy Enough. 1. Are you interested in

writing? It's not like I have a choice. I fill
in A, mainly because I see no benefit to
saying no, and "no sure" makes me sound

flaky. T've been told this test "doesn't

count," but that's BS. Everything counts.
Why else-would 1 be spending my
Saturday. morning in school? 78. Do you

like watching for forest fires? What the

hell kind of a question is that? I think
back to my PAST flashcards (yes, I did
study them in 10th grade), and how one
advised to "read between the lines," on
standardized tests, find out what they're
really saying. If that was the case, then B,
I don't want to be a park ranger. They

make five grand a year, according to my

dad - not enough to raise a family.
Sometlmes I think that all the scantrons

‘T've ever filled out should be filed away.

instead of graded. Then, after g'r'ad_uation,,
the College Board should take all our
scantrons and run them through a comput-
er, creating one master plan for each grad-

‘uate. The results will be like a code for

every college. BCDAAEC...will go.to
Harvard, while AEDAAEC... will attend
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Cal Tech, and so on and so forth. After all,
computers have good judgment. Very
good judgment.

B. My parents are the kind who give their

kids-a Word Box for their fourth birthday.
They'll whip out a flashcard with the word
"THE" written in big bubbly handwriting,
as if our toddler eyes were blind. We'll
‘mutter syllables and muffled sounds and
wait to hear the "almost. . .yes, that's it..
And then blurt out "I don't know!" and

burst into frustrated tears. They start earli- B

er every year. Just last Christmas my -
three-year-old cousin got "Hooked on
Phonies for a First Grader." If my aunt
-and uncle had ‘any idea what a proportion
meant (I.e. don't give a three- -year-old a -
seven-year-old's homework), maybe they
wouldn't have to start "educating” their
kid so early.

C.In ninth grade gym, Alix Parker pulied
a Mr. Bubbles shirt over her half-naked -
top as we changed out of our- sweaty gym
¢lothes. "Nice shirt," Carolyn commented.
"Thanks," she smoothed out the wrinkles
on the foamy sponge, "Mary Whitmore
‘was wearing a shirt like this the other day,
and I wanted to ask what she was doing,
‘cuz this shirt's not supposed to be for.peo-
ple like her." People like her. Wanna-be is
what she meant. According to Alix, Mr.-
Bubbles shirts are only suitable for so-
called "punks" to wear. Otherwise, you're
trying too hard. T want to tell her that a
purnk is, by definition, someone who.is _
accepting of all types of people, punk or
prep. It's why they dress differently and
act spontaneously -to prove that they can
‘be themselves and it's OK. I want to tell
her she's no where near being a punk, and
to stop posing. Too bad that's not on the
SAT's.

‘D. "It's a slow wedding process;" my dad

-explains over spaghetti, "they weed out

“the dumb kids and move them down a
level and call it 'upper standard' so they
aren't discouraged. The smart kids stay in-
the advanced track, and those are the peo-
ple who are going to go to-college. You
know what that's hke you got moved:

34

27. The ~

S AN s

down a level in math this year. Now any
chance you had for an Ivy League school
is out the door." Weeding. Kind of like

‘what I.do every spring and-summer. I dare

not calculate how many hours (or better '

yet, weeks) I've spent on my hands and

knees, pulling up the "unacceptable
plants" so that the beautiful Kentucky
Blue Grass can grow and my mom's with-
ering flowers have a chance at life - kind
of like how I don't havé a chance at an Ivy
League. Tt started at age five, when we
first moved into a house with half-an-acre
of crabgrass (a type of weed that looks

like grass only with slightly thicker and
_coarser blades) and several gardens. My
" arms and legs were pudgy and soft back

then. Now they're tough as chain mail and.
tan as potatoes. "Get 'em by the roots, oth-
erwise they'll grow back," my dad advises.
When the wheelbarrow's full, my three -

_siblings and I do rock-paper-scissors to |
- see who has to take care of it. My oldest
_sister loses, but since I'm the smallest they

make me cart it across the street to the
woods behmd Derby Academy, to dump
the weeds down a hill and let them
decompose and never be seen again.

teacher gave candy to the
students who had studied

benevolent : proudly .
magnanimous : ardently
vehement : plaintively
effluent : coarsely
judicious : vivaciously

E. What's this section called, Reading and

Writing? Well reading implies that I am

_ analyzmg and interpreting a passage, writ-

ing implies that T am answering a question
in a well-though-out response. What a

‘magnanimous teacher and her ardent stu-

dents have to do with that, I'm not so sure.

-I wish they collected the answer booklets,
because I wrote the SAT board a Little note .

next to this question. Oh no, T've messed
up my pacmg and wasted thirty seconds.
Better keep going.

..A. It took Thomas Edison ninety-seven
 tries before he perfected the light bulb.

That's what I told my physics teacher as
she. 1mpat1ently held out her hand for me

‘to I gave her my exam. I told her I-needed.

more time, that | could finish, and that T .
_]ust had to get an A so- that my final aver-
age would be a B-, not 4 dreaded C+.
"Well if you knew the material better, you
wouldn't be taking so Iong,“ she said,
briskly drawing my paper away. I still had
to answer the question about the dimen- -
sions of a bubble, but it didn't matter. T
didn't know it anyway. I made sure, a few
days later to disconnect her lights so that
she would have to teach in the dark. That's

-what life would be like, if Thomas Edlson

had béen her student

B. It's the SAT II retakes, fall of my senior
year. I thought I'd be done with these long
ago, but apparently a 730 on American
History is "no good." I pause at question

9, What is your ethmczty ? 1 am tempted to
put C. Pacific Islander instead of F. White.

It's as if the word is a curse, and they had

to say "white" instead of "Caucasian,”

because they knew they could get away
with it. I.go toan all-black church in
Boston, where the singing is vivacious
and the sermons are hours long. Maybe I
should add that as a side note - that even
though my skin pigmentation is Lighter
than a "mmenty s," I've stood in a circle
holding hands with seventy-flve black
people in the rehgmusly decorated gym of,
an elementary school, which is more than
some Pacific Islanders i know can say.

LN The summer I turned twelve, my
favorite thing to do (and still one of
them), was jump'in the pool at night with
the underwater light on. Along with my
best friend Kayt, I would press goggles to
my eyes, look down, and jump backwards
off the diving board. A swarm of electric-
blue bubbles would pelt my goggles and

‘blind my vision, so. that all I could see

were dozens of little spheres of air. For an
instant I would become a column of bub-.
bles, the epicenter of an underwater vol- -

canic explosion. They tickled my-skin and

_then drifted peaceably toward the surface

where their short lives were snuffed out, 1
would jump in again and again until I




shivered uncontrollably and my lips
‘turned blue: The thousands of bubbles
were just too much fun. -

D. The answer to #32 was either B or C,
-but other than.that I had no idea. I scrib--
bled in ¢ircle C, so that the last four .
answers spelled out ACDC, my brother's
favorite band. There's bound to be some-
‘thing lucky in that. Number 32 was just as
hard. I picked C again - it was a common
answer. Not so for 33, because then there
were just too many Cs. 1 wonder which
school's code was all C's on this test®
Maybe NYU... that wouldn't be so bad,
that's where Mary Kate and Ashley go.
What am [ talking about? NYU's a great
school, which surely had some complex
motley of letters, and why am I wasting
my time thinking of an essay for the con-
test that the sign on the bulletin board's
advertising? I could be on #45 by now,
half—way to Stlyanford.

GAIL
CHIARA D1 LELLO
New York, NY

Fall is.a good time to start things.
There's something in the air that makes
me want to get outside and do something,
‘to let that not unkind chill steal into my
fingers and spark me awake. Come - ,
autumn, everyone starts into a run with
winter on their heels, with swirls of leaves
whispering after them, "hurry..hurry."
' I've grown to love New York C1ty S
Central Park over the years. I belong
there, far more than Ieverdidin .
Greenwich Village where you either’
exhale hash smoke or twentieth century
philosophy, or the East Village with its
brewing proletariat revolutions. Central
Park is still genuine New York, without
that sense of living on the edge of a cliff.
I've had enough of living in free fall.
Maybe that's because I've finally learned
about gravity.

I'm thirty-four years old wh1ch
makes my father sixty-eight. Its an odd
‘sort of symmetry I stand at this particular
point in my life, looking as if into a mir-

ror, with the unsettling ability to see what
is next to come. My father sits weighing
my life against his, trying in his solidarity

to reassure himself that his years were bet-

ter spent.
' My father is like a revisionist his-

: tory text. No matter how many doors get

slammed in his face, how many shouting
fights in which he backed down first, he

still remembers himself as the victor. He
has always carried himself with a dignity

“and quiet supremacy that one would think

has never been challenged. It's an effective
guise. It's impossible to look at him and

imagine he ever suffered from the mortal
ills-of indignity, embarrassment, or falli-
bility. Publicly, that is my father's obses-
‘sion:. the appearance of grace. And, true to

himself, just as with everything else in his
life, he is aging with grace. I can't help but

‘think, though, that I pity him now more -

than ever. | pity the fatt that he doesn't

have my mother anymore. I can just imag-
ine them strolling through the park togeth-
er, not doing anything as truly "old" as

feeling the pigeons-but maybe walking a

dog. My mother could have convinced my
father to get a dog. I've always wanted to
own a nice, solid, slightly shaggy dog,
with a human name like George or Steve.
It's easier to converse with them that way.
We'd take walks in Central Park and have
lengthy discourses, some on human topics,
some canine.

‘Nowadays my favorite spot in the
park is on the west side, just inside the
eighty first street entrance. It's right across
from the American Museum of Natural
History. There's a playground there that I
always pass by, whether walking or bik- -
ing. Sometimes 111 sit on a bench across
the path from it and listen to the creaking
swings, sereamjng children, the raucous
laughter of nannies and mothers sitting on
the benches. Despite the mixed tones of

‘the memories I associate with it, the play-

ground remains in my mind as a trily
pleasant, almost mystical place. It's got
character, and it's held on to the charm

that so-many of my childhood memories
have lost. That, I bet, is all thanks to Gail.

Gail is the essence of possibility, -
the idea that something could be. She's the

"why not" that so many people never
think to explore. She's the rhythm of skip-
ping-sometimes easygoing and regular,
sometimes faltering and full of the scud-

ding of rubber heels against the sidewalk.

Sometimes, Gail is downright odd. Others,
she is simply beautiful. She also tends to -
make me wax poetic; which is one of the
particular reasons why I love my dear lit-

“tle sister..

Autumns, in particular, make me
think of Gail. Thoughts of her go with met
throughout the city, following me like the
yellow and red leaves that swirl around
my ankles in the gusts. The season lets me
act more like her, and think more like her.
I feel younger less weary, less complicat-
ed. Which means, really, that I've come
full circle.

~ Ten years ago, I graduated from
college. Boston Univers'ity, class of 2004.
The official reception was pleasant and
perfunctory, with a single glass of cham-

- pagne to last through all of the toasts. All

the guys kept their tiés on, just to put on -

_the good show. Tt hadn't really set in yet:

we had stepped off of the mainland. There

‘was no more formula to follow, We were

all far too relieved to entertain those
thoughts, or the trepldatlon that came with
them. Instead we were in awe of the grand
hall, we made off color jokes about the
professors in the myriad portraits-and, of
course, stuffed ourselves with every edible
in sight.*Dinner was delicious; my best
friend Greg, in his gusto, managed to get a
large glob of sauce on his shirt, and was
the laughing stock of our table.

_ Throughout the meal, desplte _
Greg s antics, I found myself thinking

-about seeing my. famﬂy earlier that day. |

thought of my father and bristled. He had

‘brought-out his new girlfriend along to the

graduation whom I'd never heard about
before, let alone met. She was a thirty
somethi8ng named Julianne, and was
more than enough reason for me avoid
speaking with-them for too long. T won-
dered why my father had suddenly taken
the road of dating young. I couldn't see
what in the world he could possibly want

with a woman who, half the time, "

responded to my explanations of my '
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courses and student life with blank eyes

and breathy, monosyllabic acknowledge-
ments. I-had succeeded in avoiding their
company by taking a walk with Gail.

I still found myself amused and
somewhat perplexed by seeing my little
sister eatlier that day. I was the"m_ost taken
aback when she greeted me as "Uncle,"
and insisted upon using the name for the
entire day. I supposed it was an undet-
standable term, given our age difference
of eighteen years. At first, regarded me
with the characteristic reticence of a five
year old'in a new environment. She clung

tightly to handfuls of her sea-green skirt

and start widely at everything with her’
blue eyes. She found her bearings quickly,
however and began sklppmg ahead of me
across the lawns.

We climbed the sta:lrs to the hlsto—

Ty bulldlng, and I'hefted open the tall,

thick wooden door. Inside, the polished
main stair curved up and to the right. Gail

rain to the foot of the stairs to ook up into

the yellow light of the upper floors, then
whipped her head in either direction to -

_examine the hallways.

"Uncle, where is the bathroom?" 1
pointed to the right. "Good." She took off
at a jog, letting one hand skim over the
wall panels, doorways, and bulletin
boards. k % v

" "Right here, Gail. She had passed
the door marked "Women," her attention
focused instead on the eiid of the hall. In
the middle, mounted halfway up the wall,
was a reproduction of a 19th century '
painting. It depicted a man-and a woman

running down a forest path, away from a

storm. The woman wore a dress of gauzy
white fabric that served both to show off
the painter's skill at rendering transparent
substances, and also to display her
nymph-like nude body. She held a cloak
above her head to fend off the first drops

of rain. Gail had stopped in the center of

the hallway and was staring up at the
paining.

"Isn'tit pretty‘?“ Wstood behind, my
hands in my pockets. She didn't answer,

‘but her small frame seeméd to rad1ate :

intense concentration. I smiled to myself,
nothing that she almost resembled a com-
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puter hard drive, processing away. The
gears were turning. The hum of the fluo-
rescent lights echoed in the strange, but .
not uncomfortable silence as she contin-
ued to take in the painting.

"She knows. She's afrald " said
Gail quietly.

"Yeah. The storm's commg, and
she doesn't want to get wet." Gail shook:
her head. .

"She's afraid of them. They're .

chasing her, and she knows." Gail nodded

sagely. Then her face broke into a grin and
she ran to the bathroom door. After she
had disappeared inside; I stared up at the
woman, the whites of her eyes showing. 1
had looked at that painting for the better
part of four years, but for the first time T
saw that Gail was right. There was some-

thing much deeper and stronger in her

eyes than I had noticed before, far more
than just a desired toescape the rain. The
forest behind her wasn't just dark to con-
trast her pale face-there was somethmg
sinister in the boughs over her head, and a
sliver of fear behind her eyes.

"Finished, Uncle." Gail emerged
from the bathroom and we joined hands-
again for the walk back across the quad,

‘The next morning Greg and I woke
up early to clean, pack, and say our good—
byes. By midday, despite forgotten items,
false starts, and a good amount of heavmg
and shoving to get everything to fit in the
back seat, we3 were on our way. Greg
promptly put on his favorite mix CD and
tapped the steering wheel in time with the
guitars, We talked about New York City in
the summertime. Greg wanted to check
out Jones Beach and free concerts in
Central Park. I vowed to make him take a
look at the various museums, which had. -
held a certain appeal for me from an early
age. The only one that truly seemed to
spark Greg's interest was the Museum of
Sex, a relatively recent addition that I had-
n't yet explored.

"Where does your dad live? Didn't

he move since you started school?"

n No he has the old house. That's
in Manhattan, on Central Park West. My

‘mom bought an apartment on the east

side." I said, with only a little bitterness in

“my voice, "Her settlement from the

divorce was gigantic.”

"Wow, you mean the east side of
the river?" I laughed. ST

_ "No, the east side of Central Park,

Greg. You're gonna have to keep quiet for
a little while, I think, just so people don't
realize right away that you're from the
back country."

"Hey, I resent that!" he sa1d n -
mock indignation. He launched into a
thick southern accent. "Just because we go
out every Saturday back home to shoot
them squirrels.and them injuns don't mean
we ain't civilized." T'd never been to his
hometown, somewhere in Connecticut, but
he'd described it to me as small, narrow-
minded, and far too much green for his
taste. Greg peered over the steering wheel
to check an exit sign, speaking with half
his attention on me. "But seriously, man, I

“felt like that place uncivilized. That's

where people don't do anything on
Saturday nights but blow brain.celis on

-whatever foreign substance they can get

their hands on. And when they got their
driver's hcenses god it was a holy ter-
ror."

"Such disdain coming from Bun's
biggest party man?" ‘

- "But you know me, I don't get
carted away in ambulances after'vodka
chugging contests. People didn't know me
because 1 got completely smashed and
went streaking through the quad with a
pink feather boa around my neck." I raised
my eyebrows at him. He took his eyes of
the road long enough to meet mine and
burst out laughing. "I mean it, Eddie:
Most of the kids from my town went to
community college, or straight to busing
tables. College meant I finally had room
to think; and make friends who, for the
most part," here he shot me a look, "aren't
idiots"/ _

- I feigned nonchalance. "Yeah, I
know what you mean. I finally found
some friends who for the most part, aren't
dorks £

“Now what happencd to keepmg
my 1nner dork a secret‘? You promised
you'd never tell!" I just smiled and stared
out ahead of the car, thinking of the trump




TOGETHER

Kai Larson
Charlottesville, VA

Me in my pea coat

Lapels turned up around my neck
Walis like a fortress around my face
Bricks pass beneath our feet

They are moving

We are standing still

Among the first erratic flakes
‘Tripping around corners in the sky and
Twisting towards us like

Stars falling

I leap to catch one on the tip of my nose
And you watch '
With your hand sin your pockets

And that smile on your face

The cold bites too hard

For our hands to risk sliding out

Of the pocket caves and clasp together
‘Too cold to form a connection
Holding close ‘

“As though one of us nnght go
Covered in silence and snowflakes.

card I held.

"Oh, don't worry, I won't tell-any-
one about you reading Guy de Maupassant
in French the day I met you in the
library."

"Jeez, Ed, how do you remember

“this stuff?" That was four years ago, and
you remember what I was reading."

"Are you kidding?" I countered,
"I've had to stop talking about the stuff |
remember from high school art class. It
freaks people out too much." Greg shook
his head, squinting at me before turning
back to the road.

"Idiot," he muttered through a
smirk. '

We pulled up in front of my
father's building on 80th street just about
at dinnertime. Greg staréd across the busy
two-lane street at the Natural History
Museum. The sidewalks were crowded
with streams of people in shorts and:sun-
glasses. Greg took it all in with the air of a
congqueror, and also, that ofakidina
candy store. It-was not like his attitude

whenever he entered a party..

I didn't feel any apprehension
about being home until I knocked on the
apartment door, when I was suddenly
filled with fervent hope that Julianne was
not inside my house. My dad had acted so
differently at graduation, in a way that
grated my nerves more than a little, and I

‘had a feeling that it was for Julianne's .

benefit. -

_ My wish was not to be. The door
swung open to reveal good old Jula, a
glass of seltzer in her hand. This time, she
was wearing a short pink skort (at least, I
hoped it was a skort) and a tank top that
showed off her salon tan to less than
desirable effect. She'd had her roots done’
since T last saw her, making her bruleed
skin darker than her bleached and high-

-11ghted coif,

"Hiii!" She drew out her vowels,

- ,suddenly making me feel like a five year
-old of questionable intelligence, being

talked down to by a consternating bud
indulgent adult. Julianne stuck out of her
hand, a silver chain linked bracelet with a
heart shaped charm danghng fromit. 1
shook her hand.

"Hi, Julianne. Uh.... is my father
home?" She made me reluctant to-step”
past her, but before I could test my wel-
come by moving further into._the house, T
heard the pad of footsteps on the wood
floors and Gail came barging into the
foyer. 7

' "Hello-hello; hello-hello, hello-lo-
lo-lo-lo!" Her words followed a tune that I

didn't recognize, and she matched her syl-

lables to the rhythm of her skipping, mak-
ing a tnumphant landing in front of -
Julianne with the last "fo! Oh, it's you
Uncle!" Gail smiled and waved us into
the living room. I put down my suitcase,
and moved toward the brown leather
couch here Gail had taken a seat. I
stopped, however, when Julianne cleared
her throat.

"Can I get you anything Ed, or...?"
she stared expectantly at Greg. I longed to
reply in the same high, stretched and con-
descending tone she used on me.

Gail stood up on the couch, bounc-
ing from one foot to the other. "Uncle,

Uncle, come see your room! She clam-
bered over the armrest of the couch and
scampered toward the back of the apart-

‘ment, pausing in the doorway to the living

room. "Come, Uncle! Do you forget
where your roomn is?" !

I smiled and shouldered my bags
once again. Jula took her opportunity to
disappear towards the kitchen, her heels
clackmg harshly against the floor. -

- We proceeded down the hallway,
and Gail opened the first door on the left
to show Greg the guest room. It had been
a game room of sorts when I was little. -
Now it was equipped with a sofa bed, the
second best television in the house, and |
the bookshelves. All my other C_hlldhOOd

things had been thrown away or sold. Yet

the toys I assumed a little girl like Gail.
might own-dolls, coloring books, dress up

 clothing-hadn't taken their places. In fact,
‘I realized, what I'd seen of the house so

far hardly showed any evidence of my sis-
ter's existence. Gail seemed like a visitor,
with her suitcases perpetually- half packed
in a room that wasn't hers. She had no
possessmns, fio imprint in the house. It
made sense, in a way;-her personality. did-
n't seem to belong either.

I continued down the hall and -
straight into my room. it was a strange
feeling, to enter a place that was so famil-
iar, yet now so sporadically inhabited that
it seemed foreign. My room would have,

‘by necessity, piles of books on either end

of the desk, clothing pretty much all over
an unmade bed. This room was clean,
organized and completely static. The pale
blue walls were bare of my favorite poster
and prints, which had followed me to
B.U> when [ installed myself in my first
dorm room. The metal frame twin bed was
covered with a dark blue fleece blanket
and a symmetrical arrangement of pillows

that I would never have thought to both

with. Dust motes floated in the sunlight in
front of the window. I sighed.

The next morning Greg slept
through our seven o'clock-alarm in an
amazing show of obstinance followed by
physical resistance. Laughing at his deter-
mination to sleep, T went to the kitchen
and hoped that I might bait him out of bed
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with food. Gail sat at the kitchen and

‘hoped that T might bait him out of bed

with food. Gail sat the kitchen table, her

knees tucked under her in the high backed

chair, munching-a green apple.
"Good morning Uncle," she said

between bits.

"Good morning, Gail," T'replied,
reaching for the fridge: "How long have

.you been up? It's been very quiet.”

"I have to be quiet, so Daddy can
sleep. But I like being awake before it
gets too noisy and they're all scared away
for the daytime."

. I was about to ask who gets scared
away, but my-father entered the kitchen,
fully dressed and carrying his briefcase.
"Hello Ed, Gail." =~

: "Mormng, dad 4 Ga11 waved,

7chew1ng away.

: "I'm meeting Julianne for a nice
breakfast near the office," he said quickly,
"T'll see you tonight, Gail." He moved into
the foyer to retrieve his jacket from the:
closet, then the door closed and he was
gone. Standmg at the fridge door; the -
orange juice carton in my hand, 1looked
at Gail, who appeared entirely nonplused
at her father's truncated entrance and exit.

"Would you like some juice,
Gail?" She shook her head. -~
"Can I have some toast, please?"
"Sure." I set down the carton-and-

‘operied the fridge again in search of toast

supplies. "I like mine with peanut butter.

‘How about you‘?“

- "Apple jelly. " She turned her apple
a few degrees to expose an unbitten spot
holding it'in both hands.

" Apples must be your favorite."

She nodded. Just then Greg, having appar-

ently decided that if sleep could not be
had, food would do, came padding into
the kitchen, his eyes half open. He
yawned and stretched, moving to sit down
opposite Gail at the table, =~

"Good morning to you too,

Greggie. So, what do you like on your

toast?" ni=al
"Mmmmmmmmm." He put his

._-he.ad down on the table. Gail reached over

and patted the crowns of his head, proba-
bly getting some apple juice in his hair.
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"So, Gail when does school start?"
I had promised my father T would take
Gail to school.

"Nine o'clock," she ’said, clacking

her consonants

"Well, we'll have to leave soon."
Greg groaned in protest. "Dude, its okay,'

-you can stay here if you want." I langhed
at his sigh of relief, ‘

"We left the building with a good
half hour to spare, and only a very short
walk to school, so I offered to take Gail

_over to the museum steps. As we walked
‘she wove her away in and out of the
‘benches and trees, sometimes stopping

right next to one of the trunks and lookmg
up at the foliage. Then she put an ear to

' the trunk, paused:for a few seconds,

smiled gleefully and skipped off toward
the next tree. I wandered what game it -
was she was playing, but she didn't offer:
any explanation. We jogged up the muse-
um steps and came to a stop in front of the
large bronze statue of a man on a horse. I
began to circle it in search of a plaque to
read."

"Hey there!" 1 quickly looked to -
see who had spoken, and whom they had
addressed. The voice was raspy with old
age and possibly smoking, with an accent
I couldn't place. .

"Hi!" I heard Gail reply. I moved -
to the far side of the statue. Sitting against
the stone pedestal was an old manina

ratty coat and ripped, stained jeans. He
wore a gray ski cap on his head that most-
ly obscured his fiizzy dark hair. He proba-
bly wasn't more than fifty, but the skin
under his eyes drooped into deep bags that

‘made his eyes difficult to see, blending

together chocolate colored checks with
irises of the same color. A sheet was

_spread out in front of him with figurines
~on it. I looked closer and saw that they -

were all made of silver wire. He held a
spool of it in his hands as he smiled
toothily at Gail.

"So, what can I make for you
today? Anything in mind?"

~ "That's okay, Nathamel What are
you making?"

He held up the spool of wire, that
had already been woven into the likeness
of a plumed tail‘and two hoofed hind legs.
"Probably another horse. I'll try not to
make it as spindly as the last one.”

| 1 cleared my throat and put an arm
around Gail's shoulders. "Excuse me, but,

‘who are you?" As far I could see,

Nathaniel had spent the night at the foot
of the statue, and I couldn't imagine how

~Gail had come to be on first name basis-
‘with a bum.

"The first name's Nathaniel, god
took the last one." He held out his hand
and I tentatively bent down a little and
shook it. i

" "Nathaniel. Nice to.meet you, I'm

HOW TO CLOSE YOUR EYES

DIANA SHEN'
Astoria, NY

i slipped out of this tight skin this morning

and walked across the street where my neighbor
had burned old war mémentos on his lawn,
secrets dissolved in air like ash his grass

felt cool under my feet; we were looking

at the same green death, and then our eyes met.
my mother screamed from inside and glass was
dropped but neither of us could move, because
it was the beautlful kind of moming |

where you heard cnckets and didn't mind since
they were singing for you and the hollow

place inside you. so i let my neighbor's

dog cleanse me with his saliva. the sun

will suck me dry, i thought, and i waited.




Ed, Gail's brother." Gail, as if remember-

ing my presence, offered some explana-
tion of her acquaintance

~ "Nathaniel works all over the city,
he makes pretty things for everyone." She
sat on the edge of his blanket and began
patting the nose a completed foot long
likeness of a seated cat. She inclined her
head toward the work i in progress in her
friend's hands. )

"That tail doesn't look like a horse
tail, Nathaniel." Gail stood and moved
closer, squatting in front of this strange;
dirty wisp of a man.

_ "Is that so?" Nathaniel smiled at~
Gail. "Then tell me, my little Gail, what
should it be?" They locked eyes and Gail
gave a conspiratorial smile.

"I think it should be a unicorn. Or
‘a centaur." - She rocked back on her heels,
expectantly. But Nathaniel didn't reply, he
continued twisting the wire.

. "Where do you live, Nathamel'?"
He smiled slightly at me, his eyes opening
as if he would speak to me with them
instead of his mouth. I saw the yellowed
whites of his eyes.” =~ TS

"I," he said, pausing as if for the-
atrical effect, "live in New York City. The
‘whole city." Abruptly he returned to his
spool and half created creature. He contin-
ued twisting, bending, shaping like an
ancient idea of a god making man from
mud. But Nathaniel was a maker of ani-
mals, and he worked in a far finer material
than the bygone creators.’ :

1 peered at his pieces: some horses
in various poses, a cat, a bird with its -
wings outstretched, and several creatures
that seemed to mix the semblance of one
animal with the essence of a natural ele-
ment. A bird melted into tongues and
plumes of flame, a rearing horse melted
its powerful flanks into a river tide. I .

"looked at Nathaniel's eyes again, watching
his work, and marveled at the thoughts I
seemed to see spinning behind the dark

irises. Gail was playing with a scrap p1ece '

-of wire, but had only succeeded at serm- ‘
circle of sorts. )
His gaze had shifted to me. I met
his eyes, still unsure what to make of him.
Nathaniel sighed. "All right, time to get

herse_lf.

.going. Day's already on its merry way."

"Where are you going today?"
asked Gail as she watched him pack his
figunnes into boxes and bags, rolling up
his sheet full of silver creatures.

"Anywhere," he said with a smile

that seemed somewhat sad. "But I'll see
you spoon.”

"Yes, Nathamel soon."

"Good. And you remember, now-"
Gail nodded excitedly. I stood by, immo-
bilized by the mystery and gravity of their
exchange. Yet I was completely outside it,
the morning light creating a yellow gold
sphere around my sister and her strange
mentor, dividing, separating, yet making
all the resulting spheres chime with an
ethereal harmony. My ears were ringing.

" Nathaniel hefted up his bag and his
sheet, straightened his cap with a free
hand, and started down the museum steps.
Gail watched him go. When he reached
the sidewalk he turned and waved. Gail
waved back, then started down the steps

"Come, Uncle! Are we late for
school?" I checked my watch.

"Not quite. Let's go, we'll make it
in time." I reached for her hand agam and
we descended the steps.

- We went to see Nathaniel in the :
mornings. Eventually, 1 didn't even bother

“to see that Greg opened an eye before we
left. Gail and I sometimes made breakfasts

of apples, cereal, or scrambled eggs, or

‘bought juice.and bagels at a nearby coffee
.shop. Over the course of ]llSt a few days I

saw Nathaniel complete a figure of a rear-
ing stallion, saw him carefully construct
the mane and tail to balance out the kick-
ing forelegs and tossing head. He never
answered my questions about his back-
ground or his life directly, though he
seemed much more welcome to Gail's

“simple inquiries after his next project of
‘his choice of pose or subject. She asked
“him one morning why he didn't sculpt ﬁg-
- ‘ures of humans.

> "People don't wanit their spmts put

' "'1nt0 things. They don't want them out in

the open. Sometimes they act like they
don't even have one, as if they could be all

that skin and blood ‘and not a thing

inside." |
- "I have-a spirit," said Gail defiantly.
- "I know, honey. I know because

-you let it show." He smiled at me, and for

a moment we shared a knowing glance,
each of us aware of just how much spirit
Gail had. I was quickly learning of the
excitement and intrigue Gail's company
bought me, as well as her quirks and her

defining attributes, but this all seemed, to

Nathaniel, to be a knowledge as old as
that of his art. '

' _"Nathaniel, how long have you
known Gail? And how did you meet?" He
smiled at me, which relieved me. I had
asked the question feating he would take

- offense.

"Feels like always, doesn't it,
Ga11‘7" She nodded quietly, still thmkmg
about spirits. "Nah, Gail and me, I'd say
we met last September. Right before she

-started school."

"How long have you been here‘? In

.New York, I mean." This time Nathan_lel

sighed. ; _
 "Feels like always."

In the beginning of June no one
had yet bought the rearing stallion figure,
so I asked Nathaniel how much he wanted

for it.

"] usually make them special,-this
one I made just because business was
slow, What do you want me to make you?
I'll charge you twenty-five."-

"Is that the rate you give every-.
one?" I raised my eyebrows at him.
"Nathaniel...how do you eat?" I regretted

‘my question as soon as I asked it. I was-in

awe of how he could be so humbled about
such beautiful pieces. I had never. before
broached the subject of his poverty or
homelessness. He only bristled a little.

' "God provides,.and T eat." He
shrugged. "But you know how it is, some-
times there's a little less provided." He-
paused for a moment to work a twist into
his current project. "I've got enough. Don't
you start looking at me like that, boy." |

~ This was the first time he'd ever ..
talked down to me, even.mildly, so I
resolved to steer clear of the subject. But - .
before I could say anything to shift back
to a more comfortable topic, Nathaniel
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continued to speak.”

. "I may not have a home, but I've
~ got a church. It's uptown, real small con-
" gregation. They give me food or anight's
bed when I'm-n a pinch. Real good peo-
ple, I tell you what." He smiled almost
wistfully at his hands, ever twisting and
shaping, gently but confidently, gu1_d1ng
his creation into.being, "Oh, that's all the
home.I need.™

~ About. halfway through June, dur-
ing Gaﬂ's last week of school, I returned
home to find Greg sitting at the kitchen:
table and looking morose. We'd been out
late at a club the night befo_re_ so I figured-
his long looks were just fatigue and possi-
bility a hangover. He sat staring at his ‘
glass of orange juice, his elbows o‘n_the
table, his shoulders slumpecl 2
". . . "Hey, sleeping beauty. Want me to.
get you some Advil? You look like hell." .
He turned as if I had startled him out a
daydream :
“What’? No, Im not hung aver."

"Oh? Then why the face?"

'T called my mom when I got up,
just to say hello." . .

"She must have been- glad to hear
from you. Although I do-hope you left out
that blonde from last night.". B el

He laughed weakly. “Yeah she S

‘not too_happy-with me right now. My
mom, not the blonde.” He rubbed his eyes,
then ran a hand through his hair. "T told
her how your dad isletting me stay, and -
she got really mad.

"Why?. Does she want you to come.

home?" .-

;doesn t want me to stay here." He looked
at me dolefully. "I'm just sitting-on my
ass, she says, living off of you and your
dad." I was silent: He knew I didn't mind,
that it didn't matter to, my. dad T lns was
about him, not me.

"T know- I'm welcome and all but I
should rea]ly start- lookmg for a job," he-
sa1d bitterly.. . (.. .

| - "T'll-help you," .1 sa1d qmckly 1
"Don't worry. about it. If that's what you:
want, you'll be-on a payroll before July."

~Speculation about Greg's employ-
ment possibilities-became the __Choi'ce topic
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"No “-he sa1d w1th a s1gh “ She Just..,,

of our idle conversations. We'd walk over
to Broadway to pick up some groceries, .
all the while debating over whether it
would be worth it to be a supermarket .
cashier. We'd get coffee in the afternoon.
and cons1der the perks of making lattes

““and cappuccinos. all day. Yet through it all
Greg was depressed and sometimes angry.

He grated under the prospect ‘of a desk
job, or some mindless task that would, as
he put it, deep fry his brain and put it

through a shredder without one chance for
" him to use it. I didn't blame him for want- -

ing to make money. off of something he’
enjoyed or was good at, but I.too began to

feel discouraged when our efforts contin-" .

ued to be fruitless. iy :

One afternoon, we took the traln to
Un1on Square and walked down to St..
Mark's Place. I wanted totake Greg to a.
few of the used CD stores along that one
crazy, bohem1an punked out block and
give him a chance to experience the -

‘famous Belgian fries restaurant, Pommes’

Frites, on Second Avenue We opted for
food first..
" Pommes Frltes which 1 usually

just called the Fry Place, was:a tiny store- -

front-no more than fifteen feet wide or so.
The inside extended back in a long, nar-

row-eating area with Iow lighting and lots -

of thick, dark wooden tables and chairs. A
chalkboard behind the counter listed about
three dozen different toppings for the
fries. The fries themselves bubbled to
crispy golden brown in several deep. fryers
along the wall. All the basics were avail-
able for free-ketchup, mayonnaise, vine-
gar- but an extra couple of bucks allowed

" customs to sample garlic mayonnaise,

peanut sauce, honey mustard , salsa, and
another two dozen toppings w1th their .
fries. Greg gaped at the blackboard wh1le ‘
T ordered for us. ;
“I’ll have a large cone w1th three .-

sauces. Greg, what's your fancy‘?“

- "Good god, I'm. supposed to
choose‘l“ ,
"Well then let's go w1th Dl_]OIl
mustard, sun dned tomato mayonnaise,
d no .
o "Oh!,lalapeno sauce!"'_ He,_g_rinned._
"I'm all over the hot and spicy." We

opinions writing."

moved to the back and waited for our

_order There was no: air conditioning, just

a weary fan hummmg and ratthng in one
corner. The air was heavy, but not uncom-
fortably 50, and scented. with. the aroma of
the fries and spices. We sat down and
made quick work of the fries.,

"Yeah, thats it," Greg said, chew-
ing and staring toward the front of the
store. "I'd work here, deﬁmtely " He Thid
smiled. "And I'd eat fries for lunch every
smgle day." |

| "That is, of course, until you geta

massive heart attack.” _ >yl 2

"Yeah, there's that..." he said with
a laugh. "Okay, so do you want to go for a

g run tomorrow?" He looked at the now .
‘almost empty cone. "A very long run"" 1

laughed. . 5
Greg paused a moment then

‘sighed. "Man, I'm plcky Too picky." He-

took another few fries and swirled them
thoughtfully in the mayonnaise. "] say it
would be great to work here, and L mean
it, but then I can't stop saying to myself,

‘yuck, you'd be covered in grease and

sweat all day". I need to suck it up."
"But once you ﬁnd somethmg that -
really fits, you'll enjoy all aspects of it,

- and you can stick with it. It'll stress you

out, sure, but in good ways, and in chal-
lenging ways. That guy behind the counter
is probably-a student, and a sharp one, -
t0o, but T don't think he gets much nour-
ishment out of that work." I realized my
double entendre and added "Except the
calories." .
~ "You're probably right. So what T
need to think of are the th1ngs that make
me feel...fulfilled, I guess.” A smile came

to his face. "Like hanging out on the roof
'the way we used to." I smiled back at him.

"Yeah, there's nothmg like a mid-

~ night. philosophy discussion, or debating . .

some juniors about politics or music. And
then, of course, writing them all into my
column in the campus paper the next day,

,That was half the fun.of it."

"Greg!. Why don't you get a ]ob at 5

a newspaper?" I was shocked that the. 1dea

hadn't occurred to ore of us weeks ago..
"Everyone loved your column, Do some
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- "For-just who, exactly‘? You think
*.I'm gonna:show up at the Times-and start~
= writing that high and: mighty textbook -
" voice crap‘7" Greg didn't have the patrence
for long-pieces that didn't make their pomt
until three columns and a page-turn had
been whiled away on analysis that you
didn't get the first time around _anyvvay. '
His column was always quick and punchy,
with big loud opening sentences and take-
~ NO-Prisoners arguments.

"Yeah, the Times are t0o w1mpy
for you." T smirked at him. "And proba‘oly
too smart." :

" "Just because my name s’
Professor McSmartyFace with five PhDs
in being a pompous schmuck doesn't mean._'
T can't write for a stuffy leftist newspaper -

"Why not write for a nion-stuffy
leftist newspaper instead?" He raised an -
eyebrow. 1 smirked. "Ever _h_eard of the -
Village Voice?"
g
- Later that week Greg finally made
an early riser of hifself in order to make
it to-his nine thirty interview. I took the
train with him to Astor Place and saw him
into the building at Cooper Square, then
. took off to kill an hour or so in the neigh-
borhood. I stopped for a coffee and stood
looking out across Astor Place as I sw1rled
the.cup to dissolve the sugar in it.
Starbucks was full of its. morning hordes,
and the train statlon exits belched up
crowds in sunglasses and summer wear. A
few East Village residents reclined in the
middle of the square, in the shade of the
large black Cube standmg on one of its
points. I s1pped my coffee. It was deli-
-cious, but ent1rely in opposition to the
humidity and strong sunlight, so I began
to search for an air ‘conditioned spot to .
spend my time. I decided on Barnes and
Noble bookstore and started across the
street. =

"I looked at the used book rack,
scanning at first. [ kniew that among the
books that were in terrible shape, the ones
that deserved to be thrown away, and the
ones that none. but the most esoteric would
ever enjoy, were some gerns of second
hand literature. I loved old books, and still
do. It remains one of my hobbies, in a

way, to amass-old books. Ilove the leather-
+.Or Canvass covers, g1lt lettermg, and yel- )
. low; pungent smelling pages.- = 4o
I crouched down behind one of the

carts stuffed full of books, my coffee rest-

ing on the floor so I could explore with

both hands. I found an illustrated edition
of Through the Loocking Glass, filled with
blue ink prints with practlcally art noveau
embellishments. Near it was a volume of
excerpted Russmn poetry, its red cover
torn and pages missing. The books made

me feel glddy, the smiell of the pages per- .

meated my skin and my ‘thoughts. My
pulse : skidded along, sped up by the caf- -

. feine and séemingly tripping over itself. I

thought of the second half of senior year; -
back at school, when I'd worked my way
all the way to the back of the library -

stacks.in seéarch of information for my the-

sis. T had majored in art history, and wrote
my thesis on the transition from Romantic
art to Impressionism. Several times, in the
low light and dusty air of the stacks, I had
fallen ssleep on a tome of full page illus-

trations and tiny type, waking with the sun

_coming through the windows, stopping
- everything and outlining it in black, or

opening my eyes into the figure of a fish-
ermaii in a river of stippled dots. Then it
was hardest to leave the library, back into
hallways where the lightning was soulless
and not dramatic, the colors were mono- -
chrome and without texture. Now, in
Barnes and Noble, everything had jumped
back into three dimensions of being. I -
smiled g1dd11y and decided to head
upstairs FR

1 found the rows of art books, the '_

tall, thick volumes that covered an entire

era, entire oeuvré, glorified by glossy

pages and stately head covers. I found a .

‘book ‘of Manet, and sat down like a child

with.a comic book, my legs crossed, the
volume covering the whole of my lap. 1.
leaned back on the shelves ard-looked
down adoringly on pictures of boats in a
river, or picnickers in a glade dappled
with sunlight. I'looked into'the eyes of his

-masterpiece Olympia, her c_l_eﬁant gaze

provoking questions in me as always. To
Manet, even whores had inner philosophi-
cal discourses, hiad principles, goals, and

honor. 1 thought ‘of'vt-he..row_s -and rows_of

- shelves that I'had passed, full of technolo-

- .gy magazines, books on fitness, self -
.improvement, and being successful. I
scowled at the thought of all the-cheap-

paperbacks, each with-the same plot, the
same ending that was all fanfare but no
substance, no reality. I looked at Olympia.
She wasn't idealized like the romance of
those fictional dreams, she wasn't mecha'-
nized, living according to a diet or a
twelve step plan. She existed, a truly three’
dimensional psyche. She brought together -
the cerebral and the sexual, and molded -
them into a fuller-existence than anyone 1-

‘knew could achieve. I'admired her, I felt a

need to be near her. My thoughts filled
with mneteenth century ideas, I turned the
page. I thought of opened ‘windows, sum- -
mer breezes, sunlit days on the river bank,
bowls of ripe fruit, garden chairs, cheek-
bones and lips in light and shadow, pale -
skin next to mahogany hair, a blur of color

‘and weight, yet weightlessness, and wan-

dering thoughts in the form of brush
stokes an entire life's philosophy on one
piece of canvas. I turned more pages, met
more eyes, then closed the book. I was
thinking of Gail. She was like on the girls

- in Manet's paining of a balcony. I flipped

back through the book to stare'at that par-

ticular painting. The seated girl looked

1ntense1y off the baleony, lost in thought
or observation. The darkness of the room
behind her blended with her hair, and her

strong,, almost elfin features suggested a
toughness with a bit of magic in-it. She
~declines almost coyly to look at the artist.

I smiled, thinking of the‘resemblance the

girl bore to my little sister. Only one deta11

was amiss: the blue, sparking eyes..
-Bitterly T thought: of my. father, like

_the man just inside the balcony doot, look-

ing down sternly in unfinished colors and
outlines, not a real entity, just a passing
spirit of remonstrance. He was like the
critics who tote apart-Manet's two gitls,
calling them unfinished and unprofession:
al, mocking his bright contrasting colors
and his girl with dreams in hereyes. It

. was so unfair. I felt frustration and anger

rising in me, so I put away thoughts of my
father. I wondered idly what it would be
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like to paint a portrait of Gail. Any picture
of her would have to be in the
Impressionist style, there was no doubt
about it; she-certainly wouldn't sit still
long-enough to allow every detail to be
captured. But that was her charm and her
nature: she spoke and acted plainly, but
the bigger meanings were suggested, -

-revealed fleetingly and then spirited away
again. I peered at the girl on the balcony,
trying to discern her meaning, and in a
way it réawakened my artist's hands and
eyes. I now imagined myself sketching
Gail, seeing the play of the light, color,
and shadow that made up her strange little
self.

I checked my watch and saw that
nearly an hour had passed. I put the book
away, picked up my coffee cup,-and -
walked back to the escalators. For the first
time since the end of school I found
‘myself wanting to sketch again, to try to
capture the emotions around me, to

“explore things. Back out on the sidewalk,
I'looked up and saw Constable's clouds.
"The facades of the buildings had been
touched by Monet, reflecting the sun in
dashes and swipes. The traffic, the very
quality of the air would have fascinated
Morisot or Cezanne. I could hardly

believe the details that I was suddenly see-

ing, and I grinned, feelmg slightly ridicu-
lous.

- Ireached Cooper Square, and saw
Greg standing outside the door of the
building. He looked at me and raised an
eyebrow. ;

"Hey man, what's gotten you so
gOOfy?"- .

"Nothmg It's just really nice out,
don't you think? How was the interview?"

" Alright, I think," he sald w1th a
smile, "I think she likes me."

"She? Do tell.” I could see Greg
getting into his mode-I was about to geta~
full account of whatever girl it was who
‘had made such an impression,

"Her name's Irianna," he said,
seemingly stealing my goofy grin. "Isn't
that a gorgeous name?" We began walking
uptown,_Grcg_'s description spilling out
excitedly into the brightness of the whole
-day.

42

That night I went horne still think-
ing in Manet color, my thoughts swirling
like paint under a brush, an agitated,
flighty hand flicking them together into
new hues. In my room, I Jooked through
my shelves until I found an old sketch-
book with some blank pages in the back. I
turned to fresh page and retrieved a -
mechanical pencil from my desk drawer. I
laughed inwardly at my unprofessional

supplies, but I felt serious nonetheless,

with a masterpiece of my mind.
I sat in the middle of the floor with
my legs crossed on the carpet and the

‘book in my lap. T began, awkwardly, to

sketch an outline. I wasn't sure enough of
myself to do a model of circles, ovals and .
lines, but gradually I began to see just
beyond the movements of my pencil. As 1
outline a shoulder, a bit too generously for
a female build, 1 saw how the elbow
would be bent. As I drew that angle, I
foresaw the position of the fingers. The.
curve of the back suggested the position
of the legs, which practically filled them-
selves in: knees together, ankles crossed.

I paused and tapped my eraser idly
against the pad. I had drawn a seated fig-
ure, vaguely outlined, as yet without a

‘head. The torso was strangely rectangular,

and the arms and shoulders were criss-
crossed with lines, each competing to
show the proper outline and curve of the.
muscles. The feet were turned awkwardly,
and I had seemingly drawn a sixth finger
on the left hand. But strangest of all, I had
drawn a completely asexual figure, despite
my envisioning a female when [ puta

pencil to paper. I halfheartedly began to

fill in the chest, but my lines were too

dark, and too straight. I sighed and erased

my attempts at a breast, then extended the
neck and began the head.

The chin came out squarish, the
forehead ridiculously high. Abandoning
all hope of making the lines look natural, I
drew razor sharp cheekbones and almond
shaped eyes. I laughed at the almost alien-
like result. I drew hair falling to the shoul-

‘ders on either slde - giving the tresses only
a little curl at the ends. It was a harsh head .

of hair, hair that defied breezes and rain-
drops, deviating from its stick straight

path only briefly, right before its .
encounter with a collarbone. Over a pair
of arched eyebrows I drew disorganized

_ bangs, then filled in the eyes. -

The hair now made it clear that
looking out at me was the figure of a girl,
looking as if clothed in a body stocking.
The hair looked wet, thinned and straight-
ened by the weight of a recent shower.

Feeling somewhat disappointed, I put the

pad down on the floor in front of me. The
previous minutes of sketching, erasing, -
quick, jagged hand motions and only the
tiniest thoughts, seemed so far away. It -
was as if I had fallen asleep for five min-
utes and this strange girl had arrived in the
interim. I met her eyes and felt lost.

Just then, Greg came in, fresh from
a post-run shower, his towel still around
his neck.

"Hey, what're you up to?" He
rubbed his hair vigorously with the towel..

' "Nothing, just fooling around." T

showed him the sketch. He sat on the edge
- of the bed and looked it over.

"Wow..who is she?" He chuckled
"She's a weird one."

"T know: I wasn't really worried
about making things look right. Tt was
more about....shaping her." '

~ "Don't get me wrong, I like her.
She's really intense, especially those
eyes." he nodded and handed the book |
back to me. "She's got a lot of personali-
ty." Greg started toweling his hair again. I
looked back down at the girl, and instead
of feeling lost, I felt proud. She wasn't
perfect, but she was spirited. She had per-
sonality, and something behind the eyes,
even if I was too out of practice to articu-
late it. But I hesitated to start drawing
again. I was too unsure; I didn't know how
to bring my graphite sprite into three
dimensions. She remained enigmatic, one
step outside the human sphere, but I want-
ed her to be flesh and blood. I sighed in
frustration. This wasn't going to come by
itself.

"This is ridiculous," 1 said quietly.
"She doesn't even look real."

"Don't worry about it, Ed. Tt takes
practice"

"Yeah, practice I haven't had in




forever."

- "Well, why don't you take -some
classes? Sign up somewhére, anywhere."

"I don't know how many places
would use a live model." '

‘Greg laughed "Of couse.. [ can't
do without the live model."

It turned out there were far more
classes than I had’ thought that would pro-
vide a live model, a private setting, and a
reasonable fee. I chose a group that -
sounded like it was small and more casu-
al, and within the next week I was on the
train headed downtown to Chelsea. The - -
classes were in the evening, so I had eaten
dinner at home with Greg and Gail, and
left the two to their own devices-with
Greg promising not to leave the house:
My father hadn't p[honed to say where he
had gone.

"I got off of the train at twenty- :
cighth street, quickly getting my bearings
and walking south: It was still somewhat
light out, and the sky was just beginning
to take on a dusty blue color toward the
east. The sounds of the street seemed
‘magnified in the warm air, and I smiled to
‘think of the sunset painting that an
impressionist. might feel compelled to start
painting, right at that minutes, in the mid-
dle of the sidewalk.

AWASH

SARAH YEUNG
Piscataway, NJ

There is a dent in the soap the sﬁa’pe of her thumb

She steps inside the frosted case
Like one emerging from underground
‘The silver trimming, glass, and white tiles

Shiny and glaring from the sun on the’ cellmg'
Her toes rest on the tiles like stubby slabs of meat

She slides the door closed behind her
She turns a shining knob

She knows the water comes cold at first
And she stands waiting

While the water runs pink into the- silver drain
When the steam floats around her, clean and hot
She spreads her legs and puts one knee on the wall

And reaches for-the soap

Consulting a slip of paper in my
pocket, I turned-right and began to look-
for the building. It was small, gray, four
story walk up with cement steps out front.
I-climbed up and rang the buzzer number I

had written down. The person at the other °

end didn't speak. T heard a crackle of static
and the door buzzed as it unlocked.

* The apartment door, also painted -
gray, opened to reveal a woman of about
forty-five, smiling broadly behind scarlet
lips and thick, cat-eye glasses. She waved
me in, and a bracelet of tiny bells on her
left hand jingled softly, mixing with the .
clicks and clanks of various other glass
and metal beads in tangled strands on her-

3 _'thm sun-darkened wrist.

"Come in, come in," she said in a
low, slightly raspy voice. "You're new,

.yes 7'

: "Yeah," I said, slrghtly nervous. 1
extended my hand. "I'mi Ed."

"Nice to- meet you," she sa1d and
offered me a noiseless right hand, conspic-
uously free of bracelets. "I'm Lila." Her
voice was rich despite its rasp.
"Welcome." We moved further into the
small -apartment. The door opened directly

‘into the living room, which was painted a
‘bright, rich red with a white ceiling. The

walls were hung with framed weavings
with geometric patterns, as well
as some prints that looked
Indian: On either side, narrow
hallways extended further in to
‘the apartment. Lilac led me
down one and into a stark white
room. Five sets of eyes looked-
up at us out of a haze of quiet
talk and cigarette smoke, An
assortment of chairs was
arranged in a half circle around
an antique chaise-lounge that -
was placed in front of a pair of
high, curtained windows. Only
about half the chairs were occu-
pied. '

Just as I sat down, Lila
stepped in front of the chaise and
smiled-at the small group, which
was enough of a gesture to get
everyone's attention. "I believe it
is time to begin." She nodded

= T e —— T —————

toward the othef side of the circle. I fol- -
lowed her gaze and saw a woman stand up

whom I hadn't noticed before, which was
absurd, as she was wearing a scarlet r_Obe'
and nothing else. In bare feet she crossed
the wooden floor to the chaise. Facing the
windows, she slowly lowered the robe
from her shoulders, rolling one and the
other with catlike smoothness. She tested
the air like a bathe testing the water with
the tip of one foot. Then, the robe was off,
She laid it over the back of the chair, its
folds reflecting the soft light of the room.”
I took a rushed breath. The room was lit
by lamps-with paper shades, and the soft
light blurred the woman's' skin, fading -
shadows gracefully into the highlighted
points on her shoulder blades, the small of
her back, her efbows. Her hair was long
and deep brown, falling in waves to her
shoulders. From where I sat I could see
her face as well, in darkened profile. Her
nose made a straight, strong line, her lips
were full and pouted in concentration as
she turned to sit on the chaise. She

stretched her legs out. One slightly bent. I

sighed in spite of myself as my eyes fol-
lowed the line of her leg up to the curling
tuft of public hair. I watched her arrange
her arms, one laid flat on the edge of the
chair, the other curled on her stomach,
which rose in a small curve, but was

taught and smooth. I registered the sound

of pencils beginning to race across papet,
and I realized I hadn't even taken out my
sketch book yet. The sound of my back
pack unzipping was-the loudest in the
room, and I blushed in embarrassment.
But I quickly found a blank page, crossed

-my ankle over my knee and set the book

down. I wondered where to begin. She
was still now, but I looked up again and

felt blood surge-to see ber eyes trained on
-me. A slight smile was on her lips, as if

she were amused to see my turmoil under
gaze. I would have laughed at my juvenile
reaction to her, had she not been so
entrancing. 1 bit my lip and started at my
sketchbook for a few moments. I glanced
sidelong at the' man next to me, who had
begun with the stomach and the curve of
one hip. But he was in another world alto-
gether. She and I 'were in a sphere all our’
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own, solely for out locked eyes. I won-
“dered if I should smile back at her but

dismissed the idea. The smile was part of
the pose, of course. Determined not to be
distracted, I focused on her feet and began
to draw:

The hour wore on. Out of the cor--
ner of my eye I continued to register the
small movements of pencils, erasers,
heads tilting to look at her, then back
down to paper. I hearded whooshes of
smoky exhalations. The room grew pro-
gressively more hazy, and I realized that I
was the only person, aside from Lila and

“her, who wasn't smoking. I had sketched
-the better part of the legs, and had man-

aged to sketch in the apex through a pri-
vate blush that 1 tried to hide. She was
still looking at me with her dark brown
eyes, here amused, knowing, Renaissance

eyes. I slid my eyes downward and leaned

overly close to my paper. I moved my
pencil deliberately slowly, perfecting a
shadow. I took a deep breathe, marveling
at the degree to which she was affecting
me. I looked up at her again and began
eyeing the lines of her torso, the muscles

“and curves around her bellybutton and

breasts. I thought of my halfhearted sketch
back in my room. She was so real. And
then, seeing her hand placed on her stom-
ach, cutled like benign dragon guarding a
mysterious, lovely treasure, my eyes
whipped back to meet hers, still unmov-
ing, still sparkling, and I saw for a -
moment the same regard that Olympia
gave all those who came to look on her.
"Loook on me all youfwan_t;__I only give you

~what I please." T smiled at her then, for- -

getting my shame of the past hour. Tt
seemed, I thought matter of factly, that I
was not the only one intrigued. I seemed

‘to spark her 1nterest ds much as she did

mine.
There wasn't much time left in the
class. Within a short while, the silence
was cut by Lila starting in her chair. She
looked around at her smail party as if she,
and those around her, had all been woken
from the same dream. Her eyes blinked
slowly. "I believe that's all the time we
have for tonight." She stuck her pencil
firmly into her wispy bun for safekeeping
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goodbye.

and folded her sketchbook shut. "Same
time next week. Please don't forget to
leave your fees in the front room." T

watched her smile and dip her chin toward -

the model. Finally, her eyes moved from
me, and she slowly began to rise from the

chaise. First her fingers clenched, an ankle

pointed, she let her lips part and her neck
released, her head slowly sinking to one
side. The small motions spread up her - -
limbs. She looked like a statue coming to
life, leaving behind her Olympia incarna-
tion, and taking away that soul-seeing
gaze. | once again realized the indecency
of staring at her, and hurried to pack up

‘my things, I zipped up my bag as I began

walking toward the door. Lila stood near-
by, looking at the young girl's sketch and .
pointing to it. I opened my mouth to say

"Excuse me," I heard from behlnd
mie. I turned to see her, the model, stand-
ing in front of me. "Would you mind
showing me your sketch tonight?" She
spoke quietly, but her voice was smooth
and sweet, as if she were singing a song
even in regular conversation. Spellbound,
I opened my backpack once more and
drew out my sketchbook. She waited,
smiling. T handed her the open page with-

out a word. She took it and held it out in

front of her. _ ]

"Oh, that's a shame," she said,
looking more amused than genuinely dis-
appointed, "you didn't get to the face. I
was hoping to see what the eyes looked
like." I wasn't sure what sort of reply to
give, but she didn't seem to require one.
Instead, she pulled a pencil from a pocket
in her robe and began to-market a corner
of the paper. She handed it back to me,
her eyes on mine. "See you." She pulled
her robe tlghter around her and started
toward the door with quick, deliberate
steps. Lila looked up and waved as the
scarlet-clad girl passed through the door-.
way.

"Goodbye, dear, I'l! see you next
week!" They waved to each other, and T
watched her enter a small room just off

‘the narrow hallway I had come through
~with the hostess, shutting the door behind
her. I, too, left quickly, and not until I was

on the landing outside of Lila's apartment
did I look at what she had written on the
sketchbook.

Metropolitan Museum of Art, the
Pantheon, tomorrow, noon. 1 snapped the
book shut. Not "shade more," not "use a
lighter pencil," not "good start"-T resisted
the urge to gape at nothing in particular.
Realizing how awkward it would be if
someone else were to leave the apartment
and find me still on the landing, I hurried
down the stairs and out into the air, which
had cooled into a comfortable summer
evening,

I felt as if T should debate whether
or not to go this strange rendezvous, but it
didn't seem necessary. I was going to go.
How could I not? I thought of her eyes,
and rejoiced to realize that they had been
fixed on me for a reason. My heart raced.
She had cast a spell, sitting there in the
golden light, and now I was set to do her
bidding. I thought of the bustle of the
museum. We would be two of those peo-
ple, wandering aimlessly and stumbling

‘blindly, until twelve o'clock. Then, she .

UNSTUFFED

SONJA STREICHERT
Norwich, NY

One honey gold eye swings
From a white washed thread
Like the gray ghost

Of a fallen petal, -

While the other melds

With yielding tickle me pink flesh.
Through a break in the hem
Seeps the yellow stuffing,
Carrots fed .
Through.a mouth that never existed.
Missing is the pink nose

Of sweet hard candy’

That hid the hollow depression
Behind it,

And the ears that once

Draped the shoulders

‘Now lie deaf

On the floor

As the bare feet of children
Run through cool grass -

On a hot August night
Chasing fireflies.




and I would pick ourselves out of that
nondescript crowd, and would reach out
toward one another like two points-of
11ght fusmg like sparks and -birthing a tiny
flame.- ; |
Before I had even reached the train
station my mind spun with scenarios. .
‘What would she wear, unable to walk
freely in her bare skin? What would she
say, standing there by the model Pantheon
in the basement of the museum? Was she
an artist? What in the world was her
name? She had done nothing but sit in
front of me for an hour, and she already
amazed ne. I longed to know more about
her. As.I walked T looked into the eye of
every stranger I passed, as if to set down
their faces in memory so I would remem-
ber them at a later introduction. And now,
with the note in my sketchbook, I saw
them not just as faces. They were person-
alities, voices, mannerisms, all waiting to
be-discovered. . ' '

' The sidewalk became more shad-
owy as I reached the Museum block. I
stared at the bluish light of the planetari-
um, and the shadows spiked with orange
‘highlights from the streetlights on the roof
of the museum buildings. There was no-
moon, and the sky was still only half dark,
a dusky indigo that an artist's palette ]
would dream of capturing. -

' The taxis and buses raced along ..
toward the park, honking their horns.
Elbows hung out of windows opened all
the way to let in the evening's less harsh
temperature. A child wailed over a
dropped ice cream. I closed my eyes
momentarily as I walked, then stared up
again at the sky. Summer nights were
noisy, [ remembered, not like the relative
peace of campus, punctuated only by the
occasional shouts of laughter of small
groups of students retu:rmng to a dorm or
conversing on the lawn. All the small
noises gradually drove the silence of Lila's
apartment out of my head, and I was left
feeling dazed, as if T heard and saw things
around me, but reacted to them from
behind a gauzy cloud. My thoughts
retreated to a point high above me, mixing
with the colors of the dusk.. Tomorrow, 1
thought. Tomorrow.

JESUS AT THE BUS STOP

Lilah Crews-Pless
Rochester, NY -

1 saw her once, some time ago

Her shadow falling on the snow

Pop cans hugged by plastlc in her hand
Pink slippers on her withered feet
Scrapping, flapping, falling, chafed and beat
Sliding as she walks the street

‘She's the woman from the bus stop

Whispers follow where she-goes:

"Her smell."
"Her hair."
"Her shoes.",
"Her clothes."

Her shadow in the others hides
Obscured by cars and dogs and grime

Till

None could see her

None but me

But I could see her saving me

Deep with in her brown rimmed eyes
I could see and recognize -

Just who she was.

Why she was on the streets, and
Sacrificed

Sunset, on the busy street, she lives her life and walks the street.
With light behind her, deep and red

She's going home

She's off to bed

She's gonna sleep, it's time to go

She's the woman from the bus stop.




READING RIGHT

TO LEFT
MELISSA HOCHMAN
'Shrewsbury, NI

from four till six
I was Levinsky's.

homeroom meant tzedakah:

dumping plastic jars
with Hebrew letters
spelling out charity.
‘good will. -
giving back.

I had 5 cents in mine.
Levmsky frowned,
clearly disappointed
at my lack of mitzvah

.and caring for others in need.

10 minutes later

and down 15 steps

lay the field trip destination:
the library.

no kicking .

no food

no gum -

no talking.

the dark brown table

was desecrated with
revealing pictures

and words not written

in the Torah.

we had no body of Christ
but we did have gum'

stuck to the bottom of chairs

my eyes landed on a skinny book

with no call number,
no ID. '

from the title ~

1 got the impression
the book was about
those other people.
the other 6 or so
million

killed ,
who were not Jew1sh

quite possibly not’ even

anti-Semitic

I was taken aback.

in our eyes,

we are always innocent.
I was taken aback.-

-we were not the only ones?

MOTHER
RENEE FLEDDERMAN
Newtown Square, PA

You dre my mystery,

TUCSON

JuLiA CoFF
Doylestown, PA

‘The sky over Tucson is blushing at dusk

and I am thinking of you.

Pursed pink flowers,
like wet lips in the dark of your apart-
ment,

beside stnngs of dried red chiles,

against the blue adobe
pulsing in the soft air of the desert night
that kisses my neck.

The dry grit of pebbles and sand
like the five o'clock shadow of your jaw,
the tongue of water from the fountain

_caressing me like yours did

miles ago.

I could never live here.

I can blossom irr this desert only for now,
‘waiting for a rain that [ know will never

come.

My deep, dark secret that presses up against the back corner of my closet.

You have the murklest
The filthiest eyes,

And my wandering cannot escape them,"

and desks. = For they never close or rest,

Gum smacked onto desks. Tzedakah. ' |

giving what's yours to others. In the rooms of every house I walk, |
, And sleeping on the pillows where I sleep.

my fingers ran | e o i

up I run from them as from death,

and down And the quickness of time,

the call numbers, _ Which wraps around my breath and tightens,

my feet wandering through Which holds my hands

aisle after aisle. 'And grips them, suffocating, until my fingers burn white.

The "H" section |

‘was particularly long.

"H" for Holocaust. ‘

"H" for "Hurry up and pick something."
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VILLANELLE FOR 2:10 A.M.

NoaH LAWRENCE -

-Brookﬁne, MA _

It's almost qulet The fan persists to purr.

Tn 2:10 a.m.'s hooded black and blue, -
shadows hang; the fan spins; there's this girl.

You're so accustomed to the background wh1r
that you hear sileice as the sounds accrue.
It's almost quiet. The fan persists to purr.

You say your mind's bone dry and no ihought scurries
at the back door o rattles the roof.
Shadows hang; the fan spins; there's this girl,

whose eyes stare at you like headlights to stir
the filthy black that drapes and smears your room.
It's almost quiet. The fan persists to purt,

-

e

sticking in you as if it were a buir,
your task to feel, your mind's to misconstrue.
Shadows hang; the fan spins; there's this girl.

Your mind's emptiness is a lie you 're used to.
You feel the sides of the bed close in on you.
It's almost quiet. The fan per51sts to purr.
“Shadows hang. The fan spins. There's this girl.

FIRE AT SUNRISE-
AUGUST 18, 1936

ANNE SANDO
Milton, MA

"We will never forget this crime, nor forgive it. - Never."
-Pablo Neruda, on the death of Federico Garcia Lorca

There is a poet under the Alhambra.

Shallow he is buried and his slit in the ground

Is an ulcerous wound, and he is seeping out.

You cannot kill him Franco.

You set fire to the plains of Granada,

Broke the barriers of the North, slipping into Madrid,
And shot from the Mediterranean all of its salt.

But the flame you sparked has not yet extinguished, -
Moss strides up the barrel of the Arch of Triumph

And somewhere underground, pus reacts with your pure water
And returns to me, living, every single last grain of salt.
I challenge you Franco, father-faced,

to make me forget him -

you armed

with your kind, convincing face:

SIERRA SIMEON WaPPINGERS FaLL, NY

CAPE COD, JULY 1991

CLAIRE WHIPPLE
Convent Station, NJ

I stand hopeless,

my older brother inside busking corn,

me, motionless staring up into the cloudless sky.

The wind is whipping my salty Hyanms hair

into my peeling face, where only the corners of my eyes
aren't burnt from squinting.

Four years old and already crow's feet.

My grandfather caught a squid yesterday
and the pink, pulsing baby dinosaur, w1gg11ng and newly hatched
was executed in front of my eyes. It baked.
Sizzled and decayed in the Massachusetts sun,
hung like a convict on the clothesline, ﬂapped in the wind.

But now, as dinner is made and beach towels toss in the dryer,
sweltering showers pummel scalded backs, blistering cheeks,

beer and television and cheese and crackers inside.

The clothesline behind the shed has come-undone,

and the desiccated creature hangs-flies through the air

like a monster's kite. Its tentacles ﬂap like strips

of dried seaweed, kelp slapping the side of the house yellow, brown.
It was taken-hidden from my sight, but Oh! I saw!

Dehydrated and cooked. Overtired and cranky.

Such and awesome display of grotesque magic,

horrible beautiful, kite is unforgettable.
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A POOLSIDE CHAT

A. HooPER
N ewWark, DE

Because work - any work - is ulti-
mately boring, my eyes gazed out of my
big window instead of on the notebook
opened before me on the my little writing
tablé. The scene spread out beyond the
glass was picturesque, if one has an eye
for clichéd suburban beauty. Perfectly
mowed and edged lawns surrounded
upper-middle-class, earth toned houses,
Elaborate landscapes besieged sparkly -

pools“and innocent swing sets. Every once -

in awhile, I see bread-hatted neighbor
laboriously pull an intruding weed from a
prized flower-bed of easily grown petu-
nias or 1mpat1ens

- The nelghbors were nice -enough;
the nlcety made up for the lack of excite-
ment. To my left is an- elderly black cou-
ple who mostly keep to themselves,
except to po1nt out on random occasions
that our dog is in their well- -groomed yard.
To my right are John and Cheryl, who are
pohte yet very h1gh-strung Their twenty-
some year old son is slightly more amus-
ing, as he is mostly nocturnal, can quote
Vonnegut, and is obsessed with "The Evil
Dead." Tn the back, through my window, I
_can see two more yards. One belongs to-a
family with young children running -
around. The father is an agricultural pro-
fessor at the nearby Un1vers1ty, and his
backyard vegetable garden is the envy of
gardeners of the nieighborhood. They don't
make very much noise and they keep to
themselves.

 The people that interest me the

‘most, however, live in the other yard,.
where I can easily spy on them daily. The
mother is an elementary teacher at a spe-
cial education school, She is pleasant
enough, with a thin build, cheerful face
‘and black hair. She is always 31mp1y
‘dressed. I believe hr name is Sue. Her
husband is a police officer, to which his
alpha—male strut attests. I've never spoken
to him, mostly because of the way he
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walks (with his blonde curlty-haired chest
puffed out, and his twenty-year old beer
gut sucked in) annoys me. I believe his
name is Connor. They have two sons, one
of which T don't know a thing about. The
younger one is around twenty, give or take
a year. He goes to a Umvers1ty in New
England and works at a plant- nursery here
n Delaware. durmg the summer. He miust
play many sports, because he rivals the
Greek David in body. T know his name is
Ryan.

On this day of unproductiveness,
Ryan and a girl were sitting by the pool in
beige wicker lawn chalrs It was around
10:30 in the morning. and since Ryan was

-only weanng Looney Tunes pajama pants,

and the girl was wearing a large -
University tee-shirt, It was safe to deduct
that the girl had spent the night, Ryan
looked a bit rumpled; his hair tufted on
top of his head and his eyes still stuck
together with sleep. He lounged and
sprawled in the wicker chair, dlsplaymg
his ‘golden body as confident boys his age

are apt to do, -

‘The girl was dirty-blonde and
looked about eighteen or nineteen. She
had a tiny nose of which T was already

jealous and plain eyes un-circled by make-

up. Her hair was bunched into a pouf at
the back of her head as most girls do
when they don't want to deal with their
unruly manes. Her position in the chair
changed constantly: sometimes her tanned:
and smooth legs crossed and jiggled;
sometimes she broght them up to her
chest; and sometimes she sat straight up,
Indian style in the wicker chair. She was
smokmg absurdly long cigarettes - 1200's
I suppose - and strangely, I could ' see deh-
cate tendons and knuckles in her hands
though she was so young,

They were talking; sometimes

slowly with long pauses, and sometimes

quickly, almost argumentative., Because
their conyersation seemed much more
interesting than my work, I slid open my
window. The breeze carried the lovers;
voices into my room and 1nto my eager
ears.

"I dunno Ryan I dunno," I caught
the girl saying as she jiggled. She puffed

on the cigarette.

"Well," Ryan began, with his
hands in a prayer position, the tips gently
grazsing his forehead. "It's your body, and
you can do what you want with it. I can't
make this deCJSIOIl for you. But I'll sup-

_port you. You know that. T'll always sup-

port you, AshIey 4

‘Ashley took a.nother deep inhale
off the cigarette and closed her eyes. Ryan.
continued.

"And, you know, if money's a
prob, I can help." He sat up and looked
directly at her. "Fr, uh and if you, uh,
don't wanna doit, I 1, uh, help, too. I'd
never leave you."

- "I’ know." Ashley' s face looked
worn and she wmced oh- so slightly. Ryan
kept going. '

W "It's just that I thought I'd finish
school and get a decent job and then we'd
start a family, you know? T mean, if you
wanted to. But I'll change my plans for
you - for us. I'd do that for us, Ash. 1 love
you; baby."

Ashley finished her cigarette and
flicked the butt behind their heads. She =
reached to light another one and Ryan -
caught her hand and gently stroked it. Her
lip trembled.

' "I'm just not sure rlght now. It's a’
big thmg to do. Ilove you, too, really, I
do. And I want to finish school, too. I'm
afraid."

"Whatever you want, Babe, I'll be:
there." Then they both abruptly stood up

and walked through the sliding glass door.

‘Two weeks later, I saw them again

. through my helpful wmdow It was a cool

evening, and everyone wore sweaters as
they sat on the patio by the pool. Ryan's

~ parents, another middle-aged couple; and

our two lovers were all in a semi-circle; -

Ryan’ and Ashley held hands and sipped

iced-tea. They were laughmg




CORE

JULIA COFF
Doylestown, PA.

.- In California's Big Basin State
Park, there is a Redwood tree which
burned for fourteen months without dying.
Redwoods are known for their durability,
for their sheer capability for survival. Fire,
disease, 1nfestat10n, in the face of it all the
Redwoods remain unperturbed and res-
olute. They know their mission: to grow
slowly and patiently, to continue and
thrive. Not even the fundamental ¢lement
of hell could stop them from this purpose..

. Twalk ploddingly to the Burning -
Trees, the flames now long-extinguished
and long- forgotten except, that is, by the
tree itself, its trunk is hollow now, a chim-
ney that runs from top to bottom, and its
bark has split to reveal the inner sanctum
that was once its core. I am strangely -
among my.own here, somehow akin to the
leviathan forms that have stood for thou-

-sands of years, desprte my contrastmg

- ephemerality, my embarrassing mobility.
At the tree [ slip between the rigid folds of
-sweet, dank, wood and shuffle deeper into
the cavern, maneuvering my small frame
further into the somehow inviting dark-
ness.

1 suddenly remember the artificial

1 darkness of a land of midnight sun and
breathe out slowly, waiting. For a mes-
sage, for a sign, for a... spark.

The fire had destroyed' the sur-
rounding flora for miles around, the weak-
er , less determined shrubs disintegrating
in the flames; the Burning Tree just stood
and burned. For fourteen months, it sim-
mered and seared, its heartwood convert—
ing to soot and char and floating away on
the strangely soft current of the wind. And
when it was all over, the park rangers and
biologists returned to find that it still
lived; it still grew. It grew empty, a verti-
cal tunnel, the sky stealing in through the
now gaping maw at the top, but it grew

-nonetheless. '
%

- On July 7, 2003, T awoke to a cool
Alaska morning with-a heart convinced
that T would backpack the Talkeetna
Mountains the next day and a stomach-
convinced that I would not. At the ER the

Turses ac’cepted the plastic bag of vomit I

handed them, catalogued my information,
and speculated that [ had caught a local
flu. "All the way from Pennsylvama‘?"
They'd said, wonder-eyed, "Well, aren't

you a long way from home." As the day

progressed, my stomach continued to dis-
tend while the doctors spoke evasively of
chronic illness and repeated that ' "nothing
is certain without more tests." When the
rubber tube slid down the back of my

throat as I struggled and gagged, when my

parents received the phone call and, pan-
icked, caught the next flight to Anchorage,
L knew I wouldn t be in the Talkeetnas the
next day.

- There were long nights in that hos-
prtal While the sun glowed eerily from
behind the sterile blinds of my room, 1

~watched the clock tick and waited for the(f

next minute, which would be a minute
closer to the time that someone I knew
would stand by my bedside. I am not -
proud of what I was that first night, and [
do not like to remember the fear, not so
much of mortality, but of simply facing
the unknown in solitude, that made me
awake crying out for someone, anyone. I
do not like to remember the cold metal of
cat-scans, the systematic pricks of blood-

drawing needles, the raw soreness that lin-

gered in my throat from the plastic tube -~
which pumped the contents of my stom-
ach and the emptiness of my core and the
dryness of my mouth after days without
food or water. It is a nightmare that I do
not care to repeat. But I do, when it comes

.to me, because it i1s mine for reasons that 1

have yet to fully understand. -

“The doctors diagnosed me with-a
motility disorder, gastroparesis that keeps
the nerves in my stomach from function-
ing properly and contracting to expel its

-contents. There are medications, but they

only work for some people some of the
time, and I am not one of those people
most of the tlme When it hits, I have to
severely restrict my diet; for a while I eat-

nothmg, then maybe clear Lquids, and
then for a time, nothing but carbohydrates
When I am healthy I eat as if I were about
to travel the desert for. forty years and .
mlght never find the land of milk and
honey, because I know that my next
Starving Time is not too far off.

My weight fluctuates; when I am
sick I shed pounds to anorexic propor-

. tions, and then, when I recover, I must
stuff myself to regain mass. I am no con-

sistent number; I have a "sick" weight and
a "healthy" Welght and whenever [ can1
must put on extra so that the next recovery
will not be as difficult. Food is simply an

- agent of survival now, nothing more and
nothing less.

As long as I stay w1th1n range of
medical care, it is not fatal. I'still have my

life, my body, and for this T am thankful.

But it is a coarse kind of gratitude; T live

~ for the backcountry, for the mountains and

the midnight sun, for the serenity of wild
seclusion. These words are no longer real-
ities for me. They remain fleeting images,
catalogued away somewhere along with
my memories of those first nights in the’

~ hospital; both are simply too painful to -
~ expose to light on a regular basis. The dis-

order wasn't enough to kill me, but it was
just'enough to keep me from really living,
Walking through the ¢ool air of the

Central-California dusk I am reminded of
the smell of Alaska, and T recall the sensa-
tion of watching a dream, a dream of
returning home with the alpine tundra of a
northern land reflecting in the depths of
my eyes, as it slipped through my fingers.

- I am still burning, from the inside

‘out. The flesh of my heartwood is method-

ically disintegrating, my malfunctioning

core turning to dist to be carried off by the
next soft gust. But I am still living. [ will

burn for as long as it takes, existing as the
periphery of myself and somehow manag-
ing to grow and thrive. Because_t‘hat-fis my
purpose. Because there-are ways in which

1 am meant to live that I have yet to

understand. Because I am a five foot tall

leviathan. Because not even the funda-

mental element of hell will keep me from

‘something I know is greater than myself.
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ViCcTIM ON A BICYCLE, WAITING TO

Cross A DC STREET
BRITTANY TROEN
Woodbridge, VA

there i$ too much wind to be alive here.

there is too much asphalt, black pavement,
the night gliding beneath the wheels, and the wooden’ bridges
that freeze before the trails, with their heavy
-holes and uneven planks.

I grip the handlebars, just
~ alittle bit tighter.

‘my knuckles, too, as white as the
sidewalk, the hill of the fingers,
the distant blood crawling faintly,
like ants on a fallen victim.

who is dying here?
I am.

but not from the trucks, ambulances,
eighteen-wheelers that speed by
voraciously, headlights winking greedily
-and fénders generally grinning
as night falls, and I, too, could
~ fall into the thunderous night,
the bicycle dlsappearmg, its spokes
“saluting a star's goodbye, watching like
- anearby solider, trained yet helpless
as the four-wheeled enemies never
slow down and the eyes, like
national anthems, can only witness the battle--

but T did not die from this.

I am still hunched over the bicycle,
balanced uneasily on unsuited shoes,
and even when the cars have passed,

1 stay here, on safety's side,
and I will still be here
when the hearse comes for me, soon..

THE LAST SHOT

EMILY MADISON HILDNER

‘New York, NY

So I read a little Hemingway last
night. He's got those nice short sentences.
I like them. Here's one: "The first draft of
anything is shit."

Well that got my wheels turning.
Because man, he sure has my writing
nailed. I'm working on the 5th draft of
this, and I realize: 1st draft? Hell, the 5th
draft of anything is shit. Well at least the
5th draft of anything I write.

~ But then what do you expect, I'm
an amateur. But Hemingway was a pro.
And he was talking about pros wasn't he?
He meant that the first draft of anything a
pro writes sucks. And I doubt he was say-

‘ing the second draft would be all that hot

either. So one can only imagine how many
drafts' he might say an amateur has to
write before it's any good. I mean, if it
takes great writers like Hemingway - and
Mark Twain, to pick another author at ran-
dom - more than a couple drafts to do.the

job, let's ask ourselves what this means for

the rest of us poor slobs.

. Take 11th graders, who don't know
what they're doing, don't know how to do
it, and whatever it is they are doing, they
haven't been doing for Veryllong And fill

‘in the blank: The first number of
_drafts of anythmg by 11th graders is shit.

The first two-drafts? Three? Fifteen? I
don't know. Pick a number.

‘But whatever it is, T know this; my
acting teacher tells me that actors have to
read a script at least fifteen times. Now
we're talking about reading something,
something already writtén. Imagine, then,
how long it wouldtake to write it in the
first place. So let me circle back to the
amateur/professional stuff. I've heard'it
said that the difference between amateurs
and professmnals is that amateurs like
everything they write: But, professionals |
hardly like anything they write. They
write, tear up, rewrite, and tear up again,,




until it's perfect.

So you know what this makes me
think? Writing is hard.

T've been thinking writing's like a
hundred-yard dash, when really it's a.
marathon. And in this marathon it's all you
can do to get your sorry ass over the finish
line. '

Take a look at this. Here's an earli-
er draft: '

f Teachers have always told.me to

wiite, just write. Three words may have
“put my mind at ease in those 3 am, caf-
feine-high mghts I've spent writing .and
wondering why it is taking 'me so damn -
long. These three words are, "writing is
hard." ‘Writing is hard, that's all 1 needed
to hear; writing is hard. Seems so simple
right? And you're probably thiriking, well,
yeah, how'd you not figure that one out?
Well I'll tell you. On the one hand, my
school instills an appreciation for excel-
lence. On the other hand, the school never
ta]ks about excellence explicitly. It has -
remained on the down-low in my years of
experience. Sure, teachers. expect that stu-
dents are wr1t1ng more than one draft of

an essay, editing their paper before hand-
ing it in and wracking their brains trying
to figure out what to say, but this expecta-

“tion is never mentioned. And let's be hon-

est, when four hours of chem1stry home-
work is waiting for you, how 11ke1y isit
that after spending two hours on an essay
that's " good enough students are going

to kee_p re- wrltlng, .keep editing, to get -
their essay "perfect?"

Now what are we to make of that?
Is this good enough? Should 1 have
stopped there? How do I know?

‘One thing I think is good about it

is that I was writing with an audience in

mind. See, I'm starting to figure out that
that's one of the keys to writing hke a pro-
fessional: Know your audience.

-How can we be expected to find
our own voice and grow as writers if we
don't know who we're writing for, and for
that matter, why we're writing? Are we

‘writing for emotional or intellectual satis-

faction? If so, for whom? Yourself, to per-
suade, to entertain, to communicate? Are
we writing for the teacher? Writing to get
a grade? Writing to sound smart and

FOXHUNT

SUNNY ZHU
Newtown, PA

all my wishful thinking cé_mes undone

my audience.

sophisticated?
So who is my audience? You, the
girls in my class. You, my teacher, you are

There must be a ton of other stuff"
toSlban Bt e writing profes-
sional, and I sure hope to learn it because
I can't wait to move out of the amateur
ranks. But for now, this will do:

* A. Professional writers relentlessly

B B Al T8

' p'ursue excellence and perfection. - E

B. Professional writers know their
audience and speak right to them. ~ i
. The way I see it, my audience

deserves no less than A -- excellence and

perfection —, they'll feel whether I've

_delivered that or not, and if I've done B -

if I'm really speaking right to them -
they'll know whether what T say is real or

‘fake.

- The good news? I'm hoping that if
IdoAand B, Icanfollowup
Hemlngway s line with: :

The final draft of anythmg has a
shot at being great.-

from the words that spill from his lips sometimes,

red lipstick and combat boots

buts .you know I'd rather be dancmg with you.

I'm playlng French mald _to a storyteller
divine, with his mouth on mine;

my black lingerie & ocean peatls,

no match for his devil lure.

oh honey you look so good" ,
smiling lazy in your brown t-shirt.

he smells like saltwater chloﬁne.
lingering in my bed sheets,

‘staining winter's romance agamst porcelain skin;
star spun milky way, I live my life.in blueprints-

so speak softly to my darling,
I am a lady vixen.
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Winow's WALK

LESLIE STONEBRAKER
Manchester, NH

There is sand in my sneakers, T
push the grains around with my toes and
stare at the blank flat-screen of my com-
puter. I absently pick up my mug of hot
chocolate, but it has gone cold. As I think
back on the day, I can't understand the
feelings churning through me. I remember

‘feeling lost and needy, devoid of any past.
I'wanted my dad to open up, to tell me
‘about his childhood, but he had remained
as impassive as the ocean when disturbed
by a thrown stone. The magmtude of my
earlier emotionis makes te wonder if the
whole trip only happened in my imagina--
tion. Everyone has gone on with their
lives: Mom is trying to sleep, Sandy 18
sending instant messages to her friends,
and Dad is at the store buymg dinner le-
ings. Only T am still stuck in !
Newburyport. I know I shouid shake the
sand out of my shoes, pound the sole
against the wall and watch it trickle out
the heel. But I 'can't’ briﬁg myself to move.
. *

It's Sunday mormng, the last day
of winter vacation. The family is sprawled
around the granite kltchen counter, n

' 'varylng degrees of attentiveriess as we
- 'work out a plan for the day. Someone sug—
gests a Visit to the Andy Warhol Exhibit,

but that falls through because the drive to

- western Vermont is too far. I look over my
mom's shoulder at the crossword she's
working on. Into the quiet, my dad asks,
"Have you guys seen my house?" My sis-

‘ter says something sassy about mosquitoes
and my grandmother § grave, near a baby
sister's flat tombstone in a small field next
to my father's earliest home. But Mom
seems to understand. |

"No, they havent been." And so it
is decided. :

After an hour of preparation, the
four of us bundle into the van and head
towards Newburyport. Dad triés to explain
some historical features of the town, but
he is staring at the road passing beneath
‘the wheels, and I can't hear him over the

22

van's internal rumblings. My father has
only two volumes: introspectively quiet or

‘projected so as to border on yelling. He

only uses the latter when teaching:or try-
ing to be the life of a party. [ wonder

.sometimes at the things I must miss when -
he is speaking too quietly for me to hear. I
~make him repeat-the lecture on

Newburyport even though Sandy is play—
ing Wheel of Fortune and doesn't care, It's
simple: Dad lived there from third grade

through high school with his stepmother

Estelle. There are some: cool captains' -

houses up on the sole hill in the town built.

around the 1700s. My father is never

forthcoming with information about his

past. Mom and I can't decide whether it is

_because he has forgotten it, or doesn't

want us to know for some reason or .
another. ' : :

My struggle to relate to my father
is fraught with contradictions. He is a-

- quiet, commanding presence, and doesnt

usually offer an opinion. But he makes his
suffering clear if he dislikes the activity

‘that we are doing. He is fiercely independ-

ent, but is hurt if others don't need him.
He hides his emotions, then doesn't under-
stand when we tease him about never
laughing. He wasn't present for most of |
my childhood, gone on business trips or
passionately working, so I distanced

myself from him. But he coached my bas-

ketball team and taught me to ski. I cannot
relate to my father and yet I have devel-

oped a need for a paternal figure, Even as

I push him away, I yearn for thé comfort-
ing hug of a dad when I'm hurt. I.am also
independent and stoic. Without the aid of

a connection forged in youth, my father

and I struggle to find common ground.
The drive to NeWbIerport' is quiet.
I lean back into the worn leather captain-
style seat of the van and stare out the tint-
ed side window. As the minutes pass, the
Iandscape gradually changes. The stunted
snow banks of early winter in New -
Hampshire shrink slowly into browning
grass. Evergreens are replaced with birch-

‘es-slashes of white against the naked arms-

of oak trees. We leave the highway, exit
55. Houses begin to dot the scene, seem-
ing to have carved out sections of the for-

est for a small dwelling place, like strug-
gling settlers on a forbidding land.
Everything is worn. Surfaces, trees ...
see has been scoured by the elements.
Even the people we pass on the back’
roads seem affected. They have a hunted
look, one of being beaten continuously but
always returning to the arena. '

I'm hungry. As we enter the narrow
streets. of Newburyport, T point out several
promising restaurants: Most of the shops
are a dull gray or blue, polished to a flak-
ing finish-by weather and time. Once, 1

altk1

see'a badly painted purple door, the kind

of shade named Roaring Violetina
Crayola crayon.box. Biit Dad won't stop,
can't stop, and directs Mom. to take a "one
mile detour," |

The van climbs the hill, shudder-

ing. It really isn't much; the slow incline is

barely noticeable until suddenly the whole

town is laid at our feet beyond the tree-

tops. Dad locates various old houses sup-
posedly inhabited by captains. The hill
was the ritzy place to-live-when |
Newburyport was a bustling trade city and
its sheltered harbor the destination for
many rich ships. Now Newburyport is a

‘broken city, -and Dad reveals that the har-

bor is only e1ghteen feet deep. As boats
got blgger and technology improved, the
neck of the harbor became too small and
the water toe shallow. The city was gradu-
ally removed from the major trade routes.

‘There are no boats in the water now, and

the small beach rimming the harbor is lit-
tered with foam and shards of rock and
ice. We pass a marina, its parking lot full
of shrink-wrapped pleasure boats. I recog-
nize a few Sea Rays and even a small

-yacht. A knot forms in the bottom of my

gut. T am vaguely sad over the decline of
this shore-side city.

But I am a sucker for old houses,
and the feeling soon passes as I stare at
the ancient architecture flying by my wm-

-dow. Curling white trim adorns a gray
house, as a diamond necklace upon a pla.rn

girl. One roof slopes so much I fear it will
fall under the weight of icicles dripping

from its eaves. Each house has hidden

nooks and odd angles, but all seem stately.
The history of an old house is a tangible




thing. The chipped paint and rundown
porches all tell a story. I guess 1 love old
houses bccause so much of my past is
lost, and they are physical memories that
cannot easily be erased.

I want to walk this street: the
engine of the van is carrying me too
quickly past each residence. It is obvious
that some have been redone over the
years. But a few houses, faded glimpses
between the freshly varnished born-again
remodels, shamelessly celebrate their rich
history. These two-story relics with
cracked paint and faded doorjambs seem
entities separate from the landscape, just
bearing the Christmas lights that should
have been taken down days ago. I am
awed by their endurance, their patience.

- The teacher in Dad comes to the
‘rescue when I'm curious about the railings
topping the roofs of many of the older .
houses. Nicknamed "widow's walks,"
these small rooftop structures were per-

BIRTHDAY

ABIGAIL PADIEN-HAVENS
Medway, MA

I've always liked cracking eggs.

sonal lookout towers for the wives of cap-
tains. The anxious wife could go up onto
her roof and watch for her husband's ship.
They were called widow's walks, accord-
ing to my dad, because that was where .
many wives awaited & seafaring mate that
did not return. I imagine the life these
women led, left alone for months with .
only the small hope provided by a promise
of homecoming. I see months passing
without a white sail blocking the sky of

the harbor. I imagine a funeral held for a

man still alive halfway around the world,

~a young bride who knew he hadn't died
‘told to move on. I see myself in each of
‘the stories T make up. A violent shiver

runs down my spine. I blame it on the
cold, Staring up at the rooftops; I am
struck by a desire to ascend to one of
those lookouts and stare out to the ocean.
- Dad tells Mom to pull over at a

nondescript house. It's quaint in its way,

but it has obviously been redone to suit

The rap of calcium on stainless steel.

The plopping yellow.
The mucus dripping clear,

nose blown on a mother's sleeve.

I've always liked cracking eggs.

But today the metal lipped mixing bowl's echo was off
when I tapped egg number three,

(Large, Brown, Grade A).

It didn't slip down and float above the creamed butter.

It didn't break at all.

I had to peel apart the gentle fissure with my nails.

Inside I saw a chicken,

wrapped tight under foggy film that kept it warm
until the supermarket s refrigerated rows.

It was folded up in three,

eyelids shut black, elephantine in 1its pmpnck head,

pink skin poking frostbltte_rl through its matted would-be wings.

In high school my biology teacher told the class

that girls get all their eggs when they're still eggs themselves.
We carry them with us our whole lives

until one by one they explre and Sllp away

the times. Its white trim shines and the
blue paint is much too loud for the sur-
rounding bare trees and demure town. I
am unimpressed. Dad says quietly, "This
was my house." We stare, all except for
Sandy. I poke. her hard in the side. He
breathes, "They've kept it up really well."
Dad isn't talking to anyone. Nobody

‘answers, The remark seems to have

slipped from between his.lips, and he
looks as though he wants to retract it from
the air. Sandy goes back to her game.
Monm is the first to notice that the
structure is topped by an.enclosed widow's
walk. "Could you go up there?" My dad

_doesn't understand the question at first,

but then answers a noncommittal yes. [

iimagine a small version of my formidable
- father, dared by his mischievous brothers

to climb to the roof. I am instantly jealous.

- Dad wonders aloud if we should ask the
‘current occupants for a tour. I veto the !

suggestion. My stomach has rumbled
again and [ am supremely uncomfortable
in those sorts of situations. I don't like
infringing on those I don't know, and I

-hate the familiarity some strangers will
address me with.

We lunch at a touristy grill that
Dad doesn't remember. It juts out onto the
harbor, supported by cement StlltS I resent
its intrusion on the water. I mlaglne what
it must look like from the harbor: an awk-
ward box standing precariously on stick
legs, wading in the shaﬂows I wonder
how the shoreline would have looked to
real sailors before buildings like this one
marred the beach. '

The electric fire behind my seat
does nothing to make the open double-

story room seem cozier. Lunch doesn't sat-
isfy me, I want something sweet to count-

er the bitter taste in my mouth. We leave

the car in the parking lot, and Dad leads

us down a few streets. I make the whole
family go into several awful galleries. As [
open the door to a third, they lose patience

‘with me and wait in a soda shop my dad

remembers as looking different. After
everyone is quite.chilled by the frosty
January air, Dad decides:to take us to
Plum Island. by

-The highway to Plum Island is a
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two-lane straight arrow through salt-water
marshes. The flat terrain has only three -
clusters of houses and stretches, uninter-
rupted, to the horizon. I am struck by the
immensity of this place, the gravity of its
presence, the history of its slow existence.
A few birds litter the marsh, but flap awk-

wardly away as we approach. The water is

stagnate, but unfrozen, and only a few,

“patches of muddy ice choke the sea-grass.

The island seems to be isolated from
everything, With only this one road lead-
ing back to civilization, and sandwiched
between vast marshes and-endless ocean,
the island secluded, and almost inaccessi-
ble. I'decide that it‘is unaffected by the

happenings of the world, a calm harbor in
-the stormy currents of an overseas war. [

love the place from the first view of its

‘windswept houses.

Dad has always hated the ocean.
He hates the pool as well, and the only

body of water 1 have ever seen him appre¥

ciate is Lake Winnipesuakee. But as we
arrive in the beach parking lot, he whis-
pers to himself, "I used to come here as a.

boy." Without words, the family leaves the

van's shelter and heads out to the beach.

For once, Sandy grasps a bit of the memo-

ries that Dad must be wading through, and
does not interrupt the silence. The four of
us drift apart slowly, but we are washed
by some tide in the same direction. The

-grassy dunes crowd the watet, and there is -

perhaps ten feet between them and the -

~surf. During storms, the ocean crashes .
-.against the dunes themselves, and I can

see the effects of a history of erosion.
Erosion, just the like the slow dis-
appearance of my father's history. My
mother's family is a dense Jewish mass, a
crowd at a country club pool where tuxe-
doed waiters serve vodka martinis. I'have
so many people to hear stories from, and
so many are willing to talk, that from a
young age there was no shortage of leg-"
ends about the Rabbs and Winikers. But

‘of the Stonebrakers, I know close to noth-

ing. These relatives are dispersed over the
globe, and each holds their personal

silence. The Stonebrakers are older. As:

time passes, there are less and less who
could possibly tell me-anything of the
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past. T have asked my dad about his child-
hood: his mother's death followed by his

father's passing after a remarriage, his
stepmother's parenting. Every time I ques-

tion his past, Dad assumes the air of a
teacher who doesn't khow the answer, or
thinks the question is stupid, and brushes.
by my inquisitiveness. So I have no anec-
dotes to relate to future generations. I
don't know the last Stonebraker that did.

"1 follow behind my dad. I want to
know what this place means-for him, T
want to see the boy he was. [ want to-
know how he became a man that constant-
ly worries about calories, his next exercise
opportunity; hotel reservations, flight
arrival times and always, always money. -
He thinks that his family was poor during
his childhood. I don't know if I believe
him. But he won't talk about it. '

- Dad is walking on the water-hard-
ened sand close to the tide. His weak:
knees must not tolerate the loose sand
well, and T see him wobble on thin ankles.
He is courting the datk water. With each
surge, the cold ocean comes close to his
sandy Adidas. But every time he flows
away from the incoming tide, ebbing in
time with the ocean. His shoulders are
heavy with more than the wind, and he
does not seem to notice the short-legged
dogs rolling in the sand beside him. I can
feel the gravity of his memories.

- I shoulder into the wind-and head
towards a rock wave-breaker. Impulsively,
I climb onto the boulders. The breaker has
been pounded to pieces by the sea, and I
have to hop from one rock to another over
rivulets of foam and current. The surf is a

dull roar in the base of my skull. As I stare

at the rolling waves falling over each
other like so many children, I can under---
stand why artists try to capture the ocean
in their work. The ancient power before
me is overwhelming. My narrow. mind

cannot understand it; my eyes cannot hold

it all. My hood has blown off, and my
dirty hair whips about me. My cheeks are
wind-bitten and numb, and my nose has
started to run. Sandy and Mom turned
back towards the car a long time ago; I
can see their retreating backs huddled
together in the cold.” °

1 don't want to leave. I know when
I step from the rocks I will lose the
moment. I sense that once I exit this
beach, these feelings will only be some-
thing I can recall later, an image I can
summon up in my mind but never repeat.
A jar of sand and collected shells can be
touched, but won't recreate the beach. 1

“ know, as I stare at the choppy ocean, that

if T return, Newburyport won't be the *

same. [ look down at the dirty foam and

driftwood surging around me in the tide.
The thought occurs to me that this beach.
is perfect. Even with the dirt and trash and
aching cold, in this moment, this beach is
flawless. .

Dad has started to walk back. I =
watch him for a while, a single form next
fo the vastness of the ocean. He is-huddled
into his Gortex jacket against the back-

wind. His jeans are too short and his gym

socks show above his worn sneakers. He
stumbles in the sand. I almost see a small
boy next to him, frohckmg in the foam
and chasing the tide, full of ihnocence and
belief in the world. I almost see the boy he
was, before time and death crossed his
smooth face with worry wrinkles. But the
surf comes on, and the wave that came
before is washed away. I follow the path-

-of a dog running towards the dunes. .

1 watch my feet step in the deep

tracks of my father's size fourteen sneak-

ers. Everything about him is bigger than
me, from his extra six inches to his more
disproportionately elongated legs. I try to
hop from one step to the other, but his
stride is too long. I cannot jump the dis-
tance. To the left of my father's prints are
the marks of many paws and leashes trail-
ing in the sand. To the right are the beaten
waves, ceaselessly covering the same
ground. I stoop for a moment and pick up
a shell. Its surface is cracked with ridges,
and it has almost broken-in the middle.
But the inside is a pearly, reflective white,
and within it I see clouds being blown
across the sky.

‘Dad is waiting for me at the path
to the parking lot. "I guess you need a dog
for these things, eh?" He laughs, but [
don't-get it. He realizes, and continues: "I
mean, you bring your dog down here and




meet other people with dogs ...." He trails
off. T know the correct response, and give
a half-hearted chuckle. He awkwardly .
throws his arm around my shoulder. The
weight on my frame is both a physical
irony and a warm comfort, I bitterly smile
at the toes of my sneakers. Even he can
sense the gulf between us.

- During the drive home, San'dy 7
plays Wheel of Fortune. I fall asleep grad-
ually, listening to the manicured laughs of
the Click and Clack Brothers.

Hours later, I am still standing on
the lichen-covered rocks, feeling the surf
pound at my mind, watching my dad walk
away. I can hear:the garage door opening
now; Dad's staple dinner of sour cream
based beef soup with frozen vegetables
will be ready within the hour. Mom has
finally fallen asleep, and Sandy is quietly
typing meaningless messages, LOL. But I
am stuck in a past I never had. I am
caught in a phase where the only way I
can understand ‘my présent is to under-
-stand my origins. I want to see pieces of
myself in my father, to know that we have
a bond beyond my birth certificate. But I
am lost in this world of existential half-
musings. I cannot-make headway against-
‘the powerful tide-of Newburyport, known:
to drag‘a strong man out to-séa. Maybe
Dad can't remember his childhood. Maybe
I did imagine the memories 1 wanted to
know were flooding the &ir at that beach:

STAR SPANGLED TRAVESTY

PAuL CAPOBIANCO
Phillips Exeter, NH

I hope this guy suffered for his art
as much as I am

The painting is called The Whlte On Rice
It is a white canvas

Not speckled egg—shell~wh1te

nor smeared flame-white

Just-white

At best, it is rice-white.

‘To make out meaning or worth

would be like squeezing: blood from a stone |

Outside
the gallery, a baseball game
is about to begin:

As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half discloses

A play I_havé been reading

and the singing outside
fuse and interpose

‘through me

iike ash -

i honour-a]l the traditional sophistries for waging wars of expansion and self interest"

It's just like me to get stuck on something
so single-mindedly. Whoever my Dad was
before his brothers drifted apart and his-

. Now it catches the gleam of the morning's:first beam
"presented to the people in the guise of rational argument”
In full glory reflected now shines on the stream:

mom died, that person is gone now, or
altered beyond recognition. Like the
breaker I stood on, that boy has been worn
away, grain-by-grain, minerals dissolving
slowly into the relentless ocean. -

Stil, 1 cling to episodes like this
trip to the beach. I savor these moments of
recollection, for each is a shaded window
into my father's silent past.

" So, in a way, I am a captain's
daughter. I.imagine myself standing alone,
solemnly ‘waiting on a widow's walk, star-
ing out to sea, searching for the ship that
holds the boy that became my father.

"set to patriotic hymns"

My blood bristles

" The stone

bleeds




SKY BLUE
-EYESHADOW

CLAIRE. OGBURN
Baltimore, MD

I sit on the dusty shoulder next to’
the cigarette butts and empty beer cans. In
front of me the mountains dip.into a val-
ley, like a mouth puckered in surprise.
Sitting here, on the shoulder, I-watch lots
of cars go by, hugging the mountains until
their taillights disappear behmd the first-
bend. Watching them, they seem to. go SO
fast, like they'vé. got too much speed to.

ever stop. Maybe.if I had just been going
fast enough I wouldn't have had to stop =~ -

here. Or maybe-if I just stuck out my

thumb I counld: get in one of those fas-t‘cars 5

and just go so that someone. else would-.
have to watch my ta1111ghts dlsappear mto
the mountain. '

Sometimes T think- about what
would happen if one of those cars over-
shot the turn and just went twisti_ng over
the guardrail, flying out:into.the valley
like a dying bird. IT would crash through.

the trees without a sound and then nobody:

would remember. I squint into the -
evening, but-still all I can make out is the
tops of the trees in that valley, nothing
‘else..I know I've been sitting here too

long, my mother is probably worried. As I-

stand the wind begins to pick up. It blows
‘my brown hair back towards that house,
my house now, I guess. My shoe hits a.
puddle as I run, spraying dirty water up
the backs of my legs like racing stripes.
Now the row: of identical houses rises up
on the other side.of the field, their bare
backs brazed against the wind:-My house
is right in the middle, but you wouldn't be
.able to tell ' which one it is. All the houses
look the same, gray siding and no trees, -
They're. supposed to plant some’soon,
right when they, pave over the dirt con- -
struction road to the houses. I doubt that
will ever happen : e

It begins to rain just as the sCreen
door slams. My mother is stirring a pot of

stewed tomatoes and the steam has curled

the blond hair around her face. IT has also
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_forms prisms. of color on het shirt.

- e —

‘made her already rouged cheeks even:

rosier; but there is nothing she can doto
hide the dull logk in her eyes. Not even
Maybelline sky blue can help She puck—

_ers her pink lips. "I could have sworn it

was supposed to hold off until dinner."
 "Well it didn't." I sit down at the.
kltchen table, my ‘head on my arms. She
has left her Campan and soda 31tt1ng
there. I twirl the glass, the ice cubes chnk-
ing along with the feeble jingle of my
mom's bracelet. She wears that bracelet
everyday It's real gold she'll tell you that
herself. She probably wouldn't' tell you -
that my dad. _gave it to her, but he did. IT
was the last thing he gave her, and as far.
as' T know the only thing. She used to say
he gave her me, too. She’ doesn't anymore
though _ ;
What were. you domg‘?" my moth—-
er- asks me with her back turned. The crys-'__
tal glass. has caught the- k1tchen hght and

"Nothmg," I say defenswely "Is
dinner almost ready?" I can see her shoul- .
ders clench under the tight blue cotton of
her shirt. I know she is wishing she had
finished her cocktail.

"Yes, can you set the table‘?"

My mother doesnt turn around,

but stares. over the stove 0uts1de the rain

pounds on the already soaked field and ‘_

"muddy rivulets slide down the gentle

slope outside our back door. I stand up to
get the s1lverware and slide past the nar--
rOwW space between my mother and the
kitchen table. At the same time she pulls
the pasta pot off the stove to drain the
water. The electnc burners flare orange
and the low ceiling is illuminated by their
neon color. My mother swm_gs_her hip mto

‘me as she turns, her stilettos scratching on

the linoleum. She gasps-and holds the . -
steaming pot out in front of her. We both
watch the foaming water: splatter onthe -
floot. The kitchen is silent, but she 1ooks
at me, wa1t1ng I look back at her, 11sten— o
ing to. the hum of the electrlc lights, star-‘
ing under her masacaraed lashes.into those
dull eyes now illuminated in the orange
glow. T wait as long as I can, the silence
spreadlng between us, agltated like the

-bo111ng pasta water. "Sorry 1 say, the

- ing his hand on hrs Jeans and offenng 1t to.

. kind of sorry that doesn't mean what it's
" supposed to. It's the kind of sorry that's
~said just because it's expected. It's the kind -

of sofry my mother has been hearing a lot |

lately..She doesn't respond but I can see

her shoulders tendmg again, and th1s tlme
her jaw clenches also. i

Dinner is silent. The ﬂoorboards -
don't creak and the house doesn't Shlft on
jts foundation the way our old house used '
to. In \ﬁrg1ma our house had musty cor-
ners and watermarks on the- celhng IT

groaned when summer turned to fall and
. the heavy doors stick in their shrunken
~ frames. We had a wood stove in the

kitchen that whistled: softly when you
threw. on more logs and the paint was

‘ ch1pp1ng off the stairs' carved banister..

.. We had left there in August qu1ck—

rly)and at night. I can almost hear my

mother's sandals tappmg on the pavement

_outside our house. I had looked out my
. window and seen her standrng_next to the
- - running station wagon. Her sculpted nails
‘drummed on the hot red metal and she

nervously patted her perm. I saw her

. through. the cherry tree in our front yard.’

She wanted to escape that tree and our 5
house and our town and her memories that

were permanently wound around them

each. She was leaving and 1 had to come
too because there was no one else. Bob
had left in July, also suddenly and at
night. HE was also runring away, running
away from my mother and our lives. I
don't know why he left, there wasn't a
note, or a phone call, or a goodbye. ~

" The first time I had seen Bob he
was s1tt1ng at our old kitchen table, the
early afternoon sun bnghtemng his gray-
ing hair, HE was eating-a bowl of céreal
and he had folded the newspaper so the’
edges crinkled and bent under his large .
hands. HE shoveled his spoon, loaded
with frosted flakes, into his mouth, drops.

“of milk- collectmg on hlS mustache. ‘HE.
, shtfted his massive weight towards me

and I heard his. spoon slink into-: our good
china bowl. "Heya, Klddo " he said, wip-

me. ‘
“H1 iy answered 1gnor1ng his
hand and openlng the frldge I was not




entirely surprised to find a strange man in

“the kitchen. My mother's boyfriends had: + -

--vatied over the years; but they-were all -

- almost always making themselves at -
‘home. My mother came into the sunlit
‘rooin; the large bay windows prOJectrng
slats of light on the tiled floot. She stood
“behind Bob, rubbing his shoulders. Her
~small, thin frame seemed fragile next to

his hulking one. "Courtney, have you met

Bob? I met him at the Plggly V\ﬁggly a-

few weeks ago. He offered to carry my

groceries to the car.” She bent close to

Bob's face and brushed her long hair away

from her eyes. She had been wearing it

straight then. He grunted stlll chewmg hlS
cereal.

= ‘Bob had moved in. w1th us a few -
months later He left the television on with
the volume turned up, he never did his

dishes, and hé hardly spoke to mé. I

remember. sitting in the’famrly room last

January. It was the end of the football sea-

son and the first playoff game was on the -

TV. Bob sat on the sagglng couch, his-arm

propped on the armrest, a beer in hand He
had shifted the armrest cover, and it hung
lopsided off the edge of the couch His
mmiaroon wool sweater blended with the
ﬂowery pnnt of the cushions, as if he had
become a part of the sofa. I sat'at the other
end, alone. My mother had left to buy din-
ner. Bob was completely engrossed in the
game. He didn't yell, or cheer, but he
stared so intently at the screen I thought
he might never look away. I felt smaller
-than usual, as if the distance between us
- on the couch was more than its actual
length. Bob never looked at me; or
acknowledged me ‘and so I too stared at
the players on the screen, at the ball hftmg
over the winter sky, and at the black and
white striped on the referee's shirt.
‘But Bob seemed to rnake my

“mother happy. HE bought her roses and
candy, and he took hér to the movies. My
mother would stand at the sink; humming
Aretha Franklin, whrle she chpped the

ends off of Bob's roses. She put the ﬂow—"":_;
ers everywhere around our house, and for )

once the dank perfumes of its age were
masked by the sweet sharpness of the red
roses. She watered the ﬂowers every day

' table

feeling their petals’and clipping away the _
dead leaves. When the petals began to fall, -
- and:collected in wrinkled, velvet piles-. - -

under the hall table by her dresser and in
the bathrooms, she swept them: up and

pressed-them into the drctronary in the liv-"-
“ing room. The candy: lay on our kitchen

table, displayed so that the world would
know my. mother was loved. :
‘1.used to listen for Bob and my

mother to come home as T lay in bed. The -

house would creak softly and the radiator .
thumped when the heat came on. I would
hear the car doors close,.and my mother S
shoes on the’ walkway, and the door
squeak open, but I didn't usually hear-
them talk. The water would rin in the

‘bathroom, and someone would cough, but ,
that was it. I lay still under my comforter,

so I'could hear everything, but I would
see the light shlnlng through the crack
under mny. door go off and then' there

‘would be silence. I never saw Bob i in the :
“motnings, but I often saw my mother, her

hand rounded around a mug of tea,
arrangrng the boxes of chocolate on the.

I néver liked Bob, but I didn't

‘thlnk he ‘would leave in the middle of the

night. My mother, stayed in bed for a
week. The grease crept up the roots of her
hair, and the wrmkles around her mouth
were stark without a coat of lLipstick. Piles
of tissues crowded her bed, like balls of
dirty snow, and the summer light shined
on smudged water glasses. The mess

scared me, and my mother's walhng at'the’
night scared me more. It Would start soft-
"ly, another addltlon to the noises of our *

house and grow until I could hear each .
individual change of pitch, each nuance of

’ ‘sound: It ran through our house likea
flood, until she threw-a pillow over her

face and drowned the wail. By the fourth

day the wild look in my mother's eyes had
fled, and was replaced by a hard shell T

couldn't see through. I began to wonder if

~ Bob had done something more than just
disappear. My mother would not leave her -

room, she would not look out the Wlndow

and if T mentioned somewhere in townl -
‘had been, her eyes closed and leaked with

tears. But it was summer, and T could not

stay in the house with my mother. forever.

I left in the morning and didn't come

- home until dinner. L.didn't-want-to; and I -
- didn't think I could. I spent as little time

as possible with my mother, wandering
around the house when T was home,
remembering what I had forgotten of the
contours of each room; I remembered the

- past because what was -happening now
' was. complicated and overwhelming.

" One day I pushed open the front
door and the sound of the vacuum startled
me. My mother was standing in heels and

~tight jeans in the living room, jabbing the
-vacuum cleaner into the rug. Her blond =

hair framed her face in tight curls, and her
lips were once again painted in electric’

- pink. The gold bracelet flashed at-her -

wrist as she switched off the cleaner. The. -
noise subsided in the room, but it was still-‘- |
ringing in my-ears. "Where have you -
been?" she snapped. She stood with the -
one nail polished foot in front of the other,
her hands on her-hips. She asked me as if

I were late for somethmg, as if she had
been keeping tack of me. I-didn't know
what to say. I felt like asking her the same
thing. I felt like asking her so many .
things, but I didn't know how to-begin. 1
didn't know what had happened to my

- mother, I didn't know what was happening

to her now. She continued; "I-have-had no
idea where you wete all day. You can't do
that, Courtney. I'am-your mother and I |
have to know where youare." -

- For the rest of the - month my moth-
er called real estate agents and moving'
companies and packed our belongings into.
neatly labeled boxes, My mother was dis- -
tant. I felt as if she was standing on a -
mountain, and I was beneath. She 'couldn't
talk to me, she could only watch, and if =«
she did speak it seemed as if her words -
took twice-as long to reach me. She paint-
ed her nails, and had her hair done, and
spent time in. front of the mirror. with -
makeup brushes and small pots of blue
powder and-waxy tubes of pink lipstick. -
But she never explained. Wee:moved and :
she never looked back. I tried to; but I felt
ripped from the ground and yanked and -
pulled and tugged until I submitted. -

o




*

In the morning, my alarm rings out
against the day that is still dark. The win-
dow in my room faces out towards the
open field, and beyond that, the mountain
road. I can see the dim glow of the fog
lights in the distance and the mist that
hands over the valley like a funeral
shroud. T look up into the sky. The trees at
the far edge of the field seem desperate:
Their bare branches reach up into the vast
stretch of gray, harsh lines of brown
against the clouds. In my room, the elec-
tric overhead 11ght blares against white
walls. My mother said we can paint them
yellow, like my old room, but there hasn't
been time yet. Or she hasn't made time.

‘The radio forecasts yet another rainy day

and I grabbed my windbreaker.from the
post on the back of the door. Those posts
had been there when we moved in, as had
the beige wall-to-wall carpet. My brass
bed seems huge and foreign in the sterile
room. My clothes hang in the closet, and
my comforter is lying on the bed. The left
corner is flung back, the blue underside

resting against the stars and moons dotting
the top, the way it is every morning, the -

way it has been since I was seven. But the
room is not mine. It seems a joke, as if
someone had placed my things in this
room to see if I would notice. I noticed.
Afraid the radio will wake my mother, I
reach out to turn the knob. I pause. I could
turn the volume up, the commercial for
car insurance blasting through our two-
bedroom house. The sharp clean.sound
would pound through my mother's door,
shaking her from under a head of pink
rollers and face firming cream. My hand
grows sweaty on the dial and I grab it
tightly. I look at my own bitten nails, and
picture hers, perfectly shellacked. My
stomach flips in pain and longing and
ant101pat10n and greed and I rotate my

hand sideways on the dial so I can turn it
up faster. My hand is there, on the dial,

and the rain is falling and there are no
other noises. 1 look at myself in the mirror
over my dresser. I sée my eyes and they
look dull, like my mother's. I turn the dial
to the left and the salesman's voice clicks
off.
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APPALACHIA

CHARLIE RIGGS
Milton, _ MA

About the mountains themselves, there wasn't
much to say. They were there. He didn't mind it

when they built the colliery. He would have leveled
the whole damn forest if it meant work,

and thought only of hands: of the grit and coal dust
kneaded into their folds until they swelled, -

and the way the axe handle chafed his palms each time
~ he felled a cedar tree.

It comforted him to watch his blisters hear; to see
~ the color shift from pink, to.white, to brown.
When the ones-on his palms had misted over with calluses,
. he took up a banjo and went to work on his fingertips.
Tug and press of gilded nylon, shock of day, inadequacy of day,
inadequacy of nylon. A briny rivulet of sweat

sliding the length of a banjo string, and resting on t

he beveled certainty of the bridge.

You can only do so much without chemicals.
-~ Maybe that's why he was still stuck in this helihole,
wheezing and coughing up splotches of dark phlegm.
He was crust on legs, even his entrails were corroded.
But he loved those damn hands of his: how plulessly
they hardened the eye, how quietly °
they insisted, and against what unseen
dexterity they toiled.

Hands making soap, hands working the spigot, _
hands pressed against a wedge of ash and pork tallow.

He needed to know what lung was left. He would work
from the outside in; would scour those hands,

scour them clean and ruddy and smooth; would balk
at his own pinkness and hide his precious hands

in hlS pant pockets because notliing felt right.

NIGHT LIT, NUMBER 8

GENEVIEVE GREER
Milton, MA Ty

Softly snowflakes sift down to the roadbed
plummeting white to wet blackness
swished off windshields by wipers

Fogged bus:windows show the silhouette
a sole girl inside
spilling white light on our passing faces

Our eyes follow cars with snakes of snow
dark shapes shadow the shimmering bus
tails trailing behind tires



You Can Count On
Me

HANNAH MARKLEY
Mercersburg, PA

She touched her forehead to the
window as the scenery sped by. All the
familiarities hardly registered as the car
traveled silently up the Hutch through the
city towards Scarsdale. Her knees were
pulled tightly towards her chest in a fetal
position, the way she used to ride when
she was a kid-- eleven years old where her

~only accessories were a baseball cap and -

‘training bra, before the days of- thongs and
cigarettes.

Her brother glanced at her, trying
to keep one eye on the road, illuminated
by the headlights. The North Eastern fall
had left the roads littered with golden
leaves and they leapt up around the car as
they made their way north. The night
looked so cold he could taste it, though he
had turned down the heat thirty minutes

out of the City. But his mouth still felt dry'-

and scratchy and his skin was still cracked
from the dry air. He cleared his throat. |

- "How're you feeling?" Still in his
early twenties, he wasn't sure what you
were supposed to say. She looked up at -
him, ashy grey eyes reflecting the light
from the pas’S-ing cars. She didn't say any-
thing, just looked down towards the floor.
It occurred to him that in spite of her
sunken face and brittle body, she would be
so pretty, if she ever smiled.

She looked hollow. Empty. Her
body was so small and thin that it looked
like it.could break any second, like the
strong winter wind would blow her away
with the leaves. It wasn't the way he .
remembered her, the little sister that had
always had those chubby cheeks and
bright smile. The girl curled-up next to-
him wasn't cven a brittle imitation.

- "Does mom know?" He knew this
probably wasn't the right thing to say but
at least he would be prepared for whatever
‘family shouting match waited at the end
of the road. ‘

"About him or the baby."

"Either."

"Neither. She still thinks I'm dating

the boy next door and I'm going to marry-
a Rabbi." She smirked, pulling a c1garette
from behmd her ear-and jamming it in
between her chapped, bleeding lips.

"Don't smoke in my fucking car,"
he protested. "Jesus." He yanked the ciga-
rette out of her mouth, holdmg the steer-
ing wheel with his left hand, trying not-to.
swerve over the little white lines or veer
off into the woods. :

"You sound like dad." She glared
at him, annoyed at how right he probably
was. ' ; : e

"You shouldn't smoke anyway,
turns your lungs to shit," he shifted -

‘uncomfortably glancing at the rearview

mirror, checking over his shoulder to

‘make sure no one ‘was there.

"Do Ilook like I care if my lungs
are shit?" She rolled her eyes but didn't
reach for another cigarette. |

"So does he know-about the
baby?" He was gripping the steering
wheel so tightly his knuckles turned-
white.'He cleared his throat again. The

itching wouldn't stop.

"No. 1 didn't tell him." Her sar-

casm was spent and her voice seemed far

off and tired. It was so soft it almost hurt
him to listen, pulling something in the p1t
of his stomach out from under him. .
"That's Whyyou called me." She
turned and looked at him and ‘with a sad

Tlittle smile, barely hinted at.

He swallowed the scratchy bits -
down again, feeling obligated to change :
the subject before one of them lost their
voices. . _
B "Hey, you remember the day after
Thanksgiving how mom would always
make us both turkey and stuffing sand-
wiches for breakfast?"

‘ "Images of you and dad fighting
for the left over cranberry sauce come to

“mind." She smiled a little, pulling her
forehead away from the window's cool,

reassuring surface. The car's silence was
penetrating in the way all awkward
silences are. He drummed his fingers on
the steering wheel and she bit her lip,
glancing sideways every few seconds,
™ it
_ Munching on her lower lip, she

deliberated over whether or not to say

something. She wasn't sure what it was

* her brother wanted her to say. She wasn't
~stupid. She knew she had shattered all his
_images of her. She knew that he'd learned

more things about his little sister in one
day than any brother should have to.

~ "Inever really liked Thanksgiving .
that much." She broke the silence cau- -
tiously, in her soft voice, no trace of irony.
"All anybody ever did on Thanksgiving
was eat. To tell you the truth Christmas
wasn't ever that great either. I guess my -

‘favorite part of holidays is always the time

leading up to. them You know the antici-
pation. Those random days in December
where mom would decide it was time to
get the tree and then we'd spend the rest of
the night decorating it. Just me and her.
going through:-every old ornament and
finding just the right place for it. Do they
even get a tree anymore?" She smitked.

~ "Probably not." He looked back at

“his sister, raising an eyebrow "Did you-
. get either of them anything this year? I

mean it's been a while since you've both-

ered to come home, but I'thought you

might?" ‘

"Yeah, I did bring them something.
Probably won't like it -but, hey, that S the
way it goes, right?"

- "Tt's the thought that counts."
Unless you got me a present which in that
case it better kick ass:" He grinned at her,
glad to find a place in the conversation to
lighten the mood. It didn't feel like con-
versations.used to feel with her, but at .
least it felt comfortable. He watched her
carefully studying her bare toes propped .
up against the.dashboard: He was about to -
tell her to put her feet down, that she was
"getting the car dirty," but thought better
of it. _

~ She laughed a little at the thought
of buying her brother a present, something
she had never been any good at, and- shift-
ed in her seat, moving her body closer to
him and resting her head against his =
shoulder. "It's not how it used to be, but-at

least it's comfortable.” She though to her-

self.

- "You know 1 really loved him.
This wasn't just one of my stupid things."
she lifted her hands, tracing pictures of
‘her words with her fingers, her ‘
voice gaining momentum. "The 59




first time I saw him..." She trailed off,

‘looking out into the dark.

"T know." He wasn't really sure
what tosay to her or what he was
affirming but.it sounded like the thing
that a big brother was supposed to say.

"We met at a coffee shop. We
were waiting for espressos and you -
know how I hate to wait." She smiled,
scratching her neck self-conscious of the
awkward presence of her body; the way
her knees didn't quite fit the shape of the
seat, brushing her brother's elbow peri-
odlcally |

"No wonder you fell for him.
Your only criterion for a mate is coffee
drinker. You drink too much anyway."

"You drink too much too."

. "Yeah, but that's different. =~
Alcohol doesn't stunt your growth." He

-paused and considered her. "What did he

say when he found out how old you -
were?" :

She cleared her throat and turned
her head away uncomfortably. The lights
that.dotted the down town area of

Scarsdale danced in the dark night and

reds, greens, and golds of Christmas
decorations illuminated the faces of fam-
ilies sitting in the local diner and finish-
ing up last minute shopping.

‘She stared out the window at
them, still resting her head on her broth-
er's puffy down coat, as tears welled in
her eyes. "You know I was four weeks

along? 1 told the doctor I wasn't going tor-

have it," She grimaced, " The bastard
still told me it was a girl." She tried to

- swallow back tears that had been a long
time coming, but they ran down her
“cheeks glistening brilliantly in the twin--

kling Christmas lights. "And-all I could
think the whole time was 'Oh God, what
are mom and dad going to say? You
know it just pisses the hell out of me
because I still can't stand the idea of let-
ting them down." Her voice cracked as
she buried her face in her brother's coat.
He lifted his arm and placed it on her
shoulder.

-He pulled into the driveway of
their childhood home. Putting the car in
park and turning off the engine, he
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looked at his liitle sister. "Listen to me.
It doesn't matter whether they think you
messed up or whatever." He touched her
chin, giving it a tap .and wiping the tears
from her cheeks, "Besides, no matter

“what, you can count on;me to tell you

when you fuck up."

99.9%

KRISTINA JACKSON
Baltimore, MD

It wasn't even like I thought it
would actually happen. In fact, I knew it
could never happen. I knew that it
would never be possible for someone
like me. But, despite every thought in

my head, T had to do it.

It was early at night, too early. I
didn't even take a shower before I went.

‘I threw on old jeans and a ragged t-shirt,

but then remembered I needed to look
old. I changed into a tight, low-cut shirt

-and put on tons of eyeliner.

{ already look like I'm twelve.

What are they going to think? -

* I left my house in arush. T told
my mom that T was going to dinner with
Mel, and then we were going to hang.
out at John's. I wished so bad that I was-

n't lying; that I wasn't going on a search

and destroy mission with myself-against
me. As I got in my car and turned on the
ignition, I began to panic.

- What if I forget how to drive?
How will I even get there? God, you're

such an idiot. It's just a car you've been

driving for two years! 1 threw into great
and sped off fown my narrow one-way
street. |

Okay, slow down, you're going to
need time anyway. 1 pulled up next to a
car at a red light, and saw an old woman
in the back seat.

. Why is she in the back? Aren't

.old people supposed to get shot gun?
- What the hell are you talking dabout!
-Focus on driving.

Slowly I pulled into the parking
lot at McDonalds, just as I planned. The
drive-thru seemed busy, and I needed to
walk around anyway. I parked, walked

in, and stood in line behind three people.
Four and a half hours later, the woman
asked me, "What do you want?" and I
told her, "medium diet coke.” Finally I
got my soda and headed back to my car.
I sat down and felt like maybe I was

‘wrong. Maybe this could happen to me,

and maybe my life is going to change

forever. I took a gulp of my soda and

drove toward the highway. |

As I pulled on the ramp, I real-
ized that my car was abnormally quiet.
Listening to me slurp my drink was so
annoying that I quickly rolled down all
of the windows and turned the radio on
real loud. Death metal was extremely
comforting in my confusing drive of
loneliness.

I wonder what everyone will
think.-I wonder if they will even care. 1
don't even know if 1 will care. How
much will it cost? Oh god...How much
will Everything cost?

I finished my soda much later
than I planned, so I decided I needed to
drive around for another haif hour. As I
continued to drive up the highway, 1

_changed radio stations incessantly and

tried to keep my left foot from shaking.

I didn't know' whether it was from cold

or nervousness, but it was shaklng, and I

“couldn't stop. I saw a bumper sticker

that said "Free me." ,

What the hell do they need to be
freed from? I'm the one almost shaking to
death trying to drive steady after I've for-
gotten how to drive. I need to be freed
from myself. What would they think if
told them where I was going? I wonder if
they would be 50 selfish with their free-
dom then.

-1 turned onto Hickory Road and
drove down the windy, turning path
faster than I've ever gone before. The
turns were very sharp, and it was getting
too dark to see.

Slow down. But why. What if you
died? So what. That would make it all 50
much easier. Easier for him. Easier for
your parents. Horrible future...no

future?




A little red Civic stopped me from-
flying over a bridge and made me slow
down. I decided I didn't like this road so
much anymore, but I continued down it
anyway, trying to forget about everythmg

At 7:26 I decided-it was about

‘time. I needed to get to Wal-Mart, the
super-store that held the rest of my life in.
its grasp.-I pulled in the parking lot and .
tried to stay calm. I had to pee like hell,
and now I was shaking worse. I walked
down the huge parking lot in uneasy, antsy
steps behind a young boy, a young mother,
and a young grandmother. =

They are gomg to see me. They are

going to look at me and know exactly
what I'm doing and what I'm here for. But
I guess they would know anyway. They
probably went through the same thing. It's
Just that they are them and I'm me and this

doesn't happen to the "me's" in the world,

it happens to the "them's.” They should’ve
expected it.

The doors slid open, and an old
man welcomed me with a smile face stick-
er...just what I needed. I figured it would
be best to get it, pay, and go. That way, 1.
wouldn't run into anyone else I knew. I
walked down the aisles quickly and bit my
fingernails. I was nervous. My face was
bright red. I couldn't breathe right. And

“then, I saw them. They were right next to
the tampons, under the condoms.

How ironic. How amazmgly ironic. Now
what kind? 1 don't even know if I missed a
whole week yet. First response. That's the
one with the stupid pretty woman on the
commercial that says the stupidest phrase.
ever "it can detect five days earlier than
yourmissed period...because there is such
a thing as being a little pregnant.” |
God...it is not possible, yow're pregnant or
you're not, and I’m not so why am I even
here.

I grabbed the pink box and walked
as fast as | could to pay. I tried to hide the
box to my side so none could see, but
‘everyone saw. Everyone knew what T was
doing and did and will do. My bright red
face didn't exactly make me ambiguous
either. I couldn;t even say it was for a
friend.

The woman at the counter acted like it
was nothing. It was just like chips, or toi-
let paper, or an ugly green shirt that any
other normal person would buy. She told
me to "Have a nice day" and 1 sald
"Right." I ran to the bathroom.

. There was no one in there, and I
was extremely glad. They wouldn't hear
the wrapper. By now, I had to pee so bad

‘that T knew it would have to work, I
opened the package and didn't even read

the directions because I read them a11 ,
online two days ago.

Okay. It's done. It's over. I'm fine. I'm fine.

I'm not like them. I'm not a statistic. Just
wait three minutes for sure. I'm fine. -

-1 slowly dropped my eyes to look
at the detector i my hand, shaking pro-'.
fusely. One little pink line. Not two, not'a
plus. There was only one. '

 See. I knew it.

FIREWORKS

SHAINA STROM
Meridianville, AL

It was when heat peeled cheap
paint from dry wood that cued the sale
of fireworks. When heat waves appeared-
above the road when it rained, when lean
corn stalks released fireflies, 1 became
aware of the approach of summer. It was
a shack down the street from my house
that supplied my small town with crisp

fireworks. Brushing bodies crowded the

small space, breathing in the smell of
cardboard and fire, sun-wracked hands
lifting the assorted packages of explo-

sives in wonder. I hadn't been to the fire-~

work shack since T was three-and had
spent my few dollars on sparklers.

At seven, I watched for the signs
of summer. My father's tackle box would

‘be moved to the porch step, the kitchen

windows would be left cracked at night-
things that a calendar couldn't mark. I sat

‘on the porch and watched the field of
‘corn across the street shift at every =

yawning breeze. Before the sun even

started to set, the stars became visible,

resembling flakes of snow caught in the
pale sky, and as the sky started to dark—

en, the stars would grow yellow. T -

watched as the slender green plants with

golden crowns-gave birth'to llghtmng

bugs, watched as they weaved between :,
the bent leaves of corn, between old <

‘mailboxes, between the cihain-link.ferit:e

around my house and settled in crab

apple trees. .

"My mother's cat leapt to the

porch railing, eyeing me, as if I had

caused the sky to bruise, for the stars to

fall from their carved holes, grow wings

and fly amongst her whiskers. She was
pregnant, plump with kittens that

stretched her skin white beneath her fur.
We had fought for the porch swing every
spring and summer, knowing that it '
could not be comfortably shared between
our growing bodies. But now, all I'want-

ed was to catch fireflies.

- T grabbed the empty jam jar that I
kept on the railing, and T chased the ©

glowing lights, even when rain ‘started to

dust my yard. U could never grasp the
winged lights between my fingers, hold
them in my palm, the feellng of some-

 thing rapid béating against my skin made
me question whether it was their sacred
‘hearts or if thcy were still trying to fly.

In these evenings, summers were born,
on the'sidelinés of these deep country
roads that ran like veins throughout
Alabama. In these evenings of warm
rains and fireflies caught between their
slumber and flight, I became aware of
the approach of summer.

Rain causes a thin layer of pus to
form over scraped knees. It causes a lot
of things, but this is how I kept time. Tt
took an hour for my skin to become
damp and chilled during summer rains,
and almost another hour to have a yel-
low coat covering what was once raw
and red. At this t1me, when I had caught
more ramdrops in my jam jar than fire-
flies, when my hair became stringy and
clung to my cheeks, I began to listen for
the. crunchmg of gravel. My father's

‘truck was a muddy, rusty red that fesem-

bled dirt, and it came home an hour _after
sunset, carrying him like an infant that
wouldn't do anything else otherwise.




me.

This evening, the truck is parked
on the side of the road, leaning toward
the house because of the downward

slope of the ditch. I stopped when I
noticed it, rioticed my father sitting

inside it, opening the passenger WlndOW.
to flick his cigarette into- the road. He
looked over his shoulder and grinned at

- He walked toward me, jumping
the chain-link fence with only a slight
stumble. He reached into his pocket and

‘put a roman candle into my hand. He lit

the fuse.

" "Hold it. Not too tight. Aim for
over'the corn_flelc_l Don't hit my truck or
your mom's van, got it?"

iy T felt the familiar bulge of
sparkhng colors ripple out of the card-

board tube in my hand and shoot into the
air, bouncing off corn when- gravity took

effect. I wanted to write my name in the

‘air with it, and I imagined the air hold-
ing the letters T would form with the

roman candle longer than the falling
embers from a sparkler would. Fourth of

~July went on for two glorious months.

Even in the drizzle, amongst the
thick hum1d1ty, I could smell the sweet
scent of my father's cigarettes pouring

‘into the thin air around him. T turned my
-eyes to him when the roman candle lay -

dead in my hand, a stronger smoke wisp+
ing from the tip of it. He stared at where.

the sparks had fallen alongside the rain-

drops for a few seconds more than usual,

his hand on my back, his b.ctt'_om lip col- -
lecting rain.

'y "KIlStl Ray, inside!" I heard my
mother from the porch, yelhng as if the
rain created a wall shé had to yell
through so we could hear her. I stood -
with my- back to her, not wanting.to -
move from the Warmth of my father's
hand. "Even the cat knows better."

My father turned around and
moved his hand to my shoulder. We
walked back to the house slowly, as if
his feet were unsure of the ground
beneath him. 4%

* "Ray, couldn't' you have cleaned
out the garage today? It's getting ridicu-
lous in there, soon I won't be able to
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even get to the washer and dryer." My
mother opened the screen door for us to
walk through: My sister sat on the couch
inside w3atching cartoons. She jumped
up and ran to him, her hand slipping into
his. "

and we had the same blue-green marble
eyes. My mother moved into the kitchen,
patting my wet head.
_ "Kristi Lee, change your clothes
you're going to get sick,” my mother
said, "and take your sister with you. I
need to talk to daddy for a second.” -
Dad set her down and I took her

hand. I was only an inch or two taller
‘than her, only a year older but T was still
jher big sister. ; -

"Maybe we can get ice cream

-after dlnner,, she said as we walked up

the stairs. Our handprints stained both
sides of the walls of the stairway and

even with our mother's attempts to cover

them up with pa.mt they were quickly -
renewed. _
We shared a room, identical beds

with a matching dresser that listed what

article of clothing was in what drawer -
with an index card: We never followed

~ the index cards. Instead, I changed into

something too warm for summer. Now, it
was summer. The fireflies had emerged;

- the first flame had been shot into the air.

I could hear the repetitive
buzzing of the black fireflies caught
between the blinds and the window. 1

looked outside. The sun had completely

melted along the horizon, and between

‘the moon and the fireflies; the front yard
-was a tangled, intertwining mess of
shadows.

‘The hum of the black flies beat-
ing on my window made my blinking
frequent and slower: I curled on my bed,
and closed my eyes to Lauren Kate peek-
ing out of the cracked door of our room, .
down the hall, down the stairs, to our
parents, who 1n hushed voices discussed
something that sleep didn't-allow me to.
hear. i

#

The morning came quickly. The

"Hey. Lauren Kate," he said; p'i'_ck{
Aing her up. She .was round in all features;

room was warm from sunlight commg
through the window, warm from the
sleepy exhale from the mouths of
unbrushed teeth. Lauren was awake on
her bed, waiting for me to wake up.
"Kristi..." she said, testing to see
if my eyes had opened and that [ was
awake, "Kristi..."
" "Yeah, Lauren?" I said, my voice
slurring. V
"The cereal is too high," she said,
whispering: "I can't réach it. Can you get
1t for me?"
"Why can't you get daddy to get
it for you?" .
She paused "Daddy's door is

‘locked. Mommy's gone to work, I think."

-1 got up.-Her voice was small and-

helpless, and if I didn't help her she.

wotuld climb. I touched the knob to my

father's door. Its StlffIlCSS was familiar,

we had become accusto_med_ to not both-
ering him when he locked his door, when

" he stuffed our mother's good towels in

the space between the door and the floor.

1 turned away, and walked down to the
- kitchen, Lauren following behind me.

The cabinet doors had been

uropene'd, the insides used as stepping

stools. I looked at her. She shrugged,
open-mouthed. T reached for the cereal,
having to'step inside the cabinet as well.
I threw it down to her, noticing the ciga-
rette in the frying pan.

She set a bowl on the floor and

‘poured the dry cereal to the rim, 'A'Si‘tting-
‘there, she ate the breakfast with her fin-

gers, examining the linoleum floor.
"Kristi, Lauren!" I heard the

screen door slam. My mother's heels

clicked on the wood entryway. She -

‘walked into the kitchen and slid off her

shoes. "I got off early today. Has
Diamond been fed yet? Where's your -
father? I told him to clean that goddamn |
garage out today." .

She smiled at us and looked at
the kitchen. The open cabinet doors, the-
dity footprints inside them, the cereal on
the floor, the sink full of dishes. Her -
crisp suit seemed to sag at the weight of

‘work waiting for her.

"He's upstairs,” Lauren said. "He




mlght be sleeping."

- She went through the living
room, up the stairs and down. the dark
hall. There, Lauren and I listened as she
tried the doorknob, as she saw the ten-
drils of her good towels peeking out
from under the door. The house ]t
-silent and I could hear her palm aga.tnst
the door, her forehead's gentle touch to
the wood. She walked down the stairs, as
unsuccessful as we had been, and looked
at us. She had let her hair down and ran
her fingers through it. Her eyes were sad
as she sat on her haunches and peered
closely at us.

"Do you two want some ice-
cream?" she asked. "I do."

"Really?"

She walked to the couch and
‘threw -us clothes that she had folded the
- night before. We changed in the living
room, stuffing our feet into the shoes and
running out to her minivan.

"I call the front seat'" Lauren
said.

My mother walked behind us.
She gotin and wrapped her hands
around the steermg wheel, pulling out of
‘the driveway, she prepared the radio for
the long drive down Butter and Eggs
Street, the turn onto Charity Lane, the

escape out of the mouth of the south and

left onto 231-421.

' The Dairy Queen was connected
to'a gas station, and my mother often
mumbled about it being a. hybtid of what
the south was made out of, She got out
“of the car, forgetting to give us money
for ice cream.

"Mom--" I started to say, buit she
closed the door. Patience was something
we had been raised to endure. We walt-
ed.

I watched her as-she pulled a cig-
arette from her suit pocket and brought it
to her lips. She walked to the blue pay-
phone and touched the cord. The silver
buttons were rusted and dirt encrusted.
She tapped the numbers and pinched her
lip lightly.

- I waited. :

She pulled a piece of hair behind

her and smiled as she started talking. =

The cord curled around her finger like a
fuse waiting to be lit,

"Kristi, Dairy Queen is closed,
see?" Lauren said. A closed sign stuck to
the glass door. Lauren tprned and looked
at our mother.

We Waited._ MO

- We watched as she absentminded-
ly ran her cigarette through her hair, as
she took turns twisting the telephone
cord and breathing drags of hér cigarette.

A car backfired on 231-431. A
rusty red truck U-turned, going over the
median. Our father pulled into the gas

_station, and we waited. He got out of the

car and looked at her, and then we
walked over to the van. He opened both
doors, keeping his eyes on our mother,

"Go ahead and get in my truck,
girls, this place is closed,” he said.

- "I just wanted to get out for a
second,” my mother said. She looked at
him. "I just had to make a phone call.
You can't keep smoking in our bedroom.
Not while the kids are home. You're not
ready to be what a father should be. You
can't drive them in this cond1t1on Ray.
Ray Ray! Listen!"

Lauren and I sat next to each
other, our elbows in each other's laps:
My father slid in next to us. His eyes
were blank, tired, and red. He backed up:
and let his tires squeal as we left the
closed store.

We went back. Back down and
into the mouth of our childhood, back
down Charity Lane, past the firework
shack and down Butter and Eggs Street.
We-paused in the driveway, the pregnant -
pause like the suspense between lightmg
a fuse and waiting for the colors to erupt
in the sky SRR _
- "Open the garage, Kristi." I slid
out of the car, the hot day immediately
absorbed by my shoulders. 1 ran to the
garage door and heaved it upon my
shoulders, throwing it above my head,
letting the machine take control of the
rest. He got out of the car. "Take all of
this to the back and pile it up, girls.” He
handed Lauren the broken shovel. We
did so: we dragged the broken, forgotten
things through the grass, to the middle of

the empty acre behind our house.

‘He pulied out dry wood and scrap
wood and the engines that he had prom-
1sed to fix. He pulled out beer cans and
old bed frames and bookshelves that
were homes to spiders. He pulled out
broken rakes and split shovels and plas-
tic baggies that he paused with, looking
through them, expecting to see some-
thing that wasn't there. We hac accumu-
lated a small, abandoned, broken country
in our garage. ' :

My father laced the mountain of
garbage that we piled in the back yard

‘with gasoline from a bright red canister.

The ground was still damp from the rain,
and it was starting to drizzle again. |
looked up at the empty sky and won-
dered where it was coming from.

He lit a match, throwing it into a
small puddle that had collected in the
dent of a beer can. 1t started slowly, and
then, flames reached their tongues out -
toward us, and we stepped away. 1
looked down and realized I had put my
hand protectively over Lauren's poked-
out belly. I looked up to my father. He
rolled a cigarette with one hand, the
other hand protecting the paper from the
rain. ‘

I wanted to ask him what hap-
pened earlier. I wanted to ask if half the
things in the fire would even burn.
Raindrops fell in my eyes and I bhnked
away from him. .

"Don't' stand too close," he said
after fifteen minutes of watching the fire.
Black smoke thrusted itself towards the
sky, and soon, it felt like it was night
again. The sky above me had turned
black and T wondered if the lightning
bugs were fooled, if they were waking
from their sleep in the crab apple trees,
looking into the distance and preparing:
their paper wings for flight.
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The Visiting Writers Series: Seven writers visit campus each year (One of
them for a week-long residency). Recent visitors have been Tobias Wolff, il
Andrea Dubus I, Li Young Lee, Billy Collins, Sharon Olds, Robert Boswe]l
Jayne Anne Phillips, Louise Gluck, Eavan Boland, Richard Bausch
Dagoberto Gilb, Ted Conover, and Tom Perrotta.

The Susquehanna Revxew, Essay, and RiverCraft: Three dlStlIlCt magazines

are edited and produced by students-a national magazine featurmg work from
undergraduate writers from across the country, a nenfiction magazine, and a -
magazine of fiction and poetry from Susquehanna student writers.

.Endowed Writing Prizes and Scholarships: Writing scholarships are avaﬂ'-

able to incoming writing majors based on the quality of their writing portfo- ‘

-lios. Prizes of as much-as $1000 are awarded to students chosen each year on
the basis of work published in our student magazines.

The Student Reading and. Chapbook Series: Seven student readings are
presented each year. Senior writing majors edit and produce chapbooks that
showcase their work.

-Internships: Susquehanna's Writing Majors have had recent internships with
‘national magazines, advertising agencies, professional writing: organizations,
nonproﬁt foundations, newspapers, public relations firms, radio stations,
churches, busmesses and schools:

Graduate Programs: Within the past five years, Writing Majors have been.

% Susquehanna University

‘514 University Avenue :
Selinsgrove, Pennsylvannia 17870-1001

accepted with fellowships or assistantships to such outstanding graduate
writing programs as Iowa, Columbia, Hollins, Tndiana, Washington, Arizona,
Massachusetts, Pittsburgh, Boston University, Ohio State, Mills, UNC-
Greensboro, UNC-Wilmington, George Mason, and Thé New School.

In addition, the Writers Institute sponsors ertlng-m-Actlon Day, which
brings 200 high school seniors to campus for workshops in all genres of writ-
ing. Each summer, the Institute offers the one-week Advanced Writers

7 Workshop for High School Students. Participants live on campus and con-
-centrate on fiction, poetry, or creative nonf1ct10n workmg closely with pub-
lished writers. - : :

The Writing Faculty have pubhshed"t,wenty four books of fiction, poetry,
and nonfiction, many of whlch have been used in classrooms throughout the

‘United Stats. They have won major book prizes such as the Flannery

O'Connor Award for Short Fiction, Natiorial Endowment for the Arts
Fellowships, Pennsylvania Council on the Arts Fellowships, Pushcart Prizes,
and magazine prizes. They. regularly publish their work in such periodicals as
Harper's, Newsday, DoubleTake, The Paris Review, American Scholar, The
Georgia Review, and Poetry. Their work has been syndlcated in the newspa-
pers throughout the United Statesand heard on National Public Radio.

If you-would like to know more about any of the programs for. hlgh school
students or receive information about the Writing Major at Susquehanna, see

“our website at www.susqu. edu/writers or contact Dr. Gary Fincke, Director,

by e-mail at gfincke @susqu.edu or by telephone at 570-372-4164.
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