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Dear Reader,

Please join us in welcoming this lastest issue of
Hawai'i Review into the world and into your hands. A year
ago, we celebrated this journal’s 35" year of publication by
revisiting some of Hawai'i Review’s most prolific contribu-
tors: Haunani-Kay Trask, Margaret Atwood, Eric Chock,
David Lum, Lois-Ann Yamanaka, Gary Snyder, W.S. Mer-
win, and R. Zamora Linmark to name but a few. It's amaz-
ing to sit in our tiny office and look back at how much this
little literary machine has accomplished in the middle of
the Pacific. Here's to another 35 years and more!

We also re-established a writing contest, named
after another great contributor, author, teacher, and
mentor--lan MacMillan. This issue has proudly published
the winners of our 2011 Ian MacMillan Writing Prize for
both poetry and fiction. Congratulations to all who won
and mahalo nui to everyone who entered the contest. It
was exciting to see our email and mail boxes flooded with
so many entries. We were honored to read every entry.
Hawai'i Review would also like to thank authors Alexei
Melnick and Brian Christian for their mana‘o and gener-
osity in taking the time to help judge the contest. Special
thanks must go out to our Editorial Advisor Jay Hartwell
for his keen sense of small and large ideas.

On behalf of the Hawai‘i Review ‘ohana, mahalo for
your continued readership, support, and interest in our
pages. Happy Reading!

The Editors of Hawai‘i Review
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By Rita Ariyoshi

Ithough she was well aware of the hefty price
Ahis semen fetched, and that his reputation for

an astonishing virility and exceptionally beefy
offspring had spread from Moloka'i all the way north to
Ni’ihau, the rapt young girl was entirely innocent of the
idea that the lugubrious bull standing before her with
bits of pili grass stuck to its stubbled chin, served as her
adolescent erotica. For Waynette Fan, the magnificent
animal was Hercules, Maui, Tom Cruise, and the
Terminator, all in one shimmering, fly-visited skin. And he
was in mortal danger, which added immeasurably to his
luster.

She had named him Sir Lancelot, raised him,
shown him and, in the absence of urban distractions, still
lavished unencumbered attention upon him. She stood
by the pasture fence, cooing to him, “Lancie, when you
were young, you were so-0-0 cute. You’d wobble up to me
with the sun shining on your coat and all the little hairs
standing up like electric bean sprouts, and you’d look at
me with those Maybelline eyelashes and I'd melt away like
ice cream on a kona day.”

She might as well have been talking to a wall. The

7



{OH, BULL}

bull, like Keoni Akana in her junior class, exhibited zero
response. She wanted to reach through the fence and hug
him, but knew he’d move away. She really loved him. And
she would save him.

The Hawai'i State Health Department claimed that
some Moloka’i cattle periodically tested positive for bovine
tuberculosis, although they declined to name the offending
herds. They decreed that the disease had to be entirely
eradicated before Moloka’i milk could be permitted to go
to market in Honolulu. According to the so-called experts,
the only way to accomplish this was to slaughter all the
cattle and leave the island barren of herds for one year.

The big Moloka’i ranches were now owned by
Mainlanders and foreigners who could afford to write off
the animals on their taxes. For them, the slaughter might
even be advantageous, as all great killings are for someone.
The small local ranchers suspected various conspiracy
theories and fought the ruling through the courts. Today
was the final hearing in the state supreme court in
Honolulu.

The ancient name of Waynette’s home island was
Moloka’i Pule O’o, Moloka'i of the powerful prayer. And
that was what Waynette needed. Leaning her full weight
on the fence pole, she promised, “Lancie Boy, if anything
happened to you, it might be a sign for me not to raise
my head up too high. And I know, Lancie, that God
wouldn’t give me this burning desire to be on television
instead of marrying Keoni Akana and cleaning his fish and
hosing down his truck for the rest of my life, even though
I majorly love him, if he didn’t want me on television.
Besides, I'd have to look like a brand new Boston Whaler
before Keoni noticed me anyway.”

The girl believed that words, once uttered, flew out
into the universe and existed for all time. They acquired a
life of their own and could never be taken back, deleted,
aborted, or unsaid. In the beginning was The Word -- and
in the end would be The Last Word. Already the universe
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was choking on dirty jokes, lies, broken promises, Hitler’s
orders, Rwandan pleas, and chit-chat. There should be a
place where words are laundered and sorted, and perhaps
the evil and trivial ones stuffed in rolls of thunder just to
clear the cosmic airwaves.

She dwelled on the process of language and how
ancient peoples all over the world put sounds together to
communicate needs and ease their loneliness. Her father
became a different person when he spoke Hawaiian with
her old uncles and aunties. His soft voice assumed a
natural authority. He became a man with possibilities.

She had once asked her father what language he
prayed in, English or Hawaiian, and he had replied that
he didn’t use words, only pictures, and that’s how God
spoke back to him, in visions. It was about that time that
Waynette decided on a career in television. Television
dispatched visions into infinity, and they were worth a
thousand words each.

Ancient pictures adorned the rocks deep in the
kukui tangle mauka of the pastureland, near the secret trail
to Pelekunu. The figures were men with wings. She had
shown the petroglyphs only to her younger brother, Junior,
and confided to him, “I want to tell our Hawaiian stories
on television. I want to know why these people have
wings.”

She had never loved her younger brother more than
in that moment, when he answered with childish faith, his
fingers tracing the mossy wings of the rock, “You'll do it,
Waynie. If anyone from here can get on the television, it’s
you. You read practically the whole library in Kaunakakai
awready. Everyone knows you'll get one scholarship.”

Now Junior was getting his growth and she’d soon
have to look up to him. Everything, it seemed, eventually
grew bigger, including life’s problems.

She heard the truck an instant before her mother
called, “Waynette, Junior, Battah. Your father coming.”
Great clouds of red dust heralded his arrival. They all
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hurried to the tulip tree where the rusted blue truck would
stop.

As he approached the house, he slowed the truck
to a crawl, and when he stopped, he just sat in the shade,
turned off the engine and looked at their mother, then
looked away, ashamed. Finally the truck door complained
on its hinges and he stepped heavily down and shook his
head.

Junior spoke first, his voice cracking in puberty, “It’s
not fair, Dad. Our cattle never been sick. Never. Not when
Tutu-Man had ‘em, and not now.”

Isaac Fan, shoulders slumped, walked toward the
house. “Son, they goin’ kill every head of cattle on the
island, down to the last.”

Waynette shouted after him, “I won't let them kill
Lancie. He’s no T.B. cow. I raised him, Dad. He won the
prize -- biggest bull 4-H ever had. He’s too big to get sick.
Did you tell them about Sir Lancelot?”

“They don’t care about Sir Lancelot in Honolulu.
They don’t care about us folks. It’s not our place no more.”

It was a quiet supper. Mostly they ate rice, which
always felt good in the stomach when troubles came. For
once, Mrs. Fan let the television stay on during dinner.

Battah timed the news announcement about the
cattle with his graduation stop watch, “Two minutes, forty-
tree seconds.” Then the Pizza Hut ad came on. Battah
asked softly, “When they goin start the killing, Dad?”

Isaac spoke with a great weariness, “Probably
tomorrow. Most likely they’ll start with the big ranchers.
Take a couple, tree weeks get to us.”

Sitting outside that evening, Waynette told Junior,
“Someday, I'm gonna tell this story, not just the facts, but
how people feel about what’s happening. I guess, Junior,
I'm just the average immature kid. I want to change the
world.”

Junior was not his usual encouraging self. “You tell
all the stories you want, Waynie Girl, and no matter. You
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change notting.”He got up, “Rain coming.”

Waynette sat for a long time. Her father came out
and said softly, “Come on in, Waynette, we’ll be okay. We
Hawaiians are made for hard times.”

She closed her eyes, “Dad, will you say something
in Hawaiian for me -- anything.”

He put his hand on her head and used her Hawaiian
name, “Noekealaokalehua, na Iehova “oe e ho’omaika’i mai,

a e malama mai.” May the Lord bless and keep you. Her
father was a man of the powerful prayer. She reached up
and held his large familiar hand. He squeezed hard, as she
knew he would, and then he went to bed.

A breeze stirred, carrying scents of ginger and
plumeria layered with comforting horse and cow
fragrance. A full moon sailed high in the Pacific sky. She
heard her mother in the bathroom, Battah on the phone
with Darlene -- no laughter tonight -- and Junior glued
to the tube. When she finally moved, it was to retrieve a
plastic 7-Up bottle from the recycle bag. She washed it,
filled it with water and put it in the freezer. She had a plan.

In the middle of the night when the house was silent
with sleep, she made her way quietly to the freezer, took
out the water bottle with its slush, and got the flashlight
from the kitchen drawer. There was enough of a night
breeze stirring the ti and palms to mask her stealthy
movements.

The moon was almost bright enough to read by.
Her father once told her that on brilliant nights like these,
before the big pier was built in Kaunakakai, ranchers
scheduled their cattle drives because the tropical sun and
heat exacted such a weight loss from the animals. As a
little girl, she had pictured the ghostly horned shapes
moving across the high pastures and down along the lava
flows to the beach, their hooves clattering on the shale. By
first light of day, the animals were driven, one by one, into
the surf, bawling and thrashing. The paniolos roped them
and lashed them to waiting tenders, which then pulled
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the animals by lines out to the barge that would carry
them to the slaughterhouse on O‘ahu. The cowboys used
big draft horses for this part of the job because they were
steady even in the surging waves. Panicked cattle could be
very dangerous, and a downed rider would, as her father
said, “be in deep kim chee.” Bloodshed had to be avoided
at all costs, so as not to draw sharks. Tiger sharks had
once made hamburger out of a Murphy Ranch roundup.
Everyone still talked about it like it was yesterday and it
had happened more than fifty years ago.

Waynette pulled her saddle from the shed. Pup
pranced at her heels, sensing an unusual nocturnal
adventure. She talked to the dog to keep him from yipping.
Kula whinnied softly in greeting.

Once mounted, she headed into the pasture, Pup
running back and forth covering the distance three or
four times. If he knew what was ahead, he’d conserve his
energy.

In the light of the moon, the cattle were clearly
visible. Sir Lancelot lumbered from the shadows and
placed himself between her and the cows. She clucked to
him, talking, “Easy Lancie, this is for your own good.” She
circled around, opened the far gate and moved in on the
small herd, growling at them, “Haaah! Haah! Hele pipi. Ai
lepo, haaah.” Grudgingly they moved, Lancelot last, still
between her and the herd. Pup kept the animals clustered.
“No point in closing the gate,” Waynette said aloud, “No
more cattle.”

With a grand recklessness, she drove the herd
across the open fields to where the land began to rise in
hummocks to the high mountains. It was hard work in
the dark. By the time they approached the forest, she was
down from twenty-two head to eighteen. “Can’t worry
about the strays or they’ll all be lost.”

It took several stings of her hau whip and some
well timed nips from Pup before Lancelot would enter the
inky woods. Philodendron and banana poka touched her
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face with damp assertive fingers. Tree branches broke like
gunshots as the cattle advanced. Waynette consciously
banished from her mind the akua stories she, her cousins
and brothers used to tell at night to scare each other when
they camped at Mo’omomi Dunes. She concentrated on
the benevolence of the land that had always nourished its
people and lavished on them such beauty and abundance
that they danced to it and loved it with a passion usually
reserved for a person.

The animals labored as the trail wound steadily
upward and became narrower. She knew these mountains
well. This is where they picked wild plums and
blackberries in the spring. There would be plenty of poha
and enough guava to have squishy guava fights. They’d
swim by Hi’iwai Falls, then singing and tired, come down
the mountain to where their father would be waiting with
the same old wheezer of a truck he still drove.

Having been in the saddle for two hours now,
Waynette figured the forest would be thinning out soon
and she would be able to pick up the secret ridge trail.
Under the best of conditions, it was a dangerous trail
running along the spine of the mountains, dropping off
two thousand feet on either side. As far as she knew,
Junior was the only other person in the world who knew
about this hidden way to Pelekunu. They had found it
years ago. Parts of it still had paving stones from when the
early Hawaiians lived in the remote valley. Waynette knew
that if she showed the trail to anyone else, she would be
forbidden to use it again because of its obvious perils.

Anybody who attempted Pelekunu these days went
around by boat and could land only in summer and only if
the surf was low.

Calculating the risks, Waynette figured that even
if she lost the cattle along the way or if they died in
Pelekunu, it was better than dying in a slaughterhouse
with a slit throat and the stench of fear all around.

The wind picked up and the tree branches clattered
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overhead. As far as she could tell, they were down to
eleven head. When the shrinking band emerged from the
forest canopy, it made little difference. Clouds now hid the
moon. She considered stopping to wait for daylight before
heading out on the ridge, then announced to the animals,
“Suppose the T.B. folks come to our spread first? They
could catch up with us.” She hugged Kula, and prayed,
“Father-mother in heaven, make this wonderful horse Kula
as sure-footed as a cat on a fence.”

She sensed, rather than saw, the place where the
trail edged out along the ridge. “Haah pipi,” she yelled at
the cattle. Her voice seemed to hang suspended like a low-
lying cloud.

A light rain began to fall. She raised her arms to
it, knowing it would, by morning, obscure their tracks.
“Mahalo nui loa.” She pulled her plastic poncho from her
saddlebag. More cattle broke for the sheltering trees, Pup
in pursuit. She whistled for him, “It’s okay, Pup, let ‘em

gO.II
Now she kept her flashlight beam trained on the

ground before her. The ridge was a bridge across darkness
and it lay directly ahead. The animals would have to pick
their way carefully. If the cattle spooked, they could shove
one another, and her, over the edge. She made a snap
decision -- only Sir Lancelot would go. She scattered the
cows and quickly moved in on the bull. Pup followed her
cue and herded Lancelot toward the ridge, giving him no
room to turn his head, no time to think sly bull thoughts.
Single file, they began to pick their way across the top of
the mountains, the big bull, the small dog and the girl on
horseback. The rain fell harder. The animals hung their
heads low as if to sniff the footing. Maybe they could.
Waynette made herself relax in the saddle knowing Kula
was better at finding a footing than she was. She became
acutely aware of the sounds of hooves hitting rock, of little
animal snorts and grunts, the rain whispering intimately as
it danced down around her fears.
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The wind began to moan. She thought of the ghosts
of her ancestors, and whispered, “If any of you have been
this way before me, grandfathers and grandmothers going
way back to the time of the powerful prayer, please keep
me safe. Guide me to Pelekunu.” She bowed her head, and
as she did, a red lehua blossom tumbled from her hat brim
into her lap. She smiled, “Mahalo — you always send me
signs.” Of course the flower had been on her hat all along,
probably snagged from a tree branch back in the forest,
but the fact that it was a lehua, her name flower, was the
gift. She said aloud, soothing the animals, “I am part of the
powerful prayer. We are going to be just fine.”

As if to shout back, “That’s what you think, Sister,”
the wind blew sharply against her face. Dislodged rocks
clattered into oblivion, echoing down the darkness into
ravines. There was about a mile of this to endure. Suddenly
Lancelot stopped. Pup, instead of biting at his heels,
whined. Her horse shuddered. Waynette was experienced
enough to realize that in the wilderness the animals were
wise beyond intelligence. Carefully, she dismounted.

The trail was so narrow there was barely room for both
her and the horse. In the hard rain the flashlight beam
didn’t illuminate more than a few inches ahead. She spoke
calmly, clucking to Lancelot as she felt for the trail with
her foot and her light. Then she saw -- directly ahead of
the bull -- there was no trail. The mountain dropped off
into the dark and the rain and the centuries. She caught her
breath, momentarily stunned. But she kept talking, cooing
to Lancelot, “Could I have taken the wrong trail? No, there
is no other trail. Could a whole part of the mountain have
fallen away since the last time? No, there have been no
earthquakes. Now, guys, let me think.” She couldn’t go
abreast of Lancelot, he was too unpredictable. One shift

of his position and she’d follow those rocks into the void.
She crouched and searched the ground slowly with her
flashlight, inch by inch -- and then she found it -- the trail
made an abrupt right angle turn. “Ah, now we can go.
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Come on Pup, get Lancie moving to the right. That’s it.
Come on Lancie Boy.” At first, the bull wouldn’t budge,
but Pup was so annoying with his yapping, and standing
in the rain was so miserable, Sir Lancelot finally took his
first grudging step to the right, sensed there was footing,
grunted, snorted, shook his great head and kept going.
Fortunately, the trail was fairly level at this point.

The rain stopped abruptly. As the clouds cleared the
face of the moon, light seeped out and she could see. The
land widened into forest just ahead. “Okay, guys, we're
almost clear of the ridge. Just a little more.” The animals
responded to her mood and to the clearing weather,
picking up their pace. Once in the forest, it would be
downbhill all the way to Pelekunu.

By the time she reached the safety of the mass of
mountain, the sky was growing light with approaching
dawn and the air smelled of clean moss, ginger, palapalae
fern and iliahi, the sandalwood. Bird songs stirred the
canopy. The police whistle of the tiny oma’o was the first
she recognized. Then the scarlet apapane with its honeyed
notes, and some warbling she couldn’t identify, but all of it
was harmonious.

As the sun rose, it beamed into the high forest
from below, transforming the low-lying mist into puffs of
iridescent light. “I'm in a chalice of morning. I wish I could
stay here forever. Why do we come upon these moments
when we have places to go and things to do? Maybe
because if we stayed, we’d drown in joy.”

Kula picked her way delicately through the mud.
Twisted branches of ohia lehua overhung the trail, their
brilliant red blossoms ignited by the sun. “If one blossom
falling from a hat is a good sign, what is a forest?”

Guava underfoot made the path slippery. A narrow
waterfall gushed beside the trail, its stream cutting a small
gully in the path as it crossed to drip down into the forest
on the other side. She paused to let the animals drink.

The trail began to twist around the mountain. The
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trees parted, and ahead she saw blue ocean. The vegetation
was low now and wind-sculpted, leaning back against

the land. Waves exploded against the base of the cliffs
with such force, that hundreds of feet up, she felt the land
tremble from the assault.

The little party wound carefully down into ravines
and back up another mountain rampart, into forest and
back out to the lip of the cliffs. Everyone grew tired.

Waynette ceased noticing the grand vistas, the
thousand shades of green relieved by silver kukui leaves.
Half a dozen times she told herself that just around one
more bend, one more cliff, the coast would open out into
broad Pelekunu. Finally, it did. They rounded a cliff, and
there, spread out below them was the green apron of the
valley. Waterfalls tumbled on three sides. It was its own
secret world. “Whoopee, here it is Lancie, your new home.
We made it. The cattle killers will never find you here.”

As soon as the little band reached the valley floor,
they headed for the stream. Waynette stripped off her
clothes and splashed into the icy water. Pup barked at the
edges, making forays, and finally, head as high as he could
stretch his neck, he paddled furiously in, circling Waynette
as she laughed. Kula sipped delicately at the stony edges
while Sir Lancelot moved off to graze. She called out to
him, “Well, what do you think, Lancie? Didn’t we come
to a good place?” There was no response, not even a flick
of the tail. “Okay, be like Keoni Akana. See if I care. When
I'm on television you’'ll wish you had been nicer.”

Waynette cooled her face in the water, splayed
her fingers and toes and felt the chill in every pore, then
climbed up on a warm rock, rounded and smooth, to dry.
She thought she would nap, but couldn’t sleep.

She apologized to the animals as she dressed,
“We’ve got to get back. Mom and Dad will be worried. I
don’t want anyone to try and follow us.” She sucked on a
guava before mounting, then rode toward Lancelot, “Ah --
parting is such sweet sorrow, Lancie Boy, but someday, I'll
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come back to visit.”

Wary, he trotted off a few feet, pretending to graze,
but watching her. She whistled for Pup, turned and started
back up the trail out of Pelekunu.

They moved more quickly without Lancelot and in
the confidence of daylight. The only real danger was the
ridge trail. Now that she could see the narrow path, she
couldn’t believe that they had negotiated it in the dark
with a big bull.

As she rode home into the close pasture, she saw
that there were a dozen head of cattle back inside the fence.
She waved to her father and Junior. Only Junior returned
her greeting. Her father ignored her until she was beside
him. He sat erect in the saddle, his face dark under his hat.
He said, “We been working all day to clean up after you,
Waynette. Battah still out there looking for cows. I praise
God you're back, girl, but you have some answering to
do.”

“I don’t want them killed, Dad. So I drove them
away.”

“Honesty, girl, honesty. You only worry about
Lancelot. You never think about the rest of the herd or
about your mother. She worried sick.”

Quietly she answered, “I'm sorry.”

“Where that bull at now?”

“Please, Dad, I don’t want to tell you. I want it so
that when the sheriff and the cattle-killing folks come and
they ask you about Lancie, you can say, without a lie, ‘I
don’t know.” Please, Dad, just give him a chance.”

“The Bible says ‘Render unto Caesar.” The law say
we gotta turn over every last one of ‘em.”

“Then can we let God decide? If Lancie is to be
killed, then the men will find him. It's a small island, Dad.
Please?”

Her father was silent for long minutes, then nodded
his head, “You shoulda been a boy.”

“Aw-right. Awesome, Dad. Mucho mahalo.”
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Junior smiled. He guessed where The Lance was.
“Now,” her father said, “go show yourself to your
mother.”

In less than a week, an inspector from the Board of
Health arrived in a jeep. It happened that the whole family
was out under the tulip tree, as if expecting him, which
they weren’t, not yet. The inspector spoke brusquely,
“We'll be coming for your herd tomorrow, Mr. Fan.
According to our records you have twenty-two head. Is
that correct?”

“It was correct. I'm down to thirteen.”

“Why is that?”

“We had an accident. Some got out. We rounded up
what we could.”

“You have to comply with the law, Mr. Fan. There
are penalties for obstructing justice.”

“I figure, you want my cattle, you gonna take ‘em
and notting I can do, but I can’t see putting in a lotta man
hours to make it easy for you folks. I gotta clear some
land for corn. I gotta do something to earn a living for
my family when you take my cattle. You want ‘em, you
get ‘em. You mount a round-up. They’re yours now. The
Honolulu judge say so.”

“The state is compensating you for each animal, Mr.
Fan.”

“We both know I'm not getting market value.” He
spoke firmly, with neither self-pity nor defiance. Waynette
was filled with admiration.

The inspector returned a week later with two Big
Island cowboys and their Japanese quarterhorses — ATVs.
They worked the range for three days. In the end, the
inspector said, “We got twenty-one head. One missing. I
heard about your prize bull, Mr. Fan. It's not among the
herd. Where’s the bull?”

“Don’t know. Been missing. Try look all you like.”

“We'll be back. We have to get every last one or the
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program won’t work.”

“Our cattle never been sick. Not ever.”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Fan.”

“What you people gonna do to us next?”

The inspector walked away with bowed head, as
if he didn’t like his job. Waynette wanted a camera and
microphone to ask him how he felt about his participation
in this injustice.

The whole family watched the cattle truck drive off,
the cows bawling and wall-eyed with fright. They watched
until the road dust was a low red puff settling among the
trees. Her mother slipped her arm around her father’s
broad, unfirm waist.

During the next three months, the inspector
returned periodically to search for Sir Lancelot. He combed
the hills with as many as twenty men at a time, all looking
for one bull.

The inspector and Mr. Fan developed a curious sort
of friendship and finally the inspector said, “You sure you
don’t know the whereabouts of your bull, Isaac?”

“T'm sure, Wendell.”

“Guess I'll have to declare him dead.”

“Guess so0.”

The Board of Health announced on television
that the eradication program was one hundred percent
successful.

Moloka’i became a strange place without animals.
An eerie silence fell over the island, as if it was under a
spell.

After a year, the large ranchers began importing
cattle again. Most of the smaller ranchers couldn’t afford
the stock. Waynette’s father, like about a third of Moloka'i,
had gone on the welfare roles.

All that barren year, Waynette had been afraid to go
to Pelekunu. She imagined the health inspectors had spies
who would follow her and just as she got to the valley, a
helicopter would swoop down and pick off Sir Lancelot
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with a rifle.

She concentrated on her schoolwork with renewed
determination. As her teachers -- and Junior -- had
predicted, she won a full scholarship. She would be going
to New York.

In August, just before she left, Waynette and Junior
announced they were going camping, and hiked into
Pelekunu. They couldn’t find Lancelot, but they did spot
droppings indicating he was still alive.

As they sat around the small fire on the beach,
Waynette said, “If The Lance was a horse or a dog, he’d
come visit. But big beautiful animals -- and big beautiful
people -- never have to learn to be sociable. They make
out without trying. You know, Junior, I always imagined
that Lancelot was a sign from God that I was going to be a
winner.”

Her brother answered, “Now you got only bullsheet
for your sign, like da rest of us.”

She laughed and clapped her hands, “Junior, that’s
so perfect, so perfect. Now when life seems crappiest, I'll
know it’s a sign that my dreams are alive and well.”

“Only you would think like that, Waynie Girl. I
gonna miss you when you go way.”

“Thanks Junior. I'll miss you, too, and the island,
and the family.”

“Will you miss Keoni Akana?”

She looked at her feet and smiled. “I had a major
crush on Keoni Akana for four years. And when we went
to the prom he was a dressed-up dish of sour poi. He gave
me a carnation lei. Carnation. I can’t believe it. And to
think I asked him. Don’t you ever tell anyone I asked him
to the prom.”

They sat in companionable silence while the fire
crackled. When Junior spoke, it was almost a whisper, “I
was kinda hoping we’d find The Lance and we could bring
him back and Dad could start up one herd again.”

“Dad won't start a herd ever again. The fight’s gone
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out of him. It's welfare and fishing for him now.”

“He wants to see you on TV, Waynie. He tells
everyone you going be famous, li-dat will make everything
they did to us okay.”

“What are you gonna do, Junior? You're graduating
next year.”

“I think I go Maui, like Battah and Darlene, and
work the hotel. No more notting for us here.”

“Bull.”

\ A A4
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By Tyler McMahon

What Stacy felt was more like jolts of electricity

which started in her brain, then ran down her spine
and spread through her limbs. She pressed her temples
and convulsed for a minute upon her rented bed in the
dark hotel room. When it was over, beads of sweat rolled
down her face. She struggled to catch her breath. A cock
called from not far inland. Apparently, these “brain
shivers” were a fairly common withdrawal symptom for
Stacy’s particular anti-anxiety medication.

The high tide crested shortly after sunrise, so Stacy
paddled out in the dark. The point break at Medewi was
the wave she’d been looking for her entire life: a long
peeling left in warm water and without crowds. The only
hazards were the sharp and shallow rocks—covered in sea
urchins—that made up the point. To avoid them, Stacy and
most other surfers restricted their sessions to high tide and
wore booties. Not as hollow or as technical as the jacking

To call them ‘shivers” didn’t do the sensation justice.
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barrels of the Bukit peninsula to the south, Medewi was a
long-boarder’s paradise.

It wasn't just the waves that had turned Stacy off
from southern Bali, it was the whole scene: the bikini-clad
party girls, the relentless hard-sell from local vendors, and
especially the male surfers—chest-beaters with arm-band
tattoos and potato-chip thrusters, the very thing she’d
run away from. Had she not found Medewi, Stacy’s trip
might’ve been a disaster.

The swell was backing off, but still a decent size.
After Stacy caught a couple waves, Mogliss paddled out.

“Hello, my friend!” He smiled wide in the still-dark
morning. The two of them traded set waves as the tide
filled in. Mogliss wore his long arms out in front of his
wiry body like a hula hoop, letting them lead him into each
of his turns, spraying Stacy as she paddled back out.

The youngest and most talented of the local surfers,
Mogliss surfed with remarkable respect for the natural
lines and energy of a wave. Stacy enjoyed watching
him—his smooth turns, his constant smile. Since Ramadan
began, Mogliss only made it out for a morning session; the
other Muslim surfers made it out not at all.

The British guy had been around the home-stay for a
couple days, the only traveler there who didn’t surf. Stacy
passed him on her way in and out of the ocean. To her
eyes, he was well-traveled. His slight body looked like

it had endured intestinal parasites and tropical fevers.

His skin had a color that wasn’t a tan so much as a scar

of repeated sunburn. Each day, he began drinking beer

at lunchtime, and rolled his own cigarettes all day long.
He read constantly: a paperback in one hand and a glass
of Bintang in the other. He frequented the three-dollar
massage booth a couple doors down. In the afternoons, he
sometimes played checkers with a hungry and fatigued
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Mogliss; they appeared about evenly matched. Stacy
hadn’t conversed with him, though he always exchanged
a hello or other pleasantry in his British accent whenever
she passed on the patio. Stacy never understood what non-
surfing travelers did all day long, having never been one
herself, especially on this island. She supposed that this
man was doing it.

Through pure luck and no real planning, Stacy had
ended up on Bali at the perfect time. Summer vacation had
ended for the rest of the world, and the tourist crowds had
gone with it. The country’s international reputation still
recovered from the Kuta bombing, now barely a year old.
The heavy rains and strong winds that often come in the
fall held off. Stacy’s perfect wave happened to be located
in one of the only Muslim communities on the island; the
local rippers were either at mosque or too tired and hungry
to surf. An occasional couple of Euro-kooks attempted the
point break at random times. Every so often a busload of
Japanese travelers came in from Kuta, splitting themselves
between the point and the beach-break around the corner.
But mostly, Stacy had the place to herself.

High tides pushed further back into the evening.
Stacy surfed all through the sunset, until she couldn’t see.
Soon, only one high tide would occur in daylight, and
she’d have to settle for a single long session per day.

The British stranger smiled at Stacy as she crossed
the patio towards her room. “Fucking beautiful,” he said,
raising his glass.

“Excuse me?” Stacy glared at him. Without
thinking, she moved her surfboard so that it covered her
hips and mid-riff.

“The sunset.” He set the beer down on the table.
“It’s fucking beautiful.”

Stacy hadn’t noticed. He was right. The sea turned
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oily and reflected the pinks and oranges from the sky.
“James.” He switched hands on his cigarette, and
held one out for a shake.
“Stacy.”

Her room had its own small bathroom—a toilet and
sink with a shower but no curtain. Stacy caught herself
averting her eyes around toilets lately. She could use them
okay, but when she saw one from a distance, it was her
tendency to turn squeamish and look away, as if Mark
might somehow jump out of it and humiliate her all over
again.

In the shower, she remembered that night again,
not so many nights ago, on the other side of the world.
Stacy had taken third in the women’s long-board division
at San Clemente’s Ocean Fest—a small local contest held
every year at the pier. Mark and Chris saw this as reason
to celebrate. Stacy had promised herself, secretly, that if
she didn’t win first at Ocean Fest, then she would stop
competing.

The boys bought a bottle of tequila and a case of
beer, holding them up like trophies all the way back to
Mark’s place not far from the beach.

Stacy remembered her first sip of beer that night.
She was never much of a drinker, and knew better than to
mix alcohol with her medication, but she’d been good so
far and figured a little wouldn’t hurt. After all, this was her
last contest, the closing of the most significant chapter of
her life so far. She remembered, with some certainty, Chris
cracking the seal on the tequila, but everything afterwards
is either missing or unsure. She’s imagined the scene so
many times, what happened in between the photos. Stacy
can’t say what she remembers and what she’s guessed
at anymore. It wasn’t until fairly late the following
afternoon—after she’d spent hours drinking diet-cola
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and watching cable—that Stacy found the pictures on her
phone.

How had it occurred to them, even that drunk?
Wasn’t Mark in love with her? They must have found
her there on the toilet, passed-out, underwear around her
ankles, head leaning on her hands. Her boyfriend’s first
instinct was not to make her vomit, not to stick her under
a cold shower or put her to bed—but to pick up her cell
phone and snap photos.

Without remembering, without being told, Stacy
knew that they were laughing during all of this, thinking
it all some hilarious prank. They fancied themselves so
clever and funny, that they took things further. They
tilted her head back against the toilet, removed her shirt,
and took the even more humiliating, posed shots—like
young soldiers might do with the corpses of their enemies.
There’s one of Chris with his arm around her, kissing
her cheek, holding up the tequila bottle in a sick toast.

In another, Mark has one hand in a chaka-nui, the other
cupped around Stacy’s breast. His tongue is out and his
stupid goatee sticks up at the corners, like the tail of an
animal about to strike.

Then they sent them to everyone. It was Stacy’s
phone, so they simply scrolled through randomly and
clicked ‘send” on any number that they pleased: her
friends, co-workers, her mother.

But what bothered Stacy the most, when someone
finally sent a picture back to her, and she found the rest
there on her phone, was that she almost didn’t care. Sitting
there on her couch with a massive hangover, a blanket
wrapped around her, Stacy saw the possibility of laughing
this off, of chalking it up, of slapping Mark on the wrist
and then moving on. It was the easy thing to do. When
she caught herself thinking like this, she flushed all of her
anxiety pills down the toilet and dug up the title to her
van.
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When she rounded the kitchen and stepped up onto
the patio for dinner, James sat in the same spot. Maday
stood over his table. The chants came from the mosque,
which Stacy had never seen but had been hearing night
after night. Incense burned in the small bamboo offering
trays on the four corners of the patio. Maday, the owner of
Homestay Gede, and her family were the only Hindus in
Medewi.

“Nasi Goreng,” James said to Maday. “Tre ma casi.”
He was good with the language.

Stacy found her own table as Maday headed back to
the kitchen. The tide was full-high now, the wind still. Had
there been any light at all it would’ve been perfect surfing
conditions.

Stacy placed her hand on a chair-back and James
immediately said, “Please, join me.”

She must’ve looked at him a bit too suspiciously.

“It seems silly for us to dine alone. We're the only
ones here, after all.”

She walked over and had a seat.

“Good waves today?”

“Okay. It's getting smaller, but still a lot better than
back home.”

He said something in Bahasa to Maday, and she
came back with another glass and a large Bintang.

“Can I offer you a drink?”

Stacy was hesitant; she hadn’t tasted alcohol since
that night. But it was kind of him to offer, and she felt
comfortable around him, for whatever reason. They drank
the beers. He entertained them both by listing the surfing
terms he’d learned from pop culture and traveling surfers
—hang-ten, cut-back, off-the-lip, air-drop, barrel-roll—first
he guessed at a ridiculous definition then Stacy corrected
him. They ate dinner, nasi goreng for him and gado-gado for
her. James called to Maday for more beers each time their
bottles emptied.

“I can teach you, if you want.” As the words left
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her mouth, Stacy saw that this was an offer she probably
wouldn’t make sober. “The point is too rocky, but in the
beach around the corner, especially at low-tide. My long-
board would float you.”

“No. Thank you, but no.” James shook his head.

“I can’t do much sport for a while. I've had an accident.”
Reaching across the table, he took her hand in both of his.
He extended her index finger, and pressed it hard against
his own forehead.

“Feel this.” He traced the finger along a line of
invisible bumps that led up to what felt like a seam
between two unlike things. “My skull was put back
together. It’s all metal plates and titanium screws.” He kept
talking, but Stacy hardly heard him.

“It was a drunk driver that hit me.” His hands fell
away and she kept exploring the hardware on her own,
that levee of metal and bone, holding in an ocean of blood
and water.

“I got a fine settlement. Been traveling over two
years on it now.”

“You can’t tell by looking at your face.”

“My plastic surgeon is a legend.”

“Does it hurt?” She kept her hand there and looked
just above his head, as if she was blind and reading a
message in Braille that told her everything about him.

The lines straightened and zigzagged at certain points,
undulated and arced at others. It was like a relief map of
state-lines and rivers.

“In the cold, back home. But I've been in the tropics
so long that it hasn’t been much of a problem.” He paused
and let out half of a laugh. “Would you mind? I'd like to
have another fag.”

Stacy felt a wave of self-consciousness and then
laughed a little herself. She withdrew her hand and
used it to take another sip of beer. But she knew that this
gesture—showing her his most damaged parts right away,
without hesitation—was the reason she would sleep with
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him tonight.

N
238

In the morning, Stacy woke before him and
wondered about the tide. They lay on their sides, spooning,
her back to him and his arm around her. The sun had
not fully risen. His limbs were long and smooth, without
the exaggerated muscles she was used to in southern
California, where everyone seemed to be either a surfer or
a weight-lifter or both. A severe tan-line showed where his
short sleeves ended. His forearms and the lower half of his
biceps were a reddish brown.

She didn’t feel it coming on at all. As the electricity
coursed through her brain, Stacy thrashed her head
forward towards her chest and nearly knocked James out
of the bed.

She screamed and held her temples. With locked
teeth, Stacy pushed herself into an exaggerated fetal
position. The sensation spread down her spine and
throughout her body. Her knees moved up and down into
her chest as if she were running.

“Fucking hell!” James jumped to his feet and stood
at the side of the bed.

Her eyes made circles involuntarily and the feeling
down-graded itself from high-voltage shock to whole-body
funny bone.

“Are you having a seizure?” James asked. “Do I
need to put something under your tongue?”

The tingling drained out her fingertips and toes.

“It’s okay.” Stacy managed to turn over and look at
him. His small round belly rose with each labored breath.
“I'm fine now. It's okay. And by the way, if somebody’s
having a seizure, they won't tell you that they’re having a
seizure.”

“Fuck off.” James smiled, put a hand on his chest,
then climbed back into bed. “Now just what was all that
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about?”

“They call it a brain shiver. It's a withdrawal
symptom from a medication I was on. For anxiety.”

“Christ. Is everyone in America on some kind of
mood-altering pill?”

“Is everyone in the U.K. always drunk?”

“Fair enough.” He smiled. The rooster crowed from
the village inland. James put his arm back around her.
Stacy closed her eyes.

“Say, why did you start taking that pill in the first
place?”

She grabbed the top sheet with both hands. It balled
up inside her fingers as she made fists. “I used to surf
in contests a lot. I got too nervous and started losing. I
thought the pill would help me win.”

“You like to win, do you?”

“Surfing’s the only thing I've ever been good at.”

“Can’t you do it for fun?”

“That’s why I'm here.”

“Did you win, with the medication?”

“A couple times.”

“Why’d you quit?”

Stacy swallowed. “I made this deal with myself, that
if I didn’t win first in this one small contest, I would give
up competing for good.”

“And if you weren’t competing...”

“I didn’t need the meds.” It wasn’t a total lie, but
not the whole truth either.

9.
o
0
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Stacy had time to sleep in and eat breakfast before
the tide rose enough to surf. Mogliss wasn’t around.
Perhaps he was too tired by now to paddle out at all. She
rode a small wave all the way through from the point into
the bay, and caught herself wondering whether James
watched from the patio. He was probably engrossed in one
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of his paperbacks by now, a massage, or game of chess.

The sun was in her eyes as Stacy made the long
paddle back out to the point. She barely made out the three
figures picking their way out along the point, with short
thrusters under their arms, no booties on their feet. Stacy
sat up and knee-paddled her long-board, watching the
slapstick of these three surfers favoring one foot then the
other, stepping across the sharp rocks, trying to get into the
water. They’d be lucky to avoid sea-urchin spines.

They were just the thing that Stacy had been trying
to get away from, in California, then in Kuta: big, dumb,
American boys. The ring-leader of the three had a shaved
head and perhaps the ugliest tattoo that Stacy had ever
seen—a big black map of Florida—in the middle of his
chest. She’d seen similar ink on Hawaiians, and the Nor-
Cal guys, but never of the sunshine state. His arms and
chest wore a suit of steroid-style muscles.

One of his sidekicks was stocky and had a buzz-cut.
The other was tall and skinny, with long, dyed-blond hair.
The skinny one kept shouting, “Fuck!” as they paddled
out, trying to look at the bottom of his own foot. He’d been
the one to step on the urchin, poor bastard.

The stocky one went for an inside wave but was too
far down the shoulder. He paddled hard and let out a big,
“fuck me!” when the wave passed him by.

Stacy paddled around the three Floridians to the
outside. A set came in and she went for the first wave,
taking off with the white water as she’d learned on her first
session here.

“Check it out!” the skin-headed ring-leader shouted,
“It’s Gidget!” His two companions laughed.

Stacy made a clean drop and gathered speed. She
pointed the nose skyward as she came upon the three
knuckle-heads, cocking her opposite shoulder, planning a
big off-the-lip, hopefully a little spray on the ring-leader.

But as she started into her turn, time slowed down.
The six eyes of the three Floridians were trained directly
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on her. It was like the contests all over again. Her mind
spun with all the things that could go wrong: What if she
had another brain shiver right now? She’d lose her balance
and fall. What if she blew the wave on her own, simply
kooked-out and fell, in front of these three guys?

Near the top of the face, Stacy froze. Her front knee
locked impossibly. Like a beginner, she fell off her board
into the trough. Her body tumbled over the jagged rocks.
She surfaced with a gash on her forearm and three assholes
laughing at her from the outside.

“Careful, Blue Crush,” their ring-leader cupped his
hand and shouted. “You'll attract sharks with that cut!”

Stacy’s session was over. Once again, her nerves
had gotten the better of her. She’d blown a set wave in
front of everyone. By conventional surf-etiquette, she’d
lost right-of-way. She was too humiliated to paddle back
out, anyways. These three idiots had come and ruined her
paradise. On her way into the bay, she turned back and
saw the skinhead take off. His style was aggressive, hostile
towards the wave, shoving too many maneuvers into each
section and cranking all his turns into hard angles, devoid
of flow or rhythm. The tears welled up in her eyes, and
Stacy rinsed her face off with salt-water.

“What happened to your arm?” James dropped his
cigarette into the ashtray and stood up. With his tongue, he
wet a wad of napkin and went to dab it at her wound.

“I cut it on a rock.” She held up her elbow. “Fucking
meat-head assholes!”

“Those surfers, they did this to you?” James asked.

Stacy ground her teeth against the cut’s sting. “No. I
did it myself. It was my fault.”

“Well, it’s a good thing you came in, anyway,”
James smiled, “You might’ve attracted sharks.”

She looked up at him, his face breaking into a laugh.
“What'’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing. It’s a joke is all. You know: blood,
sharks.”
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“You think this is funny?”

“Well...no. I mean, I'm only taking the piss.”

“Fuck you!” She pushed away his napkin hand.
With her board still on the rocks, she walked off to her own
room. What had she been thinking? He was no different
than any of them.

N/
st

Stacy rinsed the wound under her shower nozzle
then held a rag against it. James knocked on the door as
she looked through her backpack for first-aid stuff.

“Stacy, what’s wrong?” he said. “I've fetched your
board. Can’t I get you anything?”

“Go away!”

“What'’s gotten into you?”

She found some gauze and medical tape.
Awkwardly, she attempted to bandage herself with only
her good hand and her mouth.

“I've got some rubbing alcohol here, Stacy.”

“Look.” She went up to the door but didn’t open it.
On her arm, the bandage hung by a lone piece of tape. One
eye each met through the crack between the wooden door
and the frame. “Last night was a mistake, alright. I don’t
want to hang out with you. I don’t want to sleep with you.
All T want is for all you guys to leave me alone.”

“What is wrong with you?” James backed away
from the door and shook his head. “You know something:
I'm starting to think you need to be on medication.”

He walked off and Stacy collapsed in tears upon the
bed. She cried in a damp spot into the musty sheets. He
was right. She couldn’t cope.

N/
st

Stacy lay there for hours. The sea-water that she
hadn’t bothered to rinse off turned to salt on her skin.
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She’d blown it. Like that set-wave hours ago or those
contests back in California, she’d ruined what might've
been a good thing. Maybe James was right. Maybe she
needed medication to get by.

She could tell by the colored light creeping in from
the doorframe that the sun was setting. Lying on her bed
in silence for so long had sharpened her hearing. From
the other side of the kitchen, footsteps sounded out on the
patio. Then came voices.

“James, how do you do?”

“What’s up?” Then a list of names that Stacy didn’t
follow. “We're from Florida.”

For the next few minutes, there was chatter in both
American and British accents, some laughter as well. James
was drinking and joking with the Floridians.

Another brain shiver came down. Stacy curled
herself tighter into a fetal position, pulling the bottom
sheet off the corners of the mattress. When it subsided, the
chanting had started in the mosque, drowning out the talk
on the patio. Stacy imagined what they were saying. James
probably told them that she was a good lay, but crazy.

Without dinner, Stacy finally fell to sleep on the
bed. She awoke when the chants from the mosque abruptly
stopped. All the Muslim citizens of Medewi would now
eat their one daily meal. In the new silence, Stacy clearly
heard the sound of glass breaking from the patio, and then
angry shouts: “Fucking limey faggot!”

She sat up in bed. Bangs and clunks followed, the
sound of bodies and furniture hitting the floor. Stacy stood
up and went to the door: grunts and the dull thuds of flesh
on flesh. She opened it and stepped outside. Maday ran by
on the dirt path and let out a fearful squeal.

Stacy crept alongside the kitchen and looked from
around the corner to the patio. James lay on the ground,
his arms held firm around his damaged head, the rest of
his body curled up the way Stacy’s had been just minutes
ago. The skinhead stood over him kicking his legs and
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torso, shouting insults between blows: faggot, pussy, bitch.

The other two Floridians stood on the opposite side
of James. They held up their open palms and muttered a
few syllables meant to placate their enraged leader: Dude!
Hey! Chill!

Nobody noticed Stacy as she stepped onto the patio.
She picked up an empty Bintang bottle; the neck of it felt
reassuring in her hand.

“That'll teach you!” The skinhead wiped his brow
with a muscled forearm.

“Dude, look who's here.” The thin blonde one
noticed Stacy and pointed. The Bintang bottle was halfway
hidden behind her hip.

The skinhead turned around and saw her. His
face was sweaty, the eyes looking red and irritated. From
his pores came the scent of alcohol. He smiled at Stacy.

It crossed her mind that he likely thought she would
be impressed by this, his ability to beat the shit out of a
defenseless stranger. By his absurd reckoning, she’d be
attracted to him now.

Stacy smiled back. She slid her right foot forward,
into her natural goofy-footed stance. Leading with her
empty left hand and following through with her shoulders,
Stacy put her whole body behind that empty beer bottle,
as if cranking a huge cut-back on a backside wave. At the
moment of impact, she was almost looking back in the
direction she’d come.

The glass exploded against the side of the
skinhead’s face. He let out a scream that stopped the other
two from their kicking.

“Fucking crazy bitch!” shouted the skinhead. He
looked up from his cupped hands. Blood was everywhere,
dripping from his face, through his hands, onto the floor.
He looked up at Stacy from one open eye. The two cronies
walked over and away from James.

The sound of Bahasa came from behind. Everyone
turned and saw Maday screaming and waving a cell-phone
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around. Mogliss was at her side. “Police are coming,”
he said, both a translation and a paraphrase of Maday’s
diatribe.

Stacy turned back to the Floridians. Still in her hand
was the jagged neck of the beer bottle. She held it out
towards the three men.

“Get out of here,” she said. “Go back to your hotel.
Get a bemo to take you back to Kuta tomorrow.”

They paused, speechless.

“Know anything about Indonesian prisons?” Stacy
improvised. “I'm doing you a favor!”

The stocky one took the skinhead’s arm, and led
him off the patio. The blonde looked back and forth
between Stacy and James, as if standing guard, then
followed behind the others.

James sat up on the floor now, grimacing with pain,
holding his arms around his bruised middle. Stacy made
her way over, careful of all the broken glass on the floor,
until she stood right over him.

“You're not going to cut me with that, are you?”

Stacy looked down at the broken piece of bottle still
in her hand. She put it down on the table gently.

“We were just drinking and talking. I made the
mistake of telling my opinion on your president and his
Iraq war. They didn’t like that too much.”

“Is your head okay?” Stacy sat down beside him on
the ground.

“I think so, yeah. I put my arms over it as soon as
the scuffle started. Think I may have broken some ribs
though.” His fingers probed his sides and he winced with
pain.

Stacy put her arms around him and laid his head
down on her lap. “I'm sorry, about before.”

“You're bleeding,” he said, pointing at her forearm.
It seemed that the bottle-strike had reopened her cut.

Maday produced a broom and swept up the glass.
Mogliss collected empty bottles from off the tables and set
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the all the chairs back up. James shivered there in Stacy’s
arms, from pain or nerves or perhaps both.

“James,” Stacy said. “Can I touch your face again?”

He nodded.

She put her fingers on his forehead, starting just
above his nose and moving upwards, tracing the edges
of the plates, the rows of titanium screws. She imagined
them both lying on the street with heads cracked open. The
two of them on the toilet with violent hands rushing over
them—their brains on the sidewalk and their underwear
around their ankles. They both were damaged, and no
amount of metal or medication would ever make them
quite whole again. Stacy closed her eyes. The sound of
crashing waves carried in and mixed with the sounds of
Maday’s straw broom scratching across the floor. Stacy
wasn’t sure, but she thought that James’s shivering had
subsided a little.

She continued to trace the shapes underneath his
face, feeling all that hardware, again in awe of how much
fluid and tissue it had to hold together, the chemicals
and synapses that went in and out of balance so easily.
She used both hands now, following the edges along his
cheekbones, his brow, all the way up to his hairline. Some
of the lines were curved, like nature. Some of the lines
were straight, and with the hard angles that could only be
made by humans.

\ A A4
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By Craig Santos Perez

The Introduction of Spam

s he waited in the doctor’s office at Guam
AMemorial Hospital, Gregorio E. Taitano would try

to forget that distant afternoon when his father,
Gregorio D. Taitano, allowed him to open a tin of Spam all
by himself. As a child, Gregorio E.’s morning chore was
to walk to the chicken coop and collect a dozen brown
eggs for his family’s breakfast. Every morning he wanted
to smash the seven eggs designated for his seven brothers
and sisters who always teased Gregorio E. because he had
to continue the family line of “Gregorios” and because
he was the fattest and youngest of all his siblings. While
sitting on the hospital bed and tearing at the paper bed-
sheet, he tried to remember a time when his father didn’t
cook Spam, rice, and eggs for breakfast. Yet it was not until
Gregorio E. was ten years old that his father allowed him
to open a can of Spam all by himself—a rite of passage that
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all his brothers and sisters had endured. He remembered:
his palms and armpits were sweaty; his father handed
him the tin; their hands touched as if brought together

by a magnet. Gregorio E. struggled at first as his father
stood silently behind him. After a few minutes, Gregorio
E. managed to twist the key all the way around and the
metal skin unraveled. Then he set aside the “potta”—what
his father called the top of the tin, the “door”—and held
the can upside down so the meat slowly emerged from its
prehistoric eggshell and plopped onto the wood cutting
board. The liquid cascaded along the sides of the meat
and settled in the perimeter grooves of the cutting board.
Gregorio E. stared—transfixed—at the pink gelatinous
treasure. Perhaps things do have a life of their own if

only we wake up their souls. Gregorio D. approvingly
patted his son’s back, as if to say “if it wasn’t for Spam we
Chamorros might starve, but today, lahi’hu, you've fed us
all”—which would’ve been a nice thing for Gregorio E. to
hear since usually his so-called kinship was always telling
him don’t eat so much and save some for us. Thus, for many
years after, Gregorio E. would try to recapture that feeling
whenever he opened a tin of Spam. A feeling he would
only truly experience years later when his own youngest
child, Noland, spoke his first word to begin naming the
world, making everything seem recent again. From the
moment Noland spoke, Gregorio E. looked forward to the
day when he could teach his own son how to use the Spam
key. This will be our bond, Gregorio E. proudly thought. This
is what it means to pass down a skill that would unite and
feed generations of men.

Pupus: First Course

The day Noland spoke his first word was the day of
the first 1991 island-wide power outage on Guam. There
was an other-worldly electricity in the air that day. Gof
maipe. Gof dry season.
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The power went out early in the morning when
all the island was still sleeping. At that moment, all the
ceiling fans and alarm clocks went to sleep and remained
motionless and silent. All of Guam woke up late and
sweaty.

That morning, Gregorio E. let Noland crawl
around the dirty kitchen floor so he could keep an
eye on him while he experimented with a new Spam
recipe or perfected an old one. Gregorio E. worked as a
night watchmen at Tide’s Distributing in Hagatfia so it
was his job to watch Noland during the day while his
wife, Rosa, taught fifth grade at Carbullido Elementary
School. Unfortunately for the whole family, Gregorio E.
believed that his “true calling,” as he referred to it, was
to win Guam’s Annual Spam Cook-off and become the
“Maga’lahi of Spam.”

So Noland crawled on the kitchen floor, touching
the star-shaped patterns of the blue and white linoleum
tiles. He was shirtless, his 18-month baby-potbelly
protruding, his white diaper swishing.

When he tired of the stars, Noland proceeded
to bang each wood paneled cabinet door beneath the
countertop. He seemed to like the sound of it, the drum.

Recently, he began pulling the cabinet doors open,
though his baby-strength only allowed him to slightly
open the cabinets before they tensioned shut. When he
opened the cabinet door beneath the sink, where the
small kitchen trashcan hid from sight, a baby cockroach
suddenly scurried out of the trashcan and onto the floor.

Noland gasped as the cockroach crawled onto his
left arm and over his many birthmarks.

Gregorio E. remained focused on his recipe; thus,
he did not notice the shiny black cockroach crawling on
Noland’s back. He took the little metal key, placed it in its
slot, and began to open the familiar blue tin of Spam. He
loved the key and the opening. The simple engineering.
The slow peeling back, the slow undressing.
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The cockroach began to itch Noland’s skin, so
Noland rolled onto his butt and tried to scratch. The
cockroach then reached around and crawled on Noland'’s
belly. Noland stared at the mysterious creature. Its
antennae twitched.

Gregorio E. picked up his special Spam knife
and sliced the thinnest piece of the meat. He lifted the
thin piece up to the light coming in through the kitchen
window above the sink. The light shone pink like the
sunrise. This was his ritual.

“In the name of spiced ham, salt, and sodium
nitrite,” he whispered and placed the thin strip of meat on
his tongue. He closed his eyes, genuflected.

Mass & The Money Basket

Even though he was baptized, received communion, and
confirmed at the Dulce Nombre de Maria Cathedral-
Basilica in the Archdiocese of Agafia, Guam-USA, Gregorio
E. never became a devout Catholic.

His faithlessness had nothing to do with rebellion.
He wasn’t one of those trouble-maker-matapangs who
questioned everything Sister Catherine said about God
or Noah or Lazarus at Sunday school. He never even
complained about waking up early for mass.

Quite the opposite: he liked putting his finger in the
basin of holy water at the entrance of the church. He liked
the prayers and singing and all the jokes Father Pedro
told during his sermon. He liked when people laughed in
church. He liked watching the adults’ faces as they waited
in line to receive the host. He liked seeing his friends and
playing with them while all their parents chatted on the
steps of the basilica.

But what he liked most of all was the passing of
the money basket. He insisted his family sit near the back
so that the basket would be full when it passed them.
Don’t get the wrong idea, Gregorio E. was not a thief.
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He just liked seeing all that money. Knowing his family
was taisalape and that this caused his parents to fight, he
wanted to be close to the thing that might stop the fighting
and fix whatever might be wrong and fill whatever might
be missing.

Gregorio E. liked Sundays because his parents never
fought on Sundays.

When the money basket came to his family, his
mom always donated a single dollar bill. Never more,
never nothing.

Once, after a particularly loud fight his parents had
the night before, Gregorio E. held the money basket longer
than normal. It wasn’t until his mom elbowed him in the
arm that Gregorio E. snapped out of his dream.

“Pass the basket.”

The next Sunday, while Gregorio E. closely watched
the altar boys retrieve the money baskets and solemnly
attend to their assigned rows, his mother whispered:
“Gregorio, will you put the dollar in the basket today?”
She held the dollar bill in front of him. He looked at her in
disbelief.

“For chenchule’,” she said as she gestured towards

the approaching basket. “Hunggan, yes mom,” he

whispered and carefully took the dollar bill.

He held it nervously. He watched people receive the
basket, drop their money in, and pass the basket without
even looking.

When Gregorio E. received the basket, his hand
shook so he quickly tossed in the dollar bill. In his haste, he
let go of the basket before his mother had a steady grasp,
and the change in the bottom of the basket began to jingle.
Luckily, his mother regained control of the basket and
passed it on safely. Gregorio E. sighed. He tensely watched
the hands in his row smoothly pass the basket, like an open
shell floating atop ocean waves, into the safe hands of the
altar boy at the end of the pew.
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The Eleventh Plague

After mass, Gregorio E. felt so proud about his successful
transaction that he announced to his parents he wanted to
be an altar boy.

“Well, you better ask Father Pedro petmisu next
week,” his mother said.

“I will,” he confidently replied.

He approached Father Pedro next Sunday after
Bible class.

“Father Pedro, I'm ready.”

“Gregorio? What are you ready for?”

Father Pedro was a young priest. Tan, tall, fit, good-
humored, and well-spoken in English and Chamorro. He
had salt and pepper hair and never visibly perspired. He
seems holy, is what everyone said after mass. He even wore
Father Duenas-style eyeglasses.

“I'm ready to be an altar boy, Father.”

Father Pedro didn’t even smile, didn’t give anything
away.

“Why do you want to be an altar boy, Gregorio?”

“To help, Father. To help pass the basket. To collect
chenchule’ for God.”

Father Pedro remained silent. Waited.

“And...to someday be a priest like you,” Gregorio
E. continued.

While Father Pedro was surprised by Gregorio’s E.
eagerness, he also knew that it had been two generations
since there was a priest in Gregorio E.’s lineage. This might
be the last chance for this family, Father Pedro believed.

So he told Gregorio E. to show up an hour before next
Sunday’s mass so he could rehearse with the other altar
boys.

The next Sunday morning, Gregorio E. woke up
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extra early. To his own surprise, his father was already
awake.

“Tata? Why you awake?”

“To make your breakfast. But I need your help to
open the Spam.”

For the first time.

During mass, Gregorio E. was too nervous to look
at his family or friends in the congregation. He stood
to the far right of the altar, holding a tall cross. During
communion, he was supposed to hold the cross high above
his head and stand next to Father Pedro, who would hand
out the host.

As soon as mass started, Gregorio E.’s stomach
began to grumble. It wasn’t until he had to take a few steps
forward during communion and raise the cross above his
head that he began to uncontrollably fart under the noise
of the choir. The smell drifted over the congregation and
filled the church like some malodorous espiritu santo.

After mass, Gregorio E. ran to the bathroom.
Quinilag. Diarrhea for almost an hour.

His parents and Father Pedro waited on the steps of
the basilica.

“He’ll be okay,” Father Pedro assured Gregorio E.’s
parents. “We'll give him another chance.”

“Dispensa yu, Father. I think I put too much
Tabasco on his Spam this morning,” Gregorio D. said.

“Those were not ordinary Tabasco and Spam farts,”
Father Pedro laughed. “For some unholy reason your son
decided to unleash the eleventh plague. Forget protecting
your first borns—no one was safe. That’s a plague that
Yu'us himself was merciful enough to keep in his pants.”

They all laughed. Holy Catholic laughter.

“Though I have to confess,” Father Pedro continued.
“I've never seen a communion line move that quickly.”
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Pupus: Second Course

Gregorio E. might be the only Chamorro in history who
avoided the priesthood because of diarrhea. Father Pedro
did offer him another chance, but Gregorio E. was just too
embarrassed. Thus ended his short path to God.

“In the name of spiced ham, salt, and sodium
nitrite,” Gregorio E. repeated as he let out a small fart.

Noland grabbed the small cockroach and quickly
put it in his mouth. The cockroach did not struggle, its
antennae hanging limply out of Noland’s baby lips. It
must have felt at home in Noland’s warm baby mouth and
gums.

Small baby swallow.

Gregorio E. looked down at Noland; Noland smiled
and laughed. Gregorio E. smiled, turned back to the Spam,
picked up the knife, and sliced the meat into half inch
filets. He then mixed flour, Budweiser, salt, and pepper
in a large bowl, and placed the bowl next to the plate
of coconut he had grated the day before. He dipped his
finger into the gelatin collected in the cutting board groove
and flicked it into the pan of oil on the gas stove. The oil
popped and sizzled.

It was time.

Gregorio E. carefully lifted a filet of Spam, dipped
it in the batter, and held it above the bowl until the excess
batter fell from the filet.

Press both sides into the coconut.

Place in the hot oil. Keeping the very center of the
pan empty, place the filets in a radial pattern, like the
petals of the plumeria.

About three minutes.

Turn.

Another three minutes.

Esta: Coconut Fried Spam.

Serve with a Mango Salsa.
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Gregorio E. felt excited to taste this new recipe. He
leaned over the plate to smell his creation, to see if the
scent of mango and coconut balanced the sea salty smell of
the Spam, meat of the Pacific.

“How strange,” Gregorio E. puzzled.

He sniffed again. Wrinkled his brow. Poked at the
Coconut Fried Spam with Mango Salsa.

“It smells like shit,” he said, surprised.

He inspected.

Was the coconut bad? No.

Was the oil old? Ahi.

Was the mango rotten? No.

Did the beer turn? Ahi.

“I know it’s not the Spam,” he declared.

Gregorio E. knew, like all Chamorros know, that
Spam will never go bad. Whether in the humid heat of
Guam or the frozen winters of Russia, Spam endures.
Spam survived the U.S. Naval Government. Spam
survived Japanese Occupation during World War II. Spam
survived the Organic Act and land theft. Spam survived
the Vietnam draft. Spam survived typhoon Karen.

Spam would outlive the Chamorro.

Noland began to cry.

Gregorio E. turned to Noland, who had big
Chamorro tears in his eyes. Gregorio E. laughed loudly
and said: “You taki’ed!”

He swooped down and picked up Noland, whose
diaper sagged with shit.

“Lafia,” Gregorio E. said, squinting his eyes.

The ceiling fan remained still. The stink filled the
entire kitchen.

Pupus: Third Course

Gregorio E. carried Noland to the baby room at the end
of the hall and placed him on the changing dresser. It
had once been Rosa’s changing dresser. Her father, Tun
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Dominic, was a master carpenter and carver. He build the
dresser from ifit wood, from trees that grew on their land.
He carved plumeria flowers on both sides of the dresser, as
well as across the face of the three drawers. He even carved
a map of Guam onto the top of the dresser, along with the
word “Guahan.”

The dresser was a thing of beauty. The problem: it
was too heavy and too wide. It took four men to lift the
dresser, and it just barely fit in the back of Tun Dominic’s
truck. Since the dresser was much wider than the doorway
of the baby room, they had to take out the window and
move the dresser in that way.

Whenever Gregorio E. went to the baby room to
calm down Noland if he began crying in the middle night,
he would, without fail, bang his toe, his shin, his knee, his
thighs, into the dresser as he rushed into the dark room.
And every time it happened he swore he would burn the
damn dresser. But then he remembered it was made from
ifit wood. Only the U.S. military is kaduku enough to try to
burn ifit wood.

“Shit,” Gregorio E. said, as he banged his foot.

And that’s exactly what he got when he opened
Noland’s diaper.

“O dat’s da kine,” Gregorio E. teased in his faux-
Hawaiian accent. “Da messy kine.”

He removed the diaper, threw it away. He didn’t
notice the undigested, little insect legs and antennae.

He held Noland’s legs and wiped and wiped and
wiped his daggan. Noland giggled. Although it was
hidden beneath the changing blanket, Noland’s daggan
was right above the word “Guahan,” inscribed in the
middle of the carved map of Guam.

We have. We have shit. Bula taki. Guahan stinky
daggans.

“Well,” Gregorio E. sighed. “At least you’ll never be
a priest.”
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The Mosaic

New diaper smell. Baby powder smell. Gregorio E. picked
up Noland and tossed him into the air: “All clean!”

“Time to swim back to the kitchen,” Gregorio E.
said to Noland.

Noland let out a little cry and stretched his baby-
arms, trying to touch the pictures on the hallway wall.
Afraid Noland might knock down one of the pictures,
Gregorio E. stepped away from the wall. As he did,
Noland cried louder as he stretched his entire body
towards the pictures. Gregorio E. stopped. Stood still.

Gregorio E. didn’t look at the pictures much. Rosa
was the one who took the pictures, framed them, and
hung them on the wall. At this point, 12 years after their
marriage, there must have been at least 100 pictures (some
sepia, some color, some black and white) of varying sizes,
in different colored frames hanging in random patterns on
both sides of the hallway.

While Gregorio E. always thought Rosa went
overboard with the pictures, guests always commented on
how much they loved the “photo-mosaic,” as Rosa liked
to call it. Whenever guests went to use the bathroom after
a meal, Gregorio E. would always tell them: “See you in
an hour!” Since the hallway led to the bathroom, it would
take dinner guests a long time to look through the maze of
photos before they finally reached the bathroom.

“It’s all about the organization,” Rosa mused one
night in bed. “I can create a path for a viewer’s eyes go
by placement, by the size of the photo, by the color of the
frame. Maybe they follow the path, maybe they don't.
Either way, they create their own story about our family’s
life.”

Rosa stared at the ceiling fan turning in the
darkness.

Gregorio E. mumbled: “Wouldn't it be easier to just
make it chronological?”
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“That would be easier. But sooo boring.”

“Yes, but that’s how life happens: boring and
chronological,” Gregorio E. said as he scratched himself.

“Maybe so,” Rosa contemplated. “But how we
portray life—how it hangs on the wall of memory—does
not happen chronologically, but happens in an act of
creation. Like all creative acts, it’s unpredictable and
intuitive and fragmented.”

Gregorio E. remembered that the first picture that
went up in the hallway was the picture of their wedding:
Bride and Groom at the altar. An 8.5 x 11 full color photo.
For artistic reasons, Rosa decided to hang that picture in
the middle of the hallway on an empty wall. Little did
Gregorio E. know that that was just the beginning of their
life together, but also of this ongoing project to “capture
the memory of their life together.”

As the wall began to fill up, he wondered what it
meant that their wedding picture was in the middle of the
wall? And what did it mean that the picture was directly
across from the bathroom? Was the middle of the wall the
beginning?

He wondered, too, if you could see a different
life if you viewed the mosaic from what he considered
“the beginning”—the part of the hallway that connected
to the kitchen where most guests began their viewing
experience—or from “the end,” the part of the hallway that
connects to the baby room and master bedroom.

He wondered, too, if you could see the future if you
interpreted the wall a certain way.

I Kanton Tasi

At first, it wasn’t clear to Gregorio E. that Noland was
trying to point. Gregorio E. moved closer to the wall and
Noland quieted down. They moved a little closer and
Noland touched the picture he had been reaching for all
along.
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And Noland spoke: “ta...”

Correction: he almost spoke.

“Hafa ilek-mu Noland?” Gregorio E. said, looking
into Noland’s big brown eyes. “What are you trying to
say?”

Noland pointed to the picture: “ta...

Noland was trying to say something, but Gregorio
E. was no linguist. So he leaned down to look at the
picture Noland was pointing to. He recognized the black-
and-white picture immediately: it was his grandfather,
Gregorio C., holding his father as a baby. He never noticed
the picture hanging on the wall before.

They are both shirtless in the photo. His grandfather
is wearing old, stained jeans without a belt. His father
is wearing a cloth diaper. They are standing in the sand
and the light is shining from directly above their bodies.
The background is all ocean and sky. His grandfather is
squinting his eyes. His skin is dark against the lightness
of the sand. His hair is light against his skin. His ribs and
collarbone are protruding, like coral in shallow water.

“That’s your great-grandfather,” Gregorio
E. whispered to Noland. “And that baby is your
grandfather.”

Gregorio E. turned back to the photo. Paused for a
moment.

“That’s our family beach,” Gregorio E. said.
“Kanton tasi. It was named ‘Langet.” Great-grandpa had
a ranch close to the beach. There were two other small
houses where your grandpa grew up. They had so much
land. Acres and acres. Cows, pigs, chicken, carabao. And
everything you can want to eat from the trees: lemmai,
mango, niyok, papaya, banana. You never go hungry.”

Noland smacked his lips.

There were no other pictures on the wall of his
family’s land. Gregorio E. felt disappointed that the only
remaining picture of their ancestral land was facing the
ocean. Nothing, except the stories he heard about the land,

7
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could prove its wealth. To him, the ocean looked so empty.
The sky, cloudless.

When Gregorio E. looked closer, looked for some
missing detail that suggested something other than
emptiness, he noticed that the bottom of his grandfather’s
jeans were wet. He noticed a wave about to break in the
high tide. He noticed the water was about to wash over his
grandfather’s legs and wash away his footprints that will
always remain in the photo.

Behind the Fence

“I wish I could take you there. The sand is so soft. The
water is not too warm and not too cold. The wind blows
softly,” Gregorio E. said as he blew a soft breath into
Noland’s ear.

Gregorio E. felt a chill because he realized that the
words he just spoke were words that his father used to
repeat to him all the time.

“But I've never been there,” Gregorio E. sighed.
“Your grandpa used to tell me all these stories about our
land. How perfect it was. And he always said: ‘I wish I
could take you there.””

For the first time, Gregorio E. felt what his father
must’ve felt.

“Maybe someday,” he sighed again, looking at
Noland. Though he never learned where the land was
located, except that it is “behind the fence.”

“Behind the fence,” was all Gregorio E.’s father would
say whenever he would ask about where the land was. The
military fence.

“If we ever want to see the land,” Gregorio E. said
to Noland. “You have to stay skinny and I have to lose
weight so we can both climb the fence.”

Gregorio E. turned away from the mosaic and
continued walking down the hallway towards the kitchen.

“Or,” he said, loud and drawn-out. “I can grow ever

52



{PEREZ}

fatter and jump on the fence and the whole thing will fall
down!”

He raised Noland up high and slowly brought him
down and set him on the floor.

“Then we can just crawl over the fence.”

Gregorio E. plopped down to the kitchen floor and
began crawling toward the sink. Noland mimicked his
father.

“And we’ll crawl past the guards, and past the
landmines, and through the jungle...very quiet,” Gregorio
E. whispered as he put his hand to his mouth. “Because we
don’t want to disturb the snakes.”

Noland closed his mouth. Waited for his father to
make the next move.

“Finally, when we reach Langet beach, we will jump
into the clearest blue water you’ve ever seen.”

Gregorio E. stood up, turned on the sink, and
splashed Noland with water.

Noland moved his arms in the air, as if he was
trying to swim.

“Swim, Noland, swim! But you know, at Langet
beach you don’t even need to move your arms. The water
carries your body and you just float.”

He leaned down and picked up Noland.

“Like this,” he said. “Like you're floating through
the air. Whoosh. Whoosh. The waves will carry little
Noland.”

Pupus: Fourth Course

Gregorio E. whooshed Noland to his high chair next to
the table. He returned to the counter, touched his Coconut
fried Spam with Mango Salsa.

“It’s cold,” he said, turning to Noland. He winked:
“We're just gonna have to make it again!”

Heat the oil to about 300 degrees. Dip a filet of
Spam in the batter. Press both sides into the coconut. Place
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carefully into the oil. Place the filets in a radial pattern, like
the petals of the plumeria. Cook for about three minutes.
Turn. Three minutes. Esta: Coconut Fried Spam. Serve with
Mango Salsa (chopped mango, tomatoes, onions).

Gregorio E. leaned close to his creation, breathed
deeply.

“Ah,” he exclaimed. “Dat’s da kine.”

He looked at Noland: “Don’t even think about
pooping again.”

Noland smiled, clapped his hands.

Gregorio E. picked up a clean fork, cut a piece of
a filet, and scooped some mango salsa atop. He lifted his
creation slowly to his mouth, softly blew on it to cool, and
then placed it in his mouth.

Closed his eyes. Chewed. “Mmmm...” he said.
“Mangge’.”

Swallowed.

He opened his eyes, returned to this earth. As he
began to cut another piece, Noland began to cry.

Not again, Gregorio E. thought. Not now.

The Word

Noland, open-mouthed and crying, stretched his baby-
arms towards his father. Gregorio E. tried to ignore him,
tried to take his second bite. Noland grew louder.

“Lafa,” Gregorio E. said, exasperated. “I'm not
changing you again.”

He put his fork down and stormed over to Noland.
He smelled Noland but didn’t smell anything foul.

“Why are you crying then, lahi?”

Noland started to drool.

“You fialang? Hungry?” Gregorio E. asked. “Well,
I've got a treat for you. Just don’t tell your mama.”

He carried the plate of Coconut Fried Spam with
Mango Salsa to the table, right in front of Noland. Noland
quieted, his eyes widening.
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Gregorio E. cut a baby-sized piece of Coconut Fried
Spam, scooped a baby-sized portion of Mango Salsa atop,
and mashed them together. He lifted the fork, blew to cool,
and carefully placed it into his son’s mouth.

Noland closed his eyes. Chewed.

And chewed.

And chewed.

Finally, swallowed. Baby drool.

Gregorio E. felt bliss as he watched Noland. Noland
was such a picky eater, always spitting up and throwing
his food. He knew this recipe was a keeper. So Gregorio
E. made another baby-edible piece and fed his son. While
Noland chewed, Gregorio E. cut himself a piece and ate.
They watched each other chewing. Father and son. Man
and mimicry.

“Sp...” Noland struggled to say.

Gregorio E. sat up: “What did you say, lahi? Say it
again.”

“Sp...am,” Noland said.

His first word. And the word was with Spam. And
the word was Spam.

\ A A4
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2 Poems for Nu‘uanu Valley

Mark Thiel

1.
Stream junctions of the Nu'uanu, Mo’ole, and Waolani,
I'm sitting on this rock wall alongside reservoir number 3

waiting for whatever is coming next.

Hum of the Shama Thrush deep in the cane grass
Silence of the Helioconia.

So much unexpected life here on its way back to the stars.

Morning Glory lets down its curtain
and somehow the same yellow flowers that were falling yesterday

are still falling.

There are no half-truths in this landscape—
where no one knows or remembers anything

and paradise walks itself up the stream and crosses the dirt road.

The Banyan sends down its roots from above—
And everything I have ever believed

is whittled down to trance and tide.

I know I've asked this before, but whatever does come next

I hope I can see it coming in the distance.
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2.
We walked up the valley looking for where the waterfalls

the Waipuhia and Waipuilani connect to the Hawai’i Board of Water

Supply.

One on side, spine of the ridgeline espaliered brightly above us—

On the other, gray cloud thrift sweeps down and straddles the Pali.

We have a photocopied government survey map from 1888

crisscrossed with blue and yellow lines indicating road and home.

We find a stone lined Auwai beneath a series of rusted metal pipes

and remove our shoes and walk for a while in its cold water.

Bamboo burined at the saints hour—

And no sound here but what we brought in with us.

A white kitten watches us from behind a dark stone,

the last fingers of a cloud passes overhead.

I keep coming back into this valley to get the story straight

And it feels good here below the colored backbone of Hawai'i.

Late light dustoff—

We return the way we came in, back into the world we all belong to.
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Being

A. Molotkov

In memory of Gene Mandel, pontist
March 5, 1920 - June 5, 2010

the unnecessary things
smile to me
as I dismiss my pragmatic self

a painting does not solve hunger
it just breathes

a symphony does not cure illness
it simply floats

a poem
is not even there

may all the impractical things
burst into being
for the senseless sake of beauty

may we spend our lives
building a bridge
without the excuse
of a river

59



Shoplifting Vienna Sausage

Craig Santos Perez

I've only shoplifted once in my life:
a can of Vienna Sausage just to see

if I could do it. Wow, I haven’t thought

about Vienna Sausage since I sang falsetto
in the Vienna Sausage Catholic Boys Choir

on Guam. When I was a kid, my Mother

put Vienna sausages into a thermos, poured
in hot water, then closed the thermos. When we hit

our destination, she’d open the thermos,

pour the water out, and viola! Vienna
is supposed to be a city rich with culture, history, and

from what I gathered from the movie, Hostel,

hot and easy Euro chicks. These sausages have
none of that. The fact that they even call it

“Vienna Sausage” makes it sound absolutely delicious,

but it doesn’t make it accurate. North American
Vienna sausages are made from “mechanically

separated” chicken finely ground to a paste and mixed

60



with salt and spices, notably mustard, then stuffed
in a long casing, thoroughly cooked, after which the casings

are removed. Sausage makers Samuel Ladany and Emil Reichl

emigrated to the United States from Austria-Hungary
in 1890. The World’s Fair/ Columbian Exposition in 1893

brought the pair to Chicago, where they opened

their first facility, adopting the name Vienna Company.
Unfortunately, Vienna sausages never make a good

first impression because they are limp, soft, and devoid

of any flavor except for perhaps urine and pig
intestines. Plus, the sausages have a distinct metallic

aftertaste; I'm not sure if this is because

they’ve been in a can since the first world war, but
it’s not exactly pleasing to the palette. For you

Vienna Sausage virgins out there, there’s no need

to be intimated. Just unzip the can and hold
a sausage in your hands; they’re the perfect sized

finger foods. Sometimes, when I take my toe rings off

after a long day of work, my toes swell and look
and smell like Vienna sausages. I realize some of you are

already feeling a bit queasy; I also realize that Vienna sausages

61



are offensive to at least three major world religions. So
bear with me: after I got home last night, I popped

the top of the Vienna Sausage can, rinsed off the yummy

broth and gelatinous goo, and had myself a little feast.
Afterwards, I went upstairs, got my pajamas on,

updated my Facebook status, helped my future wife—

who’s Hawaiian—with some homework, and finally
got a chance to lie down in bed to read some poetry

and watch some porn before bedtime. I had the most

pleasant dreams. Yet this morning I noticed my “emergency”
cans of Vienna Sausage were missing from

the pantry. My future wife said she got rid of them

because there’s no need for it in the house,
and you could say I was pretty unset with her. She prefers

a Portuguese Sausage over a Vienna Sausage—

if you know what I mean—but she will basically eat
anything as long as it’s served with poi. On my wedding

night, I hope I will be able to plump like a Ball

Park Frank and not shrivel like a Vienna Sausage. Rationing
during world war two increased the share of canned

meats in people’s diets; these foods also proved convenient
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for feeding the Armed Forces. Their impact on Chamorro
food preferences still resonates today. About 60 percent of

deaths on island are caused by chronic diseases linked

to poor diet, a study from the University of Guam’s College
of Natural & Applied Sciences showed in 2003. The study

describes the diet of early Chamorros as “predominantly

plant and fish based; after World War II, our diet shifted
to imported rice and highly processed canned

goods. When Military personnel on Guam go snorkeling,

they like to put Vienna sausages into ziploc baggies,
take them into the water, and crumble them over the reef.

Within seconds there would be hundreds, if not thousands, of

bright-colored tropical fish swarming like an air
show, but in water. My Great Grandfather had mouth cancer

so he would mash Vienna sausages and mix them

with rice pudding to slurp. My Grandfather would mash
Vienna sausages and make them into a sandwich with

Mayo. My dad eats Vienna Sausage as a “chaser”

with his Budweiser. Some find it suspicious
that Vienna Sausage is cheaper than cat food and

marketed in disturbingly similar packaging. There is
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a saving light, however! Vienna Sausage now comes
with a zesty barbecue sauce! Maybe it was stupidity

or maybe it was morbid curiosity, but my people

are drawn to Vienna Sausage. For that,  am
not ashamed. Because I imagine that somewhere

on the Western coast of the United States, a shirtless
Chamorro suffering from a severe case of diaspora

is kicking back with his Budweiser and can of Vienna

Sausage saying, “Ah, It feels just like back home!”
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(Seven Poems)

In Reply to Another Lion’s Den

Corey Wakeling

What to reply with but the ballet pirouette.

Oh dear. What to reply with but the ballet’s
calf, then, sinewy like a forearm and perspiring,
spiralling like a driver.

Texas wallows in spew; oil. The jointure is thus:
emerge from love unearthly, and feathers descend.
Stuck like a rivet. Sinewy like the

spore necklace trailing the rivulet.

What to reply with but the chutzpah

of standing on two feet fettered

as he is to arterial certitude.

The man of anvil chides his snake charmer,

and tinnitus mails its cash to New York City

for a twelve inch of the man of anvil.

To drop, you've got to be standing or spinning.
To have dreamed this parlour game, you've

got to be listening, fingers crossed. And

she’ll dance all over your chest like a flea

with toes like breath. She’ll take your mouth

home with her. Chicken wire anoints
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the wounded eye dazzled by sparks, the promise lingers
in your deafness. Deadened, and make of it

what you must, not this roll-taking alone

under dim light with the night observing you

through the keyhole as your hand

anoints the twenty residents of the lazar.

You will suckle the calf with the pit in your chest

if you merely wake her and ask her.

Town of Carpentry

There is sediment coming

strata. Did you know him

in 1999? The carpenter’s

dream. A town of his hands. All
that time ago he had wanted a
town of hands. Lines of strata, the
years before he knew parquetry,
joins, etc. Towns of carpenters
know his river birth, rumours of a
baptism echo within the passages
of the hospital. Austin, Texas

is drier than you think. Sedimentary
alcoholics; at bottom, paralysis,

moustaches, reflections, bloody glass.
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Sewers do not make town. Town has
wooden sewers. There is thought

of the Pilbara, of Hotel Toodyay.

Rafting is forgotten by kayaks. There

are few songs. Where rafting is won there
is sprechgesang. Until then, outbound

flights.

Horror Not Given To

So few have been on the scarp in
July when the suffocation of snow
keeps sceptics and spectators alike
from the postgraduate interment
in the pit, from catching sight of

the stethoscopes, and so on.

Garbling the swan language that

is choking Johannes, suffocating Yeats,
begging Zeus, something marble
crushes whom but your most intimate,
and we shall not go on or speak their
unspeakable name, shall we exacerbate
the silence here — the meshuga mensch —

no it is not our nimbus lollop, though the
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reek ablates the memory of those

we hung. Thence, at eye level, dozed

the wantonness of surfing crowds peak hour

or lunch hour. Have you heard of it? Have your
medallions heard of it? Your slap shuffled

consciousness, your calmatives palliated

the laughing surf. Yours is not repugnance

seaside, you have never known repugnance

seaside, your caves are holes; you are as

shiny as a bark at night’s fall.

Did we crucify all of them? Certainly all went public,

like totems in the sand, teary whorish actor

brandishes a collarbone for suck of his ex

who'll slump in fortune’s time, laughing naught,
brandishing the begging neck hairs. Could say:

buried for something, miner, yours are keys to the peepholes
of the finest industrial courtyards.

Unspeakable, this absent market atmosphere.

The turmoil receives its gentle emcee at the

latest hour of rudeness and brandishing,

like the two dimensions of a new key, mostly

the parts fit like IKEA and creamed wieners prance like cavalcades.
Never will the keyhole open, being this unctuous.
Barnacle Leda is the study hour and a passing brandishing
marks her breathlessly. To make verbs of such marked
impressions is to scarify troughs and rails opened to bearing

kids of elderly discountenance, quick-footed
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officers of ghost town ceremony, the scenes
taped in which Leda lifts her arms to reveal an
infectious baldness. That ceremony in particular, the rude

interrogation of the centre of balance.

Slap the face again for sight of the pit. Bat-less,
this June night sky. All the scarp scarifications look

like lines left by the prongs of a rake, for a time.

The Handshakes

Sorry to repeat myself, but they’re congratulating

each other like enthusiastic handshakes. I'd

better get off to messing with my professional face,
which is a black telephone, a sometimes handshake,
and anticipation of intentions to lobotomise. But boy,
the movements made when sparked into lonely

tango, the forcefulness of pretending one has a partner
when one hasn’t. One hasn’t got enough

white toothed murder mysteries, look deeper then into
the room of genius mirrors, or the Athenaeum library’s
elevator in lieu, advertise soccer obsequy and the friendly
cruise liner. The best faces to share with the holidaying
elderly, your nostrils hide the working class gun.

Dangerous Spanish bullets. You're stealthy in the red
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carpet passage, you are married. However, your cash

importunes your skulk and you are had, of act,

not the rushing night women of towels and talc. Shipping

your best intentions for a handshake, the dockers fall

sullen to the sea, not the dander of the elderly

en route the Canary Islands. But you must!! Talc and women

of the passage seen through an eyeball polished by the lapidarists
to spark a conversation that might lead to your final triumphant
handshake,

spitting in the collegial eye, stinking of sunscreen,

but the heart hangs threadbare.

Considering the Use of Ellipses Like
Dad or Celine but Think Better of it

This Blue Morning

Woman in suit clutches close for warmth
this frostbitten morning of hasty summer,
trampling its own lifejacket to disappear

in a puff of smoke. Summer air all
extinguished, the taciturnity of the nameless
seasons pensile on the rooftops eyeing the

napes of the naked of the city.
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Woman in blue catches breath in breathlessness,

and is your neighbour’s cousin teeming with

a satellite of kittens, discovered in the nick

as someone’s guilty contingency, gambled at the

front stoop, hidden beneath a torn bicycle wheel.
Fraught is the morning by the intentions of

earnest eyes looking past you, through you, about
you, otherwise only winter’s prognostics.

Have you been followed here? Did ASIO pack you

a lunch? Much wears blue today, like the banks

of the Exe with bluebells on the twilight of some other
meddling season. You, but a travelling Van Vliet,
imitating a vacuum cleaner singing fricatives through
your big teeth. They will close the copyist for his

debt, they will close you for revealing your

industrial neck at the repetition of introduction, you know,

screen door, frangipanis, a white eye for a bell.

The Broken Ferris

What if there aren’t any capsule windows left without
curtains? The broken Ferris wheel proved drapes could rescue
those exposed. All the burgundy has returned to its awning,
concealing another family in their sky high privacy.

The anatomy of the throat is just there. Peer through
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the window for its tessellations of blue, like ivy up

the abandoned mill smokestack. We have such moments

in the groin of Collingwood, looking out to the impenetrable

hills, fixed on the only high rising feature before the

hills” cordon. Would like to revamp the ivy spout, rip it

out of its torsional tithing to the stem. It is as if the

muscle is impossibly clenched, say we to the GP.

Mockery sells drapes and opens at ten o’clock. Four o’clock

and the merchants can be seen darting from the premises
sweating beads, wondering if they could worsen the weather
with false orisons. The local art curator intends

to defend the all-seeing eye in the belltower sky, those that

never toll but chew spitballs in the bowels of sandstone,

or at least sing quietly to themselves. Had her mother but rebuked
her on the question of the sky... Remember morning glory’s
rewiring of the forearm? Did that supplant all tendency

with invasive flowering glory? I forget what it looked like here on
the ambit. Open, they are like the medlar, meaning we’re not
afraid to put our finger there. What if there aren’t any

curtains left without morning glory?

The Sphinx’s Missing Nose

“Oh my god, it’s the Libyans!” cried the hand

with the face of a muzzle. The sandblasted and taught
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canvas of leather; the hump, gait of the knees

without the medicine ball, the muzzle, grizzled

clay under a midday club of hands. The mouth like

a hotdog bun, unmoving hidden in the sugarcane

as the electrical storms of dialectics clamours

ardent and lusty over the unpopulated crop, bar

the hardened lips of the uninhabited gift basin.

Jewel of the where pending. Pending muzzle glare

from the scarp tent under which impenetrable

leers strip the Grecian statuary. New friends baffle

with rock paper scissors rescuing the warbling toad

sinking in its own dialect. Wrong prize, auditors! Are

you of the visiting diplomat Leeza’s entourage? No?
Haecceities these items of the jewellery box loot in his pit,
rooibos rustles by his desperate figure, rustling and begging
seaside for seasonal hot ash but it is the green book of

crops that glints in the slouched eye rigging and manning
and spectating the tent of great tragedy mesmerising the
nabbed pedestrian victim’s attentions as a phantom hand below
the card table tears another ensign in progress from a person’s
apron. Sat on red Oedipus’s face is the uncratered nose,

the sandstone origin of his admiration for Egypt, worn facing

fortuneward like a pince-nez.
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Preservatives

Roberta Winters

this is an alluring word

with a seductive history,

alegend about it

that lures idiots

like flame-drunk moths—

the magic of non-expiration.
immortality in a genie-PETE-bottle.

the idea of service in the middle,

the thought of modern efficiency:

the world—and its food—waiting for us,
consumables that never discolor,

canned ingestibles that never perish.

a long shelf life for better living through sprawl.
food referencing food,

food citing food,

food signifying food

invented distance.

every prayer
a mantra

a chant & spell

against decomposition:
we don’t compose

all that much. even

the bible says (loosely
translated, as is the vogue:
the earth belongs

to microbes).

in this context,
even oxygen
is a double-edged sword.
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N4
ooe
76N

salt me, embalm me,

make me never sin,

mummify my skin

and trap the silence in.

pickle, smoke & brine,

through my nose remove my mind
& collect it, trophy, in canopic jar:
o wait, that was deemed
important enough to discard.

hope that i don’t wake

so you can bury me intact—
what we have is a curing pact:
to keep is a drive

that goes as far back

as we go back

you wouldn’t want me screaming from the grave
no one would hear the bells anyway
i’'m shaped by my casing. put the lotion in the basket.

a hypocrite can never see
their own reflection.

my knees were made
for kneeling.

history is a long slog of discrepancies.

N4
ooe
76N

i have an instinct for emergency these days.

N4
ooe
76N

the keyboard has such authority:
touch-type trumpeting teasing desperate souls

the timbre of seed and customer-servitude boredom

the mimetic of progress
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the skin of work
checking
no, your reservation has expired (because we’re disorganized).

N4
oo
76N

i was dead until
i got close

to being dead.
then i was alive.

(my slit was cut
through the front,
not the side.
“melting scars”
didn’t. science
still a little behind
on that.)

%
cse
78

the food is now made where we are not.

so we need this middleman chemical

to save for shuttling. it’s funny

how after arguing you're willing to tell me revelations.

something for the undereyes.

how bourgeois.

you know you're getting older when
you finally know what aging is,

how it hits you personally:

you as

someone who is aging

“as we speak”

—and openness

is (becomes?) a fiction
“more each passing day”
—ink, blitz, and wither—

so damn.
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so drag.

i’m worn out,
ican’t read out
like i wear out
some shoes,

if i'm going to survive
(at all)

i’ve got to stop
reading into
everything.
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Lament for Gort

Jamison Crabtree

I like your lack of face. How do you hold it like that?
Give it here.

To help you practice your responses
I'll make the stove open its eye. I will

demonstrate something red for you.
There is so much we can do! Here: I'm placing you

in the rain without an umbrella
at the train station, on the platform,

watching the trains arrive and depart.

You are beautiful in the engine smoke.
I tell you this because it makes it easier

to break your heart. I'm teaching you patience
the same way my parents taught me: by saying

stay put and evaporating into the crowd.
Oh! You're going to be so tragic when I'm done with you.

Whenever you smell oil or thunder creeps under your skin,
I want you to think of me. But it can’t end

like this, not at the station; so we start over.
In this retelling everyone learned their lesson,

all the people of the world step out into the streets
to wait like idiot children

for an opportunity to do anything right.
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And in the end we're all there, you,

me too, waiting. There’s no one left to help;
we weave the fingers from our left hands

into those of our other hands
and stare at the stupid goddamned birds.

Lament for the Body Snatchers

Jamison Crabtree

Sugarcube, darling me-but-not-me,
I am waiting to dissolve

into the well prepared bed
wearing my suit and my finest pearls.

I'm long sick of being me, of this awful they (this awful
day). Keep me company. Stay

and have a drink. Wait until the stars appear
(powdered sugar
on a long black cake) before you go. Me-who-

is-not-me it’s time to give up
on the body; give up

on these fat bags of secrets bound to burst.
They are worth less than you think

(I did not want to be me). But you won't
and you don’t

listen. You are crippled by sincerity.

You are as handsome as hd tv
(as copy, darling).
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And maybe you shouldn’t listen.
Check the source and such. I regularly mistake

anteros for eros, hephaestus for my father, the new
yorker for the new york times.

Stranger, starling, sugarcube, I keep my face
bruised, so wear it delicately.

Were you born frightened too?

Me-who-is-not, it took me years
before I learned to properly mimic myself.
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Bildungsroman

Nandini Dhar

The myths are somewhere else, but here are the meanings,
and you have to breathe them in

until they burn your throat

and peck at your brain with their intoxicated teeth.

------- The Disappearance, Vijay Seshadri

I

She was born with a scab and a tongue

one size too small. So they named her Coomari
(Coomaris, after all, don’t need to speak).

She could only stutter anyway,

thus becoming very soon,

Coo-Coom-Coomari .

For, she was born with a scab and a tongue one size too small.
Like most princesses, she learned to make
rosebuds with silk. Moving her fingers clock-wise
along the folds, and never otherwise.
She filled the holes with thread-birds,
which will never learned to fly or opened their beaks.
Much less sing
For, she was born with a scab and a tongue one size too small.
“Itty-bitty-pretty things,” her dad, the king
would say. Through the hole of his teeth, passing her buds

and birds around the court

“Useless too,” her brother would say
catching the sound through the bristles of his moche.

For, he wasn’t born with a scab and a tongue one size too small.
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And they would laugh. without ever covering their lips

with fingertips. On days, Coo-Coom-Coomari

sat between her dad and brother, in full view of the court,

she would smile at them all. Rarely locking looks with anyone

other than their own toenails.
For, she was born with a scab and a tongue one size too small.

The king would bless her tongue one
size a little too small.

“May you never tattle prattle baffle and waffle”

“Skitter jitter gossip giggle and jiggle,”
echoed the faithful court.

Coo-Coom-Coomari would scratch her nails

across the length of the silk on her thigh. the sound
of her nails clawing the threads would hum

to her of a rhythm beyond the laws of five,

but the echo would gobble it up

leaving

the beards

the bristles

the birettas

unscathed unhurt and untouched.

She was, after all, born with a scab and a tongue one size too small.
1I.

The princesses are only sung about.
So.

Twice a week, the court-poet

sung the glories of her night-long hair.

When the notes began to hound goosebumps
into the chap of her lips,

she wanted to sing herself.

And pried her mouth open. Let the teeth
touch the wet of the tongue.
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Not only did the tongue, one size too small,
hurt

and the black-brown of the scab

tear itself open,

she was told,by her father and brother,

that princesses do not sing themselves,
they are only sung about.

Most days she obeyed.

Sometimes during the nights though she would
figure soundless words with the wind and her lips.
Words hung inside out within the stiffness of her
silk rose-buds or the eye of her nameless bird on
the hoop.
For, the princesses do not sing themselves,
they are only sung about.

Coo-Coom-Coomari would hope,
Trembling through the white of her teeth
that her words would set
the birds flying.

The aluminium hoop would break

into four little pieces

from the flutter of its wings

the cloth would find itself
discolored into wrinkles,

and the threads would tangle
themselves into a fisherman’s net

when nothing like that happened,

and the bird continued with its threaded

slumber, her lips formed into two sentences;
shapes lie

I have embroidered it to death

never again did she make another threadbird
or rosebud, for that matter.

For, the princesses do not sing themselves,
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they are only sung about.

Or, she would holler from below her tongue.

The sound-waves billowed from her mouth

to ebony crows eager to crack the stained-glass windows
of the palace hall.

They left her to fend for herself
between lotus-petal bedspreads
and rice-green sheets.

The court-poet continued to sing her glory.

Of course, the princesses do not sing themselves,
they are only sung about.

III.

Inside her lotus-petal bedspread,
Coo-Coom-Coomari bit her fingernails

tried to make songs from the severed shards.
Mostly, they stayed as words.

Three congealed into a story

none became a song

so, she would urinate all over herself ;

the yellow-brown stains
crept through the lotus petals and
rice-greens to her hair.
soaking it
washing it
straining it away
until, she cut it off.
Fully.
Completely.
Horrendously.
Into little sharp stubs,
which when touched, hurt her fingers.
Inside, she continued to bit
her fingernails
tried to make songs from the severed shards
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with her hair gone, the court-poet was

robbed thoroughly of his metaphors.

Quite appropriately, he began to stammer.

Made wordless sounds,

which, to Coo-Coom-Coomari,

sounded like a groan and a moan combining

to fail. In the absence of his much-lauded

allegories and similitudes, which everyone

in the court swore, had sent electric purrs

down their spines at least once in their

lifetimes, he was left only with his

rhyme-armor, which, unfortunately, was not

enough to convince his audience.
Inside, she continued to bit
her fingernails
tried to make songs from the severed shards

Making Coo-Coom-Coomari feel terribly empty.
She tried making words with satin, silk and needles.
Needless to say, it didn’t quite work out so well

and she continued to pee

every night
among her silk-burgundy sheets

Inside, she continued to bit
her fingernails
tried to make songs from the severed shards

Iv.

It was later,
she tore the scab.
Opened the thing that is.

In a place beyond memory,

she had found the wound-crusts useful--
the thickness of blood,

the stubbornness of uncooked rice,

the disobedience in letting

the tongue bleed. Waking

up in the morning with the flesh
rounded up in white specs;
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remembrances of one’s disappointment
with one’s own self.

When these had resurfaced, she allowed
her teeth to bite the wound-shell open
and leave the marks intact.
Yes, she tore the scab.
Opened the thing that is.

She had to

her tongue
a size too small grew
long overnight.

And like a miracle, she began to cantillate
as if in a fairy-tale

and almost inevitably, she ceased to stammer
Yes, she tore the scab.
Opened the thing that is.

Coo-Coom-Coomari sang
about the stubs in her head
and what lay beneath.

She didn’t cut out the pee and the stench either.
When she left, she took the silk, the satin,
the burgundy. And left

everything else behind

and found for herself a garrett-cave
above the hills

between coffee-plants

and jackfruit trees

Still, the court poet failed

to find new metaphors that would

make sense. Yes, she tore the scab
Opened the thing that is.

Afraid he would be fired,
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that night behind the closed doors of the temple,

he sought out from within the life-lines of his palm
whatever magic he was still left with

and christened her witch. Along with her father, the king.

In his elbow-skin and a place behind his knees,
the king had felt an itch. The pink-brown softness
of the baby-skin. The sleeping face of a little one
not yet baptized into Coomari.

And he had wanted to touch those cheeks
through the saltiness of his eyes. Although
how to touch a baby-face in memory

was not something the sage had included
in his lessons of archery.

So he had, instead, invoked warrior-sons.
Taken in the smell of the incense-sticks,

and had, from the hollows of his chest, roared:

Hereby, I designate my own daughter as a witch

Yes, she had torn the scab.
Opened the thing that is.

Coo-Coom-Coomari, as befitting a witch,
swallowed her own name. Threw the Coomari

out of the window like a three-day old banana peel,
preserved the coo-coom as a memento

for the mantelpiece, and kept singing of bald heads,
stubsy stubs and urine stains.

Yes, she had torn the scab.
Opened the thing that is.

Now she doesn’t need to blow out those crows.
Instead she words life into her once-abandoned
thread aviary, remembering to add a new member
or two once every three weeks. It’s as if she had,

all along, been training to let the birds find their own
colors and names.

She provides them with the blood-scarlet
of their sparrow-plumage,
from the gap between her lips.
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They fly from her window-cave
and stop the random passerby
sometimes only to say,

There is no damn witch anywhere without a king.

Yes, she tore the scab.
Opened the thing that is.

Note: In most Indian languages, the word coomari or kumari means

virgin and by default, “an unmarried woman” and moche means
moustache in Bengali and Hindi.
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Breakdown

Kathryn Elisa Ionata

There is no such thing as a breakdown.
Pieces of your mind fly loose
like roof shingles
in a hurricane
but when the storm sleeps,
peace will reign again

Words spout from your lips,
mistimed water balloons

that hit targets
with wet shock, a force
you couldn’t predict. You’ll learn
to hold back

People are paper dolls, flat
characters who bewitch or hurt
and you bang them together,
make friends, make friends.
Be sociable, smile on cue

There is no such thing as a breakdown.
Replace the rattle of a pill bottle

with good old-fashioned remedies
and feel your world unpuzzle.
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Stimulus I1

Joan Payne Kincaid

Cold coffee, still effective, subdued as folded insects by summer’s end;
Sound is leaden glass today through a windshield

clouds raise atom bomb eruptions;

we remain here, boats in irons

fully expecting to be washed overboard and downloaded.

Air on wet skin depressing for a change;
collapsed on deck I couldn’t find my feet.

you rode the prow gaily up and down.

I want to travel but no one desires me.

Bad things always happen, it was supposed to be just a walk in the woods--
you fell off a cliff;

unknowingly, I took the kids to a garbage dump where bears fed.

You were always drunk and puking in the weeds,

couldn’t see anything wrong with that,

arguing get home on your own;

crapping- up the tent with nude photos and TV

leaving me on the mountain top.
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Blue Invasions I11
Joan Payne Kincaid

Magic leaves project on a blue wall

in the anxious way you remember heaven;

so adorable a florescence, you even see it in the air...
the very thought prevents you from ever sitting down;

temporary paper on an almost summer morning
actually remind me of oxygen, nitrogen

and strange gardens returning every winter in Florida,
all these summary floral hues.

Humidity moves- in like fog;

you remind me Emerson thought he was a tiger in its lair;
reminiscent of a loud military commercial

next door the workman presses his weapon-like air compressor
drilling and banging away another extension.

I wish you would be punctual once in a while-

and do less swishing around here dizzy with glasses of vodka...
today we graze remarkable hues of blue, suddenly summer
let’s not speak of wars and drones and profiteers...

funny there’s never an end.
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Mint Leaves at Yaddo
Lin Lifshin

In frosty glasses of
tea. Here, iced

tea is what we
make waiting for

death with this
machine my mother

wanted. Not knowing
if she’d still be

here for her birth-
day we still shopped
madly, bought her

this iced tea maker for.

For twenty days my
mother shows only
lukewarm interest
in presents or tea,

vomits even water,
but I unpack the
plastic, intent

on trying this

sleek device while
my mother, queen
of gadgets —

even a gun to

demolish flies—
maybe the strangest
thing she got me
can still see the

tall glasses that
seem summery on what
is the longest day.
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Soon the light

will go she says

the days get shorter.

I can’t bear

she murmurs, another

winter in Stowe and
I think how different
this isolation is,

this iced tea, this

time that stretches
where little grows
as it did, green

as that mint, except

my mother, smaller,
more distant, gaunt
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Taking My Mother to the Bathroom

Lin Lifshin

Ilead her, a

child waking up
from a nightmare,
dazed by light.
She lags, hurries
then, half cranky,
half grateful.

She wants the
door shut, then
says open it,
wants my hands
the right way,
wash in between
my fingers. She
says the wash
cloth is too

wet, too cold,

too soapy. The
towels are too
heavy. You don’t
she spits, cover
your mouth. Go
home, you should
not be here to
see me like this
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Nustile

Stuart Jay Silverman

the assassination of the ordinary

took place on a Thursday

which from then on was called thursday
some dispute whether it was the day

on which everything was through (old style)
or that time when we came blank

out of the drive-thru in which

we’d been biding enmass time

all 24/ previous 7s

we came out into what should have been sunlight
but turned out to be hazed with regret

as though (old style) the ordinary

seeped thru staining what should have been nustile
all the clothes we wore were flexiplas

nanolenses riffing on sun

movement became color the person lost

in surface flowed across the visual cortex

no edges or angles defined what happened in the real
but that was oke because reality was virtually poofed
i mean what was was no longer apparent

and certainly seeing stopped being believing

if it had so been

something once the books talked about

i’'m told and the sets said mccluhen once traced

the imps whisper to me directly now
tho not so cleer since the annihilation

fuzzbombs boil in me brain sin
ce
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Dictator

Martin Ott

My daughter India is a country,
our borders collapse as she barrels

into my knees at battle speed
or invades my dreams with night

cries and the wonder of what
can be. When she is sick, I wage

war with compresses and chemicals
to the body, wiping out the ill.

When she erupts and hits my flank,
I count to ten, the time a bomb’s

whistle separates an explosion.
What will her country be?

She orders me around and I
laughingly call her my 37-inch

dictator. I am as powerful
and helpless as America

floundering with fatherhood,
with unflinching convictions.

Here’s the fear we won't admit:
our children will surpass us

and we will fade, but how will
we spend our hours as tottering

steps accelerate to moon rockets,
and who we are is what we do.

We can clench our fists and stomp
our feet when feel lost inside,
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or spread hands under small cheeks,
big eyes. The best soldiers can read

a map with their fingers. A father
has more skill as he navigates river

tears and gully smiles. He traverses
bumps and bruises without stumble,

his eyes closed in a lullaby march,
using a map with no borders but air.
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Three Nudes

Madison Caine Brittingham

There Are Parallels

Kneeling before naked
in a capsule of false ideologies
and a conspiricist’s rationality,

this spirit horse’s desire
gallops along wretched
water logged trails.

I miss my mother
and crazy 80’s wave
dance moves in Bethesda.

But her mental closure
insured questions about
adult reclusiveness.

She shivers smoking
mildly amused by
crapshoot antics and Goya coffee.

I am Daniel Boone
and she’s watching
with raccoons!

Good ‘Ole

The weasel scratches
my inside chest
next to the other stuff.

Could there be love
around this town?
C,mon, Love,

110



the stool sits there
and I'm uncomfortable
crack-eyed John Wayne.

These drinks burn

but I thought I was trying to die.

Tell me Madison.... tell me.
(Give it a rest.

The dust is a fight
over the butter knife.)

Redness on the Magnets

It rains hard
on the blood-pained heart plate

served to villains and magistrates.

Thorns of desire cut

the calves of a wondering
drowning Thoreau.

I think about walking far
and dying
at twenty-five.

Suicide is more self righteous
than a declaration of godliness,
right?

Awww fuck it.
I’'m just naked
like a tattered bird.
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By Janelle Brin

he likes being cracked open like clockwork, and she

doesn’t complain.

She likes to watch romantic comedies with young, thin
women getting plenty of good
light.

She likes how they appear: tight and shiny and
inevitable in medium shots. Their hair drawn back, high
exposed cheekbones, a long smooth slip of throat, and
always the collarbone carved deliberately atop the chest.
Who wouldn’t want to feel that sculpted: skin stretched
across jut of bone—all awkward elbows and knees, angled
hips?

Geometry.

She wants to be delicate, to have to hold on, have
reason to distrust gravity—to be fragile and afraid. To be
really afraid to be broken the character flaw to be resolved
happily in dénouement.

When she was twelve, she tried to fly from a maple; her
femur split through the skin.

The way it didn’t look anything like a bone, but
something soft and malleable: white fleshy gut of a tree
broken open and plucked out, tender white roll of flesh
and blood inside flesh—and her blood , there, in some sort
of natural defiance, spilling out, anchoring her

to this earth.
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By Meg Tuite

the Holidome. My head wants to roll off its neck like

a bowling ball into a gutter. If I could just suck down
one beer in front of this garish hotel I might be able to
cheerfully make it through. My boyfriend, Dennis, finds
this all amusing and pretty much shoves me out of the car.
He spends Sundays looking through the want ads circling
potentially humiliating jobs for me. Fuck him! He’s got a
drawer full of cash in his dresser. Dennis manages a few of
the major bars on Rush Street in Chicago, while my friends
and I drink for free. He thinks I need to get up everyday
and get dressed. “Have a good time, Michelle. I'll pick you
up in a half hour,” he says with a smirk, and speeds off.
I'm left outside in the wind.

I walk into a huge atrium with an old, gray piano
player, large, fake plants and a migraine-fested palette of
hot pink and turquoise pulsing from the walls, tablecloths
and streaks of circus-sun hoofing it in from the skylight
above. Stabs and pokes of memories of last night snicker
at me with remnants of upside-down watermelon shots,

Iget dumped out of a car in front of the Holiday Inn in
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{HOLIDAY INN IN THE HOLIDOME}

the decayed molars of a coked-up corpulent hyena-guy,
vagrant conversations with vagrants about nothing and
wrists tied to the bedpost.

I attempt to walk a steady line toward the yawning,
endless counter with businessmen in suits checking in and
out. I look down to see what Dennis has dressed me in.

It’s all black and looks washed and ironed. Dennis likes to

iron, in his underwear, in front of the TV while he screams
at football players. This image is usually a fond one. Today
I hate him.

A lady, about eighty, with a hairball coughed up
on her head, sits me down at a table in the employees’
lounge with papers to fill out. The lines on the paper are
arrogant. They are smugly assured that my life will parade
itself out with panties around my ankles and showcase me
as a wrist-flicking puncher of time-clocks. Hairball lady
whispers to Blue eye shadow lady that I have a college
degree. They both nod and think this means something.

Dennis is ecstatic when the phone rings and they
tell me I've got the job. He picks me up and swings me
around. He takes me to breakfast and loudly orders a huge
entrée. When the food arrives he lines his five beverages
up side by side, OCD style—coffee, chocolate milk, orange
juice, lemonade and apple juice. He chugs a few with a
chaser of four ibuprofen. His barreling voice bombards
deep into the ears of the waitresses, patrons and me. He
gulps his drinks with his pinky up and lives with some
kind of mayoral hard-on in his head. He gorges his plate
of huevos rancheros. I study the mound of beans, eggs and
green slop that he shovels in and suddenly see the inside
of his intestines. I am sick now and can only drink coffee. I
remember that I stole a hundred dollar bill from his drawer
this morning while he was in the shower. I am starting to
feel better about things.

Blue eye shadow lady measures me for my Holiday
Inn costume. “How lucky,” the woman says. They had
an employee who wore the exact same size. The woman
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goes in the back somewhere and comes out with two
rumpled turquoise skirts with matching vests and two evil
blouses. The blouses are neon stripes of flamingo pink and
turquoise with fat bow ties attached to the shirts. Darts
slash out on either side of the boob area. This particular
fabric does not seem to wrinkle even when balled up.
“Panty hose are mandatory,” she says. “A little tip for you,
young lady.” Blue eye shadow winks. “Wear comfortable
shoes. You're going to be on your feet all day.” I look
down at Blue eye shadow’s shoes. She is stacked in black
stiletto heels at least four inches high. She clicks away
from me and says, “See you Monday, Michelle. 6:45 AM,
prompt.”

I work the seven to three shift at the Holiday Inn,
Monday through Friday. I am set up at the front desk. I
am forced to look over Hairball’s shoulder for a week to
attempt to learn the trade. As soon as I arrive each day a
line of cheap suits are waiting to check out. They smack
their lips and look me up and down in my polyester train
wreck and say “mmm, mmm, now isn’t she cute? Are you
new on the job, pretty thing?” they ask. I huddle next to
Hairball squinting and punching in codes and swearing to
myself. I look up at a bald one and say, “oh no, can’t you
tell? I'm a regular, old veteran at this.” Hairball tsk tsks
me, and has to void out yet another mis-punch on the cash
register.

Heidi is the reservationist. She has worked in the
Holidome for three years. She has her own office. She is
chubby and sarcastic and hates this place as much as me.
We become fast friends. She keeps a bottle of vodka locked
up in her bottom desk drawer so Mrs. Feldenheim will
never find it. Mrs. Feldenheim is a Nazi. She is the general
manager of the hotel. She is about 6'2 and skeleton ugly
with a long rod up her ass.

Heidi and I sit next to each other at the weekly
meetings. About twelve employees are sitting in a
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conference room that sports the same antagonizing motif.

I have gone through countless Advils just to make it
through. Heidi and I have already snuck a few drinks
before the meeting. Mrs. Feldenheim is pacing back and
forth as she talks. She is proud of the Holidome. She thinks
this is a career. She tells everyone how lucky he or she is

to have these important positions. It is a tough job market
out there and if everyone works with his nose to the
grindstone (she actually says this) then everyone will be set
for life. Heidi kicks me under the table. I start snickering.
“Mrs. Feldenheims says, “Is there something you wanted
to share with the group, young lady?” Feldenheim's close-
knit eyes bore into mine. I shook my head and looked
down. Feldenheim started pacing again. “All right then,
where was I?” I wait for her to continue and then punch
Heidi back and sit more erect in my chair with my hands
folded pretending to listen.

“You people need to take this seriously. I am now
in the position I have always wanted to be in.” Heidi
whispers to me, “yeah, like straddling some lounge act
with a whip in her hand.” Mrs. Feldenheim continues. “I
now have THIS many applications,” (she flings her arms
out wide) “for THIS many jobs.” (She pinches her fingers
together). Heidi raises her hand. “Mrs Feldenheim? I have
seen most of the applicants. How many of them actually
speak English?” Mrs. Feldenheim glares at Heidi as she
kicks me again.

Dennis is pushing me to quit the job. It wasn’t his
intention for me to enjoy it when he first shoved me out
of the car at the Holidome. He assumed I'd drop it like
I did the rest of the crappy jobs I'd had after a week or
so. I was now going on three months without missing a
day. It was approaching Christmas and everyone wanted
time off except for Heidi, who was Jewish and needed
the cash, and myself. I always hated the holidays anyway
and I'd get paid double-time for working Christmas day.
Dennis has a huge family and he loves the holidays, being
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the politician-in-his-pants kind of guy. He wants me all
sparkly and by his side. I like pissing Dennis off. His job-
hunting prank blew up in his face. Maybe when I finally
quit this job, because it is only a matter of time, he will stop
selling me out and let me pillage his dresser drawer, the
penny-pinching ass, and live the life I was destined for.
The nightlife.

Christmas day arrives. I check out ten suits at the
counter. These are the really cheap ones that can’t afford to
take off during the holidays, or they’re having affairs and
don’t want to go home. The good part is that five out of
ten of them give me a bottle of wine as a present. They feel
sorry for me and I play it up. They say I shouldn’t have to
work on Christmas day. A few make passes at me and try
to hustle me into meeting them for dinner or at another
hotel. I am getting good at playing with their brainless
heads.

Heidi is sitting up front with me today. She runs
in the back whenever we need to open another bottle of
wine. We go through at least three bottles before we stop
answering the phone, “Holiday Inn in the Holidome,
can I help you?” I'm the first one to change it. The phone
rings. We are sitting up front laughing and telling stupid
jokes. I pick it up. “Happy Holidays, Heidi and Michelle’s
Hollow-Ass Holidome, can I help you?” Heidi is totally
cracking up. The person hangs up. That happens a few
times. There are a few people milling around. One fat guy
keeps flirting with Heidi and me up at the counter. He
thinks we’re actually going to take him on in a threesome.
Of course, we lead him on for a while, because what else
is there to do? The phone rings again. I am slurring by
now. “Heidi and Michelle’s Hollow-Assface Holidome,
can I help you?” There is silence. Then the booming voice
of Mrs. Feldenheim sprays out of the receiver. “What the
hell did you say?” Now, I am speechless. I look over at
Heidi, smile, and says, “it’s for you.” Heidi starts singing
some Hanukkah song into the phone and stops mid-line.
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“Shit,” she mouths to me. Her face turns a beautiful,
ghastly white. I fall on the carpet and start rolling around
laughing. This is too rich. My career at the Holidome has
almost ended. Though, certainly not before Heidi and me
book a flight to Mexico on Heidi’s excellent discount plan
with the cash I've been stocking away from my boyfriend’s
dresser drawer.

\ A A4
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By Nathan Graziano

my second DWLI. In less than ten hours, I was attending

my ten year high school reunion. Although I've never
been a gambling man, I had the cab driver pull into the
Cumberland Farms a few blocks from my apartment
and bought a lottery ticket. I played the number 10, my
birthday, the day, month, and year I got married and the
day, month, and year I moved out. While the divorce
wasn'’t final, legally speaking, my wife was already living
with a cop who left his own wife for Lisa.

I didn’t hit a single number.

Back at my apartment—a second-floor flat I'd been
renting from a Dominican family who lived downstairs—
beers cans were littering my kitchen counter, a milk jug
was plugged with soggy cigarette filters, and crusted
dishes were stuffing the sink with fruit flies hovering like
clouds above them.

Still the apartment beat the hell out of the cell
where I'd been sleeping. Most of the time, while I was
locked down, I sat on a stainless steel bench, reading a

Icaught a cab from county jail after doing ten days for
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Tom Clancy novel and staring through a small Plexiglas
window that looked out on a flat barren field. On a
cinderblock above the window, someone had carved,
Nothing to do but the time. Jail spooked me. I'm not the type
of guy you’d typically imagine being incarcerated. Even
now, years removed—and six months and twenty-six
days sober—I'll have nightmares that I'm back in that cell,
looking at that cinderblock. I'll wake up short of breath,
my heart racing, and I'll want a drink.

I didn’t feel up to going to the reunion, but my
buddy Rico, the only person from high school I still talked
to, had volunteered to drive me and had been hyping it up
for weeks. “We’ll do it up, like old times,” Rico had said
the day before I had to report to jail. “We’ll celebrate your
getting out, and maybe make nice with some of our old
marmacitas. We'll resurrect the Ex-Fucker.”

The Ex-Fucker.

In high school, that’s what my buddies called me.

I used to make a game of sleeping with my ex-girlfriends
after I broke up with them. Through various lies and
manipulations, I'd try to coerce them back into bed. I'd
made these girls into a game to amuse me and my friends.
That, out of everything I've done, was criminal.

I took a beer from my fridge and sat down at the
table. From the kitchen window, I could see my landlord’s
teenage son sitting with his girlfriend in the old Toyota he
bought from the owner of the convenience store across the
street. Rain drizzled on the car as the two kids really went
at it, attempting to swallow each other’s heads, their hands
hidden somewhere below my line of vision— reaching,
fumbling, rubbing, searching for something and hoping it’s
there.

I thought seriously about calling Rico and telling
him to forget it. While I'd never been to a class reunion, I
could anticipate the climate: fifty or sixty of us dressed like
we make more money than we do and trying to impress
the hell out of everyone else, bullshitting like it’s a reflex. I
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had no bullshit to bring. Ten years ago, I was the king—a
soccer star who dated the best-looking girls and had the
reputation as the life of the party. Now, at twenty-eight,
the partying had caught up with me and landed me in jail,
barely employed, divorced, and unable to stop. In other
words, a mess.

But the thought of drinking alone in my apartment
all night, watching a teenage couple finger-fuck in a car,
didn’t sound too appetizing, either. Before getting in the
shower, I reached in the fridge for another beer.

There were ten left. I counted.

Rico arrived in his company’s van. He and his father
were electricians in the Concord-area and owned a small
business called Richard and Son’s Electric. Rico’s real name
was Richard, but we started calling him Rico our freshman
year in high school after he grew a weak-ass light-brown
caterpillar mustache then refused to shave it. Despite the
fact that the guy didn’t have a drop of Latin blood, over
the years he’d molded himself into his nickname, like
growing into a pair of someone else’s pants. He fashioned
himself into some sultry Latin sex-god. Rico and The Ex-
Fucker—we both loved nicknames.

“How does it feel to be a free man?” Rico asked as I
hopped in the passenger seat in the van. He wore a canary-
yellow silk shirt and pressed black slacks. Applied by the
quart, his cologne was stripping the paint.

“It’s not like I did ten years,” I said. “Jail is a terrible
place, and I don’t want to talk about it.”

“You didn’t get buggered in there, did you?”

“Fuck off.”

Rico reached in the glove compartment and took out
a prescription bottle, dropping it in my lap. “Take the edge
off, dude,” he said.

Since splitting with Lisa, I'd been hitting the bars
with Rico every weekend and some weeknights, and the
pain pills, the pot, the booze, and the occasional eight-
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ball, they were the pillars supporting our images as wild
men. A couple of months earlier, while I was awaiting my
second DWI hearing, we had to call an ambulance at a

bar when my old college friend Jackson, who was visiting
from Mississippi, started breathing shallowly in the men’s
room. He was rushed to emergency room where they had
to pump the pills from his stomach. The doctors said he
barely had a pulse when he arrived and nearly died. Still, I
didn’t learn a thing, not a damn thing.

“Did you hear Boney Boy is going be there tonight?”
Rico asked, rolling down the window and allowing the
breeze to run through his stiff helmet of black hair.

“Harry Byron? How do you know?”

“I have my sources, muchacho.”

“You have your sources. Who? Mary?”

“Pop a pill, hombre. Get your game on.”

“Harry Byron,” I said and dry-swallowed two
Percocet. “No shit.”

Harry Byron grew up two streets down from me.
When we were kids, I would play with Harry and this
other boy Geoff, who became my first best friend. It didn’t
take long until Geoff and I ditched Harry.

When Geoff moved away in elementary school, my
mom bought me a dog to deal with the loneliness. I named
him Levi. One day after school, I accidentally left the front
door open, and Levi bolted from the house and took off
down the road. Gone. I searched the neighborhoods for
hours, my hands cupped over my mouth, calling his name.
When I walked past Harry’s house, Harry came out, and
without a word, helped me look for Levi. We eventually
found the dog beside a curb, half-alive, struck by a hit-
and-run driver outside the elementary school. Harry and
I carried Levi, his fur soaked in blood, back to my mom’s
house, where we wrapped the dog in a wool blanket and
put him in the back of my mom’s car. She raced him to the
vet, but it was too late. Levi was put down that night. I was
devastated. And I never thanked Harry. In fact, I never
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talked to him in a social situation again, without poking
fun at him.

When Rico’s family moved next door to us my
eighth grade year, together Rico and I began a solid
half-decade of tormenting Harry: tripping him at the bus
stop, doing exaggerated impressions of his large lips, and
ritualistically humiliating him in front of females. The
torment lasted through high school and crested our senior
year when Harry decided to try out for the soccer team.

It was a baffling act, especially knowing that Rico
and I were the team captains. Harry Byron showed up on
the first day of tryouts in khaki shorts, knee socks, and
tennis shoes, and it got worse from there. While he was
an above average student, who went on to attend a good
college—Holy Cross, I believe—Harry Byron had the
coordination of an epileptic walrus, a disaster as an athlete.

The first day of cuts, Harry’s last day, he was
standing by himself at mid-field, his back turned to the
ball, watching the girls’ team practice next to us. Seeing
that he wasn’t paying attention, I kicked the ball at him.
Harry spun around and took the ball off the side of his
face and fell to the ground, shaken but uninjured. When
he stood up, Harry had a large red welt on his cheek and
a hard-on that could cut precious stones. The poor guy
didn’t know enough to wear a cup and a jockstrap. As
soon as Rico, the king of giving nicknames, saw this, he
started yelling, “Boner Boy Byron! Boner Boy!” He called
him that throughout our entire senior year, singing it in
classrooms and hallways, spelling it out in shaving cream
on the windshield of the old Ford Fiesta Harry drove to
school. When Harry’s name was announced at graduation,
Rico coughed out the nickname. I laughed. Stone-faced,
Harry took his diploma, shook hands with the principal,
and smiled at his parents, pretending he never heard a
thing.

“We were assholes to that guy,” I said and turned
my head to look out the window as we passed the exit that
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gets off at the county jail.

“It’s Darwinian, amigo. There’s nothing more
natural than the high school food chain, and Boner Boy
was at the bottom.”

“We were assholes.” The pills began to take hold,
warmth spreading through me like an oil slick. “We were
rotten.”

A large yellow banner that read, Welcome Class of ‘94
in bold blue letters hung above the entrance to the banquet
room. Below the words, in smaller letters, it said, Support
Our Troops.

Mary Gosselin—now Mary Trent according to the
name tag—sat behind a table collecting tickets with Tricia
Hart, a girl who was known for being amenable to the
kinky stuff. Both women wore heels and tight cocktail
dresses that they still filled out nicely. As Rico and I
approached, they waved in unison. We had slept with
both of them, on separate occasions, and dumped them in
similar “wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am” fashions, and we
believed we were entitled to treat them that way.

“Look who blessed us with their presence,” Mary
said, grinning at Tricia.

Rico pointed to the sign. “How about you support
my troops?”

“It’s a good cause,” Mary said. “With my husband
left for Fallujah, I thought that we should do something.”

“Even better.”

“Stop it, Rico,” she said, biting her lip. Weeks before
she got married, Rico ran into Mary at a bar in Concord.
Three hours later, they were fucking in a parking garage
in the back of Rico’s van. “I'm sorry to hear about your
marriage, Mark,” Mary said, frowning.

I glared at Rico. He shrugged.

Without looking at either of us, Tricia reached over
the table and handed us our name tags. On Rico’s she
wrote DICK in large red letters. Rico stuck it to his crotch.

126



{GRAZIANO}

“Only if you ask nicely,” he said and winked.

“In your dreams.”

“No need to dream of something I've done, baby-
doll.”

Maybe it had something to do with getting out
of jail that morning and being generally discouraged
by mankind; or maybe it had something to do with my
impending divorce, which I thought about a lot while
staring out the Plexiglas window in my cell, but for the
first time I was seeing Rico through an outsider’s lens, and
seeing my friend through someone else’s lens made me
want to smack his arrogant shit-mouth.

We moved into the banquet room where there was
a cash bar to our left, and straight in front of us, a dance
floor and a deejay table. In the dining area, the tables were
covered by crisp white linen with cheap champagne bottles
as the centerpieces, anchoring yellow and blue helium
balloons.

Our ex-classmates were huddled at the bar,
standing in small social circles and half-laughing at
everything.

I spotted him right away.

At the end of the bar, Harry Byron stood alone. A
few pounds heavier, he had a thick, untrimmed brown
beard and the same bowl-of-soup haircut, large lips, and
dark watery eyes.

Rico approached the bar with his shoulders thrown
back and a dented cash clip in his hand. He stood beside
me, waiting for a circle to open and invite him to join them.
But there was no gushing, no praise, no glory to be sought.
Rico’s throat tightened, and his eyes darted from group to
group, panicked as our former classmates stood with their
backs to us. Drowsy from the painkillers, I plopped down
on an empty barstool.

After ordering a beer, I turned and stared down
the long strip of oak at Harry Byron. We met eyes, and
I waved. Not one facial muscle flinched, no look of
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recognition. It was almost as if he didn’t see me, but I
know he did.

“What the hell is going on here?” Rico asked as he
tried to flag down the bartender, his nametag still stuck to
his crotch.

“We were dicks to these people, Rico,” I said and
pointed to his nametag. “There’s a new food chain, and
we're at the bottom of it.”

“Fuck that, pendejo.” He smiled and waved as Mary,
his breasts about to spill out of her red dress, wiggled
her way toward us. “Where have you been all my life,
gorgeous?” Rico asked.

“Waiting for you to call,” Mary poked him in the
ribs then turned to me. “Are you all right, Mark? I heard
about...jail.” She whispered the last word.

“I should’ve worn an orange fucking jumpsuit,” I
said. “It seems my friend must’ve told everyone about it.”

“Just Mary,” said Rico as his hand slid down the
slope of her bare back. I had to turn away. I was thinking
about Mary’s husband, somewhere in a desert tent, typing
an email filled with his foolish declarations of love for
her, smirking to his soldier buddies as he passed around
pictures of his wife in a bikini. It probably wasn’t unlike
the guys I overheard in jail who would brag about their
girlfriends to the other inmates. The thought of this soldier
being cuckolded by his bitch wife, like I'd been cuckolded
by mine, made me sick and embarrassed to be seen with
Rico and Mary.

Again, I turned and stared down the bar at Harry
Byron and waved.

And, again, Harry Byron ignored me.

After the dinner, as the dessert plates clumped with
cheesecake remained on the table, my ex-classmates got up
and made their way toward the dance floor, waving their
arms in the air as the deejay played Blind Melon’s “No
Rain.”
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Alone, I made my way back to the bar. I barely
spoke during dinner as Rico ran his mouth to anyone who
would listen to him. He talked about his famed-vacation
to Jamaica in 1998, the gorgeous women he’d dated, and
the variety of drugs he could get his hands on. I'm not sure
why I never noticed this before, but Rico was a popularity
whore and always had been. I was once one, too. Then I
got married, and things got dark. Broken and dethroned,

I became something I could never have imagined while
starting to the hate the thing I used to be.

I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned around.
There was Karen Patrick, another ex-girlfriend, and she
was very pregnant. Behind her stood a tall, clean-cut guy
with one of those strong-jawed good-natured grins and
All-American dimples. The pills and the booze had hit
me by this point, and I looked at them with my eyes half-
closed and mouth open. “Holy shit, Karen,” I said. “It’s
good to see you.”

“It’s good to see you, Mark. I can see you haven't
changed much,” she said, pointing to my beer.

“I'd offer to buy you one, but—" I pointed at her
stomach.

“I'll take a tequila shot.”

“Are you serious?”

“No.” She laughed. Karen always had a good sense
of humor, and if I had any good sense, I never would have
cheated on her with some meaningless girl who had been
passed around the soccer team. “Mark, this is my husband,
Andy.”

We shook his hands, and he nearly crushed my
knuckles.

“So what have you been up to, Mark?” Karen asked.

“I'just got out of jail.”

Karen laughed.

“No, I'm serious” I said. “I did ten days for my
second DWI. I just got out this morning.”

Karen looked back at Andy, who looked over his
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shoulder, as if someone was calling his name. “Jesus,
Mark. I'm sorry to hear that.” She placed her hand on
my shoulder. “I'm not sure if it was incredibly brave or
incredibly inappropriate to tell me that.”

I laughed. “I've had a few.”

“You're not driving, are you?”

“Very funny,” I said, raising my beer. “Actually,
Rico’s my ride.”

Karen smiled at me, a little like she used to smile at
me, only sadder, her eyes heavier, like she was looking at
me through Plexiglas. I stood up from my stool. “I need
to hit the bathroom,” I said. “It was great talking to you,
Karen. And good meeting you, Andy.”

I gave Karen a quick hug and shook her husband’s
hand for a second time, and we all promised that we’d
meet up later and catch up some more. But we knew we
wouldn’t. I saw Karen one more time that night, across the
room at a table with her husband. We didn’t even wave.

A man was moaning in the last stall of the men’s
room. I peeked under the row of stalls and saw a woman
in red heels squatting and facing a pair of men’s shoes with
his pants around his ankles. .

“Bueno, baby-doll.”

Mary always had a thing for sucking off her
boyfriends in exotic places—the girls’ locker room, the
janitor’s closet, the back of the bus on the senior trip. And
now she was someone’s wife, a soldier’s wife—and my
wife, too—and making fools of both of us.

I took a quick piss, washed my hands, and didn’t
bother drying them. Instead, I went outside to have a
smoke by the entrance, next to a pair of standing ashtrays
and a stone bench. Rain poured down on the street in
front of the hotel, dripping from the canopy covering the
carport. Harry Byron stood with his back to me, puffing
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on a cigarette. I lit a Winston Light and stood next to him,
both of us watching the rain on the pavement.

The smoke streamed out his nostrils and dribbled
from his large lips. He was still a very ugly man.

“Hi, Harry.”

“What do you want?”

“You're not still holding a grudge from high school,
are you?”

“No,” Harry said, taking another drag off his
cigarette. “I just don’t like you.”

“I can see why you wouldn’t,” I said. “I was an
asshole. I'm sorry.”

Harry shook his head, staring at the same stream of
rain draining through the bars into the sewers. “This isn’t
some fucking movie,” he said. “I'm not going to forgive
you and give you a big man-hug and then we’ll go out for
a beer. I don’t hold a grudge against you. I simply don’t
like you. Now, please leave me alone.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Sure.”

I put out my cigarette in the ashtray and went back
inside. In the lobby, I saw Mary sitting on a couch, alone,
her head in her hands. I almost went over, but decided
against it.

As part of my punishment for drunk driving, I had
to go to A.A. meetings three times a week for six months.
I went to meetings in jail each day, more out of boredom
than a genuine desire to quit. I almost went looking for a
meeting that night, but I knew I wasn’t going to quit yet.
When you're ready to quit, when you're finally sick of
your own shit, you know it.

Instead, I decided to go back to the bar and get
wildly drunk, to drink shots of Southern Comfort like a
man who just got out of jail. Then I figured I'd call my
soon-to-be ex-wife and tell her I love her, beg her, one last
time, to hear me out, to listen to me, to come over to my
place so we could talk.

131






By Elahzar Rao

together. But it was a three-day weekend, on account

of the holiday, and I felt I needed to finally get out of
the city for at least a little while. So I reserved a room in
the cheapest hotel I could find by the shore. The hot sand
on that public part of the beach was littered with enough
families to make it not much less crowded than the place I
had left, and I ended up usually taking my basket of clam
cakes and French fries from the snack bar kiosk to my air-
conditioned room in the hotel. However, after I returned
home, I was somewhat glad I had left. My apartment had
been robbed while I was gone. The dresser drawers in the
bedroom were turned out, my clothes scrambled on the
floor like dirty laundry. The nightstand and desk had also
been gutted and left for junk on the floor. They ended up
just taking appliances. The computer, the television, the

Ididn’t like doing anything alone that people did
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stereo, and even the microwave had all been replaced by
clean, empty shapes stamped into dusty veneers. But what
upset me most was that the parlor window, which led to
the fire escape and an empty lot that was surrounded by
other tall buildings, was still open.

I filed a police report, but even by the following
week, my thoughts were still keeping me up all night.

I had been sliding the windows up and down since the
summer began. I know I can be forgetful, but I thought I
had closed and latched every window before I left for the
weekend. In any case, I did not even talk to my neighbors.
How could whoever broke in have known I would be
gone? What if they did not know? What if they had come
in while I was sleeping? This relentless thought of waking
up to a stranger in the small, dark space of my apartment
is what kept me awake. Could I put bars over the window?
What if there was a fire? How about a gun? What did I
know about guns? What if I shot the wrong person? What
if I shot myself? What if someone shot me with my own
gun? It went on like this for another week, after which I
decided to accept the responsibility of simply getting what
I already wanted—a dog.

I found a cheap dog in the classifieds of a local
newspaper. The ad had read: “WOULD MAKE GOOD
GUARD DOG.” The dog was a puppy when I brought him
home and named him Junior. Junior had come from a tryst
between one neighbor’s Catahoula Leopard and another’s
Pit Bull, and like the rest of his unwanted litter, his thin
coat was so mottled in gray, black, red, and brown that he
appeared to have gotten into something he shouldn’t have
and rolled around in it.

Junior quickly grew on me. I would let him lie in
the bed with me at night, and though I was glad to have
him watching the apartment while I was working at the
insurance office, I couldn’t help worrying about leaving
him alone all day. He would be barking even before I
started to unlock the door. This was something had I
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taught him to do, giving him a treat, maybe a biscuit or a
piece of steak, every time he barked at anyone he heard
outside the apartment. Junior would be wagging his tail
and jumping on me as soon as I came through the door.
Though I was just as glad to see him, I wouldn’t want him
acting the same way to anyone else that came inside. So
when Junior was one year old, I took him to a kennel that
specialized in protection training.

The kennel was on the outskirts of the city and,
except for a business name posted on the front door,
looked no different than a house with a large backyard.
The trainer there was a solemn-faced man who always
wore a ball cap embroidered with the police department he
had retired from. His helper, “the aggressor,” was a larger
and younger man who held up a stick and was dressed
as if he were playing a contact sport. I never had to leave
Junior alone with these two. I was a part of the training,
“the handler” my dog was learning to protect. Often, my
part was to keep a tight hold of Junior’s leash while he was
being provoked to bite the impenetrable sleeve that the
aggressor wore over his arm. I didn’t like watching Junior
being shoved around, but I felt it was for both our own
good. I followed the trainer’s orders, while Junior learned
to follow mine, biting when he saw a threat from the giant
man in padded coveralls and backing off when I gave the
command.

I was very proud of Junior when he finished his
level two training a little over a year after he started. And
afterwards, I not only felt better about having him in the
apartment, but I was walking almost anywhere in the city
at any time. There were streets I used to avoid, especially
in the winter, when the sun went down too early. Now,
however, with Junior beside me, I didn’t worry so much
about what neighborhood or hour I found myself in.
That’s not to say that people outside left me alone, but I
was getting a different kind of attention now. Before I had
Junior to walk with, no one on the street used to approach
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me unless they were looking for a handout. Now all kinds
of people, including children, their mothers and fathers,
and other dog owners, were all exchanging a few kind
words with me, extending to me a little of the affection
they had for my dog. I don’t think I would have ever met
my wife without Junior.

One clear day in the summer, Junior and I went
to the park. I took my time strolling from one end to the
other, letting Junior sniff at whatever he wanted. Before
heading back, we rested on a bench facing the pond. While
we were watching the ducks float through the dark green
water on their wrinkling reflections, a young woman, fair-
skinned and with auburn hair just long enough to brush
over her ear with a manicured finger, asked me if I would
mind sharing the bench. I said, “Not at all,” and she took a
seat on the other end and pulled her lunch out of a canvas
handbag. She ate a salad and half of a sandwich, putting
the other half back into her bag. Then, as if she felt safe, she
began making conversation with me, casually telling me
that I had a handsome dog and asking the usual questions
about him. I told her his name and that he was three years
old, and I explained his parental background. She told
me she wanted a dog, but they were not allowed in her
building. I told her that was too bad. Then she asked to
pet Junior. I gave him a little tug on his collar before she
did—since his training, I had to put him at ease before
someone he didn’t know touched him. Junior turned and
licked the young woman’s hand while she was stroking his
broad neck.

“Hey, he likes you,” I said.

“He must smell the sandwich,” she laughed. Then
she went on to tell me that she usually came to the pond
during her lunch break. She was a new saleswoman in
one of the nearby department stores and had to work
weekends for now. Her name was Laura.

For the rest of the summer, I took Junior to the
same park on the weekends so I could run into Laura by
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the pond. Laura did not seem to mind these intentional
encounters, and one day she even admitted that she looked
forward to them. By then it was the fall, and the leaves
of the preserved trees were heavy with color. Knowing
the park would soon be cold and bare again, I finally
asked Laura for a date so I could keep seeing her. She
said she would love to have a cup of coffee or tea with me
somewhere.

I was only able to bring Junior to our first dates. On
mild autumn evenings the three of us met at a sidewalk
café. Junior would patiently wait beside the table while
Laura and I ate. Then the weather turned further, before
Laura was ready to come to my apartment. After some
failed negotiations with restaurant managers, I had to
accept that it was a health code violation to bring Junior
inside with us. But I did not like tethering him to a parking
meter outside, where he might have been too cold and feel
more abandoned than inside the familiar surroundings of
our apartment. So I began leaving Junior behind in order to
meet Laura.

In time though, Laura did begin coming over to
my apartment for dinner. She used to say I was a good
cook. After dinner one night, we moved from the kitchen
to the sofa in the living room. Junior was studying us
from the other side of the coffee table, and when Laura
leaned over and kissed me, he put his front paws on the
table and started growling. I gave him a light scolding that
made him quickly back off. Laura laughed and said it was
cute how jealous he was of me. Then I shook my finger at
Junior, whose pale eyes were still gleaming up at us, and
said, “You better get used to it, boy. You'll be seeing a lot
more of her.”

A little over three years after we met, Laura and
I were married and living together in my apartment.
During the weekdays, I left Junior with Laura in the
morning, because she didn’t have to leave for work until
noon. Though Junior didn’t have to spend as much time
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alone in the apartment now, he continued greeting me
with the same affection when I returned home from work.
And while he had lost his place in the bed and had to sleep
on the couch now, I would still take him for walks every
evening, just not for as long as he was used to. I wanted to
have a nice meal set up before Laura came home at night.
Junior usually ate at the same time as us, his dipped snout
smacking through his kibble and sliding the lightened
bowl across the hardwood floor as Laura and I delicately
forked through our dinner. When he was finished eating,
he would hang his wet chin over my thigh, and while I
stroked his sleepy head, my wife and I talked about things
like work and how much money we had so far saved by
splitting rent. One night at the dinner table, however,
Laura brought up the subject of children. I admitted it was
something I had also thought about, but I worried about
whether we could afford to have a kid now. Laura would
have to quit work, at least for a while. But people with
much less had managed, she explained, and if we waited
until we were sure we were ready, we never would be. The
conversation went on for days on end until I was equally
convinced that I was now ready to become a father.

Laura did not take pills, not even for a headache;
her mother had been addicted to them. So I was using
only condoms with her. I purposely kept the condoms in
the bathroom, because my apartment was such that I had
to walk through the parlor to get to it from the bedroom;
that way I could remember to close the bedroom door on
the way back in. Otherwise, I always left the door open so
that we would not be awakened in the middle of the night
by the sound of Junior scratching to get in. But on one
decidedly particular night, when Laura was sure she was
ovulating, there was no precautionary break in passion.
After kissing and undressing each other, I remained in
bed with her. The lights were off, and as I was lying on
my back, I could feel Laura straddle my waist. I was,
of course, more sensitive without a condom, and while
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she rocked against me, I must have moaned louder than
usual. My hands were on her belly, and I could feel her
torso suddenly arching toward me when she screamed.
I thought she might have actually peaked before me, but
then she screamed again in a clear expression of pain and
quickly rolled off of me. I immediately sat up and turned
on the bedside lamp. Junior was poised on the foot of the
bed, growling viscously toward Laura, who had taken
cover behind me. As soon as I yelled at him, he stopped
growling and propped up his ears in confusion. And when
I raised my hand at him, he lowered his head while his
eyes rolled up at me in shame before he jumped off the bed
and trotted back out the door that had been left open.

Laura’s back had been bitten open. I had to take
her in a cab to an emergency ward, where a doctor gave
her stitches and a tetanus shot. When we returned from
the hospital, I changed the bed sheets, which had some
dried spots of blood on them. Then we lay together for the
short remainder of the night, listening to Junior scratching
against the closed door.

The following morning, I called in sick at the work.
I asked Laura to do the same, but she insisted on going to
the department store. Sometime in the afternoon, she called
from her job to tell me she wanted to eat out that night. So I
met Laura later at a downtown restaurant, where at a small
table in a crowded dining room, she asked me to give up
Junior. She said she wanted to have a family with me, but
my dog could not be trusted around a defenseless baby.
I told her that Junior is family and explained that he had
only attacked her because he thought she was hurting me,
that he had only done what I had him trained to do, but he
could be retrained. Laura said we could not afford to give
him another chance, not with a baby. One bite is all it could
take, she argued. But no matter what she argued, I would
not give my dog to someone else.

In spite of our unsettled disagreement over Junior,
by the time Laura’s stitches were replaced by a scar, a
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mutual trust appeared to have been restored between
the two of them. She was letting him lick her hand in
contrition and would forgivingly pet him when he laid
his pitiful head in her lap—proof, as I saw it, that Junior’s
behavior could still be changed. I told Laura that he had
already learned it was wrong to harm her. She said she
agreed with me. She even stopped avoiding him and was
no longer afraid of being left alone with him. I also trusted
leaving her alone with him.

Then one afternoon, when I returned from work, I
did not hear Junior barking at the door. And after I went
inside, I found no one in the apartment. I called Laura
at work. She assured me that Junior was fine, there was
nothing to worry about, and she would explain everything
to me over dinner at a restaurant. A few anxious hours
later, I went downtown and once again met with Laura
in another crowded dining room. Before we ordered, she
told me she had taken Junior to some kennel, a kind of
boot camp that specialized in deprogramming dogs that
have been trained to attack people. She went on to explain
how attached I was to my dog, that I would have never
agreed to take him away, even if it were for only a few
weeks. I had to admit she was right. I would never have
willingly put my dog solely into the hands of strangers for
any period of time. But now that it had already been done,
I felt that the only way to keep both Junior and Laura was
to compromise with my wife insofar as I thought she was
compromising with me.

All the same, I was very uneasy about Junior’s
absence. Laura kept assuring me that someone would
call when he was ready to come home. And when I told
her that I only wanted to visit him, she refused to tell me
where he was, charging that I would try to take him home
before he was ready. So I waited longer. Then, after over
a month went by without any word on Junior, I finally
gave in to my suspicions. One early morning, while Laura
was still sleeping, I searched through her things. I was

140



{RAO}

looking for some kind of unfamiliar address handwritten
on a scrap of paper or printed on a business card. Instead

I found the ID tag that used to hang from Junior’s collar. It
had sunk to the bottom of her large handbag and become
lost or forgotten. I went back to the bedroom and shook
Laura awake, shouting, “What did you do to him, huh?
You have him put to sleep? Huh? Huh?” Laura looked
scared and confused, but after I showed her the ID tag, she
just looked scared. She swore she had only taken him to

a kennel. But I would not believe her until I saw him for
myself. I tightened my hands around her arms and would
not let go until she finally told me where I could find
Junior. And as soon as she told me, I left the apartment and
took a train to an address two hours outside the city.

I became nauseous when I saw where Junior had
been taken. The place was a kennel, but not for training.
Though advertised as a shelter, it looked more like a kind
of outdoor prison, with cellblocks stretched out over a
field of dead grass. Most of the dogs there were barking
madly, and some were endlessly running in small circles
or trying in vain to chew their way through the chain-link
fencing that enclosed each one of them from each other. I
described Junior to a heavyset, short-haired woman, who
said he had been at the shelter but was “rescued” a few
days ago. I asked her who had taken him and where to, but
she refused to tell me, because it was against their policy.
Then she tried selling me the idea of adopting another dog.
I thanked her as best I could and left.

When I returned to the apartment empty handed,
Laura gave me a look of pity. I said to her, “You'll be
happy to know that someone already took him.” Then she
said something about the possibility of Junior giving joy to
a lonely senior who needed him more than us, but I was
in no mood for anything she had to say on the matter. She
had set the dining table while I was gone, but I also had no
appetite. I told her I needed to go for a walk and left the
apartment again.
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In the days that followed, I stopped cooking for
Laura and waiting for her to come home from work at
night. Instead I would roam the most crowded sidewalks
of the city until it was late enough to assume my wife had
gone to sleep. But the weather was turning again, and
one night I chose to duck out of the cold for a while in
some tavern that was furnished throughout with wooden
antiquity. I sat on a bar stool, and a bespectacled man with
a loosened necktie politely asked for my order. I was not
much of a drinker; having heard too many stories, drinking
was something I avoided.

“Something that doesn’t taste too strong,” I said,
feeling a little out of place.

“You want something sweet?” the barkeep asked.
“How ‘bout something fruity?”

“Nabh, I don’t really like sweet.”

“You don’t like juice?”

“I like tomato juice,” I said.

“Okay,” he nodded.

The barkeep fixed me a Bloody Mary. The first sip
tasted like sour tomatoes and kept burning even after
I choked it down, but I continued drinking it anyways.
After a little while, my head started feeling lighter and
more carefree, and I eventually drained the tumbler down
to a clatter of filmy ice chips. Then I ordered another drink
and glanced over at the man next to me who was eating by
himself at the bar.

“Looks good,” I told him.

“It is good,” he said in a friendly kind of way. “It’s
corned beef and cabbage.”

“Oh yeah?”

I ordered corned beef and cabbage for myself, and
while I ate and drank, I listened to the laughter and chatter
of the other customers. Some appeared to be regulars,
but others were introducing themselves to each other as
if it were the most common thing to do. Occasionally, I
laughed along with the remarks some of the men made
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about their jobs and wives. A couple of them caught

me eavesdropping, but they did not appear to mind.
Sometimes they even smiled at me for appreciating their
jokes. I felt comfortable there, like I had finally found a
public place where anyone could go alone. Not to mention,
time passed quickly while I drank.

I began going to a different bar every day.
Sometimes I had a hangover at work and would misjudge,
misplace, or entirely forget about insurance claims.
Nevertheless, I kept going to the taverns as if they were
some great reward for sitting in the office all day. I would
start with the happy hour and go until after midnight—
when I had enough drinks in me I didn’t at all mind
walking alone so late. After I got home, I would sometimes
wake up Laura and tell her I was good and ready to give
her the baby she wanted. She would cry, tell me my breath
stinks, push me away and tell me to leave her alone.
Sometimes she even locked me out of the bedroom and I
had to pass out on the sofa.

Then one night Laura happened to come into a
restaurant downtown where I was drinking. She did not
see me when she came in, so if she were alone, I probably
would have left her alone. But she sat a small table with a
well-dressed young man. I watched them from the bar in
the back until I could no longer stand the way she smiled
at him. After downing the rest of my drink, I worked my
way into the crowded dining room. When I reached their
table, Laura looked up at me in wide-eyed discomfort.

“Who's this?” I asked.

Laura said his name was John something or other—I
didn’t care about his name. She explained that he was a
friend of hers from the men’s clothing department and
said, “John, this is the husband I told you about.”

“What are you saying about me?” I asked. They just
looked at each other in a way I didn’t like. “You didn’t tell
me you were seeing a friend tonight.”

“When was the last time I could tell you anything?”
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Laura said.

“Let’s go,” I said. “I'll make you something at
home.”

“Are you kidding? We just ordered.”

“Let’s go.” I pulled on the back of her chair. “I'm
not kidding. Let’s go.”

“Please,” she said. “Leave me alone.”

Just then, her friend stood up tall. I looked him right
back in the eyes and said, “Why don’t you sit down. This
isn’t your business.” But he just stood there, staring at me.

Then Laura stood up from the table as well.
“Please,” she said. “Go. We'll talk later.”

“There anything you don’t do behind my back?” I
said.

“Please,” she said.

“So, now I gotta worry about this too?” I said.

“What?” she exclaimed. “You have to have worry?
You're out all night, every night! You don’t even bother to
call! I don’t know where you are or who you're with! But
you worry?”

“Don’t try turning this around,” I said. “I see what's
going on. It’s right there! It’s right there!” Other customers
were beginning to look at us, but I didn’t care.

“Please.” Laura closed her eyes and shook her head.
“You don’t know what you're talking about. John’s a
friend of mine.”

“How can I believe a word that comes out of your
mouth?”

“I'm your wife!”

“Exactly,” I said.

“Why can’t you trust me anymore?” asked Laura.

“You know why,” I said.

“Why don’t you tell John why,” she said.

“This isn’t any of his damn business!” I shouted.
“Besides, I'm sure you already told him!”

“What do you think I told him?”

“I'm the enemy now, is that it, Laura? I'm the
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enemy now?”

“Stop it.”

“Did I ever take someone you loved? Huh? Did I
ever kill someone you loved?”

“I didn’t kill him,” said Laura.

“You might as well have.”

“How many times do I have to apologize?”

“He never meant to hurt anyone,” I said, getting a
little choked up.

“I'm sorry,” Laura said softly. “I told you I'm sorry
and I mean it. I didn’t want to lie to you. I just wanted a
baby.”

I thought about saying something then. Instead
I said, “Don’t worry, Laura. I'm sure you’ll be a single
mother someday.”

Laura looked as if she were about to cry. Instead she
decided to slap me. But before her palm could reach my
face, her friend seized her wrist. I had never seen another
man so much as touch my wife before. Now, everything
inside me got hot. I jumped on John and stayed on him
after his back hit the floor. But what did I know about
swinging my fists? Ijust held his head down by the throat
and tried to bite his nose off. I kept my teeth clenched until
I felt the propelled weight of a billy club shudder through
my spine. Someone had already gotten the police.

My shaking hands were cuffed behind my back
before I was led out of the restaurant, which was now
filled with murmuring spectators. For a while, I waited
by myself in the backseat of a police car, listening to the
bursts of static and flat voices coming over the dispatch
radio. Through the passenger window I could see
two cops talking with Laura and her friend, who held
what looked like a dinner napkin over his face to stop
the bleeding. They were all giving me head nods and
glances in my direction until the two policemen finally
came over and took their places in the front seats. The
driver, whose unreadable eyes I could see in the rearview
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mirror, informed me that no one was pressing criminal
charges against me, so he was not going to take me to jail.
Nevertheless, he could not let me go home that night.

The police drove me to a hospital. My handcuffs
were not taken off until I was escorted into a room there
that had its own security. After the cops left, one of the
guards made me give him my belt and shoelaces. Then
I was given some forms to fill out, which I later handed
to a psychiatrist, who asked me some questions while
glancing over the personal information and answers I had
written. I waited a few hours outside his office before one
of the guards escorted me to an elevator and took me up
to another floor of the hospital, where I was led through a
door that automatically closed behind us. After the guard
used a key to let just himself back out the door, a nurse had
me fill out more paperwork and asked me more questions
while she checked and recorded my vital signs. Then the
nurse led me down a hallway with sleeping quarters on
either side and showed me my assigned room, which was
filled with two rows of twin beds, most of which were
occupied by sleeping patients. After exchanging my suit
for a pair of powder blue pajamas, I got under the gray
dust cover of one of the empty beds and lay awake for the
rest of the night.

Without any liquor or much sleep, time went by
very slowly for me in the hospital. I wanted to get released
as soon as possible. The doctors openly evaluated and
advised the patients, letting us know almost exactly what
they wanted. They expected simple things from us, though
many of the patients had trouble doing them. As for
myself, I got out of bed early every morning for breakfast.
[ unwrapped and ate all the food on my tray. I quickly
swallowed all the pills I was given. I showered every day
and shaved under supervision. I spent most of the daylight
hours in the recreation room, which, aside from the dining
room and the bedrooms, was the only place there was to
go. I played card games and ping-pong with other patients
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and sat with them to watch a television that was mounted
high on the wall. And I assured a representative of
Alcoholics Anonymous, my only visitor, that I would seek
further help once I was released.

Then one day a doctor, followed by a group
of younger people also in white coats, came into the
recreation room and asked me if I still felt like hurting
anyone. I told him, “No.” Then he asked me if I still felt
like drinking. Again, I told him, “No.” Then he led the
interns to the next patient. A couple days later, I was given
back my suit, as well as my belt and tie. After I changed,
one of the nurses unlocked the door for me and wished me
luck.

As I rode the subway home, I went over in my
head again all the ways I would make things up to Laura.
During the sobering two weeks I had spent in the hospital,
I had tried to call her at the apartment, but she didn’t
answer the phone. I wanted to apologize for my recent
behavior, tell her how much I needed her and would
make any kind of reparations to keep her in my life so
we could raise a family together. It was still morning
when I got to my building. While climbing the stairs, I
became increasingly nervous. I even thought a moment
about knocking on my own door. I could see light coming
through the peephole.

The first thing I noticed after opening the door was
that the windows, which used to be covered in decorative,
amber curtains that Laura had put up, were now entirely
stripped, letting the dull light of winter flood through
the apartment. I checked the other empty rooms. Laura
had taken everything that was hers except for anything I
bought her, included her wedding ring, which now served
as a paperweight for a handwritten note she had left for
me on the bedroom dresser. I eagerly took up the note
and read through a brief explanation of the legal details
concerning a divorce and how this might be accomplished
through indirect correspondence. I folded the letter and
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put it back under her ring. Then, without taking off my
shoes, I lay on the bed and thought about what I should

do next. I had no appetite for getting lunch, I promised
myself I would not go to any more bars, and I saw no point
in calling my boss after such a long truancy—I would not
have wanted to explain it all to him anyways. It seemed
then that I had nothing to do, nowhere to go, and no

one to feed. So I just lay there on my back while the pale
light slowly receded through the bare windows until the
bedroom was entirely swallowed by the dark.

I was doing almost nothing for the next few days
but waiting in vain for Laura to at least call me on the
phone. Then one night, while brooding again over the
day our marriage took a turn, I thought of the heavyset
woman at the kennel where Junior had been taken and
remembered that she had tried to convince me to take
another dog home with me. In the emptiness of the
apartment, I decided I should finally accept her offer. So
the following morning I took a train back to the kennel I
had gone to almost a year before. The same woman was
working there that day, though she did not appear to
remember me. After I told her I wanted a friendly dog, she
began leading me through the kennel. But about halfway
into one aisle of barking dogs, I stopped walking.

I could scarcely believe my eyes, but there he was,
quieter than all the other dogs and cowering from every
side of his cage. I didn’t think I could mistake those milky
eyes and the haphazard pattern of his thin coat.

“Tunior!” I called out. “Junior!”

He did not respond, so I asked the kennel worker to
open his cell. She unlatched and swung the door open, and
he approached us very slowly. As soon his drooping head
reached my knee, I bent down and threw my arms around
his shivering body, feeling right away how skinny he was.
His tail gradually began to wag, and I felt the cool saliva of
his tongue penetrate the overgrown stubble on my cheek. I
hadn’t shaved since I left the hospital.
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The kennel worker gave us an approving smile.
“His previous owners are expecting a baby soon,” she
explained. “They were a little worried about having a big
dog around. You can understand that?”

“Of course,” I laughed.

Glad as I was to be taking the dog back to my
apartment that day, I could not help feeling somewhat
uneasy about his company. He was so much thinner and
more timid than the Junior I had been used to. And his
presence was reminding me more of the time I had spent
with my wife than with my dog. But I figured we would
both feel better after a reacquainting walk through the
city. So not long after I brought him home from the train
station, I put his leash back on and led him back outside.

It was cold out, but we continued walking, unbothered,
through the busy sidewalks until the neon signs of every
tavern we passed began to glow more brightly in the
darkening hour. Had a dog not been with me, I could have
gone into a bar. Instead I stopped at a liquor store and
picked out a liter of vodka. Then I led the dog back to the
apartment for dinner.

He must have been starving that night. He had
eaten nothing all day, and after returning from a long walk
in the cold, he only sniffed curiously at his bowl of kibble
before lying back down on the floor. I looked at him with
pity and then topped a tall glass of vodka with a can of
tomato juice. The way his moping eyes rolled up at me
from the floor made me want to drink more quickly. By the
second drink, my head was already floating. I called the
dog to my side, but he didn’t move. Then I fixed myself
another stiff Bloody Mary, which put me over. I stumbled
out the kitchen and hit off all the lights. I must have passed
out as soon as I collapsed on the bed.

Laura came to me in a deep dream that night. She
gently crawled over my body and put her lips so close to
my face I could feel her warm breath. Then she kissed me
softly on the forehead, my chin, and then my cheek. She
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kept kissing me over and over and deeper and deeper until
her kisses began to hurt. The pain grew so intense that I
woke up. But the pain did not disappear with my dream.
And I was still not alone in the bed. Faint moonlight
coming through the bare windows gave some shape to the
dark figure making smacking sounds with its mouth. At
first, I did not move. I was still adjusting to consciousness
and the inside of my head was throbbing from the liquor.
Then I suddenly realized what was happening. The dog
was eating my face. I managed to push him off of me, and
then I rushed out of the bedroom and bumped my way
through the parlor until I reached the bathroom. I closed
and locked the door. But when I turned on the light, I
jumped back from the image that flashed in the medicine
cabinet mirror. There was a stranger inside.

\ A A4

150






CoAddon Mol

Rita Ariyoshi was the founding editor of Aloha Magazine
and served as editor of Hawaiian Airlines’ in-flight maga-
zine, Latitude 20. Her fiction and travel articles have won
numerous awards, including a Pushcart prize. A novel in
progress, Lion's Way, was a finalist for the 2011 James Jones
Literary Fellowhip.

Janelle Brin’s work has appeared in several literary maga-
zines including Glossolalia, Jewish Spectator, Ozone Park
Journal, Poetica Magazine, The Southeast Review, and Tipton
Poetry Journal. She currently lives in Phuket, Thailand.

Madison Caine Brittingham was raised up and down the
east coast, recently leaving Massachusetts for Hawaii. His
father was a civil rights activist, and is an artist. Madison’s
work is motivated by mental hardship and societal digres-
sion.

Jamison Crabtree lives in a desert that is not of his own
devising. He has an odd number of socks. When people
pretend to steal his nose, he can't help but feel that he's lost
something truly important and worse, that it will never
come back to him. His poetry appears in LIT, Best New
Poets 2009, No Tell Motel, Handsome, PANK, and many other
beautifabulous places.

Nandini Dhar is a Ph.D. candidate in Comparative Lit-
erature at University of Texas at Austin. Her poems have
appeared in Muse India, Kritya, Mascara Literary Review, Off



the Coast, Pratilipi, tinfoildresses, and Asia Writes. A Pushcart
nominee, Nandini was born and raised in Kolkata, India.

Nathan Graziano lives in Manchester, New Hampshire,
with his wife and two children. He is the author of three
books of poetry After the Honeymoon (sunnyoutside, 2009),
Teaching Metaphors (sunnyoutside, 2007), Not So Profound
(Green Bean Press, 2004), and a collection of stories, Frost-
bite (GBP, 2002). His work has appeared in Rattle, Night
Train, Freight Stories, Word Riot, Sententia, The Owen Wister
Review, and others. For more information, visit his website:
www.nathangraziano.com.

Kathryn Elisa Ionata is a graduate student in the Creative
Writing Fiction program at Temple University, where she

also teaches writing. Her writing has appeared in Philadel-
phia Stories, Schuylkill Valley Journal, The Philadelphia Inquir-
er, and other publications. she lives near Philadelphia, P.A.

Joan Kincaid lives with Rod and a Parson Russell terrier
named Fancy, along with Cordelia, a rescue tabby, in a
1911 house on top of a cliff on Long Island Sound. Once,
she was an opera and concert singer, then retired to raise
two children. She did some time as a K-8 vocal teacher in
public school. Like many writers she waits as well; ab-
stract or non-objective semi sculptural pieces. Her poetry
has evolved over the years in a variety of styles and she’s
pleased that Hawai'i Review has chosen her poems in this
present incarnation.

Lyn Lifshin has over 120 books and edited 4 anthologies.
Her website is www .lynlifshin.com.

Tyler McMahon is author of the novel How the Mistakes
Were Made (St. Martin’s Press, fall 2011). His short fiction
has appeared in Antioch Review, Three Penny Review, Bar-
relhouse, and many other places. He’s a regular contributor



to The Nervous Breakdown and teaches writing at Hawai'i
Pacific University. More information is available at tylerm-
cmahon.net.

A. Molotkov is a writer, composer, filmmaker visual artist,
and a co-founder of the Inflectionist poetry movement (In-
flectionism.com). Born in St. Petersburg, Russia, he moved
to the U.S. in 1990 and switched to writing English in 2003.
He is the author of several novels, short story and poetry
collections and the winner of the 2010 New Millennium
Writings and the 2008 E.M. Koeppel Awards for fiction,
nominated for a Pushcart. Molotkov's fiction and poetry
have appeared in over 25 publications, both in print and
online. In 2010, he spearheaded a poetry and music perfor-
mance “Love Outlives Us.” He often reads at a variety of
Portland venues. Visit him at www.AMolotkov.com.

Martin Ott is a former U.S. Army interrogator, currently
living in Los Angeles with his wife and two children, and
still finds himself asking a lot of questions. His poetry and
fiction have appeared in nearly 100 pubications, includ-
ing Confrontation Magazine, Los Angeles Review, The Literary
Review, News Letters, Prarie Schooner, and Zyzzyva. He has
been nominated for two Pushcart prizes and his manu-
script “Children of Interrogation” has been a finalist or
semi-finalist in sixteen poetry prizes.

Craig Santos Perez, a native Chamoru from the Pacific
Island of Guahan (Guam), is the author of from Unincorpo-
rated Territory [Hacha] (Tinfish Press, 2008) and from Unin-
corporated Territory [Saina] (Omnidawn, 2010). He would
like to be friends with “you” on Facebook.

Elazhar Rao lives in Brooklyn, NY. He has a B.A. in Eng-
lish from Hunter College and is currently pursuing an
M.S. in education at Long Island University. His publica-
tion credits include short stories forthcoming in Fiction Fix,



Pilot, and The Literary Review.

Stuart Jay Silverman was born and raised in Brooklyn,
NY, taught univeristy and college English (Auburn Uni-
versity of Illinois, Urbana and Chicago, City Colleges of
Chicago) for 27 years. When not traveling, he now divides
his time between Chicago and Hot Springs, AR. he co-
authored a guidebook, The Ozarks Traveler, with his wife,
Sondra Rosenberg. A book of his poetry, The Complete Lost
Poems: A Selection, appears under the Hawk Publishing
Group aegis, and nearly 400 of his poems and translations
have appeared in 100+ magazines and anthologies in the
United States, Canada, England, and France.

Mark Thiel was raised in the Pacific Northwest where he
also graduated from The Evergreen State College in Olym-
pia, WA. his poems have been published in a wide vari-
ety of journals and reviews, most recently Bamboo Ridge
Press, Hawai‘i Pacific Review, and Breadline Press. he lives
and works in ‘O‘ahu, Hawai'‘i.

Meg Tuite’s writing has appeared or is forthcoming in over
50 magazines, journals and presses including 34th Parallel,
One, the Journal, Hawaii Review and Boston Literary Maga-
zine. She is the fiction editor of The Santa Fe Literary Review
and Connotation Press: An Online Artifact. Her fiction collec-
tion “Domestic Apparition” is forthcoming in March 2011
through San Francisco Bay Press. She has a new column
“Exquisite Quartet” for Used Furniture Review.

Her blog: http:/ / megtuite.wordpress.com.

Corey Wakeling is a poet living in Melbourne, Australia.
His work has appeared or is forthcoming in journals such
as Cordite, Overland, Otoliths, foam:e, H_ NGM_N, NZEPC,
Steamer, [out of nothing], Peril, Folly Mag, Yomimono, Art
Monthly (Australia), Poetry Salzburg Review, Willows Wept
Review, and The Australian Book Review, national newspa-



pers The Sydney Morning Hearld and The Age, and antholo-
gies Nth Degree, Some Sonnets, and The Reader. he is a Ph.D.
candidate and tutor of English at the University of Mel-
bourne.

Roberta Winters has published in the Rio Grande Review
and City Arts Magazine. She holds a M.F.A. in Creative
Writing-Poetry from the University of Washington, Se-
attle and a B.A. in English from Hunter College of the City
University of New York (CUNY). She is interested in urban
living, social justice, language, infrastructure, visual art,
design, and photography. You can read more of her work
at InkNode.com and find her photography on Wordpress
(thenewyorklens.wordpress.com) and Tumblr (mycitysent-
me.tumblr.com).

\ A A4



\9/ \9/

®0e® ®0®

76N Editor-in-Chief 76\

Donovan Colleps

\9/ N A

®0e® . . ®0e®

76\ Assistant Editor 76\

Jane Callahan

NZ . NZ

76N P‘oe‘try Editor 76N\
Jaimie Gusman

éz‘ Copy Editors ;:‘

70N\ Maria Kanai 70N
Kelsey Inouye

Hawai’i Review is a publication of the Board of Publications of the
University of Hawai’i at Manoa. It reflects only the views of its editors
and contributors, who are soley responsible for its content. Hawai'i
Review, a member of the Coordinating Council of Literary Magazines,
is indexed by the Humanities International Index, the Index of American
Periodical Verse, Writer’s Market, and Poet’s Market.

Administrative and Technical Support

Jay Hartwell, Robert Reilly, Sammy Khamis, Brandon Panoke,
Nick Webster, the U.H. English Department, and U.H.M. Board of
Publications.

Subscriptions

If you enjoy our magazine, please subscribe. Rates: one year (1 regular
issue and 1 double issue)-$20; two years (4 issues)-$30; sample copies-$10
each. Subscriptions will be mailed at bookrate; if you’d like your books
mailed first-class, please add $5 to the subcription price. Address all
subscription requests to: Hawai’i Review, c¢/o Board of Publications,
University of Hawai’i, PO Box 11674, Honolulu, HI 96828. Advertising
rates available upon request. Visit www.hawaiireview.org for more
information.

© 2011 by the Board of Publications, University of Hawai‘i at Manoa.
All rights reserved to the writers and artists upon publication. All
requests for reproduction and other propositions should be directed to
the writers and artists.



santa clara review

poetry. nonfiotion. fiotion. art. mucdo.

The santa clara review showeases the work of

new and established writers and artists. [ssues have
featured figures such as Neil Gaiman Ron Hansen
Bo Caldwell, Katharine Noel, Frank Warren, Anne g8
Faith Nicholls, Jeremy Fich, and Colin Meloy of the ~
Decemberictss Thereview is published gl @#™™

biannually, in January and May.

Submit at:
www.santaclarareview.com
Subscriptions: one year $15.00,
two years §25.00

*checks payable to Santa Clara University

santa clara review
500 el camino real
Santa Clara, CA 85053-3212



TINFISH PRESS

http://www.tinfishpress.com
publishing experimental poetry from the Pacific region

TinFish Press / Susan M. Schultz
47-728 Hui Kelu St #9
Kane'ohe, HI 96744 USA
schultz@hawaii.rr.com

>




Available at:
Native Books
Na Mea Hawai'i
or at
¥ www.hawaii.edu/oiwi

Now
from
Kuleana ‘Oiwi

Press

‘Oiwi: A Native Hawaiian Journal, Volume 4

Kapa‘a Makou ma hope o ka ‘Aina (We Stand Firm behind the Land—
Kanaka Maoli Voices on Annexation, Statehood, and Ceded Lands)
Ku‘ualoha Ho'omanawanui, editor. Soft cover, 335 pages.
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Featuring the writing and artwork of Justin Aeto, Alohi Ae‘a, Kiele
Akana Gooch, Joe Balaz, Mahina Bautista, Mehana Vaughan, K.H.
Boskie-Ontai, Sally-Jo Bowman, Wendie Burbridge, Mahealani Camp,
Donna Camvel, Emalani Case, Keli‘i Collier, Sarah Daniels, Laura
Tomasello, Kanoe Enos, Lindsey Freitas, Kai Gaspar, Kahokale‘a Haiku,
Matthew Haynes-Kekahuna, Lei Kahiwalani, ‘Imaikalani Kalahele,
John W. Ka‘ohelauli‘i, Lopaka Kapanui, Anne Keala Kelly, Kekuewa
Kikiloi, Keoni Kuoha, Bryan Kuwada, Poka Laenui, Keahi Lee, Monica
Lee, Shana Logan, Cindy Luebbers, Lufi A. Luteru, Kealii MacKenzie,
Drake Medeiros, Shawna Medeiros, Meleanna Meyer, Jamaica Osorio,
Jon Osorio, Christy Passion, Mahealani Perez Wendt, Mikiala Pescaia,
No‘ukahau‘oli Revilla, Matthew Save, Kauwila Sheldon, Maile Sing,
‘Ilima Stern, Lani Teves, Amber Texeira-Evola, Blaine Tolentino, Dawn
Wasson, Kehaulani Watson and more.



Book Description:

_ The theme of this issue of ‘Oiwi is Kitpa'a Makou ma hope o
ka ‘Aina (We Stand Firm behind the Land—Kanaka Maoli voices
on annexation, statehood, and ceded lands). It reflects a continuity
of Hawaiian literary expression, intertwined with our ongoing
struggles and triumphs with protecting our lands, advocating for our
sovereignty, perpetuating myriad aspects of our culture, and nurturing
the positive growth of our lahui.

What does it mean to be “Ktipa‘a ma hope o ka ‘aina”? The
writing and art contained within these pages address this question in
diverse ways. Aloha ‘@ina (love for the land, patriotism) and malama
‘aina (caring for and cherishing the land) are central to Hawaiian
culture because of our genealogical connections with the land. Thus,
it features prominently in our cultural consciousness, best expressed
in cultural practices, such as our literary arts. Aloha ‘aina is a major
theme in our stories, songs, chants, and hula, and is thus demonstrated
throughout this issue in myriad ways, as the writers and artists reflect
a genealogy of thought that continues unbroken from traditional times.

The visual design of this issue is inspired by the flag quilts
which blossomed around the time of annexation in 1898. Hawaiians
across the islands designed and created these quilts as signs of quiet
but visible protest to annexation, another blow to the reinstatement
of Hawaiian sovereignty. The kaona (metaphor) of quilting is an
appropriate metaphor for the social, political, and cultural status of
Kanaka ‘Oiwi from that time to the present: we represent different
genealogies, ‘dina, occupations, and more, yet the diversity of our
individual voices are held together by the invisible—and visible—
stitching of culture, of genealogy, of being kiipa‘a makou ma hope
o ka ‘aina, threads of Kanaka consciousness and kuleana woven in
and out of our lives in different ways, binding us firmly together as a
lahui (people). Likewise, the voices contained within this issue—and
in essence, all issues of ‘Oiwi—are both the threads of the diverse
mana‘o (thinking) of our lahui, as well as the pieces bound together
demonstrating the strength, beauty, resilience, and dedication of the
people.

As with previous issues, volume 4 includes a color centerfold
of artwork by contemporary Native Hawaiian visual artists.
Reproduced in full color, the work of Laura Lili‘u Eckart Tomasello,
Keahi Lee, and Meleanna Meyer complement the poetry and prose that
enfold their pieces. They are three talented artists, each with their own
unique artistic style.

With 62 artists and writers represented within its pages, ‘Oiwi
has once again brought together many diverse and powerful Native
Hawaiian voices in a moving and eloquent expression of mana‘o.
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