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Anna Jacobson 

I am a poet 
Fierce boned, high fisted 
Fine words make me hungry 
My nights are spent turning in circles, 
Chasing tales 
I have exchanged sleep 
For the freedom to leave footprints 
In no one else's time 
Leaving nothing unexamined in bargain space 
I've hunted kin in the oddest places 
--the moon and I do lunch 

lilies, green cheese, and crescent rolls 
and we finish ravenous 

There will be a time to miss all my appointments 
And dance on her glowing table 
To erase my footsteps in flurries 
They will say 
Maybe the moon ate her 
The echoes will travel 
All the curves of my nest in the crater 
... ate her ... 



Jackie Reinstedler 

Baby Woman 

I curled into a ball 
inside a red and purple 
cube. Leather lined, 
it was just big enough 
to squeeze my knees 
into my chest, small 
enough to protect me 
from beginnings 
and endings. 

I stayed for sixty years. 
My family stopped 
searching for me, 
the kidnapped child. 

My brother forgot 
how I looked crawling 
on hands and knees, 
an eighty-two-year-old 
woman-baby sucking 
the outer corners 
of the box like an algae 
eater. But no one 

heard 
the sound of the axe 
hacking at the nailed 
boards, the nails 
exposed like bones 
when bodies decay. 

My teeth move inside 
my jaw as I drag myself 
to the closet. I find 
a blanket to cover 
my collar bone -- I 
am afraid it will be 
mistaken for a crossbow. 

Walking in circles 
in the basement, I 
stare at the work bench 
I used to make myself 
practical, to make myself 
invisible. Cobweb-covered 
and blood-stained, it 
spoke to me sixty years ago. 
Build, it said. Took my 
blue-hot pain and painted 
it red and purple. Beautiful, 
I said. And stepped. Inside. 

Living tight, living small, 
living dark, but still 
living, I got used to feeling 
only square crackers 
on my tongue, round aspirin 
in my head. I spent my time 
thinking of ways out, pounding 
in more nails as I thought. 
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Jackie Reinstedler 

When Living Resembles Powdered Milk 

When living resembles powdered milk, 
the fat sucked dry from betrayed cows, 
I turn away 
from open doors and deep water. 

Daylight breaks closed windows 
without sound; 
I dress in a nightgown 
and wait 
for light to bend around corners 
like an uninvited cat. 

Wet with yellow day paint, 
you roll out of bed and stretch 
your shadows 
over me like ribbons. You speak 
in rectangles, throw their logic 
over my matted hair 
with a laugh. 

But I can hear the faucet groaning 
from the kitchen. Hot water 
drips, drips, 
and fills your past lover's mouth 
with fat grubs. They threaten 
to choke her, a slow drowning. 

The phone finally rings, 
a hot bell in stale air. 

Your lined brow is all I see 
from the chair I use to hold 
myself up. 

You hurry away from me --
1 face inward. 



I want to distract you 
with an ulcer, a spurting artery, 
or even a flesh wound, 
but all I can show you 
is the shape of this empty 
coffee cup or the scooped-out 
hollow of my chest cavity. 

Feed this blue child in me, 
nearly extinct, living 
without air or fat. 

Stop --
You have tried to save the drowning. 

Be inside my pain only. 
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Jackie Reinstedler 

When You Touch Me Now 

When you touch me now, 
I no longer feel violated, 
My head has grown back 
together like a shiny clay 
teapot, and my chest feels 
the healing herbs wrapped 
around each rib. I want 
you to come inside me 
freely like tickling, skin 
so close it becomes my 
own. Now my body is mine. 
I am everything we see 
and do not see. I feel 
my hair growing, hundreds 
of open brown hands 
pushing through dark pores. 
They wave in daylight, 
reach out in all directions. 

When I walk with you now, 
I no longer want to run away 
like an angry child. From across 
the table this morning, 
you watched me burn inside 
my firey pit, extended a hand, 
kept a firm grip on boulders 
with the other. When you 
kicked pebbles unknowingly, 
they burst into flame in 
my mouth. But you stayed 
at the edge and dripped ice 
water on my forehead. 

When we speak now, 
we move in waves, 
roll up and down sound
mountains and listen 
to past pain 
echoing in our brains 
like black crows 
in a red canyon. 

We skid to a common point 
on our knees and brush the stew 
of blood and dust from our hands, 
from our lips. And when the room 
blows silent like a desert, we 
stop listening and huddle together 
in the clear cold night. 
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Thomas Deater 

moon moods 

when i see the moon 
rising above your eyes, my mind 
slips far over the horizon 
and sleeps with white 
sheep. 

we are both tired, 
and the moon stares at us 
like a blind fish. 
in a dark cave pool, 
bits of mica glow slightly. 

* * * * * * 

the woods wear the darkness 
like overshoes. we lie in the snow, 
upon the breasts of angels. 
you whisper something and i 
watch the silver breath cloud 
drift away. 



Thomas Deater 

a riderless velvet horse moves carefully 
(sleep will not touch him 
but is a snakebite you cannot avoid) 
creaking softly air and woods 
as an old floor making everywhere music 
(and yes, lullaby you, my wishful child). 

his slight exit is missed. 

Mark Owens 

When existentialism rubs my bones 
I shiver and quake at the thought 
of sunflowerseeds 
who dance the twist and shout "halloo" 
to the jittering worms 
inside the room 
of seashells 
and sticks 
whom I once thought 
I knew. 

Amy Carlton 

People unclear on the concept 

I hear the living and the dead 
will be judged in one day. 
That's going to take 
a long time. 
I hate waiting in line. 

I hope they have sandwiches. 
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Mark Owens 

Dear Auntie Olga, 
Thank you for the two golfballs. 
They are very round. 
Last Wednesday I put a ball in each ear, 
pushing them into my hollow head. 
Now they bounce up and down, 
clunking against my bone. 
Mother tells me it's eerie, 
says I'll get a confection 
The neighbors all say I got something missin upstairs, 
but I just tell urn no I got golfballs. 
My girl likes it though, 
thinks it's kinky. 
She looks in my eyes 
and sees them golfballs 
jiggelin everywhere. 
Hell Auntie that's what counts. 

Sincerely, 

Marvin 



Mark Owens 

Monday's Emulsifier 

An orange turtle shelled 
lizardman walks to my left. 
His pipe emits scents of minty pine 
which swim through the air. 
The office room fades 
through reds, blues, and greens 
like adjusting the hue dial on T.V. 
the black printed numbers on my spread 
sheet begin to wiggle around 
trying to avoid the prison 
of columns. 
The arms on my mickey mouse watch 
have stopped waving hello 
and good:Jye 
as my vision becomes 35 m.m. 
Each frame is a god. 

Today is Monday. 

I need an emulsifier 
to weave my thoughts together 
like grandma's fine knitting hands. 
Some deep black oil, 
tasting like a hot electric wire 
reaching far down my throat. 
Soon my morning breath 
will turn back to that rich colombian soil. 
Sweet ground up beans, 
you make my body 
move like an overwound toy. 
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Kit A/my 

I want to be out there 
on the very tip of land 
on the far side of the bay, 
or exactly on the horizon 
looking back, 
or just where you look 
deepest into the woods 
and stop seeing things. 
I want to stand 
on the third sandbar out 
under three feet of water, 
or to lie on the side of the hill 
just under the lip of the 
highway, or to climb up the Norway 
to where you're not sure 
if the bird you hear 
is sitting on that branch 
or the next. 
I want to be here 
and not here 
at the same time, 
like walking into the swamp 
until you can't go 
any further, but keep going. 
Then I could leave 
forever and always stay, 
hanging from the stars. 
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Aimless E. Gibson 

sometimes I walk with a limp 

sometimes I walk with a limp. 
I see old women glance away 
ashamed for the loss of youth. 
I sometimes go so far 
as to drag my leg 
to draw a stare 
a flicker of eye contact. 

I'm not crippled 
really. 
things are just 
for me hard. 

my friend 
he takes everything so easy. 
he takes sympathy 
he took sixteen sleeping pills. 

now I avoid 
doors that swing 
inward 
steer around suspicious grates 
afraid 
accident might end my 
ramshackle relationship with life. 

' 
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Aimless E. Gibson 

Surgeon General's Warning 

I surprise myself 
How well I can converse 
With all those mashed out butts 
dangling as teeth 
and a Hard pack for a tongue. 
My breath is a stale flame 
in my mouth-cave. 

Only a dollar twenty-five 
for twenty Turkish individual 
incinerators of joy. 
I waste a buck on breakfast 
fast 
fast 
fast 
who needs food? 

when you can eat butts 
You can eat ash 
sez the goddess of tobacco products. 
I emit smoke 
from all orifices. 
It filters through my brain 
and out my ears. 

I love my cigarettes 
my see-through Scripta lighter 
Those two special fingers 
balancing the skinny stick. 
Living through the fiberglass 
I chain smoke on 
till my camel lies 
feet in the air 
hump sunk into the sand. 

I want to die 
Like my father 
forty-two years old 
six-foot three 
ninety pounds 
bald 
and burning. 
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Sarah Hauck 

Tricycles 

My father smiles out a chuckle 
and recalls again the old story 
of my Uncle Jack 
(now fifty-some years old 
and decayed by cigarettes 
and two marriages) when he was six and all he wanted 
was oh, to fly away on his Brand New Red Tricycle, 
just like a WW II fighter pilot 
in one of those John Wayne movies. 
Yeah. 
And so Jackie, hell-bent on his mission, 
would pedal furiously down the long hallway in the old house, 
BRRM-BRMM down the hallway, BANG the screen door flew 
open and out he'd come, rattle-rattle across 
the porch and down the steps BUMP BUMP BUMP, 
~ on the pavement. 
And he'd get up crying, bawling, 
and climb up the stairs, dragging the tricycle 
BUMP BUMP BUMP, 
dragging it behind him up the stairs 
to try it all again. 
As my father, sitting on the steps, 
heard Jackie's engine, BRRM-BRMM, 
he'd cover his eyes. 
But even at four he knew Jackie too well-
he wouldn't let himself cry 
over a few bruises. 
No. Jack cried because all he wanted was oh, 
to fly away just like 
John Wayne. 
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My mother was wearing bright triangle sundresses 
and living in a huge house in the Philippines 
when her Great Accident occurred. 
Riding her first tricycle one day, 
she found herself 
in front of a Big Hole. 
Well, this wasn't going to stop her. 
No sir. 
So she measured the wheel 
and she measured the hole 
and yup, her wheel was bigger. 
She was truly surprised when the wheel caught 
and she tumbled off, 
pushed by the unseen hand. 
But she would have been fine 
if the one drop of blood 
hadn't fallen onto her 
new yellow sundress. 
She screamed, 
and the whole household came running. 
A year later, the household 
had run to the hills. 
My mother squatted in the dirt 
of the Santo Tomas Internment Camp 
writing vowels: triangle A's 
and tricycle-wheel O's. 
The sun beat down on her bare, dirty back. 
My grandmother watched, 
tears streaming down her face and 
falling onto her tattered yellow skirt. 
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Heather Laymon 

Flaming Back Towards the Sun 

She lived in that hotel room 
for months, sending out for violets 
and eating them in front of the mirror 
down to the last green stem. 

She began to trace her body 
against the wall, measuring 
the distance from the window 
to the ceiling. She studied 
the science of movement 
inking the formulas into her skin, 
practicing backflips 
on the hotel boxsprings. 

She rode up and down the elevator 
smiling at the elevatorman 
and pulling at her fingers 
like a schoolgirl. 
Her hands grew so big 
she hid them in her pockets 
like wild birds. 

One morning 
stretching out the window 
to lay her hands on the sun, 
she fell 
into spontaneous combustion. 
It was like falling into love 
without gravity. 
She arched her flaming back 
towards the sun, her hot toes 
skimming the chimneys. 

Her mother, downtown shopping 
simply stated that the sun 
had lost one of her hairs 
when she saw the glare. 
Her father the scientist 
knew of solar eclipses. 
So they laughed in the dark 
of the park, eating 
their neon popsicles and waiting 
for the new day 

There were no witnesses 
but the mirror, broken 
into a thousand eyes winking 
in the glare of policemen's 
flashlights. 
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Heather Laymon 

eyes 

once i was cross-eyed and the glasses sat on my nose 
like a talkative pigeon. when the sun reflected itself 
like mirrors off the sidewalk, i rubbed my glasses against the grain 
and it scraped like words 
across my eyes. when i put them on again i could see nothing 
but skids as if i had turned by head 
completely around like the earth doing donuts across the 
hot clean parking lot of the sun 

once a laughing woman walking the opposite way 
let her fingers skid across my cornea 
she never knew 
i stayed home with a patch on my eye 
pretending i was blind for life 
practicing sign language on my dog 
iloveyouiloveyouiloveyou and we sat by the window 
watching the sun smear itself against the sky 
like the words to a sappy goodbye card 

i remember the eye doctor with his flashlight 
way backlooking into my head 
and asking me to read the letters 
a tiny child must have written 
spelling something tremendously big invisible 
to my naked eye 

sometimes now at night 
i dream i am in the middle of a big football field 
and someone hits me so hard in the back of my head 
that my eyes fall out. i can say nothing as i feel around the 
grass for them like reading braille. i wake up with my hands 
outstretched like a burn victim 
shouting at the sun. 



Heather Laymon 

(8 Ways of Looking at Silence) 

1 ) I cannot look into the white eyeballs of Silence. He follows 
me around in a straitjacket murmuring about how gentle he is. 

2 ) Once I woke up and the entire house was yellow with sun. These 
silent white rabbits were all over the furniture doing nothing 
but loving me with their eyes. 

3 ) The teacher is standing with a ruler in front of the class saying 
"silence. silence."and suddenly all the children's words turn 
into ; balloons. 

4 ) A vacation alone. 
5 ) When you hit me, I walk around with a red hand of silence on 

my face. The palm of your hand talks and talks to mine all 
night while we sleep, bedrooms apart. 

6 ) Naked with my love naked, silence flowers in the space between 
our bodies. 

7 ) Sometimes late at night, I take my dog Silence out for a walk 
in the snow where no one can find us. I beat him. No one 
understands why he sleeps all day under my bed. 

8 ) All day long I carry silence between my hands like a prayer. 
Someday when we stand face to face, I will let you open them 
slowly to find my egg, the shape of a giant, fossilized tear. 
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Amy Carlton 

'"'0, blast," muttered Jeffery as loud as the night air.Having spent a hard day at the 
orifice being battered about like a pinata, he decided to chuck it all and search for . . . I 
don't know, something, something round and blue, like a marble, only softer and bigger, 
more fun to play with, and less likely to put out an eye. Something like . ... . . ... A 
PLANET! Yes, that's it! A planet where he could make his own damn rules, not shower 
for days, watch the telly until 3 or 4 in the morning! A place where people wouldn't 
~iss him off (and they had been doing a lot of that lately). 

So anyway, Jeffery's wife asked him something dumb, like water the cat or feed the 
children or walk headfirst into a burning vat of lava, and, boy, did Jeffery want to say 
something like, "Shut up, you dumb old person. Water your own damn kids (even though 
he suspected they were his as well), for you cause me to chafe in unreasonable places. 
You rub me the wrong way, as it were. I'm leaving you and starting my own planet, and 
there's nothing you can do, short of asking me to stay real nice, that's going to stop me!" 
But, Jeffery simply said, "Yes, drear," doubting that she got the subtle hint, and kicked 
himself until he got a pretty nasty bruise. 

The bruise, by the way, was round and blue. It cleared up in a few days, but left him 
longing for more. Not bruises, but round and blue things. He tried tiny rebellions, like 
not flossing after~ meal, only after a randumbly selected few. People didn't really 
notice, so he felt kinda stupid. Inane, that is. Boring and insipid and banal. Like a 
PauiMcCartney record. "In this ever changing world in which I live in, nothing seems to 
please me any more," he said outloud out loud one day at work. 

"Did we ever tell you how much we hate Paul McCarthy?" said a really big guy twice 
my size. 

Undaunted, Jeffery continued. "I mean, how is it that piano keys, which are by most 
accountants, black and white, can function in hominy together, but we, people that is, 
can't?" 

"You're pushing it, Jeffery. We will forcibly send you to another planet by sheer 
brute force if you keep antagonizing us this way, Jeffery." 

Jeffery perked up. "You mean it? Will you send me to another planet?" 
"Yes, Jeffery. We sure will Jeffery, dear Jeffery." 
"Well in that case--someone's knocking at the door, 

somebodies ringing the bell ... " 
Befere he couldiinnish, all the really big people left the room, for they were not too 

bright and they though someone actually Yi£.S. trying to get into the orifice from outslide. 
When they realized that noone was there, they completely forgot about Jeffery, who 
missed his chance. Maybe next time, Jeffery, dear Jeffery. 



Aimless E. Gibson 

"You really should have worn a costume." Claire said short slicked back black 
hair under a derby and pencil eyebrow mustache hanging above her lip. She leaned and 
wobbled in her Groucho pants exemplifying how much fun it was to be costumed. 

"I am in disguise," her sister Marlene retorted. "I've come as a normal person-
see, I've just worn these glasses to get the crazy look out of my eyes." She gestured to 
her glassless rims smiling. The maid took her coat. Her sister took her hand. 

"I told you it was a masquerade office party. Now you look silly. Try to be good 
tonight. What are you going to tell my friends you do? You have to have something to do 
or people get uncomfortable." 

"Occupations make me uncomfortable. Doing things doesn't," said Marlene. 
Claire's exaggerated eyebrows stared. 

"All right, I'll say I'm a Kegelist doing field work." 
Claire said, "That sounds good. Now go mingle." 
Marlene downstepped from the foyer and pressed into the white room crushed 

with costumed Cleopatras. She leaned over Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dum's stomachs to 
get a drink. 

"Marlene!" An overexcited, overweight Marilyn Monroe crooned. "Isn't this a 
party?!"· Her false eyelashes twittered and made Marlene blink and in turn the Marilyn 
blinked until they both stood there looking rather neurotic. 

"Your costume looks fabulous. Does your sister know how to give a party or 
what?!" The Marilyn moved on. Marlene mingled towards the only other uncostumed 
individual. Dressed in powder blue, he noticed Marlene's determined approach and 
shuffled his feet. He licked his lips to speak over the clamor. 

"I'm John," he said right off. 
"I'm Marlene." 
"I'm in advertising," he stated and rewetted his lips nervously. 
"Would you like a drink?" Marlene offered. 
"Never touch the stuff. Afraid it might get in the way of my work someday. I like 

the ad. biz." 
"Oh," said Marlene," I have a close friend who's a Doodlist. Maybe you could use 

him." 
"A Doodlist?" 
"You know--he likes to doodle." 
"Huh ... don't think so. It's a jungle out there. No room for Doodlists." John 

confided in her. A wrinkled man in a sheet appeared. 
"Hi John. Been sailing much this fall?" 
"Smiling? No. Haven't had the time." 
"No, sailing--get any sailing done?" 
Marlene stared off. She could hear a corporate executive hanging out in the 

kitchen. He was eating brie with the dishwasher, slandering his boss and complaining 
that all valet parkers are on drugs. 

Finally she approached a man in green tights she had been watching. He had party 
drinking down to an art. As a tray of drinks neared he would shift his cigarette to the 
hand opposite the one he had to reach with. 

"How do you do?" said Marlene. 
"Fine. I'm Bill--or Peter Pan," he chuckled. 
"I'm Marlene, Claire's sister." 
"Oh, nice to meet you. I'm her significant other's business partner. We work 

freight." 
"How moving. I couldn't help noticing that you're an ambidextrous smoker. Does 

that come natural?" 
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"Yes, I go both ways. I didn't catch what you do--do you work at your sister's 
agency?" 

"No, at home. I'm a Kegelist." 
"Does that come naturally?" 
"Well. .. ah, do your know what Kegeling is?" 
He laughed and grabbed another drink. "My mother was an Obstetrician." 
"Oh," said Marlene, "I've been discovered. Actually I'm a poet. See, I wore these 

glasses to get that crazy look out of my eyes." 
"I guessed as much. I'm wearing X-ray contacts you see." Bill looked mock 

suspiciously around the room and focused on John who was again moistening his lips. 
Marlene's eyes followed. 

"He's a Grinch," she said, "with his briefs just a bit too tight." 
Bill had scored drinks for the both of them when Claire waddled up. She smiled 

big at Bill and asked, 
"Enjoying yourself?" 
"Yes, myself. Well, and your sister. You never told me she was a Kegelist. Are 

you familiar with her research?" 
"Oh a little bit. She doesn't let me in on very much of it. Anyway, darling how's 

it going with Erica?" 
"Well, since she's been on the islands I miss her, but even when I hear her voice 

on the phone I want to slap her." 
Claire left, disgruntled with his unromantic answer and Bill looked at Marlene. 
She said, "It seems to me that you have a driver/pedestrian paradox. When 

you're walking you think you have every right in the world and step out in front of cars, 
but when you're driving you wish to hell the people would get out of your way and try to 
run them down." 

"It's like that, but it's more like I want an alternate form of transportation ." 
"Geeze, that's exactly what the book said." 
"What book?" 
"The book," Marlene declared "that has the driver thing in it. It's in my car." 
"Get it away from me. The last thing I need is a book right now." 
"Don't you want anything?" 
"All right. But if I take the book will you leave with me?" 
Marlene took one last look at the party through her glasses and nodded. It would 

be a change. 
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Jackie Reinstedler 

Call Me Marta 

You know, when I woke up this morning, the damn sun hit me right in the eyes. 
tried rolling over, once, twice, tried putting my arm over my eyes, tried pulling the 
sheet over my face, but the condensation from my breathing made me sweat. I hate wool 
blankets -- they have a way of reminding you of guys who still play G.l. Joe when they go 
camping. I want my old conforter back, the one with the ducks flying south on it. So what 
if my Siamese cat chewed holes in it? It was the most comfortable blanket I owned. And 
my tuna casserole dish, left that too accidentally. Now it's probably used to make 
brownies in; chocolate always did make me break out all over the place, even on my rear. 
And do you think anyone notices? Of course they dol Probably makes them feel less 
intimidated anyway. Oops, there I go being arrogant again. Mom keeps telling me to act 
like I don't know that I have a great bod. Every guy wants to wrap my 36 inch inseam 
around his waist. No, come on, do you really think I'm serious about this? It's all 
make-up. I got that expression from my friend who lives in those apartments on North 
Avenue. She's gorgeous, has the biggest cat-green eyes you've ever seen, and she doesn't 
even give herself credit. I always give her credit -- someone has to. It doesn't do me 
any good to keep all those compliments stored up in my ribcage, right? I know it sounds 
weird, but I store compliments and other good things in my rib cage. I think it has 
something to do with evolution. Those animals really know what they need; we are 
always going around trying to pretend we don't need air, food, or hugs, or sex. Now, here 
she goes again, talking about sex. No, I just want to say that it's the natural thing to do. 
Look at the animals like I just said. And it's O.K. to act a little silly; just look at how 
toads puff up that pouch under their necks. They're really proud of themselves and want 
to share with the lady frogs. No, I'm not completely serious. I bet you thought so for 
awhile though, huh? 

Oh, yeah, I was going to tell you about the Foxy You health club I belong to. Yes, that's 
really the name of it. No, it won't take too long. Relax. Well, these women at the health 
club, they spend all this money on these lycra-spandex, one-piece jobbies to try to hide 
all the laziness they've enjoyed in the past six months. It's really too bad. They just 
love it when I bounce in with my K-Mart suit riding my hips like it loves me. This one 
woman asked if I bought it at that dance store in the mall. "No," I told her, "I wouldn't be 
stupid enough to pay that much money for a piece of stretchy material." I think I 
offended her. Who cares though, she needs to stop being so competitive anyway. She 
likes this guy who keeps watching my buns bounce during that old song by Duran Duran 
called "Hungry Like the Wolf." Shoot, I don't care about that guy. He needs to start 
drinking light beer anyway. That's probably why he gets ankle problems all the time -
too much weight around the middle. I feel sorry for the girl he's engaged to. Hope they 
don't have a waterbed. What do I mean by that? Fat floats, come on, you knew that. 

Anyway, I just hate this house. I think someone got done eating a box of Chips 
Ahoy cookies and used the box as a model. They must have thought it was a really good 
idea because they made the whole neighborhood like this. No, I do not like bacon grease 
droplets in my sweater. I don't even eat bacon; it reminds me too much of Charolette's 
w.e.b.. you know, Wilber the cute little pink pig that talked to the spider? I've been 
reading it to my darling little baby, Joan as in "Joan of Arc". Yes, I know that's kind of 
an old-fashioned kind of name, but it's better than all the names people are calling their 
kids now. Names like Whitney and Buffy and Brittny. God, they sound like pop rock 
singers to me. I like stronger names like Katherine, Victoria, or Diana. Well, I did like 
the name Diana until the princess who thinks she belongs on the cover of Vogue got 
possession of the name. My name? I guess it suits me now that I've made some revisions 



on it. It's Marta, changed from Martha when I was eight and couldn't take the teasing . 
anymore. God kids tease. They seem to know where your weak spot is and go right for it 
kind of like water trying to leak through your tent and drench you when you're wearing 
your last dry change of clothes. Hope Joan never has to go through too much hassle. She 
looks fine to me now. Got her father's voice though, wakes up the dog and sends him 
running into Mom's room every morning at 7:45. At least she has my eyes, not too 
exciting as far as color, brown, but they can open wide and let out the most innocent 
look, kind of like a window sliding smooth on its track, gradually letting the night in. 
Mom, thank goodness, has a hearing aid and can't hear Joan until Taffy, our mut, jumps 
under the covers like a gopher. Taffy gave Joan a big lick when I brought her from the 
hospital last October. Mom got all upset, but I wanted Joan to start building up a 
tolerance to the house early in her life. You should see all the crud under the kitchen 
table. Just imagine one fifty-four-year-old woman, one twenty-six-year-old woman, a 
baby, a mut, two cats, and lots of bacon grease co-existing in one cookie box. Fun. 

At least Mom is nice enough to let me live with her until I can find better work 
and Joan is bigger. I'm thinking about going back to school in the fall. I was talking 
about it over a Diet Coke with some of the guys who drink where I work at the Knight's 
Lounge. I guess they go there to make themselves feel more heroic or something. 
They're a nice bunch over all though. Anyway, this guy named Chip, who never gives me 
hassle about not drinking, is very understanding. I can bounce ideas around with him and 
he's always there with you, nodding his head and grinning. I've asked him a few times to 
come with me to meetings, you know, for support, but he just keeps grinning and 
nodding. He's not the kind of guy who would believe the 'rabbit habit" rumor either. 
"How can anyone hop into bed when they can't even get up enough energy to pick all the 
gum wrappers off the bottom of their car?" 

"Thanks Chip," I say and pat him on the arm. He's the only guy I can talk with 
about the March before last. Well, I guess he's the only person who still wants to talk 
about it period. People don't allow you enough time for recovery. The hospitals, for 
example, want you out as soon as possible. They try to convince you that childbirth is no 
big deal. I wanted to stay and eat banana splits for a few more days, but the nurses 
hoisted me out of the bed constantly to check for postpartum bleeding. Of course people 
are going to bleed more if you keep shaking their blood around constantly. Chip tries to 
understand even though I know it must be hard to imagine you're a woman when you have 
a hard enough time with the concept of being a man. 

Well, my old squeeze Dave sure didn't have any problems figuring out he was a 
man. The only problem was that other women didn't have that problem either. We kept 
getting these calls all the time, and I kept prancing all 5'8" of me right up to Dave and 
telling him that it better stop or he could wash his own smelly socks. He just kept giving 
me this blank look like he couldn't understand why I wouldn't want his private parts 
with another woman's private parts after they had been with mine. I would just smile 
sweetly like Mom always taught me and whisper, "God, please punish this man," under 
my breath. Well, one day we went shopping and bought the usual: Tuna Helper, hot 
sauce, window cleaner, Dijon mustard, Ajax so that I could scrub the scum off the tub 
every Saturday, Grape Jelly, and Pop-tarts. For some reason, neither one of us ever 
remembered to buy bread or peanut butter. I think it's because I was an only child and 
Dave was always the favorite. Or maybe it's because Dave can't get his mind off his kid 
and ex-wife. I did what Mom always told me to do and smiled again, making my face 
soften into white cake frosting. You must be nice if you want men to marry you. 

I forgot to mention one thing--1 bought a fifth of Vodka and forgot the orange 
juice. I haven't thought about the shape of a Vodka bottle in my hands in a long time. 
Well, that night I didn't remember the shape of the Vodka bottle changing shape, the neck 
turning fleshy. Maybe I didn't even touch it at all. Bastard. He wasn't even considerate 
enough to insert my diaphragm for me. I suppose if he wouldn't even touch it when it 
was washing in the sink with my panty hose, covered with soap, I couldn't expect him to 
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pick it up, figure out which tube said "toothpaste" and which said "contraceptive cream" , 
place a teaspoon-sized glob in the concave part, fold it over like a taco, and try to get it 
to slide in without unfolding first. Too complicated for him. When I missed my second 
period at the end of February (Happy late Valentine's Day!), I tried to approach him 
nicely as he dipped his finger into the luke-warm Ragu spaghetti sauce, reaching around 
me like I wasn't there. "Dave", I said, "I think there is a problem". No answer. "I've 
missed my second period today, and I'm always regular". 

"I have to take a piss, said Dave. 
He returned with the red bathroom plunger, the one I used when I puked 

occasionally. "Maybe this will get it out", he said coming toward me with the red rubber 
cup. 

It must have been a reflex action because all I can remember is the jar of grape 
jelly exploding like a cow's intestines all over the wall, inches from Dave's head. 

*** 

The plane trip back to Mom's was nice, even though I felt a little queazy from the 
air turbulence. But when we flew above that cloud layer, my stomach settled and I tried 
to imagine mo~ement between my pelvic bones. The stewardess asked me if my seatbelt 
was on too tight because I kept staring down at my lap. "No", I said, "I'm doing just fine". 



G. W. Lewes 

Create the scene, she told herself. Concentrate on where you are. Think of your 
footsteps, listen to them. They're a rhythm, a consistency. That's what you need. 

Lub, thud; lub, thud; lub, thud. They're a heartbeat, she told herself. They're 
the heartbeat of your soul-mate - someone so like you that their heartbeat matches your 
foot steps. 

She was much calmer now, as she looked around. No evidence of her pre
conceived, perfectly designed life intruded into the corner of the world it had yet to 
conquer. She was safe for a while. 

She loved this side of the world, the way her feet sank into the soft, solid earth 
beneath her. She loved the sweet-sounding suction that was always present, an intricate 
part of the rhythm. It was a gentle resistance, not quite a hindrance but a passive 
encouragement to resist the unavoidable progression. 

She gazed across the dormant field into the hazy trees whose branches strived to 
encase themselves in the blissful gentleness that surely was found in the clouds. It will 
be spring soon, she told herself, and things will seem better. It was starting to snow 
again now. 

Enveloped in her thoughts, she'd paid no heed to where she was going until that 
damned dog barked, forcing her bubble of serenity to violently burst. She'd always been 
afraid of dogs. This one never left its yard to walk upon the road, merely barked as 
though she were going to do something more adventurous than walk by, like she always 
did. The panic awakened again, and seized her chest. She'd have to begin all over. 

She longed to have someone beside her, though it wasn't that she disliked being 
alone. She feared it, knowing it was different inside herself than inside other people. 
Besides, she reminded herself, you don't feel comfortable around others. The 
conversation always seemed to get tangled up in her teeth. When one spends such time 
encased in dreams and silences, one isn't always sure just what to say. 

The road had ended now. She had walked too quickly. Though she could feel the 
cold tickle her extremities, she was sorry to have to turn back. The road was never long 
enough. She wondered if it ever would be. It was different from the normal cold, the one 
that lurked in the depths of her soul. This cold was real. With it, she could always 
depend on feeling. 

As often happened, she'd become so immersed in herself that she forgot to notice 
her flawless surroundings until the small, half-frozen brook choked out a greeting to 
her. Nature didn't seem to mind this neglect - almost submitted to it - as the twilight 
haze descended upon the earth. She once again noticed the tired but majestic houses that 
sparsely bordered the quiet road. They stood as the foreboding resistance to the silent, 
ever-approaching realm of modernization. 

Though she visited this world often, she didn't know any of its inhabiters. The dog 
she repeatedly confronted never recognized her. Maybe, she told herself, you're a 
different person everytime you visit. Or, maybe, you don't really exist at all. 

Her house was in sight now. She could scarcely see it hidden among the other 
exactly spaced, immaculately designed houses that were united in the admirable effort to 
gain perfection. The world that lay before her, her world, was funny, actually. She 
knew none of its citizens either. The facade of perfection was just that, a facade. Each 
house was contained in its space, and its inhabiters were trapped in their isolation by 
their quest for perfection. The humorous part was, no one but herself seemed to know. 

This revelation seemed, oh so funny to her, and she met an overwhelming urge to 
laugh and laugh and laugh and laugh ... 

But the laugh got lost somewhere and all that came out was an uncontrollable sob. 
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