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Tina Stoecklin 

Going Places 

Hardwood has a quiet smell 
aged by cinnamon and smoke. 
I have packed the gaps with new moss 
while you tumbled logs 
over each other, building a fire 
that was too hot. It has burned our food. 

Eating doesn't interest us. 
We laugh and touch, the scratchiness 
of winter skin, a savoured 
stretch. I remove a splinter 
from your thigh and a slight mist 
gathers in the comers 
from the drying moss. 
It is hard to believe, here, 
this stoic square room where the fire 
seems almost solid, present 
to your merest shiver. 
And what would happen if something 
were to dissolve, one log cabin 
inadvertantly dislodged 
by a stretching tree root? 

The earth beneath us rotates away, 
guilty. The scratching at the window 
has disappeared. Outside 
is the biggest empty stare: 
we are a new satellite, an impossible 
radar blip, a toy left on the sidewalk. 
Perhaps we do not realize; the confusion 
of our bodies, suddenly released 
from gravity, we attribute 
to another cause. We are unaware 
of the danger of pulling on 
packed moss. We do not know, 
lying in these arms like shadows, 
we are tumbling swifter still. 



Sarah Veeninga 

It Was Rumored 

It was rumored-
-that he was made up of 206 interlocking pieces, some 

fat, and some tendon (to hold him together like a lump 
of suet) 

-and a brain, no less, of marvelous complexity, 
through which many-rippled thoughts must have traversed, 
and eventually wormed their way between two book covers, 
at least two, if not ten. 

Still the pieces interlock, but most of the ideas will be used 
reused put between tens of millions of bookcovers. 

Oh, and he had a name. 

(We have to have something to paste on the tenth, eleventh, and two-hundredth 
thousandth edition of anything he wrote.) 

... and so he interlocks and so he doesn't write, perhaps he reached 
tentatively up to stroke the petal of a magnolia from the many drooping 
over his head. No, that wasn't him, it was the merest shadow of 
the undertaker's heavy breath, as it stirred the foliage near the casket. 

"Don't pick at the flowers. Those are to be seen, not touched." 

And so with him. 

5 



6 

johnnie M-A Stroud 

Love Poem 

Me licking 
rain 
from the back of 
your neck 
You laughing 
offer over 
your shoulder 
the second-to-last 
swallow of 
beer from the bottle. 

Lunch 

I open my bag 
and there is a hole in my orange. 
I fancy she has put it there, 
making it easier for 
my thimble-tipped fingers to peel. 
It's for this 
the juice is so sweet, 
squirting my face. 

Waking in bed with the girl of your dreams 

It's not as great 
as I thought it would be 
You look so 
natural 
in your nakedness
soft, 
rounded curves 
make me conscious of 
my acute angles
leaving me 
sexless as a mannequin. 



johnnie M - A Stroud 

Cafe Lolita 

Exhaling the smoke 
of harsh Mexican cigarettes 
with little more than 
the afterthought of a cough, 
I wipe my hands dry 
on my apron 
and lean on the bar. 
It's been carved by overly romantic foreigners, 
longing to leave their initials 
along with their dirty dishes. 
I baptize them daily, 
earning rent for the room above. 
The room we share 
each night. 
I watch her from behind the bar, 
taking orders and balancing 
tumblers of tequila, 
following the sway of her hips 
as she gathers 
the remains of a meal 
and donates them 
to the dusty hounds 
in their perpetual repose outside. 
She catches my glimpse 
and smiles, 
imitating the wink of a Yankee gangster, 
and I return 
to my dirty dishwater. 

At night, we make love 
in our room above 
the Cafe Lolita. 
In the hours before dawn, 
she teaches me 
the Spanish of small children. 
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Ginger Strand 

Being As It Were Enamelled By Fire 

How I have you: when I walk out to 
my car after some party and it has been 
raining and freezing, my car is 
enclosed in a rippling second skin, 
a clear scape of ice. I must prop 
my bag on the accelerator while I get 
out to scrape the ice. This takes me 
several tries to get it right. I am 
meticulous about carving off this 
encumbrance, melting the ice with my 
hands until they are too cold to melt 
any more. I work my way around the 
car, turning eventually to chiseling 
great scrolls, while the rain keeps 
falling on everywhere I've been. 

When I climb back into the car, I see 
for an instant your face, melting down 
the front window in a small pool. I 
think of your hands. 

The Woman With Too Many Lives 

That's her, whipping through the frozen 
foods, cart heaving. She comes every 
day, laughs at the cat food, breaks 
down in line at the deli counter. 
Too many lives, her brain blown 
from watching them flash before her, 
her own face a flat screen. She's 
out of focus, no vertical hold, 
she'll be flickering up and down until 
someone hauls her home. 

She '11 be back tomorrow, advertising 
herself as the baker's special, 
shoving her fingers into the candy 
racks, barging with her overloaded 
cart into someone's ten items or less. 



Nathan Guequierre 
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Benjamin R. Clarke 

0' Urinal, My Urinal 
or (Pissing Off Walt Whitman) 

1 

0' Urinal, My Urinal 
I stand before a white temple to flesh 
Standing for what must be 
Standing I know, what embarrass'd minds have known before 
l wait on the mind of the flesh. 
Words are here without power. 
Shouting in my gray tomb, words are trapped 
never entering the sanctity of cold porcelain. 

2 

You young hairy thing with reddened face 
you blush'd as 
you rose into standing before the cold eyes of another. 
Your time passes slowly, 
chanting a song of disgrace as you stand without power. 
In desire you find hell, needing to flow with the stream 
of consciousness you are unable. 
In action desire is flushed away, 
Receding with the tide, returning with the morn. 

3 

Only in loneness is consciousness forgotten. 
The room is empty, desire flees . 
Tilting back your mind you see the sight of a thousand 
timid standers before you. 
Only you see 
the writing, 
the cursing of the white, 
the defecation of frightened hands. 
Your words dance into countless lives 
before faces of the unseen but known, 
before the water that flowed without scent or furrow, 
before the word without meaning, 
before your fingers touched the steel. 
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When I turn eyes clos'd from you 
remember the one not alone who stain'd your curves. 
Remember the holding on and the letting go 
Remember the passing of weakened bellies, the desires, the thoughts. 
Know these and the hands of the unborn will be upon 
your stem, polishing, laving with soaps, leaning golden treasures 
onto your altar 
0' server of man 
0' creation of the soul 
your voice will run like the whirlpools of the sea 
forever receiving, forever receding, calling out to the warm 
flesh of man. 

My Grandpa Gave Me Guns 

Your world is sharp as a jew's broker 
and colder 
than the marble in a Philadelphia bank. 

It stinks like the mill 
that turned you into a scab 
as it slowly twisted your back. 

You turned your freckled head 
into a muzzle 
that barked at Ph.D.s 
who couldn't figure their taxes. 

In a rusty red Beetle 
you drove me 
to the woodlands 
to the library 
to the houses of power 

carefully choosing me 
to hold the rifle 
and the pages 
and the stone. 



Eric Alstrom 



Samantha Whitney 

I Have Dreamed of You Before 

I have dreamed of you before, 
perhaps it was when I was a child, 
playing in my nursery school teacher's 
wedding dress; afterwards sucking on 
oranges, pushing the bitter rind into 
my mouth and forcing myself to chew it 
when the fruit was already in my stomach. 

Or maybe it was several months ago, it 
was one of those days when it rains in 
October and everything smells of dried damp 
oak leaves, and I turned around when I heard 
someone laughing across the street; even 
though I live in a city I could hear that 
laughter. 

But I know I dreamed of you last night, 
when I awoke for reasons I do not understand 
today 
and I had two hours of sleep left until I had 
to get up, 
but this image of you was so scratched onto my skin 
that I had to get up 
and walk up and down the hallway, trying to 
catch my breath, wrapping my arms around 
my ribs for fear they might 
fall out of my body. 

13 
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Heather Laymon 

"Live Your Life Like a Poem" 
-Ben Clarke 

There was a woman 
who wore poems on skin. 
She would stay up late 
at night copying poems 
onto her belly. 
She would have her lovers 
Inscribe poems on her bottom 
in magic markers 
and when they left her 
she would sleep with her books 
stacked across her chest 
words pressed against her freckles 
page weaved between her toes 
In her dreams she would sing the poems 
loudly out of tune 
But ever so happy 
until the neighbors would pound 
on the walls for silence 
silence. 

Every day the poems 
would slip away from her body 
in the shower 
until one morning 
they grew into her fingernails 
and she planted the clippings 
and the vines grew wildly 
around the room 
and they embraced her at night 
and whispered secrets in the darkness 
and promises 

promises 

to the beating of her heart 
until she blossomed. 
Each limb became a petal 
and the button of her belly 
grew into the sun's eye 
that echoed colors off the walls. 



And the neighbor's daughter 
swung the door open 
singing at the flowers 
"I smell poetry yes 
I smell poetry" 
And she wore blossoms 
in her hair and breathed 
the poetry as it slipped 
under the door 
at night 
as she dreamed. 

I'm in Your Room 

Within a wedge 
of yellow light 
I watch 

blinds 
slice away the moonlight 
mothballs 
eat away the oxygen 
and shadows 
layer the whiteness 
of your sleep. 

But I see your china fingers 
reaching for the moon from under covers 
and I imagine 
if I peeled away your skin 
I would find you 
breathing that hungry air 
and making colors 
of the darkness 
as you ran 
barefoot across the sun. 



jean Roberts 



jean Roberts 
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jon Riedel 

To Velma 

Ce-re-bral 
Pal-sy 
rhymes with absolutely nothing 
it hangs like a loose tooth 
over a wash basin 
twist-jointed and trembling 
it has a bad bite 
certainly a bad reputation 
lt lies 
it twists arms in bad directions 
it makes our words sound like spit 
on a car hood in the summer 
it's pretty ugly 
yet it must have some beauty 
when it dances silently in the moonlight 
and washes itself in a green jungle ditch 
filled with hanging vines 
it's a clown 
in a one-ring circus 
hoping we have the strength 
to make it move 

Velma, 
if I know anything for sure 
we are boxers 
we are forgivers 
we are spirits beating against the rocks 
bending our shadows and holding them erect 
in our hands 
we hurt when other people fall 
because the purple of bruises 
runs through our minds like too many sunsets 
we bleed easily 
that is perhaps our greatest grace 
our oaken strength 



I watch you walk 
along the stucco wall 
a few seconds ago 
you won't let that stumbling 
pale-faced son of a bitch win 
yet he never wanted to win 
he is part of us 
he fits our fingertips 
and teaches us how to fall 
we teach ourselves how to get up 
put patches on our knees 
and turn the burning strength to the sky 
or into the deep rivers within us 
perhaps when we learn to love that clown 
we could kiss his gloved hand 
and run across the trapeze wire 
fold up the wheelchair 
and walk away 
perhaps you can teach me how 
your laughter fits well 
it burns holes in the darkness 
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jon Riedel 

We sit around 

We sit around 
and forget the cookies 
old folks that we are 
We frost the sides of our glasses 
and make jokes about murmurs 
the bubbling of the heart 

We sit around 
catch a little TV 
pull books off the shelves 
dust the covers 
paste each sunburnt page 
painstakingly 
into windy comers 
and leave the book 
on the coffee table 

We sit around 
sunning 
thinking of seals 
walruses 
and whales flipping through the Arctic 
for the summer 
We complain about inflexibilities 
and how the seats are arranged 

We sit around 
pushing elevator buttons 
for the hell of it 

"remember the time 
we pushed that green button 
and we blew out the power 
in the whole damn apartment house? 

We sat around 
waiting for the police to come 
one hand resting on the armrest 
the other resting 
on the hip 
We chewed on ice 
floating in a whiskey glass 
honeying in the moon" 



]on Riedel 

Some twentieth-century rain 

Inancienthistorynomanknewmorethanaristotledidandhediedapaupersdeath 
andpoetsplatodidntlikethembecausetheyweretoosubjectiveandworetheirhairlikeold 
goatsandriversmakelovelypicturesbecausetheyebbandflowandturnsomanydifferent 
shadesofblueatsomanydifferenttimesofdaysortoflikeperfumemagicisdeadbutthenagain 
soishoudinigodissomewhereinthemessbutnoonesgoingtopressalawsuitthereandeggsare 
notreallyforbreakfastanymoremoviesmustbewhatisaacnewtonhadinmindwhenhepictured 
ripeyellowapplesfallingfromtheskyidontknowmuchaboutnuclearweaponsbecausetheyre 
kindofbigandbulkyandiwishtheworstsurprisescameinsmallpackagesartismagicartis 
magicrememberhowrembrandtusedtopainttheshadowsfirstsurethatsmagicibelievethat 
theuniversalicamelikeligtningandshockedthehelloutofmyelectricblanketandihavent 
seeneitherofthemsincemyfriendsliketoreadvangoghastheyliketodrinkwatercausehas 
tohaveaneffectyouknowdusttodustashestoashestheregoesmymasterschargecardilaugh 
atmyownjokesyouknowimustneedhelpthesunsureisbeautifulwhentheweatherisniceitdoes 
notbothermeaeeitshotinhere 
Geez, it's hot in here 
Where's the window 
I want to hear the rain hitting the grass 
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Amy Black 

today i will pick a piece of love. 
today there will be no one saying, 

"if everyone came by picked some 
just imagine honey 
just think 
honey it'd be gone 
honey you watch out" 

i'll hold it under my coat and i won't tell. 
but people, they'll see my smile, they'll say, 

"honey, where did you get that love?? 
honey, where's the place, 'cause 
i need me some of that too." 

and some people will say-
"and my brother honey 

and my sister honey 
and i'll get some for the world, honey, 
while i'm there." 

and if they don't want the trouble to get there, maybe i 
will just ease off some of my own 
piece that i picked 
and send it on over. 



Amy Black 

mary jane and little will 
saw the leaves turn orange by a faroff hill 
o'er the rolling grass they saw it call
they set off running to find the fall. 

inhaling deeply at the top of the hill-
her spirits soaring high as her lungs did fill-

little will tried to hold her back 
but in the end he kissed her: SMACK 

with will's blessing mary jane was elated 
their joint adventure was now negated 
she rolled down the green grass 

to where the leaves lay 
leaving will at the top of the hill 

to decay 

all by herself mary jane found the fall 
and she had a ball. 



Nathan Guequierre 



Michael Wiegers 

ON MY OWN 

"This is the blank page, 
the last voice of an avalanche ... 
This is the dream, if there were pins, 
you would press to the whites of your eyes. " 

jack Driscoll 

(I) 

Mom said it would be frightening. I always imagined it to be, but never really knew until lately. I have been trying to 
get it all, rushing and hoping for mistakes. Surely there had been some mistake. Spending time at home, I tried to 
find some of her courage in the walls and around the house. She used to sit in the backyard looking down at the river 
and across into town. After she found out she would sit and gaze as if trying to see everything she had already seen 
during her life. I know now that she was trying instead to absorb what was left. When I awoke in my old room I 
thought of the long lists she made on freezer paper every morning to remind her of what was still left and what she 
might miss. She would hang them on the walls. I thought of my own lists and what I would write. Markers. Paper. 
Thoughts. Plans. Necessities. Steps. Words. 

I got out of bed, dressed and went from room to room trying to collect some of the neglected memories. Door. 
Chair. Wall. Frame. Door. Handle. It was too dark and Dad and Nel were arguing in the kitchen. Words. 

"I quit trying long ago," I heard her say. "He's your son and once you realize that I'm right about him, then maybe 
you'll do something about it." 

They deserve each other. When Nel moved in she immediately changed the furniture arrangement and had the 
walls panelled. I'm sure she did it just to confuse me. She hung pictures low so when I knocked them off the walls she 
would have something new to blame on me. She always thought I was trying to turn him against her and would tell 
him how she was trying to be a good mother. Really, I could've cared less. I'm sick of both of them. 

"You're right. He is my son and I will talk with him. just try not to be such a bitch about things. I mean, after all I do 
a hell of a lot for you and you could do this for me. " 

"Here we go again. Your angel child and this house for which I am so ungrateful. You never listen to me. Well I 
don't plan on putting up with it anymore. If you want me to leave I will." 

"Now Nel, calm down. We'll talk about it later, once he leaves." 
"I told you what I think you should do, but go ahead and waste your money. Waste our marriage, but I'm warning 

you I won't take it." 
"I said, we'll talk about it later." 
Door. Wind. Clouds. Grey. Cool. On days like these everything is clearer. I went outside while it was still cloudy so 

I could see the different colors that could hide me from the two arguing inside. I walked toward the end of the yard. I 
need to walk. Sitting makes me feel helpless. Feet. Steps. Grass. Leaves. 

When we moved up onto the bluff Dad had a fence built to keep me away from the edge. As I grew older and the 
fence shorter, he no longer had to warn me and Mom suggested that he take it down. Then she started going back 
there. I was never aware of what was troubling her, but when she started mistaking telephone poles for trees and 
feeling for every uncertain step, it became apparent. When I was fourteen she was driving one day and when the car 
turned, the sun reached for her eyes and crushed them in its palms. She hit a girl my own age and paralyzed her 
from the shoulders down. The doctors said both cases were irreversible and one was hereditary. Eyes. Bones. Blood. 
Cripple. Freak. Shame. 
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I looked over the edge. The Indians painted a great bird on the bluffs upriver. It was barely visible now, after cen
turies of the sun's bleach and rain arrows. I wondered if my mother had thought of it when she sat back there. I 
wondered if she thought about why she was leaving. I knew she must have, but I still felt betrayed. I wondered if she 
thought about another woman or her son eventually sitting back there. Again. Stone. Water. Lying on my stomach, I 
reached over to feel a small part of the massive wall. I never saw this on her lists-only on my own. She would throw 
stones over the edge or go down to the water to see the boats and mud before they disappeared. I threw a large stone 
and waited. I heard a barge blow its hom-that was not on my list. There was so much not on my list. Rain. Short. 
Water. Blue. Warmth. Fire was on her list. I lit a cigarette and thought of how she used to rake leaves on cloudy days. 
She would watch their smoke rise until she could no longer tolerate the glare of the sun behind the clouds. I grabbed 
a handful of leaves and another of bark. Green and brown have unmistakable textures. Clay. Cucumbers. Hair. Eyes. 

I felt the sun starting to slice through the clouds and turned toward the house. Listening for the air conditioner, I 
counted the twenty-three steps back to the door. My eyes were hurting and it was time to leave. Door. Wall. Kitchen. 
Table. Chair. Counter. Phone. 

"Who are you calling?" 
"Oh. Hi Dad. I didn't know you were here. I'm calling a cab." 
"I can drive you." 
"No. That's okay. I'd rather get a cab. I want to be alone right now." 
"Don't be silly-I'll grab my keys." 
"I'm calling a taxi." 
I hung up the phone and went to gather my things. While I was in my room I could hear them talking again in their 

tense, low voices. He was saying something about going with me to talk and Nel blew up again. 
"If you leave you can just stay there tonight." 
"I think you are forgetting who owns this house. I've come to expect such crap from you." 
By the time I had grabbed everything they were standing by the door waiting for me. Dad opened the door and I felt 

the heat from the sun daring me to come out. I walked to the cab. They had to be watching. Duffle. Cane. Wallet. 
judgment. They always did. Nel would be hoping for me to fall so she could laugh and prove me pathetic. He would 
run out to me, not thinking once that I am twenty-three years old. He would warn me not to be so clumsy. 

I listened for the engine and counted the steps to the drive. The car's heat was a dare. I could hear its call. I could 
see the door handle shining like a quarter sitting at the bottom of a muddy puddle. 

The car lurched from the driveway as if pulling me away from their fists. I rested against the warm vinyl and 
counted the clicks off the meter. The sun was sinking its fangs into my eyes. I imagined them bleeding and the drops 
crawling down my cheeks. Sunglasses were useless-they could not hide nor help. 

"Could you pull over here please?" 
"Sure, but we're not even in town yet." 
"I know. Stop here please." 
"Hey, listen, if it's the money ... " 
"Please, stop the god dam car." 
Vinyl. Handle. Bag. Pull. Ground. I was on my feet. They were probably watching me from on top of the bluff. The 

cab driver thought I was crazy because I wanted to walk home. He thought I was just another freak. 
"Thank you. Have a good one." 
"Sure. Now be careful. There's some crazy drivers speeding down this hill." 
There was no reason to count steps. Cane. Snap. Lists. Today. Safer on my feet. Heat. Glasses. Pebbles. Move. 

There were four lights left to figure and the gravel shoulder would lead to a sidewalk at the bottom of the hill. I listen
ed to keep gravel under my feet. The hiss of cars blew a hot wind. The ground talked up the cane to my hand and I 
would divine my hidden apartment door. Thoughts. Lists. I would be so easy to never have to be known or found. My 
mother had done it. I could move to a large city. New York. Chicago. Los Angeles. Or I could go to Canada or Mexico. 
I could go downriver. They would never know. 
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I swept the ground with my cane and soon began to hear the change of the engines and tires rattling onto the 
bridge. The cane struck on the smooth firmness of metal. It would be easy from there. Bridge. Water. Waves. They 
could see me well from up above. Rail. Walk. Step. Count. jump. Walk. Count. Dad had his binoculars and was wat
ching. Step. Count. Ignore. Nel was still waiting for me to stumble. Concentrate. Eyes. Eyes. Damn them. There are 
plenty of things I can do and I don't need them. They don't know how important hands can be. They don't remember 
that I can think and live my own life. I could write and show their ignorant world this point of view. Ignore. Patronize. 
Pity. Forget. They would rather have me packing boxes until I die or take me to Goodwill every morning like a child 
to his first day of school. They would be happy that I made it to the real world. Theirs. 

I reached the end of the bridge and felt my way into town. They cannot stop me. 

(II) 
It's his mother's fault. But where is she? Out tramping around god-only-knows-where not giving a damn about me 

or the boy. It's always the same. I could have predicted it before. It's not just me but I get all the blame. I don't see 
what I've done to deserve it. Everyone knows it, but at least I'm not too coward to admit it-the good guys don't win. 
I've been a damn good father and husband but those two never seem to realize it. They just complain and accuse me 
of doing this and that and I can never figure out what-the-hell they're talking about. Her leaving was probably the 
worst point in my life, but I'll be crucified before letting some bitch beat me. I worry about the boy because she tried 
to get him on her side. She was crazy and tried to make him crazy too. But I wasn't about to let no whore do that to 
my son and when she found that out she ran away like a spoiled brat. 

Then I married Nel and she just tries to run all over me and always goes on about how unhappy she is and how the 
boy is just a spoiled brat. Well, if it weren't for his mother he'd be a damn fine kid with all I gave him. And I work 
damn hard to try and make this a happy family but are those two grateful? No. They just think of themselves all the 
time and don't realize how good they actually have it. Nel always with her threats and the boy acting crazier every 
day. Like I say, the good guys just don't get the breaks. 

He never even realizes that she's the reason he's going blind. Well, sure he knows, but still that don't make him 
mad or anything and he never believes that she was the one who wrecked this family. Now he and Nel are always at 
each other's throats. I thought maybe we could have a real family again but now I have more problems and they just 
never appreciate all that I do for them. I sent him to college for four years and now I pay all his bills at that new apart
ment I got for him. I pay for his food and he's taking Braille lessons with the best instructor around. I do a hell of a lot 
for him and could send him out into the street to fend for himself, and sometimes I've got a mind to if he doesn't start 
showing a little appreciation. One day he'll learn a bit of respect and reality like I did and then he'll see that it ain't 
easy being a father-but I never walked out and disappeared on him. He knows what to expect if he just wastes 
everything living like he does. It's his choice, but I was hoping maybe he would do something with his life so I could 
retire without worrying about him all the time. And I didn't do it to have him turning crazy on me too. He may be too 
big to take over my knee now but there are other things I can do to show him who's the father and who's the son and 
who's going to get the respect he deserves. Once that's done maybe he can get on with his life instead of worrying 
over all these petty problems. Like Nel always says, there are plenty of things he can do if he'll just lose a little pride 
and have a little patience. He doesn't have to get so cracked up over all of this. 

If it weren't for his mother we wouldn't be having all these problems. That's why the boy gets so upset over 
everything. She had a bad influence on him and when she and I started having our problems she would pick 
arguments over all kinds of stupid little things. That's where he learned it. But despite her I was determined to raise a 
good kid. Like any father and son we had our problems. Like when his eyes first started bothering him and then 
again when he graduated from school. He couldn't get a job right away because of his eyes so he came home. Then 
he started complaining and I got him that apartment thinking maybe that might make things a little better. I've lived 
through this before and I know that he's going to be crabby on sunny days when it's harder for him, but I can just ig
nore it and know that it 's just the weather. Nel gets a bit uptight too but I can understand that since she's never been 
through this before like we have. All's I know is if he don't try to shape up in the next few months then that's it-it's 
up to him. And that's that. If it weren't for his mother we wouldn't be having all of these problems. 



(III) 
He is my baby. He does not have a father. He lives in me and I in him. I could never leave him. He has lived too 

long with that man and he is slowly being destroyed. I could never watch it. He would stand holding a knife or a gun, 
he would ask "Next?" and wave them at us. He is not his son. He is mine. He was such a beautiful child. I would hold 
him and whisper in his ear that one day we would get away. When he would cry I knew it was me who was screaming 
so I held him closer. Could I change what I had done to him? I was trying to help him and I didn't want him to feel 
what it was like. There was nothing I could do to help him. I left him the best memories of me so he would know I was 
always there. It was long ago. Too many stones have been dropped into the river and I never had the courage. If it 
were his father he might understand, but he came from me and is different from me. He knows only this and 
memories. We can never forgive each other. We can never forget. I paint pictures of him where only I can see them, 
and his eyes, his big green eyes look at me. He breathes and we talk. He says he must leave while he can. That is im
possible. He says he must find me wherever I shall go. He says he wants to know. But I can never try to tell him. That 
is why I left. That is why I return. That is why we wait. His eyes will shut and he will walk in this grave. That will be 
his sentence. It has been my own. 

(IV) 
When I was younger we would drive to my grandparents' house several times a year. Once we stopped on one of 

the country roads along the way to stretch. I was amazed by the stars and was shouting with excitement to my 
mother. She was looking up but could not see them. Then as we were driving she saw the passing telephone poles as 
trees. My father called her stupid and blind and started laughing at her. He would say that now he would have to take 
care of her even more while she kept living like a queen. He resented her illness and called her fat and ugly and told 
her she should consider herself lucky that he ever married her. He would say that she should be more grateful. He 
has always felt that he has not received all that he deserves. He would always tell me how his parents died when he 
was thirteen and he had to fend for himself. He would say that hard work made him what he is today. Work. Time. 
Regret. Self. Deny. 

He was the same with me as I was growing up. One of my earliest memories is of the time he was watching televi
sion and I was going to sit with him. Before I got close he asked me what time it was. I could see the glow of the televi
sion in the dark room. I could see the clock but could not understand it. I could see his hand pulling out his belt as he 
asked again for the time. I could see his face lit up with growing anger. I could not understand. 

I could not understand why they ever married or why she simply disappeared. For a while I only knew of the day 
when I came home from school and she told me she was going away for awhile and that she was sorry. Love. Duty. 
Words. Expectations. Limits. I can still remember her coming to my room. I can remember our words. 

"Things will become difficult for you. My staying can't change that." 
"Where are you going?" 
"I can't say, but when you are older you might understand. Please, do not get angry with me. We are from the same 

blood. Hating your own blood destroys." 
It was as if I had become an adult at the moment she left. Somehow I always thought she would return. I would 

hope for it and then I would hope she wouldn't. There were the dreams also. Sometimes she would be drowning but I 
could not jump into the water to save her. Once both she and my father had been shot. I held the gun but could not 
decide whether or not to push the bodies over the edge of the bluff where they lay. Anger. Words. Once I dreamed 
that she was coming to see me but when I answered the knock at the door, it was Nel. When she spoke, she spoke in 
my mother's voice. I pushed her out and locked the door. She went to my window, but instead she had my mother's 
face. She was gaunt and graying and her eyes were silver. There was a gash in her scalp and she was crying and 
bleeding, so I ran to unlock the door. Again it was Nel, this time holding a large bloody piece of skin in her hand. It 
was my mother's face, its mouth opened like a scream and the forehead split in halves. I shut the door. 

The dreams continued. I never wanted to return to my apartment because I knew I would eventually sleep and the 
nightmares would come. 

There is no escape from such things. There is only the time which absorbs them. There is always time, and it is 
worse than the worst of nightmares. 
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M 
When I walk around town I listen. There are bells in shop doors. There are the echoes of cars silencing into the dif-

ferent vacant lots or spaces between the walls. When I hear the bells of the gas station I know there are only three 
crossings. Then there is my neighbors' dog to warn me when I'm almost home. There are days when there is no sun, 
but there is enough light to see some of the things that pass. 

The sun was shinning when I left Dad and Nel. Such things are trivial to some. Maybe that is why they become so 
frustrating. When I am in my apartment I do not have to think of other people. Thinking of the walls, or the sounds of 
engines accelerating, or a new list, or the individual notes of music-these can be much better. And they say I must 
do something. 

I know there are eleven steps to the door. There is always the longer drop of the last step. Keys. Doorknob. Push. 
My cat Wilson buries himself in the boxes around the apartment. I found him several weeks ago at the Humane 
Society. Yes. He was a scraggly outcast, very sick. He was soft and purring and almost human. Whenever I walk in, 
he runs to me and cries and brushes against my legs. There is a solitude without loneliness that I can find sitting with 
Wilson in my hands. We cannot speak or console each other with words, but it doesn't matter. 

This is a simple place but I enjoy being alone here. When I first moved in my father had paid the first six months 
rent and he and Nel decorated it for me. This is a graduation present-an apartment paid for and designed by others 
to keep me content. A basement apartment with one small window in the kitchen, filled bookshelves and the hum of 
flourescent lights to highlight prints of some Pacific sunset, the shadows of mountains and a Wyeth print called 
"Christina's World." I left the girl in her field on the wall and often imagine her as my mother, alone and with her 
back turned. The rest went into boxes where Wilson could hide and do as he wished. 

We have never gotten along because of expectations. I thought maybe she would make him content and then they 
might tolerate me. She thought since he was the husband and she the wife, then I would be their son. Adopted. I 
became the intruder, the problematic one, the obligation. They could say they had tried. They could say six months. 
They could say it wasn't their fault I was a bum, a freak, a reject. They could say six months and forget. Filling their 
egos with six months of generosity. It does not matter to me. I prefer to hold Wilson, or walk to the park along the 
river. I prefer writing lists on the walls, or walking to the park on the river to think of the Indians who shot arrows at 
the huge bird who threatened their dreams. I would think of those wi ~o threw themselves off the bluffs to escape their 
own particular nightmares. They could have been sitting in some room looking at dull walls while counting over and 
over again the seconds of the concussive fall. It is possible that others might be overwhelmed by the size of the bluffs 
or the river's unwillingness to stop and how they might just throw their bodies off on some impulse caused by an in
stance of hopelessness. Yes. This is a sad rebellion, a way of getting even. Fuck it. Yes. 

And my father, he will sit in his comfortable home after years of working himself towards an unhappy grave 
covered with the dirt of obligations, responsibilities, contracts, control, power, and boredom. Nel is his inheritor. 
Future. Hope. Denial. Truth. 

I shall walk the streets to the rhythms of stares and the sickness of mothers whispering to children not to be rude. 
"Why?" 
"Be quiet dear. We'll talk about it later." 
The entertainment only lasts a short while, the arguments. I have a cat and a short time of walls which can be 

covered by birds, words and dreams. There is little to say if walls aren't covered in lies and denial. Her pictures, the 
walls-their ways of ridiculing, of thinking me crazy. I would never have left. Rules. Order. Marriage. Commitment. 
Need. It's difficult, yes. They will not believe in me. And they sit on their hill thinking of the future and always preten
ding to have answers. The lighting is terrible. Shining. Their lights. Burning. Hiding. Falling. Drowning. Wilson? And 
they think I am the hopeless one. With my walls and lists and dreams of my mother. Yes, for now this is it. Wilson? 





(VII) 

I steal into his room every night. I look through his windows. He has grown. He paints words on the walls too. He 
never knows I am here, but I am, always. I had to leave when I realized what I had done to him. I think of pouring 
gasoline around his bed. I think of cutting him in two as he lies in that filthy bed. I think of leaving him messages and 
mixing his words. He breathes. Helpless. Determined. Disappear. Soon his dream visions will turn to snow and then 
noise. It has already happened. I shall drop a river stone on his head as he sleeps so beautifully. I look at him every 
night with eyes of mercury and I know I shall shrink these walls. I shall cut him in two. I shall tear him apart. It's on 
my list. It's on his own. 

(VIII) 
She came to me in my dream. 
"You won't be seeing me anymore," she said, "but you will hear me. Every voice will be nothing but mine." 
"Mom, I'm afraid." 
"I won't listen. There is already too much to hear. I won't talk. This is your hiding place. I have no business here. 

This is the last time before going." 
I looked for her but she was gone. There was a black puddle on the floor and the rest of the room was glowing 

white. The glare was growing from the white spaces among the letters on the walls. The puddle burst into flames and 
grabbed my legs. The heat and light were unbearable. I rolled. I screamed. But when I touched my legs they were not 
burned. The room was quiet and there were new words which she had written on the walls among my own. There 
were spray paint cans on the floor and near the ceiling were words painted in crooked neon: 

"Don't cry when the bird leaves you. 
I too have left." 

I awoke and it was dark. I sat up and felt Wilson at my feet. I knew I was awake. Awake and remembering how he 
said if I were a woman, I would be a whore. No. Were I a woman it might be easier to forget. Easier to forget them as 
they sit above passing out pieces of time while ignoring the water below. just try to forget. This is the predictable. I 
will write a story. I will write it on my wall to read to myself when I can. It is the same and will always keep me sitting. 
I am going back to the river. 
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