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European Exile
Dan Rohde

Black figures in frayed coats

less individuals than shapes

on cobblestone streets where twisted dogs
cavort and growl at passersby

in the grayleaf cluttered park

against the fuzzy dark background

with pieces of disjointed stories

impossibly strange depths of field

kneeling men praying by a rocky sea

as a horse nods in sad agrimony

stand long hands cover a shrouded corpse
by broken boards piled at obtuse angles
that stretch to a lonely vanishing point

of disturbing shadow episodes

of half clothed torsos, arms and legs

that sit on smooth walled empty corners
where men ascend through powdery clouds
like skyrockets in the afternoon

and ridiculous white paper faces

wrapped like a baby in a cold straw basket
left in a wet deserted alley

by shiny knives and broken bread crust
and a chiffon blond who stretches backwards
by a smashed grill of a compact car

while sharp claws of a dangling crow
project a consoling embrace upward

and a beer gut loses his precious balance
as more historical debris drifts

like salty dust through his silhouette

and breaks over a swirling wave
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more victims of cut granite and wire
seen from a hovering gull’s eye

at television suppertime

on shelves ripped by straight steel rods
and graceful after currents lost

like a baboon’s painful bite

as a bum freezes at the last bus stop
before the angular blizzard

wanders past the ancient building
reflecting distorted images

scraped into the pelting rain

and the one armed man pretends to die
casting twisted fearful glances

over slickened pavement shoulders
lying exhausted by Grecian columns
like alabaster stiffened backs

fractured from the constant strain

of kissing cemetery statues

among the grassy wooden pools.



First Light
Ralph David Samuel

Ring seen edgewise seams the world around,
subversive shaft equivocal in dust
descended from a story high above,

each day’s arc inscribed invisible in stone
but for one who wakes each morn in dark,
awaits each first dim radiance of dawn
still subtle even in her dusk of years

with chalk she marks each hard-bent hour,
supplicates her saints for strength

to snuff that light burns past her eyes
within to wounds in palm and sole,
forfend from thoughts beyond these walls,
beatify in this her single task

recorded thus, faint mineral
acknowledgment of faith.




Saturday

Rosa Flores

Isabel woke to the muffled sound of her daughter’s alarm
in the next room. She opened her eyes slowly, listening to the
beep-beep-beep of the alarm as she stared up at the ceiling.
The alarm finally stopped and the creaking of bedsprings could
be heard. Isabel watched the dark ceiling slowly lighten from
the rising sun as sounds of running water drifted over. She
could see the small cracks in the plaster and the outline of the
ceiling fan that didn’t work. The flush of a toilet reverberated
through the pipes in the walls and she slowly began to get up.
Her eighty-year-old bones ached as they always did every
morning when she began each day.

Maricel would start making breakfast soon, and Isabel
always ate when the food was still hot. Not like Manuel,
Maricel’s husband, who slept until ten every day and ate the
morning meal cold. “He’s waiting until the shop can hire him
back, Mama,” Maricel said. “Business isn’t doing well, so they
had to lay off some of the mechanics. But they promised that
they would call Manuel as soon as things got better.” In the
meantime, Maricel worked double shifts in the hospital. She
went to work earlier and came back home later during the
weekdays. As the bills kept coming, she decided to work more,
and today was her first Saturday shift.

Isabel didn’t understand why Manuel couldn’t look for a
job while he waited. He could work at a supermarket, a store,
even a carwash since he was supposedly good with cars. But
each day he lies on the sofa watching TV or fixes his car.
Salvador was never like this. He always found work and always
had enough money for them. Whether it was plowing rice fields
or fixing fence posts, Salvador provided. But Maricel was only
a baby then, and never knew what Salvador was like. The war
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took him away too soon, and Isabel supposed this was why
Maricel married a man who preferred to let his wife work while
he stayed at home. Maricel never learned what a husband was
supposed to be. But Isabel said nothing.

After using the bathroom, she made her way to the
kitchen, where Maricel was cooking eggs and toast. The light
was coming in the dining room window now, and Isabel could
see the long brown grass of the lawn outside. She thought of
the rich green blades surrounding the house in the Philippines,
and how Salvador always made sure to cut and fertilize them.

“Mama, I have to go now, but just help yourself, and can
you please put the leftovers in the tupperware for Manuel?
Irene said she won’t be eating in this morning.” Maricel was
already heading back to her room. Isabel reached for a plate
in the cupboard above the stove, then scooped some scrambled
eggs onto it. She took a fork from the dish rack and shuffled
with the plate in her hand to the dining room table.

She slowly lowered herself onto a seat and started eating.
The morning light filled the dining room, and as she looked
down at the eggs, she thought of the soldiers. They were
walking in a line that seemed to go on for miles. The sun was
directly overhead and the air was still. Some of them were
staggering and had to be helped by other soldiers. There were
Americans and Filipinos—all of them dripping with sweat and
flanked by Japanese soldiers with guns and bayonets. She saw
no beginning or end to the line. Suddenly there was a shout
and they all stopped. There was more shouting and they sat
down. The Japanese soldiers, carrying crates of eggs, moved
around the prisoners and handed each of them an egg. There
was more shouting, followed by silence and no movement from
the prisoners. Isabel, standing with the women in the rice fields,
watched.

Slowly, a few soldiers at a time cracked their eggs against
the ground. She saw the orange yolk ooze onto the dirt, and
then start frying on the road. More and more of them cracked
their eggs and cooked them on the dirt. They ate with their
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fingers and with no water. Those that hadn’t cracked their
eggs were poked with guns and shouted at until they did so.

“Bye, Mama, I’ll be back this afternoon. My number at
Kapi‘olani is on the fridge.” Maricel grabbed her purse from
the table and rushed toward the front door. The back hem of
her nurse’s uniform was coming down, but before Isabel could
say anything, Maricel was already outside and getting into the
car. She drove off and Isabel pushed herself off from the table
to get a glass of water.

Salvador always brought fresh water from the pump. He
loved using it. He built it himself when they were first married,
and they were one of the few families in the province who had
one. Almost everyone else they knew had to bring their water
in from wells. She used to tease him that the pump was his
second baby. He always took good care of it. Whenever it
rained, he tried to cover it as best he could to keep it from
rusting. He often polished it, and it was always shiny, even on
the day the soldiers came and his blood splattered all over it.

Footsteps sounded on the hall and her granddaughter Irene
appeared in the dining room wearing a tight black blouse with
black pants and high shoes that all the young girls seemed to
be wearing. She stood by the window, looking outside.
“Morning Gramma,” she said, still looking outside the window.
Just then, the booming noise of a car stereo was right outside
in the driveway, and Irene hurried toward the door. “Bye,”
she said as she went outside. Isabel returned to the dining room
and glimpsed the familiar purple car that was so low that it
looked as if it were hugging the ground as it drove away with
its loud music. She knew it was some boy picking up Irene,
but she never saw who it was because the silver tint on the car
windows always reflected the sunlight so sharply.

The pump was shining when the Japanese soldiers ordered
Salvador to kneel down next to it. Isabel was held back in the
doorway by another soldier while the baby screamed and
screamed in the bedroom. Isabel looked down at Salvador as
the gunshots began and she saw the blood splash against the
pump. She stared as the sunlight glinted off the metal and made

10
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the blood look redder and darker. She continued to stare long
after the soldiers were gone and long after the baby finally fell
silent. She stared and stared until the sky was dark and the
metal no longer shined.

Isabel finished her eggs and carried her plate and cup to
the sink. She washed them, then transferred the eggs in the
pan and the rest of the toast into a tupperware. She then slowly
made her way back to her room, which was filled with sunlight.
She turned on her old television and turned the dial until she
found a clear station. She sat down on the chair in the middle
of the room, and watched an endless series of commercials,
cartoons, and movies. None of them ever made any sense to
her, but she spent every day like this, until Maricel came home.
She heard Manuel later on shuffling around the house and
then tinkering with his car again, but did not move until she
heard her daughter come in hours later when the light in her
room was dimming.

Isabel made her way into the dining room again and sat
down. She listened to Maricel talk about her day to Manuel,
and listened to Manuel say again that the shop hadn’t called
yet, but it should be any day now. Then the booming sound
flooded the driveway, and Isabel saw the purple car through
the dining room window. Irene stepped out of the passenger
side and walked around to the driver’s window. She leaned
down and another head leaned out of the window as she and
the boy kissed. When Irene pulled away, Isabel saw the boy’s
face for the first time.

“What is he?” she said slowly. Maricel and Manuel
stopped what they were saying.

“What, Mama?” asked Maricel, surprised.

“What is that boy?”

Maricel and Manuel looked out the window. “That’s
Irene’s boyfriend,” said Manuel.

“What is that boy?” Isabel repeated in a louder voice as
Irene came in through the door.

“Huh?” said Irene, looking at her parents.

11




Hawai‘i Review

“I said, what is that boy?” Isabel said even louder. “What
is he? Tell me!” she demanded.

They were all staring at her. Irene said nervously, “He’s
Japanese, Gramma.”

Isabel stared straight ahead. There was silence for an
eternity, until she got up from the table and shuffled back to
her room. She laid down on her bed and closed her eyes and
kept them closed as the light dimmed all around her.

12



Sleeping Out
Stephen Guppy

Each year, in faltering summer, we move
out of our parents’ lives, into the bare, browning spaces
of all the identical lawns in the suburb, each yard

flowing endlessly back
through the past toward forests
so dense that they emanate

silence and darkness, the whole of the night
as it seeps through our tents. We watch
from the border of light as our parents

repeat familiar rituals, passing |
from room to room, fastening '
screen doors and shutting off lights.

The windows flash their semaphore
from house to house; then finally
our rows of neat yards bleed into fields—

primordial, devoid of light,
pure night below the arc of stars,
under which, with the mindless grace of beasts,

we sprawl across our sleeping bags
and breathe the smell of canvas. In their beds,

our parents lie like stones, their dreams

a dark topography
through which our whistling voices speak

13 |
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like wind at an open window. When the last

of the bedroom lights
dulls out, and the frayed whip
of stars burns its weal down our backbones,

we rise out of childhood, our cocks
and budding breasts alert, and folding back
the canvas like a caul, a spent

cocoon, go out,
aimless through the barren streets
of heaven, so transparent

in our stone-washed jeans
and t-shirts dyed the colour of sky
the blue cones of the streetlights pass

clear through us, and the river
of hours we wade through
leaves no watermark on our skin.

Our sneakers utter nothing
as we pad between the sidewalks
wordless, feral, freed of the weight

of our parents’ irremediable desires, we recover
the primitive desire to walk the earth
in darkness, neither hunters

nor the prey the hunter’s
mind creates, but merely
what is left when the diurnal self

goes liquid; boils clear; reveals

the simple animal need
to be, to breathe

14
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in moon-white air the ozone scent
of our own youth, honed by midnight
to a knife-edge. Unafraid, we prow! the sleeping lawns

of our neighbors, wanting nothing
but to lean against their doors like the ghosts
of unremembered passions; to listen

for their gentle, unreflective breath; to hear them
turning like silt in their mineral beds—
adult bodies warm as soil,

though ossified, made rigid
by the weight the needing heart creates, the terrible
gravity of loving. Toward dawn, when the first

of our fathers has risen from sleep
and is already groping his way
through the unlit rooms

of habit, we return to our sleeping selves,
breathing in bell-tents. Curled up
in our duck-down bags, with only

a flag of unruly hair breaking the chrysalis,
we wait as the world

re-discovers its borders, maps out

stark perimeters

of fence and drive

and dew-wet lawn, our bodies already

becoming stone, hard ore in alluvial rivers.

15




Walking

Moyshalé Rosencrantz

Maybe it happened, maybe it didn’t, that the old Jew now
sitting before you was once a young boy in Tsaritsyn, who
dreamed of becoming a sculptor. He would wander down the
aisles of his father’s warehouse turned chocolate factory,
inhaling the rich smell of chocolate that drowned out the odor
of sweaty armpits as the workers ruffled his hair. He watched,
fascinated, as hot, thick fluid poured out of a vat and into
identical metallic molds. These rolled through the cooler unit
and, emerging on the other side, were cracked open, only to
reveal rabbits, soldiers, and bears. But his favorite post was
the next-to-last one, where the expert bony fingers of a wizened
magician, chatting to himself in a soft, sing-songy voice as he
worked, decorated the chocolate beings with red ribbon. The
greatest imaginable crime, at the time, was to bite off the head
of a chocolate rabbit at tea-time.

Maybe it happened, maybe it didn’t, that when soldiers
with red bandannas first came parading down the Tsaritsyn
streets, the boy yelled for joy, because they were so much like
the familiar chocolate soldiers decorated in red ribbon. But he
soon learned, to his horror, that he was the son of a bourgeois.
The younger workers began calling his father a dirty Jew behind
his back. Later, as Tsaritsyn turned into Volgagrad and their
communese grew more fluent, they chortled “businessman”
and spat on the floor as soon as he moved out of hearing range.
The boy was forbidden from entering the warehouse. His father
claimed it was for his safety. But, sitting bored on the banks of
the Volga one afternoon, the boy suddenly cringed, for he
understood that his father was impotent in the face of such
treatment, and was humiliated that his own son should see
him so. It was the last time the boy climbed over the fence to
steal mulberries from the neighbor’s yard.

16
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One Sunday morning before sunrise, the boy was woken
up by his mother, who told him in a sleepy voice that his father
was waiting for him downstairs. He scrambled down the silent
staircase, past the murmuring voices from behind his
grandparents’ bedroom door, and into the kitchen, where a
steaming bowl of porridge was already laid out for him. His
father soon entered the room with a large folder tucked under
his arm. “Eat quickly,” he said, pulling his watch out from his
coat pocket. “I need your help this morning.”

They left the house a few minutes later, the boy carrying a
simple wooden chair, the father with his folder, a wooden stand,
a big jar of ink and a set of pens. It was still gray out when they
arrived at market square. The boy was made to place the chair
in a spot facing the large statue of Lenin newly erected in the
middle of the square. His father settled down to draw, telling
his son to stay within sight. An hour or so later he called the
boy over, and they carried the materials to a spot facing Lenin
from a new angle. The father sat down again to draw, stroking
his thick beard, rubbing his arms briskly and muttering to
himself. The sun had recently cleared the low buildings, and
cast long shadows across the cobblestones from this sitting
man and the statue he faced, while the boy, shivering, played
at marbles with small stones. Two additional shadows neared—
two old babushkas who, when seeing the drawing, contorted
their facial features as though wringing a drenched cloth. One
muttered a prayer as they walked away, leaving an empty square
behind them. The father called the boy over yet again, and a
third spot was found. A ruddy young soldier soon arrived, and
patted the man’s shoulder as he would a little boy’s. Other
passersby began appearing, but most glared silently. Only two
drunks, one with an amputated leg, stayed longer than most,
singing messy excerpts from revolutionary songs. The vegetable
dealers began arranging their goods on rugs spread over the
cobblestones. One last time the boy was made to move the
chair. The square was by now teeming with activity; he was
bored and embarrassed, but dared not show it on his face.
Then, at mid-morning, his father finally packed his materials

17
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up unceremoniously, and called over to the boy. Together they
returned home, carrying four alternative views of Lenin.

A month later, a single miniature chocolate Lenin emerged
from the cooler unit to join ranks with the rabbits and bears.

When communist officials first came knocking on the
family door, they were offered the family’s best vodka. An older
fat man with a thick, moist mustache drank glass after glass.
A younger man, with tightly drawn skin and thick glasses sipped
his with impatience. The father next brought out a box, and
nervously unveiled the chocolate Lenin. The older man burst
out laughing, gathering the boy’s sisters to his flanks and
prodding his comrade to a nervous giggle. After a long pause
of uncomfortable silence, the young man put down his
unfinished glass and said, “You don’t expect a chunk of
chocolate to erase a lifetime of bourgeois crime?” Then they
left. The boy’s father sat silent for a moment, oblivious to his
family, who were all staring at him with expectant eyes. Then
he burst out into loud, obnoxious laughter, and bit off Lenin’s
head in a single bite. The boy immediately burst out crying.
His mother and older brother both began shouting at once,
and his big sisters went to play quietly in one corner while his
grandmother sobbed in the other. Not even his grandfather
could be spared to comfort him. The old man simply gazed
out the window into the distance. Two weeks later the officials
arrived again, this time accompanied by soldiers with red
bandannas, and papers forcing the boy’s father to sign factory
ownership over to the state. It was the beginning of a decade
of watery potato soup.

Somehow, his mother managed to keep a strength that
was in her bones, but at a dreadful cost, for daily the marrow
drained a drop more of her sweet liveliness. She became bitter
and infected her children. His father shuffled from one odd
job to another, a new wrinkle appearing in his forehead each
time his ‘past’ was discovered. From time to time, especially
after a particularly vehement argument between man and wife,
the boy’s grandfather would call him into his room, and have
him close the heavy door solemnly behind him. The old man

18
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would then produce the heavy front door key from his pocket,
tie it carefully to one end of a string, and tie the other end of
the string to his middle finger. Then he would consult his oracle
with a deep, mysterious voice.

“Will my zucko yankele grow up to be big and strong?”

The boy, sitting before his grandfather on the immense
bed, stared fixedly at the key with his mouth wide open. It
wavered chaotically at the end of the string, but gradually grew
more regular in its movements, and finally settled into a circular
motion.

“Will he marry a fat, ugly woman?” asked the grandfather
again.

The key once again began its chaotic wavering, but this
time settled into a pendular motion.

“Go ahead,” said his grandfather, instantly resuming his
normal voice, “ask it a question. What is it you want to know?”

The boy was shy at first, but finally asked, “Did Sima
steal my favorite marble?”

“Ha, ha,” answered his grandfather. “Is that a question
worthy of the key?”

“But I know it’s her, because I saw her giggling when I
told Mommy about it,” he whined. “Anyway, she’s a liar,
because Vanya told me that his big sister said that Sima told the
dance teacher her daddy was a worker in the big bread factory.”

“Humph!” his grandfather answered. “A baker. We’ll see,
we’ll see if it comes to that. Still, I don’t think the key wants to
get involved in your marbles. It likes big, philosophical
questions.”

“Grandpa,” the boy then asked, giggling, “is there a
God?”

“Is there a God?” his grandfather repeated incredulously.
He looked puzzled for a moment. Then he cleared his throat,
and asked in the deep, mysterious voice: “Is there a God?”
The key circled “yes.” He seemed relieved.

“My schoolmistress, Elena Nikolaevna, said there isn’t,”
retorted the boy. “She said God was invented by the bourgeoisie
to keep the workers from complaining.”

19
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His grandfather put on a bemused expression. “Do you
even know what a bourgeois is, zucko yankele? Your
grandfather is much older than Elena Nikolaevna. And the
key is even older than your grandfather. So if the key says
there’s a God, there’s a God.”

“I don’t believe it,” the boy answered, “because I yelled
the forbidden name out loud the other day on the way back
from school, and then ran really quickly just in case a lightning
bolt would come down from the sky, but nothing happened.”
His grandfather feigned surprise. Suddenly the boy got excited.
“Ask it, Grandpa, will I be a sculptor when I grow up?”

“Will Leo Yoseylevich be a famous sculptor when he
grows up?” echoed his grandfather. The key wavered for a
long time indecisively, but finally circled “yes.”

So it was that, at the age of nineteen, the boy, headstrong
and gaunt, hopped onto the train to Astrakhan, with a suitcase
containing a reluctant letter of recommendation from his high
school art teacher and smaller samples of his sculpture delicately
wrapped in undershirts.

* ¥

He arrived at the state art institute and displayed his wares
to a group of critical professors. After a long discussion he
was led to a low cabin, given a block of clay, and told to sculpt
alongside four other candidates. Eager to please, he slowly
transformed the block of clay into the head of a luckless,
loquacious young mother sitting up front. A much older man
drew a sketch of her just beside him, but often paused to look
at Leo’s work, making an occasional encouraging remark.
Meanwhile, the tallest of the candidates, with a physique of a
cossack, engaged the woman in conversation. He seemed fully
at ease talking to a woman, and Leo, who didn’t dare to say a
word, was disconcerted, and full of envy and admiration. Her
husband, it seemed, had died fighting the White Army, and
she now had to earn her living modeling for the institute. Her
name was Irina Ivanovna. She modeled, she answered, on
Tuesday and Thursday afternoons. Leo’s heart was still
thudding when he left the cabin.

20
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When he returned on a Tuesday two weeks later to learn
the decision regarding his admission, a young clerk shuffled
through a batch of see-through papers, pulled one out, and
said: “Leo Yoseylevich Smilansky?”

“Yes,” Leo answered eagerly, almost before the clerk had
closed his mouth.

“The son of Yosey Davidovich Smilansky, bourgeois,
factory owner?”

Leo tensed up. “My father is the owner of nothing,” he
responded bitterly. “I’ve been eating watery potato soup for
the past eleven years.”

“The committee,” continued the young clerk without
raising his head from the paper, “finds your past besmirched
with guilt and therefore unsatisfactory. You nevertheless
impressed one senior member, who has a penchant for such
deviant views, I might add, with what he called the ‘talent and
maturity’ displayed in our first interview. He asked that you
be given a second chance. After much deliberation, it was finally
decided that your sullied past may be ignored, thus allowing
you admittance to a trial month, if—” He looked up for the
first time from his papers, and was greeted by a tightly drawn
face flushed with anger. “—if you join the communist youth
league as an active member in parallel to your studies.”

Spittle consisting of eleven years of watery potato soup
landed on the clerk’s floor. Leo stormed out.

He marched past a series of identical low cabins, all with
long rows of dirty windows, his head still spinning with
emotion. His immediate instinct was to make a quick exit, but
the art institute was attractively situated on a forested hill
overlooking the Caspian Sea, and the sun was just then
disappearing behind the tallest pines. So he slowed his pace
down and turned towards a clearing on the flank of the hill,
proud of his reaction but still shaking with nervous excitement.
Beyond the fact that he was now barred from art school and
the profession he had always dreamed of, he had finally shown
his resentment to a representative of the system which had
ruined his family. Would the clerk file a complaint? Should he

3
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go back and apologize before the damage was irreparable? But
when he visualized the clerk’s proud, mocking face and
condescending voice, he was overcome by a renewed burst of
anger. He arrived at the clearing. Heavy steamboats carrying
coal were making their slow way across the calm waters towards
Astrakhan. It would not be long, he felt, before word of his
conduct would find its way into government files, and he would
be excluded from social life forever, if not jailed on an official’s
whim. He had barely left his parents’ house and already he
was deep in the muck. What would his father say? He leaped
at the sound of the distant barks of a farm dog, and looked
hurriedly behind him, already imagining the police at his heels.

On his return down the hill, his temper calmed by the
lowering sun and the smell of pines, his path wound towards
the cabin where Irina Ivanovna had modeled two weeks
earlier. The afternoon was growing darker; he had an urge to
leap up and catch a glimpse of whatever was inside, but held
himself back. If she were to be looking in his direction, were
to see his face popping ridiculously in and out of view? He
thought of settling down on the opposite doorstep to write a
letter to his grandfather instead, begging him to sanction his
hot-headedness, but realized he had no ink to write with. No
ink? Before he could stifle his crazy impulse, he knocked on
Irina’s cabin. A moment or two later the door was curiously
opened by a tall, elderly man, the same who had been drawing
beside him two weeks earlier. Behind him, sprawled on a divan
and gripping a nearby shawl to inadequately hide her naked
body from the intruder, was Irina. “Yes?” the man asked.

Leo blushed, and would have run away if he could. It had
never struck him that Irina might have to model nude, and he
clenched his fists with anger and indignation while fighting an
urge to stare in her direction. The man repeated, with a curious,
searching glance, “Yes, can I help you?”

“I...Iwas writing a letter,” Leo answered, at a loss for
words. “I...Iran out of ink.”

“Hey, wait a minute. You’re the young man who came in
to sculpt two weeks ago, aren’t you? Very impressive, very
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impressive. I’'m glad to see you here,” said the man, “past all
the bureaucratic procedures. You were quite a way beyond
all the others. But then I had to hold quite an argument for
you, boy, quite an argument for you. Jewish and bourgeois—
you’ve got guts, I like that.” Behind the man was a dark,
romantic unfinished painting with Irina at its center.

Leo stood uncertainly at the door. “I’m sorry to disturb
you in your painting, sir. Madam,” he said, tipping his cap to
Irina but looking down at the floor. “I’m really most grateful
for your support. I must be going now, it’s getting dark . . .”

The man turned towards a cabinet in one of the corners.
“But your ink-—" A bell was ringing in a nearby building. “You
can get dressed, Irinichka, my dear,” he continued loudly while
scavenging through the cabinet. “It’s too dark to paint anymore,
and it’s near the curfew on oil. Our Micha will be here any
minute to check on us.” Then he returned with an ink jar in his
hand, pausing to turn the easel so that it faced away from the
door. When he reached Leo, he said quietly, “A bit put aback by
seeing a naked lady, my lad? You’ll get used to it soon enough.
Think of it as one of the side benefits that come with the
profession. You’re one of us now!” He winked, and resumed
his loud, obtrusive voice, “Anyway, I truly hope we’ll be getting
a chance to work together as your studies advance. But I'm sorry,
I didn’t make any presentations. I’'m Pavel Sergeievich, and my
beautiful assistant—Irina Ivanovna, come and meet . . .” She
was crouched behind the divan, getting dressed.

“Leo Yoseylevich,” Leo blurted, stepping inside. He
glanced furtively up in her direction and quickly glanced down
again.

“Yes, yes, Leo Yoseylevich, so it is,” the old man muttered,
shaking his head in disbelief.

Irina came over in a simple dress, still barefoot. “Very
pleased to meet you,” she said formally. She shook his hand
with feminine lassitude, hardly touching it at all. Leo felt a
shiver rise inside of him.

The jingling of keys at the doorway made him turn sharply
around. There, keys dangling from his index finger, stood the
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clerk. He noticed Leo as soon as he entered. “You!” he cried,
then caught his breath for a few moments. “You low-down
scoundrel! Trying to make up for your detestable actions by
buttering up to Pavel Sergeievich. Well, he saved your skin
once, but he’ll never manage to do it again. Not after what
you’ve done. I've filled out an official complaint form, and it
won’t be long before the police will catch up with you. Out!
Out!”

“Sir,” said Leo, stuttering, but somehow finding the
courage within to respond. “I had no intention, as you
insinuate, of trying to get anything more out of the honorable
mister here. Except for a jar of ink.” He lifted the ink jar to
eye level. Irina giggled, causing the clerk to turn white.

Pavel seemed puzzled. “AmI to understand that this young
man has refused admission?”

“Refused?” responded the clerk. “His admission is no
longer even an object of discussion. This bourgeois pig spit on
my floor when I suggested that, in order to show some concrete
proof of his loyalty to comrade Stalin and the Soviet people,
he join the Komsomol.”

“This cannot be true,” said Pavel, looking incredulously
at Leo.

“I'm sorry if I appear unthankful,” Leo answered, turning
to Pavel. “I'm really very grateful that you gave me your
support. But my family has suffered a lot and for no good
reason. My father was in full support of the empowerment of
the proletariat. I’'m sure comrade Stalin wouldn’t have approved
of the label we were branded with.”

“He talks well now,” the clerk retorted. “If you could
only have seen him earlier this afternoon.”

“I can’t deny that I spat on this man’s floor in a moment
of anger,” Leo continued desperately, “but his accusations were
truly unjust—”

“It’s unfortunate,” said Pavel, addressing himself to the
clerk, “that such talent goes hand in hand with such insolence.
Come, Irina, my dear. It’s getting dark, I’'ll show you home in
my cart if you don’t mind.”
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Irina walked up and gave Pavel her arm. Leo was shocked
by their apparent familiarity, and surprised by the speed at
which Pavel had waved him off. “Madam,” Leo said, “please
tell them. You told us two weeks ago you, too, had suffered.
I’m not begging anyone for anything. I don’t even want to be
admitted here. Not in the kind of place where they make
ladies—”

“Really,” Pavel said, tugging on Irina’s arm, “I don’t see
any reason to involve the young lady in this matter.”

“I think you’ve nothing more to do here,” she said gently
to Leo, using a motherly sort of tone. “You’d best apologize
and leave if you want to stay out of trouble.”

Leo turned to the clerk, who immediately turned away,
and walked from oil lamp to oil lamp, extinguishing them one
by one. He paused in front of Pavel’s painting with a
disapproving grunt. Leo turned back to Pavel. “That man
doesn’t seem to want my apologies. As for you,” he said coldly,
“thank you again for your support, and I only hope this episode
hasn’t caused you undue annoyance.” With this, Leo marched
out, feeling horribly empty.

Fate had promised him he would work with clay. He was
therefore hardly surprised to find himself, a week later, sharing
a pot of bitter tea with the fellow members of his bricklaying
crew.

* % *

They were carefully marching heavy wheelbarrows in
single file towards the work site. They were busy constructing
ugly, featureless apartments, destined for communitivist living,
on the rustic main street of a sleepy village which was quickly
becoming an outer suburb. Curious children tended their goats
nearby, their younger siblings playing in the large piles of sand
and gravel. All day long, Leo mixed gravel and mud, hauled
bricks, lay putty, and lay row after row of bricks, thinking of
nothing and happy to be near simple children without a
grandiose future career. He soon realized his fellow workers
were uneducated Russians, all of whom shunned him for his
polished tongue and because he was a Jew. He worked like a
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devil to make the long, lonely mornings shorter, keeping well
apart from the others and brooding over Irina, imagining a
dozen heroic adventures by which he would save her from her
sad fate. As the days passed by, the cold grew less and less
bearable in the early morning. His hands were soon rough and
blistered with use. His face no longer marked him out from
the fellow workers.

He did finally write the letter to his grandfather, sitting
alone one evening in the barracks while the others emptied
bottles of vodka in the room next door, telling anecdotes and
laughing loudly. Once it was sent, he ran off to the post office
every day at lunch, hoping for an answer. Every day he exited,
disappointed, and walked glumly off to buy some bread.
Exhausted at the end of another such day, he didn’t believe his
eyes when he first saw what seemed to be the figure of his
grandfather approaching down the street towards the work site.

“Grandpa!” he yelled, when the figure came close enough
to be recognizable, and ran over to hug him tightly. It was the
first familiar face he had seen in over a month.

“I went to the barracks first,” his grandfather answered
breathlessly, “and they told me I would find you here. It’s quite
a walk! So,” he continued in a hoarse whisper, “laying bricks
for the communists. Is that any better than the Komsomol?”

Leo looked down in shame and didn’t answer.

“No, Levichka, there’s nothing to be ashamed about. It’s
not your fault. Come, let’s walk back to town and think of
what you could be doing with your life.”

They walked silently down the long road, inhaling the
cool, fresh air laden with the smells of pine trees and cow
manure. “How’s the family?” Leo finally asked.

“Not so good,” his grandfather answered. “Your parents
have no money to pay for your sisters’ education. And then,
there’s news of renewed pogroms in Saint Petersburg. Not even
Stalin does anything to stop them. And your older brother
was called away to the army.”

“Moyshalé? In the Red Army?”
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“It happened so quickly! In less than a week. Your turn
may come next.”

They passed the first house on the very outskirts of the
city.

“Leo,” his grandfather began again, “you come from a
family of rabbis and merchants. Do you want to spend your
life laying bricks?” There was a glimmer in his eyes.

Leo noticed the thick string to which the heavy front door
key was attached hanging around his grandfather’s neck. He
looked straight into his grandfather’s eyes. “Grandpa, I have
no choice. I don’t suppose you remember what that key of
yours promised me. It promised me I would be a famous
sculptor, didn’t it? But it didn’t say I would have to become a
communist first.”

“You didn’t ask,” his grandfather answered, laughing.
Then he turned serious. “But you don’t have to.”

“Mom and Dad need money,” Leo continued. “So, how
am I to go about earning that money?”

“Levichka, your brother isn’t a communist either, but that
won’t stop him from dying while fighting for the Red Army.
And money—no matter how much there is, there’s never
enough. But your cousin, Chaim, now, do you know where he
is? And the rabbi’s son, Mendl? They’re in Palestine, Leo, and
they’re building a country and fighting for their own people.”

Leo looked up, listening intensely. The glimmer was back
in his grandfather’s eyes. “Leo, your mother asked me to come
here and bring you back home with me. She says you’re the
only son she has left now. But I say, to the devil with this
country. There’s no home for us here. And there never will be.
I’'m too old to go anywhere else, or believe me, I'd be there by
now. Anyway, I won’t be around much longer, but it would be
a joy for me, lying on my deathbed, to know you were there
rather than here, laying bricks. Laying bricks for communists
is stupid. Laying bricks to build houses for your own people is
noble. . . .” It was funny, but all the other nights, Leo had
fallen asleep thinking of Irina. This night, lying on a couple of
coats on the floor and listening to his grandfather softly snoring
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on his workman’s bunk, she seemed to him vulgar and plain.
And he couldn’t fall asleep.

The next morning, Leo accompanied his grandfather to
the train station. “Now, Levichka,” his grandfather said in a
grave voice, just before the last call. “Whatever you do with
your life, just remember that when it comes to its end, and you
look back at the footprints you left in the sand, you want it to
be the firm, deep footprints of your own two feet!” He winked
just as the whistle was blown, and climbed up into his carriage.
Leo held back tears of loneliness and despair as the train moved
off. At lunch-time, he wandered aimlessly around, asked a
gentleman the time, and then ran off to a bakery to buy bread—
to his surprise, he saw Irina Ivanovna, for the first time since the
fateful encounter with the clerk, waiting in line, holding a young
boy’s hand in one hand and a picnic basket in the other. She
seemed strangely miscast in her role as a mother, this sensuous
woman who, the last time he saw her, was reclining naked on
a divan. “Irina!” he yelled, and immediately regretted it.

She turned with surprise, and looked a bit shocked to see
him. “You,” she said. “Leo, is it? It’s a relief to see you again.”
He felt stupid. He would have preferred never to see her again,
in fact, though her image had haunted his waking dreams. He
remembered his grandfather’s words, and they seemed so noble
alongside the actions of this beautiful woman who sold her
body to the communists. It was her turn to buy bread. He
tried to wave good-bye when she finished and walked to the
door, but she waited for him at the entrance. “I thought you
would have vanished by now,” she said in a near whisper when
he finally arrived.

“Vanished?” he asked, suddenly reflecting her shock.

“Every time the state police come to question us about
somebody, it’s the last we ever hear of him.” The boy was
tugging on his mother’s shirt. “I’'m sorry,” she said, “Alyosha
is hungry. This is my son, Alyosha.”

Leo dutifully scrutinized him. “He’s very handsome.”

“He takes after his father,” she answered. “Would you
like to join us for a picnic on the riverside?”
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Leo accepted. He was curious and frightened. They walked
along a bit awkwardly, the boy in between them. “Pavel and I
have been talking a lot about you,” she explained. “Usually,
we go up to see Pavel for lunch. He’s very well off—he always
has such good food. But today the art institute’s central planning
committee has a meeting with the culture minister from
Moscow, and are not to be disturbed.”

Leo nodded, but didn’t say a thing. Then she said, a bit
apologetically, “He really was impressed by your work. I hope
you understood that. He says it’s so rare to see a candidate
with taste. And originality. But then, you really must understand
that he couldn’t do anything more to help you.”

After a shy, thoughtful pause, Leo asked, “You and
Pavel—you’re not . . . together, are you?”

“It’s his greatest wish,” she answered simply. “I don’t think
I’ll refuse him for much longer.”

Leo shuddered.

They arrived at the park along the riverside. The leaves
of the birch and sycamore trees had already changed color.
Sitting on a bench, they each began cutting their bread and
goat’s cheese. “So,” Leo said, “the police have been inquiring
after me.”

“It’s that stupid clerk. All right, so you’re Jewish. But
isn’t it clear you’re an honest man from a decent family?”

“You really think anybody cares?”

“No,” she agreed. “We’ve lost many values.”

He ate quickly, preoccupied now by the thought of the
police. When he finished swallowing, he picked up a nearby
branch and began carving furiously. Alyosha ran off to play
with some other boys his age. Without looking at Irina, Leo
said, “Listen, why do you model naked up there?”

She flushed an angry look, and answered, “You have to
make a living somehow!”

“QOkay, so you do!” he said, lifting his arms in exasperation.
“But then why do you let a powerful man inside the system
seduce you? Do you want Alyosha to grow up telling on his
neighbors whenever they act out of principle?”
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“Leo, stop. My husband was a man who died for
communism. Any idealism I had died with him. I take whatever
I can now. For me and for my son. A nice father with a good
job and a safe position—what more could you ask for?”

“He’s at least thirty years older than you!”

“I said for me and for my son. I meant for my son.”

Leo kept carving in silence. “That’s too bad,” he finally
said. “You could have had any man you wanted.”

“He’d be wasting his time,” she said, sounding annoyed.
“I’'m not looking for romantic adventure or anything like it.
And certainly not with an idealistic boy, barely out of school,
ready to risk his life for the first noble cause that crosses his
path. I've had that already. . . . But I’'m glad you’re not in jail.
Pavel really was sorry to see you go, even if there was nothing
he could do about it. After all he did for you!” An overdressed
elderly man with sunglasses walked nearby and stared at them
keenly. She fidgeted. The boy came back and tugged on his
mother’s sleeve again, who, seeming to remember something,
pulled a small box of chocolates from her basket. She gave a
chocolate to the boy, and offered one to Leo as well. Leo
winced, and refused—the chocolates came from Volgagrad.
So she shrugged, and began packing her basket. “You’ll come
and visit us sometimes up on the hill, and tell us how your
life’s going?”

He said with renewed determination, almost anger, “No.
I’'m leaving.”

“Oh? You’re going home?” She seemed relieved.

“Russia has no home for the Jews and the unsuspecting
children of the bourgeoisie.”

“Where then?”

“I’'m leaving the country,” he said.

“You’re taking a ship?”

He smiled pensively. “I have no exit papers.” They stared
at each other for a short while, but he suddenly realized that,
although her familiarity was infectious, she was, after all, a
perfect stranger. He had the vague impression that she was
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afraid to be seen near him, and her son, seeming to share the
impression, nervously tugged harder than ever and whined.

“Im walking,” Leo finally said.

She said good-bye, then. He waved, and looked at her
figure, receding with a slow, sensual sway. But he felt immune.
She uses what little power she has to get what she can, he
thought. He got up, and slowly, feeling the push of the earth
as it came in contact with his feet, started walking back to the
work site. And so will I. Yet it was hardly a surprise when two
days later at work, a soldier arrived and began chatting with
Leo’s foreman.

* %

Upon arrival at headquarters, Leo was immediately led to a
small room with one high window and a simple wooden chair.
He was made to take a seat, and the door was shut. Many
long, cold minutes of silence later, the door opened again, and
the officer in charge arrived, smiling self-complacently, carrying
a paper in his hand. Behind him were two large brutes in
soldiers’ uniforms, red bandannas tied around their necks.

“Leo Yoseylevich Smilansky?” the officer asked.

“Yes sir,” answered Leo.

The officer then looked down at the paper, and began in
a slow, dry voice: “Your father was a bourgeois, the exploiter
of eighteen workers in a chocolate factory, hmmm? When the
state rightfully claimed for the people what was theirs, he
registered a complaint, no? arguing his loyalty to the cause. It
was a crock of shit. Not only had he underpaid his workers
for years, but your family continued, in secret, to celebrate
religious holidays, thus giving support to your people’s
ridiculous claim that there is a God. A high school instructor
confirmed to us your personal doubt with regards to the evils
of the bourgeoisie and the non-existence of God, as well as
your attempt to poison others by bringing these doubts up
publicly in the classroom. Recently, you were given the chance
to prove you had altered your misled beliefs. You were asked
something simple by a clerk at the state art institute, no?—to
join the Komsomol in return for admission. You spit on the
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floor in response. You later confirmed your everlasting
bitterness towards the cause of the revolution in front of this
same man and two others, whom you nevertheless managed
to influence to your favor with your forked tongue. Do you
have anything to say in your favor?”

Leo had been staring at the cracked cement floor all this
time. He became aware of the two hulks nearing on either
side. His tongue was frozen.

“I'see,” continued the officer in charge. “Nothing to refute
in my statement—"

“I’m sorry, sir,” Leo mumbled.

“What was that?” cried the officer, his voice suddenly
strident.

“I said ’m sorry, sir. I have displayed bitterness towards
the system which took my father’s work away. But I see now
that I was letting personal emotion cloud my judgment. Clearly,
the good of the workers was more important than my father’s
work.”

“Your father’s work? What work, comrade, what work?
Explain to me what your father did for a living?”

“My father managed a chocolate factory.”

“Your father sat in an office, counting rubles, while
eighteen workers sweated all day long to earn these very rubles
he counted. Is this not so?”

“It must be, sir,” answered Leo.

“You must remember the good vodka your family kept
for visitors, giving of it freely, for there were always more bottles
waiting where the first one came from! Do you think your
father’s workers had good vodka to offer their visitors?”

Leo didn’t answer at first. Then he mumbled, “I’m sorry,
I can’t remember that far back.”

But the officer interrupted him. “Your father was a
dangerous bourgeois pig. You yourself are a sign of the poison
he has fed those around him with. Repeat after me: my father
was a bourgeois pig!”

“My father was . . .” Leo couldn’t finish.

“I missed the end, comrade,” the officer said.
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“...was a bourgeois pig,” Leo squeezed out. “My father
was a bourgeois pig! My father was a bourgeois pig!” He kept
repeating it over and over, louder and louder. Strangely, he felt
a certain relief, as though he were throwing off heavy chains.

“Very good,” the officer finally said. “You see now that
you can hide nothing from us. And from this day on, we’re
watching every step you take.” He waited for these words to
sink in. “I’'m glad you were so good as to confirm my statement.
I thought as much. Please sign here.” Leo was given no time to
read the details. He signed, his hand shaking with anger. At
himself, at the officer, at the world. He regretted his act
immediately, worrying about the consequences for his mother
and sisters. Perhaps, if his grandfather had not come, he would
have done otherwise. Perhaps. But his life was filled with a
purpose now, a purpose which was burning in his soul, and he
didn’t imagine they would have let him go in peace if he hadn’t
signed. The officer then turned to the soldiers and said, in a
quieter voice, “Accompany him back to his workplace.”

The two hulks picked Leo up out of the chair, and carried
him out of the room, his feet barely grazing the floor. Outside
police headquarters, they led him, in a dignified manner, behind
a grocery store, where one braced his arms from behind while
the other kicked him and punched him until he lost
consciousness, and maybe even a bit longer.

When he woke up, squeezed between two barrels, he
managed to open his right eye to a narrow slit and see it was
early evening. He couldn’t get up. He let himself sink back
into unconsciousness.

In the middle of the night he woke up again, shivering,
from a feverish dream. Large bloodstains shaded his clothes
where they stuck to his bruises. He managed with some effort
to drag himself up, and hobbled to the corner of the building,
where he collapsed once again. One thought cheered him, and
he laughed and wheezed like a madman, coughing in between
breaths—he had not broken any bones or lost any teeth. He
ran his tongue all around his mouth to assure himself of this.
He then got up again, using the wall as a support, and began
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the miserable march through the empty streets of Astrakhan,
reaching the worker’s barracks and collapsing onto his bed
just before sunrise.

% 3k %

Yet even here his pause was a short one. Before the end of
the afternoon he was called into the foreman’s office. Little
was said. Leo was told simply that his ‘type’ wasn’t needed
among the workers. He was given his fair pay, and sent back to
the barracks to pack up his possessions and continue his
miserable, hobbling march, half carrying, half dragging his
suitcase. He stopped at the post office for a few minutes to
send a telegram to his parents. Then he took a street that led
westwards, the same which his crew took every day on their
way to the sleepy village. Near the construction site he slipped
into a footpath which ran behind a farmhouse, but at the last
house of the village he suddenly stopped.

We’re watching every step you take, the officer had said.

He took one step. Then another. Despite the pain all over
his body, he felt an incredible sense of freedom.

“I’'m walking,” he said to himself again, remembering his
proud words to Irina.

And walk he did.

Now, I may be nothing but an old, tired Jew, but I tell
you that the urge to walk is one of the deepest in man’s spirit.
That a paralyzed man, like a newborn infant, will walk if his
weight is sustained by another. Walking is good for the mind,
and walking is good for the circulation. It calms anger, it
alleviates despair. And it has the added advantage of leading a
man to new pastures. So that Leo just might find himself, two
years later, after having spent time in every Turkish and colonial
jail that lay in his path, crossing the border into Palestine.
Maybe he’ll reach it, maybe he won’t—nothing is ever sure.
But one thing is definite—if he does reach it, the first thing he
will do is to let out a loud yell. A yell which could well be
mistaken for a roar.
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Prisoners Knelt at the Arsenal—
Santiago de Cuba, 1889

Virgil Suarez

supposedly soldiers,
stripped down to under
shirts, torn pants,
shoeless, bound black
hands behind their backs,
toes dug into soft

mud as they kneel

facing this sepia

of bullet-ridden

walls, these pock-marks,
the one who refused

the blindfold reads

as though it is poetry,

the holes and burn marks
on the wall, lichens, years
of weather, ravaged,
ghostly formations,
riddles, one says to another,
this is how poets die,
listen . . . A great silence
fills the air as bullets
pierce skin, bone,

this brutal language,
mortal courage etched
everywhere, subterfuge,
bliss quiets brave hearts.
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Frowns with Fruit
Jennifer Tseng

Sometimes I think the most important part of this picture
is the oranges. We are in the backyard of our old house on
Redwood Drive. The four of us: me, Rosie, Mom and Dad.
It’s Christmas, which was always the worst holiday. All of us
are frowning at least slightly, even Rose. Usually before a
picture, Mother would tickle her to make her laugh. Mom
and Dad have the most pronounced frowns. Each has a
scrunched up place between their eyes. Rosie is in Mother’s
arms to the left. Mother is half-hidden or hiding behind Rosie’s
blue dress. Father is center, in a suit, a dark suit; stern and
composed, though he has just run from the tripod to join us.
I’m on the right, as always, away from the clump of them, but
still stranded in the same field of vision. 'm holding a big,
plastic walking doll.

We’re posed in front of the orange tree which is heavy
with fruit. Navel oranges, no seeds, just millions of them behind
us. There are at least ten in the space between my father and
me and two between his legs if you look. It is one of the few
childhood pictures I have of myself frowning and I like that
because I think it is a piece of a puzzle I lost somewhere. In
most of Father’s family portraits I am smiling with the rest of
them and my smile is always the biggest—radiant, all teeth—
just the kind he has ordered. But in this one I’'m frowning,
holding my new doll tightly with both hands, as if the two of
us have plans of our own. And then too, there’s something so
hopeful about those oranges, bursting with color above our
heads, between our legs, that seems to prove a world outside
us. A living, breathing, fruit-filled world. Thriving just fine
without us.
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Knee Deep
John O’Meara

I found out about farm life almost completely by accident.
Growing up in a coastal, tourist town in Massachusetts, I had
contact with farms only during intermittent, seasonal visits to
a cousin’s place in southern New Hampshire. There, I helped
my cousin with his firewood and his large garden and observed
nearby working farms from a distance. Although I learned little
or nothing about the skills necessary to farming, I did begin to
associate the occupation with the outdoors, with pungent smells
and striking sights, and with a constant interplay of meals and
sleep, tedium and joy. Later, as a young adult looking for work
after college, I found myself living in Wisconsin and sought
work in agriculture, so that I could work outside for a summer
and learn about the farms that comprised my immediate
environment.

My first farm job was on a small organic vegetable farm
near Lake Michigan, about half-way between Milwaukee and
Green Bay. We raised about twenty acres of vegetables, of every
type and variety that might possibly succeed in Wisconsin’s
extreme swings of climate and relatively rich soil. We used a
variety of tractors, implements, and hand tools, which had
been purchased at local junk yards, tag sales, or antique
dealerships, or haggled over at farm auctions. It was a pretty
farm, next to some wetlands, and neighbored on the north by
a series of small, steep hills. The farm buildings, of a picturesque,
early-twentieth-century mid-western variety, circled a verdant
farmyard where the chickens and cats could fight, and the
children play. On a concrete silo stood the outline of a place
where letters had prevented the concrete from fading in the
sun. The actual letters were long gone but the words
“Springdale Farm” could still be made out clearly enough.
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Three weeks after I was hired, the farmer, a devoted and
intelligent man, fell ill, leaving the hired help to temporarily
work his land. I quickly found myself working on my own
and loaded down with responsibility, which is just the situation
in which farmers often thrive. After another three weeks, I
was thinking about the twenty acres of vegetables and berries
as if the world spun around Springdale Farm. I was knee deep
into an obsession with farming, and would remain obsessed
for the next three years.

Over those three years, I came to know many farmers. They
all had plenty of responsibility, plenty of work, and they were
all deeply involved in their jobs, as if they had never seriously
considered another occupation. Although I have met a few bad
farmers, I have never met a farmer that approached his or her
work with complete indifference. It’s the sheer amount of work,
and the personal responsibility to livestock and plants, that makes
indifference an unlikely ingredient in the farmer’s work attitude.
Also, the amount of work on a farm tends to imprint itself
physically and psychologically on anyone that farms.

For sheer amount of work, and for unending responsibility,
the second farm that I worked on exceeded all others. It was a
large, family-owned, conventional dairy farm on excellent,
loamy soil in central Wisconsin, called Circle Pines Dairy. By
conventional, I mean that the farm used a variety of pesticides,
herbicides, fungicides, and chemical fertilizers to grow crops
and feed animals from year to year. I didn’t like this aspect of
the place but wanted to learn about cows and owned only a
roomful of zucchini and a couple hundred dollars, so I took
the only decent-paying job that I could find. Because of the
large amount of work that was done on a daily basis at Circle
Pines Dairy, the people who worked there stand out in my
mind as heroic, luminous figures, outlined larger than life
against a background of green alfalfa fields, rolling hills, and
towering, blue Harvestor silos.

There was Helen, the mother of the guy that ran most of
the farm. That first day of work, Thanksgiving Day, 1990,
Helen greeted me with a frank and worn smile at 6 a.m., after
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breakfast, as she put a milker on her tenth or twelfth cow of
the day. When I finally left that day at 11 p.m., Helen was still
on the job, milking the last ten or twelve cows of the day,
looking no more exhausted than she would ever look during
my five-month stay.

There was Paul, Helen’s husband, who had had the top
knuckles of all his fingers burned off while working on some
high tension wires in Indiana, but who still managed to raise all
the crops on the farm, winter, spring, summer, and fall. He often
clutched a cup of coffee, sported a worn, quilted flannel shirt
and a grin, and hovered around the big tractors whenever he
was awake, or whenever Helen hadn’t forced him to help with
one of the milkings. He would talk about the alfalfa, corn, or
hay with an almost frightening mix of hope and pride of
ownership but he wasn’t particularly fond of cows. The only
time that I ever saw him truly angry was when some
snowmobilers created indelible tracks across many acres of
alfalfa, killing the crowns that otherwise would have grown
again come spring. Bringing in the hay or silage all night long
or trying to unclog a silo unloader for several hours would only
add a hint of amazement to Paul’s cheerfulness, as if even he
were a little surprised at how long and patiently he could work.

The hours are often long on farms. At Circle Pines Dairy,
the members of the family that owned the place worked
eighteen hours a day on a regular basis, six or seven days a
week. The herdsman, Helen’s son, would take a day off once a
month to go off into town and get a haircut. On such a day, he
would still do the evening milking, which took about five hours.
Such long hours mean that if a person is to have a recognizable
identity, it must be defined either by work or by sleep.

The example of Circle Pines Dairy is extreme. Many other
farmers work regular hours and get a normal amount of sleep.
On the other hand, with banks often threatening foreclosure,
a farm must produce large amounts of milk, or corn, or melons,
or some other crop, or come up with a way of marketing
something in a new and profitable way, if that farm is going to
be economically viable. Doing that requires work. Working so
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much requires that a farmer be dedicated and find some pleasure
in the immediate surroundings of the farm or in the work itself.

For me, and I suspect for many farmers, pleasure scattered
itself fairly consistently, though sometimes in sparse amounts,
through even the longest work days. When I think back to the
most memorable moments of the past ten years, I find myself
remembering times I spent in agriculture. There was the time,
in a far northern, maritime climate, when I plowed a field
through a long New Year’s Day of winter twilight and mist so
that I could afterwards rest and enjoy a vacation for a few
days before moving on to another job. The soil was a heavy
clay and the plow was a little large for the tractor, so I had to
lift the plow out of the ground with the hydraulics every yard
or so, or the machine would stall; and I would end up plowing
until June. The result was that the tractor dipped and swayed
like a boat through the mist, creating shiny, sheer hillocks and
furrows that stretched farther and farther away as the day
progressed. Although plowing can be tedious work, that day
the work and the place conspired to create excitement in the
way that the tractor rolled, and in the way that the distant
treelines and hedges seemed to sometimes advance, sometimes
recede and hide in the mist.

I worked on farms partly because I became addicted to
such combinations of time, place, and motion. Also, I just
generally enjoyed the work, even though my enjoyment
sometimes balanced on the dull edge of tedium. It’s true that
most farming involves repetitive, difficult work, down in the
dirt and manure that is necessary for the production of food.
In fact, though, repetitive work, at least when performed
outdoors, sometimes takes on a meditative quality that any
canoeist, or surfer, or rower would recognize. Crouched in a
field of dew-covered spinach at dawn, munching on and cutting
spinach leaves, looking at the nearby deer that are filled with
envy, a farm worker is uncomfortable, or sleepy, or pained,
but also susceptible to moments of adrenaline-filled energy.

Many farmers thrive at their work, both psychologically
and physically. Even the people at Circle Pines Dairy, who
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plainly worked too much, were healthy. Helen, who was in
her sixties, was never sick, and would carry two five-gallon
buckets of milk across a large farmyard to feed the calves
whenever someone wasn’t around to stop her. Although she
worked the equivalent of at least two full-time town jobs, she
had the overall appearance and stamina of a person fifteen
years her junior. She claimed that her continued good health
hinged on continuing to work at a steady rate. She feared that
if she ever stopped working, her body would go into shock
and quickly deteriorate.

With vegetable farmers, the diet seems to contribute
considerably to good health. There are always a few extra
bushels of whatever crop is coming in strong and heavy during
a particular season, which the farmers and the hired help often
feel obliged to eat. Often, a vegetable or a fruit will not sell,
even at an informal farmer’s market, if it has a slight mark,
blemish, or discoloration. Although the quality of such a fruit
or vegetable is the same as all the other seemingly perfect fruits
and vegetables, the customers ignore them, leaving them for
the farmhouse kitchen or for the compost pile. This means
that a vegetable farmer is surrounded by good food for most
of the year, even if he or she must create twenty recipes for
spinach in spring and twenty for onions and apples in the fall.
I have never met a small-time, diversified vegetable farmer that
didn’t rave about the good eating that the occupation provides.

For those few vegetable farmers that don’t believe that
vegetables are good for health, or that honestly don’t enjoy
brussels sprouts, asparagus, broccoli, cabbage, or kale, there
is always the possibility of bartering with a dairy farmer for
some beef, or with a pig farmer for pork. As for the large,
corporate farms that are increasingly dominating the American
landscape, I’m sure that the stockholders never consider trying
to subsist on a diet of the chemical-laden, green-picked mono-
crops that often comprise their only harvest.

Food never seemed like an important part of my life until
I worked on farms. I’'ve often tended to skip meals for the
diversions of any other activity. While working in agriculture
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though, I needed three square meals. I quickly discovered that
freshly picked corn, even when eaten raw in the field, tastes
better than any corn that has ever been brought near a
supermarket or farm stand. Carrots are a type of candy, they
fill up with so much sugar—when grown in the right, sandy
soil and when picked before they are a foot long. Fresh eggs
from’free-range chickens glisten with a richness many times
that of store-bought eggs. For that matter, chicken meat from
one of the same free-range chickens contains more flavor than
twenty fryers or roasters from the supermarket.

I think that raw milk tastes better than pasteurized,
homogenized milk. I don’t know whether that’s because certain
enzymes still thrive, or because the milk isn’t burnt a little, or
because the raw milk that I drank came from particularly good
cows and good farms and was therefor better than the milk
found at the stores, which is a mix of good, bad, and mediocre
milk. Before I worked on farms, milk was something that I put
in my coffee or a beverage I occasionally drank. Now, I can
remember back to some Jersey cows I once knew and almost
taste their rich, creamy milk. A quart of such milk can serve as
a decent breakfast in a pinch, and makes yogurt of the fullest,
purest flavors. Cheese, whether of the cottage variety, or the
more difficult-to-make hard type, comes in such a broad
spectrum of flavors when made on the farm from fresh milk,
that identifiable Swiss or Monterey Jack seems too constant
now, too ordinary, too plain.

A person could become obsessed with farming just for
the food, if that person worked on a highly diversified place.
Originally, I went into farming partly because I thought that it
would be a healthy lifestyle, partly because I enjoyed working
outdoors, but also because of the youthful, ordinary type of
lust for adventure. Over three years, a desire grew in me to
own my own farm, to make decisions about a hundred or two
hundred acres. Before that desire, though, I desired to travel,
to wander. I had the wanderlust and used farming to satisfy
that need. After all, there is almost always a need for someone
to muck out a barn, do a milking or two, cut broccoli, or perform
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some other type of farm labor, no matter where you travel in
the world. Over a period of three years, I worked on farms in
three states and two foreign countries, thereby easily satisfying
my need for travel. My love of travel eventually mingled with
an extended search for some sort of semi-permanent home, a
place where I could cultivate a long-standing relationship with
a job and a landscape. Unlike the people I knew who had lived
and worked on a particular farm all their lives, I was only
partially rooted in any one place where I labored. Whereas they
had descended completely into the complex world of their farms,
I had stepped in only up past the boots, and got that far only
after some effort.

The nature of the work, or just being outside so much,
seems to create people that stand up in their boots pretty well,
that flourish as living creatures. While working on a farm in
Denmark in 1992, I came to know a man named Jens, who
had been working as a farm laborer for all of his seventy years.
Because of the social and successful economy of Denmark,
Jens had a comfortable pension and no longer needed to work
at all. He lived alone in an old thatch-covered Danish farmhouse,
deeply regretting the fact that many of his relatives and friends
had died. He wore black woolen suits and white shirts all the
time, and for most of the year appeared as a depressed, though
well-dressed, scarecrow.

Unlike most seventy-year-olds, Jens worked regularly.
Come June in most of Denmark, the fodder beets, which are a
major source of food for Danish cattle, need hoeing. The beet
leaves reach a height of about a foot by June, and are sown
too thick, so must be thinned and weeded in order to allow
the beet itself to bulb out to about a foot across by the end of
the summer. Hoeing beets takes a considerable amount of
precision. A hoer must weed out all the weeds and leave beets
at regular intervals, without hoeing out so many beets that
gaps can be seen in the rows. A beet hoer gets paid by the row,
each of which is about a quarter mile long in the average Danish
beet field. Teenagers looking for spare cash make up the
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majority of the hoers these days, though the job held the status
almost of a profession in decades past.

Jens would show up suddenly on the farm some days before
the beet hoeing was scheduled to begin, somehow knowing they
were ready without having seen them since sowing time. He
would get hired on, as he always did, then show up days later,
hoe in hand, ready to participate for maybe the sixtieth time in
a centuries-old Danish tradition. Going out into the field, he
looked as if he had spent the whole year, since last hoeing time,
indoors, drinking coffee and brooding. Soon though, he would
start almost dancing up and down the rows, leaving the beets
exact, regular distances from each other, removing all the weeds.
He worked faster than even the burliest, toughest, or leanest of
the other workers in the field, covering twice as many rows as
the second-best hoer. His face would lighten up and his bones
would acquire the illusion of the formidable muscles that he
must have possessed in youth. A few days into hoeing, Jens
exuded only cheerfulness. He often sang as he worked and held
off from talking about dead friends, instead using his time to
admonish and teach the younger workers.

The resurrection of Jens that occurred every year on that
Danish farm resulted not only from the work Jens did as a
farmer. Certainly he must have been reliving a time when he
was more able, more lively, and younger. It seems though, that
if Jens hadn’t been a farm laborer, he wouldn’t have been
welcomed back into his profession every year for so many years.
If he had had another job in youth, he wouldn’t have benefited
from the work as an old man, and a very many beets would
have suffered from his absence.

The pleasant, peaceful image of the farm that sometimes
shows up in the movies or in books is often accompanied by a
vision of the farmer as a man working alone in large fields.
There is some truth to the image, especially now that many
farms are mechanized to such a great degree. On the small-
time truck farms, or on other marginalized, or unmechanized
farms, a different situation exists. There, a farmer must act as
a manager of various personalities and human forces.
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On Springdale Farm, several workers lived right there on
the farm with all of their problems, hopes, and needs ever-
present. Peter, the farmer, and his wife Bernadette, worried
and strove for us workers as much as they did for their crops,
although their efforts only intermittently bore fruit as far as a
stable work force went. On other places, the stress between
worker and farmer, husband and wife, or son and father,
becomes more of a problem than the question as to whether
the fields are too wet to cultivate again, or whether a certain
cow will calve during the night or in the morning. The farmer,
sometimes working under dire conditions, financially strapped,
tired as hell, must deal with workers and customers and
merchants in a way that allows his or her farm to continue,
and that allows the occasionally enjoyable conversation.

Over the years, I have met many farmers who were
desperate for labor. One man, in a town called Cottage Grove,
told me how worker after worker, herdsman after herdsman,
had left his farm, often in the middle of the night, often without
notice, often at harvest time or plowing time, when the farmer
is most dependent on his help. Worse than the loss of his help,
this particular farmer lamented the fact that two wives had
left him since he began working the family homestead some
twenty years ago. He blamed their desertion on the long hours
he was forced to work, which he in turn blamed partly on his
consistently poor help. I hired on at that place in Cottage Grove
during the summer of 1993, for a month or two, but the farmer
would only pay $5.00 an hour, so I too left his place for greener
pastures and thus became one in a long and varied line of
deserters.

If a farmer’s work is particular, and particularly intense,
then the work force of a farm must be particular, if not peculiar.
During my time on various farms, I worked usually as a hired
hand. Because hired hands are fairly low in the farm hierarchy,
and because farm pay is generally so abysmal, some of the
people who work as hired hands are criminal, and sometimes
psychotic. The people at Circle Pines Dairy had many stories
to tell of workers going off the deep end. In one case, a worker
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had loosened the lug nuts on a hay wagon as revenge for some
imagined slight, thus endangering the life of the next person
who tried to move some hay from field to barn. One time I
saw a young man, born and bred to the farm, completely go
berserk at a cow that would not move from one box stall,
where she had spent a large portion of her life, to another. The
man beat the cow repeatedly over the back with a broom,
screaming all the while, until the broom splintered into a dozen
pieces, at which time he began kicking her in the belly. She
never did move from that box stall.

The hired hand rarely if ever becomes a farmer. In rare
cases, a young man will take a job as a hired hand while waiting
for his father’s place to pass from the old generation to the
new. Otherwise, there is very little opportunity for the hired
hand. The job has all the work of farming but none of the
responsibility. Without responsibility, without being able to
see your work benefit your land, your plants, or your livestock,
the other rewards of farming wear thin. In 1993, after leaving
Cottage Grove, I worked on a vegetable and fruit farm in
Verona, Wisconsin, where I was trusted no more or less than
all the other day laborers. The raspberries on that place,
although undoubtedly fine, seemed duller and plainer than
other raspberries that I had been more deeply responsible for
on other farms. I knew I would never be more accountable to
those plants and that land than I was during that summer,
when I picked the berries for the farmer for five or six bucks
an hour, because he was too busy to do it himself.

Just after picking those raspberries, I stopped working
on farms because I foresaw no time when I would own my
own place. Being someone else’s hired help was interesting and
educational as long as I was responsible for thinking about the
successes and failures of different crops, and required to act
on my own thoughts at least to some degree. I knew, however,
that I would only be able to make final decisions about an
operation if I was the owner. At five or six bucks an hour, I
wasn’t saving enough money to ever buy any land. Although
several of my bosses saw fit to give me some free rein on their
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farms, allowing me to get intimately involved in the work, I
couldn’t acquire the means to involve myself completely in
farming, body, mind, and bank statement.

Maybe the responsibilities that were given to me as a hired
hand would not seem as important to other people as they
seemed to me. When the herdsman at Circle Pines Dairy told
me that the farm had never lost a calf in fifteen years and that
I would be the person ensuring that all the calves were born
healthy, I lost a night’s sleep worrying. Circle Pines Dairy
sometimes welcomed a dozen little, glistening black and white
Holsteins into the world during a week. Each of these calves
would have its own lineage, dairy register, and personality.

A few weeks before a cow or a heifer is to calve, its udder
will shelve out in the back because milk is starting to be
produced in significant amounts. Some expecting cows will
grow quite fat, taking on the appearance of stuffed barrels
with legs. Others will only show a little, as if the fact of their
pregnancy embarrasses them more than it really should.
Eventually, on a day within a week or two of the originally
projected date of birth, the cow or heifer will begin to dilate
and little hooves will appear as the first real proof of the calf’s
existence. If the bottom of the hooves are pointed down towards
the cow’s belly, then all is well and the calf will probably come
out with relative ease. If the bottom of the hooves point towards
the mother’s back, then the calf is backwards, and will rip up
the mother while coming out, or the calf will get stuck and
die. If the calf is backwards, then a vet needs to be called. If it’s
coming out normally, the danger still exists for the calf to get
stuck after the shoulders have appeared, especially with
Holsteins, since they are large-boned bovines. At Circle Pines
Dairy, my orders were to pull the calf out after its shoulders
had appeared, to make sure that it didn’t get stuck for too
long. The danger is that the umbilical cord will snap while the
calf is half way out, allowing the newborn to suffocate. When
the calf finally lies google-eyed on the bedding, all covered in
slime, it’s time to clear its nostrils with a few pieces of straw
and shake it a little to make sure that it’s breathing. The mother,
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if it’s a heifer and giving birth to its first calf, will invariably
appear surprised and wide-eyed at what she has produced. In
any case, the mother will quickly clean the newborn with her
tongue, and begin to care for it as mothers must.

One of my responsibilities at Circle Pines Dairy was to
watch the heifers and cows from the time they were bred until
the time the calves were born, at which time Helen would take
over the care of the newborns. The lives of the bred animals
loomed large in my life, much larger than the sum of all the
little tasks I performed each day to make sure I fulfilled my
responsibilities. I worried over them, and though by now most
of the animals I worked with have probably made a trip to the
slaughterhouse, their lives seeped into my life, into my skin
and flesh. They were a little like friends, or relatives.

Even though I moved so often when working in
agriculture, I became friends with many of the people I worked
with. Because a farm is such an intense place, in several ways,
a bond tends to spring up in the people there, as bonds spring
up in times of emergency or in times of fun. In fact I have
become similar to the people I worked with in more than little
ways. All the people who worked on Springdale Farm that
summer, my first summer of farming, all talk like Peter, the
owner of the place. Now, for me, a field never has “a lot” of
rocks in it but instead has “a fair amount,” as Peter would say.
An object is rarely “near” another object, but I hear Peter
exclaiming that “the chickens are down by the cold frames,”
or that something is “by” something else. Now that I’'m no
longer farming, when a letter arrives from one of my old farm
friends, that event stops any other activity of the day. Because
I worked so much and so long with those people, their
personalities stand out sharper for me, complete in my
memories with the particular purplish-blue hue of potato
blossoms, or the smell of decent hay.

The personality of one horse stands out for me as perhaps
the best example of the way farming imprints an individual.
Mayday was a working horse, an American Belgian that spent
her time and considerable wit and effort farming vegetables
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for a man near Blue Hill, Maine. The summers, that is, she
spent doing the work for the vegetable farm. During the winter
she worked in the woods, hauling trees. Mayday weighed close
to two thousand pounds, stood about five feet, six inches at
the shoulder, and sported the reddish bay color common to
American Belgians. Of the four Belgians that worked on the
farm, Mayday had the strongest muscles and the strongest will.

Mayday spent a fair amount of her time in the spring
plowing with a Sulky plow. The Sulky plow was designed by
the Amish to be drawn by a horse. It has two plowshares, one
of which is plowing while going down a particular furrow,
while the other is raised in the air. The purpose of this set-up is
to allow a man and a horse to plow both directions in a field,
throwing the furrows to the same side. Otherwise, with the
old, single share plows, the man and the horse must plow in
one direction, then lift up the share and walk back to the end
of the field where they started. I spent one spring plowing some
land with this ingenious device and the horse, Mayday, and
her ever-present personality.

Mayday was constantly testing the people she worked
with, or the people that she dragged behind her on the reins.
Mayday knew as well as I did that a straight furrow was better
than a crooked furrow for sowing, and later for harvesting.
Still, she would step out of the furrow when I was busy swatting
a deer fly, or breathing in a cloud of black flies, or stepping
around the clods of grass without falling beneath the
plowshares. She would step out of the furrow, making the plow
bite into the next furrow or into too much unplowed land,
creating a little blip in the field that might stay there until next
spring when Mayday would have the chance of plowing it
straight again. She would turn her big, beautifully belligerent
head and glance at me as I cursed, and as I wrangled at the
reins. At the end of the furrow, Mayday often turned in the
wrong direction, as if the plowing was finished, or else she
walked into the woods, as if we needed to plow down some
white pine or hackmatack. A loud curse, or calling out her
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name, was the surest remedy to make her turn the right way,
ready to wrestle through another furrow.

Like me, Mayday liked to eat. She was the only horse I
ever knew that could kneel while hooked up to a bridle and
reins, so that she could reach a particularly fine bit of grass. At
these times she looked like a particularly beautiful and exotic
type of camel, maybe a camel native to the rocky hills of Maine.
Mayday always carried her considerable weight with an
unlimited amount of grace. She had striking, arched bones
above her eyes, a splash of bright white on her nose, and a
startling amount of muscle. Like farmers I've known, Mayday
expressed herself in the somewhat narrow confines of a long
day at work and some acres of land. Mayday had enough
irritability, stubbornness, and imagination to spill out of any
straight furrow, to make the dull hours of the morning or the
afternoon weave and dance towards mealtime and sleep.

Now, I no longer work on a farm and Mayday harasses
and charms other people. I work away from plants and animals.
When I see a horse, I usually think that it doesn’t compare to
Mayday. Farming, because of its intensity, has claimed parts
of my mind and body forever. My legs and back will never be
the same, from kneeling so much to get under cows, or to get
nearer to spinach or sprouts. When I'see a plot of land, a field,
or a meadow, I think of other places, other meadows, other
fields, When I stand in a town or on a city street, part of me is
not present, but instead is half buried somewhere else, mostly
immobile, sprouting memories of farms and fields and people.
Like a Sulky plow, part of me is still in the dirt, at least trying
to do some work, while another part is up above in the open,
sometimes empty air, looking back over a half-finished, crooked
furrow. I hope to farm again, and have the opportunity to
settle to the surface of the earth, or to dig down deeper.
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1.

stringy hair
red gums grin
inkblot tattoos
on sun

leather skin

she buys

a twenty-five cent
pack of Wrigley’s,
food stamp dollar
pockets the change
three, four, five,
six o’clock

at seven

she arrives

with a blond child,
two forties, two hands
cupped

full with quarters,
dumps them

on the belt

shouts at her
daughter—filthy
fingers in the
candy rack—
promising her

the beating of

her life.

Clerk

Lance Peterson
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(at the deli)

2.

red-neck greaser
Elvis hairdo
Vaseline

shine,

“Roy?” stitched
in pink

above the left
pocket where
the pack of non-
filter Lucky Strikes
should be

“Where’s your hair
net man? I'm
calling the Board
of Health!

Uh huh, huh huh,”
he says, large
monkey hands holding
two twelve-packs,
jabs his buddy

in the ribs

for a response . . .

tee shirt

buzz cut head

ball cap “Sally’s Diner”
smudged over

with oil,

cold glare

red-eyed and

mute.
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(bottles and cans)

3.

grinding aluminum
green

brown glass
breaking in
pleces,

bottle necks
angled downward
beer drops

pool minutely

on the tiled

floor

a pimpled face

boy

feeds the machine
from his

overfilled cart,
earning

his weekly allowance
from drunken parent’s
empties.
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4.

hate

saturated beneath
alcoholic eyes,

long muscled arms
sharply defined,

neck

blue veins bulging,

a nervous intensity about him
incapable of being

still,

he boasts to the young
cashier—tight skirt,
jutting tits, pink heels, always looking
for a date—about
shooting a cop

fifteen years hard-time
a good reputation
prison respect

even from the “niggers”
and “spics”

she smacks her gum
“oohs” and “aahs”

with idiotic admiration
her eyes trailing

as he leaves,

six-pack in his right hand
a forty in his left

red bandanna, blue-black flannel
unbuttoned

100% PECKERWOOD
tattooed across

his chest.
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(butchers)

5.

the butcher,

paper hat, soiled red apron,

coughs onto a tray

of freshly cut sirloins,

places them on the table

and bends over, reaching

with large tattooed arms

to pick the meat tenderizer

off the unswept floor . . .

misshapen hearts, a list of girlfriends, children,
John on the right hand fingers, Lucy on the left,
crosses, a swastika . . . the carcass of a badly
carved tree.

6.

blue protruding veins

white chapped

skin, a road map of manual labor,

he peers through thick lens glasses,

trims large stock-suspiciously graded beef
with arthritic hands

wraps the product

before discoloration sets in—knobby fingers,
yellow tobacco, a bandage on the right palm
covers a wound that refuses to heal—at noon
he punches out

everyday, like every other day

leaving

with daily numbers, brown bag, newspaper,
pack of Benson&Hedges, Old Milwaukee,
two packages of frozen

liver.
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7.

the child molester,
black yellow
teeth, tobacco
spit

between

the gaps

cell block bars,
oil patch skin
grease smear
across

white tee shirt
shit smear

on an asylum
wall

he pushes

a newborn—rusty
red stroller—
covered in blankets,
tosses a pouch

of REDMAN

onto the belt

while his wife,
small dark eyes, protruding
forehead, enormous
in folds of flesh,
stands confused . . .
a quart of milk

in her left hand,

an empty bottle

in the right.
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8.

a girl pushes a

baby carriage, holding
a baby under her

shirt,

pound of cheese, gallon
of milk, cereal, formula

a WIC check.
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Conspicuous Consumption
Stephen Guppy

In my dream I was holding an animal, she says.
And then it turned into a baby. She is possibly

the clerk in this store— Who can tell? She is talking
to the customers as if they were her closest friends.
They nod, they smile, they have dreams of their own
to explain to passers-by: while they speak,

the girl collapses on a sofa, crosses her legs

beneath her green velvet gown, stifles a yawn,

and ignores them. Here everything

is something else—this store is someone’s
living-room, commerce is method acting,
psychiatry is jazz, this sales-clerk is a limp
Mogdigliani. Oh look, I tell my little son,

this cushion is a star. I hold it up, yellow

as a marigold, tasseled as an ear of corn,
many-legged as a starfish. Let’s buy it! he urges.

He mounts a wrought-iron rocking horse

and charges toward the future. What’s your policy
on refunds? I enquire of the languid sales-clerk.
You’re a man, she says accusingly,

You wouldn’t understand. She’s right,

of course—I comprehend so little now.

My therapies have left me bald;

I’m thinking of having a transplant.

I’ve been dreaming of horses again, the girl goes on.
They charged across the fields to me, those phallic necks
writhing obscenely. It was raining

punctuation marks. My period

was ten years late. My lover’s eyes were commas.
Life’s like that, though, isn’t it, I have to admit:
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Nothing’s ever what it seems to be:
Question marks, horses, ellipses, pale stars.

I proffer my Master Card, so many years expired.

She clings to it, breathless, exalted.
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Near Miss
Lynn L. Sloan

A jackal wind blew out of the west, rattling the leaky
casements of Rolly’s studio on the third floor of the Art
Building. When a window banged open, he looked up from his
worktable, pretending that his concentration had been broken,
though his struggle to stay focused had been lost some time
ago. Meg was grading papers on the couch, naked except for
his old Cranbrooke sweatshirt she had donned after they’d
made love.

“I’ll get that,” he said, setting down the razor and the
willow sapling, glad to interrupt the endless review of
conversations real and imagined in which he spelled out to his
wife, Alice, why they shouldn’t have a baby.

He wedged a rag in the window as he latched it, finding
the grating of metal against metal a fit expression of his mood.
Alice was two month’s pregnant. He returned to his worktable
and the dry paper cast he had molded onto a willow stalk.
Picking up the razor, he slid the blade down the length of the
cast, slicing it open.

He was working on an installation commissioned by a
new sculpture museum in upstate New York. At this point in
his career, ready to make his mark, he wanted to produce
something exceptional, but Alice’s pregnancy had almost
derailed him. After a couple of false starts, he had decided to
create a rootless, branchless forest from lightweight casts,
paper hardened with plaster, molded on slender branches he
collected near the river, limbs of sycamore and ash, oak,
chokecherry.

Meg came up behind him and let her red hair fall in the
light of his work lamp. “How much longer?”
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“This is the last for now.” He pried the thin shell from
the sapling.

After Alice told him she was pregnant, he’d tried to break
it off with Meg, but couldn’t. Even with the guilt, the whispered
phone calls, the afternoons together in his studio, all the secrecy
and subterfuge thrilled him almost as much as his direct physical
longing for her. Meg made everything else possible. She
lightened his life rather than complicated it.

Outside the window a large icicle cracked free from the
gutter and fell, followed by a smattering of snow.

“Let me breathe you in for a minute.”

She settled against him and held him close, her body
narrow, almost bony beneath his sweatshirt. “It’s getting late.”

“It’s okay. Alice works late on Tuesdays. Can you stay,
take a look at this with me?”

She glanced over his shoulder at the school clock. “For a
little while.”

“Good.” He kissed her throat then set her down. “Can
you give me a hand with these?” He pulled out some galvanized
buckets half-filled with sand. “Let’s line them up in the center,
three straight rows, a foot apart.”

A loose bundle of hollow casts he had made earlier stood
at the end of his work bench. He handed one to Meg. “See if
they’ll stay more or less upright, one in each bucket. Sort of
shove them down, like this.” He pressed one into the sand and
it swayed slightly, a denuded ghost tree.

Together they placed one cast in each bucket until three
rows of ten stood in the center of the studio, as orderly and
surreal as a machine planted forest. Even with the mess of
easels, saw horses, drawings taped to the spattered walls as
backdrop, the papery white forms, slender and pure, asserted
a powerful presence.

Excited, Rolly squatted, sighting down the center row.
“So what do you think?”

“They look sad, and elegant, too. A regiment of husks
abandoned. Formerly living.”
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“This is just to get an idea. I'm thinking about a very
tight arrangement, a grid of one hundred of these.” He righted
one of the casts that had tipped. “Ten rows of ten, not grounded
like these, but suspended by narrow, I hope invisible, wires.
I’d like them to hang upright, a couple of feet above the floor.

“God, this is better than what I hoped for.” He walked
to Meg’s side and propped his chin on her head, half-worrying
that it was coming together too easily. Nothing ever came
out quite the way he planned, but this unaccountable leap
between conception and form was the great reward, for him,
in making art.

“I can see it now, a retrospective at the Whitney, a
Guggenheim fellowship, a monograph—?” She broke off at the
sound of the phone.

Rolly reached for receiver above his work table, annoyed.
“Yes.”

“Can you come home?” It was Alice.

He gave Meg a warning look, but kept his voice level.
“I’m busy working. Where are you?” He could hear Alice
breathing. In the middle of the arrangement, one of the casts
slipped in its sand foundation and sagged against another, the
pair looking like a couple of drunks.

“Ileft work early. I want you to come home now. I don’t
feel good.”

“Pm really involved here. How important is this?” he
asked, making a face when Meg began picking up her clothes.

Alice’s voice sounded tight. “I’'m OK, but I want you to
come home. I called the doctor.”

“The doctor?”

“Just come home, please, as soon as you can.”

“IPm on my way.”

After he hung up, Meg asked, “What is it?”

“She wouldn’t say. Can you have morning sickness at
night?”

Meg shook her head, not knowing. She had no children.
“You go. I’ll turn out the lights. Call me later if you can.”

“Pll try.”
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He gunned the car out of the parking lot, wishing that he
knew something about the intricacies of pregnancy. A month
ago Doctor Bersalt had talked generally about what was
coming, week nine, week ten, week eleven, as if pregnancy
were a ski course, the weeks slalom gates Alice would careen
through, flags snapping merrily, crowd cheering, Dr. Bersalt
himself beaming, clocking the run. No mention of problems.

From the corner, their square white house looked dark
except for their bedroom window.

“Alice?” he called, opening the front door. No answer.
He looked down the hall. In the dark kitchen the stove’s light
outlined a cup with a tea bag tag hanging out, forgotten. He
took the stairs three at a time.

She was in bed, obviously awake, but not opening her
eyes at his arrival. Alarmed, registering for the first time the
worried pitch of her voice on the phone, he tossed his jacket
onto the rocking chair and lowered his weight onto the bed.

After a moment she blinked.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

She struggled to sit up, her fine, blonde hair flying away
from her head in a static electricity halo as she pressed herself
up against the headboard. Afraid to say anything, Rolly looked
at her fingers curled on the edge of the sheet, then placed his
hand on hers.

“This afternoon when I got home from the office, I
thought my period had started.” She withdrew her hand from
his grasp. “But I'm not supposed to have a period. I called Dr.
Bersalt and he said. . . .” She stopped and stared at a point
somewhere over his shoulder. “It’s called breakthrough bleeding.
Ishould take it easy.”

“And?”

“Rest but not worry.”

He picked up a pregnancy book from the bedside table.

She went on. “It says if the bleeding goes beyond spotting,
if real bleeding starts, there’s a chance—it says a chance—of a
miscarriage.”
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He put down the book and drew her to him, seeing a way
out, then immediately regretting it. He stroked her back, but
she held herself rigid, resisting comfort.

“But that also means that most of the time it doesn’t
happen, right? Everything’s okay,” he said.

She didn’t say anything.

“Is there anything we’re supposed to do?”

“Wait.”

“That’s it?”

“If there’s a change, call him.”

“That’s it?”

She nodded.

“Okay, I'll wait.”

He drove to the mall for take-out pizza and a video.
Amid the jangle of shouted orders, he thought about calling
Meg. He wouldn’t tell her about Alice, that she was scared
and bleeding, that he didn’t know what to do. He just wanted
to hear that little catching sound she made at the end of some
of her words. In the studio, he had begged her to say words
that end in “g,’ just so he could hear that snag. “Shoppin-ga,
washin-ga, holdin-ga,” she’d offered and he had said, “How
about dancin-ga, kissin-ga, love-makin-ga?” Looking at his
face distorted in the chrome of the pay phone, he imagined her
picking up the phone and saying “hello,” but he couldn’t
imagine himself saying anything in return.

It began to snow on the way home, tiny flakes that
thickened and mounded at the edge of the windshield by the
time he pulled up to their house.

They ate in bed, watching a movie. After a few bites, Alice
put her pizza aside and nestled close to him. He lowered the
volume and watched guys in black commando suits take over
a space ship. Against the sound of explosions no louder than a
cap gun’s, he listened to Alice breathe, tried to follow the near
miss on the end of the world. Afterwards, when he turned off
the TV, the window opposite the bed seemed to advance toward
him, a curtain of snow lighted by the street lamp, a perfect
rectangle of white.
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A month ago, when he had told Meg about the baby, she
had held his head against her chest and whispered, “It’s okay,
Rolly.” He had believed her. Now he wanted to ask her what
she’d meant. He thought about tiptoeing from the bedroom to
call from the other phone, but was filled with shame. Beside
him, Alice slept, warm and without defense. He lay down,
resting his hand on her belly.

It was still dark outside when he awoke. Alice’s weight
was missing. He reached out and the sheets were cool. He
swung his feet to the floor and listened. The snow had stopped.
Beyond the bedroom door the hall was completely dark. After
a moment he could see that the bathroom door was closed.
Frightened, he stood.

“Alice.” From inside he heard a low sound. “Can I come
in?”

“No.”

He opened the door. She was bent over on the toilet. In
the faint light from the window, her back glowed with the
sickly iridescence of a fish curling on ice. He knelt beside her,
lifting the sweaty hair that clung to her neck. Through the
unshuttered upper half of the bathroom window, the clouds
had broken apart and were streaking across the moon.

“I’ll call the doctor.”

“No.” Her lunar face floated near his hand. “I don’t want
to bother him. It’s too late.” Her eyes were hidden in shadow.

“I’'m calling him.”

“Rolly—” She made a gasping sound. “I think I better go
to the hospital.”

He called Doctor Bersalt’s service, dressed, started the car
and left it running while he gathered her robe, her coat and
boots. Upstairs again, he turned on the hall light and saw Alice
still hunched over on the toilet. The tile floor was smeared
pink where she’d tried to clean up blood. He forced himself to
look calm as she stood and he wrapped her robe around her.
Over her shoulder he saw that the toilet water was scarlet.

Fingers clumsy, he worked at the buttons of her coat,
finally managing to shove the top one through. With his arm

65



Hawaii Review

around her shoulders, he held her upright as she put her feet in
her boots, first the right, then the left, toes pointed like a
dancer’s. Drops of blood speckled her feet. He closed his eyes
and held her close.

“Pve got to get towels,” she said, pulling away, “for in
the car.” Her teeth were chattering.

“I’ve got them,” he said.

* ¥ ¥

The hospital door sprang open at his touch. Alice flinched,
tucking into his side. In front of them a sea of shining linoleum
stretched in all directions. Across the empty space, behind
glass, he saw a white-hatted nurse. Alice started to keel over
but he held tight, guiding her forward across the slick floor,
fighting the urge to sprint to the nurse. Off to the side, a heavy
man in a down vest was stretched across four connected orange
plastic chairs, his eyes closed. Alice’s feet slid as if she were
walking on ice.

When they reached the window, she put her hand on the
glass to steady herself, her fingers fitting into the circle of a
NO SMOKING sign and the nurse’s glasses turned in their
direction.

“If you’ll fill out these. . . .” She slipped some papers
through the opening, then stopped, squinting to focus her eyes
on something behind them. Rolly turned and saw animal tracks,
spatters of blood smeared by Alice’s boots.

A couple of men in blue hospital fatigues appeared. Alice
swayed forward into their arms and they led her through
swinging metal doors.

“Where are you going?” Rolly’s voice boomed through
the quiet hall as he trailed them.

The taller guy said, “If you’ll just take a seat, sir.”

“It’s okay, Rolly. ’'m okay,” Alice called, looking back,
smaller than ever.

“No. Wait.”

A couple of orderlies he hadn’t seen stepped close. “Hey,
man, be cool. They just taking her in. They got a job to do,
see.”
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“Take your hands off me.” Rolly twisted back, ready to
strike.

“We’re not touching you, man. Now come on, take it
easy,” the other one said.

Rolly refused their offer of coffee. He tried to imagine
what was happening to her now, but old images flooded his
mind, close-up details: the triangular scar on her forearm from
the iron; her hands folding a napkin, in the car, sunlight sliding
over her jaw and shoulder, the way her lips tensed when she
was in pain.

He flinched. Someone, one of the orderlies, tapped his
arm. “The doc says to come in.”

Alice lay on the Gurney wrapped in a thick white blanket,
her arms on top, her shoulders covered by a pale blue gown.
Several hospital people stood by her head. Her face was pale,
flattened with fright. He tried to touch her but a nurse stepped
between them.

“Mr. Becotte.” Rolly turned. A doctor introduced himself
and said this wasn’t a crisis but that they were going to have to

proceed.
The words were coming too fast for Rolly to grasp. He
could pick out single words, hemorrhaging . . . dilation . . .

remaining tissue . . . infection, but he couldn’t make out their
meaning. He inched toward Alice, but was held back by a
nurse maneuvering an IV stand.

“—spontaneous abortion—"

Something feral was running loose in the hollow dark of
his skull.

He heard Alice gasp, “Stop.”

“What are you doing?” he demanded.

“We have to take this off before surgery.” A nurse was
tugging at Alice’s wedding band.

“It doesn’t come off. It never comes off, not in years.”
Alice tightened her hand into a fist. “I won’t lose it. I promise.”

The older nurse bent down. “It’s all right, dear. We can
put tape over it. Everything will be fine.” She nodded and the
others began wheeling the cart through the door.
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“Rolly?”

“I’m right here.” He pushed between the nurses.

“Am I going to die?”

“You are not going to die. The doctor said everything
will be fine. I love you.”

“The baby?”

He shook his head. No babyj, tissue.

She stared at him, uncomprehending, and the nurses closed
around her, nudging him aside. The women, all in white, like
priestesses, guided the Gurney down the corridor toward the
swinging doors.

After the surgery, nurses settled Alice in for the night,
and he sat with her, holding her hand, her wedding ring bundled
in tape. Her face was smooth, washed clean of feeling. When
she said she wanted to sleep, he was relieved.

The streets were still dark and empty. Rounding the corner
to their block, he saw yellow light spilling down their front
steps. Burglarized, he thought. He wrestled the car door open
and hurried toward the stairs. Through the gaping door, he
saw their coat-tree holding Alice’s plaid scarf. Slowly he walked
in, and went through every room. Bedclothes had been tossed
to the floor, drawers spilled open, bloody footprints and wide
red smears covered the bathroom floor. Nothing was missing.
This, he realized, was how they had left it. He walked downstairs
and closed the front door, disappointed. He wanted to catch
an intruder, wanted to have a reason to beat someone senseless.
In the linen closet he found some old towels and a bucket. In
the bathroom he filled the bucket. On his hands and knees he
wiped the floor, red streaks turning pink, then fainter pink,
until all that he could see on the shining tile was his own wet
shadow.

At first light he returned to the hospital carrying a garish
supermarket bouquet, the only flowers he could find at that
hour. Alice was sitting up, pale, hair brushed flat, curls gone.
Dr. Bersalt stood by her bed, his smooth eyebrows drawn
together in a look Rolly guessed he’d practiced in front of a
mirror. He nodded at Rolly.
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“I know how hard this is for you, for you both, but first
trimester miscarriages are quite common, more than you’d
guess. They’re nature’s way of eliminating unsound fetuses.”

Unsound. The other doctor had said tissue.

“These pregnancies would only yield babies with horrible
defects.”

Alice looked at Rolly and tightened her grip on his hand.
He was grateful, for what, he wasn’t sure: for her love? for
relief at a monster baby not born? for the justice of being
punished for Meg?

Alice left the hospital late that afternoon. For the next
few days, they stayed home together. He tried to think of ways
to please her: he fixed all their meals, read to her from the
paper, bought her a green sweater with short sleeves for spring.
He taught his classes but avoided his studio. Meg left several
messages on his voice mail at the office, but he erased them.

He tried not to think about Meg but at night, as he drifted
off to sleep holding Alice, some memory of her would ambush
him, the weight of her against his chest, or the pin-prick freckles
of her cheeks, like flecks of rust, and he would awake, torn
between self-loathing and longing.

After the weekend, Alice went back to work, and he
resumed a normal workload at the college. “Maybe at dinner
we’ll have something fresh to talk about,” she said.

In less than a week his studio had become unfamiliar.
The paper tree casts he’d left standing in the center of the floor
looked like window display props, worse, mall art. In the
midday light, their white trunks resembled cigarette ash about
to collapse. He remembered the white backs of the nurses as
they wheeled Alice away, their power undeniable. Humiliation
rippled over his skin. How had he fooled himself into thinking
this trash had any value? He’d been deluded, he realized, in
his happy-time fog of loving Meg.

He gathered the casts and propped them together in the
corner by the window. Breathing heavily, he sat down on a
stool and his eyes lighted on a crate, his samples of rare woods,
ebony, Madagascar mahogany, tiger maple, Sacred Heart,
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curled sections of basswood bark he had collected for a series
of canoes he had thought about but never begun.

In his mind he saw water, a river misty in morning light,
its gray surface peeling open as a blade-thin boat rose up, and
kept rising. Cataracts of water swirled away from the glistening
dark hull until blackness blotted out everything else. He would
begin again, return to his original conception for the canoes,
mythic vessels for journeying, all passage, no end, the ancient
quest revisited.

Feeling a surge of excitement, he pulled open a drawer,
hunting for a pen and sketchbook, and found Meg’s picture.
Everything slowed down. In the snapshot she’d given him when
he said it worried him that he couldn’t remember exactly what
she looked like when they were apart, she was smiling broadly,
her freckled face tipped up, a chance beam of light catching
the side of her right eye. He started to put the photograph
back, but hesitated, and then propped it on a coffee can.

He avoided the places on campus where he might see her,
but later in the week, after his 3-D design class, he heard a
quick tapping he recognized on his studio door. In the empty
hall, her bright hair spun loose from the wind, Meg stood, her
face lit up. Alternating waves of elation and dread took away
his voice, but he stepped aside, inviting her in.

She walked past him into the center of the studio. After
throwing her coat on the couch, she knelt beside the small canoe,
no bigger than a kid’s bow, and tucked her skirt under her knees
to avoid the pile of stones. This canoe was coated with an
opaque gray polymer that gleamed pewter, leaving the textural
burrs and ridges to shine like scars. Inside, the hull was lined
with black-dyed fox fur that drank light so completely the
interior seemed to throb. Meg lowered her hand into the fur.

“Something new?” she asked.

“All of a sudden, some ideas hit me,” he said quickly,
grateful for neutral ground. “A while back I’d thought about
building some mythic canoes. I didn’t know where to go with
them then, before . . .” Before they had come together.
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“Is that why I haven’t heard from you?” She turned to
face him.

He looked for signs of accusation, but her candy-blue
eyes were clear.

“It’s not that. It’s . ..”

“Alice,” she guessed.

“Yes.”

“Did you tell her?”

He shook his head.

He was aware of a new silence in the room. He had just
rejected the acceptable explanation, the one she’d come
prepared to hear. She looked down at the pile of stones, nudged
one with her foot.

His mind scrambled for a way to make it come out
differently as he walked to her side.

“These are going to be cargo for the canoes. I’'m wrapping
them. Here’s one.” From beneath the canoe, he lifted a stone
wrapped in black rice paper, lashed with scarlet twine. He held
it out, wanting her to feel its weight as a testament to his regret.

She took it, turned it over in her hand, puzzled, then
handed it back. When she raised her eyes, he saw a reserve
that hadn’t been there before; he wanted to say he was sorry,
that he loved her. Instead, he said, “These are going to be
funereal canoes, a flotilla of them. And they’ll carry these souls.”

She sighed, stood up, and walked toward his workbench.
“What'’s that supposed to mean, Rolly?”

“Didn’t Freud say that we all have two basic urges?” He
was like a wind-up professor toy, talking too fast. “One, for
generation, you and I know about that, libido.” Her eyes
narrowed, but he couldn’t stop himself. “The other, thanatos,
is the desire to return to the state of the stone.”

“Is that what you want? To become a stone?”

He dropped the stone into the fur and the canoe wobbled,
raising the rattle of bones. He stilled it with his foot. “Alice
had a miscarriage.”

Her features drew together slowly, like a knot being
tightened, as she took in what he’d said. Then her face softened,
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full of sympathy. “How awful.” She walked toward him and
set her cheek against his chest.

A sense of gratitude, almost an ache, welled up inside him.
He had forgotten how her presence, her touch, made him feel:
capable of greatness.

She spoke, her breath warm through his shirt, before the
words reached his ears. “I love you, Rolly.”

Dismay flooded him.

“No, Meg,” he whispered. “I thought I could hold it all
together. But in the hospital . . . it wasn’t the baby’s dying, but
I knew it was me tearing her insides. Even though she doesn’t
know. You and me.”

She dropped her arms and twisted away as if he’d hit her,
but he went on. “I can’t do this. Please. I don’t know what
comes next.”

Meg pulled away from him and glared at him, the planes
of her face hard as armor.

He reached for her.

“Get away.” She held up her hand, stopping him, the cords
of her neck rigid. “The miscarriage. ’'m sorry, but it didn’t
happen because of you, or because of you and me. You say
you love me. . . .” She stopped and swallowed, fighting tears.
“We carved out a space for ourselves, something genuine and
deep. Doesn’t that matter to you?”

“Oh, Meg, please.”

“Please what? Make it easy for you?”

What could he say? That was what he was asking, though
that wasn’t what he wanted. He couldn’t look at her, instead
fixed his eyes on the piercing tip of the canoe.

“Go to hell,” she growled, grabbing her coat on the way
to the door.

The stillness of a vacuum settled over the room. He held
his breath, waiting for the next thing to happen. In the corridor
outside, students passed. When the shuffling faded, he turned
his head and surveyed the studio, the drawings taped to the
walls, the cluster of tree casts stacked in the corner, two small
canoes: the best of himself, his art. Revulsion seeped into him,
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rising like dirty flood water in a basement until it caught in his
throat.

He reached for the stool behind him. Its metal legs were
cold, reassuring, as he strode to the center of the room and
lifted it above his head. Down he swung onto the closest canoe.
A moan ripped loose as its spine snapped. Dropping the stool,
he grabbed the stempiece and whirled the broken canoe over
his head, then let it fly across to the white tree casts. It crashed
into the wall, shattered, blasting bits of bark and wood through
the tangle of ghost branches. They wavered in slow motion,
pale shadows, collapsing with a whisper. Only a few remained
upright, arching over what was left. Rolly held his breath,
waiting for the next thing to happen.
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Diwali from Far Away
Virendra Nath

Diwali tomorrow, brings
memories of brown clay pots
shaped like a crooked hand.
Tightly rolled burning wicks
fed by the oil at the bottom of each pot;
separated by a few feet

along parapets of house roofs,
driveways

pillars anchoring gates

that guard houses

everywhere.

Diwali tomorrow, festival of
firecrackers, anar-bombs, rockets
smell of sulphur

fumes of ancient stories

mingle and surround us.

After the firecrackers are gone, the lamp fuel spent,
my mother covers her head with the edge of her
white cotton sari

brings out the clean white sheet, unfolds it

places it in the center of the room.

Pours fresh milk in the thali

unwraps silver coins from the white handkerchief
still clean after a year in storage.

My father places a tilak on each coin,

unguent of rice and saffron,
coins and milk in the thali, like a curry.
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Then, the mood properly solemn
my father begins the prayer

of thankfulness, of hope,

prayer to Lakshmi, to Rama

our prayer for tomorrow.

Diwali tomorrow
the only day we prayed together
when still a family together.
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Easter Egg Hunt: Daughter at Eight
Ann Lynn

She dyes them the colors of ocean

in the Caribbean ad,

azure, turquoise, aquamarine,

with patches of dark and patches of light
like water over sandbars,

and colors of fruit,

persimmon, peach, plum, and unripe pear.
When they’re done she calls me

to see the patterns on each shell,

the whorl of a tornado,

a nebula’s bright cloud.

The shells are not smooth, 1 say,

and she tells me that the chick

breathes through the thin spots,

through holes so tiny we can’t see them.

A girl is born with all the eggs she will ever have,
I think as she jumps up for the hunt.
When it is over she begs to do it again.
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Lapa Poi Boy

Joe Balaz

Dat romantic guy, Lapa,
had all da moves,

so smooth

like wun “ili‘ili stone—

I can just heah him now:

Your eyes
are like two mahina moons,
and you nevab bave maka piapia.

Ob, Lapa . . .

And your smile

look like squares of haupia
so sweet

all in wun row.

Obh, Lapa,
you so poetic, you . . .

And your lips

are so wet

and inviting,

like Sandy’s

on wun choice day.

Ob, Lapa,
no make li’dat . . .

And your breasts
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are like two Mauna Kea-s

in Decembabh,
I like foa climb and ski.

Ob, Lapa,
you so da kine . . .

And your adab lips
must be

like ‘opihi, babe—
wen da buggah

stuck on da rock,

even da crashing waves
no can separate.

Ob, Lapa,
you so nasty,
I goingtell . ..

And your dress

is like wun candy wrappah—
wen I hemo da back

da stuff is so—

—Eb! Maile Girl!
Wat be telling you?!

About da moons,
da baupia,
and da ‘opihi?!

He wen tell your friends,
Lokelani and Judy,

da same tings

last week!
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Yeah,
Lapa had all da moves—

—escaping
down da street,

running away

from wun angry madah

and all da stones and punches
dat Maile Girl wen trow at him,

no wondah

he would become known latah
as wun of da most slippery

and sly talking playboys evah—

Lapa had lots of practice.
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Widow’s Peak
Heatber Sellers

When I would pull hairs out of it, my mother
said it’s your signature, don’t erase it. Okay,
I said, a sign of terrible, awesome beauty.
Well anyway better than a mole, like your
babysitter has, why your father loves those
things, I do not know. They can sprout

hairs. I didn’t believe anything she told me.

She told me I inherited my widow’s peak

from my grandmother up north, the vee of dark hair in
the center of my forehead, Frankenstein hoodlet.
Ugly-pretty, my mother always said, of plastic

flowers, sculpted shag, velvet capes, shiny black

vinyl couches and caps, my favorite things.

Venus doesn’t have one. It’s not a fair
thing. Or, take the Mona Lisa—looks a bit
bald to those of us with the widow’s peak.

Last week I learned provenance of the name.

I had always thought, just below the level

of thought, in a crooked way, that the widow
part wasn’t significant, it was the peak one

got with this particular hairline. The peak,

I had a peak, I was at peak, a pinnacle of beauty.

But of course the widow’s peak is a sign your husband
will die and soon. Fishwives in France

turned up peaked, men drowned, and my
grandmother, my Alsace-Lorraine grandmother, lost
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her husband, Buck Keating, when she was 34,
the age I will be next year. He wasn’t fishing,
he wasn’t in France. He was golfing at North
Shore in Wisconsin. But still. He died, she was
peaked and I have hers. I am looking

for my husband but I can see now

why he is hiding from me. Marked man.
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The Other Lesson
Leilani Hall

for Donna Masini

On Halloween in Brooklyn, 1962,

your mother makes you into a geisha girl.
She spends the day preparing for the evening,
sewing the heavy silk into a small robe,
fashioning hooks and a belt to close it,
hide the whole body of her girl within.
She has already chosen the makeup,
organized the colors across her vanity,
trying not to think of her husband,

a man who toils under the city,

making love to oilburners, face red,
overheated, hands slick with dark oil.

Your mother understands how he craves

everything to be clean, knows how those basements

and dark tunnels under the city become some holy place

where he is always preparing tomorrow’s family sermon,

reciting in whispers, gesticulating in practice to tanks of
metal and fire,

always feeling the words light on his tongue

If a man sells bis daughter as a servant . . .

Oh, but your mother is in a flutter, and you are perched
atop the table, face and neck already caked white,

layer of cream, dusting of powder, this deceptive surrender.
Your mother slips the black liner high across your brow,
rubs the red shadow deep into the soft flesh below,

covers the lid with heavy green and dark cast of blue.
Don’t move, I need to make your mouth, she says,

and paints a small red butterfly over your lips.
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You are concerned you won’t be able to speak,
afraid to break the butterfly in half,

think of its dark interior falling into your mouth.
Say trick or treat and please and thank you,

she reminds as she nervously lifts you from the table,
hearing her husband home from work.

He is whispering again, This is the Word,

rubbing at the oilstain on his forehead, repeating

If a man sells his daughter as a servant . . .

Your mother kisses and guides you out the door to waiting
friends.

Don’t forget the words, she calls, as you totter down the walk,

belt tight around your breath, remembering all the words

but refusing to open your mouth,

committed to saving this butterfly,

a life you understand is fragile.
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Marina

Serena Crawford

After pulling in Ship o’ Fools and Wet Dreams, I think
we’re going to have the usual group of lame transients that
drink and end up falling asleep on their boats. They lie there
with their mouths opened, faces getting sunburnt. But then I
see Justine and meet Justine herself. She is tall and wears a
man’s shirt knotted across her stomach. Her skin is shiny brown
and I think about touching it. A line hits me in the chest, and
I remember I’'m supposed to be pulling her in.

“Ahoy there,” she says.

“Welcome to Cove Marina,” I say.

I look over at Frank, the assistant manager, who is still
sitting in that lawn chair eating the rest of his hero. In about
five minutes, Frank’s wife, Joanne, will come by to bring him
another snack. I imagine my father looks like Frank except a
lot thinner since my father is a sailor. Sailors are thin and boaters
are fat. The marina only has motorboats because the bridge
across the harbor is too low for any sailboats to come through.

“Don’t get up,” I shout to Frank. “I’ll take care of it.”

“Good boy, Eddy,” Frank says, waving his hand.

Danielle is cleaning the ladies’ room. She bends over the
sink, scrubbing hard.

“I’m getting rid of it,” she says. She continues to scrub
like if she’s working every single second, she won’t have time
to change her mind.

“OK.” I nod my head. I'm too stupid to come up with
anything else.

“I don’t need your permission,” she says. “I just thought
you’d want to know.”
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She pulls off her rubber gloves and drops them on the
floor.

“I’ve let you down,” I say. I kind of mean it, but I also
know this is what she wants to hear. She likes to hear things
that are meaningful. She takes classes at the community college
just for this reason. My mother says the people who take those
classes can’t accept things as they are. They’re always looking
for more even though it’s nowhere to be found. Like trying to
find a pebble in the ocean.

“Forget about it,” Danielle says. She picks at something
with her fingernail and then turns on the faucet to wash the
soap down the drain.

“Are you scared?” I ask.

Danielle dries her hands on her T-shirt and then lights a
cigarette. She leans against the sink. I stand in the doorway
and cast a long shadow that covers her and reaches up the
back wall.

“Should you be smoking?” I ask. I take a step towards
her. ’m not sure if I should grab the cigarette out of her hand,
or light up and have one myself.

Danielle looks at me hard. She’s got a white smudge of
sunblock near her ear. “I don’t think it really matters,” she
says.

The one kid at the marina, pimple-faced Toby, walks into
the front office and throws a couple of wrapped sandwiches
on the desk.

“From my father,” he says, and walks out.

I’'m talking to my father on the phone. He’s bartending
on a boat in Florida. He’s drunk.

“How’s the marina?”

“Fine.”

“Your mother?”

“Wasted last night. We all went to the Cove.”

“House OK?”

“Couple of fires.”

“Listen Eddy, I’ve got to run. I’ll call you from Antigua.”
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“OK.”

Frank unwraps the first sandwich and peeks under the
bread. “Salami.”

Believe it or not, I’ve seen Frank pull a hook out of Mr.
Teller’s cheek. Two weeks ago, when some transients were
drunk, he took a dinghy out to their boat so he could help
them dock. If there’s trouble, Frank’s there. I’ve heard rumors
he was supposed to be harbormaster but never left the marina
because he was too lazy. He likes to sit in his lawn chair every
chance he gets.

I stand there, holding the phone.

“What’s the matter, boy? You look confused.” Frank taps
me on the head.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Well,” Frank says, flicking my chest with his fingers,
“It’s not what you say, it’s how you feel.”

“Do you think I'm fat?” Justine says, turning sideways
so I can see her stomach. She’s wearing a bathing suit with
cutoff shorts. She’s thin and smooth like a whittled twig. “Tell
me, honest,” she says. “I'm thirty-five and I can take the truth.”
I'm standing in front of her boat, piling her rope, trying to
make conversation.

“You’re not fat,” I say, and I point to Charge it!.

Mr. and Mrs. Teller are lying on Charge It!, fat all over
the place, eating chunks of cheese. I’ve seen Mrs. Teller spray
Easy Cheese straight into her mouth without so much as a
cracker or a piece of bread in sight.

“My husband tells me I’'m fat,” Justine says.

I'walk back to the front office to Danielle. She’s swatting
at the ceiling with a broom, trying to get a cobweb. Her T-
shirt lifts and her stomach shows. She’s thick and strong like
any moment she could whip your ass. Her stomach is hard as
a rock. She’s up to fifty pushups and when things get slow
during mid-week, she does them behind the dockhouse in the
shade.

“You’re not fat,” I tell her.

“That’s because it’s only been three months,” she says.
y y
* % %
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At the marina barbecue, Mr. Goldstein is sneaking me
Budweisers. Frank is in charge of flipping hamburgers. Justine
tells me how she walked in on her husband in bed with two
girls. There’s something about the marina that makes people
confess. I've heard how the Blooms and the Ballentines swapped
wives and how Mr. Patterson brought a strange boy back to
the boat. Mrs. Davis doesn’t exactly read during her husband’s
afternoon tennis game. Even Toby told me how he lost the
dog. Justine puts her hand on my leg. She smells sweet like
coconut oil. My mother, talking to Frank, spills her drink on a
hamburger. I hear her say they taste better that way. Frank
claps his hands together, snorting. My mother announces this
is the best goddamn season she’s ever had. She manages the
marina. There are only three more days to go. She puts her
arm around Mr. Ballentine because Mrs. Ballentine is gone for
the weekend.

“Your father was the best weekend I ever had,” my mother
told me a couple of years ago. She was sitting in a swiveling
chair, in the office, drinking a martini. She swiveled back and
forth like she was disagreeing with herself.

“What was he like?” I said.

“He walked around telling dirty jokes. He carried an old
tennis ball in his pocket. He’d toss it around or bounce it off a
wall every chance he got. He couldn’t keep still.”

Frank came into the office to find the keys to the shed.
He tossed the keys up and caught them and I thought he might
be acting out what my mother said. My mother paused and
took a sip of her drink. She slapped Frank on the back of his
thigh as he walked out.

“I met him at a bar. He was crewing on a sailboat, docked
on the other side.” She motioned towards the bridge. “He was
just a kid, you know. We both were.”

I nodded.

“Sometimes I think about how things could have been
different but then I realize ’'m wasting my time.” My mother
held her head in her hands. “You know what? I give up. I
surrender.” She casually raised her arms up in the air like I
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was holding a gun and she wasn’t sure if she should take me
seriously or not.

She ran her hand through my hair and pulled out a piece
of string.

I bring a bag of ice to Mrs. Goldstein and connect the cable
for Wet Dreams. All the guys on Wet Dreams care about is
watching TV. They own a nightclub and partying reminds them
of work.

“That’s such a cool life,” I tell the owner who drinks from
a carton of orange juice. His skin is pale and blotchy like he’s
covered in birthmarks.

He tells me how easy it is to get girls, how at the end of
the night he can just choose.

“The problem is I get tired,” he says. “All  want to do is
sleep.”

“Ichoose you,” Isaid to Danielle in front of the dockhouse.
We’d been going out for a month, meeting late-night at
Captain’s Bar. It was after she found out and we weren’t sure
what to do.

“No, I'm serious,” she said, crossing her arms in front of
her. “It’s not that easy. You either go with me or you go with
other people.” We were standing in the sun, and I could see
the sweat on her upper lip. Her nose was burned, and the skin
on her forehead had started to peel.

“OK, you,” I said. I wasn’t thinking about my
responsibilities though. I was thinking about how nice it was
to have someone to sleep with at night. The winter had been
pretty lonely for me.

Behind Danielle, on the gas dock, three girls in bathing
suits were giggling at Frank. One of them saluted at him, and
then shut off the engine of the boat.

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about,” she said.

“OK,” I said. “OK.”

% ¥
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“Hello, you,” says my father on the phone. I'm watching
Frank make lunch. Lunch is an eight hour process for him. It
takes him hours to unwrap the Italian sausage, put it on the
grill, and then stick it in a roll and eat it. When he’s done
eating, he’ll start the process all over again. Joanne comes by
every couple of hours with meat and bread in plastic bags.

“I’d like to make a reservation for the Love Boat,” my
father says. “Length two-sixty. Beam thirty-three. Put it under
Captain Stubing.”

“Very funny,” I say.

“Lighten up, Eddy,” he says. “You’re too serious. That’s
bad for a boy your age.”

Frank raises his eyebrows, do I need anything. When
someone’s on the phone, the job of the other people in the
office is to keep that person supplied. That means drinks,
cigarettes, whatever that person needs. I point to a girl from
Nasty Boys walking down the dock in high heels. Frank shakes
his head and mouths the words, grow up.

“Hey,” my father says. “I'm thinking of coming up for a
visit.”

I picture my father arriving on a sailboat and my mother
running to the end of the dock to meet him.

I take out a postcard from the desk drawer. It’s one my
father sent us when I was eleven years old. He sent us five my
whole life. It’s a picture of a giant tarpon, as big as a building,
with a little man trying to reel it in. When I was young, I didn’t
know it was a joke, and I always thought the tarpon would
eat the man. I carried it around in a plastic wallet to show my
friends.

“Incoming,” says Frank, holding up his sandwich as if
the new arrivals might try to steal it.

I fold the postcard in quarters and put it in my pocket.
The postcard says, “Pretty soon little Eddy will be taller than
me.” The rest of it is smudged.

“Gotta go,” I tell my father.

“QOK, sport,” he says.

* %F *
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Justine is crying and the mascara runs down her face.

“My husband was supposed to be here yesterday,” she
says, sniffling. She wipes her face with a T-shirt and says,
“Damn him.”

I’m sweeping the dock with an old broom.

“Idon’t think I've ever felt this bad,” she says. “I’m thirty-
five years old and I feel like shit.”

She disappears down the companionway and comes out
with two cocktails.

“Do me a favor and have a drink,” she says.

I get on her boat and she hands me a blue cushion.

“You’re not that bad off,” I say, sitting on the cushion. I
tell her about the time Mr. Patterson pushed Mrs. Patterson
off the boat and left her for dead. Even Toby on Sea You Later
used to be black and blue every time his parents had a fight.

“I’ve never even seen my father,” I say. “He just started
calling two weeks ago, trying to be friends.”

Justine shakes her head and finishes her drink. “I'm in
pain,” she says.

We watch Frank walk in front of the office, picking up
cigarette butts. Joanne follows behind him, pointing out
garbage that he’s missed. “You see that?” I say, pointing to
Frank. “They’re the only ones that have their heads straight
on.”

Frank’s the only one who knows about Danielle. When I
told him, he took my cheeks in his hands and I could have
sworn he was going to start bawling. He told me to follow my
heart. He put his fist on his chest and said, “Sometimes, if you
forget about it for long enough, it’s hard to remember it’s still
in there.” I put my fingers on my neck and took my pulse.

“We’d never survive without him,” I tell Justine.

She sucks on an ice cube and spits it back into her cup.

“I wish I had someone like that,” she says. “You know,
dependable.”

“And on top of all that,” I say, “he can even make my

mother smile.”
L
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“I wouldn’t even give your father dock space,” my mother
says when I tell her my father’s coming for a visit. “I’d give
him a mooring and charge him a hundred dollars a night. On
second thought, I'd make him anchor.”

My mother is hungover. She isn’t wearing makeup, so I
can see the wrinkles sprouting out of her lips.

“I thought you said he was a good weekend, the best
weekend you ever had,” I say.

“That was nineteen years ago,” she says, opening a can
of Tab. “You can’t recreate the past. Besides, the bridge would
snap his mast in half.”

I watch Danielle push a lawn mower across the marina
yard. She’s wearing work gloves so she won’t get blisters. She
stops and wipes her forehead with a bandanna.

“She’s something else,” my mother says.

The funny thing is people are always telling her they could
be sisters.

“What do you mean?” I say.

“I mean she’s not one of us. She’s always got better things
to do.”

“I like her,” I say. “She’s nice.”

“Well, you should stay away,” my mother says. “Watch
out.” You’d think she was talking about an emergency, like
there was a storm coming this way.

She opens the reservation book and sharpens a pencil.
She sits down and looks at me.

“I like her too,” my mother says, “but I also liked your
father. I like my shoes and now there is a hole in the toe. What
good does liking do?”

Frank and his wife walk down the dock. Frank kicks a
dog turd into the water. Behind them, the transients on Crazy
Claws listen to music and dance, waving at anyone they see.
One of the guys takes off his tank top, doing a striptease. Frank
and Joanne talk as if they are strolling through the park together
and there is no one else around.

“I spot a sailor,” Joanne says, walking up the steps to the
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office. Frank walks behind her, making sure she doesn’t fall.
Joanne has a bad hip.

“How’s the love life?” Joanne says when she gets to the
top of the steps. She holds onto the handrail, resting a moment.

“You mean love lives,” says Frank. “The boy is crazy.”

“Hey,” I say, “At least I’'m not them.” I point out in the
general direction of the boats.

Frank and Joanne nod their heads without turning around
to look.

“It’s only time,” Joanne says. She winks at me.

“Give the boy a chance,” Frank says, looking in the fridge.
He takes out a can of Dr. Pepper. He holds it in his hand for a
moment and then gives it to me.

I asked Danielle to give me a chance. We talked in the
parking lot behind the garbage dump. She was wearing zinc
on her nose.

“I know what’s going on,” she said. “I’'m not blind.”

I went out on Daddy’s Girl and didn’t come back for two
days.

The tears ran down her cheeks. “You’re going to see me
cry now, but that’s it. ’'m not going to cry again.”

“Ididn’t know what I was doing,” I said. “I was drunk.”

“That’s a shocker,” she said, turning to leave. “Let me
know when you’re sober.”

“Idon’t know if you can understand this,” my father says,
“but you’re all 've got.” He breathes heavily, as if he had to
run a mile to get to the phone.

“Everything OK?” I ask.

“My life is full of detours,” he says. “First Florida, then
Antigua and now Barbados taking me farther away from you.
Now that I want to see you, business is booming. We only
have a couple of free hours in between charters. There’s no
time to rest.”

“We’re winding down up here,” I say. “End of the
summer.”
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“Eddy,” my father says, “I’ve made some mistakes. Will
you do me a favor and send me a picture? Send it to poste
restante in Barbados. I want to show everyone a picture of my
son. I have a son and I want people to know.”

I walk down the dock and find my mother having drinks
with Mr. Goldstein.

“Well, hello darling,” she says with a fake English accent.

“Dad wants me to send him a picture of me,” I say.

“Dad?” she says.

“You know, my father,” I say, “the one you hooked up
with nineteen years ago.”

My mother fingers her key chain. It’s one of those floating
ones so you don’t sink your keys. She’s joked that one day she
might have to rely on it to save herself.

“You’re missing the point, Eddy,” she says, standing up
and dropping her drink. “You could send him a picture of
Ricky Schroeder and he wouldn’t know.”

“I don’t know how I feel about this,” I say to Danielle,
holding her hand as she walks towards the bus stop. “What if
we’re making a mistake?”

“You’re eighteen. I’m twenty. End of story,” she says. She
shifts her duffel bag from her right hand to her left, shaking
me off.

From the road, I can see the U shape of the docks. My
mother and Frank look like clay figures.

“I have feelings for you,” I say and I’m thinking Frank
would be proud.

Danielle looks at me blank.

I imagine knocking on Justine’s boat and making some
flimsy excuse. Husband still gone? Need any help? I imagine
inhaling the coconut scent, now stronger because the boat is
closed up. I'll hand her a bottle of wine. We’ll light a candle
because the power will be out.

“So I guess that’s it,” I say.
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My mother and Frank stare into the water. Frank points
at something and my mother lies down on the dock, head
hanging over, to get a better look.

Danielle puts her hand out to flag down the bus.

“You’re a regular detective,” she says.

At the end of season party, Mrs. Goldstein stands on the
floating dock and sings, “Here comes the rain.” She uses a
beer can for her microphone. Justine pretends to be hosing
salt water off her deck, and then turns around and sprays M.
Teller. The Blooms and the Ballentines are having a community
hug to last them until next season. The four of them stand in a
circle, arms around each other, and Mr. Bloom cries.

I walk into the office to find my mother sitting on Frank’s
lap. She’s straddling him, her legs dangling down the sides of
the big office chair. Frank’s reclined back like he’s taking a
break. He isn’t wearing a shirt. “Oh, shit,” my mother says,
giggling, when she sees Frank’s expression. His lips are puffed
out like he’s about to sneeze. She hides her face in his chest.
Frank stands up, holding on to my mother, and places her to
the side.

“I want you to understand,” he says. “I don’t love my
wife. I haven’t loved her for twenty years.”

“You’re a fucking bastard,” I say. I point at him, point
right at his face.

My mother plops down in the chair and massages her
temples. “Give it up, Eddy,” she says.

I take a swing and Frank catches my arm. He tries to pull
me into a hug.

I push him away and stumble down the steps.

I turn to puke in the bushes and Frank is behind me.

“I love your mother,” he says.

I spit at him, but it only lands on his foot.

“I’'m sorry,” Frank says. He puts his face in his hands and
blubbers. Something about it was meant to be. He lies down
in the grass.
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I walk along the road. I put my thumb out hoping to get
a ride. I stop to piss and it starts to rain. I imagine everyone at
the marina wondering where I am. No one is there to put up
the rain tarp over the office deck. I imagine them saying, who’s
gonna close up and hide the money in the refrigerator? They
stumble around like they’re looking for their glasses. I imagine
people calling in on the radio and no one answering, and my
mother passed out on the dock in her underwear.

I yell into the screen door of Danielle’s mother’s house.
The screen is ripped so I yell through the hole.

“Iknow we can do it,” I say. This is what my father would
say if he had a second chance.

Danielle comes to the door, pale, smiling.

“It’s over,” she says. “All gone.”
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At the Cathedral of St. John the Divine
Michael Shapiro

long, aqueous light
drains through the nave
and renders coral caves
in the airless underworld.

nothing moves among the pews
but the stain of rosettes

as it crawls over the memorials.
High in the transept’s arch

hangs another breed of darkness,
as if above the nautical light,
the rays of heaven burn out and we,

in the sea of our making

quietly drown.
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Shifting Gears
Alshaa T. Rayne

1999
Doll, found objects, collage on wood



Oblique Necessities
Alshaa T. Rayne
1999

Fiberglass mannequin, acrylics, found objects




Apologies to Chance

Alshaa T. Rayne

1999

Fiberglass mannequin, acrylics, found objects




from Karma Babies: Kung Fu Baby
Alshaa T. Rayne
1999

Doll, wood, found objects



from Karma Babies: Weather Report
Alshaa T. Rayne
1999

Ironing board, doll, acrylics, found objects




from Karma Babies: Turnaround
Alshaa T. Rayne
1999

Doll, acrylics, found objects
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from Karma Babies: Quotation Marks

Alshaa T. Rayne

1999

Doll in painted wood frame, feathers, beads, nails, screws




from the Dream Series: Lotus
Alshaa T. Rayne

1997

Acrylic and oil pastel on paper




Mourner at the River
Leilani Hall

Standing that way, in the swirling body

of liquid night, I watch you in curiosity.

This sandy river and towering bridge, you say,

is a place you think safe. This dark sky,

I imagine, is a woman’s silky skirt

you tilt your head back to look under,

hoping for all the secrets these deep hours promise.
I suppose you live this way

for the magnetic energy of the body,

your pale human body, this cool body of water,
this moist body of night, and perhaps even me,
this thin body of woman who kneels at your front.

I have imagined myself as you, cavalier and naive,
as if the act of one bird’s song falling into another
were nothing more than momentary sound,

as if the way the water moves around you

to accommodate your solid presence

were nothing more than a simple pleasurable thing.

But I have failed.

Every time I hear the mourning doves

I think how my senses are not to be trusted,

how these lovers will always be separate voices,

each sad uttering a hopeful call for the other.

And when I think of you waist deep in the murky river,
I admit I do not see it curve around you, but pass under
as if you were only the upperhalf of man,

a legless torso carried by his own unsettled desires.
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The happiness project depends on clarity, for clarity is a kind of happiness, a
kind in clarity, in happiness, and to know this is to aim for sentences sure of their
terrain, landscapes covered by jeeps with webcams, the better to show animals
#in their element,” drinking at watering holes and munching the higher leaves of
some fragrant bush. Its fragrance is presumed by my happiness, this clarity I
lend to images loaned me from places my mother wished to travel, her long-
deferred safari now a pipe dream whose pipe isn’t one, will not be re-lit. I have
earned my clarity, as my happiness, through process of reduction, restriction of
wandering through concentration on this one, this image I have of my mother in
North Africa drinking spiked wine and dancing naked in the moonlight. She
who has not yet come upon her happiness waits it out in the opacities of autumn,
seven years past my father’s death, the leaves a bright orange and yellow that
November, his clarity a gift that can only be called happiness.

10/23/9






from Memory Cards
Susan M. Schultz

PASTE MEMORY CARD HERE.

—
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Florida Fifth Grade
Heatber Sellers

Mr. Rowe let us play the stock market

with fake money and rea] newspapers for six

weeks and we were never so happy. Never

before had I talked. Now I was rolling, rich, laughing

with boys, a lot. I even jumped on the seat of

my desk when my Coca Cola split. Then we learned

Mr. Rowe didn’t really wear glasses, he sold real

estate to old women from Chicago, women who all

died, faded or something before the movers

came for their breakfronts, hutches and goods. And a
fourteen-

year-old girl was pregnant. We weren’t afraid.

We weren’t going to her junior high, we were a feeder

school for downtown, and our Rowe wore yellow shirts,

smelled like apples, and said “You are the best class

I've ever had. You kids are going high places.” We held

our complex sums and our ticker tapes; everything was

frozen and streaming at once, the Big Crash. We felt

guilty, like it was us, «] wasn’t cheating,” Andrew

Snedeker said. “It was Eric.” I'said we could be quieter.

“At least he wasn’t trying to stuff religion into you,”

my mother said. Like Mr. Godfrey, my history

teacher, with pink girl twins who had to be spanked,

yes, babies, spanked, hard, so they’d know he loved them
and their

baptism meant something. “I cry right with them,” he said,

“Sometimes harder.” Godfrey was bald, gleaming. White

shirts, dark suits. “Know Jesus,” he said. “Know Him and
love Him.”

110



Hawai‘i Review

Once I saw Mr. Godfrey. I was walking

late to lunch from the library. He was crying,
secretly softly banging his head on the cement

wall of the cafetorium, around back, his shiny patent
shoes like badgers in the sticker

grass and weeds. Around back by the

dumpsters. He didn’t look like he knew

anyone. I was getting a B.
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Houdini
Kirby Wright

Ninth grade marked the end of my big brother’s interest
in board games. Every day after school, Ben would ask me to
tie him up so he could practice his Houdini act. He’d been
inspired by a Tony Curtis movie and wanted to become
Honolulu’s first escape artist. Ben loved it when I tied him up
with nylon cord out in the backyard.

“Tighter, Jeff,” he said. His hands were behind his back
and one side of his face pressed to the grass. He had the green
eyes and blond hair of my mother. I had the brown eyes and
dark hair of my hapa haole father.

I wound the cord around Ben’s wrists. “This might cut
your circulation.”

“Will not.”

I tied a square knot and tried squeezing a finger between
the cord and his wrists. “It’s like a tourniquet,” I said.

“Can’t you tie anything besides a square knot?”

“How ‘bout a fisherman’s knot?”

“Okay. But make it tight.”

I finished his wrists and started binding his ankles.

Ben would twist and squirm on the grass trying to free
himself. He always refused my offer to untie him. I studied
The Boy Scout’s Handbook and got so good at knots that it
was typical for Ben to rub his skin raw. But somehow, he always
managed to get free. Even if it took hours, he’d get loose. He
was more interested in escaping knots than doing homework.

“Better luck next time,” he said as he tossed me the cord.
He was tall and lanky and I figured this helped him escape

time after time.
¥ 3k o
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One night, when we were eating dinner on the lanai, Ben
asked my father to tie him up. “Bet I can get away,” Ben said.

My mother nodded. “Ben’s like Houdini, dear.”

“Better,” I said.

My father finished his last bite of Hamburger Helper. He
sat at the head of the table in a V-neck undershirt and khaki
shorts. He had thin lips and a ruddy complexion. He wore
horn-rimmed glasses like battle gear and had trouble smiling.
He’d joined the Army after the Japanese bombed Pear]l Harbor
and got stabbed in combat on Tarawa Atoll. Ben had started
calling him “the General” because he liked giving orders.

“You won’t get away from me,” my father told Ben.

“Oh, yes, I will.”

“Get the rope.”

Ben walked into the house and returned with two lengths
of nylon cord. My father followed him out to the lawn.

“Finished your homework?” my father asked him.

“All done.”

“Get on your stomach.”

Ben flipped over on his belly.

My mother and I watched him roll up Ben’s jeans and
loop cord around his ankles. He used the second piece to bind
Ben’s wrists. Then he went into the kitchen and returned with
a third piece. He used a slipknot to tie Ben’s hands and feet
together behind his back. “This is how we handled prisoners-
of-war,” my father explained.

“What prisoners?” I asked.

“The Japanese.”

“Did any get away?”

“Not a one.”

“Always a first time,” Ben said.

“That looks uncomfortable,” said my mother.

“He asked for it,” my father replied. He stood over Ben
the way a hunter stands over his kill.

“Does it hurt, Ben?” my mother asked.

“It tickles, Mummy.”
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“Pll be watching Mission Impossible,” my father said.
“Ill untie you after the show.”

“I’ll be free by then.”

“We’ll see.” My father walked across the lanai and slid
open the screen door to the house.

My mother started clearing dishes. She wore a mu‘umu‘u,
clip-on earrings, and red lipstick. She’d met my father in her
hometown of Boston, where he had attended Harvard on the
GI Bill. She walked over with a stack of plates. “Good luck,
Ben,” she said.

“Boy,” I said, “he’ll need it.”

My mother nodded and carried the plates to the kitchen.

I knelt down and watched Ben struggle on the centipede
grass. He arched his back and slumped. He arched again and
rolled onto his side.

“You look like Curly in The Three Stooges,” I told him.

“Kulikuli.”

“What’s wrong with talking?”

“I’m trying to concentrate.”

“You’re the General’s prisoner-of-war.”

“If you don’t kulikuli.”

Through the glass doors, I could see my father sprawled
on the couch. I knew Ben desperately wanted his praise for
something, anything. He’d been cut from junior varsity football
at Punahou School and was getting D’s in everything except
ROTC. The cord was something tangible Ben could defeat.
Every time I’d tied him up after school was practice for this
night.

I went inside, switched on the floodlights, and returned
to Ben’s side. His t-shirt was covered with grass stains.

“Think you can do it?” I asked.

“Don’t know.”

“Should I loosen that stupid slipknot?”

“That’d be cheating.”

“The General won’t know.”

“Yeah, but I will.”
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My mother walked out. She was an optimist who went to
Mass every Sunday. She believed her perfect attendance,
combined with her weekly tithing, guaranteed her a place in
Heaven.

“Pray for Ben,” I told her.

My mother looked skyward. She held out her hands to
the stars above Diamond Head. “Our Father,” she began, “who
art in Heaven.”

“Go, Ben, go,” I said. “God’s on your side.”

My mother finished her prayer and we started cheering
for Ben. It felt like Monday Night Football. My father got off
the couch and looked out the glass door. After fifteen minutes
of frantic contortions, Ben loosened the cord binding his wrists.
Then he reached for the slipknot. He arched his long back
and, in a matter of seconds, was free. I have never seen Ben
more pleased with himself than the night he escaped before
Mission Impossible ended. My mother and I accompanied him
into the living room, where he presented my father with the
three lengths of cord.

My father laughed. “You should be on this show,” he
said. But there was a defeated tone to his voice and his praise
sounded phony.

I jumped up and down while my mother tap-danced on
the wooden tiles. The show ended and I did The Monkey to
the Mission Impossible song, making sure to block my father’s
view of the screen.

“Ben did it!” I said.

Ben raised his arms in acknowledgment. “Thank-you,
thank-you.”

“Alright,” my father said, “that’s enough.”

“Don’t you think your son’s pretty terrific?” my mother
asked.

“Keep your big voice down, Mary, all the neighbors’ll
hear you.”

“But Ben’s the best!”

“Better than Houdini,” I added.

Ben nodded. “I can escape anything.”
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“Look, you li’l son of a bitch,” my father said, “want me
to really show you how we tied up the Japs?”

“Sure.”

“Then let’s go outside, big mouth.”

“Lead the way.”

“This is getting silly,” my mother said.

“Yeah,” I said, “Ben already got away.”

“Shut your yaps,” my father said.

My mother and I followed them back to the lawn. Moths,
having discovered the floodlights, were dive-bombing out of
the night sky. Even stink bugs were buzzing the lights.

Ben got on his belly again. My father jammed his knee
between Ben’s shoulder blades and looped cord around his
wrists. He threaded the cord between Ben’s wrists and secured
it with a surgeon’s knot. I could see Ben’s fingers turning white.

“Owie!” Ben said.

“You made your bed, big mouth,” my father said, “now
sleep in it.”

When he finished with Ben’s wrists, he started in on his ankles.

“Isn’t that enough for one night?” my mother asked.

“He won’t escape now,” my father said.

“Is this really necessary, dear?”

“God damn it, Mary, don’t you remember what that
psychologist said?”

“No,” she said. “What did he say?”

“Stay the hell away when I’'m disciplining them.”

My mother looked at me and frowned before retreating
to the kitchen.

“Bend at the knees,” my father ordered. He connected
Ben’s roped ankles and wrists with a timber hitch knot, the
kind lumberjacks use. My father pulled the nylon tight and
Ben screamed. “Now this is the real McCoy,” my father said.

“God,” Ben said.

My father mussed up Ben’s blond hair. “Have fun, big
mouth.” He returned to the house and I could hear him arguing
with my mother.
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I sat beside Ben on the grass and tried coaching him to
freedom. His hands and feet touched behind his back. I told
him the position of the timber hitch connecting his wrists to
his ankles. I told him that there was a surgeon’s knot between
his wrists that got smaller and smaller every time he reached
for it. A stink bug landed on his neck and I brushed it off.

“Let me know when to free you.”

“Sure.”

“Want some juice?”

“No.”

* % o

My father got my mother to go to bed early. He was in
his pajamas when he turned off the floodlights. The only light
came from a lava lamp on the lanai. I got a flashlight from the
kitchen cupboard and returned to the lawn. Ben looked like a
pretzel with his knees bent and his arms stretched behind him.
He arched his back trying to reach the timber hitch. The more
he struggled, the tighter the cord got. I shined the light on his
face—one side rested on the grass and the other was covered
with blue pebbles of Gaviota fertilizer.

“He’s got you.”

“I know.”

“Let me untie you.”

“QOkay, but don’t tell the General.”

“I won’t.” I put the flashlight on the lawn and faced the
light toward Ben. The beam lit his face and shoulders. I felt
the nylon around his wrists and there was something wet. I
grabbed the flashlight.

“Turn that light off!” came my father’s voice.

There was a silhouette standing at the screen door of the
master bedroom. I aimed the flashlight in its direction and lit
up my father in his pj’s.

“You’re next, Jeffrey,” he said, shielding his eyes. “Is that
what you want?”

“No.”

“Then get to bed.”

“This isn’t World War Two!”
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“You’ve got ten seconds.”

“It’s okay, Jeff,” Ben said. “I’'m almost free.”

“Really?”

“Really. Go to sleep.”

I went to bed. I listened for Ben’s footsteps in the hall. I
waited for him to walk into my room and show me the cord. I
waited and waited. I fell asleep waiting. I dreamt Ben had to go
to the hospital to have his hands and feet removed. My father
told the doctor the operation was way too expensive and he
could perform the surgery at home if my mother acted as his
nurse. My mother pulled a dinner napkin out of her purse,
folded it into a nurse’s cap, and stuck the cap on her head.

* %

The garbage trucks woke me up. I ran outside in my
underpants and found Ben on his side with his eyes closed. His
hands and feet were still touching. The cord around his wrists
was red with blood.

I tugged at the cord. “Jesus!”

“How’s the big mouth this morning?” my father asked
from the screen door of his bedroom. He was wearing a dark
suit and adjusted his tie.

“He’s bleeding!” I said and yanked at the timber hitch.

“He asked for it,” said my father. “Now untie Houdini
and get ready for school.”

I ran into the kitchen and returned with a steak knife. I
sawed at the timber hitch and the nylon gave way, one strand
at a time. I straightened out his legs and cut the bloody knot
binding his wrists. Ben remained on his side. The skin around
his wrists looked like raw meat.

“It’s over,” I said, rubbing his back.

He flinched.

“What’s wrong, Ben?”

He didn’t answer. Ben’s arms were still behind him, as if
the knot hadn’t been cut. His eyes watered and he kept one ear
to the ground. Blue pebbles were embedded in his blond hair
and eyebrows.
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I was surprised my mother hadn’t come out to comfort
him. The dream came back to me and I remembered my parents
hadn’t thought twice about maiming their son. I got up and
something moved in the master bedroom.

I looked over at the screen door—there they stood,
watching.
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Robbie’s Day
Patrick J. Murphy

It was all over, long ago over, and it was perfectly safe
now to see her son. There was no problem, here. In the last
few years, they’d spoken on the telephone numerous times.

“How are you doing?” she would ask.

“I’m doing fine,” Robbie would always answer, her son’s
voice that of a stranger, hers filled with too much of the past.

She’d talked about getting together and they had always
put it off and now it was his birthday. Still, Ruth hesitated at
the door. She wasn’t the type of person who would force herself
on anyone. The sky was cloudless and the sun beat down. The
Pacific a few miles away cooled the air and cars passed in the
street below. Then, finally, she rang the bell.

Naturally, Robbie seemed surprised to see her. He’d aged.
His hair had thinned. He’d grown a stomach. But inside the deep-
set eyes she saw the old expression, the same boy peering out.

“It’s only me.”

He stood for a moment without speaking.

“May I come in?”

He hesitated, then stood aside.

There was a strange smell she couldn’t place. Must or
incense, or a combination of the two. She preceded him down
a short dim hallway stacked with boxes and into a small, square
living room. A double window filled one wall, a couch another.
A cardboard box with a green cloth on the top of it formed a
coffee table, of sorts. A television stood in a corner. The rest of
the room was filled with books. Shelves of bare wood supported
by raw concrete blocks climbed to the ceiling, where space
allowed, and crawled beneath the windows when required.
Books not on the shelves tottered in piles here and there.

“You read.”
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He didn’t respond. She walked over and glanced at some
of the titles. They were all science fiction. He’d been interested
in science as a child. She noticed numerous nearly identical
covers. A series, she supposed. Adventure One followed by
Adventure Two. Nothing there she could talk about.

“Would you like something to drink?” he asked.

“I don’t touch it anymore.”

“I meant soda, juice, coffee.”

She shook her head. “What do you do besides read? You
know, for fun.”

“What can I do for you?”

“You can say you love me.”

“You love me.”

It took her a second, then she smiled. “You made a joke.
Not a very good joke, true. But I'm glad to see you in there
trying.”

He looked away.

“What are you doing?” she asked after a moment had
passed.

“What do you mean?”

“For your birthday.”

He glanced at his watch.

“I almost forgot.” She opened her purse and pulled out
an envelope. She handed it to him and watched him open it.
He pulled out a card with a picture of a puppy on the cover,
and a check folded over.

“I didn’t know what you wanted.”

She sat on the couch. She noticed small statues placed on
the coffee table, arranged in a circle on the green cloth. If he
weren’t in his thirties she would have called them toys. She
picked one up. It was a figure of man in a skirt and a cloak. He
had a sword at his side and was holding a torch in front of him.

“That’s Eric, the seeker.”

“It is? And I suppose the others have names as well.” She
noticed his expression change. There must have been something
in her voice. “I'm sorry.” She put the figure down.

“It’s part of a game.”
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“May I play?”

He made a long-suffering face, one she remembered. “You
have to know the characters, what they’ve been through. You
can’t just jump in in the middle.”

Suddenly, she felt sorrow. She’d known it was there. It
was always there, but now more powerful than she’d expected.
“How is your job going? What job is it? I’ve forgotten.”

He worked for a temp agency, filling in where needed.
When they’d last spoken, he’d been doing data entry for a
pharmaceutical company. And before that, he’d worked as a
mail clerk.

“I’m between assignments, now.”

“Oh.”

He sat on the couch at the far end. He held one knee with
his hands and rocked slightly. His eyes seemed dark.
Unreadable. “How are you doing?”

How was she doing? She lived in a small subsidized
apartment on the other side of town. She watched TV. She
went for walks. “Just fine.”

The silence between them grew. Ruth waited, unable to
speak. She grabbed her purse and placed it on her lap. She was
wondering how to say goodbye, trying not to think how badly
it all was going, when someone rang the doorbell. Robbie went
to answer it.

She heard voices in the hall.

“This is John,” Robbie said, gesturing to the heavy man
walking in beside him.

John seemed well into his forties. He was dressed in black.
He wore black shorts and black tennis shoes. He had widely
spaced eyes and black hair pulled back in a pony tail, falling
past his shoulder blades. There was a white design drawn on
his black tee shirt. A small silver skull dangled from his left
earlobe. She began to be frightened for her son, that he might
have turned into someone she couldn’t like.

Robbie gestured towards her. “My mother.”

John walked over and shook her hand. “Fly in for the big
occasion?”
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Ruth smiled. “I drove.”

He nodded and sat beside her and looked at her.

She grew uncomfortable again. Apparently, they were
expected to make conversation. She didn’t want to ask about
his dress, but couldn’t help herself. “What exactly is that?”

John looked down, as if he’d spilled something. “What?”

“That symbol on your shirt.”

“It’s a pentagram. Are you a follower of H.P. Lovecraft?”

She’d never heard of the person. “It’s magic, right?”

He smiled. “But good magic. When the pointisup ...”
he traced it for her with his finger, “. . . that means it’s
beneficent.”

Beneficent. It was all becoming too much. She smiled.
“I’m sure it is. 'm sure it’s everything you say.”

The telephone rang. Robbie walked around to the end of
the couch and reached down to the floor and picked it up. He
answered it, then smiled. His face seemed transformed. The
years fell away.

“You should wait,” John said, “and meet the others.”

She didn’t want to meet the others, but couldn’t leave
while her son was looking so young. The memories came back.
Some she didn’t care to see. She heard what Robbie was saying
without paying much attention and realized only after some
minutes had passed whom he must be speaking to.

“Is that your father?” Of course it would be. Wishing his
son a happy birthday.

Robbie held up his hand and turned his back to her, but
she could still hear the words. She wondered how Earl was,
now. Had time treated him more kindly than it had her? She
tried to imagine him in his sixties and couldn’t. She listened,
wanting to fill in the missing time. How was he? How had the
two of them survived all those years without her? She
remembered them together, the way they’d been before she’d
destroyed them all.

“That was your father?” she asked, after Robbie hung up.

He obviously didn’t want to answer.
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“How is he doing? How is his new wife?” Though after
so many years she couldn’t be very new, anymore. “And his
other children, whoever they are?” That sounded bitter. She
didn’t mean to say it that way.

“They’re fine.”

She stood. “Well.” She looked around and smiled briefly
at John, still seated on the couch, then turned back to Robbie.
“I just wanted to drop by and wish you a happy birthday. It’s
been so long.”

The doorbell rang again. Robbie came back with two men.
One was fat with dark glasses and a large brass belt buckle
riding high on his stomach; the other wore green, with felt
boots, as if he’d just come from Sherwood Forest.

“Let’s go!” the fat one said. “Let’s get with it.” Then he
noticed her and stopped.

Robbie made the introductions, but no one seemed to
want to talk. She stood, uncertain what to do, while Robbie
went into another room and fetched a cardboard box. He set
it near the couch and pulled from it a number of plastic trees,
a thin flat piece of something shiny that apparently was meant
to be a river, and finally a rather abstract castle made of wood.
It had a large square body, a gate painted on the front, and
four towers with conical roofs.

She should go, she thought, but stayed and watched them
play. They ignored her. The rules of the game seemed complex.
John made the final decisions. They talked in the voices of
their characters. One shouldn’t just jump in.

“Robbie!” she said, finally, her voice much too high.

The game stopped.

She tried to smile. “I think it’s time I got going.”

He seemed irritated at the interruption, but rose to his
feet and walked her to the door.

“Thanks for dropping by,” he said.

“You’re such a bad liar.”

There was an awkward moment when his expression
changed and he seemed to want a hug, then he stepped back
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before it happened, leaving her hands somehow still in the air.
She lowered them quickly.

On the steps, she turned. “I’'m sorry.” Her voice was
unsteady. “I’m terribly sorry.”

Robbie smiled, reminding her of Earl in one of his bitter
moods. “About what?”

125



The Bird Keeper
Jennifer Tseng

Father keeps a calendar by the toilet in their bathroom.
It’s in a little wooden slot that he nailed to the wall. He keeps
a pen in there too so that he can make notations while he sits.
We think the marks have to do with his daily functions, but
there’s a code he uses with himself, so we can’t decipher
anything. He uses x’s and 0’s, checks, plusses, and minuses.
The only familiar part is the numbers; he uses the same numbers
we do to record his weight daily, once before breakfast and
once before sleeping at night. None of his bodily changes go
unnoticed and all are documented. He is the only man I know
to do this. Women are known to keep calendars of their bodies
because of periods. Menstrual cycles. Father doesn’t have to
worry about that but nevertheless he is very busy with that
calendar.

Sometimes when they are not home I go through their
bedroom to their toilet to do my business. I dig into the wooden
slot and fish out old copies of Reader’s Digest and read the
real life tragedy story. A woman caught in a snowstorm saved
by her dog, a single father without legs raising two sons. Every
day people send their stories and anecdotes and get money for
them. Father wrote the rates down for me: $300.00 for 25
lines. He says that if I am smart I can write something too.
After I have finished with “Life in These United States” and
“Laughter is the Best Medicine,” I slide my hand into the slot
and pull out Father’s calendar. It is something he got free at
our bank and its pictures of North American birds are water-
stained. I like to look at the cardinal. The brightest birds we
have in our yard are blue jays and hummingbirds. The colors
on the throat of the hummingbird are bright and good but
they are just a flash of green in the window. They never stay
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long. So I always turn straight to the cardinal which is August,
the month they got married. I check the date, August 26, for
any special markings. Nothing.

When I get tired of looking at dates and birds, I turn my
attention at last to Father’s code. Father’s checks and plusses
are his own language. He writes to himself with numbers,
squiggles, and lines. Sometimes I call Rose to the bathroom
while I am sitting there and she looks at the code with me. We
discuss its possible meanings, all of them entwined with things
of the body. His body. We will never ask him what it all means.
For a time we will keep guessing and then when we are older
we will forget. But before that happens, the calendar will be
another indication of our father’s secret body clock. His regular
mystery, his own way of speaking. We will decipher only that
every day of his life since we have known him, his weight
fluctuates from 136 to 139, resting most days at 138 and that
he is the master of codes, keeper of all the beautiful birds in
America.
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Mercado—Madrid, 1972

Virgil Suarez

Deep under the city, pass beggars

and their dirty children, pass the blind
loteria vendor with clouds for eyes-
deeper still, the market: all the fruit,
vegetables, tubers, legumbres, cold
cuts, and shops, all-you-can-eat

for pesetas. Carcasses of rabbits

and goats upside down like shirts
dangled to dry on clotheslines,

the lure of mussels and clams, the pink
of shaved pigskin, feet and offal,
rainbow shimmer of light against

the mackerel, sardine, and smelt
scales, scales like confetti speckled

on the wet black floors. Bonbons
made at the chocolate shops,

liqueur filled, the smell of dried cod,
Serrano ham hung from the rafters,
everywhere wine, grapes, shiny olives . . .
Tight, my mother holds my hand

as we walk through and though we
don’t have much to spend, every few
shops or so she says, See all that?
That’s abundance, freedom. This

is why we left Cuba. A fruit vendor
hands me a shiny apple. I bite into

it, taste its juices, this world

of sweetness for the first time;

who can forget the price of freedom?
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Aprilis Is the Latin Word for Opening
Ann Lynn

— for my daughter at twelve

In her hand she holds

the robin’s egg she found,
not quite blue,

not quite green.

Its own color, she says.

When she was young

she loved the names of colors,
burnt sienna, periwinkle,

sea green, midnight blue,
colors in her Crayola box,
long slender stems

neatly in order,

and on the end of the box

a hole she could put a crayon into
and turn, knowing

it would come out sharp

just the way she wanted.
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Contributors Notes

“Lapa Poi Boy” by Joe Balaz was first presented to an audience at the
Pacific Writers Forum at East-West Center in 1994, It appears as an
amplified poem on Electric Laulau (1998), a cd of Pidgin literature
written by Balaz. The poem’s inclusion in Hawai‘i Review marks
the first time it is being published.

Serena Crawford received an MFA in creative writing from the University
of Oregon. Her fiction has appeared, or will soon appear, in The
Greensboro Review and Nimrod. She currently lives in Portland, OR.

Christopher Davis’s second book of poetry, The Patriot, was published in
the spring of 1998 by the University of Georgia Press. His first
collection, The Tyrant of the Past and the Slave of the Future, won
the 1988 Associated Writing Programs award. His third collection
will be called A History of the Only War.

Rosa Flores was born in the Philippines and raised in Hawai‘i. She
graduated from Punahou in 1996 and UH-Manoa in 1999.

Stephen Guppy has published two books of poetry and a collection of
short fiction. His poems and stories have appeared in Stand, Alaska
Quarterly Review, Best Canadian Stories, and The Journey Prize
Anthology. His most recent publication is Blind Date with the Angel:
The Diane Arbus Poems. He teaches at Malaspina University-College
on Vancouver Island.

Leilani Hall is a poet currently completing her PhD in creative writing at
The Center for Writers, University of Southern Mississippi. Her
poems have appeared in The Laurel Review, Chattahoochee Review,
and The Obio Review, among others; she has work forthcoming in
The Journal. She was a guest poet in Istanbul, Turkey, for emerging
writers, and has also lived and taught in Peru, editing the literary
journal Mango Juice.

Ann Lynn has worked as a social worker, freelance writer, and editor, and
now teaches poetry writing to children. Her work has appeared or is
forthcoming in River Oak Review, Graffiti Rag, Defined Providence,
The Christian Science Monitor, and Many Mountains Moving.

Patrick J. Murphy has stories due to appear in Confrontation and Florida
Fiction 2000. A collection of short stories, Way Below E, was
published by White Pine Press. He is currently studying in the
graduate Creative Writing Program at Florida State University.

Virendra Nath has lived in Hawai‘i since 1980 and has previously
published in Hawai‘i Review and India Book Chronicle. He was
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born in India, lived in Sierra Leone, Gambia, and Kuwait, and
graduated from the University of Michigan, Ann Arbor. Virendra
has loved the places he has lived, enjoyed the rituals, and remembers
the kindnesses unique to each place. He is saddened by the cruelties
his many homes are seeing in this, the angriest decade he has lived
through.

John O’Meara is a teacher. He recently moved from Hawai‘i back to his
home state, Massachusetts, where he enjoys the cold.

Lance Peterson is currently working on an MA in English at SUNY
Binghamton. He has had poetry published in The Sounds of Poetry,
Nerve Bundle Review, and Hazmat Review, and work forthcoming
in Affair of the Mind and Psychopoetica.

Alshaa T. Rayne is a poet and visual artist. Her experience of being a
“war baby,” and later, at age 16, a refugee, made her think a lot
about the role of karma and attachment. She is happy to work with
broken and discarded objects, giving them a new existence.

Dan Rohde grew up in West Burlington, Iowa, and attended Coe College
and the University of Iowa. Since 1976, he has taught English at
Muscatine High School in Iowa, where he has also been a school
counselor since 1995. He enjoys reading and experimenting with
all kinds of poetic topics and forms.

Moyshalé Rosencrantz was born in South Africa, and has since led a
semi-nomadic existence between Israel, Appalachian Ohio, France,
and most recently Ireland. He now lives and works in Galway with
his wife, and splits his free time between writing and the classical
guitar. His current projects include completing a book of Anglo-
Saxon riddles for publication by Flying Pencils Editions, and
translating the songs of French singer-songwriter Georges Brassens.

Ralph David Samuel was raised on a dairy farm in Pennsylvania where he
milked cows and attended Quaker schools. He graduated from
Dartmouth College, then blazed his own trail as a pacifist trial
lawyer. In 1994 he set up a residential fellowship at Dartmouth for
emerging poets. In his spare time he continues to represent severely
injured people in lawsuits against careless doctors and makers of
defective products.

Susan M. Schultz has lived in Hawai‘i for over nine years. Recent
publications include Addenda (Meow Press), Holding Patterns (Wild
Honey, Dublin), and Aleatory Allegories (Salt, UK). Further Memory
Cards to be found in a forthcoming chapbook from X-Poesie (NY
& Prague).
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Heather Sellers is an Associate Professor of English at Hope College in
Michigan. It’s awful cold and grey. She grew up in Orlando, FL and
writes poems, stories. She is at work on a novel called Cinderella in
Flames, and also spends time in the garden with her Welsh Corgi.
Recent work appears in New Stories of the South: The Best of 1999,
Field, The Sun, and 9mm, an anthology of poets on violence.

Born in New York, Michael Shapiro has spent most of his life trying to
get to Hawai‘i. Now that he’s here, you’ll find him lying in his
hammock. When he gets up, he teaches writing and literature at
Transpacific Hawaii College in Honolulu. His poetry has received
several awards and has been published in small journals and
magazines over the past decade.

Lynn L. Sloan has published stories in Puerto del Sol and Ascent, currently
serves on the board of StoryQuarterly, and is at work on a novel.
She is a Professor of Photography at Columbia College Chicago.

Virgil Suarez was born in Havana, Cuba in 1962. He is the author of four
published novels: Latin Jazz, The Cutter, Havana Thursdays, and
Going Under; and a collection of short stories, Welcome to the Oasis.
With his wife Delia Poey he has co-edited two anthologies: Iguana
Dreams: New Latino Fiction and Little Havana Blues: A
Contemporary Cuban-American Literature Anthology. He teaches
Creative Writing and Latino/a and Caribbean Literature at Florida
State University in Tallahassee, FL where he lives with his family.
You Come Singing, a new collection of poems, is out from Tia
Chucha Press/Northwestern University. In the Republic of Longing,
a new collection, is due out in Spring 2000 from Bilingual Review
Press/Arizona State University.

Jennifer Tseng received and M.A. in Asian American Studies from UCLA
and has been awarded fellowships from the Millay Colony for the
Arts, the Syvenna Foundation, Cottages at Hedgebrook, the Helene
Waurlitzer Foundation, and the MacDowell Colony. Her work has
appeared in Calyx Journal of Women’s Art & Literature and
Ploughshares, and is forthcoming in Amerasia Journal, Crazyhorse,
and Green Mountains Review. She is currently in the fiction program
at the University of Houston.

Kirby Wright graduated from Punahou School in 1973 and attended UH.
He has won fellowships in both poetry and fiction from the Arts
Council Silicon Valley. He wishes to dedicate “Houdini” to the
memory of his great grandmother Catarina Apianni Wright, who
danced the pu™ili hula at the court of Queen Emma and King
Kamehameha IV.
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