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HIKA

The world asks the old question:
Tra la la.

We answer:
Tra la la.

And if one wants to, one says:
Tra la la.

The world asks the old question:
Tra la la.

-Maurice Ravel
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Adam Davis

The River Ran Wide
\ TIRILITT ran deep in Silas, like a South American river. "Adrienne," he
Y4iid, "virility runs deep in me, like a South American river."
Adrienne raced akimbo and threw Silas a look of and— .
"And all I'm asking," answered Silas, "is if you'd like to tap into the

wellspring."
"Tap into the wellspring, my ass," Adrienne retorted. I m no babymaker, no kitchen-prisoner, no lie-down-with-a-man-so-he-canpropagate-enthusiast. Silas, if you want to father a child, you've got to find
a mother, and that mother ain't me, not by a good heave.
This was why Silas wanted Adrienne to share his virility, she was a
bad woman, bad in the good sense, tough in the nails sense, gutsy in the
entrails sense. A woman, Silas thought, who could handle him and his offspring. A woman for whom delivering a child would be just like bowling.
"I'll be here when you change your mind," Silas said. "111 be waiting
for you, woman, because I expect you'll see the error of your ways. And
when you do recognize the magnitude of your blunder, you can do your
penance right under my roof." Silas winked.
Adrienne sauntered to the door, rolling from heel to heel like a weight
ed marble. "Don't talk to me about your roof, Silas. I made that goddamn
roof myself, just like I made your walls and your floors and this piece 1 d
like you to lock behind me. No kids for me, Silas, and no penance. I ake
your wellspring elsewhere, and you might just find what you need. ^ She
opened the door. "You're a good man, Silas. But I'm a better woman.
Silas took a piece of beef jerky from the pocket of his overalls. 1 le
liked sucking on jerky when things weren't going so well, and given
Adrienne's expected refusal to partake of his virility, things, for Silas,
weren't going so well.
Silas slept like a fairy that night, flitting and whimpering and feeling
very small. Adrienne did this to him, and so did all the jerky he ate before
lying down, and he knew it even as he dreamed. \ isions of Adrienne on a
black horse tormented Silas. She rode side-saddle, like a showgirl, beta use
she wasn't going to open her legs for anything, her pulsating horse includ
ed. Silas saw himself lying on the ground a few feet in front ot Adrienne
and her horse. Drops of mucous riddled him, slapping against his face and
his arms, and he wanted the horse to blow its nose, wanted to offer it one
colossal fucking handkerchief, but he had none. "Adrienne," he tried to
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yell, "Adrienne," but the horse blew away his words and continued to pelt
him with mucous.
Adrienne leaped from her horse. She wore a tool belt around her
waist, leather work boots, and a thick leather denim jumpsuit. "Me under
your roof," she screamed, "me under your roof?"
"No, no, that's not what I meant," Silas said, but again his voice failed
to reach her. He felt ashamed suddenly, and realized he wore no clothes.
His hands flew to cover his genitals. Adrienne ripped into thunderous
laughter that deafened Silas, send his hands away from his genitals and up
to his ears.
Silas screamed, but another voice screamed louder. "There's a ram
caught in the thicket," the other voice said. "Don't kill the naked man.
Instead, extract the ram from the brambles and run him through with the
nail." Adrienne dropped her arm to her side and turned. Silas curled
against himself, felt tears on his face and his own breath rough against his
throat. He looked up and watched Adrienne dragging something from the
bush. It struggled and flailed, but she dragged it steadily closer, until Silas
saw that it wasn't a ram, it wasn't a ram at all. It was Silas, wearing a
maternity dress covered in purple dolphins. Adrienne threw this second
Silas to the ground next to him, and again she prepared the nail and raised
the hammer, this time over Silas's swollen belly. "No, don't do it," the
naked Silas yelled. "Take me instead. Let him live. Let him live."
Adrienne swung the hammer down, and Silas felt a pain explode in his
belly. It was the beef jerky begging for release. He broke for the bath
room.
Such was life for Silas, a man who wanted to spread his seed, or if not
to spread it, at least to share it. In short, Silas wanted offspring, and he
wanted them now, while he felt potent.
Silas told nearly all the women in Cortinas about the South American
river in him, and though none reacted quite like Adrienne, all left Silas
unsatisfied in his search for a partner. He proposed to Glenda, the recep
tionist at the Forest Service Office, but she cited fidelity to her husband as
her reason for saying no. He courted Jane, the cashier at the IGA, but
Jane claimed that her parents had forbidden her to marry until she could
drive. Silas said he'd love to drive her wherever she needed to go, but lane
said, "No Silas, that's not what they mean. They want me to be at least
sixteen, you know?"
Silas tried Veronica from the post office and Lila from Pizza Hut and
Michelle, who worked at Taco John's on Friday and Saturday nights, but
they all had their reasons for saying no, and Silas never slept well after
arguing, so he accepted their refusals.
Soon all of Cortinas knew about Silas's quest. Older folks made eye
contact with each other when Silas walked by, nodded their understanding
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and amusement. Children giggled at Silas, whispered things like "That's
him. That's the baby maker guy. The one who asked Michelle if she wanted to marry him." If they didn't mention Michelle by name, they spoke of
Jane or Lila or any woman whose name they knew.
When Silas flipped burgers behind the counter at Burger Stop, cus
tomers leaned in his direction, pointed him out to their co-workers.
"That's the one," they would say. "Him. Flipping the burgers. He asked
Arlene if she wanted to tie the knot. He must be twenty years older than
her."
"Arlene?" the other customer might respond. "I thought he talked to
Glenda about it, and she's got to be older than him."
And then the first person would shake his head. "Ah, it doesn t matter
who he asked. It's just damn sad to watch."
The women of Cortinas weren't sure what to make of Silas and his
self-proclaimed river. In general, women liked Silas. They liked his hon
esty, the gap between his front teeth, the way he bounced on the balls of
his feet when he walked. Any woman Silas passed on the sidewalk, young
or old, familiar or strange, Silas would raise his hand and make like he was
tipping his cap. He never wore a hat though, and the motion set women
to wondering if there might be a gap somewhere in his head that was a bit
larger than the gap between his teeth. Still, women liked Silas, and his
demeanor put them at ease even as they sensed Silas's unmasked and
untempered desire to find a parmer, any partner who could bear him a
child.
As much as women were amused by Silas, none seriously considered
devoting nine months of their life to him. So they found excuses for their
refusals to participate. Marital obligations, age difference, schedule con
flicts, lack of experience or too much experience. It didn't matter what
the particular excuse was; the answer was no. This kind of answer can
begin to wear a person.
Two months after Adrienne's initial rebuke and his subsequent horrify
ing dream, Silas sat down to a plate of eggs and bacon by himself and considered giving up the whole project. He had burned the bacon and the
eggs ran over his plate, and this, along with the emptiness of his bed and
the sound of rain on his roof, forced Silas to reevaluate his life plan.
Cortinas, it seemed, held no pot of gold. In fact, all of southern Wyoming
held no pot of gold.
Silas was almost forty. He wanted companionship and offspring, and
he wanted them today. He wanted a woman, and he wanted her today.
Rain poured on Silas's roof, drummed against the corrugated metal
like a procession of anvils. Silas pushed back his plate and looked back at
the noise. A stream of water burst from the ceiling and showered Silas,
doused his blue eyes and his unshaven face, and Silas sat there, his head
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tilted to the ceiling, his face covered in water, a puddle forming beneath
him. He listened to the rain and heard more than precipitation. "You're
an old man," it said. "You best pack it in and call it over, because you're
finished." Silas laughed at the rain's message, laughed at the notion that
he, at forty, was ready to pack it in, and then his body shook, and the cold
water splashing his face was joined by warmer water, saltier water that
whispered acceptance of the rain's words. Multiple refusals to bear his
children, the laughter that followed him and his Nova in and out of gas
stations, the whispers he heard over the sound of burgers sizzling on the
grill. It all came down on him. The water bathed Silas and showed him
the Silas Cortinas knew, the Silas Silas didn't want to accept. But the
water kept coming, and with it came resignation.
It rained all day. Silas didn't move. It continued to rain that night, and
Silas sat there. For three more days it rained, and Silas sat in the chair
without moving. The rain opened new holes in Silas's roof, dropped on
Silas on all sides, repeating its message like a mantra, over and over, a tire
less barrage of you're an old man...you're finished...you're an old man... .
Silas couldn't argue, couldn't move. His body functioned on instinct
alone, and his urine and excrement joined the pool on the floor. Two
Granny Smith apples floated around the room, bumping off Silas's legs
and the walls and Silas's plates.
On the fourth day, the rain stopped. Three inches of water covered
Silas's floor. His skin had withered and turned pale, and his eyes stuck out,
red and dry in a house full of wetness. He tried to stand, but his legs gave
out and he fell back into the chair. He tried again, and this time, with
shaky legs and his hands on the back of the chair, stood. He ran his eyes
over his house, saw plates floating in water, drenched clothes in a
drenched bed. The water had turned everything gray.
Silas walked to the fridge, his feet dragging against the water. He
opened the door and felt no cold. The stench of spoiled food hit him, and
he realized the light was off, the electricity must have gone out. A pint of
milk, and open package of sliced bologna and a jar of mayonnaise sat in
the fridge, in the dark. The sour milk hit Silas's nose and doubled him
over. He wanted to vomit but couldn't As fast as the nausea hit him, it
left, and hunger replaced it. Silas patted his sodden overalls and found
jerky in his chest pocket. The jerky was wet and grainy, like everything
else in the house, but Silas needed it in his mouth.
Over the next few hours, Silas's funk wore off. He opened his front
door and swept out what water he could, hung his clothes and sheets on
the line in his yard, emptied the fridge of whatever needed to go, and
then, having eaten nothing but soggy jerky over the past four days, Silas
decided to put on his least wet clothes and head to Barb's for lunch.
Customers sat at five of the eight tables in Barb's, but Silas's usual
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table, the small one in the far corner, was open. He shuffled past the other
customers with his eyes on the floor and sat down.
Barb's daughter, Arlene, saw Silas's head nod forward. She walked to
him slowly. "Silas," she said quietly, "would you like the usual?" Silas
didn't hear her. He had begun to snore. "Silas," Arlene said again. Arlene
was a reserved girl, and Silas had always intimidated her, but she had a job
to do. "Silas," she said for the third time, and kicked him solidly in the
shin. He woke up.
"Arlene," he said. "Why don't you bring me the usual?" Arlene turned
to the kitchen and wondered if her hair didn't look good or if she had
some kind of breakfast on her face. Silas only asked her for food, not for
her companionship and her womb, and this threw her.
Silas surveyed the restaurant, nodded to the folks sitting comfortably in
their wooden chairs, and then realize that Adrienne, sitting by herself at a
table near the door, was nodding back. He looked away immediately,
started playing with his fork and spoon, but he heard the legs of a chair
scrape the floor, and Adrienne rumbled toward him.
She swung the chair into the chair opposite Silas and dropped her
elbows on the table. "Silas," she said, "you mind if I sit down?" "Not at
all," Silas tried to answer, but he did mind, and the words stuck in his
throat like frightened chicks. "Silas," Adrienne continued, her voice ring
ing in Silas's ears, "you're looking down. Kind of soggy, like someone left
you out in the rain. What's been going on?"
"Nothing much," Silas answered. "Nothing much at all."
Arlene placed a burger and fries in front of Silas. He tore into it with
out saying thanks, and Arlene felt again her face for residual breakfast
food.
"Larius tells me you haven't been to work for almost a week now. Said
you didn't drop by to let him know what was going on or anything."
Adrienne paused, waiting for an answer, but Silas just shrugged and t<x>k
another bite of his burger. "Got a new cook working there now, and the
food's still good."
"I don't care," Silas mumbled, his mouth full of food. "I was ready to
quit anyhow."
Adrienne pulled his plate away. "L<x)k at me," she said. "L<x>k at me
goddamnit." Silas met her eyes. "What the hell's going on? Why are your
clothes sopping wet and you look like a forty year old raisin that's been
painted white? Jesus Christ, Silas, you haven't said a word to Arlene, and
she's as eligible as they come."
"My roof has holes in it," Silas said. "Big holes, all over."
"You couldn't have put down a bucket or two and come on over to let
me know you needed some work done?"
"No," Silas answered, "I would have needed a gross of bathtub to catch
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all the water coming in. It was a river, and I can't swim. Give me back my
food."
She pushed his plate to him and watched him devour the remaining
food. "Silas," she said, "I just don't know. Did the river take all your food,
and your good sense too?"
"The river took my virility," Silas said, his voice low, like it came from
deep in his belly. "It washed it all away."
"Now what the hell are you saying, man?"
"The rain told me what it was doing, that I'm old and all done, and
then river poured in from above and washed me out." Silas spoke slowly,
but there was no quiver in his voice, no uncertainty, and Adrienne won
dered if he saw her sitting across from him or if he had gone elsewhere. "It
just poured inside me and washed me out."
Words like these were new to Silas, and they surprised Adrienne as
they fell from his mouth, disturbed her somewhat. She sat quietly and
waited for more. Silas shook his head. "It was so loud," he said. "I didn't
want to listen but it was so loud. I should learn to patch my own roof. I
should learn to do that." He looked at Adrienne, she saw her staring at
him with creases in his forehead and confusion in her pursed lips.
That wasn't all he saw. Callouses capped Adrienne's fingers, firm flesh
bronzed her forearms, black flecks that looked to Silas like fragments of
independence broke the green of Adrienne's eyes. He had never seen
black flecks of independence in his own eyes, but he recognized them for
what they were.
"Adrienne," he said. "What are those flecks in your eyes?" He pointed
across the table.
"Black flecks? Well, I didn't know you could see them, Silas. I don't
know, they've just kind of grown with me." She rubbed her hands together.
"My mother used to tell me they got darker as I argued with her. You can
see them?"
Silas nodded.
"Nobody else has mentioned them to me. Just my mother, and now
you. I'll he a shepherd's staff." She clapped him on the shoulder and let
her hand rest against his white shirt. Arlene interrupted them to fill up
Silas's glass.
Adrienne pulled her hand away. Silas cleared his throat and sat up in
his chair. "What do you think, Adrienne, about what I was saying?" He
laughed at his question. "How's it sound?"
"How's what sound?" Adrienne asked, and Silas's laugh scared her.
"How's what around, Silas?"
"You teach me," Silas said. "You teach me to patch my roof, shit like
that. You said Larius hired someone, so I'm done there, and I'd be done
with it anyway. Teach me how to do that. You don't have to pay me."
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Silas spoke quickly now, his voice brimming with volume and staccato
jolts of laughter. "How about it? Teach me, woman. Teach me about
plugging rivers."
"Maybe you'd better get some sleep."
No, Adrienne, I ve been sleeping for a while. Almost drowning in my
sleep." Silas' voice distracted Barb's customers from their meals. They put
their forks down and watched Silas clap his hands together and stand. "I'll
plug my own rivers. That's what I can do: plug them myself."
Adrienne grabbed Silas's hands. "Sit down," she said, but Silas tore his
hands free and clapped again.
"Teach me goddamnit! Teach me!" Adrienne stood a few steps back. "I
don t need you to bear my children. I'll plug the river, like anti-perspirant.
Just fill up the holes and eliminate the problem. But you've got to teach
me. Silas turned and held Adrienne's shoulders, bore into the flecks of
her eyes. "Teach me, woman. Will you do that for me?"
If what you re talking about," Adrienne said slowly, "is fixing holes in
your roof, well yes, I'll teach you. But I don't know what what the antiperspirant has to do with this, and I don't know why you told me I don't
need to bear your children anymore, as I don't recall ever having said I
would."
"Bear children?" Silas asked.
"Yeah. That." Adrienne nodded.
"But you'll teach me?" Silas said.
Adrienne shrugged. "I don't see why not. A person's got to know how
to take care of a house."
Silas grinned, and Adrienne saw black between his two front teeth.
And anyway," Adrienne said, "business is picking up, what with all the
building needing to be done. Might not be so bad for me, having someone
around to help out."
V\ ell that can be me, Silas said, "helping out, plugging ri vers.
Helping folks stay dry. That can be me."
Silas moved to the door.
Adrienne started to follow, but stopped. She pulled a five dollar bill
from her pocket and placed it on the table next to Silas's empty plate.
Then she moved to the door to join Silas.

Ellie Fosnot

Surrounded by strawberries
dried in August heat
he swings a porch swing.
Hunched over, bearded,
lips sunken
defiled by unsuccessful cities
of speed.
His new Nebraska home
stands firmly against
black branches
cracking in this desert.
Weeds racing in the yellow wind
howling
So who will dust your ash away?
He swings superior
to all successful poets.
Snarling at his own
no-show Godless funeral.
He's not even reading!
Just staring down a stretching road,
yellow eyes held wide open
to painful distances ahead.
Smoking cigarettes,
rings forming above his head.
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Jennifer Key

After Summer
It starts with a party:
this coldness, this dry season of fall.
It is tonight you first feel displaced, you think
you do not belong here, outside of what you are from.
Bones and muscles and digits and roots cannot stretch this far.
You will find yourself dancing with him, only later
will you realize he was alone. There is a tapping
into you, a resurfacing, a blackening, a sickening.
Heat coils under and around each limb, rises to boil
into a fever. You must loosen your memory, your mind.
You leave this arid landscape, leaves, blanched,
scarred. This is the beginning. On a Sunday afternoon,
you learn to find an answer:
Everything is flat here.
Anything can undergo thirst.
Anyone can feel the layers lifted and pulled away.
You can reconcile this anger. You will find
your target. It is all too symmetrical, this system
of removal, of forgetting, of flattening.
There will be another month before you try,
you meet someone, it can be anyone—
This is not the issue. Whomever you choose
can only reach from a distance.
Maybe there is nothing more, maybe, you wonder,
if anything is there. Words rise into a mouth, hollow
and simple, you do not understand this. You cannot
sink inside, you are spread, cut into, dissected.
You turn from him, you make a move. You think,
"litis is just a step, this is the next step, this is the origin."
You are still unsure.

Kristin Shrimplin

Matriculation Day, 1992
And it's 23 years
since '69.
23 years and i wonder.
It was not until yesterday
i discovered your
reason.
Ignorant Me
thought
"betterment of collective community"
Ignorant Me
thought
"radiation of intellectual service"
that's the
evolutionary trend,
you know
Ignorant Me.
And it's 23 years
since bankruptcy
And it's 2 3 years since
i walked through
the hall
thinking i was
wanted by
Ignorant You.
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Scott Gosnell

I sometimes wish
I danced like Fred Astaire
A true legend
But somewhere someone dances
Just so good
After business hours in a darkened room
No audience
Just the music
The moments of gold
On and on, so fast and pure
I don't need to know her name
She's dancing
No music now
The Queen of the Hop Queen of the May
Writing in the dust on the chipped tile floor
Moving it around
All quiet like
Burning like the sun
Like Fred Astaire

u

Elena DiMuzio

of Kiss
She slept and dreamt of lasses
of sweet, pink, round kisses
which roundly and firmly came to be;
of loving, longing, pearlized meetings
where mouths were speaking
in a wordless wonderment of "kiss"—
These were not of honey or wine
but the last pale light of evening
captured and caught between our noses and chins
bursting like bubbles against my willing face
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Robert Hanson

Partway
The word "pedantic"
spoken on this
autumnal afternoon
brings to me the warmth
of someone else's effort,
of knowledge in its completeness.
This is, I suppose,
this place in its ideal form;
and I feel strangely separate.
There are some
overcoming things,
however:
black stockings and a wool skirt
framed against this leaden,
wetted sky,
and glasses,
glasses reflecting the blurred yellow triangle
of the lectern lamp.
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Kate Larson

A Marvelous Night for a Moondance
j\\ROLYN's family is away on vacation, leaving her behind in the house
V^ito work and take care of the dog, so I'm over here for an evening of
what she and Shawn call "drunken debauchery," although I have yet to see
the debauchery. It's strange to be in someone's house without worrying
about parents coming home or younger brothers ratting on us. Carolyn
and I have been playing some drinking game with cards, and I feel like I'm
heing lofted on a giant helium balloon.
Shawn isn't much into drinking, but he enjoys us when we're blown
away, or at least on the way to it. Right now, he's out in the kitchen feeding sparky, the dog. We can hear him telling the dog to speak. Sparky
whines and Shawn finally relents and gives him his dinner. By the time he
comes in, Carolyn and I are getting hysterical because we can't remember
who goes next and are rolling around the living room floor giggling.
Shawn shakes his head vaguely and makes his way to the stereo.
"Okay, change of pace," he orders, flipping through the mess of CDs
on the shelf with the stereo. "Wait a minute. Who in this house listens to
Michael Jackson?" A classic rock fanatic, he is appalled that his girlfriend
would harbor such trash on the same shelf as the Beatles.
I know, I know," Carolyn groans. "My brother has no taste in music.
What are you putting on?"
"Y\ ait and see..." He selects a disc and inserts it into the player, and
twiddles with the skip button. A strumming bass throbs through the
room, and he pretends to play along with it. It's Van Morrison's
Moondance', one of the songs we always listened to in the car at night,
coming back from movie or a late dinner.
Let s dance! Carolyn cries, jumping to her feet and running over to
him, nearly tripping over the coffee table. I realize I have no one to dance
with and stare at them hard.
Hey, he tells her, seeing my despondent l<x>k, "we should be polite
to the guest here."
Oh, okay. I m going to get another drink," she says, moving over to
the bar area and helping herself. Shawn grabs my hands, pulling me up
from the floor. I m so dizzy his face seems to rush at me like a zoom lens
gone haywire, and I turn my face away into his shoulder. He is slight, not
much taller or heavier than I am, but strong enough to hold me tightly
against him. I am always amazed by his energy. Shawn can never stand
14

still. No matter where we are or what we're doing, he's always bouncing
around the room trying to get both animate and inanimate objects to
res pond to him somehow. At my house, he torments my dogs with my lit
tle brother's squirt guns. At his place, he's always running around making
iced tea or rearranging something on the shelf. He likes to come up
behind me when I'm talking to Carolyn and grab me by surprise. Even
driving his car, he'll sit there unconsciously drumming out an unheard
rhythm on the wheel with his fingers.
He sways me around the room, and it's all I can do to hang on and fol
low him. I've had ballr(x>m dancing lessons, hut it's hopeless to try and use
any of that now. On the choruses, he spins me out and then back close to
him. In a flash as we whirl past her, I see Carolyn watching us with an
amused smile. It never seems to bother her w hen he pays a lot of attention
to me. I love it, hut I have to act like I don t. Chris always got a little jeal
ous of it, so whenever Shawn grabbed me or pulled me onto his lap, I d
just go limp so as not to look like I was encouraging him. I didn't want to
offend anybody.
"Let's dip," Shawn suggests, and I'm laughing so hard, it s all I can do
to nod. His hand cradles my back, and I lean back so far I feel like I m
falling, one foot wavering in the air.
"Don't drop me!" I gasp, the blood rushing to my head.
"Come on, you can go back further!" he encourages me. I try, but my
equilibrium is completely shot by now, and I stand up too fast and then
topple to the floor from the sudden dizziness. Shawn tumbles on top of
me, and I lie happily under his weight, feeling his ribs heaving in and out
with his breathing. Carolyn applauds from the other side of the room. In
the kitchen, Sparky goes nuts barking. Noise always gets him all charged
up.
"Oh, we better let him out," Carolyn says. She tries to get up and then
flops back on the sofa with a yawn. "Shawn, can you do itr And watch him
so he doesn't leave the yard."
"Sure," he says. "Hey Spark! Pee Break!" The dog scrambles past him
through the front d<x>r.
"Hey Thea, how're you feeling?" he asks me, standing just outside the
front door. I'm sitting slouched against the side of the archway between
the living nxjm and the front hall.
"Oh, pretty good," I answer brighdy.
"Not gonna fall asleep on us now, are you?" I le loves to rag on the fact
that I often can't stay awake if I've been drinking.
"Aw, shut up," I retort. "I've never had this many before, and I'm still
up and at 'em..."
"Shawn!" Carolyn calls from behind me. "Is Sparky done yet? We
should let him in."
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"Sparky!" Shawn yells into the night. We listen for Sparky to come
snuffling out of the hedge by the driveway, but he doesn't. Off behind the
house somewhere, we hear a bark and something crashing through the
bushes. "Dammit, I hope he's not after a skunk! Sparky, COME!"
"Shawn, you have to go get him!" Carolyn says, coming into the front
hall and holding onto the other side of the archway. "I told you we can't
let him out of the yard!"
"Lyn, he's not going anywhere!"
"Shawn, if he gets sprayed by a skunk, he'll smell up the whole house.
We don't have any tomato juice to wash him off."
"Fine, I'll go look for him. Hopefully it's just a raccoon."
"Hopefully it's not a rabid one," I mutter.
"Oh shit! My parents would kill me!" Carolyn groans.
"Why don't you two wait here and see if he comes back?" Shawn paci
fies her. "I'll be out back." He grabs a big flashlight and heads outside,
calling after the dog.
"Maybe we should just look for tomato juice," Carolyn says, going
into the kitchen.
"\ ou just said you didn't have any," I reminded her, floing down on
the living room floor.
"I'm still gonna look through. Hey, you think the ketchup would
work?" She's digging around in the fridgerator.
"Oh, gross!" I can hear her laughing as she moves through the
kitchen, opening and closing cabinets. Right now, I'd rather think about
Shawn. That dance was too incredible. It was just the kind of spontaneous,
exciting thing that Shawn would do. I lie there and think about the evil
gleam in his eye and his hands moving over me, holding onto me tightly.
Just as I'm starting to doze off, she looms over me, her wavy red hair
dangling in my face.
"Thea, wake up! I can't find any juice. Why don't we help Shawn look
for Sparky?"
There's nothing else to do, so we put on our shoes and go outside,
stumbling around the driveway to the road. The house is at the turn
around of a quiet cul-de-sac, so we wander up toward the main road to see
if maybe Sparky's chase led him in that direction. We can hear Shawn
calling for him off in the distance, so we know he's still on the loose.
(letting out of the house seems to lift Carolyn's somewhat dazed spirits,
and mine rise too. It's a beautiful night, and my head feels floaty. The
moon is almost full, the air is wonderfully cool, and it's so bright out that 1
can see my way just fine. Carolyn's feeling so good she starts doing cart
wheels in the road. I never learned how, so I just skip along and laugh at
her. I feel like I m on a mission of discovery. The alcohol has loosened us
both beyond a point I never thought possible. This, I think to myself, is a
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true adventure, a night of forming indelible bonds that will hold even
when we head off to college for the first time in a few weeks.
Carolyn finally gets dizzy from the cartwheels and comes over to take
my arm. Usually, she's very standoffish, so this touch make me feel even
more Lendeared to her than I am already. Our arms linked, we continued
down a slight slope to Brookside Avenue.
"I hope he didn't go down there!" I say, as cars whiz by and we duck
behind a bush in case they're cops.
"Yeah, what if he got hit?" She seems more awed by this idea than
worried.
"That would be awful!" I exclaimed, sounding like I learned it by rote.
We call for him several times, but there is no answering slobbery breath
or jingle of tags.
"Maybe Shawn found him," she says finally, and we start back up
towards the house. Pretty soon, we've forgotten why we're out here to
begin with and just enjoy cavorting through the moonlit patches in the
road. The trees seem to arch protectively over our heads, rustling softly
in approval of our happiness.
"I love you!" Carolyn cries suddenly, giving me a hug. "You're my best

friend!"

"I love you too!" I say into her hair, which has the usual comforting
smell of her. It's a wonderful smell, not recognizable as a perfumy fra
grance, but unmistakably hers. She breaks free from me and runs and
turns cartwheels again. The short, flounced skirt of her sundress flips up
around her waist, and her pale legs and underwear flash in the moonlight.
"Wow!" She shrieks. "I bet our parents would shit if they could see us
now!"
"I know mine would!" I agree. "God, I am so drunk! I ve never l>een
this drunk before!"
"Isn't it great?" she asks, with a silly grin.
"Yeah," I say. "It really is."
The alcohol seems to make the entire night clearer to me; the moon
light has a crystalline quality I've never noticed before. I feel cleansed, like
my whole world has been purified by friendship. Carolyn loves me and
Shawn must too. I feel wholly a part of everything and at the same time
removed, objective, watching the entire scene and approving, just like the
trees. I'm drunk and I'm not getting sick, and I'm proud of that, too.
"Shawn!" Carolyn calls into the empty backyard when we reach the
house. He doesn't answer. "I'm cold. Want to go in?
"Fine with me," I say, hoping he comes back soon. We grab a few
more beers and wander down the hall to Carolyn s room, where I flop
gratefully down on the white carpet, not caring if it s full of fleas from the
dog. I've been here before, but somehow, all the details of the room rush
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out at me now in sharp relief: the cracks on the ceiling, the music stand
she swiped from school, the old furniture. Carolyn curls up on the bed. I
look around the walls and start laughing hysterically. She has posters of
Michael J. Fox, Johnny Depp, and Kirk Cameron all over the wall by her
bed. I've seen them before, but for some reason, it never struck me as
funny until now.
"Hey, come on," she protests, "you used to think they were cute, too!"
"I did not! I didn't even lust after Duran Duran in sixth grade like
everyone else! I've never had posters of guys on my walls! Come on, we're
in college now!" Or will be, in a few weeks.
"Oh, fine," she grumbles, standing up unsteadily on the bed and rip
ping the posters down. Very soon, she starts giggling at herself too. They
are pretty silly, especially the one of Kirk trying to look like a bad boy and
failing miserably. She crumples them and stuffs them into the wastebasket,
then lies back on her bed. For a few minutes, it's all quiet, and then she
asks me, "Are you glad you broke up with Chris?"
"Y es," I say firmly, lying on my stomach and facing across the acres of
carpet to where a lint ball huddles in the corner of a doorjamb. "Very
glad.' I've told her I wasn't attracted to him anymore. I didn't say why,
though, because she and Shawm were the ones who got Chris and me
together in the first lace, and deep down I knew I owed them plenty for
what I'd gained.
I m waiting for her to probe deeper and drag out all my deepest darkest
secrets on the matter. But she doesn't.
"Did you ever try to have sex?" she asks blatantly, looking at me over
the edge of the flowered comforter.
"No," I answer, amused by her bluntness. "He didn't want to. He told
me so the first time we frx>led around. I don't think I would've lost it with
him anyway. I roll over on my back and stare at the dusky ceiling. "I
don t understand. Why did I go out with the only guy in the world who
doesn't want sex? Why doesn't anybody want to have sex with me?"
"Oh, somebody does," she reassures in her little girl voice. "I bet lots of
people would have sex with you."
Shawn wouldn't," I mutter against my arm, and suddenly worried that
she heard what I said.
"What?"
"Nothing. I'm just sick of being a lily-pure virgin. I'll probably be the
only person at college who's still a 'V!" I expect her to agree with me, but
she is quiet. I he silence crawls over me like a herd of grasshoppers, tiny
insect footsteps prickling over my flesh. Suddenly the question pops out of
me before I can think what I'm saying.
Have you ever slept with Shawn?' I demand, sitting up and looking
straight at her.
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The silence answers my question before the grin and the slow blush
spread across her face. Dizzy from the last half-finished beer and the
shock, I lie back on the floor, too stunned to look her in the face. I feel like
none of this is real, like I'm in a trance. For all I know, I am in a trance.
The whole time, I'm thinking about what a good Catholic she's always
claimed to be. How we'd sit around on long afternoons at work and say
things like "IF I had sex, I'd..." or "WHEN I sleep with somebody...". I
can't believe she'd lie to me that way. My friends have done It. My friends
have had Sex.
"I don't believe it," I whisper.
"I didn't want to tell you before," she says. "I thought maybe you'd be
upset with me, so I waited."
"I wouldn't have been upset," I say, feeling as morbidly curious as I do
when I examine news photos of corpses in Newsweek. "When did you
start? What's it like? Does it hurt?"
And she tells me the basics. The first time had been in December, the
sixteenth to be exact, she remembers coyly, and they had done it in his
apartment. December: that would have been a whole month before I even
met Chris. So, the whole six months, while I'd been learned to Frenchkiss and so on, she and Shawn had been.... She doesn't go into details of
what he did or how the room looked or what they were listening to, but
it's easy for me to imagine it myself, having been there so many times
both in reality and in my mind. Since then, they'd tried doing it in just
about every place they could find. His shower. His car. Her car. Both
public beaches in our town. At the playground behind his building. At the
Waveny Estate, where we'd hung out at night all summer and watched
wedding receptions through the leaded-glass windows of the mansion and
explored the old walled gardens and gazebos in the dark. In the living
room of Chris's suite at college, when we went up to visit him that week
end.
The list goes on and on, and when she stops naming places, I think up
more and even ask her about some of them. In the tall grass out on Fish
Island, where we'd gone for a Fourth of July picnic with my family and
several other families. In the woods during our graduation sunrise beach
breakfast. On the other side of the bare white wall in his apartment after
the prom, while I shoved Chris's weight off me and tried to sleep on the
hard living room floor.
My thoughts spin out of control. In my head, I can see all the places
we've been together, all the places that were sanctified in my memory as
being the scenes of our good times together as a group. And in almost all
of them, those two had had an even better time, one that left me out. For
those six months, when I'd been assuming they were engaged merely in
w hat another friend of ours referred to as "heavy petting; everything but
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penetration," they had been far more industrious than I had ever given
them credit for.
I imagine them now in his apartment at night, a candle glowing golden
on his dresser, their pale bodies blending in a milky heat. He would be
creative as he loved her, maybe even singing to her as he plunged in and
she screamed. His three cherished guitars, the keyboard, and the muffled
drums would stand as shrouded witnesses in the corner, and the Navajo
blanket would be lying in a wooly red heap beside the bed. He would have
the Beatles playing, the old record crackling I want you...I want you so
bad.... Maybe they danced beforehand, stripping off their clothes at every
chorus instead of spinning like he and I did. Maybe they drank cheap
champagne in the bathtub. I wonder if they'd ever spent a few hours at
one of those honeymooner inns with mirrors and a round, red-plush bed,
and Magic Fingers.
Down the hall, Shawn comes into the house and hollers, "Lyn, I'm
home!" I think of how many implications lie behind those few words and
feel sick, like my entire gut is falling down a huge chasm and getting lost. I
have to go to the bathroom. Shawn and Sparky come bounding down the
hall. Shawn starts telling us how he found Sparky over on the next street
barking at someone's cat. The dog snuffles around and licks my ankle. I
try to stand up and can't, so I creep down the hall on my hands and knees
to the nearest bathroom. The light in there has burned out, and the toilet
is missing its seat. I sit down anyway on the hard cold porcelain rim, not
even caring how dirty it might be, and lean into my hands. When I try to
move at all, sparks shoot off before my eyes, confusing themselves with
the dim moonlight that provides the only light to see by. Suddenly, my
stomach jolts, and I hang over the gaping bowl with its cool breath, vomit
ing up after-dinner drinks, dinner, lunch, and whatever else might still be
sloshing around down there. When I'm finished, I sit back on the scaly
linoleum and realize that this is the first time I've thrown up since I ate
that bad ravioli in the school cafeteria six years ago.
After a while, Carolyn and Shawn get worried and tap on the door,
asking if I'm okay. I say that I am and that I'll be out in a little while. They
go down the hall, Carolyn bumping u against the wall because she can't
walk straight. I hear the two of them prattling away as they go into the liv
ing room and flip on MTV. He's probably going to turn out the lights
and snuggle with her on the couch. If I die of delirium tremens in this
bathroom, he won't care. For her, it will be just one more thing to clean
up before her folks get back.
I sit there, reclining my head back against the sink basin, and watch the
moonlight creep closer to the window as the moon passes over the house.
When the last sliver is gone, I leave the bathroom and grope my way
down the hall to the darkened living room.
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The sofa bed is pulled out, and the two of them are lying there asleep,
his head on her chest, their two delicate profiles like marble in the cool
flicker of the muted TV. For a while, I stand there watching them sleep,
looking like two tired little kids who couldn't wait for Santa any longer.
Then I turn around and go back to the bathroom, and wait for the booze
to wear off so I can drive myself home.
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Kathleen Brauer

Fishiedoodle
all the items on Sailor Sam's dollar-ninety-nine menu, the
\^/mysterious Fishiedoodle—a registered trademark, I am certain—
stands above the rest in the heart of many a Sailor Sam's aficionado.
Popular because of its pocket-change price, mysterious because of its
haunting aroma ("It smells like my cunt," Delilah Finn once remarked),
customers often wondered as to the nature of the Sailor's secret recipe,
but ultimately found it safer not to ask. ("Is it really just tartar sauce on
them thar buns?")
And of all the land-lubbers who lubbed their butts daily on Sam's
counter stools, none was more loyal to promoting Fishiedoodle success
than was the Grunt.
To be certain, the Grunt had another name, chosen by his standard,
respectable parents to be standard and respectable, but whatever that
name might be Delilah Finn never knew and never cared to know. She
named him Grunt, and all the other synthetically-clad waitresses in the
tri-state had followed suit. At ever Sailor Sam's, Bob Evans, and Big Boy
off the interstate he was known not as Jerry, Pete, Dave, or any of those
other blue-collar names so commonly found sitting at counters of driveby restaurant chains slurping blacktop out of coffee cups and smoking
Merits by the carton. In this social club for elitist ainoeboids he was only
known as Grunt.
Nameless or no, the Grunt was a Sam's regular and loyal consumer of
the Fishiedoodle. Its strange odor danced through his nostril hairs like a
Siren on speed, tantalizing his glands until he could do nothing but
devour the sandwich as quickly as Delilah Finn could set it before him.
Maybe this was due to an iron deficiency in his diet. Or, perhaps more
likely, the smell brought back pleasant memories of Norma Fenster, the
only woman in his thirty-odd years to let him make it to third base, per
haps when he bit into that Fishiedoodle, this over-aged underweight vir
gin was thinking of Norma Fenster in the tenth grade, with her halitosis
and nervous farts, and the smell left of his hands when they emerged from
Norma's Calvins. Either way, the Grunt really liked those Fishiedoodles.
Had one every day; two if he was feeling frisky.
There are those who claim that a good Fishiedoodle will do for a man's
libido what no other sandwich can. Delilah Finn was inclined to agree.
Ever since she had taken the job at Sam's six months ago, the smell of the
Fishiedoodle had penetrated itself so deeply into her skin that men were
sticking to her like creepy-crawlies on a stick of flypaper. A Fishiedoodle
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if you
was powerful stuff. Forget designer perfumes, forget lacy lingerie
want to catch a man, there's no better aphrodisiac than lunch at Sam's.
Unfortunately, Delilah wasn't looking to catch a man, especially not the
type of man likely to be attracted by the smell of the Sailor's lunch special.
What Delilah did want more than anything else she'd ever wanted in life
was to make it as a singer. A country singer. At the age of nineteen, she'd
bought a used guitar, pulled her snakeskin boots from the closet, and
hitchhiked toward Nashville, leaving her parents and Greencastle,
Indiana, far behind.
But the farthest she'd gotten was Louisville, Kentucky, before she ran
out of money and had to find a job. With nothing to claim for her own—
nothing, that is, except for an old acoustic with broken strings, a duffel
bag's worth of denim jackets and spandex halters, and an industrial-sized
can of Aqua Net Super Hold— she set out into the world.
Delilah spent her last few bucks on a motel room her first night in town
while she scanned the paper for an apartment and scoped out the local
hotspots for a job. She managed to find an apartment right away: dirtcheap and dirt-dirty. But she couldn't complain: it had four walls and a
roof, the toilet only flooded when the turds were too big to flush down,
and the giant rat she shared her space with made for an okay roommate
except that he wouldn't chip in on the rent and he liked to leave his shit
on the floor.
Finding a job was not quite so easy. The only place that would give her
work was a third-rate franchise called Sailor Sam's, an establishment in
which you the reader are undoubtedly feeling more and more at home, as
if you were a counter stain there, or a soup tureen bottom-feeder much in
the way of the Grunt.
But for all its charm, Sailor Sam's left Delilah feeling cold as a dead fish.
She did not leave her home and family in Greencasde just to land here, in
a vast sea of nobodies, serving fishsticks with a smile. She had dreams.
When Gordon Wheaton Riley-Smith first overhead Delilah telling
another waitress how she yearned to be a star, a plan began to form in the
rusty turnstiles of his brain, a plan so enormous it was promised to change
the course of his small-scaled life forever. For you see, George Wheaton
Riley-Smith, introduced to you previously as the Grunt, had only one
obsession greater than the Fishiedoodle, and that obsession was Delilah
Finn. The Grunt craved Delilah in ways other men would never dare
imagine. Six months ago he had vower to pursue Delilah to the bedroom
or the grave, whichever came first, and now he saw a way to fulfill his
wildest imaginings.
But first he had to speak to her. This would be the hardest part. Many
times in the past he had tried but succeeded only in making inaudible
noises and pointing endlessly to the same spot on the luncheon menu
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(hence, his nickname). Now the Grunt would have to find within himself
the determination and the courage to venture long enough out of his pro
tective layer of plaid flannel work-shirt security and put his plan into first
gear.
He took his time warming up to her. The first day he managed to ask
her for a refill on his coffee. The unfamiliar sound on his voice did catch
her attention, but only for a moment. A week later he made a comment
about the weather, and whereas she may not have actually replied, he was
almost certain he saw her nod her head in some sign of agreement. Two
days later, he finally cast his line.
"My brother invited me to stay with him in his penthouse this week
end." It was the first complete sentence he had spoken to anyone in weeks.
"That's nice," she said, wiping coffee stains from the counter with a
dirty yellow sponge.
"He lives in Nashville." The Grunt could almost swear he saw Delilah
catch her breath. "Yup. He's got a penthouse in Nashville with a terrific
view of Dollywood and everything."
"Dollvwood's in Pigeon Forge," she answered, matter-of-fact.
"That's why it's such a great view." Delilah took this as a joke, and she
smiled. The Grunt fed on that smile, and kept going.
"He's rich."
"That's nice."
"Know why he's so rich?"
"Nope. Couldn't tell you." And with that, she turned to walk away.
George Wheaton Riley-Smith felt the urgent swell of a much-delayed
puherty rise within him. He knew that if he didn't get her attention, his
one chance at finally getting laid could be destroyed. He took a deep
breath and spoke.
But all that came out next was a grunt. As he floundered hopelessly for
words, the waitress of his fantasies just walked away. Point lost.
It would take some time to regroup forces, to rethink strategies. Two
wee ks passed before the Grunt could find enough drive to bring him back
to the counter at Sailor Sam's. Luckily for him, his addiction to the
Fishiedoodle was so intense that no amount of waitress rejection could
keep him away. This time he told himself he wouldn't crack. As he took
his first bite of that luscious fish sandwich he set the wheels aspin, plotting
his next round of attack. No set-up this time: that only supplied her with
more time to walk away. He would just have to cut to the quick and lay it
all on the lunch counter.
"Delilah, did I ever tell you that my brother's got a recording contract
in Nashville?" Begin round two.
Delilah's mind digested this new piece of information in the same way
that one's body is apt to digest a side order of the Sailor's famous hush-
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puppies: eagerly, but with some amount of caution. Instead of answering,
she just looked at him, waiting for more.
The bait was set, the fish was hooked, now it was time to reel her in.
"Yup. He's a big shot record producer out there in Tennessee. All the big
names—Randy, Bonnie, Garth—he backs 'em all."
"Garth Brooks?" Delilah brushed a casual hand across the counter,
sending breadcrumbs on a crash flight to the floor. "Really?"
"Yup, but he's always looking for unknown talents to, you know, dis
cover." The Grunt was finding confidence in his life now. It was unfold
ing before him beautifully, creaselessly, like a waitress's polyester uniform
skirt falling to the floor at the end of the day. "And so he called me up.
Nashville's been kinda dry lately, and he asked me if I would mind helping
him find a fresh face. D'you know anybody who might be interested?"
"An unknown?"
"I figured you'd be the logical person to ask. You probably have a lot of
friends." He leaned forward across the counter. "A new talent to unleash
upon the country world. How about it. Any ideas?"
Delilah seemed intent on an invisible stain soaked deep into the counter
surface. She was taking time to sort this all out in her brain. His story
seemed unlikely, but then again this could be fate and who was she to
question Divine Providence? Either she could walk away from this loser
now and never know what she might have had, or she could feel him out
and see if this was for real. She had heard of guardian angels before, and,
well, even if this guy wasn't one he did seem harmless enough. "Where
are the auditions?"
"No auditions." The machine in his head was running on spin cycle
now, ideas coming as fast as he could speak them.
"No auditions?"
"He's not looking for some stylized, sequin-covered old hand. He's
looking for someone new. Someone untainted by the business."
"Whaddo you mean?"
That was an interesting question. The Grunt didn't exactly know off
hand what he meant by any of this, so he referred to his catalog of mental
fantasies for the answer. "Someone sexy," he spat out in his riding excite
ment.
Delilah seemed surprised. "How sexy?" Her voice sounded disap
pointed. The Grunt feared he was losing his ground. He had to try some
thing else.
"Not too sexy or anything.Just, you know, ordinary-sexy."
"Ordi nary-sexy?"
"Ordinary-sexy. Like you." These were by far the boldest words ever
spoken by George Wheaton Riley-Smith, and he never would have soken
them had not the power of the Fishiedoodle begun to take effect.
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All Delilah said was, "I'd like to meet your brother."
Now was his big moment. "Well, it just so happens that he's coming
into town tonight. You could join us for dinner if you really wanted to I
guess."
"Tonight? Shit. I'm working through dinner tonight."
"Did I say tonight? I meant tomorrow. How about eight o'clock?" He
took a pen from his front pocket and scrawled out directions to his trailerpark and his trailer lot number on a clean napkin. He passed it to her with
a habitual grunt.
"Around eight, then. And I didn't catch your name."
"George. My name is George."
"Okay, George. It's a date." It's a date. Those were the three sweetest
words to reach George Wheaton Riley-Smith's ears since Norma Fenster
said yes. What did it matter really that he didn't have a brother, that he
didn't even know the first thing about country music? He could handle
those trivial details later. For now all that mattered was that Delilah Finn
was finally in his nets. The Grunt savored the last sticky bite of
Fishiedoodle in smug satisfaction. It was to be a date. A real date.

Kim Engber

Oranges
You came in the door bringing cold
and the brown paper sack hill of oranges
that piled on the scrubbed wood table
by the window.
Then as juice slipped unheeded
through the dark of his unshaven chin,
spilling from his tongue and falling within
soft ruptured skins discarded on the sill,
Giancarlo watched the river;
I was still.
So much quiet around our bodies
let the water sound from below
a kind of chord between his thoughts
and my watching.
And your gendy offered fruit broke
in the flow of that one moment,
before the smell of oranges lit the room,
Ciiano groped for another, licked his chin;
and you laughed together.
Pushed out of conversation
and the language I didn't know,
still caught in the arms of your giving,
I crept into the quiet
and let the afternoon go.

—Wasserburg, (iermany
February, 1992
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Tanya Tenkerian

From the Lunch Counter
The light sputtered
when I tipped my eyes
toward her trapping heels.
My imaginary, extended fingers,
skimmed her twitching backside
before she slid into the vinyl booth.
Two men hovered near her,
inhaling the lilt of her breasts;
they would pick her long, wine hair
from their shoulders, later.
Her fingers
slipped around the edge
of her glass;
if I were a dog,
I would perk
to the inaudible whine.
But I am a woman,
my senses are twice as keen—
Burst matches
for each candle in her past
with their curled, blackened wicks
leave sulphur in her tresses.
And the pulp of mashed apples,
allspice, nutmeg, cinnamon
still deep in her hands
from the last time she cooked
with her mother.
1 he throbbing draws air
through my fingernails
with sharp gasps.
The clatter of chipped crockery
on the counter,
snaps my head to the waitress.
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72nd and C.P.W
My mind wanders
Over the damp
Glittered stones.
Pebbles of pavement
Worn thin.
The scaffolding sky
With its wrought
Iron clouds
Hangs dark.
A man sleeps
In the urban heaven
Of spit and scars
And dreams.
My mind returns
Quickly and safely.
Turns its gaze instead
To old trees
Withered bare
By the cruel
Anemic
New York winters.
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Sarah Gimbel

My Funeral
Some people say it's morbid to think about who will come to your funeral
Maybe it is, but I don't think so
It's almost curious
Do you really think all your cousins will come?
W ill people from second grade show up, and if they do, will they really be
sad?
I think so
I would be if Sarah Machen died
Now I'm really being gruesome and imagining people who I haven't seen
in 13 yrs. are dead
W ill l oots from the dry cleaners come? Will she still be alive?
I wonder what music will be played
That's a strange task
Funeral music deciders
I've never been to a funeral but I've heard that many people either laugh
or cry
Maybe they'd hire a comedian
Sort of a comedy club funeral
"That's all folks"
Whoa— slow down, this is getting almost sacrilegious or something
Not really though
Who makes the rules on thinking alxmt your own funeral etiquette
I think a salsa funeral would be hip
Maybe Juan Luis Guerra would show up and do a merengue number
Now back to who would actually come
my immediate family, some neighbors, old friends, grandparents, if they
are still alive
and my cousins and aunts and uncles
there would probably be random people I know from home
frau Baker my old German teacher and Jerry from the health f<x>d store
My friend's dad died this summer
to

At his funeral everyone got drunk
I wouldn't like that— but it's probably because he shot himself
I'm glad I didn't go
At my funeral I hope everyone brings their dogs
It will keep the service light and short

James Parr

Burial
So this is where it ends:
six feet of din and a rock,
the ego's last stand.
Meaning more in death
than you did in life,
Blocking the way, making us turn
and watch every step.
Headstones scream against time, of
Look: I'm gone but not forgotten;
Flowers and tears every so often that
none shall pass without a touch
Of guilty sympathy or at very least
morbid thrills and dreads, a wish of
Better me than you and your dead
bones in an air-tight casket.
Seasons pass, but even these must see
the grand importance and propriety
Of saying prayers and cutting the grass
around the expensive black plate,
Bearing a name and two halves of a date;
of passing on and dying once again,
Dig it out and drop them in
because the sun is set and it's late—
Every time at the graveyard I stumble
upon the next proud occupant's right,
And their family wondering if they could've
said or acted any differendy, carrying
On our grandest tradition, the dead's last yelp,
now out of conceit instead of for help.
For people everywhere it's all about want,
in life
and even in death.
U

Sarah Miller

Fragment from Stratford
Again I am the voyeur
W atching these girls smash the tin cans.
The tin of my soul
crushing neatly
under their charmed feet.
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Scott Wilcox

Something about saying something
AT open, Justin and Carmen (young skinny male and young skinny
xA. female) are sitting on wooden crates. They are dressed alike: sleeve
less t-shirts and hats, brown pants and barefoot. Big belts. Both are slick
with sweat.
A strong light from the side.
Justin gives Carmen a wet-willie. She shrinks back in disgust.
CARMEN: What'd you do that for?
JUSTIN: I don't know. Just felt like it I guess
CARMEN: Sammy used to do that. God, I hated that shit. Someone puts
a slimy finger in your ear and it makes you wonder, you know.
JUSTIN: Yeah, I know. [Pause.] Yeah, [to fly:] Get the hell away from
me. Piece of shit. I thought I told you it's not polite to do that.
CARMEN [overlapping]: Christ, you scared me. I thought you were talk
ing to me.
JUSTIN: What?
CARMEN: I thought you were talking to me.
JUSTIN: No, no I'm not talkin' to you, I'm talking to this fly here. If I
was talking to you, I...
CARMEN: No, I know you were talking to the fly. I just thought you
were talking to me.
JUSTIN: Well I'm not talking to you, I was talking to this fly here that
keeps landing...[swats at fly on leg] Oh that was rather fly of you. Didn't
think I'd catch that, did you?
CARMEN: So, just so long as you're not talking to me.
JL S i IN: I wasn't talking to you.
CARMEN: I know.
JUSTIN: OK?
[Silence. Carmen starts to cry.]
JUSTIN: Look, I'm sorry.
CARMEN: It's OK.
JUSTIN: I'm sorry.
CARMEN: No, I'm really fine.
Justin goes to her, takes off her hat and combs her hair with his fingers.]
JL S'l IN: I m sorry. Look, I'm talking to you now, aren't I?
CARMEN: Yeah.
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JUSTIN: Got fly shit all over me. But I'm talkin' to you.
CARMEN [starting to cry more]: Yeah
JUSTIN: What's wrong?
CARMEN: Sammy used to do that.
JUSTIN [almost in a whisper]: Oh, this is big shit, isn't it.
[He kisses her forehead, then her eyes, her nose...kissing her face]
CARMEN: She...
JUSTIN: Yeah?
CARMEN: Did that.
[Silence.]
JUSTIN: Do I smell? I probably smell don't I. [Pause.] Yeah, Sam was a
real good talker, huh?
CARMEN: Yeah.
[Silence. Justin swats a fly by his ear.]
JUSTIN: The little fucker just won't leave me alone. He must be out to
get me or something. You know, I'll bet this is the same fly I killed earlier,
keeps comin' back reincarnated, out to leave little flyshit droppings on me.
[Pause.] I'll bet it can smell me. [Pause.] Like a fly to shit; a fly on shit.
[Silence.] How come you're not saying nothin'? I mean, I thought...I
thought we were doing something here, you know, having a conversation
or something here. You just gonna leave me talking to this stupid fucking

fly?
[Pause.] I...Christ. I get it. You know I'm not a fucking idiot.
CARMEN: No one ever said you were an idiot.
JLTSTIN: I get it. I'm not a woman, I'm not Sammy, that's it isn't it?
That's why you can't talk to me.
CARMEN: You really amaze me. [Starts laughing.] Absolutely amazing.
You know, I never thought...you know I thought you were above that.
JUSTIN: What?
CARMEN: You know what. This whole thing about me loving another
woman.
JUSTIN: What? Big fucking deal, so what?
CARMEN: You think that because you're a guy I can't talk to you.
JUSTIN: What? You're making this shit up.
CARMEN: You think I don't like you cause you're a guy.
JUSTIN: No, I know that you like me. It's not that...
CARMEN: Is that why you're always trying to seduce me?
[Brief silence. He laughs.]
JUSTIN: Seduce you? Please.
CARMEN: Look, you don't need to lie to me alxmt it.
JUSTIN: Carmen, come on now.
CARMEN: ...make me try to change my ways...
JUSTIN: I have never tried to seduce you.
*5
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CARMEN: So what the hell was that just now.
JUSTIN: What?
CARMEN: You kissing me.
JUSTIN: I was trying to comfort you. You know, friends comfort friends.
CARMEN: Yeah? That's all, huh?
JUSTIN: Yeah. That's all. [Pause.] Fuck this shit, you're smiling, now
you're laughing at me, aren't you?
CARMEN: Yes. I am.
[Justin paces. Kicks his box across the room.]
JUSTIN: Sony .
CARMEN [laughing] : You're actually pretty cute when you're mad. If I
wasn't gay I'd fuck you in a minute.
JUSTIN: I can't believe you just said that...
CARMEN: What?
JUSTIN: Do you have to put it that way? So vulgar and all.
CARMEN: Well, isn't that what you would say, about a woman...look at
her, she's hot, I'd fuck her in a minute.
JUSTIN: Ah, come on, guys don't...we don't say that kind of shit. OK,
yeah. Well, some guys do, but...
CARMEN: Oh bullshit they don't.
JUSTIN: Yeah, well guys like me don't.
[Pause.]
CARMEN: Well, gals like me do. When I see an attractive woman my
hormones start pumping and I think...or at least the equivalent to "boy
would I like to fuck her."
JUSTIN: That's really nice, Carmen, let me tell you, that's really nice.
CARMEN: Well, 1 do.
[Silence.]
JUSTIN: So, do you want to talk alx>ut it?
CARMEN: I didn't think you liked it when I talked to you about her.
JUSTIN: No, I mean, it's OK. You're obviously upset, so if you want to
talk about it, that's fine.
C ARMEN [overlapping] : Oh gee thank you for issuing your consent. It's
OK with you that I'm upset about my girlfriend...
JUSTIN: No, look I'm just saying that it doesn't bother me. I never said
that I don't like it when you talk to me al»out her.
CARMEN: WTio, hold on...correct me if I'm wrong, but did you or did
you not say that when I talked about Sammy it made you jealous?
JUSTIN: Oh Jesus Christ, you're tw isting all my words around and every
thing. I said that...that on a friend-level...on a level of friendship, I just
wanted to be sure that you cared for me and all. That you just didn't comt
to drop shit on me w hen you and Sammy were having problems.
CARMEN: Well I'm sorry for dumping all my shit on you.
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JUSTIN: No, look—I'm sorry, I didn't mean it like that. I'm sorry. You
can talk to me. I would like it if you would talk to me. Look, if I had a
problem you'd be the first person I'd come to dump my shit on. And I
mean that, sincerely.
[Silence.]
CARMEN: It's just that...I always do something wrong. I always manage
to fuck things up somehow. I don't know. You know, it's like...never
mind, I really don't know how to explain.
JUSTIN: Go on.
[Silence.]
CARMEN: It's like...I really love her, you know, but...she expects all these
things. Things that I don't know if I'm capable of giving her.
JUSTIN: Like what?
CARMEN: It's just...there are all these women. Women I've never seen
before, women I have no idea where she met or who they are...and she'll
bring them home, and...I don't know, maybe I guess I'm jealous or some
thing. I mean, she expects me to be there for her...and I mean, I have
never seen anyone else since we've been together. She expects to be one
big happy family or something. Her girlfriends can be my girlfriends
and...I'm just not that...I'm not like that. I don't know. And she can be so
sweet. When she sings to me at night. That girl's got a voice like an angel.
[Pause.] So I confronted her about it, and we got into a fight, and appar
ently I just wasn't doing enough for her.
JUSTIN: How do you mean?
CARMEN: I mean sexually. How do you think I mean.
JUSTIN: I don't know.
CARMEN: Don't get me wrong or anything. One of the things I enjoy
most about my life is being intimate with a woman. But Sammy...well
she's just always horny. And I don't do kinky stuff.
JUSTIN: Wow...Sammy does lanky stuff?
CARMEN: Oh now all of a sudden you become interest.
JUSTIN: No, I didn't mean...
CARMEN: Well, I wouldn't get any ideas Justin, she's not your type.
JUSTIN: Oh, and how do you know what my type is?
CARMEN: Well, for one she's a lesbian.
JUSTIN: So what you really mean is I'm not her type.
CARMEN: Well, 1 suppose you could put it that way.
[Pause.]
JLSTIN: But aside from her being a lesbian...
CARMEN: That's a pretty big thing wouldn't you say.
JLSTIN: Yeah,but suppose, just suppose that hypothetically she wasn't a
lesbian. Would you still say she wasn't my type?
CARMEN: All things considered, yes.
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JUSTIN: So like who would be my type?
CARMEN: Oh, I don't know. Someone warm and caring, I suppose.
Someone who would take care of you.
JUSTIN: You really think I need taking care of?
CARMEN: Yeah.
JUSTIN: Yeah, but you take care of me all right.
CARMEN: Yeah, well I'd say it's more like the other way around. [Pause.]
What?
JUSTIN: Never mind.
CARMEN: No, tell me.
JUSTIN: Do you promise you won't get mad if I tell you somethingr
CARMEN: Why would I get mad?
JUSTIN: Well, I don't know.
CARMEN: What...
JUSTIN: I just...I think you're really beautiful.
CARMEN: Why would I get mad if you told me something like that.
JUSTIN: I don't know.
CARMEN: I mean, I'm very flattered. It's not that often that I'm with a
guy who tells me that they find me attractive.
JUSTIN: Well, I find you very pretty.
CARMEN: Thank you. You're not so ugly yourself.
[Silence.]
JUSTIN: You know, I was thinldn'...I was thinldn' how big and different
the whole world is. There are all these things I wish I could say, I wish I
could talk to you about. I mean, something's going on and you're not say
ing what it is. And I don't know, I don't know what it is. [Pause.] You
know something, you make me feel like a crippled old man. You do shit
like that to me. Gee, I wish you would talk or something. You know,
there's this thing about a guy talking too long, too many words...reduces
anything he says to nothing at all. The meaning, you know, it's like not
there anymore. I mean, that's what I'm saying about me. Look, why don't
you say something. I don't mean to be hogging the whole conversation we
got going here.
CARMEN: I have nothing to say.
JUSTIN: Jeez, you know that's a first. You know, I mean you really
haven't been saying much lately. [Pause.] Or before tonight I mean.
[Silence.]
CARMEN: What?
JUSTIN: You really are so fucking beautiful. It's just messing me up here,
'cause I feel like I'm looking at a statue. A beautiful statue and you know
how...not supposed to touch and all.
CARMEN: You can touch me.
[Justin hesitates, then slowly begins to trace the curves of her face: her
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cheek, down the bridge of her nose, around her lips, lightly brushing
them.]
JUSTIN: Really., so fucking beautiful.
[Carmen doesn't touch him back. Justin pulls his hand away, now only
looking, finally to himself, head down, powerless to do or say anything.
Silence.]
CARMEN: You know, I was thinking about what you were saying before.
There are so many things. And these things are bigger than anything.
Eating at you from the day you're born, in your blood and guts. I'm not
talking about things you want to do or learn or be or not do. All these sci
entists in the world. They think they can explain it. (Tenetics and biologi
cal, goddamn psychological. Shit, I don't know.
[Pause. She hums Sammy's tune.]
JUSTIN: UTiat's that? *
CARMEN: Sammy used to sing it. [Pause.] What I'm saying to
you...what I've been trying to say here is about what makes me happy. I
want to fall madly in love. I want to be happy. There needs to be some
thing different here. There needs to be something different here or I
don't know what I'm gonna do. I want her to really talk to me like I'm the
only one. I want her to touch me so it will mean something when she cries
to me. All these things.
[Silence.]
JUSTIN: Sing to me.
CARMEN: UTiat?
JUSTIN: Would you...I mean, if you wouldn't mind...I want you to sing
to me.
CARMEN: The one that Sammy sings?
JUSTIN: Yeah, the one she sings to you at night.
[Silence. Out of the silence you can hear Sammy sing Hank Williams'
I ni So Lonesome I Could Cry." Stage as it was in the beginning. Lights
fade.]
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Adam Davis

Nobody Loves Mambo
Papa hates mambo.
He hates all dancing except that of his daughter at her wedding.
No mambo though, even then.
Papa hates mambo.
Mama prefers tango
but finds mambo bearable late at night
when shirts are untucked and stained with alcohol.
Mama hates Papa even then,
even at her daughter's wedding
when Papa puts up with dancing.
Mama and Papa never mambo anymore.
They did at their wedding
and again on their first six anniversaries.
On their seventh they rested.
On their eighth they sashayed away from each other
like jilted salmon.
Papa hates mambo.
He hates all dancing, almost.
Mama tangos with Richie now,
especially late at night when their salty tongues touch
and band members fall asleep at their instruments.
Papa hears reports of their tonguing and their tangoing
while band members nod off
and he fumes
until his daughter and her husband comfort him
with Melba Toast or Peppermint Schnapps.
They snack but don't mambo.
Papa hates mambo.
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Jill Penman

Breakfast
At sixteen
she doesn't see the door
because the left side of her clean brushed hair
red blocks her eyes.
Watch— she tells me to watch all the others—
Watch so they don't run into me;
faces clean, reflecting light.
Back home we make brownies in front of the television.
She stretches her legs out with a sigh
to suggest a meaning.
Morning she scrubs her face close to a mirror
hands me a piece of her favorite mint gum
chewing through asking for that yellow sweater
thrown in the corner with letters and record posters.
This will move someday;
she rinses again.
She rinses again
and the hours stew
into years to run into
staying— over at her place
through the midnight, dawn and morning
she rinses again.
This time, an apartment and the man
she ran into last night.
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Ellie Fosnot

For Nyima
You sit alone in the afternoon tea-shops
smoking shikars day after day.
"It's all freedom and dollars."
But your family lives on the wrong side,
across the Himalayas.
I've seen them.
Their white barren mouths
are still smiling.
Yet, thin strips of meat
dried in the corners of monasteries
are mixing with the red dust.
Anonymous thousands have been swept away.
For eight years you've been learning
to let the old people
fend for themselves
and buy yourself a mango.
But one sip of butter tea
and you're coughing up memories,
choking on your own freedom.
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Allison Grippo

Elliot and Esther
Elliot
"So," she said sitting there with the cigarette dangling off her fingers
like a wand for some messed up magic show. "So. It was such a simple
word the way the two letters just dripped off of her tongue. She could
have been saying something along the lines of "I like the kumquats, and
it would have dripped off her tongue all the same.
"So what?"
(I replied with absolutely no sensual overtones feeling like I had let her
down in some way.)
"Nothing really."
God that got to me, nothing really. Well my dear, what does nothing
really" mean when you got me here sitting on the edge of my seat,
wanting to rip off your clothes and take you right here in this diner." What
a sight that would be, right my dear? Me ripping off that turtleneck yOil
always wear to cover that mole on the back of your neck, which your hair
covers anyway, but you are still self-conscious about. I could push aside
that horrible reuben sandwich you insist upon eating, grab you, anil lay
over the plasty-wood table; it would be ecstasy, ecstasy I tell you, without
a doubt. "Nothing really": you just sit there with that adorable piece of
corned beef on the front of your lip and all you can tell me is nothing
really."
"So then why did you say 'so'?"
(I can be so calm.)
"I don't know, no real reason, we were just sitting here not talking so I
thought I would say something, so 'so' was what came to my head.
She's so coy! How does she expect me to say anything? I can barely
bring myself to stand and go to the bathroom, which I have had to do tor
the last twenty minutes, but I am afraid that if I move my knees will col
lapse, my bladder will just let go, and like some fourth grade boy who
hasn't been potty trained I will be humiliated.
See you all have to understand that I have been admiring this sweet lit
tle tart for a year. Oh, she's just hideously marvelous. I first saw her w hen
I walked past this awful dive called the Country Cow, a superb example of
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WASP America with ten different types of cheeses for any sandwich you
like. So there I am walking past this place, searching for a laundromat that
some old man had, in passing, told me was on Vane Street. Well, the old
fool didn't explain to me that there were two Vanes, one V-a-n-e and one
V-e-i-n. So there I am walking on Vane searching like a madman with
my dirty underwear under my arm for this laundromat, and I pass the
Country Cow. Unknowing of the twist in my future this small adventure
would cause, I go in thinking I can acquire directions. Who is there? The
Goddess herself. Standing, hairnet on, gloved hand in a gallon jar of
Spanish olives stuffed with pimento, sweat over her lip: it was stupendous.
She heard me walk in, turned to ask if I wanted anything, and I had to
order. I was compelled. Thinking about how I wanted to see her make me
what those delicate hands could create for my tongue, I became flushed. I
decided right then and there I would order the most despicable combina
tion of cold cuts and cheeses: if it tasted good, I was in love.
"Why yes I would like something, 1 would like a, pardon my dear if
this sounds a bit complicated but I have been craving this delicacy and I
feel here in the Country Cow it can IK* made for me with perfection."
(1 rambled; I never ramble.)
"I would like a bratwurst sandwich with herring, on pimento loaf, the
pimento loaf is key, it must be a bit stale you see, for if it is too soft it ruins
the texture of the sandwich. I want mayonnaise and tabasco sauce on it
with just a dab of ketchup and some munster cheese, please leave the little
squares on the edges of the cheese because the coloring works so well with
the sandwich, and I believe in the aesthetics of food."
Oh and off she was. She searched for some stale pimento loaf, and
pointed out that it had some mold on it. I simply told her to cut it out, and
she cut out the mold perfectly, leaving little holes in my loaf, so that the
mustard would squeeze out when I ate it. It took her fifteen minutes and a
few times saying "Now what else did you want on it?" I have to tell you
that watching her spread the mayonnaise from that huge industrial-sized
vat made my heart quiver. She wrapped it up as best she could in that
brown paper wrapping and charged me $8.95 because of all the little
extras. That's what she said, "all the little extras." I took it outside com
pletely without a care about my underwear which was slowly becoming
dirtier and dirtier, and I ate the repugnant wonder.
I ate every little morsel, I debated going back in for another but I
thought she would catch on, so I simply sat there on the corner of Vane
and relished the vileness of what I had just eaten. It was love. Right then
and there, it was love.
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I eventually found the laundromat on Vein, washed my underwear
envisioning her spinning carelessly with the spin cycle, and searched for
the old man who had given me such poor directions only to lead me to the
Country Cow. I never found the man. I simply assumed it was divine
intervention and left well enough alone.
Sleepless nights followed as I figured out ways to to get back to the
Country Cow and order myself another one of the horrible concoctions
she made me so tenderly. I thought of everything, I tell you: everything. I
debated looking to see if I could buy the deli itself, but then realized she
would be working for me and probably resent me. I thought ot asking tor
a job there, but did not see how I could contain myself day after day with
her pepperoncini-like body next to mine. I began to roll pair after pair of
boxer shorts in the mud hoping to soil them. Only so that I cold become
lost again on V-a-n-e and see my pimento baby.
I began to look for a job in the vicinity of the Country Cow, hoping
that I could walk over to the deli of lust, at the least, and order myself
sandwich after sandwich so this little beast of temptation could taunt me
daily. I found one at the diner which I am sitting at now which just hap
pened to be right across the street. I thought it rather fitting: food bring
ing us together at all angles.
Working night and day, day and night, trying to figure out my little
pumpkin cake's schedule so that I could keep in time with her, I became
more and more entranced. Monday and I uesday 8-6, W ednesdays off,
Thursday through Sunday 8-10. Grueling hours: my butter-baked lobster
tail was saving up for something.
I would go to the Country Cow every day. Ordering that sandwich,
trying to get her to talk to me, share with me, breath on me. \\ e would sit
on the corner and she would smile and giggle all the time making me
quake. She eventually learned my named and Oh: when she said it,
"Elliot," it oozed off her tongue with a splendor like that of a child sliding
down a wet slide at the playground. I yearned to hear her say it. 1 he way
her tongue almost always snapped on the roof of her mouth when she hit
the 't\ I lived to gaze at the shape her mouth made: her small tongue just
barely sticking through her teeth at the 'El'; the space of her open mouth
when her tongue pulled back for the 'li'; bringing me closer to the t by
practically pursing her lips with a small round hole for the o; then, then,
the snap at the 't\ If only you could hear it— snap.
My sandwich was named after me, and every day at lunch except
Wednesday's, which were horrible without her, she made me the creation
of lust I gave birth to. Sometimes, taking great care in finding me colorful
toothpicks, other times asking me if I would like a new mustard. She
would put in a Kosher spear pickle, if she was having a bad day, and a
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whole pickle if she was having a good day. On Tuesdays I would order
two. One to eat with her, and one for the next day at home.
Wednesdays were spent in fantasy.
I finally found out her name and would repeat the luscious wonder's
label over and over in my head. Esther. Oh god Esther. Spending
Wednesdays in my bed, my hand between my legs under the sheets: it was
the only way I could pass the time without bursting. I'd sleep, shower,
using the soap as I envisioned my lovely caressing me; sit on my couch
pretending she was next to me acting like a little coquette, teasing me
while we watched love stories on the television together. My Esther, my
little wench, I loved her for it.
It became more and more excruciating at times for me. But I held out,
for this fateful moment that I knew would occur when we would eat here
in this edenesque spot. I was almost fired twice for spending too much
time in the bathroom envisioning Esther cutting huge salamis on the meat
slicer which I loved to watch her do. She was tender, the way she
unwrapped it from the rope casing and gendy slid it across the blade. She
was wonderful; she held it in her right hand while she pushed with the
left. She turned the most mundane motions into symbols of sexuality
Aphrodite could not compete with. It would have been criminal to me,
had I not relieved myself of the pressure I felt when thinking of her. But
soon, I found I could simply think of her with her hairnet, and in peace,
while walking from table to table, I could allow myself the minute plea
sure I received when alone in bed at home.
After a year to the day, and almost to the minute, when I was Esther, I
asked her out for dinner here at the diner. I had been planning this
evening for what seemed like forever and a day. I told her that too.
"Now, are you done with your sandwich my little blossom?"
"Could you stop doing that."
"What?"
"That blossom stuff, it gives me the creeps."
"()h Goodness, I am so sorry, I of course will stop with such banter.
Please forgive me, it is just that sometimes I can not restrain myself.
When I look at you, my lotus flower, I become Flushed with confusion
and yearn only to please and compliment you. You see?"
"You did it again."
"What?"
"You called me lotus something or other."
"I'm sorrv."
"It's okay."
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She forgave me! Of course she did, the way her eyes are wandering
across my chest, the way she is taunting me by tapping her foot under the
table. She is playing little games with me. She is so darling.
"So."
(She did it again!)
"So what?"
"Nothing really."
"My dear, you are a shy one."
"Shy one what?"
"Just simply shy. It is sweet, endearing almost."
(Her blank expressions drive me wild.)
"Tell me what have you been saving up for that you have been working
so hard this past year?"
"A car."
"Why an automobile, how delightful. What do you plan to do with a
car? Take it for a midnight spin with your boyfriend, maybe rides by the
lake, music on the radio?"
I imagine her boyfriend would sit there and grope. You know that
Esther, he would grope you? His acne face rubbing against yours, dirty
jeans climbing on top of you, pushing you against the stick shift and mak
ing you scream in pain. Your lust is ugly, Esther.
"I don't have a boyfriend."
What? No man has come to claim my baby? Of course, who was I kid
ding really? Very few men could be as advanced as I to see the beauty in
this child. Her small breasts, the right one bigger than the left. 1 he
slumping shoulders, how she chronically smells of prosciutto and
Liinburger. Why, how wonderful, I shall claim her for my own with ease.
She probably has been waiting all year for me. Knowing how much I
desired her, she taunted me, but now, this hint, the path has been paved,
she is telling me she is free and she is mine!
"My dear, would you like to leave?"
"Yeah. I kind of need to get home. You're still driving me, right.- I
came to dinner and all, and you said you'd drive me."
"Of course I am going to drive you."
"Okay. Let's go."
"Let's go."
My favorite two words. I can't believe it. I want to tell her that I can
barely walk, she might just have to drive since I am blurred up with pas
sion for her. What do I do? Do I get up and try, possibly killing us both in
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the process and then having to die without ever having tasted her lips?
"Are we going? I really have to get home."
"Yes, I just have to pay the bill."
(I am so smooth.)
"Okay. I'll meet you at your car."
Wonderful: maybe for a moment I can think. Pay the bill, stand up,
walk to the car, then drive. I have my sheets, cleaned at the faithful laun
dromat on V-e-i-n. I have the wine chilling. It shall be everything I have
dreamed would be.
So there she is, sitting in the car, waiting, and yes, who is she waiting
for? Me. For the first time in our relationship it is not I, but she who
waits. I can't bare to make her sit there alone.
"So where is the castle you call home my princess?"
"I asked you to stop that. Maybe I should just call my father and he can
pick me up."
"NO! I mean, no, no, no. I said I would take you home and I am a man
of my word. I will cease anymore foolish commentary on you beauty and
we shall be off."
"Okay."
(She is so forgiving.)
"Now where do you live?"
"On the corner of Maple and Wood."
"Ah, Maplewood. Yes, I know it."
"No, Maple and Wood, not Maplewood. That's on the other side of
town."
"Did I say Maplewood? My thoughts were simply rushing in your
presence my... . I sincerely mean Maple and Wood which is near my
apartment. If you would like we could stop up there and I could show you
how I live."
"I don't think so."
"Playing hard to get. Aren't you adorable."
"What?"
"I was thinking out loud, nothing really."
"Can we go please?"
"Certainly."
I wanted to ask her to lean over and place her head on my shoulder like
a young lover. My darling, sitting there fiddling with the radio station,
nails bitten to the quick, I love you!
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Esdier
"So," I said to him, trying to make conversation because we were sit
ting there in silence.
"So what?"
What kind of answer is that, "So what?" I swear it is as if he has no
clue how annoying it is to sit here with someone who is just constantly
staring at you. Doesn't he know that all I want to do is eat my sandwich
and go home. "So what?" I don't even like Reubens, but Johnny Finch
told me a female who ate Reubens had to be a pig, so I figured that this
would make the guy turn his head in disgust.
Look at you. You're just sitting there with your elbows on the table,
head set on your hands, batting your eyelashes at me like you were some
Gone With the Wind character lost in the real world.
"Nothing really."
"So then, why did you say 'so'?"
Oh, so now we are back to the "so." Okay, I am sorry I said "so," I just
didn't know what else to say. I mean, really, give me a break here.
"I don't know, no real reason. We were just sitting here not talking so I
thought I'd say something. "So" was what came to my head."
See, you all have to understand that this guy has been trying to get a
date with me for almost a year now. I met him one day when he walked
into where I worked, this little gourmet shop called the Country Cow. It's
very sweet. We have ten different cheeses that we offer on every sandwich
and if you order more than five, you get the sixth one free. Anyway, there
he was one Sunday afternoon, his laundry all bundled up under his arm,
walking back and forth on the street, looking in to every window. He
walked across the street too. Tapping on the Chinese laundry to ask them
something. He must have something to make them angry because the old
couple threw him out and his clothes out after him. He looked so silly
running around after his boxer shorts which were taken up by the wind.
One pair landed on the street sign and he just left them there, waving
around like a flag. He must have passed by the shop at least six times. He
was actually really hard not to notice, dropping his underwear onto the
street all the time and stopping to read the street signs. He's not bad look
ing, I mean, he's not gorgeous, but there was something really sweet
about him. Shaggy brown hair and gray eyes. He hopped w hen he w alked
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which was probably why his clothes kept falling all over the place. I guess
he finally walked in because I heard the little chimes we have on the door
and there he was, much cuter than I had thought too. I didn't want him to
know that I had been watching him and that I knew he was lost, so I asked
him if he wanted to order anything. I assumed he didn't. All of a sudden,
he came up with this sandwich that I had never ever even come close to
hearing of before. In fact, after a while, I named it after him: Elliot. I like
the name Elliot. There is something simple about it. Anyway, it took me
fifteen minutes to make this thing he thought of, and the whole while I
was thinking I was on Candid Camera or something because the whole
situation seemed so unreal. I couldn't remember half the things he wanted
me to do with this sandwich so I had to keep asking him. I figured if I was
on Candid Camera he would flub up sooner or later. He didn't. I charged
him more than I should have but it t(x>k so long to make and it was so dis
gusting. He just smiled at me though, handed me the money, saying
"With pleasure my dear." I could have sworn he tried to hold my hand
when I gave him the change. Then he sat outside, forgetting about his
underwear completely, and ate this thing. I watched him from the win
dow. He looked like he was alx>ut to burst.
I saw him some more that day, walking up to all these old men, tap
ping them, smiling, saying something, nodding, then walking away. It was
really <xld. I thought about him for a while after he left. I even kind of
hoped he would come in again. He did t<x>. Actually, he lx:gan to come in
quite regularly, always ordering the same sandwich, which is why, like I
said before, I named it after him. All the time, it was the same thing, he
would stare at me while I made it, hand me the money and say, "With
pleasure, my dear." 1le was sweet you know.
He was a bit strange. I guess that whole thing was a bit strange. All of a
sudden he started coming in all the time and then one day he told me he
had gotten a job at the diner across the street. 1 really didn't think any
thing of it. I mean it was txld: Elliot is very smart and I don't know why he
would chtxjse to work at a diner. Then what was even stranger was that he
kept coming in and ordering that sandwich. I wondered why he didn t
make it for himself at the diner. I asked him one day too.
"Hey, Elliot? Every day you come in here to eat that sandwich and I
don't get w hy you don't make it for yourself at the diner."
"It does not taste the same unless you have made it for me. Care and
tenderness add to the flavor."
He's a real cheeseball I know, but still, I fell for it all. I don't know that
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many people and it was nice to have someone come in and talk to me. I
have been living in this damn town all my life and I don't know anyone,
really, so when Elliot came along it was wonderful. He made me feel pret
ty. Telling me all the time that I shouldn't wear turtlenecks in the summer
because I had a beautiful long neck I shouldn't hide. I showed him the
mole on the back of my neck to explain why I chose to boil in the sum
mer. You know what he said? It gave me character.
Anyway, he would sit with me when I had breaks and we would talk,
Actually, he would really just talk. I didn't have much to say and I didn't
mind listening to Elliot. He rambled a lot; nervous ramble. I've never had
a man talk to me or be interested in me really. Well, except for Johnny
Finch. He was in my high-school, he moved though. We went to a movie
once. I got popcorn stuck in my teeth and just as I was picking it all out he
tried to lass me. Like I said, Johnny Finch moved.
Wednesdays were the best though. See, I have off Wednesdays and I
would have the house all to myself because my parents would be at work.
That was the greatest thing. Elliot was only at work and then the other
communication I had was in my daydreams. I could wake up early and
take Elliot with me anywhere in house. Elliot would have candlelight
dinners with me. He would dance with me to classical music played at the
symphony. I'd get out of the shower, dripping wet, and stand in front of
the mirror and there was Elliot. He would be standing in the mirror, fac
ing me, in a tuxedo, the water dripping down my ears would be diamonds
and around my neck would be pearls. I would be wearing this silk, strap
less gown and dancing with Elliot. He would tell me I was beautiful. I
could stand in front of that very same mirror naked and there was Elliot,
right by my side, smiling at my body. In some ways, I had more fun with
Elliot when he wasn't around.
It became stranger and stranger with him though. I got the distinct
feeling one day, I don't know what particular day, that Elliot was serious.
He really liked me. I mean it was nice and all for me to say to myself,
Hey Esther, someone likes you," you know, basically just me saying it to
myself. Lying to myself really. Like I said though, it hit me. Elliot likes
you Esther, Elliot might even love you. I knew then it wasn't right. I don't
think that Elliot saw it that way though and that really scared me.
I tried to give him hints and then I was flat out rude. I would tell him
riiat I wanted to work when my break wasn't even half over. I wouldn't
^ake him his sandwich the way he liked it anymore. Sometimes I would
()rget things or add things. It didn't faze him though. It became annoying
after a while. I wanted him to just go away. He went away in my head, you
Wr I mean, I know it's not right, but the whim was over, the fantasy
uas done. Elliot wanted everything to be so real. All the stupid remarks,
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everything; he wasn't just playing it out in his head, you know? It was like
for Elliot, he was really speaking. Those things that he said, the way he
looked at me. It was sincere. It wasn't made up in his head and then acted
out like some silly romance movie. Elliot ad libbed all the lines, he took it
from the heart, you know? Flaky or not, Elliot didn't want to settle with
the fantasy. I guess he really didn't deserve to either.
So here I am in this diner. He finally asked me out for what he called
our year anniversary and I suppose this is going to have to be the end. I
just came because really, whether he knows it or not, I owe him that.
Elliot and Esther
"Honesdy, Esther, would you mind just stopping off at my place for a
moment, just a brief moment, I remembered that there is something I
need to get and drive over to my friend's to give to him. I borrowed this
thing over two weeks ago and the friend, my friend is becoming rather
irritable over the amount of time that I have held on to this...item. Please?
I would really appreciate it."
"No, Elliot, I don't think so. Sorry."
(1 really am Elliot.)
"Well, really, it's quite alright...really."
(I understand, my dear.)
Elliot
That was how our love affair began and that was how it ended. I
no longer work at the diner. Unrequited love is a hard thing, I suppose,
for my love to swallow. Enamored is not a strong enough idea for my
emotion.
I believe that she loves me, maybe that she feels she has a future, I
don't know. My laundry hasn't been done in weeks for when I try to walk
past V-a-n-e I wind up staring through the window at Esther. Standing
there behind the counter of deli goods and cheeses, she ltx>ks sweet and
innocent, lost almost, as my love should be.
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