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Hugh Selwyn Mauberley 

Ode Pour L'Eiection De Son Sepulchre 

'Daphne with her thighs in bark 
Stretches toward me her leafy hands,
Subjectively.' 

Again, again, he strove-' out of key with his time', 
To gain the waxed ears of his age, his "Achaia" 
Lost, uneffected: seeking a new precision, rhyme 
Delivered from Apollo's lyre, carving an idea 

Of music and dance-Dionysus Regained! Sworn 
Against maudlin confession; aging; irate: 
Thrown into Ulysses' rocky sea, born 
Again, a nemisis to men's memories, threat to the State? 

No, hardly, but the age 'demanded 
An image of its accelerated grimace', 
And, traitor to its cause, he left the foetid 
Shores of America, searching some modern grace. 

Poor old Homer, blind, drawn into the sea-surge, 
Gathered about the wreckage, civilization, a weary 
Notion of Ithaca, struggled ... magic of Circe ... 
Thrust of Poseidon ... his craft seeking ... Penelope. 

Tell her who knows, and is yet afraid: 
Supplicant song, his craft the rose, 
Belaboured and sung: Mauberley sails-still uncrowned
Beneath ambrosia, through empty air; "dead" art grows. 
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Lance William Tennant 

Idiot winds: For a (dead) friend 

'Madness is rare in individuals-but in groups, parties, nations, 
and ages it is the rule.' F. Nietzsche in Beyond Good and Evil 

Run 
Water run 

water run away 

slip along the hemmed rock like black ink, 
across the lines of your gondola 

traces of sadness, 
disdain and favour mingle, 

find expression on pursed lips; 
two holy wafers-

drink deep your own blood 
before-

before they really put you away Ezra. 

Water run, 

run water, 

run away, 

far now, to the 'Hiding Place' 
walking alongside hellish cats and pimply bastards; 

cloak the streets of Venice with your acid gaze, 
silent 

lost in permanent obstruction, your Aztec two-step 
beyond all, above abuse and ridicule 

yet you sing, clearly-and somehow alive
what 'copulation is in your mind'? 

makes you thrive? 

(Run) 
Water run 

water, run 

or the outrageous winds may yet catch, eat you. 
Only salty scirocco waft 

dragging along 
over gaps and hollow cheeks; 

Their movements tell your story: 
toll your bell, sweet prisoner-a disarming tale. 
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Caren C. Cook 

It was the trees. 

They dropped their seeds 
in my morning coffee, 
and thinking nothing of it 
I drank. 

I sat warm in the morning glow, 
not knowing 
that those seeds 
would hunt mine, 
grasp their cipher 
and switch rebus for rebus. 

The sun reefs across the sky. 
It baths me in fluid glints 
of carbon and nitrogen, 
sparking movement in my limbs. 

Green eyes and twig hair, 
my strides are long now 
as I follow the wind paths, 
coaxing leaves from their branches 
and singing the trees up from 
their seeds. 
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Seven 

I'm flushed, 
disarrayed. 
Knowingly you've 
called forth the woman in me. 
But the child? 

She sees: 
white faces 
tear at her lids and 
pierce her eyes. 
They drag forth 
the wedding dresses 
and last page hopes. 
A smile curls each face 
twisting it to a mask 
of humor. 
She is the butt, 
the ass, the dimpled white ass 
shaking 
in the sacrilege of hopes. 
Cottage cheese 
balls up to constipate her, 
and she must shit 
and shit. 
And it's all over her, 
she's dirty white with it. 
Cottage shit is her white dress, 
and everyone is pointing 
and everyone is laughing. 

You patronize me 
with big daddy talk. 
But I hear the challenge. 
I scent it, as the she wolf 
scents the he. 
Your hand on my thigh is warm. 
Even warmer my cunt, 
and we accept. 

-7-



Diane Seuss 

what you had done to me 
and what i had done to you 
became one white wave 
which picked up my future 
and your past 
and slapped them like shells 
upon the sand 
and we hoarded them equally 

and then you had half a chance, 
half of the whole that was mine 
before the Florida storm. 

erratum 
These lines are the last verse of a poem entitled Poem 
for Her Mother. The entire poem will appear in the 
Summer issue of Cauldron. 
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For Emily, Another Second Child 

It will not be easy, Emily. 
You were born, 
White with the glue of sister's womb, 
And you were voiceless, 
They did not heel-hang you 
To make you scream, 
You came silent and sucking, 
So it will not be easy. 

You were born during the first frost 
When the carrots die 
And the apples drop 
And men come driving with skins on their trucks, 
And the deer are shot. 
They brought you home 
And the first snow came. 
You were wrapped in pink flannel, 
Foreign as a young wolf in a dress. 
That night all the animals knelt 
At midnight 
And a black hen spoke to the Finnish farm woman 
Saying: It will not be easy. 

Emily, you will open drawers 
And each time you will find new things, 
Or old things in new places. 
Flags folded in triangles, love letters, cufflinks. 
They will come to you at night, voiceless. 
They are the boa constrictor, 
They are the rock tied to the foot. 

Emily, even now milk does now do what you want it to. 
It is a faulty sedative which quits. 
You will wake up one morning and see the woman, 
Drowned and hanging, 
Her hair full of empty snails shells and salt. 
She will be voiceless 
And you will pry at her eyes. 

It is not easy. 
I would help you, but I can't. 
Fair girl, the woman is mad. 
So is your aunt. 
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Shelley Leasia 

(this woman lived in a small village up country in Liberia. She used 
to keep snakes on the roof of her hut to keep away the rats that 
came to scavenge her midden. The presence of a rat then was an 
indication of something amiss.) 

Dark Answers 

Titidjua 
who lay 
with knees pulled close 
to her bare breasts 
collected her skin 
and pulled her floating bones 
to the shaded side 
of the mud porch 

she had seen the rat 
scurry 
and the soot follow 
up the clay walls to the thatch 
and so she answered 
her dark old answer 
and set out the chicken baskets 
with their gates down. 
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Breakfast With Karen 

Given her choice, she surely would refuse 
My bathrobed presence, and the boiled egg. 

We do not speak 
Perhaps because we choose 
Not to disturb our sluggish brains, or beg 
What little energy we feel too soon. 

Enveloped by sleep and early morning dark 
We slowly pad about the hazy room, 
Formica-ed and applianced ultra-stark. 

Next year some college dining hall will find 
Her missing from this oft-rejected meal. 

Though half-awake, I've chosen not to mind the hour; 
It dulls that empty twinge I feel. 
She's set to go, our morning mime complete. 
The bacon writhes; 
It shrinks when touched by heat. 
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Kathryn Fox 

Paradiso III, 37 

"Soul made for bliss": there stands the covering song 
Which beautifies one holy denizen 
Of your detached world, full purged of all wrong. 

Misunderstood orb, beyond all our ken 
You glow, lustrous, untouched by desires of 
These fell, inconstant, corporeal men. 

Not witnessing doom, fulfilled with bright love 
You revolve. And as you renew, they praise, 
Sing, faithful eyes on the planets above. 

So this, the mystery that round you plays! 
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Wearied, crossing the ridge 
of a cragged mountain, topped 
with a cold sliver of ice 
cast down from the bridge 
of the frozen sky, 
The hunter, alone, stops. 

The pitying beast 
gliding, shining, 
in a pass through the night 
draws back, to release 
a soft stream of light 
Which points the path, gleaming. 
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Conrad Hilberry 

When the body rocks 
in its own arms 
like a swimmer held 
in a net of water 
at night, the senses 
fall asleep. 
Taste and smell 
keep their own counsel. 
No telegrams 
come rattling in 
from someplace else, 
no pictures perch 
in our eyes. 
The only news 
is cool air 
caught in our lungs 
where it melts 
into the blood. 
With no eyes 
to define us, 
our edges waver 
and dissolve, 
our colors bleed, 

Song 
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But we are not lonely. 
When we rock 
to the black water, 
we are plankton 
where the quick fish 
come to feed. 



Pierre Auguste Renoir, "Seated Nude" (1916) 

Having studied too many centerfolds, we forget what a woman looks 
like. This is unmistakably a woman, her flesh and her thoughts 
both heavy. Her friends are washing themselves in the river--
one scrubbing a knee, the other drying the back of her neck or 
fixing her hair, hoping perhaps that someone is watching through 
the yellow-green shrubbery. But the seated nude hopes nothing. 
It is a hot day. She is rid of her clothes at last, and rid of 
talk. Her shoulders let their weight down into her arms. If she 
were not so young, gravity would carry all her heaviness into her 
hips, but as it is, her breasts have a mind of their own, looking 
us in the eye. A minute ago, she pushed the reddish hair back off 
her forehead, uncovering an earring. Her mind is not on that. 
She stares past us, to our right, not seeing us--or wishing she 
did not see us--her eyes settling on the thick strokes of leaf, 
bark, and water behind us. 

Now, the other bathers dry themselves to go. Since she ignores us, 
we know we too should draw away, so she may have the canvas to 
herself. Yet we stay. After all, Renoir is here, the old man, 
painting her into the slopes and shades of her flesh, feeling its 
heaviness, her heaviness, his hand exuberant in the contours of 
her body. 
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A Loaf of Bread 
by Rodney Shene 

Benjamin McMasters pulled his wagon through the alley. His 
collection of bottles and pipe fittings rattled as the wheels found 
every crack. The streetlights gave off a bluish light. It was Novem
ber and darkness came early. Guided by the streetlights Benjamin 
maneuvered his wagon over cracks and past garbage. Shadows 
darkened the pavement, and shattered glass flickered like fireflies 
on a summer night. Benjamin pulled the wagon to the right, the 
glass prompting his caution. The wagon lurched having found 
another crack and a bottle hurtled onto the pavement. 

Benjamin stared at the pavement where the shattered glass 
sparkled in a dance beneath the light. "Son of a bitch," he 
muttered. Laying the remaining bottles on their sides he built a 
cushion of newspapers between glass and metal. And with caution 
he started off, the wagon clattering behind. 

He had found the wagon discarded. The rear wheels were gone 
and the paint was flaked. The bed of the wagon had begun to rust. 
It was just what he needed. Benjamin repaired the wagon, 
straightening the axle and replacing the missing wheels with a pair 
he had salvaged. In the wagon he could cart scrap metal, bottles, 
old newspapers, anything which he could sell. 

The wagon creaked as Benjamin stopped. A dog wandered 
from between apartment houses and disappeared into a backyard 
overgrown with weeds. A wooden post rose from the weeds, 
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hinting where a fence had once been. Benjamin looked over the 
yard and discovered a bottle standing upright near some garbage 
cans. 

Benjamin picked up the bottle and put it into the wagon. A 
section of copper pipe covered by a green crust was sticking out 
from the garbage. With gloved hands Benjamin reached into the 
can and gripped the pipe. He pulled at the pipe but it would not 
come. It was buried beneath the weight of the garbage. The stench 
of rotten food permeated his nostrils. He held his breath and 
pulled. Mucous began to run from his nostrils. Vericose veins 
bulged even more. He let go of his breath and gasped, panting 
hard. He felt the pipe begin to loosen. He pulled harder, his gloves 
wet with sweat. The pipe came free, sending Benjamin backwards, 
overturning the can, and spilling coffee grounds on his pants. 

Benjamin breathed heavily, rubbing his elbow. A window 
opened on the third floor of the apartment house. "Why don't you 
god damn kids go somewhere else and play," a woman shouted 
into the darkness. Benjamin pulled a handkerchief from his pocket 
and wiped his nose. The woman was still staring out of the window. 
Finally seeing him she realized he was an old man. "What do you 
think you're doin'? You ain't got no business millin' 'round here at 
night." Benjamin was quiet. He stared at the window. He could 
hear the lady calling her husband. A figure, indistinguishable 
because of the darkness, appeared at the window. Benjamin 
crawled to his feet, nursing his left elbow. "You better get out of 
here 'fore I call the police. If you don't have any business here 
you'd better be gettin' along." shouted a masculine voice. 

Benjamin put the pipe into the wagon. The window closed on 
the third floor and the shade was pulled. His wagon clattered as he 
passed the apartment house. 

Benjamin was a tenant. He occupied a corner room in the 
basement. A damp room where the paint peeled exposing the 
plaster. Because his windows were level with the sidewalk, the 
moisture seeped in. Still, the room served its purpose. In it he ate, 
slept, and passed the day. He would sit in his chair and watch 
people pass the window and listen to the cadence of their footsteps. 
From his chair he would watch children playing, old ladies 
shopping, hookers whoring. Once a wino urinated into his window 
sill. It was summer and the room smelled until a storm washed 
away the stench. 

Benjamin crossed the street. It was cold and he pulled his collar 
tighter. The coffee grounds had soiled his pants and the wet 
material irritated his skin. Copper was valuable; it had been worth 
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it. The wind carried the smell of food from a nearby restaurant. 
The restaurant was "Joseph's." It was a small place busy during 
lunchtime. Benjamin often stopped there in the morning for coffee. 
Joseph was in his sixties, as old as Benjamin. Joseph ran the 
restaurant with his unmarried daughter. It was an old place; Joseph 
had owned it before the war. He kept it clean and the food was hot. 
Over coffee Benjamin would listen to Joseph's stories. His 
daughter would serve more coffee and then retreat to the kitchen to 
smoke a cigarette. 

When Benjamin arrived at the restaurant he could hear voices 
from within. "I'll stop for coffee tomorrow," he thought. "I can't 
waste any money on dinner." He looked through the back door 
and into the kitchen. The door was held open by a garbage can. He 
saw no one. He turned to leave but stopped. Laying atop the 
garbage, wrapped in plastic, was a loaf of bread. He looked back 
into the kitchen; no one was there. Benjamin thought of his 
hunger. There was only sausage to eat. "It's probably stale," he 
thought. He stared at the loaf as if undecided. Saliva filled his 
mouth. "A sandwich would be nice, a slice of meat and some 
bread." 

Hearing footsteps Benjamin grabbed the load of bread and 
stuffed it inside his coat. Joseph appeared at the door. 

"Hello, Ben. Coming in?" 
"No, I'm on my way home." 
"You're out late." 
"I thought it would be a nice night to look for bottles." 

Benjamin's hand trembled as he held his coat closed. 
"It's dark and it's cold. Come inside and I'll fix you something 

hot." 
"No thanks, I ate before I left." 
"Sure? Joseph stepped out into the alley. Benjamin shuffled his 

feet. He could feel the sweat beneath his collar. 
''Sure.'' A bell rang inside when the front door opened. ''You 

had better hurry. Katherine hates being alone with customers." 
"Night, Ben. Take care." 
"Good night," he answered, his voice wavering. His eyes 

followed Joseph into the kitchen and watched him disappear into 
the restaurant. He could hear Joseph greet the customer and he 
could hear dishes clattering on the table as Katherine set it. 
Benjamin stood still for a moment. He finally understood how bad 
it was. He would go back to his damp room, hunger gnawing his 
stomach, and watch people pass his window. He took out the loaf 
of bread and let it drop to the ground. 0 
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Sophistication 
by Rodney Shene 

Once I had paid homage to sophistication; now I sit drinking to 
frustration. So Mr. Burns was right: we often fail to realize our 
intentions. And all I had wanted was satisfaction, and evanescent 
pleasure. 

It was another night at the bar; another night of meeting 
people; another chance for a pick-up. It was another night of 
games. 

It was still early and people sat talking. I sat at the table with a 
friend. After the barmaid brought our beer, we drank and watched 
the dance floor. Blue and yellow lights flashed, keeping time with 
the music. Even though the song changed no one moved to dance. 

We had come to the bar with other students - an activity 
designed to ease our anxiety. A girl sat stirring her drink. Another 
sat with three guys, staring toward the dance floor. As a barmaid 
reached across a table, her skirt riding up to reveal smooth nyloned 
thighs, a student smiled. My friend laughed and sipped his beer. 
We could feel the beer slowly dulling ~mr senses. Alcohol was 
essential to the game; it provided confidence. So, sipping beers, we 
eased insesurities, relaxed inhibitions, and gained confidence. 

We began to play (remembering to smile, to be witty, to play the 
intellect): 

"Would you like to dance?" I peer over her shoulders. As if not 
sure she hesitates. Turning suddenly, she smiles and says yes. We 
move to the dance floor. The music is slow, and my hand brushes 
her backside, settling in the small of her back. My arm reaches 
further around her, drawing her closer. She smells of perfume and 
shampoo. Her breath warms my neck. The music, and the dance, 
ends. 

As I repeat this ritual, dancing with one, talking with another, I 
sense my chances. Soon I find myself at the table with two girls: 
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Katherine and Susan, short and tall, blonde and blonde. My friend 
and I divide our attention between the girls. When my friend 
wanders off, I stay. The game is going well. 

We leave for a party. Katherine is on the right, Susan the left. I 
can feel the warmth of each girl's hand; I squeeze each tenderly. 
Machiavelli would have smiled. At the party I get drunker and 
closer to Katherine. With Katherine escorting me I leave. The walk 
to the dorm is downhill. Tiring, we sit; telling her I am drunk, we 
kiss. 

During the night I told her what I wanted; no entanglements, no 
restrictions, no responsibilities. Only a good time. This was sophis
tication. And with sophistication I felt secure. 

The next night found me with Susan. When we entered the 
dormitory lounge we saw Katherine. She looked up and managed a 
smile. We talked for a while, then Susan and I left. We went to her 
room, but I did not stay; at the moment Susan did not interest me. I 
went back to find Katherine and found her alone. I should have 
been able to smell the smoke or to feel the candle's heat. 

Yet at parties I ignored Katherine. But the next day I would be 
at her door knocking. I would go out, get drunk, and, finding no 
one, go back to Katherine. I was using her. It had worked with 
other girls, why not with her. With the others I had built a barrier, 
safeguarding my emotions. With Katherine my emotions had 
escaped. I wanted Katherine. 

Some realizations come too late. She began to follow my 
example. I would come to see my friends and would see her with 
someone else. I would stand alone at a party while she was with 
someone else. I would call but someone else had called before. I did 
not want someone else-I wanted Katherine. 

She was fixed in my mind: her voice, her smile, her blonde hair, 
her blue eyes that could warm or chill. The warmth of her body 
against mine. 

A voiding Katherine I did not see her for a week. When she left 
for the weekend I took roses to her room. I did not know why. 
Perhaps it was a way to reveal that which I could not say. 
Afterwards I felt foolish. 

When she returned I went to see her. I wanted to hold her, talk 
to her, hear her voice. I held her, talked to her, heard her voice, 
then she said it was late. Yet she spent the night with someone else. 
And I was hurt. She had no time for me, but when opportunity 
presented itself she was ready. Katherine was like a little girl at 
Christmas: she would rip the wrapping and ribbons from one 
package; and when she tired of that package, she discarded it and 
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ran to the next. The following day I talked to Katherine. I wanted 
to tell her what a cold, insensitive bitch she was. Instead, her eyes 
cooled my anger. · 

Katherine, you were like a dying fire; there was warmth; yet you 
could still feel the cold. And I continued kindling the fire for fear 
that it would die. 

Katherine, you failed to understand me. When I told you I did 
not know whether I loved you it was because I had always used the 
word cheaply. Love was a word I used to get my way. I did not 
want to use it cheaply with you. I felt the word and was afraid to 
use it. Katherine, I failed to understand you. 

Katherine, you told me we had to communicate; so I communi
cated. When I told you how I felt about you, about us, you said 
you did not know. When I asked you, Katherine, where I stood, 
you said you did not know, you needed time. I gave you time 
Katherine, but you did not give me an answer. When I became 
angry it was because I always talked and you always listened. 
Katherine, you never talked to me. You only hid your face in your 
piUow. When I left you said I did not have to leave. That is all you 
said: you did not ask me to stay. Our conversations were part of 
the game. We only thought we talked. And that is why we fell away 
from each other. Someone asked about you, Katherine, and I told 
him there were no restrictions. But you were never mine. He asked 
me to talk to you, so I spoke of his interest. Cyrano, why did I not 
weep for you. 

Now I sit drinking to frustration. I have tried sophistication and 
I have tried love. Love failed. So did sophistication. 

Katherine, I admit it was my fault. In the beginning I used you. 
Love was something I was trying to avoid. Then you showed me 
what love can be. But it was too late - you were beginning to use 
me. It was hard to love someone who did not love back. I have 
reached for love and have fallen. I have fallen back to sophistication. 

Nancy is waiting for me. I kissed her and left, telling her I 
would be back. Now I dance with Wendy and we dance slowly, 
although the music is fast. We are drunk, so it does not matter. We 
kiss. I have returned to sophistication. 

Perhaps I will find love here. I am playing the game with Nancy 
and Wendy, and I am winning with both. The game once again is 
became complicated. And I long for something simple. 0 
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Contretemps 
by Kathryn Fox 

Standing on the balcony, resting against the rough-grained rail 
that prevented an impetuous leap into the lake, Laura spoke her 
thoughts aloud. "Weekends are a trance on the lake." She watched 
the water eating away at the shore, moving below the cottage 
balcony, gaining force with the approach of a windy night. Laura 
leaned, pressing her forearms against the wood, out into the air, 
the wind throwing her words back into the house, back to David, 
who stood in front of glittering bottles, mixing two drinks. 

David stepped out to look at the sky. Distracted from the 
darkening water, Laura raised her eyes, following his gaze. 
"Clouds." she said, discovering that their tinted forms towered 
high. "Look at them, pacing across the sky. Those clouds signal 
rain.'' 

"Not for tomorrow, I hope." David masked his annoyance by 
the simple motion of raising his glass. 

"Not for tomorrow, I think ... It only seems to rain at night, 
out here. That's what I mean by a trance, for rain at night is trance 
rain." 

David didn't reply, for his thoughts were elsewhere. Where? 
Laura smiled, her face sharpened, for it could not matter to her. 
Impervious, David could walk where he pleased, for she knew that 
she was ready to enjoy the water-filled air, and the palpable 
presence of David should not matter. They were on the balcony 
now, gazing at the burdened sky, but David, Laura knew, was not 
really present. 
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But it had been odd how they'd landed, like two escaped birds, 
together on this bluff above the lake. Usually they obtained the 
keys separately, almost unaware that they both fled to the same 
summer retreat, but when they met at a party and approached the 
owner, standing and drinking in a corner, they asked almost 
simultaneously for the cottage keys. Confused by an unthought-of 
conflict, their friend had suggested a compromise. 

"Why don't you both go up?" 
Hesitating, aware of a breach of propriety that was, when 

reflected upon, illusory, Laura looked at David, who shrugged. 
Why not? In spite of rumours and wanderings, they had always 
remained uninvolved, always, uneuphemistically, "good friends". 
Intimations rose about the relationship, of course, awakening 
glances that subsided, upon consideration, into camaraderie. 
Neither. felt the need to make their position explicit. Laura, at least, 
gained a mischievious satisfaction from the fact that people did 
indeed wonder about a non-existant bond. 

Now they were standing uncomfortably on the balcony, the 
light from the drowning sun settling on their shoulders, gathering 
in pools around their feet. Not until now had their situation seemed 
surrounded by so many unanswered implications, nebulous 
presences which entangled themselves on the slightest gesture. 
Measured in a glance, a history of avoidance hung in the air with 
the spray from the lake. 

Laura, turning, caught the last beams of the sunset glancing off 
the window and into her eyes. Through the glare of the 
windowpane she saw her drink, the surface of the glass trembling 
with iced moisture, sitting where David had left it. Leaving the 
balcony, Laura shivered as an admonishing gust of wind struck the 
back of her neck, sending her swiftly into the cottage, a pile of 
pieces strung together under a dress, ready to scatter at the next 
flurry of wind rushing through the trees. 

Trees bounded the cottage on three sides, set into the shifting 
Michigan dunes, their roots clasped tightly around clumps of resis
tant sand. Viewed from the lake, the cottage sat in a green blotch 
hanging on the west slope of an impervious dune. The topography 
of the dune changed dramatically with each winter season, and less 
noticeably in the summer months, but enough so that Laura was 
always surprised to find newly formed hollows and peaks in the 
area around the cottage. Remembering the history of Singapore, 
the abandoned lumber town nearby that had surrendered itself 
finally to the obliterating sands, she wondered when this place 
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would disappear. The last few winters has reduced the shoreline 
considerably. Exposed roots of trees had been blown smooth by the 
wind. But the trees held. 

Watching the ice cubes that had melted in the air's heat slide 
and submerge, disturbed by the sudden upheaval, Laura picked up 
her drink. The glass almost slipped, moist egg, from her hand and 
she wiped it off on the edge of her skirt, looking over her shoulder at 
David on the balcony. He still watched the sky, anticipating rain. 
Recalling that her flute case sat beside the bottle-littered table, she 
turned to retreive it, not certain if she would play or set the 
instrument away from the stream of dampening night air. 

Music streamed through the sliding screen and seemed to stop 
on the balcony, where David listened, chastened by the rising, 
insistent wind. Moaning in his ears, the wind, cut by the sharp, 
bright ribbons of music unrolling through the door, forced those 
ribbons to flutter on the balcony, unable to push themselves 
further, for the wind held sway beyond. David remembered that he 
had not brought Laura's drink to her, but she was inside now. 
Laura, kneeling on the floor, a sheet of music anchored on the 
coffee table before her by the weight of the glass, was intent on the 
disembodied forms that escaped the instrument. David moved 
inside, pushing the door partially shut behind him. Now that the 
wind has risen, and rain was on its way, it was more comfortable 
looking out from indoors. The book-shelved wall presented a line 
of titles to his eyes, and in selecting an older volume by virtue of its 
tooled, rubbed binding he discovered that it was a biography. 
Caught by the sight of a web woven of another man's life, David 
settled into a chair. 

One hour, and then another, passed, and David looked up from 
a phrase. The rain darted intermittantly against the roof of the 
cottage, the preeminent sound now that the music had stopped. 
Laura was not in the room, but the closed door of the far bedroom 
rattled slightly as the wind shook it in its frame. His hand on the 
light switch, David paused, looking out the screen door into the 
darkness of the night. Small eddies of sand whirled around on the 
surface of the suspended deck, and a few silent moths clustered in 
the niche which held the porch lamp. David turned off the light. 

The next morning's sun threw dark green shadow down onto 
the beach as Laura flung sand into the lapping waves with a water
washed stick. As she furrowed the uniform surface, the sweep of 
every wave slid into the grooves and washed them flat. Her eyes 
followed the movement of the waves back into the lake, over the 
grey shallows into the shaded green depths, to the horizon where-
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just barely-she saw the smudge of a lake liner. Across the water, 
up the sand and to the cottage resting on its pilings, her eyes fixed 
on David standing, outlined darkly, on the edge of the deck. 
Holding onto the railing's edge, he stared out over the beach at her. 
Laura, waving, wondered how long he had been up, and whether or 
not she should now return to the cottage to decide what to do with 
the rest of the day. What was the chance of an excursion, an adven
ture, since half the day would be gone by the time they downed 
their requisite pot of coffee? Laura scowled at the sun-made 
patterns on the sand and threw down the bleached stick, moving to 
begin a sudden sprint down the shoreline. But as she moved with a 
swivelly grace David waved, and with the sweep of his arm 
motioned her back to the cottage. Caught and drawn by that 
motion, Laura swung instead in his direction. 

Coffee scents from the stove as she raced up the stairs drew her 
into the kitchen, breathing out the cool wind of the lake into the 
ashy air curtaining the room. David, sitting over his coffee amidst 
the smoke from his cigarette, marked her arrival with a bleared 
smile. The room, greyed with what seemed the remains of last 
night's rain, held fast against the advent of the day as David 
lurched in his chair and reached for the ashtray. "How's it look?" 
Yawning, he scattered embers with his long fingertips and breathed 
the words through escaping smoke. "It seems like a fine morning. 
Overwhelmingly bright, though." 

"It seems you're still asleep. You mean a fine day, for it's after 
eleven. I've been up for a while." 

David poured and set before her a cup of coffee. "Where have 
you been?" 

"Along the beach." Laura mused, looking into the distorted 
reflecting surface of the black coffee, a surface that shadowed her 
eyes and face into darkness. Running her hand through a copper
colored strand of her hair, she stretched her eyes wide in a cat stare 
and tried not to yawn, sensing that though an agape mouth she 
would lose the beginnings of that fine morning. Bound to beg once 
again for his attention, Laura set before him what seemed the now 
faded, fair possibilities of the day. 

"Are you going to move? Shall you waste the day in this one 
room? Do you think, David, that you could leave these ashes, for a 
little time, at least? It is lovely outside, and we can walk to the 
point." 

David peered out at her from under half-hooded eyes, surprised 
at the assault from somewhere he least expected, someone who 
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settled, he thought, for a silent opinion. 
Laura sat, leaning forward, motionless and waiting for a reply. 

Words were still forming in her mind, attempts to manipulate an 
inevitability of character. It was impossible to ignore the figure of 
David, creased in his chair, but even if she flung whole fistfuls of 
persuasion into his face in an attempt to dispel the film of grey, the 
film would dispel, only to re-form. She could not ignore that. He 
sat in his chair ready to crumble at the first sting of the sandy wind 
outside, but even so, his eyes opened, wide and set, inviolate behind 
the curve of his propped arm holding the cigarette. 

"Perhaps a little later. I thought I'd sit on the deck for a while 
and finish this book." He reached across the table, his fingertips 
barely reaching the edge of the book that lay beside her right 
elbow. Laura watched the volume slide across the surface, away 
from her, and then David looked up and smiled. A smile of 
appeasement, its intent was to soften, and his words were a charm 
against, and a definition of, unreasonable, insistent requests. 
Laura sat slack against her chair. The wooden frame pressed to her 
slumped back, was rigid and the cup in her hands felt cold. She 
stood up, pushing the chair out of her way. "I'll see you later, 
then." She hesitated at the door. David had already opened the 
book. 

The sand was there below her, shifting slightly beneath the 
weight of her body. The sand was warm. It glared hot around 
Laura, who lay on her side, eyes level with the stems of dune grass 
which clung, fitfully tenacious, on hillocks. The spray of the lake 
rose into the air behind her back, the luciferous sand stretched out 
before her eyes, a land which seemed to burn with solid fire in the 
noon sun. This was the region, the soil, the climate that, when 
stripped bare of shooting green, could cover a house or a town with 
a fine layer of dust. Already, a small patch of weeds had been half 
buried by the wind-shifted soil, and the sun blazed on the drying 
fronds. Laura slitted her ey~s against the sand and turned her body 
towards the lake. Settled, her chin resting on her arms, she watched 
a wave till its edge of white foam touched the hot sand and instantly 
vanished, like snow on the equator. She wanted to cry out, "Stay. 
Stay." The frothed wave tops continued to be absorbed, leaving a 
faint, damp stain that darkened the white sand to a coffee-brown, 
even as the moist breeze left only a ghostly trace, floating over the 
baking sand. The nap of her towel, which was a stranded spot of 
red on the bluff, was soaked with water in the shape of her form, 
and particles of sand clung to it. Laura had covered the edges of the 
towel with sand to anchor it in place against the wind which blew 
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around her. More sand crept over the bridge formed by the 
weighing sand to form new pockets on the towel. Laura watched 
and, poking her finger knuckle-deep into the crimson terrycloth, 
incited the grains to slide and tumble over each other in a rush to 
reach the bottom of the new furrow. 

Lying on her back now, feeling her oiled skin afflicted with the 
irritating, sharp-edged particles, Laura closed her eyes to the over
hung sun. If she did not move, if she lay in perfect stillness, the 
shifting sand could not grind against her, only the wind-borne 
roughness could buff her skin. Her thoughts rushed about with the 
sound of the waves, and she slept. 

It seemed that David stood, shadowy, on the shore by the 
foaming water. She raised herself, and sat with the palms of her 
hands pressing into the sand covered towel. David's hair streamed 
in the wind, and the afternoon sun cast his face into whiteness, a 
transparency that was cool despite the rays of the sun. "I'm coming 
up. Stay there." he shouted, forming his hands to his straining 
mouth. Clambering up the bank, he grasped fistfuls of grass, 
leaving some with roots dangling as he gained the top of the sand 
ridge. Laura waited for him to speak. 

"You've been here all afternoon?" David glanced at the 
scattered towel, smudged with oil and sand. Laura tossed strands 
of hair back from her face, sliding from that motion into a stretch 
which loosened her sun-baked muscles. Yawning, she pressed her 
head between her hands, her dreams disjointed by David's arrival. 
Pushing her heels into the sand, she motioned for David to sit 
beside her. 

"Yes. And you've just left the house." David, silent, squinted 
at the sun, certain now that in her eyes he'd effectively shunned 
the weekend, been unconcerned over any irregularities in the 
atmosphere. But how could they disavow their separate, countering 
movements, join the wavering, changeable edge between the sand 
and the water with that small cottage, a precarious construction on 
stilts which sought to blend with the landscape, yet always 
remained the noticeable difference? Certain barriers existed, they 
would never be removed, for they were unacknowledged, as 
ineffable and yet unavoidable as the changing boundaries between 
the land and the lake. 

"Why don't we go back?" 
"Now? Today?" 
"Yes, today. I'm sorry ... the weekend didn't seem to begin 
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properly, did it? I'd rather turn back now than try to cross the next 
day." 

David stopped and tentatively scraped, with the edge of his 
hand, an infitesimal amount of sand away from himself. The 
water still charged the shore. Perhaps in another month, certainly 
in another two, the capped wave-heads would grow, the breeze 
would no longer shift the sand but would compel it, along with 
broken leaves, bronzed, dead and lashed, to fill the chilling air. The 
summer would be gone. 

Laura still hadn't spoken. She wanted to say something. It 
seemed to require an impossible effort, for the sun, suddenly 
brighter in golden transparency, fell weighty on her forehead, 
setting patterned shapes juggling before her eyes. The air was too 
warm, filled with the decaying pungency of exhausted fish and 
oiled waters. The wind had abticated, leaving the beach to the 
glaring sun. 

"Certainly. If you want to leave, today is the same as 
tomorrow." 

He hadn't expected anything else, for what else could be said? 
The day was halted, blocked in its course by the recognition of a 
grotesque discomfiture. 

Laura watched sand trickle down the slope of her foot, almost 
like blood from a wound, but that it disappeared, retreating into its 
multiplicity, the ground beside the towel-the only smear of red in 
sight. 

David slid his heels under his haunches, moving off the towel 
in a crouch. Waiting for a moment, looking out at the lake, gazing 
at nothing but the sun on the water, his shadow fell behind him, an 
amorphous shape split in half by the edge of red. 

"We'll leave before dusk, then." 
"Alright. I'll be ready." 
"Aren't you coming now?" David rose to his feet, and his 

shadow extended behind him. "Well ... I'll be waiting, on the 
balcony." 

Laura watched as he slid down the slope and started up the 
beach. His feet scuffed along the sand, sending it spouting from 
under his shoes. She would now have to leave. Laura stood, clasped 
the towel in both hands, and shook it, sending sand and bursts of 
color flying through the air. The towel disappeared, folded silently 
into itself. 

She saw David standing on the balcony. 
The sand had already covered their footprints when David 

locked the cottage door. 0 
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