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B. Chelsea Adams

[

Under Many Layers

Today

the cop pulls into the other lane
blind to the male hitchhiker

on the highway’s edge.

Yesterday

my sister stuck her thumb into the air
arrest/handcuffs/jail cell.

The same officer,

hands itchy at his sides, watched
two female attendants strip her,
conduct a body search.

Last week

the girl next door

came home her blouse torn.
Half the football team,

their chest hairs hidden
under protective gear,

had to see

her soft new breasts.

This evening

Emergency Room
coffee-jittery doctors
watch a western on TV.
Heart attack victim

two doctors go grumbling
hate to miss Poncho

in the bar scene.

An hour later

arape

eight doctors rush

tc; probe the labia

of a terrified fifteen-year-
The Cisco Kid draws ;i;(g);ﬁlﬁ
ghoots the bad guy

in black and white
in an empty room.

My sister and the gi

meet the fifteen-yega:l-cr:lzxt oot
atthe Women'’s Center.

On Sunday afternoons

they §it near the wood stove
wearing too man
e 0 foa y layers of clothes
naked.




Diane Lilli

Take A Rib

If | believed in God

I'd give it back

ratherbe a hunchback, oreven
shorter (if that’s possible)
rather be off balance, left
preast bigger than my right,
than owe you something.

You men really take
the cake: never
had a woman inside you
but let me say
| know what it feels like
to have you inside me
even better
| know how to make another brain,
another heart, a penis even
right in my own belly.
My sons are proof
your mothers are proot
so cut the crap
stand in my spike heels
strap on my Wonder Bra
you could use some cleavage.

Y

C. Abe Gaustad

Jojo’s Mama’s Son

...and gra io’ ;
doctorgh oslflgfj t;JJJtJ?] ;l\gj;::' ; 22(()juslc:]er something like a good
fin : . ] e cried and wai
| sgﬁ;r;aelltshzlg I?Ito her palms. Those half-moon scv;?s"i(rj\ ind: ol
fies of bony accooatmg in !he crumby milk after my cereale'r onds-
sometimes. Evenu\?/:]ams’ in the plumpness of my own storlgat hhe
bit of glass from i en Jojo finally woke up, as they were r ch
N Wiinuiles siret hIS nose and forearms, | saw them in hi ?movmg
read 7ime, seein Ct r?d into moments and | paced or preterﬁjeac;: e
a flask and filled %eremf?‘a)’be in Reagan’s hairline. Uncle to kto
They used fo etco ee cup. A little spilled on the dirt roO ot
neaded the drone QA on to me about leaving the TV on b{n [ >
had a cane that Uhclger:‘;ézf?rrodrﬁjg ﬁ::lb cfc:ulfdn’t walk straight; he
lued . e found i ’
ii;ke : fz SSI:?;?;;?M ball at the end, for decoration"t]c:r:‘ﬁaiar"(t' .
days | first Ieame:Toeglta?/nxi?ho:n e; griﬁplﬁ’]s tool. TI';ese wefe'tsg em
but take i - ell. There was nothi
o call'; g:_l;raktlgf fWla;;tch it come to life, knowing tonf;);hégg Ii];t to do
e, Sometimes | wi ﬁfarded people do it too much asshcge zvas
And there are thﬁ]gesdyl(t)y g;ldtgdo it | -
know, didn’ n't do with it. My fri iy
e fiftee:]C:r:?sVrYe went to the rink and he wo)lljldzr;(tjhé‘:tﬂdn't
would giggle and a COW them his eleven year old tool and sonrtla gire
hioer to their mouth ouple, just a couple of them--would put the'
B, vanted to fou hs.. No one took him up on it when he askegl'rf
socks walked over Ic} until one little girl with ponytails and kn I
Biachoq 1 betweenetlgu r; léb:r?éifl;zf?:il against the tip. Then shee °
OV « er-j i
Over and over to “Another One Bites t%erI%)uussft"[’r’]l?nttliil);A?theasc’iqtgelezed
ean
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o all about it because he was older and
tuff like that--to know it backwards

because he was almost fifteen and I was only eleven. And he had
promised me he would tell me all about it. He would read to me from
the tattered Penthouse Lettershe had swiped from B Dalton, his
voice steady and smooth until he gotto speed bump words like
scunt” or “pussy” OF spush” Even then it seemed he only hesitated to

savor the word like it brought back some memory.
He put the magazine down and looked at me. “So, you like

girls yet?”
“ think | do”’
He looked at me li

thinking to it. Either you know you like th
But he didn’t listen as | tried to explain what | meant. He gotup

and went to the mirror to make sure his hair was okay. He sprayed
some Polo on his neck and turned around. | had always wanted to
look like him. He had blond hair that curled alittle and grey-blue
eyes, but | was redheaded with ugly green eyes that only my
grandmother liked. He wasn't chubby anymore either, like | was. To
putitinto baseball terms he was @ star center fielder and | was a
catcher riding the bench. Except for that limp. He couldn't play ball
in school that year. Week by week the limp would get better, only to
get worse again for no reason. The weather grew cold the first
winter after his accident and he complained about the pain until his
Mama took him to the doctor for some pills. He spent the whole
winter doped up but still complaining. And when spring came he
gave me the rest of his pills-twenty OF thirty of ‘em—and told me
never to give them to him again, no matter how much he begged.
For a whole month he would beg. He offered me not only
his tattered Penthouse Letters, put all the pornography he owned.
Each day he would flash a new skin mag in front of my face and
say, “It's yours, they're all yours for just one of those pills. One It
took him three months to stop asking me. | think now he was
testing me, seeing exactly what kind of a cousin | was to him. He
could’ve had his Mama take him back to the doctor, but he didn't.

He wanted 10 know
| wanted to break i

pills a week after he gave t
high. 1t wasn't the magazines either, it was his face,

But | wanted to ask Joj
he was supposed to know s

ke | had let him down, “There ain’t no
em or you know you don't)

how far I'd go to keep my promise.
t, and | would have if | hadn't sold those

hem to me, before the stakes grew SO
something

8

about his face whe
n he would -~
frontofthe T d get up after sitting f i
o it e :j/ I never told him what | did with t% oralong time in
Latg :hem anymore he never asked 0se pills, and once
) at night we'd get t :
friends of hi ved get together and he'd .
lucky bastalr?jgzaz(lc:gg Illt with which girls in thet Zlclzr?:)if'?ﬁ twhich
FIahhooK Wiles e moi Wo agreed. He loved t . They were
. got his ni ; o tell me abo
popular with the girls, but iner;'tCkname in the locker room. He Wl;ts
“l don’t know,” he '
mind mu“st be as bent as his memct;r;e”Fnday night, “Fishhook’s
Whatd he do?” r

“He just can't tell a gi
a girl to touch i )
exactly how oo ) chit. He's ‘
hand. I}:Iow mtgctr?‘;)ig it, with which hand and whigc%t ftlcr)w tt:.;l: ot
was like backing up asssuerri.i-c‘)gi”ene Williams told onegof fhce)fsszilt it
Walch £, Ol o o, Ohat; 2 It to the left 5!
A . A down,dammi ; . Not so hard
Alittle t i ,dammit. Watch it. It '
OV\t/ZeI:L? hr:' ';OId on, hold on. Let's justt:tgor?i?:rd’-ease WP
{0 always see h?mials'bom Fishhook but we both enviegar:n.
each week. | wouldn’t ;ng Wlth.some girl or another, a diff m. | used
him just to watch. | n oIIO\_N girls in my own grade ’in \ ere’nt one
when he laughed' memorized the way he threw h,is r? saq d follow
While he got gig l?and tried to emulate it in the school CZ?d back
looks and rolledg s and soft pinches on the biceps, | eteng_
from Fishhook ar?gi& But I noticed Jojo too. He waé ngot weird
against Fishhook's e must've been learning too. He WeV'er too far
talk to his share of car and tap his cane on the pave ould lean
they did with Fisr?hgcl:lis’fm they never reacted in thgigtrﬁHe mould
. . Joj e
kisses on the cheek. ojo got loose hugs; Fishhook got so‘?t/ay
Jojo didn’ .
died for onia “C;l\(/i:nttieemed thrilled with his hugs, but | would’
you to think they Iikeg ;'ggclowmilt;al hugs from g’irls who(;lijclji)ﬁ,vam
hook nice " .  would see one of i .
body sque&lerz];j it:ﬁht a.nd ! V\_/ould put myself in h;ﬁea?;'s ?UQ Fish-
ribs through the tﬁig:g; W;th anxiety. My fingers woulsc; t?aeclz hir
my face. I'd wind my fi of sweaters. I'd smell he ] . e. er
i : y finge r hair as it tic
jeans and litt, lift, lift. ger through one of the belt loops on he:'ded
But | was too i
that my cousin’ 0 immersed in my own eroti .
Yy cousin’s sex life had turned from gold(;gcsl;]&wtlaslaedsttﬁ know
: ought




on the floor.
have the magic. He stll had e bgllgr(;llcj)rrllseand The sgcond he dropped the cane his father was on him,
P yes, bt h never smiled like e usec t when the beating him with the butt of the shotgun. | could hear Jojo's mama
e e wihen had the pills be coud fake ht talks softly begging her husband to stop and he did. But Jojo’s face had
noticed that, When 12 1 fun to be around. Our late nig been pressed down into the broken glass. Jojo’s mama wailed again
e Sk nim e e kend, since Uncle and for a while all | could see were the half-moon scars on Jojo and
¢ R b his mama.
ende | v;/as agl\{[iy:pztrl:glf[ha; Eggfaot my friend’s house very often.
didn't like form

ile after the
: ing TV. For a while &
' eading of WatChfng : i en he started

| spent the tlm?dr stay up late talking with "JOIO'I 1:“ Lt at AJ's | was
aCCidemtl wgo;;n and aside from an occasional nig
going out ¢ kept his
alone o FNdEIa:\;?day | had snuck into the den wh:r:e laJr:\(;DllewaSP

On: and my aunt had gone to s|eﬁp ‘ran agyazines Uncle
Playboys. :s bored to death of the five gir yhad a hold on me. |
restiess. | ¥ thrill of sneaking a look at them "4 them when | heard
had, but c:'he he jokes and trying o understa
was reacing out of the
the glass breakc-j ff my flashlight and froze. The or;lg'e\l\ﬁém S

o pa he front door, and | could $6¢ & d unlocked practice his story, to
den was to go ‘Eazttthriugh-Then his hand reac???irha:n d-justin rehearse it on me so Fishhook and the guy
Jojo's cane pokin din--Southern Comfo .

taggere ou asshole!
the deadbolt. JOJO S ell. “I've got a shotgun, ¥ | wasn't
time to hlea;rs“isnfﬁ;de]edrayrk s’o Jojo couldlr\”(tsezdn::a?gl?iet and hid
W So | stay
into that mess.
ing to get myself into :

goi sglf behind the rocking chalr.“ |

Un::le came from the bedrOo.m' tﬁrough the doorway.

|d see the end of the shotgun poking
cou

“Hey, m%nx'/a get that booze? And why the heif'd you .
“Where

i 9” . 1 el i WaS a I i:.
outthe dar;m WT?;);V key It's cold outside.” Jojo's voice
I forgo ~de hi d older.
i ade him soun , ) have a talk
slurred. b\L(‘t the;;qylj)?.lrrrgrunk ass to bed. We're going 10
@ ou g

inthe mc‘>‘r’n |nf(‘:lu.ckin’ sick of talkin’ with_ you: +f Uncle.The °f:_:
| B ointed his cane in the direction ! i long e
JOlOfpsight.They stood like that for a:a“y e
dppe ort::j(\)/vas Jojo's foot scraping 0ccasio
only sou

I stayed in the den until the mornin
way to my bedroom and shut the door. Joj
noon, his face pulpy and red. | couldn’t le
had to let him have his pride in telling the

“What happened?” | asked.
“My pop whacked me with his rifle,” he said, “l came home
drunk and busted out a window”

“He whacked you for that?”

“No. He whacked me ‘cus | smacked him in the shin with

my cane. | would've done more, but he had that shotgun of his out.

Iwas scared of gettin’ my nuts blown off, but that's about all | was
‘scared of

g came, then | made my
0 woke me up about

t him know | had seen it, |
story his way.

After that night the little talks that Jojo and Uncle had
ame more common. | hadn’t paid much attention to them before,

suddenly it seemed they were in the den every day with the
r closed. Jojo would come o

ut with a sweaty face and pretend
nothing happened in there, that it was nothing to him. His face
Would be red, his eyes wide and blank. He'd come into the kitchen
Where | was sitting with his mother and slap me on the shoulder. |
UEss it was his way of saying he could take it.
That dinner table become as silent as prayer. Jojo would
ar into his room from the time he got home from school until
fiext morning. The worry took its toll on my aunt, and she
18d o drink more and more, earlier and earlier. Uncle tried to
‘.his Spirits up, but he always ended up talking about how great
Y&d had been to him. When he talked about my dad his eyes
¥s looked up and mine always down. Uncle liked to talk about
#adrode his motorcycle with me right behind him when | was

Sappe

1
10
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two or so. And he never forgets to remind me that it was my dad
who taught me how to play chess.

But | don't remember him teaching me the rules to chess, it
was so long ago. it feels like 've just always known how to play, |
feel at ease in front of a chessboard. | taught AJ how to play and
we would while away rainy days with a game or two. Jojo never
took an interest until after the incident with his father, then he would
notice us in the den and watch from the doorway. Before long he
was over my shoulder, examining the board with one hand rubbing
the beard he was trying to grow. | never knew he understood the
rules until one day he grunted as | moved and | realized too late
that | had blundered away the game. He never said a word when he
watched us, but| would always make a point to say something to
him.

AJ and | began to play every day after school and Jojo
always watched in silence, always over my shoulder. AJ gota
chess computer for Christmas and had begun to improve dramati-
cally. Still Jojo only grunted occasionally when he didn’t like my
move, twirling a captured pawn petween his fingers. When Jojo
grunted @ lot | lost, but when he was silent | won.

AJ and | were near the end of a game when Jojo grunted
loudly, and then knocked over my king with a thump. | stood it back
up, buthe turned and kicked at the board sending the pieces flying.
He went into his room and closed the door until morning.

When he came out he had this look on his face that
reminded me of the picture of my father | have by my bed.They
had the same eyes. Eyes that had looked ata problem and made
some sort of decision. They weren't indecisive €yes. Both he and
my father had those grey-blue eyes so unlike mine. Their faces
were exclamation points, not question marks. | stopped playing
chess, told AJ that | had gotten pored with the game.

The talks between Jojo and Uncle started to last longer, 10
|ast late into the night so it was just me and Jojo's mama eating
dinner together. She would sit there and smile at me, say whata
good looking young man | was becoming. She wasn'tthe only one
who noticed. When { talked to the girls at school, they would giggle:
Some | could feel following me with their eyes. it was good to be

watched.
So AJ and | spent more time at the roller rink, more time

12

trying to figure out what i
. at it was ab i .
liked S0 damn out Missy Kirkman’
because that,STvl;‘;T.the startet_j getting our haircuts sate t}II1eS thatwe
rettes. and e older kids did. We start e mall
J<;io Stgal our own pomo magazines rted to bum ciga-
used Uncle’ :
was the Courteolr}gteh s shotgun. He did it in the bathtub b i
onded up being ¢l ing to do, | guess. Somehow, in all b mecs
could call me hger :;?r to my aunt. She asked me one dathi e
could say. » and | said yes. There wasn't anothz;rI V?:l% [
After Jojo was
) gone, Uncle w
me for a minu i ould say somethin
Toro would ha:/(: I think he was expecting me to saI 2 angieokiat
Sometimes he'd rs aldﬁ But | kept my eyes to my apgleg mething that
un his thick hand auee.
whenevge r?ld 'kl’d I was. It was his turn for hgis e )é;etd hair and say
e glj(o s mama mentioned her dead so):l © 90 down
came to the fune )
made som - funeral and told a jok -
T s 3 ;’i;th?'glrls smile while they criedj. W(:l:r? ?rl:t Jolo hat
needed a hug % . ;x_)ked at my shoes and tried to Iookei')liaSked
Poor JOjo-’s mar:ISa, lgﬁeded a hug then worse than elvg !
and L . She sat by the cas : "
unclenching in rhythm with her crying llfl(;} rr]r?(;;ﬁts clenching
. - scars dug by

dirty fingernails still fi
¢ ill my eyes, ma i
Methodist Hospital, wher the doctork:anr;: :rr]nnk about the night at




Bobbi Lurie

Sepia

I.

My mother sits impassively

on the green park swing.

Her eyes stare out
blueness

while my baby teeters beside her
on the other swing.

I push her; I push him.

Their hair blows unconcernedly.
When Noah laughs and calls out

“‘Grammal Gramma!”
| feel my life revealed

beneath each open paim.

Back and forth
Legs leave ground
Toes point to sky

Grips hold the reins
which free...

Mom’s three pairs of socks, layered, scrunched,

torn on each narrow foot
pants twisted, struggled on, inside out

15




i ted tongues
ckets hang naked like mu .
S0 thatherpe unable to open or carry anything.

| watch her swing back and forth
back and forth

as storm clouds threaten

as wind grows thick and sure

and Noah swings back and forth
back and forth

close to me.

| kiss his chin;

he screeches his delight
while Mom’s chin cascades

echoes

falling limp
its residue of beauty
once firm and sure, her lips
once full of words for me
now line themselves
with things

unsaid.

16

il
I wear the jacket we made together:

simply stitched cotton,
quilted,

patched

remembering lessons
on embroidery,

on button holes
sewn tight;

final solutions of applique;
opacity of yarn
and thread

now hanging
unknotted

worn
barely holding

the cotton
shreds
dirty
old
stained

but | dare not wash its frail life.
I dare not let it fade yet more
for fear the colors’ bleeding,
for fear the drowning dyes,
would run and merge completely—

pooling together like mud:

all that color

once bright and bold,

17
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leaving
leaving
a whole world
sepia now.

18
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Mark Seidi

Hail, and Well Met

My father insisted our family name
descended from Sieg Hevi.

His jaw jutted and clamped around the words,
hard delicious nuts in a Landgraf’s feast.

| winced when his right arm snapped up

like a uniformed trooper in a grainy film.

I shadowed him on his morning walks,

terrified he’'d bark the words and, before

| could trap his arm, thrust out his hand

at some astonished stranger who couldn’t know
this man imagined Bavarian knights at crossroads
saluting each other with honest, open hands.

But he spoke only to friends, greeted them

with waves and clasps, words | ignored until

one day | caught a familiar salutation:

griiss Gotthe'd bade them, trapping the glottals deep
in his throat, rolling each sibilant s

and keen £ so none could tell whether

he'd blessed them or coughed. He tipped me his secret
smile. | couldn’t help grinning back

through their puzzled silence, knowing then

I'd stumble into my own love of strange

words: how, as you practice the tricks of their

saying, you raise a thousand buried voices,

their resonant, undeniable lives echoing
through the bone and supple flesh of speech,
rehearsing murder, murmuring benediction.




Mark A. Lawrence [V

Dust la Voyage

There are things you do as a boy that ain’t never the same.
Running into this Rosalyn night is one of them, feeling your legs
pumping, the wind pushing in your ears, bare feet digging into this
unforgiving soil that’s grown more swamps and farmers’ grave-
stones than crop. Good thing Daddy wasn't a farmer: my life would
have been really bad. As is, | got seven years. Seven years for the
night in the liquor store with Stevie Ray whose eyes never met
yours and his daddy’s .45. Seven years because | didn’t give a
damn about the old man, I just wanted the bleeding to stop. Seven
years, of the iron bars and rusty pipes of Angola State Prison,
stripped of everything, but the green plastic bee-bee maze my
Daddy gave me when | was eight. It kept me company for those
seven years, as though to remind me of the ring of a .45 casing,
echoed off a shelf of Jack Daniel’s. Like the limp God left Jacob.
Like my father saying | told you so.

My thumb pressing the bee-bee, dragging it through the
twists and turns, remembetring the first time | felt its cold steel.

Daddy was big and | was waiting for the anger to come and the pain
to start.

“Keep it to remind yourself of the truth of life, Boy” The
whiskey of Daddy’s breath thick as swamp moss between us. He
said the makers fucked up. Said you could never get to the end,
only go so far ‘til you had to turn back. Here in Rosalyn, the gravel
ofits back roads digging into the soles of my feet, | believe him.
High grass fields and the swamps stretching ahead and the seven
years and Angola behind me, thumb working the confined bee-bee,
turning familiar corners, making familiar mistakes. Damn him
because he was right. But then how come, there’s this comfort
edging stubborn into me, yet even that is taint in Rosalyn, like the
fot of the porch, that creaking in the night pulls you to dreams of

21




the swamps.
Walking barefoot

once familiar with these
spread out, knowing the

prison polished plack shoes. Cra
feet and the sting of roadside gra

afternoon. The night whe
Welcome to Rosalyn, Po

The metal bead
edges. A millimeter or le
On many nights, in the t

free, only to awake the next morning,

fields as the back
freedom only one can after seven

shoes back at the porch, like the boy as
of Daddy’s hand. Toes
years of
b grass dragging across calloused
vel still warm from a Louisiana
rein some road sign reads U.S.Federal 71,

pulation 531.
slides throug
ss to freedom
hralls of fever

h the channel skirting the

, to its own piece of night air.
did | think it would break
finding it flung across the cell,

Always waiting.

face up, waiting for me.
tomorrow’ | told Jimmy three weeks after his

“We're leaving
mother died.

“Why we leave?”

“Cause your m

“Why not you go and | stay?”

“Cause you're

care of you. So get your stuff” Havin
choice; he was blood, and there is sO
| told his mamma I'd keep an eye on
dying. She’'d been kind

“Mamma say,

wise man and the idiot they no different.”
“well she’s dead and what's

next morning we took

gum and atape of Wil

headed south.
Heading for t

| am, a bit outside Rosalyn. A bit t

the night muggy feeli

short night shower, leaving the air

dust hangs then sett

kicking it up,
“Mamma ca

night we 100

the road spring--shower dusty.

k a walk like this. He meant ‘dust

amma’s dead and | can't find a job”

d | swore to your mamma to take
g Jimmy with me wasn't my
me weight that goes with that.
him, as knowing she was

taking me in after Angola.
| not retard. She say | just slow and to God,

a retard an

God got to do with me’ The
his mamma’s ‘75 Ford pickup with a pack of
lie Nelson singing German folk songs and

he gulf that day, we never made it. Rather here
00 close. My palms are sweaty,
your flesh with the remains of a
heavy like bodies 100 close.The
d-skin feet. My steps

ng it covering

les, caking my cracke

lls that ‘Dus-aw-voi-0ge;’ Jimmy told me on a

n French. Her accent was thick and

was cajun and spoke in broke :
's my height and

deep, like the Mississippi, like

2

Jimmy’s eyes. He

la voyage, cause she

those eyes are so |
arge, someti i .
them. as th . mes | think nothing wi '
sky like toni%%?ht;" e dragged into them like ;rgr\ml\cl;” it i
south. Daddy tc’>ld e stars clear and thunderheads far orf];ght oA
believe him i the Sr‘rLe even stars eventually lose their Ii ftlct) tIhe' ’
moist with the night’srggzg" rT;,ade love to Mary Genkor?s ‘,rhg'?”r:t
me of that summer. O £ Iration and the sweat of my [ : ndls
] ] oo ps reminds
long | thought Id diie Iy er. A good Baptist girl, sh
6 lying there, the stars losing hep 1o &0
’ a T
One-thlnSiShet\;]vas done, | returned therfz\l/(;srmg their light one by
ng the body electric, th 68 o
me and | engi . C, the armies of tho :
milk Spit on Etlr']f;hkfi:\;rgh il;i Stald S\(:ver and over, il iié lf(ljg\i/:g %;:éh
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Sign. He'd talked as ;ﬁgyar)f _ieeth turming pink from the ne:”uge
they'd hand us gh it was a sure thing, like walking in.
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mother told , y in the till. He said it so .
me she'd come back that night when IS \l/Jv;es’ ;erm'/_?y h
. He had
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it set, knew when the money went to bank, and the truck came with
stock from Baton Rouge. He showed me the .45, sleek lines as
black as his hair. It was like saying ‘yes’ holding it in my hand,
letting my finger brush the trigger. Stevie Ray would carry it the
night of the liquor store. It was just for the scare, he said, it'd be
empty anyhow and no one would know different. No one. No one in
the liquor store. No one in Rosalyn, not even God. And so it was,
Rosalyn with its white picket borders, 531 people including the
Father, Son and the Holy Ghost, all sitting on a short stretch of U.S,
Federal 71 without a clue.

Those memories reach out like creeper vines 1o pull me in,
seemin’ the closer | come to the main street of Rosalyn. Somewhat
like telling Jimmy of this place after turning back south, telling him
of the white chapel on Church Street, of Lee High School and Mary,
but not those nights in the bed of her father’s, or Stevie Ray. It was
somewhat like confessing sin.

“Mamma say God love small town people cause Cane
made the first cities and he bad,” was all Jimmy had to say, chin up
like having the right answer. | had nothing to follow, so we drove in
silence for the rest of the day, | kept wondering if Jimmy might be
right. Finally deciding he was, but with three ones and a quarter
shoved in the bottom of my wallet, | figured it wasn't much of a God
so it didn’t matter.

Many a time, Jimmy seemed to shudder, like fighting an
itch he'd not scratch. Four hundred twenty-three miles, only let me
know he was crying, thinking that my eyes were on the road and
not him. He never cries when it rains, he just sits staring. Watches
the drops snaking across the window collecting each other as they
touch, until it can’t hold anymore and breaks up where the glass
meets steel. Calls it his comet game. At night with the headlights
on the freeway the drops look like fireflies. Daddy once told me that

when the fireflies head south you know it’s hot as hell in Roaly. Hot
as hell, how fitting. Yet when Jimmy does cry, he does it quiet, like
the calm that falls over the lake after the ducks have been flushed
and shot. The way Daddy would sit before the anger took him and
the alcohol brought him down. But like the storms that'd come off
the gulf, there’s not much you can trust.

Thunder, off to the south, still distant but closer. | know the
storm is coming. Know it will hit before day breaks. Know the way
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high, the truck so hot | couldn’t thin
gulf with its fading fog lines and bro
best light, looking well beaten.
“No. No, you pull over.”
“What's your problem?”

k of storms blowing in off the
ken divider. Stretching out in its

«yYou pull over now.” Grabbing the wheel, pushing over,

sending the truck a

the brakes squeale
thick cloud of dustinto the air an

was out the door. The engine died with t

quickly.
«What the fuck, Jimmy? What
«you not see me. You not see
me smart too. Me smart t00.”

“Whatever. Get back

“She’d say Jimmy smart t00."

cross a lane of traffic into the gravel side strip,
d. The truck stuttered in the gravel sending a
d once we were stopped Jimmy

he stress and | followed

the hell did you do that for?”
Jimmy, you see retard but

in the damn truck. What do you think

your mama would say if she were alive?”
» With that he went dead

silent, walked a few yards up the road, plopping down, staring off

into the distant field and the barb-wired fence

highway.
“Gome on Jimmy get your ass
move, staring into the distance like

even tried to move him, but, being big fore
pack waiting for him to make up his

n hour, then got up, brushing himself off and
h. The silence seemed to make it hotter.

t stop I'll pullin, here’s money,
dirt windows and bulky

t two sodas and a roll of donuts, and | filled the.

me off. So | smoked a half a
mind. He sat there for &
we left still heading sout
“We're low on gas. The nex
getus something.” Finding a gas pit,
pumps. Jimmy go
tank.
“How much is it going to be?”
“Ten even, ,
register. Curly brown hair to his shou
“What you running from?”
“What?”
“Well by the bags in the bacl

running from something.” Those deep

into me.
“What's your problem, man
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house from the swamp that surrounds it. Hard but for the smell, the
same smell which flooded my head, coming up on the porch, with
memories as dead as Jimmy’s mamma and as angry as the oily
black fist marks in the wall. Jimmy inside, dead to the world is
somehow right, calming in a place that echoes with pain that's deaf
to him. Ahead the road goes to the right, that path is overhung by
long whip willows, | know what's down that way, know what's
waiting. But I've never gone that way, always too scared. But
taking the right like edging the bee-bee into the turn Jimmy showed
me the afternoon of Thursday, taking my hand pressing my thumb
into the bee-bee, when the dust of this same stretch of road was
settling on the hood of the truck. This path stretches long, like the
cellblocks of Angola, dark, unattached, then opens up into the night
with the moon bearing down. The gate is a simple, rusted pig iron
swing hinged to two rock pillars, unlocked cause no one gives a
damn about what's inside. A huge oak stretches out covering the
hill in ghost shadow, the moon pushing odd-shaped ways through
the long twisting limbs. During slave time they cleared this place
real well giving up the land to put their dead, but time and Rosalyn
has forgotten it and the grass waist high along the path, pushing in
to claim it too. The headstones settled into their places like cats
about to pounce, like the maze in my palm.

Digging my free hand into my pocket | find the crease-
wrinkled paper deep at the bottom. Pulling it out, unfolding it for the
first time since Baton Rouge, Jimmy’s mamma three weeks dead,
the car loaded and gassed. In the moonlight | make out the words
hard-typed like the old machines, on tissue-thin telegram paper.

‘Dear Mr. Evens, . . . We regret to inform you that your
father passed away at 8:30 p.m. on the evening of the third. His
body will be interred in Poppers’ Field Cemetery. Our condolences .
... Sincerely Yours, Matthew Wryly, Coroner, Rosalyn Hospital
the words are as empty as the first time I'd read them.

« Jesus came back from the dead but man can't,” Jimmy
said when | showed him the letter the Wednesday before arriving in
Rosalyn. Peering down at the grave piled with dried turned earth, |
hope he’s right. The wind is picking up and overhead the clouds are
moving in, crowding the sky over the bushy limbs of the oak. The

clouds puffy themselves.
Moving down the hill like Jimmy’s hand guiding mine
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Dennis Saleh

Spell for Vanishing

Curl ablank page
Eat its corner

Dissolve a calendar
Drink it

Untie the laces
of a sandal

Turn an hourglass
face down

Say thy name
backwards

Write it thus
Erase it

Place thy hand
upon a stone

Name it bone
Name it gone

Make the light
thy sentry

upon the noon
at high solstice

sweep thy hand
unto the horizon
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Pronounce art
not three times

Then step free
from thy shadow

vanishing
like asleep

Become the dream
of thyself

thou hath
never had
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Lucille Lang Day

The End of Superstition

Let black cats dance

in my pathway in fear

of my shadow. Let ladders
form a triangular tunnel
leading the way.

May | fall in love

on Friday the Thirteenth,
a rainy day. | will open
my umbrellain the house,
then go outside and step
on every sidewalk crack
to seal my fate.

ill all my salt
Zﬂr?g ;rzf) a hundred mirrors
that shatter, releasing
each trapped spirit to fly
away like an invisible dove
while all the shards turn
into diamonds, falling

to my bathroom floor,
a glittering rain.

David Starkey
Ways of Being Dead

However many ways there are of being alive,
1t is certain that there are vastly

more ways of being dead.
—Richard Dawkins, 7%e Bjng Watchmaker

There are, first,

of course, the obvious
ones: moldering
in the hard pan
or alluvium,
preserved grotesquely

in a dry-as-dust tomb
or the tannin-rich

bog soil. Burnt
to ashes on a pyre,

each molecule free
at last to rejoin

the elemental pleasures.

Sailors find themselves
pecked at on the sea-

bottom by big-lipped
fish with dim

barely comprehending
eyes. Earth, fire,

water—the choices,
in fact, seem limited
until we recall
there is always sprawling
on a tattered couch
in the Telephone Road

Motel, the stench
of one’s self increasing

exponentially,
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while the party

in the next room

rages on for days,

or being boiled and stewed

by savages (yes, savages,
Death has no taboos
against calling names)

who crunch one’s bopes |
between their awfu

pointed teeth, sucking

the sweet marrow \ There are shy |
o dessi;aavers, skeletal arms covering
rotten faces against
ing eyes of life,
the pYINI &Y and bold corpses t
that seem to shout,

Look out!

/ . .
mon e move,even years past their prime.

Above all, | prefer
the story

issance o
of the end! artist who insisted

that his apprentice
shred and slice and grind

im, .
every part or then mix the bits

in his tempera.
The resulting landscapes,

- urnalla, _
especially Sa with its cavorting satyrs

and couples coupling

peneath willow trees,
are nothing short of breathtaking.

Laurie Rachkus Uttich

Face Down

[ didn’t expect it to hurt.

I didexpect the room to be dark. | saw with no surprise the
candles that breathed rosemary and jasmine. | nodded at the
almond oil, a smooth bottle wrapped in natural brown paper, and
barely noticed the red lights of the CD player sleepwalking through
the slumber of flutes and harps.

The sink, however, came as a bit of a shock. For me? Do |
wash up before or after? What exactlydo | wash? My hands? My
feet? My legs? The two thick cotton towels that sat in silence on
the brushed steel rod didn’t offer much of a clue. They were too
large for hands, too small for bodies.

On the cot behind me was a robe on top of a white sheet
and a soft blanket. I stood between the table and the kitchenette-
type chair and wondered where to sit. Would it be too forward to wait
on the table? Too repressed to perch on the chair?

As the song shifted to the hollow sound of a wooden
instrument with a wet reed, | wondered if | should be naked by now.
| thought about taking off my clothes and sliding into the robe, but it
seemed too much like a date I'd once had in college. | was back in
the bathroom trying to find a polite way to say, “Good night and
please never call me again” while he was taking off his pants and
searching the pockets for a condom.

| decided to wait.

Repressed or not, | sat on the chair and took off my shoes.
left my socks on and tried not to sweat. While | examined the
possibility that wet palms and damp armpits just might be the
reason for the sink, the door opened.

The masseuse was shorter than | thought she would be.
Instead of a tunic or an Indian sundress with geometric shapes and
Spaghetti straps, she had on jeans, a white T-shirt and a “may | help
you?”smile. There were no dangling earrings, crystal neckiaces, or
visible auras. If it weren't for her nametag that read “Sherry, Certi-




thought she had just stopped in on

fied Masseuse,’ | would have
her way to The Gap.

She seemed disapp
at her watch, pointed to the cot and sai
comfortable with and hop under those sh

at my socks. “Right.”
She left then and went back out into the

ointed that | wasn't naked. She looked
d, “Take off whatever you're
eets” | nodded and looked

“ull-service” salon.

er leaning on the counter, lifting rattail combs out of the
tylists about clients who cut

to dress (or undress) fora

| imagined h
blue water and snickering with hair
their own bangs and didn’t know how

massage.
shorts | thought about just how comfort-

As | pulled off my
able | was completely clothed. | took off my bra, left on my under-
under those sheets.

wear (repressed again?) and hopped
| sat with my breasts on my knees, the sheet under my
chin, and waited for Sherry. A quiet knock, the kind you hearina
dressing room, and then Sherry stuck her head in. “Ready?”
Before | could answer, she came in, shut the door and said,
“Go ahead and lie down. | started to lean pack when | heard a
small sigh and then, “Put your face down?’ She pointed to a horse-
shoe-shaped hole at the top of the cot.
| shifted around, one hand holding onto the sheet tucked
under my chin, the other trying to shield my Jockey-covered butt,
while she asked what sounded like, “Are you nuts?” but was really,

“Are you allerglicto nuts?”

“No” | told the floor and tried to shake my head, now stuck

in the horseshoe. «Good " she said, slapping her hands with the
almond oil, and | smiled a little, as if my body’s harmony with nuts
was due to daily positive affirmations and 60-minute workouts.
She moved a blanket over my waist and legs and said,
“We're going to begin by opening your back” | imagined Sherry
reaching under the sink, pullingout a carving knife and opening my
pack like my father used to “open” a fish before he fried it. 7hat
would explain the sink. The image didn't fade when she told me, “If
it becomes uncomfortable in any way, just let me know!’
| doubted my wedged head would allow me to tell her
anything, but before | could respond, her feet appeared. Barefoot?
At a place where they also style hair and give facials? Is this
sanitary? Is it even legal? You have to wear shoes to drive, but you
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with perm solution and pedicuré nail polish. Only my back stayed

behind, a marinated cape that di

dn't even need to breathe.

My back was open, Sherry toid me, and | didn’t even smirk
when she said my toxins had been released. They had! Of course,
they had! This was the back God intended me to have! It is not
Sherry the Sadist, put Sherry the Saint! How wrong | had been! |
knew, if | could keep my eyes open long enough, I'd see that even

Sherry's feet had been reborn.

As | calculated how to work daily massages into my budget

(dowe reallyneed groceries?),

Sherry moved the sheet over my

back. “She’s tucking me in” | thought and wondered if my body had

hitched a ride with the toxins. it
somewhere between the cotan

also seemed to be gone, floating
d the beaches of the Bahamas

where | now slept in the sun and sipped a Margarita.

My back, however, was not the only body part that needed
opening. Sherry’s fingers moved to the tops of my thighs, the area
pelow the Jockeys and above the saddlebags. The toxins came
pack. The beach |eft. Before | could get past that repressed hetero-
sexual, Midwestern stuff about another woman's fingers danger-
ously close to my butt, not to mention the “other” significant area, |

remembered my cellulite.

Now, | was in danger of not just being excited, but humili-
ated. But surely, Sherry had seen a cottage cheesé butt before?
She was, after all, a professional. And, those huge, sweaty white
guys that left the sauna wrapped in starched sheets were on their
way to the massage table, right? Too much feed in my saddlebags

couldn't startle her into speaking, could it?

While | was imagining

Sherry saying, “My, someoneis

certainly flabby,’ she began opening my hamstrings. | rolled my

eyes when Sherry said to “preeaaathee.” | knew the toxins trade off.
| was willing to pay it. After all,

my Margarita was melting.

Later, after Sherry carefully communicated the company
policy (‘no, you cannot rent the cot for a three-hour nap”), it was

time to slide (| was no longer i

n the mood to hop) out of those

sheets. | sat up, my breasts in my armpits, and didn't even reach
for the robe. The peach had become topless, full of women with
saggy boobs and loose toxins, and | had just a few moments 10

wash up before the sun set.

Robert E. Haynes

Portrait in Concrete

The basin cracked i

gone from the right.r-:-:r:i!elf:grgers
on College Street, pantlégs °
brake perfectly over shoes

of the cherub grown to a man

Hg remembers a day. Softly .
climbs the landing. Finds a spot

Ir:l)z longer pissing in snow

g enough to wa

The fquntain doesrt:’:thﬂecl)l\%ae freeze.
The pipes have been shdt off
years since he peed here

or watched steam rise

from a yellow hole,

What is it? What i

of this thought?—-it:t?azegeedr
from the middle of his should
blade frowns now. Sunlight o
enters the basin halfway,

The water main creaks '

like a secret conversation




Richard Campbell

Decisions

| couldn’t decide whether to masturbate
or pray, so | split the difference,

instead.
and wrote a poem instea '
The poem is about how it decided

to be written, and this is it.
Wait a second.
Maybe it should go:

| couldn’t decide whether to masturbate
or pray, so | split the difference
and wrote a poem instead.

| couldn’t decide whether

to write about Kierkegaard

or Richard Simmons, so | cut
down the middle and wrotg
about my neighbor Bob Pickers.

| couldn’t make up my mind
whether to describe .

Bob’s habit of standlng on ,

his balcony nude, or his wife's
recent Thank—God-fo'r-Menopau,se
party, so | am focu§|ng on Bob'’s
Hot Wheels collection.

Hard to pick which

of the Hot Wheels to talk
about, or whether to expl.ore
the psycho-social evolution

of men’s fixation on hot things,

so | went with the leaf-blowing

gardener, working between our

houses as | write this, and how his huge

afro-head suddenly appeared outside my kitchen,
just as | started to apply the lubricant, which startled me
into a reflexive mid-life crisis, which | resolved by following

Kierkegaard’s instructions for fashioning a vacuum cleaner
out of a crucifix.

I can’t decide what to write about deciding.
Perhaps my writing group will help me
lose a word here, a stanza there,
throw out the whole second part,
or maybe drop “afro-head” as potentially
offensive. I'm not sure whether | will
present this to them, and if | do, I will
still have to decide whether or not | agree
with their decisions. Oh dear, should
I'even go tonight? Metadecisions. ..
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Josh Woods

Wolfing Pot Roast

Carl would always start with the potatoes, cutting them into
red-rimmed coins,cream-colored in the middle like the buttons of
my blouse. He'd do the same with theroast, the carrots, the onions,
his fork and knife dancing his food into shapely portions.Next, he'd
harpoon a hunk of meat, topping it with a piece of carrot and potato,
then he'drun the whole thing through a puddie of rich, brown gravy—
wait one, maybe twodrips—then in it would go. A short trail of
gravy would slide the corner of hig mouthuntil his lissome tongue
came out to work the perimeter of his lips. He'd go at it like thisfor
the first few minutes without saying a word, barely a breath,

It's only fair to tell you, he’s not like this with other foods,
only my pot roast.And to be shamefully honest, I like to watch,

Five minutes into it, he'd really be enjoying himself, adding
extra butter and saltto his potatoes and carrots, occasionally
coming up for a gulp of water. After fifteenminutes of showing me
the bald spot on top of his head, he'd rise, the face of
satisfaction,and set off for hig recliner in the living room.

It's not as bad as you think, though maybe it's worse. Carl
and | haven’t madelove in nine months. | know because | fix him
his favorite once a month, and for everypot roast, without fail, | am
reminded. 1am reminded of those lustier days when Carlhungered
after me instead.

There are a lot of people who say they are not, but | am. |
am the type whocomplains. | complain about everything, just not to
the one who deserves it. The successof this strategy, | must say,
has been less than desirable going on five years now. Taketonight
for instance. Thought I'd make something different. Thought it
might liventhings up a little. I've been working all afternoon prepar-
ing a Mexican feast—margaritas,homemade salsa, fresh tamales
Seasoned with chili, black beans with cumin and a dab ofsour
Cream.




Carf’s in the living room doing what he always does, reads
the newspaper fromcover to cover. He tries to be sweet, though.
sSmells good in there,” he calls. “What'sthat you're cooking?”

“It's a surprise,’ | say back. “Can | make you a drink?”

“Got one, honey, thanks,” he says from behind the newspa-
per. He has it strungout before him like a wet towel on a windless

day, not a rustle, not a shake.
“How about a margarita,’ | say.
“A what?”
“We're having margaritas tonight, honey”
s better finish what | have here, thanks,’ Carl says.
| begin cleaning some of the dishes in advance. There’s a
window above the sink.! look out on our small Michigan lake, which
always gets smaller in summer, crowedcoast to coast with swim-
mers, sunbathers, and boats of all sorts. It's late afternoon.
Thesky is drunk with amber, the color of scotch and water. | am
spying on my next-doorneighbors, adorable twin girls named
Amanda and Hannah Thompson. They havestrawberry blonde hair
and little potbellies which, undoubtedly, will someday be firm
andsculpted like their mother’s, who, according to certain sources
around the lake, posed for Playboy only a few years back.

The twins are working on a sand castle down by the water.
Construction, itseems, has been delayed due to irreconcilable
differences. Whatever Amanda builds up,Hannah tears down. From
the corner of my eye, | notice a flash, like a white meteorhurtling
from the sky. 1lean over the sink to get a better look. | see it
again. Calling forCarl, | rush through the dinning room. “You won't
believe what's happening,’ | say.One Mississippi, two Mississippi,
three Mississippi—a short disturbing silence,disturbance in the

sense that | feel like one.
“Oh? he half-says, not thinking, not thinking of me anyway.

“It smelis wonderful”’

“No, that's not what I mean, Carl. Outside. The seagulls

1]

are—
“Honey, if you'll just give me five more minutes,” he says.

The hell with him, 1 say to myself. Let him read about it in
tomorrow’s news. Iwalk out the sliding doors and cross the deck

d the water. Everything has stopped.The jet-skis, the boats,

towar
and Hannah drop their fists of

the swimmers. Even Amanda

. I
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jeans, her waist like & thimble bobbing

Suddenly | heara resounding thud. The whole lake h

The girls scream out, but the pleasureé is lost. 1
the toppling seagulls has fanded ont

its neck bent wrong, the bird jostles 10 one side an
or the starboard side of the boat. Jamie scoops up
ared face glazed with tears.
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nexpected wind.
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ears it.
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Mr. Thompson finishes his cigarette. s\Well, it's been

interesting,’ he says, then flicks the butt into

Jamie into the house.
a flock of seagulls can forget how to fly, but |

my mind. | see

the lake and follows

| hurry in to check on the tamales. 1t seems
can't get dinner off |

Carl on my way through the dining room, still

nestledin his overstuffed marshmallow recliner. |

soney; | call from the kitchen, “the strangest thing” A

waft of steam rushes up inmy face as | tip the ii
mouth full of steam, | say,

tamales. With my eyes closed and @

“The seagulls, Carl. itwas terrible. One droppé

poat”
| open my eyes nalf-expecting Carlto

me. There’s o Carl, notevena hesitated res
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immediate, ‘it would be nice if you'd answer when | call you!
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angry now, enough so 10 rip the damn paper from
But just then | hear it. The preath. His sleeping
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empty crystal glass set on the stand beside hi
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time, the two top corners teathered over like wings.

| walk down the hall into the kitchen.
overcooked tamales and ahinto

gointo the pedroom. Ina full-length mirror | exam
| scan the slope of my shoulders, the wide tulip

flat dull texture.
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arol V. Davis
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Alfred Brendel Plays the Piano

1.

He is easily mistaken for someone else,
this tall man in moss-’.cweigj,
rld’'s greatest pianist. |
t:: vvxglks H%mpstead Heath pasta duck pond
Troboye 1 sHEr PATECELR e micde
ai .
aper boats, pushed by .
‘/)\H‘r)ed Brendel stops morr.\e;ntraenly
is miniatu
his gaze peyond this mi -
or?rait or perhaps pulled.ffom behmd‘or
F!)Each body of water identifiable by colOr-
His native Adriatica blue-greenf -
painful in intensity, like tubes O pa
squeezed togetheron the pallet
put refusing to MIX.

2.

When Alfred Brendel pla}ys the piano
it is best not to watc_:h his faf:e. »
His cheeks stretch into a grima : ,
jaw kneading like I')ands in doug r;ow
neck muscles ﬂe:\(mtg) adsy if some
from the boay. .
SS?)F?:\itriis he praqtices with a mirror
to one side of the piano, hooking
flesh to music 10 coordinate .
how he plays 10 how he_ appears,
so as not o alarm of d|stract: .
The score, musicia_n and auglenc
tied together web-like, strands
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nearly invisible, but with a
strength fierce and frightening.

3.

Before Alfred Brendel plays
there is a moment of absolute stillness
like the quiet which descends on
acongregation before the prayer
for the dead when each mourner
resurrects memory: of the mother
in the kitchen washing dishes
and humming as the peach walls
grow dim in the fading light;
of three boys and girls drawing
wild chalky figures on the sidewalk.
Until the mourner is whipped back to the present
to remember why he is standing to pray
and which one of the three has died.

4.

When Alfred Brendel plays
you can never be sure what
will be pulled from the core.
The silence at the center of the music.
Reliable hands like a doctor
coaxing out a baby, a mixture
of pleading and steady pressure,
not certain what harelip or sixth
toe will emerge with the slippery newborn,
You cannot take normalcy for granted.

The notes keep coming even after the last bar
and the audience too spent to notice.
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Sean Carswell

Bulldog Front
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Sitting arou-geotapes again and again. Nevert ;3 i
same old vi more soda, food we dld_n t haveH/d ommont High. A
more bosee: hit started over Fast Times at gfrom itin the first

: hes miless movie. And no harm came there, watching
seeringly e but then, | guess we were all sf(‘.tt‘ggshit |was getting
four viewings, butinet, in a dugout, thinking, shit, hen

i Leigh prone | be pure torture w
Jennifer Jason be Catescanbep .

o I, And Pheo n straight
more In igh Sf:r?r?g at the same four dudes for fcgjritss“ iokes were
you've Iaeenii o added to the problem, too. The Sp
days. My vo

. those, too. ” |s Sald
Starte ‘

the first time we watched it, “Say, ‘I know I'm in the right place. |
see the globe right there ™

| said it the first'time, and the second time, and the third.

Snowed in or not, I was still pretty happy about shit in general. My
first winter up north, union pay coming in every week that the
ground stayed frozen. My bones felt like they were getting stronger,
my joints didn’t ache when | got out of bed, the calluses were
shedding layers. This was the first time since elementary school
that I'd had two weeks when | didn’t work or look for work. I'd even
been picking up an extra twenty bucks almost every time | went to
the liquor store by pulling some poor sap out of a snow bank with
my fruck. No doubt, man, | was loving it. Paid vacation, the two
most beautiful words since “open bar” Still, by the fifth generation
of Spicoli jokes, I'd had enough, so | told Louis flat out, “Be cool.
You're starting to wear on me”
“‘Come on, dude;” Louis said. “Surf’s up? 1 didn’t answer,
“Say it, Eddie,” Louis went on. “Say all you need is some tasty
waves and a cool buzz”
“All you need is to shut your fucking hole” my cousin
George threw in. Not hostile, though. This wasn’t a hostile scene
at this point. Small town, working class. It's the only way to talk.
Louis didn’t come back on George, though. He stuck with
me. | was kind of the outsider of the house. Five of us lived there,
and the other four had grown up together. We'd all be sitting around
sometimes when George would cut on Louis for kicking Louis’s ass
in the first grade, or they'd talk about how they were systematically
deflowered by Mary Policcichio in junior high, that kind of shit. So
when they needed someone to rag, it was only right for them to ook
outside the circle. And I took it pretty well. It didn’t mean shit to
me. Louis would be ragging me one minute and buying me a beer
the next. Like | said, man, working class.

So | let Louis keep it up a little longer with his, “I know that
dude,” and “Learning about Cuba, Eddie? Having some food?” |
just kept smiling and nodding until George pointed out that we were
about to run out of whiskey. Everyone scattered into bedrooms and
came out with beer mugs and Tupperware containers full of loose
change, but not enough, so Richard, who was another of my
roommates, and | split to drive around town until we could find
Some poor bastard stuck in the snow to pay for a bottle.
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high on three sides.

They had three lawn chairs set up on the fourth side. They sat
there, passing both bottles down the line and back again. Louis
stood in the middle, gloves and headgear already on, punching his
hands together. He saw my outfit and said, “What a fucking clown

| tied on my gloves and headgear and walked into the ring
with him. Rocky followed me.

“All right,” Rocky said. “No kicking no biting no scratching
no hair pulling no shot to the balls no rabbit punches no TKOs. The
only way we have a winner is if the loser cries ‘Uncle; Now go to
your corners and come out scrapping.”’

Like I said, Louis was quite a bit bigger than me, but he
came out flat-footed. Throwing arms like he wanted to lay me out in
one punch. So I played defense, letting him punch the shit out of
my forearms. | could hear George screaming for me, and Richard
and Rocky cracking jokes about me getting my ass kicked. As
soon as | heard Louis breathe heavy, | started working him low,
throwing body shots, hitting his ribs. Louis didn’t know how to face
this. The only fights he’d been in were the ones where you try to
knock the man down right away, go for the nose or the chin, then
literally kick him when he’s down. Or the ones where you try to get
inside, get your hands on his inner thigh and neck, and flip him.
But no one thinks to throw a body shot in a real fight, so Louis had
never thought about how to block one. | kept catching his wind,
and every time | did, | went high. Usually with a left-handed jab, so

when | threw my big rights, they landed square. Pretty soon, |
could see Louis’s arms getting heavy from all those haymakers he
threw to start off with. | was able to get a full on, wound up right .
across his jaw, and he went down.

Rocky didn’t come back into the ring to ref, so | didn’t go
back to my corner. | just did an Ali dance over Louis. Every time
he tried to stand, | tagged him in the head, saying, “Cry Uncle.”
Until, finally, face down in the snow, Louis said, “Uncle,
motherfucker.”

And thank god that he did when he did, because | was beat
tired, losing my buzz, and cold. | went straight into the house to
put on some warm clothes and fix a cocktail. By the time | got out
of my bedroom and into the common area, two shots of Yukon Jack
were poured, and Louis was waiting for me. The Yukon Jack was
sacred. Louis, George, and | had stolen it from a yuppie bar one
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I'd not?ced thgt Richard held hié, arms low when he boxed waited for Louis. He Sgal said to him was a condesce oy kept
. ) . . . S with me. | sat up. drinki rted everything. Atleast h hsarid
s.o | kept mine high, senf:hng |ejt-hande:d jabs to h!s head, using my come home. | p, drinking Yukon, waiting for Loui e should drink
right grm to gu.ard_ my midsection. My jabs weren t hard.' More of a video store -th.eV.en drove into town and ioli Louis, but he didn’t
lead into the big right than an attempt to hurt him. But Richard when Strioe inking, these guys can't | picked up Strpesfrom the
caught on quick and with every jab 1 sent, he sent a right right over, g,iOBSIS on. _But they did. sit in their rooms and sulk
catohing me in the head, but at the end, the weak point of his freezer 1 nally, | quit drinking the Yuko
punch. So | faked a left. drawing out his big right, ducked the , turned off the tube, and headeo? f put the bottle back in the
punch, and caught him with an uppercut to the solar plexus. This The f or bed.
Louis-style haymaker unny thing about it, I th
» I thought, is that | ca
n

' knocked the wind out of him, SO | delivered a ]

Notin
to his temple, and he dropped. And once you dropped in this ring, areal sense. Not in a bar room brawl sense. i 't even fight.
,ina

out-of-ange
ger sense. Not when you can kick and bite hit-a-man-
an

you didn’t get back up. an _

At this point, the tequila reminded me that descended tak(ijn%ug\gg,i Iknlfe oragun. Notwhen it ha dpull hair
froma hot-blooded Mexican grandfather. | took another shot, saw brave enoudh tOw and'swallowing blood Unt'ls to be settled by
that the bottle had only one more shot left, finished the bottle, until one gug h'? step in and break it up, or l'J if)meone is crazy or
smas:(hid it a%amst the side of the house, and screamed, “Can no other guy ki)ék sl ﬁimeu%ﬁl:]nd and he jus’t can: g ;Tg;olfs show, or
man take me?” fel : il he’s tire i ck up and

This reminded George that he descended from a hot- Le:‘tf});;t;tg?h?rge move. Body sho(:sotfh’g;ké?c?', Really, they all ngte
blooded Mexican great-uncle, and he rose tothe challenge. He was except inm yl 1f)uld have let me throw all dan t expect and left jabs.
still half asleep and sluggish, though, and | took him before he hit the head Ly eftar m-.Then a big right to th / \-NlthOUt any pain
anything but my forearms. Then Rocky saw his chance for redemp- SHes ow then high. Every time. | juste t:rzswat?]d a big right to

em off bal-

bove household chores, but it took me about three

tion, torise a
blows to show Rocky why he was staying at the pottom. Only

Louis remained, pbut he didn’t want any. He knew he could only win
with the big right, and he wasn't going to land the big right on me.
“To the bottle of Yukon, then.’ | said.

“Not me, Louis said. “I'm going to my girlfriend’s. She’s
gotta be thinking by now that | only go to seé her to have sex” He
headed for his car. | offered him my truck so that he wouldn't have
to worry about getting stuck in the snow, but he turned it down.

Rocky turned down the shot, 100. He said that he had
laundry to do. George said he was going to pass back out. Richard
did a shot with me. He didn'tsay a word just swallowed an ounce
and a half of the sacred Yukon, patted me on the back, and went
into his bedroom. { put on Fast 7imes, but that didn’t bait them. |

fell asleep, woke up, went back into George’s room and tried to talk
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Biographical Sketches

B.Chelsea Adams’ poems have appeared in PoetLore, The
Southwestsern Review, Union Street Review, Albany Review, Lucia
Stone, and other literary journals. She has also published fiction in
Huckleberry Magazine, Blackwater Reviewand Vojices of Appala-
chia. Adams lives in Riner, Virginia.

Ruth Berman’s poems have appeared in many publications
including: Saturday Review, Asimov’s, Poemand others. She has
also compiled a non-fiction WWiI| family chronicle titled Dear Poppa,
published by the Minnesota Historical Society Press. Berman lives
in Minneapolis, Minnesota.

Bjérn Brodersen resides in Hamburg, Germany and is currently
working as a writer and photographer for the local newspaper. The
photographs that appear in this journal were taken during his one
year residency in the Southwest.

Terri Brown-Davidson'’s poems, short stories, and novel excerpts
have appeared in more than five hundred journals, including 7%e
Virginia Quarterly Review, TriQuarterly, The Literary Review, The
Denver Quarterly, Hayden's Ferry Review; and Puerto del Sof

Richard Campbell attended the University of Southern California
and the University of California, Los Angeles, where he majored in
philosophy. He was a manager of a healthcare billing and consuit-
ing service since 1979 and sold the business in 1996 to pursue a
writing career. Campbell resides in Redondo Beach, California, with
his wife Jessamine and his two sons, Byron and Spencer.

Sean Carswell currently resides in Florida. He has just published
his first novel Drinks for the Lite Guy.

Carol V. Davis’ poems have appeared in Mid-American Review,
Roanoke Review, South Dakota Aeview, and many others. She
spent 1996 through 1997 as a Fulbright scholar in St. Petersburg,
Russia, where her new book /% Time to Talk About... was pub-
lished in 1997. Davis resides in Los Angeles, California.
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David Grant currently resides in Minnesota with his fiancee. He
has just completed his M.A. in Rhetoric from Northern Arizona

University.

Tom Hamilton has published over 30 works in magazines includ-

ing: Rockford Register; Dream International Quarterly, Rockford

Review, Crimson Léer, Writers’ Gazelte, Armchair Aesthete and
chapbook collection by

many others. He has also published a
Alpha Beat Press. Hamilton is an Irish traveler who lives on the
roadways of the US and Canada with his extended clan family.

Lois Marie Harrod’s fourth book of poetry Part of the Deeper Séa

was published by palanquin Press, University of South Carolina—
Aiken, in 1997, and her chapbook 7745 /s a Story You Already Know

was recently published by Palanquin Press in June 1999. She
received a 1998 sellowship from the New Jersey Council of the Arts

for her poetry.
een published inmany journals including:

Poetry Northwest, Willow Springs, Yellow Silk, Yankee, Atlania

Review, Hanging Loosé; and others. Her work has appeared in
anthologies titled Claiming the Spirft withinand the 10 Anniversary
issue of Americarn Letters and Commentary. She was also aco-
winner of the 1994 Emily Dickinson Award of the Poetry Society of
America and was the first prize winner 0

f the Frances Locke
Memorial Poetry Award of Bitter Oleander P

ress in 1988. She was
recently a first prize winner in the Kimera Poetry Journal. Harvey
lives in Utica, New York.

Gayle Elen Harvey hasb

pearedin Poetry Northwest, New

Robert E. Haynes’ poetry has ap
Mind, Kentucky Foelry Review,

Letters, Poet Lore, Zone 3, Atom
Cimarron Reviewand Capé Rock. He has works in two anthologies

and a textbook titted /mportant Words. Haynes lives in Scottsdale,
Arizona, where his poetry has been commissioned by the
Scottsdale Center for the Arts, in their Art Walk program.
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a poet,
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stories and prose poems have appeared in a variety of literary
magazines, including Quarterly West, Sycamore Review, The North
American Review, and Haydens Ferry.

David Starkey’s poetry has appeared in Atlania Review, Flyaway,
Massachusetts Review, Mid-American Review, The Nebraska
Review, Sonora Review, Wiriter’s Forumand many others. In
addition, he has published several collections of poems in small
presses including: Koan Americana, Adventures of The Minor Poet,
A Year with Gayle and Open Mike Night at the Cabaret Votaire. He
has edited 72aching Writing Creativelyand co-edited an anthology
called Smokestacks and SKyscrapers. Starkey is a Fulbright
Senior Scholar in American Literature at the University of Ouluin
Finland.

Emily Strauss has been writing poetry for 30 years and has been
published inovera dozen regional and statewide smali-press
journals in California. She said that when she isn’t teaching college
English, she spends time traveling alone through nature.

Virgil Suarez has published four novels including: Latin Jazz, The
Cutter. Havana Thursdays, and Going Under. He has also published
a collection of short stories titled Welcome fo the Oasis.With his
wife Delia Poey, he has co-edited two best seliing anthologies:
lguana Dreams and Little Havana Blues. Most recently, Suarez has
published an anthology of Latino Poetry with Victor Hernandez Cruz
and Leroy V. Quintana tittled Paper Dance, and he has published a
collection of his poetry and memoirs titted Spared Angola. His new
collection 7he Republic of Longingis due out in the spring of 2000
from Bilingual Review Press / Arizona State University. Suarez
teaches Creative Writing and Latino/a and Caribbean Literature at
Florida State University in Tallahassee.

Laurie Rachkus Uttichis a self-described 30-something, Colorado
transplant, who manages to scrape by on freelance writing for
various client types. She lives with her husband, her three-year-old
and her dog, Hope, and has more passions than she has time. She
says, ‘I find massages have the same effect as really good red
wine-- once you get past the whole ‘naked in front of someone
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THE MASTER OF ARTS IN ENGLISH WITH
AN EMPHASIS IN CREATIVE WRITING AT
NORTHERN ARIZONA UNIVERSITY

Program Description

The M.A. in English with an emphasis in creative writ-
ing allows you to balance academic coursework in
English with the serious study of creative writing.

For this 36-hour emphasis, you must take 12 hours of
graduate creative writing; 12 hours of graduate literary
studies; and 3 hours of graduate composition, lan-
guage/linguistics, or rhetoric. You must also complete a
creative thesis (4-6 hours).

Admission Procedures and Financial Assistance

To apply for this plan of study, submit a letter discussing
your interests in graduate study in creative writing and a
10-20 page manuscript of original poetry or fiction.

We review applications between January 15th and May
st for fall enrollment. We also offer some teaching
assistantships and tuition waivers. TA selection begins
February 15th.
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- .
or application forms call 520-523-4911 or write:

Creative Writing Area Coordinato
Northern Arizona University r
Department of English
Box 6032 Flagstaff, AZ 86011
karla.brewster@nau.edu
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