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Ann Hobart 

Autobiography in Weeds 

At the bottom of this absence 
I find one stone to toss 
at the rag the moon 
has dropped in the water. 
Up the bank, a cat moves slowly, 
breaking weeds. 

II 

As children on my father's farm 
we were given two tools: 
A cornknife for bull thistle 
and a hoe for pigweed. 
But for the grasses 
you must bend and use your hands. 

Ill 

At the south end of Hillaker's forty 
there was a soft place under a willow. 
We have since discovered many voices 
for the one secret told 
where two weeds lean together. 

IV 

In autumn, the road out is alive 
with red sumac and goldenrod -
all I've ever known of fire. 

v 
I have come this far 
with a weed between my teeth. 
I have only to fit it 
to the hollows of my two thumbs 
to send up a whistle 
sharp as a matchcrack 
against each new dark. 



Ann Hobart 

Keeping Time 

In the first photograph, taken at eleven, 
he is playing the cello. 
Wearing glasses and his hair cut short, 
he looks like every fourth boy on the block. 
In the second, only the hands, 
bony and a bit too large, are the same. 
He is handsome, twenty·two 
and plays the banjo. 

Memory too is a string, 
though when played out never sounds octaves, 
a C note growing deeper. 
It is instead like the succession 
of bodies we inhabit, the semblance diminishing 
from the core of its making, 
Or like the mainspring of a clock 
winding in on itself, the outer coils pulled 
and released from the center where 
a young boy is smiling, humming, keeping time. 



Jeffrey McNear 

Dispersed in an Orderly Fashion 

Sliding from step to clicking step, 
Sheathed in worn but pristine dothing, 
They wrap bodies by night in sheets, and put them away. 

Men with quarts of beer in paper sacks, beside 
women smoking extra-long cigarettes, 
Stand by watching. It could be some one they know. 

The blood of some untold misfortune is cleared 
Away with great efficiency, covered 
Until it can be made more presentable. 

They're told there was a murder, 
caused by some uncleared debt or mistress. 
This story could get them on the six o'clock news. 

One of them remembers a cousin or a friend 
Found drowned, swelled full stiff with water in a public place; 
He thinks it would be better to die on dry land. 

Old people and family men are frightened by the demonstration. 
"People die right on my doorstep", they say, 
Needing protection from the darkness and the strangers. 

Working girls in high-gloss lipstick stand by 
Cadillacs in front of liquor stores. 
They think the night is being wasted. 

Blue-glowing T.V. sets from third storey windows beckon 
Stragglers who go inside and lock their doors. 
(They withdraw from the night) 



Martha Sullivan 

Basket 

What the hell am I supposed to do with this 
can of applesauce? 

Can't you give me nothing I can use? 
I can't diaper no babies or pay no telephone 

with applesauce. 
You plop this basket in my kitchen 
a bunch of your mealy-mouthed kids 
stuck paper turkeys all over and 
Want me to lick your feet for it. 

It ain't just pride talkin neither. 
I got nothing against charity but 
Hell! 
What am I supposed to do with an 
Old apple basket 
Full of Jell·o and potato buds? 



Jennifer Innes 

Sanatorium - Sunday 

I could almost imagine the clipped lawn 
and murmur of genteel ladies at tea, 
hats poised butterflies to the breeze. 

Here is as pastel and subdued; 
the crying is quite muffled; we learn 
to dress carefully and balance propriety on our knees. 

I might almost be one of those who know 
the amenities of orange pekoe 
and white cakes with cinnamon flutings, 
the graciousness of mint escaping lightly on the breeze. 

Here is a suggestion in the air 
of antiseptic, but it is faint and far away 
as that woman there, on her hands and knees. 

I would almost be proper and right 
with pleated silk on a white breeze, 
and the cries of ice in crystal signaling their tea, 
and their crystal-covered knees. 

I would almost be at home. 



Jennifer Innes 

LAUNDRY 
During the Storm 

Through the downpour, 
you can almost hear, 
faint as a cry for help, 

the flapping descent 
of the giant storm birds, 

or see the sudden white 
as they are revealed, 
awkward and stupendous. 

Their armies leap up, 
banners tearing the wind. 

Encased in glass, 
you face the furiously empty eyes 
behind flapping lids. 

They shriek, 
then fall back, fade, 

Leaving 
grey light and the faint disappointment of eyes 
dropping lower than white flags, 

lower than sheets left out on the line. 



Ed Sandahl 

Route 48 

One foot before the other, 
Cleaver walked the road, 
Pulling his jacket together 
Against the chill. 
Wandering, going nowhere in particular, 
He noticed how the center line 
Hugged close to every curve and slope 
That shaped the road. 
Little chips of pavement lay scattered 
On the shoulders like tiny fingers 
Severed from a body. 

All around, even among the gravel stones of the shoulders, 
Tough weeds struggled through, 
But nothing lived on the road. 
Thin and black it spread across the hills, 
Dividing them in two. 
The boots crunched along its edge, 
Past the rusting tailpipes and 
The withered dandelions. 

Blistered and sore, the feet trudged on, 
Past where an accident was. 
The road, patched and perfect, all body, 
Sped away. 
Cleaver saw a hand lying at the side of the road. 
He picked it up. 
If it was not the hand of God, 
At least it kept his pocket warm. 

The road ended, out in big fields 
Where the grain grew. 
An edge, a few chips of stone, 
Its last few inches bare of center line. 
Cleaver continued walking, out through 
The planted crops, 
Growing smaller, until the grassy plants 
Enfolded his figure. 
The road must give the flesh its due. 



Beth King 

Michaelangelo's David, for a Brother 
of the Same Name 

You stand poised in perfect stone 
As if to sling again. 
One dauntless hand, 
Slightly taut at your side, 
Reveals the second stone 
And the other still holds the sling 
Flung back on your shoulder in defiance. 
Your head angled in a solid stare, 
You anticipate movement, 
Perhaps a twitch, a blinking eye ... 

But your first shot was well aimed 
And you drew back 
To stand composed, 
Your breathing body proof 
Of triumph. 



Kathy Kavanaugh 

Interstice 

We drive 
far out 
beyond the county line. 
You are there 
with the dust 
on the windshield . 
We are singing 
an old, old song 
the brothers 
we lost in the war 
sang with some 
bloody Vietnamese. 
The moon has settled 
half·way 
between field and sky. 
The Northern Lights 
pull up 
amidst the stubble 
of a Michigan cornfield . 
We remember 
it is the Fourth of July 
and shudder, 
caught between 
some ghastly 
death and victory. 
I turn away, 
you face the road, 
wishing: the moon darkened, 
our own blood 
drying in the fields. 



Lar~e Martin 

The Curse 

The shallow, gurgled breathing is 
A not-too-deep ditch half-filled with 
Last Wednesday's rain. They 
Haven't purged you this time-
No, this time the tubes reaching 

Into your lungs are not. They 
Hang like nooses on the wall behind 
Your closed eyes and sunken cheeks. 
The lids are heavy, giving away 
The slow darting eye motions. All this 

I see as I enter the room where 
You will not live. Your daughter, 
My mother, allows a tear to escape 
From the well in her eye. I have 
Come to bid you farewell-wherever. 

I touch your skin hanging 
Loosely about your aging, brittle bones, 
The Greenland cold in you will soon 
Overtake us all. I hold that reptilian 
Claw-it is not yours-in my hand. The 

Breath, barely there, continues to labor through you. 
I decide that we are held by bonds 
Of faith. A prayer would be a proper 
Ending for us-no hope, no death. 
My breathing becomes more labored 

Even than yours through my 
Tears; like a river raging 
Toward the Damn, they spill over 
And I leave you. Three easy 
Deep breaths; slow, painless-

Then you leave me. And they have 
Given me the responsibility for 
The seven hours of torment you 
Endured. They say you were waiting for 
Me. 



Janet Moore 

For Paul Cameron at Two Months 

Paul, were you pulled 
from a tree at midday, 
or flung from the sun 
like a comet? 
The heat of your head 
in my palm is round, 
like the blood-orange 
of Valencia. 

In crisping Spanish towns, 
fruit weighs in the hand 
like new eggs. 
Fragile boundary of all 
that is, you too will split 
your skin, unable to bear 
the spit and bite of red juice, 
the itch of the sun. 



Janet Moore 

Paros, Easter, 1979 

I teased it out, this discovery, 
blooming like a wet tongue from its split 
bud. Now, a bloodstain or small bird, 
the poppy is exposed in my palm. Only 
its black seeds are heavy. 

Huge stones pock Minoli's fields. He 
breaks them with hammers. I gather 
fistfuls of red chips from this ancient 
dump: jar rims, vase handles, spouts. 
This junk is lousy for the wheat. 

At noon, Pandalia recites the days, each 
old knuckle another plate of spaghetti 
and potatoes. The sauce grows transparent 
as we move toward crucifixion-day. I am 
a stranger here, and sick of fasting. 

At midnight, the priest bellows victory, 
kicking the church door in. He is Christ, 
coming home again. The Greeks welcome him 
with fireworks. Each drifts like a red spore 
across the tiny bay, dragging tail in the water. 

A great blossoming for you, God: grabbed, 
lifted, twisted and split, the goatling dies 
simply, though fear slobbers from his nose, 
blowing across my hands where they make weak 
apologies on his white face. 

When Minoli pricks a clot from the goat's 
jugular, it shudders. The legs fold together 
gently, as petals will draw closed in the evening. 
In my wooden bowl, the farmer rinses his hands 
and the knife. The water is pink. A few silver 
hairs drift on top. 



Donna Desser 

The Health Building 

The building was large and all concrete and steel. The steps leading to the 
doors were wide and cracked and cold. Inside, the floor was of dark tile and 
was cloaked in shadows caused by the poor lighting. The waiting room loomed 
on the left. Its straight·backed chairs of metal with torn-vinyl seats were ar
ranged in four rows of 6 or 7, all facing forward. The ashtrays, placed here 
and there, overflowed with butts, gum wrappers, and empty matchbooks, and 
a peculiar stench rose from them. The dock on the wall had a cracked cover
glass and ticked too loudly, while its second-hand jerked along the dial. The 
motor from the pop machine in the back rasped, and each of the windows for 
the names of the drinks was filled with scribbled profanity. 



Valerie Simons 

Observations of an Afternoon 

I watch the people 
board the Northside 
bus 
progressively. 
The dirty child 
runs 
piston legged 
across the untamed street. 
I see the lined man 
shuffle into Rexall 
for his Kools. 
A giggle of girls 
passes 
ruling the sidewalk 
with young confidence 
and make·up. 
A self assured 
unconfident 
stud 
struts his levis. 
A male 
and female 
linked 
stride by. 

I am the only one I will 
never leave. 



Robert Hildum 

The blade 

Sparks hiss and rush through darkness. 
A thin blade whines, grates, and sings 
Against spinning stone. 
The eye and teeth of the old grinder glint in the fire, 
Perhaps madly, hunching as he alters the edge. 
The blade, hurt and honed, 
Flickering and moving, 
Glints dull silver 
Laid before the hearth. 



Robert Hildum 

Amber 

A loon cried in the wind. 
The wind sang crisp in the trees and darkness. 
Waves chopped and curled on the beach; clouds 
Loped and scattered over the moon like a wolfpack. 

In the warm old kitchen I leaned back in a chair of pine logs 
And sang for you while you washed dishes. 
A room away, brothers and sisters from the long table 
Gamed by the fire, smoky voices and rich laughter. 
Candlelight glinted on yellowed woodgrain. 
I touched the strings and you clicked plates in the soapy water. 

The stove sank to warmth, glowing. 
The loon cried again. 
The flames flickered. 
You worked quietly 
And the rocky land lay outside 
With its dark firs and flaring stars. 

• ' 



, 

Robert Hildum 

The Shoulders 

The shoulders are the truth of a body, the postures of soul. 

Apprehension stretches tendons and neck bones between them, 
they crane for a better view. 

And they march like a brick wall past crowds, 
to the crack of drums. 

Or they hunch forward like a fishhook, thin pillars of a hobble, 
a puppet on loose strings. 

They fall despairing: a curling wave hangs briefly 
then drops to the rocks. 

A shrug profanes them; 
They are truer-long after the heart melts down through its ribs 
And the brain is but a whisper in its dry room, 
They will be hard and white, enduring the grave earth. 



Marie MacNee 

D'fner en Alsace 

In the kitchen, Madeleine 
slits the belly of the fish, 
salts the cavity and stuffs it 
with bread and then parsley 
and places it next to the others, saying, 
"one always eats fish with the head." 
She leaves the room to get wood for the stove, 
and I gaze at the neat row of fish, 
head alternating tail, the pile of innards on the cutting board; 
after dinner she will mix them with the clean-picked bones, 
shuffle across the straw and manure in muddy clogs 
to feed the pigs she keeps in a pen beside the house. 
Backing into the kitchen, cradling the kindling in her arms, 
she lifts the tile from the stove, 
and feeds each twig into flame. 
Her rounded cheeks, moist with snow, glow more vividly 
with the consummation. 
She feeds that fire with her hands, lingering 
just enough for the flame to lap between her fingers. 

I remember the first time I saw Bernard 
limping home, a live fish in his hand. 
Every Sunday, he limps to the stream in baggy workpants 
to kneel by the edge, his head bowed 
intent on the movement beneath the rush of the surface; 
holding his hands in the water a fish-breadth apart, 
he silently waits for one fish to swim into his grasp, 
but often, having missed, his hands 
clasp empty in watery prayer. 

Tonight Bernard went to the root cellar 
for a dusty bottle of wine. 
We eat fish because he does not like meat 
and drink red wine because 
he says the white excites him. 
He fills every glass nearly to the top 
and bends to sip his, not to stain the tablecloth. 
Madeleine, holding the loaf to her breast, 
cuts the bread for all of us; she and 
Bernard close their eyes, quickly cross 
themselves, and with knife and fork lift 
trout flesh from the bones. 

l 
I 



Martha Fulford 

Gordon 

Weekdays 
between ten thirty 
and ten forty-five 
he breaks from the timeclock 
at an empty table 
in the snackbar. 

Red-handled aluminum lunch pail 
sits open before him. 
A single-serving box of Sunmaid raisins, 
one whitebread sandwich 
wrapped in waxed paper, 
a thermos of milk, 
a napkin. 

Speaking with no one, 
displaying no interest 
in the tables and chairs, 
the faces 
around him. 

And despite himself 
his name 
lies etched across 
his pocket. 
Red letters. 
Small scars. 



Eve Peterson 

The Hanging 

My legs jogged through the grey rundown town, 
faces peering out at me from empty store fronts. 
I floated on the sundried grass and found myself 
on the other side of the avenue, 
staring at the once sported lake. 
As I lifted my feet from the muddy path, 
my steps were carefully thought out. 
The overhanging trees had no leaves, 
only mazes of barren branches. 
A grey, wrinkled, unsmiling face stood out. 
My body lurched upward 
and swung. 
I stuck my tongue out of my drooling mouth. 
I kept breathing, swaying with the breeze. 
My body turned grey 
as the town, the lake, the mud, the trees, 
the man. 



Marguerite Rose 

Dig 

Outside on a sun-warmed afternoon, 
hoping for a tan 
as I dig in the little flower garden . 
I plant the tulip bulbs, 
easily tucking dirt 
around them. 
I start at noon, 
the heat making my back uneasy. 
My spoon (I lost my spade) 
flips dirt aside with mechanical rhythm. 
I dig and dig and dig. 
The sun beats down and down and down 
as I dig. 
I dig so deep. 
I reach into the cool, dark earth 
all the way up to my elbow 
and, still, kept digging. 
So far, just dirt. And a few stones. 
The sun dims 
as the hole grows bigger 
and I lean further in. 
My hat drops, thud, from my head. 
I let it lie and keep digging. 
My spoon breaks 
so I use my hands, 
the dirt packing in under my nails. 
The hole grows. 
I lean further and further in, 
the soil getting cooler 
and cooler. 
Cold. 
My blouse rips as I topple in, 
but the sun is so far behind, now. 
No chance of a tan. 
My hands are black. 
My eyes see black. 
The tulip bulb. Plant the tulip bulb. 
Dig. 
Someone is coming. I hear his footsteps 
echo in my ears. 
Bring him down to help? 
Dig faster, faster, faster . .. 

Pat the dirt, 
gently, around the tulip bulb. 
Look up and smile. 
Smile at him, dirt gritting in my teeth. 
Take his hand and go back to the house, 
leaving my hat 
and broken spoon behind. 



Matt Goulish 

In the Chicago Zoo 

Cape Hartabeest 
Alcelaphus buselaphus caama 

Nature has balanced the 
physical oddities of an 
awkward and unattractive 
body with the ability to 
move at a fast and sus
tained pace when alarmed; 
and 

I looked up from the sign, 
and from the other side of the bars 
he was looking into my dark eyes 
with his dark eyes. 



Matt Goulish 

Dreamed After .Many Months Away from Love 

The small, flat area of ground beside the road looked solid, with 
some dry, thin plants standing in it. But when the man of some authority 
dropped a stone, it disappeared as though the ground were water. 
How long has he been in there? I asked, thinking we should hurry. 
About three days. 
He dropped stones in twice, and on the third time he said, 
Here he is. Be careful. 
We stuck our hands in ~he ground together and it was cold inside. 
I touched a face, pulled back and shuddered, then moved over and 
grabbed the arm. Together we pulled the body out, and the arm almost 
came off in my hand. We lifted it, and the slime dripped off. 
Then I was holding it up with both hands and looking into the 
very young face, not as repulsed as I thought I'd be. 
Not repulsed at all. 
Behind me was a married couple arguing bitterly about whose fault 
it all was. I was sorry and afraid. 



Matt Goulish 

Autobiographical 

That tallest tree's farthest branch 
we climbing boys could just scrape with stretching fingertips 
and not one of us could get there. 
Until, alone, I came back after dinner, 
climbed quickly to the second-farthest branch, 
took a sudden leap 

and floated, floated over in a shining silver arc 

plunged straight down the other side 
crashed onto coiled brown rust remains of a barbed-wire fence 
and sat up, bleeding and laughing at once. 

I haven't really told anyone yet. 



Rahul Kuver 

Snow White or Wainikoro 

The Majestic stands rotting in colonial splendour, 
An aging career man in the Foreign Office, 
Khaki pants peeling, skin ruddy where exposed-
An odd color-yet, because of it, commanding respect. 

And promising promises. 
Around him his subjects lie lazing in the Sunday sun, 
For no matter how many scenes have been lived in him, 
There is no respect for him this day. Yet, he 
Keeps promising: 

this day, Snow White. 
But this day to Wainikoro, to that far·hour·long dusty drive-away 
Place, lushly sleeping in the mountains' shadows, we're going. 
And the day is spread out before me as a picnic lunch 
On the grass, besieged by the husky droppings from the 
Tall stationarily stalking beings that stand over us, 
Waiting to be taken in. Their rustling wafts 
From their bushy heads 

swaying in the warm wind. 
"Snow White," the Majestic promises and beckons, but to 
Wainikoro they'll go ... 

Wainikoro or Snow White? 
But the old man promises too much. After all, 
Wainikoro will always be there. 

So I go to him. 
To the painted people, perfectly drawn and superreal. 
Then, she's there, she's there with the poisoned apple. 
The promise is broken, and the images that tower before me blur .. . 

What if? .. . 
There's Wainikoro, I can see it, but the witch's voice spoils it. 

What if? ... 
I see the Heron waiting. 

The lights come on; the music plays. 
I run home, the question spilling eagerly: "What did I miss?" 
They're back; I plead: "What did I miss?" 
And drink the answer in regret. 

I see the Heron waiting for me. 
"Hurry, Hurry," I hear Daddy calling. "It's time to leave." 
And Mummy crying. 
To see Snow White, we're leaving Wainikoro behind. 
And the old man's promise is left in the Majestic, withering 
In the face of the promise that leads us to the Heron-

The Hawker·Siddeley Heron. 
Wainikoro, after all, will always be there. 
Yet no one answers when I cry, "What did I miss?" 

"What did I miss for seeing Snow White?" 



Diane L. Dupuis 

Luxury 

She still dreams about it every night 
pressing the brown bruise in disbelief 
lifting the scab for answers 
cursing the thing she never moves 
so she can nightly trip against it 
in the dark. 



Diane L. Dupuis 

an americaine's dream 

I needed to prove to them all that I could cook, but when the men left, 
the ladies said that I'd never dressed well and that was the problem. I had 
a fluffy chocolate cake for them but they would not leave their lawn 
chairs to come into my house, even when I asked in deferential French. I 
could see that the men were going to be gone a long while more, so I 
played American ragtime on the piano till the ladies' hennaed hair min· 
gled with the first fall leaves. All the walls of my house fell away in the 
wind and my husband came home. "AIIez done," he chased the brittle 
ladies in their language. We ate my cake on the deep green lawn 
together. 



Diane L. Dupuis 

Carmina 

She denies the carmine throb beneath 
adjusting dried laurels on a statue of extinction 
She likes a moonless darkness. 

They bring reasons to their loving 
searching the infernal lacerations 
as if without logic there were misery. 

I am, if you are; if this is a cadence I'll dance 
Who damns me for choosing the carmine? 
I write no I.O.U.'s to any ego: 
at your feet I eat good fruit 
and write the lyrics of long seasons. 



Eva Ferncfndez 

In defense of mirage 
- for Mr. Gray 

I have been tracking my cells 
with your map, following in cross-section 
arteries and veins, those bright trails 
that lead to gland hillocks 
and tufts of nerve. What you left me 
from the shadow of a half century ago 
blazes with color and precision. 

But the body has too many extremities 
to be the absolute road to spirit; 
there are too many trees to be marked. 
Nucleus by nucleus, the real 
spreads in fertile ground, hanging 
from every bone, budding 
in cilia, follicles, genitals, the disobedient 
tongue, and the baffling liver. 

I am looking for a desert for the new St. Jerome, 
a wilderness even without stone or a breast 
to be denied. Motionless in study, with nowhere 
to go, he could trust his divinings 
of water in the sand, knowing these were the true 
paths: clear, warm, and rising. 



Conrad Hi/berry 

Mosquitos 

I open the kitchen door 
to the hum of human 

voices. This room's alive. 
I switch on the light: 

Mosquitos! dozens, hundreds, 
a Mexican crowd of them-

at the large window they shift 
and elbow as though they saw 

in the dark street a procession 
of penitents carrying Christ 

bloody from lashes. 

II 

I listen a minute 
to the drone, 
then go for them 
killing and counting. 

Wherever one hovers 
by the pane, I 
flatten him. Eight, nine. 
Two at a blow: ten-eleven. 

I slash precisely, forehand, 
backhand, as though the swatter 
were a machete. They fall. 
For a moment, I stand 

unmoving, the weapon 
hanging from my hand. 
Like a seedy policeman 
waiting in a doorway, 

I see my chance 
and I take it. 

Ill 

I swat and miss, swat again, fiercer, 
and a third time. That was lhe one 
lhal did for him, as Orwell said, speaking 
of an elephant. He was in a foreign 
country, acting an alien madness. 



IV 

What is this ferocity? Mosquitos-
they deserve it, they and the night dogs 
barking from the unlit caves of their chests 
and the cantina juke box breaking its voice 
on te quiero mas que mi vida, 
the bass guitar going around and around 
on the same three notes, around again like men 
who circle the plaza, their arms on each other's 
shoulders, eyeing the girls who circle. 

v 
They work in pairs. 
One crowds you 
with an insolent 
buzz and swagger 
while the other lifts 
your wallet of blood. 

VI. 

Es Ia lpoca de los mosquitos. 
I see them growing larger and more fierce 

until, a hundred years from now, they fly 
up from the reservoir, their wings like bed· 

sheets stretched on branches, their stingers 
long as a bull's pissle. Seeing them coming, 

women hide under tables, and men gallop off 
to lassoo them out of the roaring air. 

VII 

In twenty minutes 
by the clock, I've got 
seventy·t hree 
bodies: sticky grey 
dust pasted against 
the glass or corpses 
shaken from the swatter 
or crumpled legs 
and wings on the sill. 
My count includes no 
probably's, none of your 
s( como no without 
evidence, none of 
the stunned casualties 
that stagger off 
to die, perhaps, 
under the stove. 
These are kills . 



VIII 

All these mosquitos-and the dogs 
that bark from rooftops, leaning down 
like bad dreams over our shoulders-

Where do they go in daytime? The sunlit 
kitchen is quiet, only the teapot 
humming. The street is courteous 

or sullen but not loud. Dogs 
stretched out against the wall say nothing. 
By daylight you can hardly see 

the purple neon of the jukebox 
hunkering in the cantina. 
It keeps its love songs for the night. 

IX 

As I swung at the first 
swarm, I thought, every one 
is one less. Now 
I doubt it. I look up 
and find fresh recruits 
hopping among the corpses. 
I swat. Four more 
fly up. I get them, 
but then once more 
the nervous jumping 
against the glass, 
the buzz at the back 
of my head. One hundred 
three, four. I think 
we breed them. This kitchen 
has the highest birthrate 
in the hemisphere: all 
these children, and nothing 
to offer them but blood. 



John Waldmeir 

NORMANDY 

Then Peter took the bread and broke it and saw the crumbs fall on the 
paper and on the hood of the car. The crust was hard and good and Peter 
was careful when he broke it to keep as much of it as possible. He laid the 
bread out on the open sheet of paper and brushed the hard crumbs off 
the hood and made the surface clean for the wine and for the cheese. The 
brie came in a sheet of waxy paper and was covered with a thick layer of 
rhine that Peter cut away with his knife to expose the soft, white, meat. It 
smelled heavy and strong in the damp air. That was the way it always 
smelled best. He wanted to taste it but knew that he could not until he 
had checked the drink. That was the way the old man had taught him to 
do it. 

Peter gave the cork three twists and it came out easily in his hand, and 
then he lifted the bottle up and let the hazy morning light shine through 
it. He checked the bottom for sediment and there was very little and that 
made him happy. The old woman at the crossroads epicerit! was not lying 
when she had said that it had been a good year for the apples and that it 
was a good cidre bouche. She said that her husband had made it himself 
and that he had bottled it and brought it up from the cellar just three days 
earlier. He tasted it and was relieved that it was not too sweet, nor watery 
nor heavy. 

"So this is Normandy," he said aloud. "Normandy, you grow a good 
apple." 

He looked across the road and there was a lot of Normandy before 
him. The car was parked off the road in a narrow tractor path that led to 
field of wheat. It blew some in the cool breeze and was a lovely shade of 
brown on top. When the breeze got stronger it bared the stalks and 
turned patches of the field into gold, and Peter thought for a moment 
that the stalks would break under the force of a stronger wind because 
they looked so soft and vulnerable, but then he knew they would not. In· 
stead, they would simply bend more and expose more of their golden· 
ness to their foe and then stand back up strong when the storm ended. 
And a storm always ends, he thought. 

He took a long drink of the wine and bit off another piece of the bread 
and looked out across the road with the wheat to his back now. The land 
dropped down to a kind of valley. Part of the valley was a very old apple 
orchard. Peter guessed it was old because the farmhouse at the end of it 
was very old. The stone wall around the orchard was old too. It was the 
stone that the house and barn were made of. Both were grey with a yellow 
tint and Peter's eyes followed the wall that encircled the orchard and then 
ran around the house and barn and barnyard where two goats stood 
feeding and a woman carried a bucket of water from a pump. The only 
color breaking the grey of the stone and the brown dirt of the yard came 
from the moss that grew in clumps between the tiles on the roof of the 
once prosperous chateau. 

As he drank the cider and ate the bread he looked out over the orchard 
which was trying hard to look proud with age. The trunks of the trees 
were covered with round, cancerous bumps and were grey like the wall. 
There was no more shine to the leaves, just as there was no more shine to 
the fruit. The apples probably carried the mark of the tree, Peter thought. 



Their skin was probably knotted into bumps, their meat was probably 
sour and tough. But the trees still offered up their fruit each year to those 
who would pick it, and that suddenly seemed very important to Peter. 

He looked down the damp road. It was the Rue de Ia Libertl He had 
driven it all morning. All the way from its beginning at Utah Beach. It ran 
from the beach, and he was not sure where it ended. 

Peter had been to the beach early that morning and had walked it until 
the sun rose. He watched it rise standing on the cold cement and steel of 
a German pill box and had seen everything that his father had talked of 
when he talked of the landing. There was the quarter mile of beach that 
lay between him and the water with the tide out like that, and the hilly 
rise that housed the pill box he stood on, and he remembered the old 
man talk about landing under fire and running like hell up that quarter 
mile of wet sand in the cold mist rain. Since there was no Luftwaffe left, 
they secured the beach after only three hours, and when they had taken it 
they began bringing the trucks over and driving them across the wet 
sand into the dry stuff that made up the small rise that stretched the en· 
tire distance of the beach. It housed the pill boxes and other German 
defenses that became the Allies'. 

The old man had talked about how they worked like hell to bring those 
trucks across the sand. He had come in on one of the first waves and had 
fought. Once they had taken the beaches he was shipped back across the 
channel to Southampton and assigned to the Third Army, Patton's outfit, 
and then came across again with all the trucks. They made the wet sand 
easily and then laid wooden planks down on the dry stuff of the hilly rise 
so that they could get somewhere driving over it too. The old man had 
talked about how the planks worked good for those who knew how to 
drive the goddam trucks. But many did not know and kept sliding off and 
getting stuck in the soft sand between the small tufts of grass on the hill. 
Then the whole line of them would have to stop and get out of their 
trucks and push the dumb son·of·a-bitch who slid off and work another 
plank under him. There was one guy who lost three toes and a hand and 
another little Irishman named Jack Cassiday got himself sandwiched 
between his own truck and a truck in front of him that he was helping to 
push. The truck he was helping to free had rolled back down the hill and 
caught him chest high, hard enough to tear three ribs away from his ster
num. The old man liked Cassiday and did not like the son-of-a-bitch who 
was driving the truck that rolled. That made matters worse. But Cassiday 
never blamed the other driver, who did not really care anyway; instead he 
kept blaming the hill and the sand and the goddam planks. That prob
ably saved the bastard's life. The old man had said that there were guys 
who wanted badly to string that driver up by what hurt most. Himself in
cluded. He said that he· would have gone for the bastard if Cassiday had 
not insisted that it was not his fault. 

So that was how they had won the beaches. After they had won them 
they moved on to a narrow dirt road and moved south and then east 
across the penninsula and freed Normand,Y that way. They freed the 
French on this road. The Rue de Ia Liberte. It was paved now and was 
marked to honor the American efforts with cement posts that were flat 
on one side to hold the kilometer marking. For some unknown reason 
the French had seen fit to paint them pink. Maybe that was their way of 
saying "thank you" to the "americains" for waiting so long to get into the 
war, Peter thought. He did not know for sure. 



He cut himself another slice of the brie and tore off another chunk of 
the bread. The cider still tasted good. He thought about the fight, about 
all the blood that was spilled on the beaches and about the blood that 
was almost spilled there. And then he thought about the flow all across 
the peninsula, in the fields and the orchards of Normandy, all along the 
Rue de Ia Libertl That is the way it went, he thought, because that is the 
way it is in a fight. 

He had never seen a fight ltke that, like the old man had seen. His life 
had never held that. But there were other fights for him. He had taken it 
other places. There was the loss of the old man. And the way he went. 
And what he left. Then there was mother's crack-up, and her same·time 
hatred and love for him because he was a part of the old man. 

He watched the wheat. What a fight it must have been all across Nor· 
mandy, he thought. What a struggle. Peter tipped the clear glass bottle 
and took his longest drink of the cider yet. The idea must have been to 
save yourself, he thought. You probably had to fight the whole fight with 
that idea in mind. It started at the beaches. And then all across Norman· 
dy on the Rue de Ia Liberte you probably fought that way. Save yourself, 
and someone else along the way if you could. But at least yourself. 
Perhaps that is the way that the battle is fought. He wondered. 

Peter wrapped the brie tightly back in the waxy paper, and covered the 
bread too, and set both in the car. The mist that had been in the air all 
morning began to turn into heavier water as the sky closed up above the 
hills on the other side of the valley where the apples grew. He was in the 
car before the worst of it began. It came slow at first, but grew faster and 
heavier as he drove. 

And Peter continued down the Rue de Ia Libertl He passed another of 
the pink cement markers and continued on, the wheat fields on one side, 
the apple orchard on the other, and the bottle between his legs. He took 
another long drink, and he smiled. He felt very confident that there was 
no such thing as need for another human being, in this world, and even 
more confident that there was no such thing as love. 
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