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Caki Wilkinson 

Saturday is a bazaar outside the church 
on Quay street, soda bread and muddy bags 
of cabbage, thick scarves spun from greasy wool. 

I smell her by the Spanish oranges. 

From the foyer Mary's statue gazes down 
the holy water, the paint across her face 
chipped like makeup over bone. 

Someone is vacuuming the Lady Chapel. 

My grandmother wore Estee' Lauder, white 
polyester, and gray knee-high stockings. 

I slept below her for three filmy summers 
on the latticework springs of a rollaway cot. 
She snored like a rusty carburetor. 

The sun coming in is a column of dust, 
yellow pores across the sunken floor. 

I am remembering a tattered flannel blanket, 
when I first learned to hem the edges back together. 

She told me I had artist's hands, 
and I can't stop watching those flat knots of light. 
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~ as13 

I would feel the tissue 
in my left breast crack, 
like someone was pulling apart 
a peeled orange. 
I would move my body 
so whatever was wrong would pop 
back into place. 
Doctors say some women 
are more prone to have cysts. 
Well, maybe I can change my diet. 
I'm sorry; you just have to wait until they come. 
After the surgery, they bandaged my breast 
with white cotton patches. 
The pressure of the tape stretched my skin 
like over-inflated balloons. 
I pulled back the sticky cloth to see the stitches, 
railroad tracks whose grooves sunk deep. 
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Aisha Sharif 

I feared the day I would uncover 
the markings to a lover. 
He would frown 
at the wrinkled skin around my nipple. 

A year later, the cyst reappeared. 
They had to dig further, 
push aside all the scar tissue. 
I could feel the doctor tug 
as she threaded the needle through the old 
wound. 
Sometimes the scar tissue burns, 
like it's slicing through weight of my 
breasts. 
Other times, it throbs, tired, 
from just bubbling up a new knot 
that sits anxious against the wall. 
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Anything Much 
Alison Stohr 

I remember my bean bag. It was blight red 
and broken in. Not the stiff plastic shell it had 
been when Dad hauled it into the den on 
Christmas morning. It was soft and somewhat 
deflated, which was perfect for sliding. I would 
set it about three feet from the fire place, start by 
the front windows, run and dive into it and slide 
along the carpet, stopping just before colliding 
with the btick hearth. The bean bag would move 
fast enough to make me feel like I was out of 
control but in no danger of the broken skull that 
flashed in my mind each time my knees sunk 
into the pleather. It was a loud sound that it 
made - that "boosh" sound of the beans being 
attacked by my chubby frame, but it wasn't 
shoulder-flinching loud. 

Mom would sometimes half-ye]] "Lindsey, 
enough!" but if it was just me it wasn't enough 
noise to really matter. To make her turn down 
the radio and come tell me lunch was ready and 
didn't I know I could hurt myself doing that? 

"You would never do that if your dad was 
here." Well, of course I wouldn't; even I knew 
that when you saw a police car your foot 
automatically tapped the brake. Then it was 
positively out of the question. But that wasn't 
much of the time, so when I think of my bean 
bag I usually just think of the running and 
jumping it invited. 

The sitting wasn't ever so comfortable, 
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especially not the afternoon of the family 
meeting. A few minutes into the stammering 
announcement, I realized that the beans had all 
nestled into the sides so that two thin plasticky 
layers were the only things separating me from 
the unforgivingly beige carpet. 

But the running and the jumping were great. 
They were about the closest I ever got to 
defiance and I think that's what kept it so 
exciting. 

My mom gave my dad a portable stereo for 
one of their anniversaties. It was a very nice 
portable stereo, a good one with a CD player and 
everything, but all my dad asked was how much 
it cost. 

It was our first - and last - family meeting. 
Everyone in the room appeared rather awkward 
in each other's presence, which wasn't all that 
odd, conside1ing. It seemed like we were never 
all in the same room together very much - each 
of us facing all of the other three the whole time, 
but never looking up from our own hands. It 's 
strange how you don't notice how rarely things 
happen until they actually do. 

I was 11 or 12. I'm not realJy sure which, 
quite honestly, but it had to be one or the other. 
My brother was either 8 or 9, depending on the 
math, but he didn't seem that young to me at the 
time. Of course, I didn't seem that young to 
myself. 

We were all sitting in the den of our two­
story suburban home, which looked pretty much 
like all the other houses in the neighborhood and 
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pretty much like every other house we had ever 
lived in. But it was nice. My brother and I were on 
the floor in our bean bags. My dad sat in a large 
wooden rocker that my mom had bought once at an 
arts and crafts store in Atlanta. It was painted white 
with a navy blue cushioned seat and usually held 
two stuffed bunnies, one dressed as a boy and one 
as a girl, and I don't think my father had ever sat 
there before. My mother was sitting on the cold 
brick ledge in front of the fireplace, and I remember 
she looked very small to me. Maybe it was because 
she was sitting next to my father, who was his usual 
tall, athletic, intimidating self, even in that white 
rocking chair. But maybe not. 

I never asked how my parents met, like they do 
in movies and on TV, but my mom told me once 
anyway. They were at a party that his fraternity was 
having. My mom walked up to him in the way that 
I knew she could when I looked at pictures of her 
from college; she walked right up to him and told 
him that his belt was the ugliest thing she had ever 
seen. And he told her that he had won it at a 
baseball championship, and she told me that she 
could tell he was very proud of this belt. I never 
heard of anything like that - giving belts for athletic 
tournaments - but things were different then. 

"Your mother and I have made a decision. 
Things just aren't working out." He did all the 
talking. I wondered if I was supposed to cry, at 
least tear up a little. "We think it would be for 
the best if we got a divorce." I don't know why 
it didn't surprise me. I think because I had 
begun to notice how other kids' parents always 
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seemed to be laughing or hugging or at least 
talking to each other. Mine always seemed more 
relaxed when they were apart. 

My brother and I just sat there, just sat there 
in our blue and red bean bag chairs and let my 
father's explanation wash over us. 

"We want you both to know we love you; 
this doesn't have anything to do with you guys. 
But things are going to be different now." 

No sadness, no anger, no confusion. Not 
even a chance to wonder how, exactly, things 
would change. They had made a decision about 
that, too, it seemed. 

"Your mom, well ... " He stared at me while 
he said it. 

"Charles, I'll tell them." 
My dad would come home and make dinner 

after work, usually some sort of casserole, and 
we'd all sit at the table. Well, it was just the 
three of us then - me, my dad and my brother -
all sitting there thinking about what I'm sure 
now must have been the same sort of odd secret 
things. I started to hate it when my father asked 
me how my day was, as if he had some sort of 
right to know. I'd still ask him how things were 
with him, though, or else he'd have nothing to 
say. 

"I'm going to start going to a place where I 
can get my life back together." I could never 
forget the way she said it. "Get my life back 
together." Which implied that it was currently 
some sort of not together, some sort of not 
together that I had never noticed. And I was 
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supposed to be the smart one. 
So smart, in fact, that I immediately knew for 

a fact that this place was covered in flowery 
wallpaper, and filled with square boxes of 
Kleenex and glass candy dishes always full of 
M&M's and helpful people that would fix 
whatever it was that was broken in my mom. 
Although it couldn't have been anything much 
really. 

A therapist maybe - someone to talk to about 
things. Things that Matt and I wouldn't 
understand. Things that it appeared my father 
couldn't understand either. 

The first time we flew home to Dad after 
visiting Mom once she had moved to Phoenix, 
after we had seen her and knew that she was 
done with everything, that she was out for good 
and on her own, I asked my brother why he was 
crying. She was with all her family now, where 
she grew up. And we had moved with Dad to 
another house just like our last one. 

"I'm going to miss her," he told me, with his 
eyes and his little nose horribly wet from it all. 

"Aren't you going to miss Mom, Linds? She's 
all by herself now." 

I told him that I missed her, yes of course. 
But I had been missing her for a long time now. 
And this kind of missing wasn't all that different 
from the other kind. Besides, she was with her 
sisters again, and she was out. "I just think Dad 
will take care of us. Anyway, aren't you angry 
at all, sort of?" 

He shook his head and I thought about how 
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no one had ever really told him what had 
happened. They decided he was too young to 
understand, or too young to have to. Mom 
couldn't tell him, I think, and Dad knew it. Not 
her baby boy. She always had trouble with the 
truth, like it was too simple or something. There 
was always more to it than just the facts. 

We were in the kitchen when he couldn't be 
the only one who knew any longer. 

"Do you ever wonder where this place is that 
your mom goes home to every night?" We were 
both standing in front of the sink, rinsing, or 
peeling or draining. 

"Well, I, well, no. I mean, she said she was 
getting her life back together." I could tell 
something was corning. My father and I had 
always had trouble talking about real things, 
about things that we felt but couldn't say to each 
other out loud without laughing or crying. And I 
could see in his eyes that this was one of those 
things. 

He turned to face me. "Do you want to 
know what it is?" 

Things got still and I couldn't answer. But it 
didn't matter. He wanted me to know. He 
wanted me to see why it was wrong for me, for 
my brother and me both, to love her more than 
we loved him. How it had never been fair, how 
we had never been fair to him after everything 
he did for us. After all that sacrifice. So he told 
me what my mother hadn't been able to say, 
what she would never mention to either me or 
my brother. 
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"It's a half-way house." 
The blank stare I offered must have told him 

that those words didn't have the explanatory, 
resounding permanence he'd hoped for. 

"Remember when we lived in Tupelo and 
your Mom worked at a bank?" 

I nodded, remembering all the stories Mom 
used to tell about the local stars she met when 
she was a teller. Her favorite was Bruno, the 
owner of the grocery store chain that she said 
had the best fresh bread of all the grocery stores. 

"Well, while she was there she stole a lot of 
money from the bank - a lot of it - and she never 
told anyone." 

I knew that what he meant was that she had 
never told him. But why would she tell him? 
She would just get in trouble. I decided that 
wasn't the sort of thing I should have been 
thinking. 

I only heard them argue once, and they really did 
try to hide it very well. It was late one night, after 
my mom had finished going to the half-way house 
every day after work. She was staying in our house 
- in the guest bedroom, and my dad was looking for 
his own place. So she could live in his house with 
his kids, because when they had asked us who we 
wanted to live with, Matt and I had said, "I guess 
Mom." They had been officially divorced for a few 
months, even though I don't think anyone in the 
neighborhood ever even noticed. Matt and I were 
very good at remembering not to call it "Mom's 
room" when we had friends over. 

I followed their voices from my bedroom to 
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the railing at the top of the stairs. That seemed 
like a good place for me, just close enough to for 
me to believe I knew what they were talking 
about. 

I could tell they were at the kitchen table 
from the direction of the noise, with just the 
overhead light on so that they both knew this 
was serious. I couldn't make out much of the 
conversation. Something about forgiveness and 
something about trust. The trust part was from 
my dad. He was always big on trust. 

"And now the bank has found out and she 
has to go to sleep at this place - this half-way 
house - every night after work." I stared at the 
white rubber tips of my high tops. 

"It's like jail, Linds." 
My face was hot and my eyes started to 

water. Why was he telling me all this? This 
wasn't his to tell. 

"After she gets out she has to pay all the 
money back, but she doesn't have any of it. And 
if she can't pay it all back in six months, she'll 
have to go to a real jail." 

Jail? But she was my mom. I was sure she 
hadn't meant to do it, that she had lost a bag of 
money or that there was some sort of mistake. 
My dad looked at me almost like he wanted an 
answer, like he hoped I could explain to him that 
he had it all wrong, that Mom had told me all 
about it and it was all a misunderstanding. But 
Mom hadn't told me anything. 

"What did she do with it?" I surprised us 
both with a question. 
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"She told the judge she spent it on you kids." 
On us? On me? I began to catalogue eve1y gift 

my mother had ever given me from the collection of 
Baby Sitters Club books that grew every day to the 
porcelain teddy bear figurine she gave me one 
Valentine's Day that played ''Love Story" if you 
pressed the heart. I didn't want any of it. I didn't 
want any of this. I thought of the glass candy dishes 
and square boxes of tissue, and wished I could have 
them back, that I could trade my books and teddy 
bears for them. 

I tilted my head up to look at him, with his 
suit still on from work. The mini-calculator my 
brother and I had given him for Father's Day 
bulged in his shirt pocket. He clumsily stuck out 
his arms and hugged me, really hugged me with 
real pressure and both arms, for the first time I 
can remember. 

My mom stayed with her friend Linda from 
down the street for a week before she left for the 
federal penitentiary in Texas. She hadn't been 
able to pay the money back. My brother and I 
were getting ready to move with Dad to his new 
job in Maine. There were no options. 

Dad had just moved out of his one-bedroom 
apaitment and back into the house. He started 
packing immediately after the gai·age sale. 

The night before she left, my brother and I 
walked over to say good bye. She met us on the 
corner in front of the construction site where 
they were extending the neighborhood. 

"Bye, Linds. I love you. Look out for your 
brother." 
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"Bye, Mom. Love you too." 
" I'U write you as soon as I get settled, and 

you can tell me all about Maine." 
Get settled. She made it sound like she was 

heading out for the Oregon Trail 
"I will, Mom. I promise." 
We wrote to each other about once a week. 

Always vague but cheerful. Except for one 
letter. When I asked her why. 

I just want to know. I love you very much, 
but I just need to understand. I want to 
understand. 

In her next letter, she sent me a laminated 
orange bookmark with my name on it and 
pressed flowers underneath the plastic. "For all 
those books you read," the note said. I never 
asked again. 

We sold the beanbags to two different people at 
the garage sale. They were getting pretty low on 
beans and my dad said it was too much of a hassle 
to keep filling them up. Tiny white balls ended up 
on everything, no matter how careful you were with 
it. 

I got to keep all my books and most of my toys 
that I didn't even play with anymore, but we had to 
sell the beanbags. It didn't make any sense. But I 
didn't say anything when I saw them in our 
driveway in the $5 pile. A boy bought the red one 
and a girl bought the blue one, which was strange 
for both me and my brother. I didn't want to sell 
them. I made the boy and girl give the money to my 
father, even though he was trying to sell our old TV 
and I didn't have anything better to do. 

11 



Spring Break, Season 4 
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Fiesta 
Brooke Molpus 

We forget Dulce Maria 
with shiny, black braids and dimpled cheeks 
standing in a field of low bushes 
littered with bottles and aluminum cans 
where plastic grocery sacks hook 
to tree branches and catch the wind. 

We forget the green and white mountains 
of trash in the Pig colonias 
where children squat in sagging underwear, 
fan black smoke from mounds 
of burning milk jugs and soda bottles. 

We forget that we sat on the roof 
of the church and watched 
two children playing with a dead cat 
tied to a string, watched the body flung 
watched it thud 
into the ground sending up 
little clouds of dust 
like Indian smoke signals. 
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Annika 

Annika-
Liberating waves crashing 

Down upon my shore 
Shaking in the shadows of torrential downpour 

Wit. .. unfit. .. try to quit this rhyme 
That I use to define a beauty far beyond the 
capacity of words 

And while your eyes are sensory stimulation 
For a vocal presentation, symbolic 
connotations 
Remain inadequate 

For the sea of your eye 
The thunder of the iris 

The calm of the pupil 
Staring back at me 

I forget who I am, where I come from and 
began 

Washed upon the shores of Hesperia 

Am I Penelope? Been waiting all these years 
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Ann Morgan 

For the removal of disguise 
The meaning of my life 
How it all resides in your eyes 

Or have the trials and travails been mine 
alone? 

As I made this journey to the arms of 
your home 

Where you were waiting, anticipating 
This heart too long at sea 

You see I know no ocean 
Know no boundaries 
Know no globe 
I am possessed by the essence of your soul 

Reiterated gratitude, feebly foul-played 
As identity flees, mocking me: 

You should have stayed 

Annika, please hear me, though never my last 
word 
You left me craving nothing, everything 
And more 

The Southwestern Review 

Deal 
Christian Masters 

On weekends 
tables in The Cage were 
dragged away. 

Coals warmed 
our smoky hands. 
Mbejane, the night guard, 
shared sweet potatoes and posha. 
He checked my classmates' cars; 
Peter was tonguing a visiting Brit. 

Tom unlocked the iron doors 
and called me inside. 
The DJ was gone, but 
the students kept dancing. 
Tom shared cheap acid he'd 
bought from a chola boy in the bathroom, 
then Peter pulled me 
into a corner booth. 
They taught me how to play cards 
as Mbejane was beaten to death. 

My car had tinted windows. 
Strobe lights 
shocked me into the right lane, 
and an officer's breath fogged the glass: 
"Go ahead." 

In the rear view, 
blankets huddled around shattered coals and 
a gray sheet. 
The chola boy waved. 
I coasted back into the smoke. 
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The Complication of Authority 
Scott Holmes 

Winner, Best Fiction 

That backpack has a dinosaur on the back, 
thought Alex. He picked the bag off its hook and 
shook it. The little black disks in the clear bubble 
eyes moved around frantically. Alex giggled. 

"Wow! A Transformer," he shouted. The 
dinosaur bag hit the floor and Alex manipulated 
the Transformer bag violently. Blue bag, red 
shoulder straps, red zipper, yellow Velcro pocket 
on the side. Alex zipped and opened and pulled 
at the Velcro with such fervor his mother rushed 
to defend the backpack, but did not get there in 
time to prevent Alex from turning the bag 
upside-down and placing his head inside. Alex's 
mother laughed, his father gave a soft nasal sigh 
of amusement, and little Libby squealed with 
excitement from her strnller. Pleased with his 
audience's reaction Alex relinquished the 
backpack to his mother's grasp. 

"Is this the bag you want?" asked Alex's 
mother. 

"I want the blue one," Alex yelled and ran 
around the shopping cait. The sneakers his 
mother had bought for him the day before 
squeaked on the cold department store tile. 

"This one is blue," his mother said, the tone 
of frustration peaking through her calm fac;ade. 

"Oh." Alex said before he ran to the bright 
colors at the end of the aisle. "Crayons, crayons," 
he yelled. 
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"You don't need those, your teacher wants 
you to have markers, and besides you have too 
many crayons at home." His mother pointed to 
the supply list she was holding in her right hand. 

"Markers, markers," Alex began undoing the 
work of the stocker by digging to the bottom of 
the shelf for his box. 

"They are all the same Alex, just pick a box 
and put it in the basket," said his mother. 
Shopping with Alex was a trying task. Sitting 
down or staying still for more than a few short 
minutes was nearly impossible for Alex; his poor 
teacher did not know what was in store for her. 

Alex's new school supplies were secured 
tightly in his bag, his new lunch box was sitting 
by the fridge waiting for its first run in the lunch 
room, and his new school clothes were lying on 
his chair as neat as they would ever be again. 

Before his mother had wakened him for the 
day, she could here the sound of thumping foot 
steps corning down the stairs. 

"Here comes Alexander the Grape," his 
father said from behind his morning paper. 

"Alex, walk," his mother chided. 
Alex walked into the kitchen wearing nothing 

but his white briefs. They were the kind of 
underwear that were tight on most people, but for 
Alex there was still some growing room in the 
rear. Alex pulled a high backed wooden chair 
that was taller than him from beneath the table 
and climbed onto it. His mother set a cup of 
orange juice in front of him and got his cereal 
from the cabinet. My orange juice is in my 
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orange cup, but they are different colors. And 
both are different colors than my new orange 
shirt, thought Alex. 

"Eat your cereal," hls mother told him. 
Grabbing hls spoon like a microphone, he dug 
into hls bowl of Cheerios. 

"You know that is not the right way to hold a 
spoon young man," hls mother said turning 
around from the bagel she was buttering for Mr. 
Arnold. "We may live in a town full of farmers, 
but I am not going to have you eating like one." 

"Excited about today, Alex?" hls father asked 
as he put down hls paper for the first time. 

Alex gave a double-ear grin and nodded hls 
head so hard that hls shaggy brown hair bounced 
and a little stream of milk leaked between hls lips 
and ran down hls chin. 

"You're not going to misbehave today, 
right?" hls father asked and took hls bagel from 
hls wife. 

Alex shook hls head so hard from side to side 
he got dizzy and almost fell out of hls chair. He 
chased the two remaining Cheerios around the 
cereal bowl with hls spoon until he gave up and 
plunged much more of hls hand then necessary 
into the bowl to retrieve them manually. 

"Young man!" hls mother scolded, "Are we 
ever going to get you to mind your manners?" 
His father laughed. 

"Don't you encourage him," she told hls 
father as she wiped off Alex 's hand and pulled 
hlm from hls seat. "Now, run up stairs and put on 
your clothes, I have them laid out on your chair." 
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Alex pattered out of the room and up the stairs. 
"And brush those teeth," hls mother yelled 

behind him. "Do you really think he's ready for 
kindergarten?" hls mother asked as she removed 
Alex's bowl from the table and wiped up the 
milk he had spilt. 

"Sure," hls father replied, "but is 
kindergarten ready for him?" He stood up, kissed 
hls wife, and with one last sip of coffee was out 
the door. 

Alex's mother sat down in hls chair, zoned 
out for a second, and smiled one of those tearful 
mother smiles, part worry, and part amazement. 

"Are you almost ready Alex?" hls mother 
yelled up stairs. 

Thump, thump, thump. Alex's feet answered 
running down the stairs. 

"Walk," hls mother said. "Here is your 
lunch." 

"What is it?" 
"Exactly what you asked for, a Cheese-Wiz 

sandwich, some cheese balls, a Star Crunch, and 
some strawberry Kool-Aide." 

"Oh, yeah." Alex grabbed hls lunch and took 
off for the door. Followed closely by hls mother. 

"But you are only getting all that junk 
because it is your first day of school." 

Alex's mother walked him to hls classroom 
for the first day of school, she met hls teacher 
Mrs. Chartrand, and left. Mrs. Chartrand eyed 
Alex suspiciously. She had taught kindergarten 
for thirty years now and the look in Alex's green 
eyes, the gentle rocking back and forth with hls 
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hands wedged firmly into hls back pockets, and 
the smile that says he knows something she does 
not worried her. Her day was long. 

"Alex," said Mrs. Chartrand, "stay off the 
tables now dear, chairs are for people." 

"Yes teacher," he replied as he climbed off 
the table. 

"My name is Mrs. Chartrand, Alex; I have 
told you thls already." She walked over to 
inspect the coloring of a quiet little girl and 
turned around to face the giggling behind her. 

"Alexander, DO NOT stand on your chair," 
she said in a voice that might as well have been 
yelling. 

"But you said ... " 
"Don't you talk back to me young man. 

Chairs are for bottoms, not for feet." 
Alex sat pouting in hls chair until it was time 

to sing "My County t' is of Thee" and other 
patriotic songs the chlldren sang along with the 
old record player. Al ex began tapping hls feet 
ever so slightly. He started moving his little hlps 
from side to side slowly and before he was even 
aware he was dancing to the song he sung. 

"Alexander, what are you doing?" Mrs. 
Chartrand demanded. 

"I'm singing," answered Alex. 
Mrs. Chartrand, a Republican and Baptist, 

was a person who did not care for dancing, 
especially when it was done to "the beloved 
songs of our great nation," crossed the circle of 
singing children and took Alex by the arm. 

"I trunk it' s time for you to stand in the 
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comer." She pulled hlm violently to the area that 
was designated " the comer." Though there were 
other comers in the room, only that specific 
comer sufficed for punishment. (Alex would find 
thls out a few days later when he was told to 
stand in the comer and he did, but in a different 
comer.) 

"You are going to miss the bus again, Alex," 
hls mother yelled from downstairs several weeks 
into Alex's schooling. Alex thumped down the 
stairs, grabbed hls lunch box, and headed out to 
the street for the bus. The bus is a different color 
orange than my cup and my orange juice. But 
they are still all orange, thought Alex. The doors 
of the bus squished open. and Alex walked down 
the aisle bumping hls lunch box on every other 
seat until he arrived at hls seat in the back row. 
The bus lurched forward and bumped off toward 
the school. Alex was the last person to be picked 
up, and the first person to be dropped off, but 
somehow he always managed to feel sick. Today 
it happened. He tried as hard as he could to keep 
it in, but to no avail. Alex leaned forward and hls 
Cheerios splattered against the floor. 

"Ahhhh, nasty! Thls little boy puked," yelled 
the second grade girl that sat beside him on the 
bus and who was now trapped in the comer by 
Alex's breakfast. 

Some of the chlldren squealed with disgust, 
the rest squealed with laughter. The bus pulled 
into the school, and the driver walked toward the 
back, obviously not happy that he was going to 
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have to clean up the mess. The second grader sat 
squeezed into her comer and cried. After that day 
Alex had to ride on the three stairs that faced out 
the door of the bus. Most children would not 
have enjoyed this punishment, but Alex loved the 
power it gave him. He got to ride on the top step 
everyday. He was chauffeured around by the 
burly bus driver. It was his bus. It was a lonely 
job, but with one word he could force the bus 
driver stop. With one word he could make all the 
other children on the bus wait for him, and when 
he looked out the door at the ground moving by 
he felt like he was flying. 

"Alex, did you draw on the floor?" Mrs. 
Chartrand asked him. 

Alex just shook his head. 
"Are you sure Alex? You have the same red 

marker on your lip." 
"It must have come off the floor," Alex 

replied not thinking. 
"Stick out your tongue young man." 
''Ahhhh.'' 
"Did the marker on your tongue come from 

the floor too?" 
Alex shrugged his shoulders. Alex could not 

see the marker on his tongue so he had decided 
· to draw on the floor too; Mrs. Chartrand did not 
like the decision. 

"Go wait for me in the hall." 
Alex knew what that meant. It meant another 

paddling from Mrs. Chartrand. He did not really 
mind though; he was always nervous before she 
paddled him, but they never hurt, much. Alex 
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normally stood in the corner three times, and 
after the third time he got a paddling, but 
times like this were special occasions, he got a 
paddling for just doing one thing. Standing in 
the corner was Alex's favorite punishment, 
and he had become acquainted with almost all 
of Mrs. Chartrand's punishments. In the 
comer, the lines from the cinder blocks made 
little roads that Alex used as racecar tracks for 
his fingers. The worst part about a paddling 
was the note that always got sent home after it. 

"Okay Alex, I am going to have to give 
you three paddlings for coloring on the floor." 

"Yes, ma'am." 
"And I am going to send a note home to 

you mother." 
"Yes, ma'am." 
"I am going to ask her to send some 

cleaning powder with you tomorrow so you 
can clean up the mess you made. And don't let 
me catch you coloring on your tongue again." 

"Yes, ma'am." 
Alex hated Mrs. Chartrand, and Mrs. 

Chartrand, though she tried for a while, did 
not care too much for Alex. He always wanted 
to do what he wanted, and she always wanted 
him to do what she wanted, and those things 
were almost never the same. 

When Alex got home his mother was not 
happy about her son's behavior. 

"Why did you color on your tongue 
Alex?" she asked. 

"I don't know." 
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" You must have some reason for coloring 
on your tongue, not to mention the floor. You 
know that is wrong Alex. So why did you do 
it?" 

" I was bored." 
Alex's behavior though it got him into 

trouble was rarely what could be called "bad." 
He generally did little things like drawing on 
his tongue or the floor because he had nothing 
better to do. Punishment did not help since 
Alex did not think about what he was doing 
before he did it. Alex's mother did not tell his 
father about the marker incident, she just sent 
him to school with a Ziploc bag of Bon-ami 
and a sponge. The marks on the floor came off 
with minimal scrubbing. 

"You have to sit down when you are 
gluing Alex," Mrs. Chartrand told Alex. 

"Yes, ma'am." 
"Alex, don' t use so much glue. Why don't 

you get up in front of the class and sing the 
glue song again." 

"I sung it yesterday." 
"And you will continue singing it 

everyday until you start listening to it. Now 
get up and sing it." 

"Just a drop will do, just a drop will do, 
just a drop of glue will do you fine, fine, fine." 

"Now have a seat and remember that 
tomorrow when we glue." 

"Yes, ma'am." 
Though nap time gave Alex the most 

problems, playing on the playground did not 
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keep him out of trouble. Especially when Mrs. 
Chartrand bought him the wrong flavored 
Popsicle on purpose. Alex hated bananas and 
knew that Mrs. Chartrand got him a banana 
Popsicle whenever she wanted to be especially 
mean. Ewww, banana, I hate banana, Delores, I 
hate her too. Was Alex 's thought process. 

"Young man, I saw that," Mrs. Chartrand 
said as she swung her wide hips over to Alex. 

"What?" asked Alex. 
"Don' t even pretend that you do not know 

what I am talking about. I saw you throw that 
Popsicle and hit Delores." 

"I didn't mean to." 
"How do you accidentally throw a 

popsicle?" 
"It was banana." 
" I don't care what flavor it was. You got 

Delores' hair all messed up. You go sit on the 
sidewalk for the rest of recess, and wait for me 
outside the door when we go back inside." 

"Yes, ma'am." 
Alex sat on the sidewalk and pretended he 

was the king. It was lonely, but that was the 
price of ruling. The other children were his 
soldiers training for a great war. They pushed 
the merry-go-round and yelled. They crawled 
through little tunnels made from concrete. They 
ran up the slides and slid down all for His 
Majesty Alexander the Grape. Alex liked the 
feeling the same way he liked being able to stop 
the bus with a word. The world was his. 
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Artist 

Just before sunset, the deer hunt 
ends with the sharp crack, 
the wet slap of metal-meets-flesh. 
Ray says it reminds him of a home run, 
the staccato snap of it. 
I watch the animal fall. 
Its feet stutter on the ground­
syncopated, says Ray, 
like the 'Rite of Spring,' 
Reeling, the deer lurches, 
struggling, noiseless. 
The spasm continues into 
a sudden halt of its knotty legs, 
like a needle dragged from the record. 

Ray insists on silence after the kill. 
I can hear the pant and whine 
of the dogs, waiting 
to paw and tear the genitals. 
The air smells sharply of copper, 

Autumn Brice 

of salt and the rawness of flesh. 
The boys rip and separate 
the pieces they will take home. 
Ray clenches a thin, black cigar 
between his teeth. 
His moustache is slick with sweat. 
I get blood on my hands, 
get sick in the matted grass. 

He was an artist once. 
I watched him scribble 
compulsively, breaking the point 
of his pencil, bending nibs 
in his fingers. 
I see his hands, 
escaping into sleeves 
brown with bloodstains and paint, 
imagine them parting flesh 
with a notched blade-
I cannot see beauty there. 
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for Joe 
Katherine Whitfield 

Men convicted of capital crimes 
live together in the Q Wing, 
watching network television 

and wearing yellowed undershirts 
until a prison guard waves for each 

a small white handkerchief, 
the universal sign of a stopped heart. 

Jimmy Lee Gray's 
final personal effects 

included this telegram from a victim's family, 
"MAY YOUR SOUL FOREVER BURN IN THE FIRES OF HELL". 

Mississippi, 1983. 

James Adams 
was a soft-spoken man who 

taught himself to read and write 
at age 47. 

A prison guard on the Row repeatedly slipped 
Drano crystals into his food. 

Florida, 1962. 

Tim Baldwin 
feared a stay, 

lest his date coincide with his son's 
graduation from the Air Force Academy. 
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His life proved disposable 
as the diapers into which 

he was strapped. 
Louisiana, 1984. 
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Morris Mason, 
I.Q. of 63, 

thought he would return from the walk, 
and told his friends in the death house, 

"I'm gonna be brave. I'm gonna make you proud.", 
as shouts of "Fry the nigger!" and "Kill the coon!" 

rose from the crowd outside. 
Virginia, 1985. 

And somewhere in a clapboard house in Georgia, 
the tick of an ancient second hand 

is silenced by a ringing phone. 
A woman unclasps her fingers, 

lifts the receiver, 
learns that her brother is dead. 

She looks in on the sleeping children -
his in the beds, hers on the floor. 
Walking out to the front porch, 

she steadies herself against a post. 
Her voice rises abruptly, 

"No more Robert! No more Bobby! No more Robert Wayne!" 
Her cries are echoed only by 
a sudden flapping of wings, 
and the relentless cawing 

of a murder of crows. 
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Long Distance 

I. Calling Home 

"He's catching a fly," 
my mother says, when I ask. 
" You know your daddy-
just relentless 
when he's stalking 
something. He's turned 
all the lights off, been at it 
since we finished dinner. 
I don't know, he seems 
alright, but his blood 
pressure moves like the red 
in our thermometer, and you know 
what that means for the tomatoes. 
The dog's got arthritis 
and I stuff canine 
aspirin into leftover sausage 
so she'll take a pill, 
but my feet 
are doing just jzne. 
Mr. Custer fixed the freezer 
but I had to cook two thawed 
turkeys and a ham 
before they spoiled. You better 
come home soon, because 
we sure can't eat all this, " 
and the line flickers. 

"Killed it," he says, picking up. 
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Caki Wilkinson 

II. --Original Message--
Sent: Tuesday, September 25, 2001 10:28 
AM 
Subject: Re: (none) 

Jim stopped drinking after last weekend, 
but even bleach won't shrink that orange stain 
on my sleeve. My mother might kill me. 
The Professor says I wrote a paper on Newton's 
Third Law of Motion incorrectly, so I'm starting 
over tonight instead of staying at the party with 
Claire and Anne Louise, but they are both pretty 
and I always feel like a cow in bad clothes if I go 
with them anyway. Everyone here has those new 
stacked sandals with the three black straps, 
but they mash my feet like pizza dough, and I try 
to avoid that sort of thing. I went to the gym 
today, for example, and the lights turned 
my skin so pale it was blue. I felt my thighs 
just quaking on the treadmill, and no way was I 
about to let two guys three machines over see 
me like that, so I left. Jim says I'm definitely not 
fat, but I may break it off with him soon, even 
though he doesn't yell as much since he gave up 
drinking. Claire says I'm lucky to have Jim 
because her boyfriend Mike doesn't take her 
to functions at all, much less throw up on her shirt. 
Mike is a writer and a real dope, though, so that 
isn't saying much. Claire can't see she deserves any 
better; she's just too hard on herself, bless her heart. 
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III. Since You Left 

I've brushed my teeth one hundred 
eighty-four times. I've counted 
twenty-two mosquito bites, and six 
I've itched to scars. I've eaten 
fifty-one bowls of Corn Flakes, 
read njneteen letters to Abby. 
I've stopped watching television. 
By the fence I've seen seven butterflies: 
three Monarchs, two Swallowtails, 
a Harvester, and a gray one that maybe 
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was just a moth. I've bli stered 
my skin on four fingers, five times. 
I've dropped a cigarette in my lap 
at the red-light twice now, and I've 
inked my cheek blue in two meetings. 
Both times someone pointed. 
I've answered five hundred 
forty-four phone calls, heard stutters 
and squeals and wheezes and 
echoes, but when yellow leaves 
closed behind those gray wings, 
never have I heard such a silence. 

Self-Portrait 

Anne McMicken 
Cardboard 

2 X 5 ft 
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Cathedral of the Martyred Saints: Second Street 

Little brown-haired boys 
are carved into bats 
before leaving the Solomon Islands. 

One night, after a feast, 
he dove off the wharf; 
that crazy kid cut three toes to the bone. 

Gray flesh streaked nearby 
and Mari jumped up, 
"Get out quick, brown-haired boy! Swim for 
the shore!" 

Five stitches. 

During the typhoon 
seven days later, 
his arrow landed in the refuse pit. 

The pikinini 
used some wet timber 
as a ladder, but his muddy grip slipped. 

A rusted tin can 
gouged through wet fabric 
and shoveled further into the black wound. 

Nine stitches. 
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Christian Masters 

That Cluistmas, the moon 
sucked grandfather crabs 
toward the ocean; he caught eleven. 

The boy snapped a toe 
in the mangrove roots, 
so Mari carried him up the sloped path. 

On top of that hill , 
his family killed 
centipedes, rats, mosquitoes, and the snake. 

Thirteen years. 

Out on the airstrip, 
women wailed and men 
strapped the child's father to a cargo rack. 

Over America, 
times can change quickly, 
and that boy grew into a brown-haired man. 

Now, for fifty bucks, 
he' ll sing to your church, 
but this cadence echoes only for him. 

Adfontes. 
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Untitled 
Mia Hood 

"Ghosts don't show up in pictures. You're 
right there. That's how you know you're alive." 
Their bed sat dead in the room's center, still. 

"Still , something could've transpired in the 
night, and I'm not alive anymore, and neither is 
the picture. Somewhere in the middle, I was 
looking up into what looked like the biggest, 
most filthy darkness. Pitch, I mean. Then I 
realized you'd pulled the blanket over my eyes. 
And then, on top of that, I realized that my eyes 
were closed. And then there's the story of being 
asleep developing on the surface of a lens." 

His eyes, giant satellites for tears and dust, 
felt abysmal. He imagined her dropping a coin 
into one, and them both waiting for it to clink. 

"You might as well be dead since you're full 
of lies." 

"What?" he became suddenly betrayed and 
waim. The yellow air between them sparked. 

"I said, 'Then it's time for you to say your 
good-byes,"' she repeated, laughing to herself. 

"Oh. What's that supposed to mean?" 
"Nothing. Really." 

*** 
She and he felt things as they were being 

carried forwai·d by the limousine floating 
through water, which was really pavement, 
which could have been five thousand feet deep 
for all they knew. Sitting still, riding this 
motorcade of dry melancholy, he decided his life 
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had been unnaturally prolonged, and that going 
to funerals was really just a way for everyone to 
reaffirm that they' re still alive. A roll call for the 
living . He, always leaning forwai·d, always 
awaiting his line of affirmation. 

Strung-out, the black liners sailed steadily on, 
the street teai·ing away on either side of their 
bladed edge. 

She looked at him, thinking how, even having 
lost weight, his surface still had the consistency 
of potatoes. And how that wouldn't change. No 
matter how gray-blue and puny his skeleton got, 
it would still be wrapped in something Yukon. 

He wore a black shirt that had faded into 
some world of colors like sub-black and not to 
gray because black can't metamorphose out of 
itself. He had found it that morning in the 
laundry basket. It was unapologetically damp for 
either having been there too long with other wet 
shirts, or from it being wet itself. When he 
turned to look at the hearse out the back window, 
the shirt's smell spread over the air. A smell 
something like apple juice rather than body odor. 

*** 
"As far as I can tell, we fucked last night, and 

that's as good a confirmation of life as any." 
Their white blankets were bloody around where 
their middles met. His genitals felt like a 
slaughtered animal. 

"How do you know we weren't dying 
instead? It sort of seems like we were, from the 
sounds of it. If someone else tried to get at what 
was going on inside here from the outside, it 
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would seem like maybe sex or murder. Maybe 
sex is death, virtual death." 

"You who live on the edge. So are we still 
dying, lying here? Ever on the brink?" She 
shifted onto her side to ask him this in earnest. 
She could barely see his face through the air 
between them which was thick like putty. 

"That's not what I mean. I mean virtual like 
simulated death, but it doesn't matter if it's fake 
because as far as you're concerned it's real." He 
imagined his blood stretching out inside her like 
a tapeworm laden with disease/love, and it 
unraveling out of her navel as a red satin ribbon 
letting out its disease with every involution, 
wrapping around his waist, and tying in the back. 

"Either way the sex didn't kill us. We're 
alive. Do you see how my hands have warmed 
these metal rods here? We're alive." As she 
spoke she gripped tighter the iron caging of their 
headboard. He put his hand on top of hers to see 
what she meant. 

*** 
Their dumb silence unfolded into the limo. 

Except for his half-tum to look out the rear, 
neither of them gestured or spoke to 
acknowledge their colleague, stiff as he was last 
night, in the vehicle behind them. They knew 
Barry E. Arni was there only by the ring of 
vultures circling overhead. 

She numbly thought of other dead people she 
knew. Grace Angel, Floyd Austin, Jack Beale, 
Mary Beale, Daniel Buck, Marguerite Byron, 
Alice Campbell, Rose Carmine, Phyllis 
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Chatfield, Gordon Clarke, John Cowan, Marion 
Cowan, Walter Duncan, Ted Falter, Stella 
Fantasia, Irving Fleshman, George Fox, Mable 
Glave, Donald Goodale, Lucinda Green, Mary 
Rose Hamilton, Dolores Haze, Rosaline Honeck, 
Kenneth Knight, Virginia McCoo, Vivian 
McCrystal, Aubrey Mcfate, Anthony Miranda, 
Viola Miranda, Emil Rosato, Lena Schlenker, 
Donald Scott, Agnes Sheridan, Oleg Sherva, 
Hazel Smith, Edgai· Talbot, Edwin Talbot, Lull 
Wain, Ralph Williams, Louise Windmuller. 

"I feel like the room is spinning. Or else, the 
room is still, and I'm spinning." He was holding 
onto her hands tighter than either of them had 
realized. 

"Which is it?" 
"I don't know. The spinning could be 

imaginary." 
"Right, because in terms of the cosmos, I 

guess everything is either totally still or totally 
spun-out and crazy. Depending on where you're 
traveling and how fast." 

"But that's not right. I know I'm spinning 
because, listen, can't you hear things in my 
stomach sloshing ai·ound? Maybe it was the 
dream I had. It made me feel like my center, that 
used to keep me above being dead, collapsed out 
of me. And now, maybe my body knows that, if 
I'm not to touch swampy death, I have to keep 
spinning." 

"Like how, whomp whomp whomp, 
helicopters lift off," she laughed. 
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"Maybe it was the dream." 
"Maybe. What was it?" 
"We-you and me and Barry-were waiting 

with our cameras outside of Jason Priestley's 
house. We were going to shoot him corning back 
from physical therapy. I guess it was about his 
motorcycle accident. So the three of us and 
everyone else in the corps were out there, 
cameras ready, and a limousine that looked 
like ... that looked like an ocean liner glides up. 
The door opens, and our collective flashes go off 
like a machine gun." 

"Like the neurons in the brain, firing, making 
the dream," she interrupted, already knowing the 
dream and all meaning it entailed. 

"We look out ahead of ourselves, put our 
cameras down, and see on the ground, not 
Priestley, but the imprints of our flashes. A 
million spotlights venned on top of and outward 
from each other. As if to express endlessness." 
He took his hand off hers. 

"But how did you know they were imptints 
of your flashes. They could've been actual 
spotlights." 

"No, because I remember looking up behind 
me to see if there was a light source, if we were 
on a stage. I wanted to find the seams, where the 
curtain was to be drawn or something." 

"And there wasn't anything but the clear blue 
sky, eh? Which is really, you know, the inside of 
your eyeballs." 

"You're not getting the point. We were 
shooting nothing. Nothing rode up in the limo. 
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Nothing opened and shut the car door. Nothing 
walked up and into his house, opened and shut 
the front door. Nothing sat down on the couch 
and turned on the TV. Nothing watched reruns 
of himself on cable. 

"But there were those imprints of us on the 
ground just off the street. Spotlights on 
nothing." He paused to replace his hands. "And 
I felt so guilty in my stomach because I knew 
that I'd murdered the poor bastard." 

The two, having scooted closer during this 
natTation, shai·ed the air between them. She was 
facing the window and could see the dust 
particles like a million :fluorescent yellow lice 
scurrying around like idiots in a band of light 
starting out at the window and ending up at the 
blood spot. 

* * * 
Inevitably, they would get to the church. 

That wasn't what was in question. She reached 
out and patted his chest where his heart would 
have been. She always tried to make light of 
situations. Like they might be swept up into a 
gust of wind, never to be found again. Lighten 
up, she thought to him, if you want to keep 
spinning, if you don't want to get bogged down. 
His brutal melancholic stare forward looked 
misplaced on him. He wasn't meant to feel these 
things, she thought. There was something too 
soft for this gravity, something too feminine left 
around his mouth from the weight loss, 
something too fragile about his upper lip. She 
wondered for the first time where he had come 
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from with that pallid, too-soft, potatoey skin. 
What genetics encrypted hair like butted1y 
antennae, fine and delicate, atop that mass grave 
of thoughts? Hair that would only grow on his 
head. Hair that looked exactly the same as it did 
when he was born. Hair that wouldn't grow in 
foul places-places where there were marked the 
plods of puberty and age. 

*** 
He tried to hold her eyes steady so that she 

would spin too, or else they could both stop 
together. To him, her eyes were pools of venom 
that shone in the morning light, which is what 
gave him mixed feelings about looking into them 
so whole-heartedly. He was half-afraid of 
kissing her, too, thinking he would discover that 
her tongue is two-pronged and would flick out at 
him, down his throat, take hold of his uvula, and 
kill him this way. 

"I think I know why you think you rnight've 
died last night." 

"Why?" 
"Because you're a drama queen." She said 

this, and the word queen opened her mouth into a 
smile. And her teeth looked sharp. 

"What does that mean?" He took his hands 
back to himself and turned away as a signal. 

"You tell me. We're in the business of 
making drama in an instant, in a frame." 

"Drama's about being uncertain. Is that what 
you're getting at?" 

"Yeah, sort of. Drama is the dividing line, I 
think. Like in a picture. The picture divides 
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what just happened and what's about to happen. 
And there all these assumptions you have to 
make based on what's there, which is usually not 
much. And the bigger the two masses, the bigger 
the gravity." 

"So what are the assumptions you're making, 
then?" 

"Maybe I'm no more sure than you that 
you're alive. But, listen, I have an example. 
When I was something like eight, I was at the 
regional geography bee. That morning my 
mother French-braided my hair from the left eat·, 
over my head, and past my right ear like an 
Egyptian princess, like this." She gestured at the 
arc the braid traced over her scalp. 

"So they can shoot me nice, I guess. But my 
mother thought maybe all the stored-up 
knowledge could be braided into my head-she 
told me that. Anyway, my first question comes 
up. It's, what is the imaginary line that divides 
the northern and southern hemispheres? And I 
stood there, you know how I felt, braided-up, 
done-up, hot; the air between me and the 
audience of my peers was black-and-blue." She 
thought of this image, in that moment, as being 
totally accurate. 

"There I am, suddenly and absurdly 
confronted with this realization-a realization 
that's beating up the air I'm trying to breathe­
that the equator is imaginary. That there isn't a 
line penciled in along the circumference of the 
globe. That a globe is different than the earth. 
That the difference between the northern and 
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southern hemispheres is invisible, just implied, 
imagined deductively by what's above and 
what's below." As she talked, he couldn't help 
but feel she was trivializing his precarious 
position with this story that she might even be 
making up. 

"And the difference between the northern and 
the southern hemispheres when you're eight it, 
you know ... Well, you can' t get much more 
dramatic than that. So what I think now is that 
you're trying to make lines around things like 
kids, because you never learned about how 
diffuse things really are. How things aren't so 
dramatic in real life." 

"Well, what did you do?" 
"I got the question right." 
"Did you win?" 
"No, I was out on the next question." 
"What was it?" 
"Which way does the Nile flow?" 

Almost there, he studied the line dividing her 
lips. He supposed it was infinitely thin, or non­
existent like the equator. He remembered that 
when he was younger, he had just assumed that 
all objects in real life were outlined in pencil like 
in a drawing, no matter how finely. He would 
stare at the blades of a fan and try to superimpose 
an outline. An outline that would inevitably fall 
away once he flipped the switch on. Maybe now 
that he was getting old, that his skin was falling 
away from his face, that idea terrified him. That 
bodies are outlined always means something big, 
something associated with death. 
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He kept looking at her mouth line and 
realized how so much was riding on its position; 
how so very much information is held there 
between two lips. 

*** 
"I think you' re making light of this," he 

finally said. 
"Maybe you need to make light of it, too. 

Maybe how heavy you are is what's wrong. 
How much you like the line between things. 
When will you get it that the line isn't there? It's 
imaginary. Even state borders don't exist 
anymore. You get to another state by coming in 
on the highway like an injection, not by stepping 
over some boundary line. Hell, even states are 
still alive." She took a breath, not knowing, like 
ever, whether to laugh at him or to yell. 

She continued, "Drama is there, enough. 
That's where we are. Between life and death. 
Between pleasure and pain." 

"Sounds like sex." 
"No sex isn't as brutal as you. Sex isn't as 

brutal and indistinct as you." 
"Pleasure comes from tension between 

opposites. And sex is like you said, an injection. 
There aren't boundaries crossed, there are 
boundaries penetrated." 

"You're being predictable and lewd. So is 
pleasure what you feel? Is that what you're 
saying all this is? Sick pleasure ... " 

"No, I feel like poison. That's how you 
should feel, too. Our sex is just a mixture of 
poisons. Like some higher intelligence is 
playing apothecary with us." 
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"And whose drink will the intelligence lace 
with our poison?" 

*** 
The day after she and he had sex for the fast 

time in six months was almost-rainy. The green 
lights along their route to their good friend's 
funeral fizzed yellow-green. Either the mist or 
the tears gave the illusion of halos around each 
one. 

Church bells rang slowly, sending circles of 
chemical air into the surrounding space. Across 
the street, a shopping cart outside a grocery store, 
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in the air's quietude, began to roll backward 
down the incline of the parking lot, twirled 
around its imaginary axis, and dented a dark blue 
Buick. 

Inside the church, the mourners knew not 
whether to take pictures or to pray. She and he 
sat beside each other like two dummies placed 
there to make the ceremony look more authentic. 
They looked up at a small stained-glass window 
and saw streams of poison raining in, and then 
down at the corpse that was by now drowned in a 
million overlapping spots of light. 

Molly Chapman 
Photograph 

8 X lQ in 
35 



36 

Junebugs 

Brooke Molpus 

My sister and I never wore pantyhose. 
Every Sunday we'd sit in last pew, and once 
we saw a junebug, big as a doorknob 
march right over Daddy's Bible, 
turning turquoise, purple and pink 
in dusty sunlight, 
the way oil swirls in a puddle. 

Daddy crushed it into the carpet 
with the heel of his Sunday shoes. 
Mama shuddered, said it didn't belong 
in God's house, and it was a wonder 
the stain stayed, so purple, darker 
than the juice we sipped 
from tiny, plastic communion cups. 
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Rapids 
Katherine Whitfield 

In loving memory of Lloyd D. Whitfield 
June IO, 1912 - November 20, 2002 

I envied him his sturdiness. 
When he would stand, 
each of his vertebrae would click 
into place like the teeth 
of his zippered coveralls. 
Behind him 
I would stumble through the fields, 
my feet never firmly planted, 
every step an arrested fall. 
I remember he fell once 
from a wheeling tractor, 
landed on stones we used at the branch 
to dam holes for swimming. 
The hip gave. 
He waited through sunset, 
then crawled 
hand over hand through flatbed tracks, 
mud, standing water, 
and sat in his rocker, slightly off 
balance like a wooden soldier 
with a broken leg. 
Wickedness must have known 
his body would not obey the rules of aging, 
would resist slow failure, 
and so took his mind instead. 
Bit by bit his mind curled in on itself 
until the body that could still walk a straight line 
could no longer think one. 
He set out bread for the cat 
dead thirty years, 
sifted laundry detergent into custard bowls. 
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We used to buy ham sandwiches at Rapids, 
when Mildred still owned the store. 
The place was concrete-floored, 
silt-covered, as though 
it could not shake off the earth. 
I would draw in tight next to Papa 
on the front room's oil-stained benches, 
drinking glass-bottled Nehi, 
eating block ham 
sandwiches, white bread thick. 
The men all smelled like Papa, 
like threshers and coarse-bound hay bales, 
and clean-shaven. 
For one penny I could stand myself 
on a huge clunking scale that gave weights 
and told fortunes about upcoming harvests. 
The soothsayer that predicted small futures 
never saw the buyers coming, 
never expected the store to be swept out, 
turned into a sit-down meat and three. 
They kept the outside the same -
a giant orange Gulf sign still visible 
and two broken gas pumps. 

Mildred never moved from her house behind the store, 
but boiled peach preserves for canning, 
and shucked and silked white corn for frying. 
Papa stopped going to Rapids. 
Eventually, his body turned with his mind 
and he developed a stoop, 
his spine bending downwards 
as he curved into his cane back chair, 
sat alone in the house he built, 
said, "I want to go home. 
I want to go home." 
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Through the Keyhole 

She is Boticelli 's creature, 
fingers feeling down her neck, 
leaving a flushed wake of red 
apple skin. Her eyes in the mirror 
run from bathwater to her 
body curved like the edge of a knife. 
She measures the width of her hips 
by the sink and releases an 0 
of hot air from her pillow 
lips to the glass when she sees 
she is safe by two inches. She prods 
her belly like Jell-O, a squid 
she makes ripple, and imagines 
herself a harem belly dancer. 

Her hair falls in a net-
black cords someone could climb 
or strangle her with. She fits 
one for a necklace of gossamer 
black pearls and with great release 
casts the rest of her net 
into the water, strands becoming 
Medusa's snakes floating eerily 
and she laughs at the eye 
behind the door, suddenly 
turned to stone. 
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Lisa DiTrolio 

39 



40 

World War 
Christian Masters 

You could see Lake Victoria 
from the roof of our old house; 
I hid in a moving box father left up there. 
One trip, to Kampala, I bought an expensive book on cake design 
because mother was letting me ice Matthew's birthday cake. 
Something about the elevation and grainy sugar-
it looked nothing like the picture, 
but mother used the last of the vanilla and that helped the taste. 
We always had nshima and relish for lunch; 
Julius killed the chickens on Fridays. 
Father would drive to the hospital in Entebbe, 
a lot of thick green, but the banana leaves were all I remembered. 

There were a lot of banana trees, too, in the Solomon Islands 
where I lived from four to ten. 
Matthew found a rusted-out truck in the middle of the rainforest; 
it became my secret base. 
Below our two-story wooden house was a coconut plantation; 
the thuds at night were like skulls breaking, mother said. 
I cracked my skull falling from the balcony onto the concrete floor. 
In the medical canoe, I watched the rain hit Patutiva. 
During World War II, a plane crashed just off the air strip 
and you could see it if you held your breath long enough-
There were bombs too, and bullets, 
that we took apart to make firecrackers. 
Hanily blew off the top of a toe. 
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Anyone Could Join the Circus 

Lisa DiTrolio 

The first month we look like worms, 
eyes in a sac, a stitch that itches the womb; 
we are growing bulbs of flesh, photographed for Time 
magazine's latest fetus spread. This is how millions 
of us discovered just how close we'd come 
to being left in a shape nowhere near human, 
had the covers been suddenly yanked 
off our cozy waterbed of amniotic fluid. 

At three months, we have the snouts of pigs, 
at eight we could be the progeny 
of a pachyderm. What is to keep us 
from popping out with a small, wrinkled 
trunk in those last two months? Maybe those 
who are allergic to peanuts have been 
the humans all along . . . 

Would my mother have loved a child 
more elephant than not? 
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Ex-Nihilo 
after Li-Young -Lee 

Tiana Knight 
My fool asks: How does time spin like a circle? 
Does my future predict my present past? 

My death says: The decay of this world has 
stripped the walls of life with blank cyanide­
a decision my forefather made. 

My night watchman walks around the moon, 
and seers the insignificant matter of earth. 
He touches the vastness of heaven, while whispering 
in my ears the trees of ten thousand galaxies. 

My eternity bends to light: a breath spoken, 
igniting life that shivers blades of grass. When 
the bread asks why am I broken? I answer, 
for me, and the covenant is mine. 

My loneliness, died with myself I worshipped 
in the miITor, and the apple rots inside my veins­
a birthmark of knowledge. 

And my dreams? Are trapped in the imprint 
Jehovah has sprinkled over creation. 

And my mother? She picks up the dishes 
of strangers, who only eat with their mouth. 

And my father? He is the screech lying 
behind drunken violin chords, and the 
thought of intangible abandonment. 

And my God? The constant line, without end 
or beginning. The one who fill s the space between 
my nothing, the nothing I thought was all in vain. 
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Sonnet #44 
Ariel Roads 

So that the butterfly nature is not a source of regret, 
remember that it suits you well to flit 
from one to the next, and it is the reason 
that flowers accept you. You bring seeds of other seasons 
to their hearts to feed them. If one tastes sweeter remain. 
Flicker your wings without shame, 
because you do fly on, and dip and stop 
to try pollens, dropping 
them from your legs. You pick up this dust. 
In your travels, you must 
acquire some sign of where you have been. 
Do not imagine them heavier than 
what they are, dust on your feet. 
Remember their nectar is what you seek, and sweet. 
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Coffee 
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This Time 
Andre de Araujo Jorge 

Winner, Best Poetry 

My brother and I sat in the tight backseat 
of his black Fire Bird. Dad's new girl smacked gum 
and bounced her bony chin to "Maneater." 
Blond curls poofed above the headrest, 
damp from gel. 

Dad never wore a shirt in the summer. 
His Brazilian tan was darker and his black curls 
shone wet from the shower. 

Rows of grapes on wooden posts 
unfurled a carpet as far as I could see. 
His new house, at the dead end of the road, 
was white and roomy. We slept 
on a plastic, inflatable mattress. 

The square white pillars of the front porch 
made a canopy onto the panorama of the vineyard. 
The grapes blended into a marble counter of faint green. 
Wheelbarrows piled high with grapes made a line 
in front of the barn's double-wide doors. 
Dad said it was the place where the grapes got old. 

My brother and I pulled out the Red Flyer. 
We scanned for the swollen ones and 
stacked them into our wagon. 
The thin skin peeled on my tongue without effort. 
A jelly ball slid out, gritty but sweet. 
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The second night young men and their skinny wives 
sat under a white tent around a picnic table. 
All their legs touched -
their backs like a prayer circle of monks. 

I swung in circles around a corner pole of the tent. 
Then, 
I felt the earth 
slide under my right foot 
like a row of slippery knuckles. 

Blood poured into my toes. 
A baby white rabbit 
squirmed, squalling under my foot. 
Its feet kicked, rustled grass 
but could not find any earth. 
I had ripped its left eye from the socket. 
Its other pinkish eye looked up 
beneath the one good eyelid. 
He shook his head, 
sneezed blood from his nose. 

I tapped Dad on the back. 
"What, I'm talking!" he told me. 

I sat in the grass -
next to the spot, 
combed my fingers through. 
Blood was in dew beads. 
Spiraling grass wove a Christmas wreath. 

Chrome 
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Arthritis 

Caroline Underwood 

They each have their own smell -
a distincti ve mixture of cough drops, Aquanet hairspray, 
and the unique mustiness of their houses 
that clings to them as they leave these cozy homes 
they've inhabited for decades. 
Some leave behind a pet -
A simple yappy dog, almost as old as they are, 
Or a cranky elderly cat that hides when company comes, 

A pair of spectacles below a white tuff of curls 
ventures out to that sacred place 
thirty minutes ahead of schedule. 
Thursday is her day, 
two o'clock is her time, 
and Rene is her magician. 
The shoppe sounds of sweet southern accents 
and several soothing dryers. 

The shampooer awaits. 
The operation begins. 
The hot water soaks the tight tresses 
as the conversations starts. 
The "can you believes" and "Oh honeys" are set into motion. 
The snipping produces tiny pieces 
that fall like snowflakes 
onto the hard ground, 
and are neatly swept aside. 
Each hair finely wrapped now sits under the helmet chair. 
Their bodily complaints can sense that it's getting late. 
If only their aching bodies could be cured like their hair. 
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Really Something 
Caki Wilkinson 

Aunt Elma wasn't visiting from out of town; 
she wasn't even family from a few blocks over. 
Aunt Elma was a permanent fixture, the sole 
reason Lucas had been made to share a room 
with Gabrielle Rose, and she did not leave. She 
was a pitiful , phlegmmy, blown-up chunk of a 
woman with the kind of good intentions no one 
doubted, and somehow, when she crowded their 
lives the way she so often did, Aunt Elma left 
Tullie feeling more guilty than upset. She was 
Cliff's only aunt, married just long enough to 
have one child who would spend nineteen years 
blaming her for it until he left for college in 
California and never once came back. Between 
Cousin Michael, Cliff's mother (dead four years 
last July), and Cliff's father (in the home), Elma 
really was quite alone in the world. "She 
shouldn't be by herself in some old apartment," 
Cliff said. "You know that, Tullie; you know it," 
and Tullie couldn't do a thing except sigh and 
bow her forehead for him to kiss it. " It ' ll be 
fine," he said, "and she's old too," and Tullie 
wondered how to connect those statements. 

The heater had cooked the last of its 
kerosene. It popped by the fold-out sofa, 
steaming a suspiciously rotten odor from the 
toffee-colored shag rug beneath it. (The catalog 
said toffee. The rug, of course, was brown.) 
Tullie nicked her arm taking down the tree, and 

The Southwestern Review 

Aunt Elma announced that the zucchini bread 
just would not rise. It was the day after 
Christmas. 

In the kitchen, Tullie washed her cut, and a 
tinted column of water hosed the stacks of cereal 
bowls. Swollen, black raisins bobbed in 
lukewann milk like hints that the holiday spilit 
had already turned sour, already planned its exit 
down the greasy sink pipes. Yesterday, bows 
fluffed tall on packages, grumpy sighs were 
swallowed, and no one needed a nap. But today 
it all had faded, and even the wooden nativity 
scene, on its littl e white doily, looked cold. It 
takes something cruel, Tullie thought, to shake a 
seven-foot blue Spruce in heaps on the rug, to 
mash snow drifts brown against the driveway. It 
takes the cruelest thing of all. 

" It just will not rise," Aunt Elma said, and 
Yance the cat slinked through her legs where her 
calves bulged like softball s from the threadbare 
hem of her housecoat. 

Tullie sat down at the table. She realized she 
was either dizzy or sleepy. 

"I mean, is it the cold air?" Elma closed the 
oven door. " It's the cold air. It 's just too cold in 
here." 

"Cl iff says it' s a snap to fix ," Tullie offered. 
"If that counts for anything." 

Shaking her head, "It's just too cold in here." 
Tullie rubbed a coffee ring from the placemat 
with her thumb. "He's working on it right now," 
she said. "I think he had a problem with the 
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screws, or the wires ... " 
"Well , really." When Elma was antsy, her 

chin disappeared into the gray skin at her neck. 
" I mean, I don't want to complain; you know, 
lord, I really don't, but it's not good for my 
lungs, and, what, with Gabrielle Rose getting 
over that cold, and not to mention this smell , I 
just; you know. What time is it?" 

They both looked to the clock on the stove, 
but in the end, the question seemed more 
rhet01ical than literal, and neither spoke. 

The oven door was smudged with cake flour 
and cooking spray, and Aunt Elma swiped it with 
a dish rag before she peered at the zucchini bread 
inside. "Lord, a mess," she said, to nobody in 
particular. 

It had not occun-ed to Aunt Elma that dinner 
would be ready in less than an hour and that 
zucchini bread in no way complimented the 
creamed chicken casserole Turne was serving. 
The only other bread in the house was a half­
stale bag of hotdog buns, sure to cause a stir from 
Cliff (he liked corn muffins with his casserole), 
and also the kids, who would then ask for hot 
dogs instead of chicken. Turne sighed into her 
upper lip and opened a can of green peas, 
noticing that the house really did smell awful. 

Lucas had gotten a Black Ban-on Deluxe 
plastic knight set from Santa Claus, and she 
could hear him in his room, catapulting men 
from his top bunk bed, alternately chattering with 
his sister in the hallway. "This one is bad; he's 
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got three swords," and, changing voices, "Oww ! 
You! I've hit you!" 

Gabrielle Rose, not old enough to find her 
toys any more entertaining than their packages, 
delighted herself with burying Yance in a box of 
Styrofoam peanuts. Each time he scrambled out, 
tucking his tight, orange tail under his body, she 
clamped him in the length of her soft arms and 
began the process all over again. Yance was a 
good-natured cat, a stray that had lived two 
months in the earthenware planters behind their 
shed before he took such a liking to the entire 
family that he started spending his nights inside. 
Nonetheless, Yance was on his second straight 
day of the styrofoam game, and the sound of cat 
claws on cardboard was growing more and more 
desperate. Before Tullie could wonder how long 
it would last, in perfect sequence she heard the 
smash of fallen plastic, a shriek, and the low 
growl of a cat who had had enough. 

"Moooooommm!" Lucas was climbing down 
from his post to inspect the damage. "Gabrielle 
Rose threw Yance at my lookout tower!" 

" I'm sure she didn't mean to," Tullie 
responded automatically, half-heartedly. 

He grumbled a response, Gabrielle Rose 
tottered down the hall, and Tullie began to set the 
table, bumping more than once into Aunt Elma 
in her polyester housecoat, who kept shaking the 
dark brick of zucchini bread, stuck in its pan. 

" I hope that smell isn't dinner!" Cliff said, 
emerging from the den. 
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Tullie looked up from the five cottage-cheese 
and pear salads she was an-anging and shook her 
head slightly. 

"I'm kidding, Tull. I've been poking around 
with that heater for three hours; I'd take it even if 
it did smelJ that bad!" 

She can-ied the salads to the table. "You 
ready to eat?" she asked, loud enough to be 
directed to alJ of them. 

Lucas wandered blindly from his room, a 
black knight still clasped in his fist, but hungry 
enough to leave the castle at rest. "Why does it 
smell so bad?" he asked, and Cliff , obediently 
strapping GabrielJe Rose into her high chair, 
gave him such a severe look that he said nothing 
else. 

For the past several minutes, Aunt Elma had 
been peculiarly preoccupied, and when she 
turned from the kitchen counter, she was holding, 
not a plate of flat zucchini bread (as each of 
them, maybe even Gabrielle Rose, had 
expected), but instead a large rectangular box, 
wrapped in green foil. 

She was met by five sets of puzzled eyes 
(five including the evil knight), and she paused, 
suspensefully, to balance the box on a free edge 
of the table. "I know how the day after Christmas 
can feel like reading the obituary section," she 
said, "so I saved this one for last." She beamed. 
"It's for all of you." 

They stood there for the awkward moment 
that always follows the presentation of a group 
gift, wondering how they should go about 
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opening it. The children waited for their parents 
to take charge, and Tullie, hands still buried in 
holiday-themed oven mitts, told Cliff with her 
eyes to go right ahead. 

Carefully, he tore the foil at its seams, sliding 
the large box into his lap. He unwrapped the 
newsprint packing (three layers worth, the last of 
which was not a layer at all, but tangles of 
shredded paper). Then, slowly, and with great 
caution, Cliff exposed a framed, faux-wood, 
poly-resin imitation of Leonardo da Vinci 's "Last 
Supper." The long table reached in three 
dimensions, smooth and white, topped with 
electro-plated gold dishes. Over Jesus Christ's 
left shoulder hung a shroud of blue velour, and 
the disciples' lips were edged in pink. In the 
rafters above them, embedded in the center of the 
largest J udean shield, was a tiny light bulb that, 
when the piece was plugged in, glowed white. 

"Well, gosh, Aunt Elma," Cliff said, holding 
it up for the family to inspect, " this is really 
something." 

She beamed, the loose skin on her face 
flushing into vague lines of cheekbones. 

"It's very vivid," Tullie added. 
"I thought it would fit perfect in here." Elma 

motioned to the space above the kitchen table, 
where hung a mediocre print of three 
Confederate horsemen and a bounding pack of 
hound dogs. 

Cliff nodded. 
"Oh, let's just see," and before he could 

object, she was lifting the old frame from the 
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wall. "Come on; hang him up, and I'll teU you if 
it' s straight." 

Tullie turned on her heel, retrieved the 
casserole from the oven, and began serving the 
children who, by now, had renounced any 
participation in the events. 

Cliff, in a minimal effort (surprising, 
considering his previous troubles with the 
heater), hung the thick, dioramic structure, and 
Yance slapped at the dangling black cord. 

Aunt Elma plugged it in. "Well you look at 
that!" she hooted, and sat down to her creamed 
chicken casserole, cottage-cheese and pear salad, 
and toasted hotdog bun. 

They ate most of the meal in silence, the 
same awkward sort of silence that had preceded 
the gift's opening, but without Aunt Elma, who 
was too busy gazing up between forkfuls to 
notice much else. Lucas ate a!J of his chicken and 
forgot to ask for a hotdog. Gabrie!Je Rose 
smeared gooey white sauce across her forehead, 
and Cliff had two more helpings to keep from 
making conversation. 

Despite the frequency of their occurrences, 
Tullie was always shocked by Aunt Elma's 
episodes, and she felt rather like a doe who had 
made her home along a particularly busy 
highway. She blinked, swallowed, excused the 
children from the table, all the while wondering 
whether Jesus and his disciples had finished their 
meal or if it was left half-eaten, as this artist had 
suggested. By the time they got to dessert (which 
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was, consequently, Aunt Elma's coarse zucchini 
bread) Aunt Elma had slipped from her 
graciousness enough to request another sweater 
(she was so cold!), and to remark, again, that 
something smeUed wretched. She did not offer to 
help with the dishes, not even the crusty bread 
pan. 

Cliff dried the silverware. "I don' t know," he 
said. 

" Is she crazy?" 
"I don't know," he said again. "We've gotten 

this stuff before; what were you expecting?" 
Tullie shook her head. "Did she ever go to 

church? And for that matter, does she know if we 

do?" She kicked Yance with the side of her foot. 
"Ifed you," she grumbled. 

In the den, Aunt Elma had turned on the 
television to Johnny Carson interviewing the 
glamorous Olivia Newton John, and Tullie could 
hear him saying, "That's fabulous; that's really 
fabulous." 

"Come on, Tull, she just goes on whims. You 
can't really be offended by that can you?" 

"This is our house!" When she threw up her 
hands in exasperation, Tullie sent suds across the 
linoleum. Feeling guilty, she lowered her voice 
again. "I just think," she said, "that she pushes 
her way in too much." 

He kissed her forehead, paused, and then 
kissed her lips. "I know. I'm sorry. You're a 
trooper." Then he slapped her thigh, gently, with 
the dishrag and went back to fixing the heater. 
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"You're telling me! That's really fabulous!" 
Johnny Carson said. 

Because she had neglected them all day, the 
dishes, even with Cliff's help, took longer than 
usual. Tullie had just gotten to the mush of 
dissolved cereal that was clogging the drain 
when she heard Cliff yell, in an 
uncharacteristically frantic tone, "Gabrielle Rose, 
put that down!" 

There was a brief gasping pause, broken by 
Aunt Elma. "Well I think I might have to start 
sleeping in the shed!" 

Gabrielle Rose scooted into the kitchen, 
clapping in her red romper, followed by Cliff and 
the worst stench of the day. "This," he said, 
almost choking, "is what Yance just slung on my 
feet." Between his thumb and forefinger, Cliff 
pinched a rotten onion, sprouted with ye!Jow and 
green knots, soggy in the middle, and gnawed, 
with pointy little cat fangs, like a cob of corn. 

Tullie's mouth dropped open, but when she 
nearly tasted the stench, she quickly snapped it 
shut. "How did he get that? I must have dropped 
that ages ago!" 

"It has a growth-a disease, probably," Aunt 
Elma spoke up from the den. 

"Unbelievable." 
"Let me see!" Lucas was bouncing at his 

father's hands as if they were playing a game of 
keep-away. 

"No, no. This is going outside." 
"And Yance," Tullie continued, "is going 
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with it." 
"He' ll be cold!" Lucas whined, genuinely 

worried. 
"There's hay in the shed, Lucas. He'll be 

fine." 

Cliff took care of the rotten orb, and he gave 
Gabrielle Rose a bath, hoping to disinfect her 
tiny, white hands. Aunt Elma sat on the sofa in 
her housecoat and two sweaters, and by the time 
she had nodded off to sleep, she'd cocooned 
herself in an afghan as well. 

Tullie was left with Lucas, whose agreeable 
nature had been significantly tainted by the 
incident with the onion. Dressed in superhero 
pajamas, he clutched Yance's matted, calico pelt, 
and with all the courage in his five-year-old 
body, he would not hand him over. 

"He'll be fine, Lucas," she said, for the third 
time since his bath and the fifth time overall. 
Lucas shook his head. 

"That onion could have made Gabrielle Rose 
really sick if she'd eaten it." 

"But it didn't, Momma. Didn't." 
"Lucas, this has been a long day, and I really 

don't want to argue. I won't stand for waking up 
your sister, so hush." Tullie turned back the 
bedspread on the bottom bunk. "Now come on." 
He was quiet while he delivered the last dark 
knight to its tower, and when he returned to 
Tullie's side, he whispered, "Know what 
Momma?" 

She patted the mattress, keen to even the best 
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stalling tactics. 
" I think you hurt Yance's feelings." He 

moved closer to her. "Know why?" 
"Why?" she sighed. 
"Cause that onion, Yance thought Daddy 

would be proud of him. He saved it all up until it 
sprouted, and then he chewed it an' gave it away. 
Cause that onion was a gift. " 

Yance peered at Tullie from the cradle of 
Lucas' arms, flipping his mewey, pink tongue in 
agreement, and then the whole thing seemed 
ridiculous. She smoothed Lucas' hair, smiled, 
and then smoothed Yance's too. "You might be 
right, you might." 

"He didn' t know you wouldn't like it, " Lucas 
whispered. 

Tullie stood, switching on the nightlight. 
'Tell you what," she said, "why don't we let 
Yance sleep with you tonight?" 

He nodded vigorously, stuffing the cat under 
his covers. " I'll tell him you're sorry, Momma. 
Okay?" 

"You do that," she whispered. 

Cliff had put the house to sleep, as they said. 
The porch lights were off; the doors were locked. 
Aunt Elma was closed away in her room. Tullie 
pulled on the handle of Elma's door to make sure 
Yance couldn't get in, and she stood for a 
moment outside, listening to the dry, hoarse 
breaths that carried a mysterious rhythm, a calm, 
into the stillness. 
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In the kitchen, the bottoms of her slippers 
nipped at the linoleum, and Tullie saw there was 
a ways to go with the dishes. They could wait 
until tomorrow. As she folded the dishtowel into 
a hump on the counter, a fleck of light, a crumb 
really, caught her eye on the dark wall, and only 
when she looked a second time could Tullie 
distinguish the faint lines of Aunt Elma's present. 

Cliff put the house to sleep, but he had 
forgotten to unplug the picture. It extended from 
the wall, poly-resin grooves softened with 
shadows. The disciples stared, wide-eyed, two 
velour arms beckoned, and before them all lay a 
table of food that would never be finished. 

The gold arc curved only slightly larger than 
its bulb, but Tullie thought she had never seen 
such a perfectly warm glow. It winked like a 
moon over plains of dark snow, a single, dim 
light, panting and silent. 
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