


Cant of Generals, Cant of Thieves 

Your mouth is an arsenal: 

Steel molars in the rear. 
Steel has strength, and 
Does not wither as 
The curtains of orchids wither. 

Alloy incisors for the quick strike. 
Alloy carries a coolness, and 
Does not need wool and fire to 
Combat the fields of snow. 

Gold bicuspids gleaming at your lip's edge. 
Gold is the metal of Glory, and 
Does not rust as 
The young dead rust. 

My brother the soldier says 
That the dead cannot speak. 
Your lips part, 
Those thin cables raveling, 
To deny it all. 

As I gaze up at you, 
The cords of my neck snaking, 
My mind is washed from me. 
Never had rage been so clean. 

Daniel Caito 
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Speech 

We must learn 
the language of the breast, 
its calming words and silent phrases, 
the animal grunts of the feet, 
and the discourse of the mind. 

After years of this speech, 
our bodies deepen to a fullness, 
as the plains grow deep with 
the rise of the mountainous lands, 
as the rivers fall deep upon 
reaching the sea, 
as a lover's arms deepen with 
the years of long knowing. 

Daniel Caito 



She stands there, by the window, cutting carrots. 
The stain on the horizon colors her hands. 
It is her job, tHs dinner conjugation, expected of her. 
When next she looks it is dark, 
the sun gone West, 
and she is there with her knives and fire 
oblivious to that ancient departure. 
Only the simmer and broil of her work 
hold her. 
The sun, she lets it go 
and tends to the boiling water, 
the carrots cooking. 

Kate Ferraro 
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Pure Light at Sunrise 

Pure light 
As though glass were there 
Inches below the water. 
There are fish under the glass 
Fish and rocks and fear 
But the glass protects you. 
If you do not go too deeply 
You can sail 
Or float 
Just your body and the water, 
Feeling glass underneath 
Careful not to cut, 
Or, if you dare 
Stand, 
You can walk on the water. 

Martha Sullivan 
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Confronting a Fool 

I came across a path 
strewn with needles 
and debris of passing, 
looking down into the 
round snout and homed ears 
of a foul, tusked boar 
waiting, stoic and muddy, 
a few feet away--
swiftly, I strode past, 
dropping into his ears 
each one pebble, 
and so twisted the wits 
of the shiny beast 
that it did tusk itself 
fast into a tree. 

James Lindbeck 



The Nature of the Wreck 

An old man worries his scarf 
in a field of stiff weeds, 
his fingers grow spongy 
in the fallen rain, 
twisted, broken and chopped
! can see, even so far away, 
the gnarled lumps of bone 
that once kneaded warm 
bread, touched his young lover, 
drew fire from trees, and felt 
the city streets twisting 
beyond his senses: 
I remember those hands once 
guiding me to a rotting 
boat painted green 
already dead, but full of 
living things, and breathing- · 
That is how my lungs are now, 
he said, meaning to laugh: 
but what could I know 
then, being so small, 
but the silence of the woods, 
and the boat like a corpse 
I could not touch. 

James Lindbeck 
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Onyango, Come Look a~ the Computer in the Village Square·. 

Onyango, 
leave your father's goats 
untended 
and come look at 
the computer 
in the village square. 
Come quickly, Onyango, 
down from the grazing land, 
past the stream 
and up by the Elder's Mound. 
Run past the hermit's hut 
and don't look at him 
lest 
your eyes tum to stone. 
Come by the millet fields 
and the cattle-kraal, 
jump over Otieno-Owiti's gate 
and through his 
private property 
taking care that 
he doesn't see you 
and set 
his wild dogs 
on you. 
Run by I<al Ondiek, 
the spot where 
in 1926 
the colonial District Commissioner 
shot 
a man-ating leopard 
that had eaten 
three women 
on their way 
to fetch water. 
Come see this strange monster, 
Onyango, 
It has many fingers 
and it purrs like a hungry cat. 

John Z. Warambo 



Things are different in the home 
Helen walks around heavy and drugged 
Her eyes are like ice cubes 
If you touch her she screams 
mother no naughty 
Emma the big mute woman steals bread 
and hides it in her purse 
to feed the birds 
Jane washes her teeth 
in the water glass at the table 
Things are different here 

The first time I saw a woman die 
she made it look easy 
like a pro golfer 
Her droopy jaw just drooped a little more 
and she was gone 
No pulse blood pressure nothing 
It was what we didn't find 
that made us know she was dead 
I watched them wash her 
and I touched her skin 
as thick as house paint 
I saw the undertaker lift her into his bag 
zipper it -shut 

Howard Buskirk 
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Electricity 

I. (white) 
In black and white 
I dreamed of ice and dispassionate trees. 
There were crowds around me 
With drab woolens and wooden soles, 
Milling about on dull bark blades, 
They thought, like birds, 
Only of warmth, of their next meal, 
So I pushed a switch and whirred away. 

II. (green) 
He sits in a garish frock 
Exposing too much of his childish body. 
His lower lip curves down 
Uke a throbbing comma 
Against the bloodless skin. 
The glittering watch imbedded in his wrist 
Sends sour currents to his fleshy brain. 

III. (yellow) 
Bleak light outlines 
Contours 
Makes even the smudged chrome 
Stand out in insignificant clarity. 

IV. (blue) 
The one thing that would make her 
Even more brilliant 
Hisses behind the plaster wall. 
With the ancient key 
(Still tied to bits of kite-string) 
She turned the lock. 
In the darkness her eyes 
Sparkled and snapped. 

V. (black) 
My mother had to write about an 
Electrical socket once, 
In Creative Writing 
Judged by an Amazon teacher. 
She thought it was 
The most ridiculous thing she had ever heard 
And never wrote again. 

Laura Noble 11 
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Emma Lazuli Goes to a Movie 

Emma Lazuli went to a movie. 
She shuddered as the lights went down, 
Dove into the popcorn carpet 
And surfaced on the static screen, 
Skin a-shimmer in Technicolor sunlight 

starlight 
wish-1-might 
night-light 

Wrapped around the projector bulb, 
Spread across the blank wall, 
All the actors saw was her. 
She rolled them up like spitballs 
And threw them out at the empty seats 
To be swept up by the custodian 
Along with a pill-balled sweater 
Abandoned among the candy wrappers. 

Laura Noble 



The Effects of Surface Tension on Water Streams 

Water streaming from a 
Faucet or a showerhead 
Likes to deceive: 
It's not a stream at all. 
A strobe light, like a red neon, 
Adjusted just so, according to the 
Speed of the falling water, 
Stops the action. 

What looked like a solid tube 
Is a sequence of blobs, 
Balls of water, falling 
In even intervals. 

If two jets collide 
They make a show of splashing; 
It's only the waterballs, 
Hurrying to dinner or the show, 
Bumping into each other 
On a narrow sidewalk. 
They bend and twist awkwardly 
For a moment, 
Surface tension 
Pulls them back: 
The blobs compose themselves and 
Scuttle along their ways. 

Dave Demko 
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Angelo 

Angelo Norman was one of the Special Ed. students just 
smart enough for a public school. He was fat, with little eyes 
and hair shaved to about a quarter-inch all over his head. He 
never talked in class. 

Standing in circles on the playground, groups of kids 
whispered, "Angelo ... poor retard .. .look at him." When the 
name Angelo was spoken, we all knew who it was .. 

One day somebody said, "Hey Angelo, you look like Cur
ly on the Three Stooges!" and everybody laughed. 

That night Angelo watched the Three Stooges on the tv for 
the first time. The next day he walked up to a group of kids 
and yelled WOOP WOOP WOOP and flitted his hand under 
his chin just like Curly. The laughter and applause were 
uproarious. Angelo even laughed-a jerky, high-pitched un
comprehending laugh. He watched the Three Stooges every 
night with the sound turned down so his mother wouldn't 
hear. Soon he could do it all: spin around on one elbow on 
the floor, growl and sniff like a bloodhound, slap himself in 
the face; he even said, ''Hey, Moe!" just right. The kids loved 
him and called him Curly and rubbed his bristly hair. 

Angelo walked home up the muddy road on spring after
noons. His house was painted dark green, and a sign hung 
over the front window with hand-painted white letters: 
JESUS IS LORD, and a picture of the Virgin Mary and Sacred 
Heart was nailed off to the side. The Three Stooges were on 
at 4:00 on channel 7 and again at 11:00 on channel 3. On 
good days he caught both shows. 

Matthew Goulish 
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wind 

apart from these nights 
of deprivation there is another, indistinct voice 
calling us into its wide valleys. 
that we might run, the ground sloping to 
our purpose, the wind rushing past 
and beyond to the places we 
abandon for this green. 
let th.e wind have our pestilence, 
our lies, rapes. 
let the wind have our eyes, lowered in supplication, 
the ceremonial clasping of hands, the kneeling. 
let the wind grieve. we are running. 

Michael Moynihan 



lost letters 

1. the space between us grows, 
the hands of an old man between us. 
he sorts our letters, places them 
carefully in the appropriate slots. 
later, with no one seeing, he takes them 
out, concealing them in his coat 
to give them up to his silver lighter. 

2. the tree rises, its limbs filling the space between air 
and air. the rough-hewn bark, the shape of the tree 
rising like a bouquet from the moist, green hill; 
the limbs grating the wind, 
the roots splitting the ground like swollen, 
bulbous knuckles. 

Michael Moynihan 
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Ranch Road at 9:30PM 

The sky stark and orange 
was a bright curtain 
pulled across the horizon. 
A boy took his scissors 
and cut mountains 
out of the heavy cloth. 

He thought that 
the sun bouncing behind 
made the fence posts 
grow taller than the hills. 

The aloneness 
and he 
the only living 
breathlessly-dying 
movement 
felt oddly satisfied 
when he ripped the curtain 
and found nothing. 

The air was so thin 
the wind blew it away, 
and he just turned into a stone 
on the side of the road. 

Keri Bancroft 
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on the last day of my childhood 
in this god-bless place of 
wooden indians and 
cement-weavers, 
i watched the 
great-white-mouth 
devour all mama's prayers. 
she didn't cry no more 
(just a sigh in her long eyes) 
gathering the bloody remains, 
she said, 
"child 
there shall come a day 
when even 
america 
will be beautiful," and 
she swallowed her dreaming 
(for safe keeping). 

the white came back 
devoured her. 

Michele Chester 
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the vague wings of essence 

have etched diaspora 

and carried away 

child after child 

on the tail of the night. 

hurl open your eyes 

to hear the dated speech 

as light as moths 

to touch the pulsing dreams 

of exiles. 

could this be the sight 

that brought woman to her knees 

that sent man warring 

with shadows? 

Michele Chester 
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The agony of a river 
breaking 

on rocks and 
plummeting 

over falls 

ends only because 
it cannot 

stop 
before it reaches 

·---the ocean. 

Chris Rollyson 



Death of a Gull 

As my eyes travelled 
With sharp sheets of north wind 
Across the concrete waves 
Of dark rigid sea 
I crashed against your fragile flailing body 
Oh mighty majestic animal 
And expected you to defy the gods 
And rip from Poseidon's steel grasp 
Soaring sleekly into the sky 

Yet you choked and gasped 
And flimsily flipped 
In the icy blackness 
Croaking for help 
Until your muscle locked 
And your eyes turned grey 
You ought to be ashamed 
For such weakness 

John leo Cavanaugh 
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Origin of Peace: Revisited 

Summer now 
in Christmas land. 
Dusty feet, rustic faces 
live under embroidered 
caps 
to be worn at all times. 

Parched land of truth 
bakes in the sun, 
lying 
with violent fingers 
crossed for hope. 

Black-eyed child 
sits 
with Accusation 
as a friend 
sits 
in the dirt 
disgust of his neighbor. 

Oh, Holy land of want 
the seeds of your Virgin birth 
have ripened with scars. 

REMEMBER. .. REMEMBER NOW 
FOUGHT, FIGHT, FIGHTING 

Forbidden fruit of peace 
still hangs above your 
sea-dead 
with the salt ofyour sweat. 

Suanne Martin 



Mallards 

there is an old one 
at the edge of the lake 
who lies on the shore, 
wings 
faintly white 
spread out 

for balance. 
he eats as if praying 
bowing his head 
to the algaed lakewater, 
thrusting his beak 
to the sky. 

next time i come, 
if i come, 

he won't be there. 
like the old man on the bus 
who smelled of stale urine, 
he'll ease away, 
mumbling, 
into the water
across the lake
away. 

Elaine M. Klein 
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They Will Wonder Why 

Pack up your grandparents small 
and hide them 
at the bottom of the cookie jar. 

Slide your father 
under the basement stairs, 
to gather dust. 

Mother can be closed up in a cupboard, 
and your brothers filed away. 

Now 
You, 

Take off your shadow, 
and slip it in the mailbox 
addressed to a trustworthy friend. 

Unhinge your ears, 
and let your mind 
leak into a tiny bottle, 
to sell as a spice, 
or a rare perfume. 

Your heart 
can be sold to the meatman, 
or sent as a valentine 
to someone who neglects it. 

Liver, lungs, stomach, bowels -
all become purses 
for fashionable ladies -

sign your name. 
They want that, too. 

The rest can be a mannequin 
for people to see and marvel, 

''How real." 

And later, 
much later, 
when your shadow seeks you, 
and the meatman sends his bill, 
and the valentine comes searching, 
and the ladies want your name, 
and your family tires of their hiding, 

you 
will be gone. 

Elaine M. Klein 



Bimini 

"It hurts a bit when it rains," 
She sits, as old as her island, 
weaving straw hats with swollen joints, 
"But I don't mind, when sun's out 
I'm fine. 
"Cat Cay's over there and when 
Big Boat's in all the 
Sharks gather 'round for the chum. 
We calls it 'Shark Church' 
'cause the Big Boat's in on Sunday." 
She rattles on about the conch harvest. 
The sun dries her straw, cutting the 
dead sea smell with wheat. 
Rays fly over the bay, looking like 
seagulls until they crash back. 
"My little girl's still in Nassau. 
She's a nurse. I come here 'cause 
it's a dry place." 
Her hands move with the rhythm 
of her voice, rising and falling. 
'This hat here's 'bout your size Honey, 
you take it. Your nose is 'bout burnt 
off." 
Thanking her, I wander along 
Past fruit sellers and fishmongers. 

Jeanne Shalvoy 
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Pregnant Woman in the Fall 

I. How queer that 
you choose 
this time to bud, 
when all the world's 
folding into itself 
and slipping back. 
In October's early frost 
you burrow deep in 
wool to go outdoors, 
your belly a load 
of cold laundry, 
as if you've stuffed 
the season under 
your coat. 

We told you to plan for the cold season. 
You desire color, 
a ripe red 
child that bites 
hard as the 
first frost 
or 
a hurt in 
the season 
when we1l all 
be numb. 

This temperature 
is too much. 

II. He'll think he's 
entered~ blank 
world, 
one that covers him 
like fluorescent light, 
or steam from the 
bottom of a kettle. 
There's something 
white in his belly when 
snow comes like squirrels 
dusting whitewood with 

. long tails. 
The fever of the stream, 
the snap of bark 
in the hand. 
It's this crispness 
he cries for. 

Terri Muth 



Winter Solstice Fire 

smoke relaxes, 
folds into itself, 
and glides away in whispered eddies 

a squirrel scratched into the soft underbelly 
of an ermine drift, 
and my fire crackles-
cackles--
settles in; 

and Maples and Elms ... 

maples and elms 
stretch their hands down, 
reach for the warmth of the rose-tipped flames, 
and shudder with crystal energy, 
memories of springs to come 

and I blow smoke rings. 

the fire sleeps, 
and I, awake, watch stars that dance, 
point to point ... 
some blow out 
and stroke the canvas with a gentle artist's brush, 

paint my eyes shut 

an owl lands on my shoulder 

Michael Stahel 
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About Anna 

Anna was tired. She had told me she was tired. What she 
didn't tell me was that she wanted to sleep and never wake 
up. 

Anna used to make lists. I would find them on her desk, 
taped to the mirror, sticking out from between the pages of 
her books. She said it helped her to organize herself. If there 
was ever any order to the way Anna did things, I never knew 
about it. 

I knew a lot about Anna. She was a little shy, and a bit of a 
clown. She was sentimental, surrounding herself with a hun
dred worthless doodads - dried flowers, tiny bottles of per
fume that all smelled alike, a piece of wire twisted into a ring, 
a Teddy Bear worn thin with hugging . She saved every single 
card or letter ever written to her. Even her grade school 
valentines were neatly tied amid the other bundles in the box 
in the closet. A new pile had begun; I have never chosen my 
words as carefully for anyone else. 

Anna was smart. It wasn't only that her grades were good; 
which they were; it wasn't because she remembered 
everything she ever heard, because she didn't. I used to tease 
her about the silly things she'd sometimes say; she had almost 
no common sense. 

Anna had ideas. When I first heard Anna talk about an 
idea, I wondered if this could be the same person I knew; a 
giggling clown telling hilariously bad jokes; clinically sar
castic in her observances of our peers playing at sex, curious 
and horny and terrified; crying quietly alone in the bathroom 
for her big brother on the fifth anniversary of his death. 

When at other times she would stumble, her mind racing 
ahead of her words, about ideas she spoke slowly, with an in
tensity of concentration that riveted one's attention. People 
listened to her, and more than once I have heard them admit, 
long afterwards, that they had never forgotten what Anna 
had said. She was never a dynamic speaker, not the sort of 
leader who inspires applause or draws a following. But Anna 
had ideas, and she had thought about them. 

Anna thought a lot. Sometimes it was a search for just the 31 



right word, or listening to what someone was telling her, or a 
pause in the middle of a page she happened to be reading. 
Mostly she though about things that puzzled her, things she 
wished she had done differently. Anna could never let go of a 
thought until she knew everything there was to know about 
it. She dug into them, criticizing, analysing, turning herself 
inside out and scrutinizing. Anna filled herself up with a 
thought until it was as familiar and as pliable as her old Bear. 

I remember Anna happy. There were so many new 
thoughts to absorb and so much to investigate. Anna glowed 
like a hot coal, like a perpetually steaming cup of tea scenting 
the air with the slightest hint of citrus. My contentment was a 
dull complement to her overflowing enthusiasm. 

Anna jumped into everything with such eagerness that, 
looking back, even I was unaware of the fragility beginning 
to show itself in her. I don't know how long it was before I 
noticed that the light had gone out. 

We were all tired. We had never worked so hard in all of 
our lives - for grades, for approval, for answers to the ques
tions that kept surfacing at all the wrong moments, and for a 
few hours' escape from something utterly foreign we were be
ing told was our future. 

Eventually, I mad~ Anna stop making lists, but I watched 
her, hunched over her desk, running over and over a long 
page in her mind. At night I could almost hear each separate 
item, numbered one after the other, chasing her around the 
room, keeping her, and me, from sleep. One night, she cried 
in huge wracking waves I thought would drown me; I clung 
to her as she punished herself for "nothing." I have done 
nothing, she was sobbing, absolutely nothing. 

Anna thought very thoroughly those days before commit
ting herself to anything. Her Ideas had become most impor
tant, and she thought about them all the time. She told me 
about some of them, about how one ought to live one's life, 
about the choices from which we had already been cut off 
~ithout our knowledge, much less our consent. She was try
mg to recover something, she said, but wasn't sure where to 
look. I wished she would tell me some of those dumb jokes of 
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People still listened to her, and Anna tried to listen to 
them. But there were other things filling her up, demanding 
her attention; the more she tried to dig into them, the less she 
felt she was discovering. 

At night she would come in exhausted, shaking. She felt a 
responsibility, she said, to explain herself, to try to make peo
ple understand, because they listened to her. Or at least she 
thought they did. Lately I have to think so hard about what I 
say, she told me as she crawled into bed, every sentence, 
every word •.. She said she felt she was carrying the weight of 
some hideous, unborn mistake, and it pulled at her, making 
her heart race. 

Anna started coming home early. I found her sitting on the 
couch with the lights off, her books in a heap on the floor. 
One noon I went back for something I'd forgotten, and she 
was still in bed, the covers pulled up over her face. She , 
mumbled something about working too hard, being tired. I 
plucked neat bundles tied with ribbon from the waste 
baskets. 

I wasn't sure what to do. I thought if I left her alone, didn't 
pressure her, she'd work things out for herself, as she always 
had. Besides, finals were coming up, after all, and ... I tried to 
find someone to talk to. 

Anna flunked all of her classes. Her mother thanked me for 
my gift of homemade cookies, and I sat in a spindly-legged 
chair in their slightly-faded living room while Anna explained 
that she had decided to-take some time off. She seemed better 
to me, calmer than I had seen her in a long time. I held her 
close, and we laughed together at our damp faces. 

Once in a while, I get out her letters to me, the funny cards 
she used to send me for no reason at all, the ridiculous pic
tures we took of each other: we are laughing drunkenly, 
glamorous in our morning yawns. I feel suddenly old. 

For a while I used to call her mother up, every few days, as 
if I had to, as if I could make it up to her; but not anymore. 
I'm sure it's better for both of us. Sometimes I am so filled 
with rage that I have to go away by myself and pound my 
fists into a pillow and let the uselessness and the guilt close 
over me and cry and cry ... Mostly, I'm just rather tired. 

Teresa S. Stevens 33 



Statutory Rape 

Nick was driving; driving hard down a dead-end dirt road. 
Someone had just hit a telephone pole with a beer bottle, and 
I was sitting on the back seat in a puddle of my own urine. 
Nick's car was just as old as he was and he had always said 
that when his car died he would die with it. I can picture a 
new shiny white Chevrolet sliding down a ramp, driven 
across the lot and parked next in line with a thousand other 
shiny white Impalas while across town Nick was being wheel
ed into the nursery at the hospital and parked next to a hun
dred other babies. There were large gaping red holes of rust in 
the floorboards of the back seat that would soak the 
passengers with mud whenever the car would go through a 
mud puddle, so I don't know how many more miles are left in 
Nick's car. When Nick is alone he drives fastest. He'll spend 
hours after school racing through the countryside trying to 
drive his car into the ground, but it only takes him forward. 

The tree-lined darkness into which we had been driving 
became brick on one side as the car decelerated. We pulled 
right in front of a tall, overly-ornate wrought-iron gate. 
Screech, clunk, stagger out of the car, through the gates. 
Darkness all around, in front flashes of light in evenly spaced 
rows where the moonlight reflected off the polished granite 
slabs. Follow Nick into the field of lights, past the rows of 
crosses. It was dark and I was wet and cold in my sticky 
jeans. The ground was soft from the heavy rain and yielding 
to my footsteps which made sucking noises as my feet rose 
and fell. 

"Why the fuck did we come to the cemetery?" I shouted to 
no one. 

"We can learn a lot from the dead," was all Nick answered. 
Maybe he could, but I couldn't. All I could feel was the beer. 
Nick seemed determined, so we followed solemnly, single-file 
and unquestioning. The graveyard was in a small depression 
between two ridges that met at the far end opposite the en
trance. At the top of the ridge were the richest peoples' 
graves, overlooking the poor below. You had to climb up a 
slight grade to reach the far corner where there was a crumbl
ing red brick building, the place of honor. These people spent 

J4 more on their maqsoleum than my house cost to build. 



I knew that Nick was twisted, but I never expected him to 
start pushing on the door. Pull out a spraycan maybe, write a 
few obcenities, then leave the dead merely defiled. The black 
iron doors gave in to his pushing and stood open to accept us. 
Nick stood in the doorway and lit a cigarette. He expected us 
to follow him, but we only crowded around the entrance and 
watched Nick in the outer chamber. It was black inside, a 
complete absence of light until Nick lit another big wooden 
sulphur match. He pulled a stub of candle out of his pocket 
and set it on a ledge underneath a stained-glass window. The 
candle light bathed the bare brick compartment with a mov
ing orange light that made vibrating shadows on the walls 
and ceiling. The stained-glass was an off combination of 
heraldic coat of arms and religious symbols, a flaming heart 
over a red and white crest. The crypt must have looked even 
more frightening from the outside: a black cube half buried in 
the hillside, a red and orange window glowing in the center. 
Nick turned his attention from the window to the far corner 
where there was a large statue of the Mourning Virgin. Nick 
began to chuckle and rub his hands obscenely on the statue's 
breasts. We laughed but stayed in the doorway, hypnotised 
and unable to move. Nick was getting ·excited, his face 
covered in sweat. He began to laugh faster at a higher pitch as 
he ran his shuddering fingers down the limestone figure's leg. 

I was thoroughly disgusted and turned to leave when I 
heard Nick turn the knob of the grey wooden door that led to 
the inner burial chamber. The room began to fill with dust 
from the crumbling mortar around the door frame as Nick 
shook the door violently. It finally opened and Nick stood 
across from us in the opposite doorway. 

"If you don't come in you'll always wonder what I saw." 
We looked at each other and couldn't deny that he was right. 
We were as curious as we were sickened by Nick's 
unspeakable violation of the crypt. After all, we had come 
this far and weren't likely ever to do this again, so we took a 
few steps into the outer room, but no further than would be 
necessary to cause Nick to advance. Seeing our lack of cor
responding enthusiasm, Nick slammed the door behing him 
and yelled ''You don't deseroe to know what's in here!" We 
listened closely at the door and heard the whoosh of a match 
igniting. After a pause we heard a scraping noise like a large __ 
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granite slab being pushed out of place. The clay room explod
ed with sound and we instinctivly jumped back against the 
opposite wall in shock. There is no way to imagine the noise 
of a five-hundred-pound stone slab falling onto a concrete 
floor and shattering into a dozen pieces, expecially when 
amplified in the small confines of a tomb. Even before we had 
recovered from the deafening blast, the room filled with 
laughter. It started out low and subdued like laughing at a 
joke, but then became frenzied, a screaming laugh like a ban
shee. We bolted, fled, running as fast as we could past the 
countless rows of gleaming crosses and fell panting, ex
hausted, on the hood of the car. Nick came limping up about 
ten minutes later, pale as a ghost, his left tennis shoe filled 
with blood. Feeling no pain, Nick spit on the ground and lit a 
cigarette. I drove Nick to the hospital, and felt sorry for him 
as he was wheeled into the emergency room, knowing how 
much his injury would hurt when he sobered up. 

James Cameron 



The Seventh Moment 

His eyes are closed, but he knows where he is. He can hear 
the voices talking all around him. And he recognizes the 
heaviness in his chest. He is lying there, quite still. Perfectly 
still. The people with the voices are working on him. 

There is no feeling on the outside. It's all on the inside. 
That's why you don't need to open the eyes to see what's out 
there. Just lie quiet and feel from the inside out. The reason 
that you can't move is because you are pinned between the 
front tire and the granite curb. The tire is hitting you right 
square in the back, while the edge of the granite block is 
creasing a straight line all up and down your chest, waiting to 
crack you open like a lobster. That's what is making it all feel 
so heavy, pressing the air right out of you. 

Everything happened so fast. But it can all be broken 
down. One moment after another. Just pull it apart. First mo
ment first: Looks like a perfect, sunny morning in Caen. Run
ning, on pace according to the watch, just slightly over six 
minutes per mile. Heading north under a cloudless morning 
sky, away from the river L'Ome on Avenue du 6 Juin. It's a 
wide street, built since the war, with nice wide sidewalks. 
Staying on the walk and keeping the pace up. 

Second moment second: Running with the one-way traffic 
on the right-hand sidewalk. Still on Avenue 6 Juin. Just 
ahead, and still on the right, is the Place de Ia Resistance. 
Small island of green in the cement stream. In the middle of 
its lawn is a statue painted bright, bright gold and set upon a 
marble pedestal. It is of a young-faced boy, at first glance, sit
ting bolt upright on a golden horse. He is holding a long 
golden staff with a flag attached at the top, and is suited in his 
shining golden armor. But a closer look throws a question 
upon that face. Boy, or really a girl7 The answer comes from 
the marble block below. It reads only: "Jeanne d'Arc." 

Third moment third: The way the figure catches the morn
ing rays across its chest plate and helmet makes it difficult to 
look at for long. Pointed spear of light hits you right between 
the squinting eyes and almost knocks you off the walk. You 
turn away and crane your neck around to make sure about 
the oncoming one-way traffic. Looks good. All's clear as you 
step off the curb and start across the four lanes. 
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Fourth moment fourth: The angle is bad, and a small 
wooden stand which sells bunches of colored flowers wrap
ped in cones of wax paper is just lowering its faded green and 
white canvas awning and making it truly impossible to see 
around the street corner. Into the fourth lane already, when 
suddenly it happens. There is no more than perhaps a half
second to see the rounded front fender of the blue Renault. It 
is turning right, not left; out of Rue des Martyrs. Wrong way 
onto the one-way street. Woman at the flower stand yells 
something, and there is only time to turn away from the noise 
of the wheels, which by now are locked up and squealing. 

Fifth moment fifth: Feel the front bumper sink into the 
back of the calves. You're down. Gravel and sand is being 
forced under the skin, pushed into little pockets, raising hard 
bubbles all along the surface. You'd think that a tire might 
just roll on over you, or that at least it might just roll you 
along till you came to a stop. But that's not the way it hap
pens. Locked up from braking, it catches a wedge of flesh off 
the right kidney and buries it between the road and the rub
ber. The skin almost melts away under there, tearing off the 
back every bit as easily as the thin, loose, perforated shirt. 
There is a sense telling you that on the other side of the flying 
bits of stone and loose dust lies the granite curb stone. Cut 
Caen stone. Monsieur Moncenix explained one Sunday after
noon that it was Caen stone which was mined by the British 
when William ruled Normandy, and shipped to England in 
order to build Westminster Abbey, and even the Cathedral at 
Canterbury. The reaction now is to throw out both arms on · 
an attempt to keep the stone away. Keep it at arm's length. 
The left comes around all right, but the right one is someplace 
behind. A quick search for it turns up nothing. No response. 
Is it still there? Can't tell. Can't even feel it. Might have left it 
behind. If you can just guess with the left one where the stone 
will hit.. .. Too late, the palm of the hand is already brushing 
along the smooth topside. In another instant...there it is. The 
sharp edge of the cut block is surprisingly accurate, finding 
the very center of the sternum. Something can be heard 
cracking there first, heard just before a similar sound comes 
from behind, at the place along the spine where the wheel 
comes to a cushioned rest. 



Sixth moment sixth: This is as far as you've come. There 
are those voices working around you now. They must have 
taken the tire away from your back, and the stone out of 
your chest, and rolled you onto your shoulders. There isn't 
any pain to speak of. There really isn't any feeling at all. Ly
ing there, unusually calm, only a different sort of peace is tru
ly noticed. Coming from the outside, but mingling with a 
something that stirs within, it kind of has everything 
suspended. A kink in time. It's curious, the place it might 
take you, should you surrender yourself to it. 

Seventh moment seventh: In the last movement necessary, 
the eyes come open. It's been a long time in the road now. 
The sun is directly overhead burning hot white. Long and 
narrow lick of flame. Out of focus, but good to see. 

The Sun. 
Only listen to the word: Sun. 
In this peace, a quiet discovery is made of one voice above 

all others that patter through his head. It speaks, sloughing 
off the ont: meaning of the one-dimensional one-syllable 
word. And so it sets the word up where it truly belongs: in 
the blue forever sky, telling it to run, lighted for an eternity. 
He hears the voice clearly, recognizes the sound and the tone, 
knows it like he knows his own. 

That now is the final triumph; not that he has simply heard 
it, but that he has finally let it speak. 

"My Son," the voice says to him. It echoes in upon itself 
over and over again, promising to spread the moment out 
forever. 

John Waldmeir 
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