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Mychal Wilson

Rabbits In The Warren

—For the young boy on the staircase who couldn’t find the words inside.

The carpet is green and I'm looking at it. The tiny bumps barely
push against my fingers and the little dirts jump up when my finger
passes. The carpet’s green and ratty and it isn’t red like his face is
when I have to go sit on the steps. His face is red like clay stuck with
tiny splinters of grey stubble. I have to sit on the stairs until the clay
turns soft pink again. But now it’s red, so I sit on the stairs. I just
sit here on the stairs and wait until the melting stops inside and his
face clears up. His face gets red. Bugs Bunny lives in a little hole and I
sit on the stairs with my face sliding off.

The little black kids tug on my arm and say, “Dontcha wanna play?
Dontcha?” My face is heavy and it makes me tired so I just sit. I have
to just sit and be quiet until the melting goes away and his face clears
up. The little kids look at me pushing my fingers lightly over the
carpet. They go back up the stairs while the melting keeps running
down inside me and my face

the doorbell is being buzzed by someone outside. I sit on the stairs
and the buzzer grinds harsh in someone’s apartment downstairs.
Another buzz. Outside the wind blows against the door and it rattles
because it wants to come inside. There is coughing on the other side
of the door. Dark legs brush past my vision, on the outside part; his
legs are brown like chocolate, and they are thin. An old blue robe
bounces around his legs like a bell. Behind me I hear the door open
and the cold rushes in and bites my bare ankles and the skin where
the coat doesn’t cover. The man with brown legs and the coughing
man talk. I'm looking at the green carpet, and the little dirts, listening
to them talk behind me.

“Wha’s"up?”

“I'm from UPS. Got a package here for a Mr. Kennerly.”

The cold keeps coming in and biting my ankles and bare skin where
the coat doesn’t cover, above my jeans, and then it runs back out the
door.

“Who?”

“Mr. Kennerly. Mr. Curtis Kennerly, apartment number...” a cough
and then the voice drifts off like the air rushes back out the door:



but his voice is warm and not like the cold air rushing back in again
“...oh...number twenty-one. I rang twelve, didn’t I? Must be that
dyslexia acting up again.” His voice sounds low and smooth and there
is water in it. “Sorry.”

The chocolate skinny legs walk down the stairs and then go below
where I can’t see. The cold air keeps running in but it isn’t biting me
anymore. The air stops running in and large brown boots walk by me
and go up the stairs and pass me so I can’t see them. His boots look
like new puppies, small. They look like a new puppy always trackin mud
in here damn dog get that stupid mutt out of here i‘m gonna kick him
i swear i will that dog’s not good for nothing. He kicked the dog and the
dog squeaked like the boards squeak because of the man with the boots.
I keep looking at the carpet.

“Hello, ma’am,” the man with the boots says. He says it above me
where I can’t see, and I am watching the dirts jump up.

“Who you?” The woman’s voice is low and grinding, like the
buzzer.

“The UPS man.” He's knocking; he’s knocking on a door above me
where I can’t see, and there’s no other voices except TVs in other
places far away and children yelling; the dirts keep jumping up.

“Ain’t no one livin’ there no mo’.” Her voice is like the buzzer.

“Curtis Kennerly doesn’t live here?”

“Nope. They all moved out couple months ‘go.”

The air comes out of the man’s mouth, it comes out loud and long
like he is blowing it out.

“You don’t have some smokes, do you?” She asks it like hands
grabbing out and reaching for something.

“No, no smokes. Got asthma—I'd choke to death.” His boots make
the boards squeak again and they squeak closer to me. “Well, dat’s
somethin’,” the woman with the buzzer voice says, and then, “Damn.
I could really use a smoke.” A door opens and the TV noise gets
louder and the children get louder. Then they get quiet again. The
boots come by me and I see brown pants brush the boots, and then
they go past the outside of where I can see; I'm looking at the carpet,
at the dirts, at my hands.

“Hello,” the man with the water voice says behind me, at the
bottom of the stairs. I look at the carpet and I can hear his boots turn
so his face is pointing at my back. His voice is like water but it
doesn’t come for awhile. I watch the little dirts jump up like little
bunnies. Where do the bunnies live Where does Bugs Bunny live? He lives
in a hole, she said some rabbits live together in a colony called a warren
they live together to be safe from predators, she said. They live in a warren
together His voice comes again, like water. “No school today, huh?”



The words come and land on me, but then they slide off my back and
drip back down the stairs. I press my fingers into the carpet and the
little dirts jump up and kiss me in the forehead. “What's your name?”
What’s my name what’s my name what’s my name. The melting is still
running inside me and my face is still trying to slide off so I keep my
head down near the carpet. The green carpet is bordered by blond hair
at the top where my vision stops. I'm looking at the carpet.

“My name’s Lloyd.” I want to look at his face to see if it is like red
clay, but my head is heavy so I look at the carpet and the dirts.
Lloyd’s voice comes again like water, but it is faster this time. “You
got a name, son?” You got a name? You got a stupid name. Stupid name
for a stupid The melting is going down inside me and the candle wax
poured out and down, shining waxy, over-flowing down so the flame can keep
burning I'm looking at the carpet.

Something crackles like wrapping paper does on Christmas and then
it thumps against the ground. “Hoo-boy! That's a heavy one today.”
His voice pours onto my back and then runs off and into the stairwell.
“Must be a little fagged out today. You know what that means,
‘fagged out’? I guess that wasn't the right word, eh? Know what my
boy always says? He’s always going around saying, ‘Dad, I'm wiped
flat.” You ever heard that expression—'wiped flat'?”

The little dirts keep jumping up and tapping me on the forehead
and Bugs Bunny lives in a little hole eating carrots his voice comes fast
and hard now, like water from the red fire hydrant.

“You listening to me, boy? What's wrong with you? When I'm
talking to you, you better—"

The water stops when the door opens fast; it opens above me
where I can’t see it, above my hair. And then his voice comes. I know
his face is red. “Stephan! STEPHAN!” The pouring inside me stops
and waits to hear the voice again. His face is red and Bugs Bunny jumps
on his bed in his hole and his voice sounds like gravel, like when I walk
on the driveway and it crunches when I walk on it, when it scrapes.
“Where’d you go, boy?” The melting inside stops and waits, and I
stop the air from coming inside me. He is coming to the stairs and
the boards are squeaking. When they stop, I know he is high above
me, but I don’t look at his face because I know it’s still red.

“Whatchya doin’ down there, boy?” The gravel falls on my back and
stays there so I can’t move. Then the gravel flies over at the man with
the brown boots like puppies; I don’t feel it land on me. “Wha’d’ya
want?”

“I’'m here to deliver a package.” Lloyd’s voice is nice, like water.

“Deliver your damn package and then get the hell out. Got no
business here.” The gravel stops flying at the man with the boots and



starts to land on me again. “When I told you to get out, I didn’t mean
for you to talk to no goddamn freaks! Damn kid..You better haul your
ass back in here right quick—then we’ll have ourselves a discussion.”
My body shivers gotta have ourselves a discussion  his face is red like clay
and his hands squeezed my arms tight and he shook my body hard so my neck
was sore a little bit, but I stop it. “You hear me, boy?” I feel the gravel
land on me, hard. I let the air blow out. The boards squeak upstairs
and then the door hits.

I'm looking at the green carpet and the little dirts hopping up and
hitting me in the forehead. Lloyd is still standing there, but I can’t see
him; he is behind me and I'm watching the dirts hop away from my
fingertips. The melting inside is pouring fast now, and hot, and my
face still wants to slide off. I want to hear Lloyd’s voice pour over me
like water, but it won’t come. I'm watching the dirts hop.

Then Lloyd’s boots come to me fast, and his strong hands take me
and pull me up in the air away from the green carpet and little dirts
so I can’t see them anymore. He opens the door and my chest is on
his shoulder, my head hanging low and dangling. I feel Lloyd’s words
bumping inside his chest and he’s saying, “No damn justice in this
world... Little kids need... Damn it, it’s not right... Gotta be a man of
action.” His words are like warm water flowing over my ears, over my
back, and I let the air out. The air comes out smoky, and I can feel
the cold air all around me, biting my ankles and neck and scraping my
face. It seeps into my blue coat and brushes against my chest. The
snow is too bright and the light comes hard into my eyes and presses
against the back so that they hurt. But then it isn’t so light anymore
and not so cold anymore and I'm not on his shoulder anymore. When
the door rolls along the edge, he says, “It will be okay, son. Just let
me think about this a little. Just let me think.” Then the light is gone
and I can feel his voice, warm in my chest.

It is big inside and dark; every sound comes back again. The boxes
are all around me, like a fortress, like where I hid, under the blanket held
up by chairs inside the teepee when his face was red the air is close and
quiet and dark no one can see inside in the dark under the blanket held up
by four chairs. The van tips and Lloyd is inside and saying, “Where’s
that damn key?” The keys are making a tiny sound, and the tiny
sounds seem far away. The engine starts and the van moves and
Lloyd’s voice won't come to me. I want to hear his voice. The pouring
inside is slowing down and I try to breathe in the air, deep, but it’s
too cold and scrapes my insides so I cough. I'm coughing. I'm
coughing and I can’t stop. The spit comes out and runs down my chin
but I can’t get the air to stay in there. I'm coughing and I can’t stop.
The air won’t stay inside.



Lloyd’s voice runs up to me, soft. “What’s the matter, son?” I'm
coughing. The air won't stay inside me. The van stops and I'm
coughing. Lloyd comes back to me and I see his brown boots like new
puppies, and there are stars in them, swimming around. I see my
jeans and his boots and there are stars swimming everywhere, and
then there is a white thing in Lloyd’s hand. He puts the white thing
on my lap. “Use that handkerchief, there.” The white thing feels soft
in my hand. There are still stars and I keep coughing. It hurts. I put
the white thing up to my mouth to keep the air inside. “You going to
live?” His voice is soft and warm and he comes close to me with his
arm across my shoulders. “That’s pretty bad there, son. Where’d you
get a hack like that?” The stars start to leave and I let the air come in
fast. My insides make a sound. “Take it easy there, son. Take it easy.
Plenty of air for everyone. You'll get your share. Just take it easy.
Take it easy.” I suck the air in fast, and it stays inside so I start to go
slow. “There ya go, son. That's better, ain’t it? Lots of air—you'll get
yours. A whole lot of air for everyone to breathe. That's it, breathe it
in like that.” I take the air in smooth and slow, and my chest hurts
and my throat burns and my head is hitting itself inside. The soft
white thing is in my hand, scrunched up; my knuckles are white on
the top. The air comes inside nice now and Lloyd’s arm feels strong
on my shoulder. His voice slides like warm water around my ear.

“Hoo-boy. Thought you were a goner, boy. Thought you was
checking out on me. Were you tryin’ to check out? Don’t check out
yet boy. Still got lots to learn.” My blue jeans have a round white part
at the knees, and the white thing Lloyd gave me is soft. The air goes
in and out nice now. “That’s it. Take a breather. Take a couple.
They're free. Just keep on breathing that free air, there. Don’t try none
of that checking out business. You scared me good there, boy.” Lloyd
is still; he keeps the air still so I can get it inside; he keeps still. His
brown boots don’t have the stars in them. And I can smell him; he
smells smoky, like wood burning; not like the little white tubes stuck in
his red clay face burning, and not sour like

“Your name’s Stephan—that right?” My name what’s my name His
words slide over my head and my back and then down between the
boxes in the dark spaces where no one can see me under the blue and
white blanket. The pouring is slowing down inside of me. Then his
voice starts pressing hard and fast against my chest, like the water
stings my skin when it comes from the hose-gun. “You going to talk
to me? I like people to answer me when I talk to ‘em son. It's just
common courtesy, you know. I know you’re not deaf; you can hear
me, I know it. Just trying to talk to you—ain’t you going to give me




nothin’? I won’t hurt ya, son. I'm just trying to have a discussion with
you. I-*

Discussion ~ wanna have a discussion with you  we gotta have a
discussion about that, boy listen to me when i'm trying to talk to you,
damn it  don’t keep looking at the ground, you look like a sissy look me
in the eye, boy  look me in the goddam eye when The pouring stops
inside me and I wait.

“Never mind, son. Never mind. We won’t have no dis—...no talk.
I'll do all the talking. I'm good at that. My wife says I’'m worse than
a woman. Can you believe that one? But that's what she said to me:
says I talk more than a chatty woman. That’s pretty tough to take,
coming from a woman.” His voice is soft again, like the lake when I
can see my face in it, in the summer time, with the lights sparkling in
it.

The floor has ridges, like little round valleys, and they are silver
and long. His voice is pouring over my back again. “I like you, son.
I don’t understand you one whip, but I like you. I really do. 'm not
exactly- sure why I brought you here, boy. That guy on the stairs
didn’t seem too nice to you and... and I don’t know. You don’t need
that kind of stuff flying around in your face all the time. Isn’t good for
ya, you know? You look too sad, son, and you shouldn’t be lookin’
so sad all the time. You should be playing those silly video games and
watching those funny cartoons with Bugs Bunny and Superman and
those guys. You should be laughing a little. Not good to look so glum
all the time. Not good for the digestion.”

His voice is gone for a little while. Then it comes again. “I
remember those good old days, wachin’ those Superman cartoons,
with his red cape flappin’ around in the air and his jaw nice and
square. Now he was a man of action! And, boy!—was he strong!
Strongest man in the world! I sure did love it when he would fly
around in those blue undies and lift up buses with people trapped
inside and then set it back on the wheels so they all cheered. Then
he’d fly away and go save someone else like a kid in a burning house
or...”

Lloyd’s voice trickles away, like there is no more water in it. It goes
away, like when the water goes down the drain, spinning. Then the
water fills up again and his voice comes back to me, soft.

“Boy, I sure liked that one. I remember that one about the burning
house most of all. It was my favorite. Superman flew faster than a
speeding bullet and flew to this house on fire. The mom was outside
crying and saying, ‘My baby! My poor baby is trapped inside!’ and
stuff like that. So Superman—he doesn’t give a damn about no fire
burning him up—he crashes into the house—Bam!—and picks up that



little kid inside. Then the little boy stopped crying when Superman
picked him up, and they were smiling at each other when they flew
out.”

His voice stops for a little bit, and then when it comes back he
points it up at the ceiling where I can’t see.

“I used to think...when my dad...well, he used to drink a lot and...
I used to pretend and dream I was that little kid in the burring house.
I'd dream that Superman would come and fly me right out of there.
But he never did come get me, son. Superman never came.”

He lets the air out, slow and long. I like Lloyd’s voice. I want to

"see his face, but his brown boots move away from me. They look like
new puppies.

The engine starts and the van moves and hums nice, smooth. The
pouring inside is slowing down but my face is still pulling at me and
the van is humming. “Want to come up here and sit in the seat next
to me? It's softer than those boxes.” His voice is louder because the
van is humming. The white thing is soft in my hands. The words roll
around inside me, but they don’t climb into my mouth, they won't
come out. “No—I suppose you like them boxes, eh? Keep cuddling up
to those boxes, boy. Don’t be taking no creature comforts, lest you
start getting fat like me.”

I listen to the van and the hum. My body is humming too, like the
van, humming and I can feel the humming run through me. It holds
my feet to the floor, against the silver valleys. I feel the hum and the
pouring slow inside me and the white thing in

“You hungry boy?” There’s nothing inside my belly and it rumbles
a little bit; I can feel it rumble, but it's not like the humming: the
humming makes me sleepy, but the rumbling keeps me awake. The
words try to come up in my mouth, but they're too heavy. I look at
my hands.

“Well, I'm pretty well starved, boy. What's say we go to Mc-
Donald’s, get us some greasy burgers and fries. That’s what I need in
this big belly here; some more lard. Wha’'d’ya say there, son?
McDonald’s sound good?” His voice is like water and I'm in it and the
water pulls at me, but the words don’t come. “McDonald’s it is, then.”

* * *

The humming stops and Lloyd opens the van. He picks me up and
puts me on his shoulders and the air bites me again. Inside, the air
stops biting me and the tiles are brown but there’s little dirts in
clumps on the floor. Lloyd puts me on the floor but my chest is heavy
and my face wants to slide off again and my legs fold, but Lloyd stops




me and holds me up. His hands are big. I'm looking at the little dirts
on the floor. “Stand up there, son.” His voice is like water and it
holds me up. “Stand up. Everyone’s watching us. Look alive a little
bit. If you look dead, they’ll throw us out, sure. Ain’t sanitary
bringing in dead folks, even at McD’s.” His voice stops for a little bit
and then goes again. “Wha’d’you want to eat, son?” The words won't
come, they sit in my belly. His voice is going somewhere else; I want
to look at his face to see where he is pointing it, but my head’s too
heavy. “How ‘bout a Happy Meal, eh? That sound good—a Happy
Meal? ‘Course you probably couldn’t eat a Happy Meal, could ya?
Maybe we should get you a Melancholy Meal: that’s more your style,
I think. Yeah, you'll get a McMellow Meal and I'll get myself a Big
Mac. Just what I need, extra calories.” He walks away and talks to
someone else and I'm looking at the dirts on the floor.

When he comes, he picks me up and puts me on his shoulder
again. He smells like wood burning and french fries. My belly rumbles
while my head dangles low behind his shoulder. He sets me down
lightly on the chair. The edge of the table has ketchur on it, red like

“Here’s your food, boy. Better tear into your cMellow Meal
there—food made just to your liking.” The box is in front of my face
and there is a clown face on the side, with too many colors in the
face. “Ronald there wants you to eat his food. Look at that face, there.
He’s saying, ‘Eat my food, boy, so you can grow up and look just like
me, with stark white skin, big bright red hair, and cherry-colored
lipstick.” Makes me hungry just thinking about it.”

The rumbling in my belly is harder now. I lift my arm and pull the
box over so I see the food. There are french fries with little white dirts
on them and I can smell the fries. I put them in my mouth and
swallow fast. The soda is cold and wet and I suck it down so it goes
down cold and burns my throat, but I'm sucking it down into my
belly. I want the rumbling to stop. “Slow down there, son. You're
gonna choke on all that. Eat it, don’t inhale it. It's not going any-
where, this ain’t no race. Watch me.”

I want to look at him. The rumbling inside stops and my face isn’t
as heavy. I'm looking at him. He is smiling. I look at his mouth and
the burger goes inside and his jaw moves up and down nice and slow,
and his beard spreads so there are spaces in between. He is smiling.

There is ketchup on the edge of the table. I put the burger in my
mouth, and move my jaw slow, nice. “That’s right,” he says with the
food in there, “nice and slow. You eat like my own boy. He never
puts his legs under the table; always has ‘em sticking out to the side
like he’s gonna run off somewhere as soon as he eats his last bite. I
always ask him, ‘You in some kind of Olympic competition, son? Are



you going for the world’s record in the category of Fastest Ten-Year-
Old to Eat His Supper? Better get your legs under that table, or the
Russian judges will disqualify you.” That’s what I says to him every

single night. What a crazy kid I got.” :

I like Lloyd’s voice. The pouring is almost gone now. I keep eating,
slow, putting the food down where the rumbling was. There’s some
dirts under the table.

“You know, I sure do like you kid.” His voice flows all around me
and is warm. “It’s just that you never look at me. That kinda bothers
me, you know? I like people to look at me when I'm talking to them;
makes me feel like I'm saying something important; makes me feel
appreciated.” His voice stops and there are dirts and now it comes
back. “My son, my Joey, he never looks at me either. I sure wish he
would: he’s got a real nice face; I think you’d like it. His face is nice
and soft and gentle, rather like his mother’s, and I really like his face.
He’s gonna be a handsome young man. But he never looks at me
when I talk to him. Makes me feel mean, like a big ogre or something.
I try to get him to talk to me, but he never does. I like him a lot, but
he never talks to me. Makes me kind of angry, to be honest with you,
boy; makes me down right mad. My own flesh and blood not talking
to me. God! it makes me angry. And then I get angry at him and try
to push the words right out of him. I talk and talk and raise my
voice—I admit it, I ain’t no saint—I yell at him and hope he’ll get mad
enough and start yelling at me. I'd really love to see ol’ Joey yell at
me some day. Then I could see his beautiful face and I'd really like
that. You’d like his face too, son, if you saw it. You really would.”

The food is gone and Lloyd’s voice is gone. I watch the ketchup,
and the words tumble around inside me and they want to come out,
but they never do. I want them to come out, but I can’t get them out:
they’re pushed down there too far. We just sit together, still.

* * *

The light has gone outside. The van is humming and it's big and
dark inside. I sit among the boxes, tall on each side of me. The van
hums and I feel sleepy. Lights run along the walls and then disappear.
I want to know where the light goes. I watch the lights run and then
they hide from me. Outside the air is biting people, but I'm inside and
the air isn’t biting me. I want to stay inside with the van humming
and me sleeping with the boxes and Lloyd talking and driving. His
voice comes to me.

“I don't really know where we're going, boy. I suppose this is kind
of crazy, driving you around like this. I'm sure the police will come



and get me sometime and take you back. But I don’t care about that
right now, boy. I really don’t care about it. I just want to drive around
for awhile and watch the lights go by. That’s what I want to do. Is
that what you want to do, son?”

The van isn’t moving. The words are tumbling around inside my
belly, but they won’t come out. But my face isn’t heavy anymore and
I look up at Lloyd. I can see his face and he can see mine. He is
smiling. I like Lloyd’s face. “I thought you’d like that, son.” His face
turns and points to where the lights are coming. I put my head
against a box while the van is humming. Lloyd’s voice is humming,
too. I can hear his voice and it comes back to me and flows over me,
warm, like water. I put my hand in my pocket and the white thing
Lloyd gave me is still in there, soft. I watch the lights run across the
wall and hide in the dark places. The air is close and dark and no one
can see us while the van keeps humming and the lights run and hide
away.
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Jody Ivanic

Chihuahua

Beer. Dog. Filthy City.

The word means three things to me. Although, to order them by
impact, I would definitely say Filthy City is primo. Dog, bald or not,
is tercero, and Chihuahua Beer is segundo, with a bullet. No, I am not
an ad man, only a jerk, which will soon be apparent.

I don’t care about dogs. I've only seen one, and it was dead. I
thought it was a rat. But on closer inspection (on my hands and knees
beside a rusted Volkswagen its legs cramped out from), it was a dog.
I got a stick and pucked the thing out. It was brick colored, and it
looked to me like it had died of old age. Kidney complications,
arteriosclerosis, or some such human travail for, with its eyes open, it
looked like a puny, ill man, like my grandfather in his last weeks of
bullet-headed life.

To honor the beast’s brave anthropomorphism in the face of death,
I buried him. Trash can, actually, but that was better then being
popped like a colossal free-range boil when and if the Volkswagen ever
moved again.

It was early morning, five or so, when I discovered the corpse. The
sky was hard blue and violet to the west, heron blue above, and green
to the east. Very cool, very memorable. I was coming home from a
bar, which brings up #2, Beer. Since my mother disappeared it's taken
a magnificent charge at top spot on my list. When beer does become
first, as it does on occasion now, it's still only temporary, until I throw
up or wake up. Up. That’s the last place my mother said she was
going. “I'm going up there. I'm going up there to get our money.”

I'm not going up, I'm going to leave this place, but not just yet.
A few more days, that's what I'm going to give the city to spit my
mother out. I don’t care if she’s been chewed, abrased, or digested in
whatever bile Chihuahua’s chosen for her. I'll take her and we’ll leave
and nobody will care, least of all me.

I lost my train of thought. The sky that was purple and green was
memorable, and that's when I found the muerto perro. Which reminds
me, I'm muerto de cansancio, so I must sleep, the dead tired, with more
prayers that the woman who worked so hard to squeeze me from her
frail body is not just plain dead.
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This is not so much the story of someone who might lose their life
in the most ignorant way imaginable. Not really. It is about something
else, and only now am I starting to understand what.

The Hotel Suzy is on the Calle Victoria, is somewhat smelly, has
but sixteen rooms (I've listened at the door of most), and is in
moderately shitty condition. In the four-table dining room a foot tall
weed (it was a baby when we arrived) grows near the wall through a
cracked tile. Nobody touches the weed, which is a fair indicator of
how they keep the rest of the place.

My room has mustard colored walls, a heavy black bed, floor tiles
that look like pieces of liver, and a couple of stretched leather chairs
that could, in a pinch, be played by Ricky Ricardo. Compensating for
the rest of the hotel two louvred doors open onto a second floor
balcony from where, if you sit at the north end, you can see a shred
of the zocalo, and if you sit on the south end, you can rest on a green
wooden chair beneath the branches of an old eucalyptus tree whose
trunk is encaged below in black iron, as if the owners fear the tree
might get up and move to a better hotel. Shade or view. A deal for
$16, I think.

The Hotel Suzy lays comfortably in old Chihuahua. The old town
was done right. The boulevards are wide, the alleys narrow, and the
whole place, in the evening when the winds rest, smells like meat.
That was the first thing we noticed when we arrived—too much meat
is eaten here. I thought that might scare my mother into the hinter-
lands of vegetables and fruits, but the bars compensated for the
slaughterhouse aspect because Dilly discovered there were men here
who found her attractive and wanted her naked in their beds, and that
is something I doubt has happened in a long time.

I knew we were in trouble from the first bar we sat in, planning
our hill expedition, when a retiree from Jalisco showered her with
hypnotic Mexican love gas that spewed from his mouth, his ears, his
butt, even from gaping sinkhole nose pores, until mom was ready to
shuck her dress right then and there and hop on top of him to thwack
him and clack him with her wood necklaces. I left. We stayed.

The necklaces I remembered from when I was young. One had
African animals on it (lion, zebra, giraffe, antelope thing, rhinoceros)
that were goofily large, three or four inches long, and painted red and
blue and yellow. The other necklace was also African, but it had
spears, shields, preposterously penised men, and those elongated
heads, all in black. My dad gave her the animals, Mom’s second
husband gave her the other—so you know she went in for the same

type of guy.
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My dad was a hippy, sure, but he pulled out of it and did okay.
Mom'’s second husband was one too. He also pulled out and became
a sportscaster (of all the non-hippy things to do).

Mom never really came out of it. When we met in San Diego (I'm
going to university there, and am, appropriately, an Aztec), I cannot
tell a lie about this, it would serve no purpose, I was disappointed in
her appearance. She had the necklaces on, which I could deal with,
but she wore the same type of dress she wore from 1970 to 1989 (the
last time I saw her), a sleeveless strapped thing fluttering from random
motions of her unsecured breasts, a dress that hung loosely, imagine-
lessly, slovenly, to below her knees. It had a lot of blue, some saffron
and crimson, all of the colors fading and mixing so one could not
claim later with any certitude what color the dress (shroud? bean bag
cover? Christo piece?) actually was.

As always—sandals. As always—scimitar black hairs peekmg from
under her arms, looking to me like pubic hairs that had migrated to
a cooler, nicer home. And, what I remember from three years ago, and
it looked bloody awful then, but was incalculably worse now, was her
hair. It's gray, she parts it in the middle, and it's long, to her waist.
Coarse, unhealthy stuff. She proved why old hair should be killed.

She said, “Hi Dolphin,” which was the idiotic name she’d given me
that nobody but her used. It’s still there though, on my birth
certificate—Dolphin George Perlman. George—geo—earth (that’s how
Mom justified it to friends not happy with my status quo middle
name). Dad hated it too, the Dolphin part, and I think the arguments
over my name were hints of their horizoning incompatibility. He used
to joke and call me the dauphin, which I would not have minded
being, particularly in the 16th or 17th centuries. Dilly hated that.
Dauphins oppressed, dolphins freed, or at least in her hippy lexicon
they somehow did.

I was packed and waiting under the brown palm outside the house
I shared because I didn’t want her wandering around inside looking
for me and bumping into my roommates. Dilly and I hugged, then
kissed, and that was kind of nice, then left.

We drove east, along the bottom of America. We talked, which was
better than the letters we exchanged. Dilly sold dried flowers and
bouquets and her own potpourri in Tucson. I was surprised when we
stopped there and I found out eight people worked for her and that
her mail order business sent the stuff all over the States, Canada, and
even to Europe.

We left Tucson and dribbled east, her plan just to drive so we
would get to know and like each other, the way we used to. I was
game, what decent son wouldn’t be? We went through New Mexico,
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but their air is rank with queasy, dogmatic self-love, so we went on
into Texas, which was worse. Texans are weird. Not the blacks or the
Hispanics, but the remnant white Texans. It’s like the entire state is
inbred and it’s finally starting to show.

Mom had never been to Texas either, except when she was on acid
for a year and spent part of 1971 on a ranch owned by the hospital-
ized father of some friend. Of course I asked, and she said yes, I was
with her, and that everyone used to wonder if the babies tripped on
the acid milk. “I don’t recall,” I told her, which made her laugh, and,
as she was driving, she put a hand to my cheek and squeezed it. I
liked her.

Crossing Texas was out so I said, “Ocean,” and Dilly said, “Of
course, ocean.” We dropped out of Texas and into Mexico from Big
Bend National Park and got on a decent road and we drove southwest,
up into the sky (how gloriously Aztecian, I thought) until we hurtled
into Chihuahua. We stopped and haven’t moved. So much for salt
water. The only salt water I've tasted is the stuff that drips continu-
ously from my lip into my mouth.

At lunch, the morning after Mom had, I guess, spent the night with
the Jalisco retiree, she noted, “I'm too horny for my own good.”
What would you say to such a statement from your mother? I kept
chewing.

She was supposed to meet the man that night, but when he didn’t
show we went to his house and she started yelling from the street.
I walked a few feet away and leaned against a car and let her go. She
called him a maricones, dickhead, and waterfalls of worse things in
Spanish, English, and Norwegian. It was a good show. The neighbors
applauded, the man cried, a woman yanked him inside and scratched
his forehead (deep enough for blood to run south, not just east-west),
and when Dilly was done we went back to the bar we’d been in the
night before.

That night she fell for a guy with a centipede on his upper lip and
ears like butterfly halves who, with a mournful look, kissed the lipstick
mark she’d left on her glass. Sefior Hopeful Penis was persistent, and
worked hard to overcome Mom’s misadventure of the previous night.
I thought him doomed to failure, so I went for a walk. I strolled down
yellow lit streets lined with restaurants, all stinking of cows on fire,
had a beer here and there, and when I got back Mom was in the
street yelling at that guy. It reminded me of what my dad had told me
when I mentioned the couple of weeks Dilly and T were going to
spend together. He warned me, and he was right, that Dilly had
grown progressively obstreperous.

14



Was I worried about her? Not at all. She’s tough, she’s smart, she’s
mean; she’s me mum.

The guy fled. Dilly half squatted in the road and held her middle
fingers up and jabbed her tongue after him. That wasn’t too smooth.
I walked around the corner. She followed me and I took her home
and put her to bed.

The hill expedition, regularly postponed because of one hangover or
another, we finally conducted one burning, still morning. Chihuahua
is stranded on a desolate, gritty plateau that seems to stretch forever,
so the thought of going up the hills that lead to the Sierra Madre to
look at plants and flowers was not appealing to me in the least. But
Dilly had to go, it’s her business, so we drove out into the dirt and
dust and dung and God knows what else, I only know it was dry, and
looked at dead plants, dead pebbles, dead dryness.

That was one of the few days Mom didn’t wear one of her slag
dresses. She had shorts on that revealed her lardy, moa legs. When
she got out of the car I instinctively looked around to make sure
nobody was around to check her out. Of course no one was there—
we were the only ones stupid enough to be standing out there in the
middle of the day.

I stayed near the car and studied far Chihuahua, steaming like a
gray tortilla in the distance. The city is big, nearly a million souls, and
is, as the brochures bluster, the economic center of the whole empty
state. What I couldn’t figure out was just what it was the center of.
It seemed to me it was the economic center of nothing; nothing but
fucking dirt. And I thought that before Dilly disappeared.

I watched Mom move up the hill, but I looked away after I saw her
bend over, her rear a vast radar dish oriented towards me. After
fifteen minutes she squealed like one of the billion calves being
bludgeoned for that evening’s meat fest. She waved me up to her.
When I reached her she was poking at a drab, mean looking cactus.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Look.”

“Nice.”

Dilly glanced at me and grinned. For the first time I noticed her
eyebrows were no longer black, but gray, like streaks of ash. “You bet
they’re nice, dear. Do you know where we are?”

“On a hill outside a city we should consider leaving.”

“We are at the epicenter, physically and spiritually, of the world of
the Tarahumara Indians.”

“Okay.”
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“What we have here,” she held up a pussy willow-like bud she’d
pried from the cactus, “is our friend, Mr. Peyote. Say hi.” Her
eyebrows danced up and down.

I turned away. “Great, Mom. How do you know? You're going
to eat that, aren’t you? How do you know you're right?”

“I have a book.”

A narrow pamphlet peaked from a shirt pocket. It looked old. Her
trusty Berkeley Guide to Living Things That Will Rip You. I went back to
the car and let Dilly continue her hunter-gatherer act alone. During the
ride in I told her if she wanted to do that stuff, fine, but get it
checked out in town, someone must know about it, and that I wanted
nothing to do with its collection, its preparation, its ingestion, its
effects. On her or me. Nothing.

So tell me, how wrong can a person be?

Dilly’s botany proved admirable. What she had in her possession
was a yogurt container of genuine Lophophora williamsii buttons. I was
debghted for her. What it did mean, a beneficent side effect not in the
literature, was she might not get into fights with relative strangers
anymore.

We went to El Gato, a bar Mom liked off the Plaza Zaragoza. It had
a typical colonial motif—lots of stucco, ponderous wood, wrought iron,
torpid fans—and a bartender who had offered to sell us drugs a few
afternoons before. He looked in Dilly’s plastic container, shrugged his
shoulders, and claimed not to know what peyote was supposed to look
like. He told us to wait, a friend who came by every evening would
know, and he and my mother routinely started preliminary sexual
fencing. His rapier foil thrusts were countered by blunt saber thwacks
from Dilly. He was alright, so I didn’t hear the tocsin for a preventive
interruption. I left them playing a casual game of finger soccer on the
bar with a peyote button and went for a walk. I went over to the
Plaza Hidalgo and took three pictures of the bronze statue of Father
Hidalgo, two more than necessary, had a bite, and wandered moistly
back to the bar.

As soon as he saw me the bartender shouted a slurry, red-eyed
hello. He propped both elbows on the bar and leaned his face down
to a bottle held in one of his hands. He cocked his head back and let
some beer dribble into his mouth without lifting his elbows from the
bar. A blond man wearing shorts and a muscle shirt sat with my
mother. On the table between them was a crooked wall of empty beer
bottles. Except for those three the room was empty.

I sat down and was introduced to Henry. He shook my hand
loosely and bought me a beer. His English was better than mine. He
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shrugged off my compliment and assured me not to worry about my
mother’s peyote, that if she got caught with it nothing would happen.
The unrefined buds were not illegal. In fact they were almost never
seen in town because not many people bothered travelling to the hills
to look for them. Henry was like a drug anthropologist and my mother
a member of a tribe he had never encountered, one he had been told
about yet still doubted their existence until this momentous day.
Dilly did not want to leave, so I went back to the hotel, had a cool
shower, and drank a few warm beers in my room. I read on the
balcony for awhile, then, encouraged by the drowsy beer, went to bed.

It was a short sleep. A rhythmic knocking woke me. I held my
pillow over my groin and answered the door. Dilly shoved by me and
dove on the bed. She dropped a garbage bag on the floor. She lay on
her back and kicked her feet as if she were swimming from a shark.
Trains of giggles rolled from her mouth. Lit by a bedside lamp shaded
with something like human skin, the whole room was a lurid,
wavering orange.

“What do you want?” I asked, not real happy with her presence.

When she calmed down she said, “Get dressed.”

llwhy?”

“You know, I have a handsome son.” She stood and put her palm
on my cheek. “I'm proud of you. Very proud that I produced such
a fine young man. I think about you every day, son.” She pecked me
on the lips. “Now get dressed, Dolphin.”

llwhy?ll

She grinned. “We’re going out.”

llwhy?ll

“For fun.”

“Where?”

“North.”

“North? What does ‘north’ mean? Back to the States?”

“No. We have to meet a plane going to the States, though.”

“The airport isn’t international.” I signalled for her to turn around.
I put on some jeans.

“The one we're going to is.”

I looked at the black garbage bag. I grabbed a corner and dumped
it out. Sixteen packages, about the size of double egg cartons, covered
the floor. Dilly giggled. Most of the packages were wrapped in clear
plastic over brown paper. A couple, though, were wrapped in
newspaper. I picked one up and looked at it. The wrapping was a
week old Washington Post. “This is gross.”
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Dilly held a palm up. “Let me explain, and you’ll see everything is
okay. These are Henry’s.”

“Then give them back to him.”

“All we have to do is take this north, to some guy’s ranch. He has
an airstrip. It’s only about 100 miles up highway 45. We can go up
there and be back by breakfast.”

“No.”

“I always wanted to do this. To really do something to fuck the
establishment.”

“This does nothing to them.”

“Sure it does. It helps unweave America. And an unwoven America
is an America that won't put up with their crap any longer.” Of
course “their” was not defined. She laughed. “It'll be fun. And
profitable.” Her shadow twirled about the room.,

“No!” Can you imagine your mother doing such a stupid thing? I
was bored with Chihuahua, but that was the moment I started to hate
it. “Let’s just get out of here. We can dump this in El Gato and go
back to the States. I don’t even care if it's Texas.” She performed a
Dilly head shudder that meant, NO.

Chihuahua. Home of revolution. 19th century—good old Father
Hidalgo, religious nationalist. Executed. Early 20th—Pancho Villa and
the peasant version. Fate—well known. Late 20th, cusp of the 21st—
Dilly Cromayer, a forgotten, giddy, unrealistic social revolutionairess
(a term she’d slap me for if I vocalized it). Isolated, desolate Chihua-
hua. You can learn something everywhere, just sniff the knowledge
out. Thus, a history lesson—isolation breeds revolutionairies; and small
dogs.

“This is...” I held my arms in the air. I didn’t know what to say.

“Stupid? Dangerous?”

“Yes.”

“But it’s not. Henry’s being watched.”

“There you go.”

“Because of the crap the Americans are laying on the authorities
down here to do something about smuggling the police have quadru-
pled their bribe demands. Quadrupled.”

“Poor Henry.”

“He says they’ll stop their nonsense if they get nothing.”

“Mom, I don’t care.”

“Neither do I. But if we deliver this he’ll give us the money he’d
have given the Guardia Civil. Either they get it or we do.” She smiled
at me. Her eyes were hazy with stubborness. She was going to do it,
no doubt about it. “Nothing can happen to us. Consider it a blow
against corruption.”
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“Don’t be ignorant.”

“I'm doing it.”

“I know you are.”

“Don’t crap yourself, Dolphin. Do this for your mother, for the
thrill.”

She pulled my suitcase from the closet and started putting the
packages into it. I walked over and yanked my name tag from the
handle.

A factual recreation, okay? I'll be brief.

I didn’t go, which made Dilly pout. While she was gone I took a
cab to a bar on the outskirts of town. I suppose I wanted to put
something tangible—brute distance—between myself and the hotel. I
went out to piss once, and when things were starting to flow I tilted
my head back and nearly screamed because of all the stars. That
incomprehensible miasma of light pricks scared me, but it also made
me less nervous for some reason, and when I got back to my room
and lay in bed with the balcony doors open to let the breeze explore
the darkness around me, the stars were still with me, and I was happy
and thought, stupid kid, it'll be okay.

Soft bangings next door woke me near dawn. I went to Dilly’s door
and when I tapped lightly she quickly let me in. She gave me a kiss
on my chin.

I stepped in and looked around the room. “Where’s my suitcase?”

“They took it.”

“Thanks.” _

“I'll buy you a new one.”

“Did you get the money?”

“Not yet.”

I frowned. The stars leered at us. “Why not?”

“They don’t pack that kind of cash around. I have to go get it.”

“Where?”

She held up a piece of paper with an address on it. “I'm going to
find a place that’s open for breakfast, then go collect.”

“I'm going with you.”

“No. You look tired. Go back to bed. Ill talk to you when I get
back.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

Dilly took me to my room, put me in bed, then pulled the sheet up
over me. She turned out my light, closed the door, and before I heard
her reach the stairway, I was asleep.
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I was woken by the same patterned knocking that had disturbed me
and started all this shit twelve hours befare. I opened the door and
Dilly pushed past me and collapsed on the bed. Her eyes were wet.
“What’s wrong?” I already knew my suitcase had been given away,
gratis.

“There’s no such address. It’s a crematorium. I knocked on every
door on the block and everybody laughed at me, like they knew, like
it happens all the bloody time!” She stood and kicked a chair into the
wall.

“Hey, let’s just go. No big deal.”

“No. No way.” She slammed a finger at me. “I'm a successful
businesswoman and I don’t get jerked by anybody. Not anybody!”
She emphasized her words with finger thrusts to my sternum.

She ran out of the room and I followed her. We went to El Gato
but she ignored everything I said along the way. We went in and Dilly
went loco on the bartender. There were four people in the bar, but
they slid some pesos on their tables and left with sideways grimaces
at my mother. The bartender’s glowers did nothing to Dilly and when
she promised she’d spend all day everyday in his bar, doing just what
she was doing then, he wrote something on a piece of paper and
handed it to her with a shrug and a frown.

I tried, really I tried, to talk her out of going there, and I thought
I'd succeeded when she agreed to go to the Suzy for lunch. We ate,
somewhat disconsolately, and afterwards Dilly claimed she was
exhausted, which I believed because I certainly was, so we went
upstairs to nap.

I put my ear to her door and listened to her settle in before I went
to my room.

I dozed off but my sleep was disturbed, rancid. I went to Dilly’s
door and tapped, knocked, then pounded on it. No answer. I got a
key from downstairs. Of course she wasn’t there. Her room was a
mess the way it had been since we’d arrived. Full ashtray, dresses like
pelts all over the floor. I didn’t go more than two or three feet into
the room. I didn’t have to.

I felt cold, dizzy even. I stayed on my balcony the rest of the day,
but Dilly did not come home. When darkness dropped I went to a
restaurant that had a good view of the street. It was a fatigued,
touristy place with a house mariachi band consisting of five mid-
dle-aged drunks in worn turquoise suits. I drank Chihuahua brand
beers, a lot of them, and made the mistake of requesting a song. I
asked for “Guadalajara,” which they played, then “La Raspa.” When
they were done, the leader, a trumpet player who had black hair
poking an inch out of his ears, demanded 5000 pesos—for each song.
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After I paid, the band stood beside my table and banged out song
after song after song. I called them my chihuahuenos amigos instead of
Chihuahuenses. Dogs. I called them dogs and that was a mistake. The
leader never lost track of how many songs they played and he kept
hitting me for more money. Were they bullies? I don’t even know,
that's how screwed I am; but I do know I was scared. Ridiculous, yes,
but that's what one gets when you know a person like Dilly. it was
her fault.

I managed to slink away when the band took a break. I went to
bed and in the morning Dilly’s room was the same. I tidied it a bit,
and went out and started to drink. Four days have passed that way.
I dropped a picture of her at the police station and made up a story
that she went out for a walk and didn’t come back.

I mostly stay in my room now, it's cheaper to eat and drink here.
All T eat are soft tortillas and lime mayonaise. Jars and jars of the piss
yellow stuff.

Yes, I am presently drunk. This is my struggle, Mein Kampf. Sure,
Hitler had a tough time of it, but he ended up with a great house in
Berchtesgaden. Eagle’s Nest versus Rat’s Lair.

I have to admit calling my room Rat’s Lair kept me in stitches for
awhile there. That’s Mexican beer for you. I lounge in my lair and
think.

One—I don’t know where my mother is, or if she’s alive.

Two—I have a faith in her, the type where a son doesn’t believe a
group of thugs can handle a mom like mine.

Three—I sit in my room with no intention of looking for Dilly. I
think about her though, and about what she has done. The line,
“Serves her right,” keeps popping up with ugly frequency. Dad once
told me that love for a person like Dilly doesn’t fade, it just grows
very weary. At least someone will understand why I came home alone.

How’s this?

Four—Maybe it won’t be such a shame if she doesn’t show up. I
think about you every day, son.

Hey, don’t be mad at me. Who am I kidding anyway? She’ll show
up when they get tired of having her around. It’s really only a
question of when, that’s all. That’s Dilly’s way.

I'll leave tomorrow because, as the locals say, this place is hell in
the summer.
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Michael Sarabia

Colonias

The Coyote appears before my shack, outline illuminated and clear.
He removes his fedora and tosses it on the roof. Dust and sand float
past my eyes.

“Sefiora? Are you there?”

I place Andres on the ground and approach a coarse patchwork of
rags which serve as my door. The Coyote, close as breath, asks if he
may enter. I apologize and whisper no. He clears his throat and
stomps quietly into the dirt.

“We leave in three nights,” he says, grave as a priest. “Will you be
ready?”

I'look at my baby. His fingers are swollen white, chest shuddering,
feet balled into one.

“And the storm?,” I reply, “this river may be too difficult.”

The Coyote coughs twice into his sleeve, dabbing his eyes.

“True,” he says, like a patient father, “but what may be difficult for
us will be impossible for La Migra. There is, I'm afraid, no better
time.”

The Coyote is right. Rain covers movement, mutes odor and erases
sound. Rain is money. Coyotes pray for rain.

“Three nights,” he says, reaching for his fedora then turning away,
“we leave in three nights.”

I carry Andres outside and hold him against the cold, shocking the
fever. Bruised clouds scar the mesa, marking the birth of a new siege.

Across the river, a city in blue awakens from its powerful sleep.
Crowned lights sharpen then drift, its heat feels close enough for me
to cup into my palm and take as my own. On the other side rain,
wind and fever are of no consequence. The city in blue will never fail
nor dim, for its magic is much too special, its heartless angels always

' nearer to God.

I hate the Colonias. Fever is everywhere and babies always die.
Night hovers in ice and smoke, and the wind incubates the sickness,
spreading it deeper each day. Everyone lives in tar and paper shacks
which leak even in dry weather and collapse at the slightest provoca-
tion. Roofs are plastic sheets and the dirt floors, which will soon turn
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to mud, attract hordes of scorpions and rats who quarrel over the right
to consume the old and the young as they sleep or lay ill.

I want to leave. I want American music, television and magazines
thick with scandal and new colors. I want to cut my hair and explore
passion without shame or reason.

My country, like all fathers, professes love through - fear, is
frightening when drunk, suffocating, narrow, and backward. My father
never hesitated to kick my mother over any slight yet told me to
choose a man who would give respect. It was a lie. This existence is
a lie.

America, like the memory of a lover yet had, cradles the promise
of endless rebirth. In America, dreams are real and no one ever cries.

I awaken within a bouquet of soft white stones. I’ve dreamt of
falling teeth, surely the sign of death. I return to my shack and
confess all sins. I sing a penance as softly as I can.

Andres is sick because of evil and to fight evil one must go beyond
the source, one must employ its very equal. Thus I choose to forsake
the obvious—the priests, the money doctors, the curing women, and
most especially, the white suited men who crush flowers on scented
waters and lay hands over pale bodies—then call it miracle.

I decide to visit Luisa, the white Grandmother who lives in the
black hills at the base of the highest plateau. Her house, the largest in
the Colonias has concrete floors, a pitched roof and a fire which never
dies. Luisa retains a servant, has many blankets and keeps stacks of
canned milk and liquor which she sells every morning before the
soldiers arrive.

The Grandmother can change form, walk time, or force days to
flash by on streams of gilded and ravenous waters. Chief confessor of
witches, first enemy of light, the Grandmother is my only hope.

“There is a way,” Luisa says, my money evaporating into the pleat
of her hand, “but you must follow every instruction no matter how
distasteful it may be to your Christian guilt. You must awaken and
visit those graveyards of your future past; where the blood of the
Meso Kings has returned, where the crucified Panther-God still
prowls.”

“There is no time,” I say, “the men leave in two days.”

The Grandmother lights a white candle. She removes a string of
ebony beads from around her throat, kissing its tattered idol before
pressing it into my hands.

23




“The Coyotes will leave when they will leave,” she says through a
voice no longer hers. “To free Andres, to prepare you a new life,
we’ve no other concern.”

The Grandmother opens her arms, she throws back her head, my
hands slip deeply within hers. With a touch and her voice, I plummet
at once into the stilled light of her cold embrace. I watch from above.
I can do nothing.

For five nights Andres and I consume the Grandmother’s most
wondrous soup. Spirits lay hands upon our faces, clouds form outside
every room. Awake and asleep, the Grandmother invents and sounds
famous incantations out from the night. She weeps our names past the
last light of the last sky. Five nights asleep, though eyes locked open,
five nights as one, unburdened by dreams, a shared eternity swirling
within the living shadow of a single teardrop.

I wake to the sound of gunfire but it’s only the soldiers, only their
fear. The rain strums a song of the ancients telling me what I already
know:; that death has arrived and must be served, death must always
have her way.

The Coyote appears, morning embossed upon his face. He hums my
name, fedora at his chest. I leave the shack and stand before him,
baby Andres strapped tightly onto my back. The Coyote walks through
the Colonias sure of foot. I follow close behind.

Throughout the Colonias and in every direction, a certain calm has
settled into a full bloom. The Colonistas know that water saturates the
heart of the canyons by every hour, they know that the looming red
hills will soon shift, will melt into one. Then the old, the children, and
the possessions will wash apart, will blend to form new tributaries to
the greater rivers. Bones will salt the waters, flesh will color the
stones, the fortunate will die first.

But the people are secure, they are with peace. The Colonistas know
that life is the gateway to God’s eternity, they know that death holds
the only key.

We approach the gates of the camp. Peasant soldiers hold black
rifles against the families allowing only a few out, only after the proper
homage.

The Coyote quickens his pace, lifting the brim of his fedora as he
approaches the gate. A knot of the soldiers cringe in recognition then
bow away, allowing us to pass.
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We come to a car, a huge animal bruised and scarred, with tires
sagging deeply into the mud. The Coyote opens the car door. He nods
sadly as I get inside.

The car’s interior, crushed red velvet and phony gold, smells of
Coyote heaven—perfume and smoke, money, liquor and flesh. The car
fills quickly with other Coyotes, large burnt men crammed obscenely
into damp colorful shirts. Graveled faces speak at once, scarred hands
finger delicate cigarettes; the Coyotes ignore me completely. The
engine heats and we slowly leave, smoke hanging close behind.

We drive into the direction of the lights, the country growing worse
at every breath. We tear off the paved road onto one constructed first
of brick, then wood, and finally mud. Windowless cane shacks grasp
the road, shacks much worse than those of the Colonias. Twig children
sprint naked toward the road, blushing and pointing as though
witnessing the first unleashing of an honored beast. A clan of
anguished dogs cry after the car, bony tails tucked low, the dogs snarl
and bite causing the Coyotes to laugh and belch with unequaled vigor
and arrogant disdain.

The car skids over a stone-infested hill, stopping close to the river.
The Coyotes exit at once, the car bouncing happily with the sudden
loss of weight. The Coyotes disappear to relieve themselves, then hoist
fresh green bottles to their faces, eyes loosely shut, ears folded back.
The first Coyote takes my arm and leads me away.

“This is a rough bunch,” he says, eyes of milk. “Follow this trail
upriver to a small house. Lock yourself in and try to sleep. I'll call you
when it’s time.”

The Coyote detects my fear and, with great effort, manages to
smile.

“By tomorrow you’ll be an American,” he nods, “and this,” his
voice slows, “will only be remembered when the nightmares come.”

The midmorning chill has increased but the cold does not penetrate
the house. I unwrap Andres and place him on a warm pearl sofa.
I remove his clothes and press my ear against his chest. My son’s life
music—rhythmic machinations, trumpet beats and soft inner storms
revolves and brightens. It synchronizes within my own. Our heartbeats
match, we breathe as one, sleep is upon us again.

The day is gone, night gathers outside the door. I wrap Andres in
layers of blankets then fasten him securely atop my stomach. There’s
a sound against the door, the Coyote calls me for the last time. I stand
and bless myself as many times as I can. I enter the dark.



Rain falls silently from an invisible sky, its colorless droplets forging
into a single ray of iron and thorn. We move past the casualties of a
hateful spring; past shattered brush and orphaned stumps, around
shallow craters born of thunder. We enter a clearing at the foot of the
water. The grey river whispers violently into the east, swells twisting
harshly into one another.

A circle of travelers crouch together in singular prayer. They lock
their children within the protection of their fragile circle. They tell
them lies. They won’t let them cry.

The Coyotes stand to one side in false regal pose. They expand
their chests and share brown bottles, they pass yellow cigarettes and
exhale all fear. The first Coyote steps forward and removes his fedora.

“I'll go first,” he says, “follow close and don’t stop. And keep
quiet,” he scolds, “God may hear your prayers mi pollitos, but La
Migra,” he pauses, “those bastards hear everything.”
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[Chapter redacted by author; continues on page 38.]
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Margo Berdeshevsky

For Only Those

“We can do no great things,
only small things, with great love.”
—Mother Teresa

In a nearby schoolroom a somber girl with a green pen made her
fanciest name at the top of her paper. The green ink stained her palms
like the mo’o of legends and lagoons. She bit into her own tongue
until it bled, as she wrote, “The stone that live many years ago has
been touched with your ancestors or your ancestors’ cousins.”

A fat nine year old beaded sweat balls on his forehead, twisted the
pebble in the bottom of his pants pocket between his first and third
fingers, answered a question.

“I am as tan as my desk. I am as tall as my mother.” Then he
answered another. “Mountain is nature. It was put there by God. A
stone is nature’s flower; but a golf ball doesn’t have a soul or a
secret.”

What difference lies between the roots of a tree and a new grave
and an old bone and a truth or a secret buried in the mind, or in the
prism of the psyche? The girl pondered secrets. What is meant to be
known?

Her gaze moved all about the room and inner space, by tiny inches.

Outside, May-time of the first new flowers, and discoveries of very
old bones. What is secret? The flowers looked grey this year.

Heavy equipment was there by the sand dunes. It growled in place.
It prepared for an insult to ancient land. The girl knew. One more.
Land would seethe and stones would spin inside their sand, and...
She listened to words under words. In a dozen corners of town the
local activists firmed their jaws for the coming fight. Land. The earth
was at stake.

“Sure. Give ‘em an inch!” Everybody on that side of the fight
knew the rest of the bromide. On the opposite side, they were
counting the developer’s contributions to the church fund, the school
fund. Progress was so obviously generous. What more could a
community want? Old women clucked. One had a dream. One’s
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nephew had a new job. The wetlands groaned. Another golf course.
What does it mean for something to be buried?

White noise, black noise, scraped against the beach coral, piercing.
A sound only animals could hear. Where ancestors and history lay like
mates still holding hands, a “hole in one” promised desecration as
surely as May’s bouquet promised a little more love.

Still backhoes dipped like greedy ladles into the sand-soup of
history. Nothing. Nothing at all. Maybe the archaeologists would not
find anything today; maybe they would have to slow down their
processes. What was buried was taking its time.

The foreign investors were antsy, irascible, they wanted their
permits passed, now.

“Nothing there but old earth,” the developers promised. Expensive
club memberships were waiting.

The archaeologists stood ready with plastic bags. If human remains
were found, the machines must wait. If it had been buried for more
than fifty years, it was to be deemed significant.

More small-bumped white globes made out of rubber bands were
waiting. Small white globes. How large is the world?

At school, the serious girl compared the ball to a stone. “A golf ball
is bigger than a turtle’s egg...a stone...is a silent mouth of God...”

In a dozen town doorways whispers rattled like the lizard’s breath.
It was a lovely valley to hit a golf ball. The progress is inevitable,
people said, it would be fine to have a nice green lawn-turf covering
the old graves. A perfect way to care for them. They beheld the future
like children in front of a favorite cartoon. The opponents cawed like
angry flocks, said it was a disgrace. Here lay a thousand years of
history. The Burial Council was sent to render opinions. Thou shalt.
Thou shalt not. The earth watched them all, hiding its teeth.

Red fire ants, annoyed by the disturbance, converged on the
remains of every backhoe’s ladle. They had stories to tell. They knew
the bones that were about to appear, today, tomorrow, spitting secrets.

Bones.

This week local TV told terrible bedtime stories from far away. The
material world was blazing.

This week the local pundits found three individuals, unarticulated.
And a long bone, and a short one, and a small skull plate; a child. A
long and polished tooth with a drilled hole at the top. The activists
stiffened their spines. The archaeologists noted. What was a bone,
besides a piece of the frame? The pieces pierced imagination’s self like
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a sparrow’s ripped breast. What does a bone mean in a week when
cities are burning?

The schoolgirl had a headache. She thought abruptly of her Aunty’s
preaching. Leviticus...Thou shalt not uncover her nakedness... Were
we not meant to know what lay beyond, when a body and the rest
entered the beyond, and became most truly naked? Is that why we
people buried each other? Is that why the sight of a bone unearthed
by a machine assaulted the sensible? Is that why progress did not
belong in some places? In this place? If you uncovered the buried roots
of a tree, the sun would scorch them. Are there such things that must
not be uncovered then, or seen?

The girl bit down on her tongue, and again, harder, tasting her
blood. Someone with her blood had touched stones over there, once,
a thousand times. She was a descendant. Blood flowed down the
centuries. Water flowed down from the mountain to the sea, connect-
ing them.

News of the discoveries of scattered bones spread like the summer’s
insistent fires. Pua and Kai from the local Burial Council arrived within
the hour carrying gifts from his mother’s garden. They walked with
their heads high and rigid, eyes cast inward. The symbolism of their
offering was traditional and noticed. Three small corm of the taro
plant, just sprouting, each wrapped in a single green # leaf and bound
at the top with a red one.

Not to be outdone, the developer’s on-site representative made a
mental note to remind a secretary to stop at a florist shop at lunchtime
and buy a bunch of red anthuriums.

The sprouts of the young taro root, food of the generations, just
showing, proclaimed the protesters’ message like a quiet drum. Three
small bundles of #, tied tightly about their stems with coconut sennet,
stared quietly back at their observers. Each gift was placed on the sand
beside the archaeologists’ findings. The small sprouts of the taro
claimed new life where the ancient had been uncovered to a searing
sun.

The schoolgirl stared off into fuzzy space, her green hands sweating
ballpoint ink. Something was calling her, calling her, by no name. Her
blood knew its language; her belly cramped; she wanted to walk to the
ocean.

Kai jumped cautiously into the archaeologists’ pit. The sand was
colder where he knelt. Pua placed the sprouted offering with butterfly
hands, at the rim, where she now kneeled also. Kai’s deep whisper,
just louder than the breeze, spoke to those who would listen.



“We come in love. For only those of you with love...our prayer.
May it rise with yours. May it be known. May this land be safe, for
new sprouts, and for children who need to know.”

In the brightest sun, shadows of light.

In the schoolroom, shadows, and the girl rose in mid-sentence.
“...and your ancestors’ cousins know that I have no name. I'm like the
stone. Silent. Screaming.” And she was. And she was running.

And the earth watched. And it yielded secrets,- for only those with
love, and for the stones.

She called once. Listening, the earth would protect its sleepers. On
a small rise, she stopped abruptly. In front of her the heavy equip-
ment, silhouetted skeletons against sun. She felt a sudden tremble
running beneath her slippers. Like a bothered animal, earth sketched
its body in three directions. It was breathing. Its movement stopped
her mind.

The skin of the body cracked and separated with almost no sound.
The silhouettes broke. Immediately beside the machinery, in the fourth
direction there was no movement at all except for this: on land in that
direction a small stone, upright and alone, seemed to sprout one pale
flower. “...stone is nature’s flower,” her classmate’s words sped
fleetingly as a worried bird. What lies buried, what has a soul or a
secret she demanded to know. The stone was a stone. The flower was
in her mind. Also, there was a voice very near to where she stood,
solitary in her confusion. Not buried, not where she stood, not in her
mind, not in the air, the secret had no words. She was very far away
looking at wind, listening to stones.
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Tony Fabijancic

Rab

The white-walled Croatian town by the blue Adriatic lived on as a pale image
in my memory, a shimmer of orange roofs, steeples and narrow streets,
secreted beyond broken coastline and stony hills, like gold in a prospector’s
pan.

This is how 1 remember Rab, where I first saw the light of day. A vision
on long trips, in bars when time was like all the worthless coins in my
pockets.

After years away I stood on a ferry impatiently waiting to see the pale
steeples again. Then I had another vision of the old town. White buildings of
a new world lay on the ruins of the old, young people speaking unfamiliar
languages roamed the streets, strange music from far away countries played
in the cafes. I walked around amazed like a beggar invited to a feast.

But on my way into the oldest part of Rab, the sounds receding in the
distance, the streets like crippled cobblestone labyrinths that led back to the
dark unwritten periods of the town’s history, I felt cold in my bones. Walking
on the Latin-inscribed tombs of long dead monks and in the steps of unknown
people who wore these stones smooth, 1 felt the ghosts of the old world sweep
past me and heard the bells toll their memory.

From the Yugoslav guidebook to Rab, the guest book of the Imperial Hotel.

The summer he died old Franjo the lapsed priest took my hand,
said: Katja, if you were my child I would leave you my house, my
land, my vineyard—everything. He was drunk and he kissed me and
pulled me close and kissed me again. I looked away so he couldn’t see
my disgust. Not that I hated him. Not at all. He was really a
wonderful man—when he was sober, when there was a table between
us.

I remember the Sunday morning he died. The sun dawned in
moted shards through the shutters and I opened the windows and the
sun shone in, suffused the room and my skin with its brilliant color.
The valley was below—the shimmerings of wheat and corn, the plum
and cherry orchards, the blue vineyards, the orange roofs.

For a moment I wanted to join that scene, wander silently,
anonymously, lose everything that was me to that amazing medieval
changelessness. For a moment. But no, what I really wanted even he
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could give me because he had eyes to see and touch not just hands
—the sun now like his heated look the second to fill me for the day.

I walked down the shaded lane into the bright light of morning.
Came to his house, the house strangely silent and shuttered. He sat
in his underwear slumped in his chair against the kitchen wall, head
on his arm, dirty feet stuck out, a full tumbler of $ljivovica on the
table.

I stood in the open door, jags of light from thé shaded yard
creeping in and the white walls, the white walls shutting down.

Katja’s mother saw us through the narrow slit of the open door—
Canadian Serb stealing her Croatian daughter. She looked into our
half-lit room where we lay on the bed by the open window, then left
quickly when I turned. I know she saw enough for those cold polite
eyes to hate me.

The hot night air blows through the trees and into the room, the
candle on the table flickering its guttering light across the walls. An
empty wine bottle and two crystal glasses are on the floor. On the
turntable the Doors’ “Waiting for the Sun” is hissing quietly in its
groove. Under the sheets looking out at the star-dappled night sky I
say: listen Katja she’s trying to get to you don’t you know that? Let’s
forget her mind games, just ignore them all right? No she tells me,
those aren’t mind games. That’s my mother’s love. Can’t you
understand? Sure I say, sure I understand.

I drive my bike along the sea road. The roosters are crowing. The
sun’s going to rise but it's still night and the moon is a ghostly soft
neon laying cool blue-white over the island. I've travelled this road a
hundred times maybe more. I know all the turns like it was my home.
I’ve come every summer for three years to see her.

The sun’s rising over the hills and the bats are in their last loose
turns encircling and wrapping up the night. It’s that weird time when
the secret dark world fades into the light and familiar. In a few hours
I'll return to their house and talk to her mother like nothing happened
and see the stillness of her eyes when she looks at me and feel the
cold silence between us.

Move over old man make room for me and wake up we have to
talk about Katja and this Canadian, this cousin, our family. Franjo says
it's a sin that’s what it is and we’re doing nothing to stop it. What do
you think they do alone together in the next room? Haven’t you



noticed the way she looks at him the way they look at each other?
What's the plan Ivan? You're the man here.

What the hell should I do? They’'re older than we were remember?
And what's this about Franjo calling it a sin? Since when do you pay
attention to him other than asking if he’s hot in his habit, knowing
he’s no priest anymore? Your little reminder, uh? Maybe if you
remembered the kid’s father was born in Belgrade and met your half
sister here maybe then I'd hear you. Go to sleep I've got to work
tomorrow. You should be thinking of the work we have, uh? What the
Hell happened to you today anyway, dreaming when you were
walking with that knife. It was meant for the pig not one of us. Think
about work for

For once he says. What do I do all day you, slaving away so you
can play games in the vineyard and

Slave like hell slave! I was up with MiSko in Molvice at six with this
here feel this swelling do you know what that's called, that’s pain Ana
do you know about pain?

Yes yes the pain we all know about the pain. There’s no pain in
the vineyard right Ivan? If there’s wine there’s a miracle. And Katja
Ivan? Whatcha gonna do tell me that? Or is she only

Shut up Ana.

A daughter to you. Look he’s ashamed the way he turns away. I'm
shamed too sometimes. God the silence in this house isnt quiet like
sleep but like bad dreaming and too much knowing. Too much
knowing it’s silence and then it’s something else.

Listen: sound of the bicycle now the gate. From this window I can
see his white shirt turning in the dark, slow like the ship this morning
with white sails in the sun. Silent, a silent ship, leaving.

* * *

I always knew more than they thought. I could always hide
contempt with shyness and anger with my laugh. You're a child Katja,
they said with their eyes. But I was always more knowing than they
thought.

This third summer he made me feel betrayal for the first time. It
was there in the foreign energy of his movement, his open shirt, his
long curling hair. Then the way he left the bed so carelessly to watch
the game. Who is she to let him come back like this, out of duty or
guilt? Now I see her when I'm reflected on his eyes or when he
whispers penny brown penny I’'m looped in the loops of your hair.



I always dream more than I should. It's compensation that goes
wrong sometimes. But look how beautiful a hot August day on Rab—
dry fields flaming to the top of the hill and satin fine dust spreading
a carpet of silver filigree across the island, the hot pure blue above
shining on the town’s scarlet roofs, white garlands hanging from belfry
to agate belfry, and on the winds from the country the perfumes of
curry and sage. But I'm always dreaming more than I should.

Wakeup Katja. Time’s come to get off Franjo’s steps and let them
know he’s inside cold like cellar concrete.

* * *

While Katja studies I watch her mother wash clothes in the yard.
Later I watch her clean out the barn, and in the sweltering afternoon
turn over the hay in the field behind the house.

When I come upstairs I watch her fold the clothes. Her blouse is
wet and her hair is stuck to her forehead. She billows her blouse to
cool herself. She looks at me.

It has to be 90 out at least. Sun’s a devil today. She wipes her
forehead. If I was educated I wouldn’t have to work like this but I had
to quit school and help at home. That's when I swore to educate
Katja. Do it with your work I said to myself. I want her to finish
university here you understand, then she can leave, then she’s free.
She looks at me again.

A hot breeze drifts through the room swelling the curtains. The
shutters are down three quarters just enough for the wind to flow and
light enters softly through the slats. Katia’s mother and I observe each
other silently. Then she turns, begins drying herself with a towel, her
face, her neck. She unbuttons a button of her blouse. And looks at me
again.

Could be the half-light but I see her gypsy look for the first time
—dark skin, eyes full of distance, her unkerchiefed hair unfurled like
it’s her wealth. I see pain in the lines of her face.

She steps closer and takes my hands, pulls me towards her,
whispers: then she can leave, then she’s free. I smell the barn on her
and a faint tang of urine. Her touch and warm body make me
hesitate, images of us flickering in my mind like sunlight through the
curtains—feeling of walking an edge or taking a curve too full of
speed.

It takes a second but then I get away, leave the room and head out
into the hot day. The sun’s pulsating out of a blue the intensity of
neon, heat rippling the surface of things. Put a match to it and it’ll
blow.
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He was very quiet. I didn’t hear him walk up the stairs or open
any doors but I felt something maybe his eyes and then I saw him
over by the door. Not saying anything, just standing there trying to
watch me undress. I thought he was different that way but I was
wrong. He has the kind of face that’ll make you wrong.

His face and his shoulders were brown from the sun and he had
black shorts on and leather sandals and brown wooden beads around
his neck like that dead singer. First he stood in the hall then took a
step inside our bedroom, one step that’s as far as he went. I was
thinking listen Ana none of them are different the fuckers doncha
know that by now.

I laughed inside at his stony face when I opened the buttons of my
dress but I wasn’t on show, not at all. I'm not unvirtuous like those
country sluts those bitches in heat who stand by the road waiting for
boys on their motors. Even if Zora tells me I'm the most beautiful
woman in Dol I'm married and too old for all that. Christ no not that,
only to see his need a little when she lets him touch her, my daughter
Katja. But nothing from him quick devil. He’s not dumb as a post like
Ivan.

Then he sat on the bed with his hands in his lap so I tried to take
them just to see how far it was up but he wouldn’t let me have them.
He kept them there the rest of the time like his life depended on it
and inside I was laughing even when I told him Katja had to finish in
Zagreb. The whole time he didn’t say a thing not a word from him
and then out he went and I watched him from this window walk
down the road Franjo’s way.

I'll wait on Franjo’s steps until they finish with the pig. I can hear
the sound now. The sound of a saw when it travels but when I get
back there’ll be the smell and the blood on the concrete and the cats
dancing into the fields.

Rab was covered in red evening sun the last time we went—shafts
of light through the pines, in between buildings and courtyards.
Tourists were shopping at the kiosks and sitting at the cafes and in the
blue gardens men and women came and went like moths among the
whisperings and the champagne and the stars. We walked by the bay
where the tour boats were moored and where you could already see
the dancing lights out at sea.



I took him to the main square for a photo of us beside the tile
mosaic, the three hundred year old picture of life on Rab: farmers in
the fields cutting and stacking hay; fishermen sailing their skiffs and
throwing their nets; swimmers diving off white stone walls; lovers
kissing; monks and priests with disapproving faces who are weighed
down by their sins. All around us were tourists who couldn’t find
themselves in the mosaic and bought postcards of it instead. But there
we were: the couple on the stone bridge like the one outside Rab and
at Mostar joining Croatians and Serbs and Muslims.

I've seen this romantic Croatian stuff before was what he said, kind
of like the Grecian urn, Keats remember. Which meant he wanted to
say that we were doomed as a couple like insects trapped forever in
the hard dusty stones of time. But it’s symbolic don’t you understand
I told him. Sure I understand he said, sure.

* * *

I'm not listening to her. On the other side of the square Franjo is
arguing with four Serb skinheads in Belgrade Red Star jerseys—
sideburns, black leather caps and calf-high combat boots. Franjo's in
his black robes and gaudy crucifix, a short squat man with a head like
a bullet on a turret. All of them are angry, hands moving in each
other’s faces, shouting over the crowd.

The men howl something about Krajina, the Serb enclave in Croatia.
They're visiting Rab with the memory of the Knin road blocks fresh in
their minds and the right amount of anger to start something.

One of the Serbs grabs for Franjo’s crucifix but he knocks his hand
away. The Serb snatches at it again, seizing it this time and ripping it
free on its chain. He lifts it up in front of Franjo’s face and says
something. The old man is stunned. A few German tourists are
looking on. We both run to the other side of the square and Katja
shouts at the men. Do something Jim, Katja tells me.

Franjo shakes his big fist at the four men. Fascist Cetniks he shouts.
Orthodox mother fuckers. The Devil screw your mothers. They laugh
as they move around him. The one with the crucifix dangles it in front
of Franjo's face then tightens the chain around his fingers. Three kiosk
vendors wander over to take a closer look. Why are you waiting? Katja
screams at me. Look what your Serbs are doing to him.

The man with the chain takes a step back to set himself, lifts his
arm up and back like he wants to slap Franjo with the back of his
hand. The crucifix hangs poised a second.

Everything changes like a film which stops moving, splintering into
frames but moving ahead quicker than before. An eternity of fractions

47



of time which is my indecision dividing each one from the next. Katja
' puts her hands over her face, cries out something.

Light flashes off the chain as it whips down suddenly blurred in the
dusk and Franjo’s arms are up, his knees bent, his right
foot off the ground. Then he’s on his back with a red sickle bleeding
down his cheek, travelling like a delta across his cheek.

* * *

There he’s gone now and soon the sun’ll rise but there’s still time
to sleep God knows I need to sleep. Listen to the old man, talking to
the Devil Himself no doubt, arguing trying to sneak his way out of
something.

Could it be he’s right about the boy’s Serb father. Maybe if there
was a war some real fighting but one or two road blocks in Krajina
aren’t reason to talk like he’s UstaSe, he’s no fascist Ivan. But Misko
talks big too now, said his Anka would never marry a Serb long as he
was alive. So what if MiloSevi¢ makes noises? All these Serb commu-
nists make noises. All over what some roadblocks? Christ!

No it’s not because he’s half Serb or a foreigner but because he’s
family, he’s part of us. And that’s why it’s a sin why the Church is
wrong. '

I know this I know he’ll take Katja to Canada, no job no degree
nothing. Everything’s secure here all she needs is another year and
she’ll finish, get a job help us now that we’re too old to work.

Old’s how I felt today falling with that knife Christ right on my hip
my elbow all swollen now so I can hardly move. I told them it was
the squealing pig surprising me that made me step back and trip over
the shovel. But no it wasn’t that it was confusion not knowing where
the scream came from at first that froze me, not knowing if it was
from inside or outside and worried maybe they could hear, I don’t
know, then I fell on the cement and the knife dropped on the cement.
Still now I don’t know how I got up and gave it to Ivan, the pig
moving around like a fury and the three of them trying to hold on
and Ivan screaming at me. From then on it went quick and I was able
to rest so I sat down on the milk stool and rested, with the cats
running up at the end looking at the pig and the three of them
looking at me. I was thinking how quiet it was then, no sound the
sound gone into the hot morning air or down inside where it’s dark
and hidden maybe to come up again some beautiful morning like this.
I sat on the stool and drank some water MiSko gave me and Ivan was
screaming calling me a fool an incompetent with her head up there see
up there in the sky with the birds and then I threw the glass and it
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smashed against the cellar into tiny silver pieces that I swept up later
with the corn broom.

From the balcony outside her room through the wooden shutters I
saw my mother kiss him. At first when I heard.her opening and
closing cupboards I just chattered on the circuit information to myself.
But I heard them talking and I stopped and listened to their voices,
the indecipherable hum, the up and down cadence of sound. When
everything was quiet I looked back through the glass door through the
shutters open just enough to see and I saw her hold his hands then
tilt her head to the right like she was whispering something in his ear
and then kiss him on the cheek.

So I left the bedroom door open in the evening for her to see and
later when he told me listen forget her mind games I answered like a
good Croatian daughter, those aren’t mind. games that’s my mother’s
love, can’t you understand. This was my small retribution, my
smallness.

Next morning the sun dawned in moted shards through the shutters
and I opened the windows and the sun shone in, suffused the room
and my skin with its brilliant color. I left him and walked down the
shaded lane to Franjo’s house, to get some distance from the slaugh-
ter.

I walked down the shaded lane into the bright light of morning. I
rejoiced to see Franjo’s garden, looking to me like it always did like
a shelter a final stop on a trip when the hard road made out of the
same rocks as the hills eases its way, like a golden pause a glorious
stop of a changeless summer sun. Here are olive and fig trees and
goats grazing in the shade, small courtyards made from wood
lattices woven with grape vines, spaces filtered with soft light. There
was a bit of the artist in old Franjo and I remember thinking his
garden was in place of the one he was afraid to lose. So how
coincidental seeing the house shuttered and strangely silent like a
sleeping face and Franjo slumped in his chair against the kitchen wall
with his head on his arm and a full glass of $ljivovica on the table. It
was the first time I saw him out of his priest’s habit which he wore
like a uniform of honour and resistance though it was twenty-five
years that he’d lost his way, as Zora said, and he seemed naked and
weak without it.

I sat on his steps, looked down our way, the blue sky the sea
through the olive trees. For a moment I saw him on his back in the
square as we watched, this body some ghostly reminder of that day.
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Poor Franjo, no one would remember his courage, just twenty-five
years of eccentricity wearing the black clothes to proclaim his inno-
cence, and no one believing or caring.

Come on Katja. Time’s come to get off his steps and let them know
he’s inside cold like cellar concrete.

* * *

Squirming on its side under our weight the pig squeals out its terror
—sound like a saw grinding through rusty metal. MiSko and I clutch
its legs as Ivan ties up the snout with a burlap rope. It bucks under
our knees, ears flapping around, eyes popping out. Two hundred
pounds of terrified pig shuddering in our hands. Ivan glances around
when he’s finished, expecting her to pass him the knife the way she’s
done a hundred times. Ivan shouts at her to move, what the hell was
she waiting for anyway the Sabbath maybe the Almighty Himself to
bless this pig. I look behind me, see her lying on her side struggling
to get on her feet, the knife on the ground just behind me. She’s
crying, she can barely move.

That second I imagine the thirty years weight of this life fallen on
her, triggered by this one screaming animal appeal for life, but no it’s
only the pain of falling over the shovel which sticks out of the feed
room and she manages to give Ivan the knife and the squeal rises to
a crescendo which finally gurgles itself out and laps red against my
shoes.

Soon as it’s finished Ivan starts up on her again and she sits down
on a stool and drinks a glass of water, taking it calmly, gazing
vacuously into space, then with no warning rips the glass at his head
and it smashes into the cellar wall.

Later I sit on the hill behind the barn, take a long look down
below. The sea is flecked with white water, the fields and the
vineyards dry and dusty. On the road which snakes around the
village houses down to Rab, Katja is coming back from Franjo’s.
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Tony T. L. Young

The Story Doctor: A Prosaic
Adaptation

Sitting on the beach, Wally Fong fingered the burned out ends of
smokeless cigarette butts littering the sand.

It wasn’t so bad that he didn’t have a story for his fiction class
assignment, but his sisters were playing video games all day on his
computer.

“In my room, the women come and go, talking of Michelangelo
viruses,” he murmured.

He had always preferred to take his mind away from his literature
classes at the University of Hawai‘i by lying back on his special corner
of the beach, where he could see the rock walls standing steadfast half
a mile from shore, forming the barriers of the shallow swimming area.
Over the walls, the violent waves rose up and crashed over the top;
white foam cascaded down into the dark blue ocean surface. He
enjoyed watching this spectacle but he had never gone out that far.
Every Saturday, he would sit and watch the small groups of children
lying on the rocks, basking in the sun and the sea’s spray.

Staring out into the ocean, a bizarre but familiar image interrupted
his reverie, an image that had been recurring in his dreams every
night. A pair of handcuffs chained him to his bed. He was forced to
watch something, but he couldn’t quite make it out.

Turning around to see if anyone was looking at him, he saw a
petite teenage girl collecting aluminum cans in a plastic bag. Her
youthful features became more discernable as she approached. Her
cheeks were round and full like the rest of her light brown body,
draped in a purple wrap-around skirt with a black halter. She looked
rather attractive; even her tousled dirty-blonde hair gave her character.

Watching her, Wally couldn’t help feeling that he had met someone
like her before, back in high school during a biology class where he
used to share notes with his classmates. His memory was reawakened
like a row of video games at an arcade in the morning, one screen
switching on at a time.

For a brief moment, the young girl met his glance, filling him with
a sensuous tingle. She reminded him of a girl he once had a crush on,
whom he’d thought was too shy to make the first move. He remem-
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bered the one time he tried to ask her out during class, walking up to
her table as she lit her Bunsen burner. What he had intended to be a
smooth opening line came out as a stutter and a squeak as his voice
cracked in excitement. Not only had he failed to intitate a relationship,
but he had burned his sleeve on her physical science project.

Wally stopped his train of thought. This couldn’t be the same girl.
She can’t be more than thirteen. I have to stop thinking like this, he
told himself. I feel like I'm trapped in a Henry James novel.

“Excuse me.” The girl’s voice startled him.

“Huh?”

“Can I have that can?” She pointed to a crushed soda can behind
him.

“It's not mine,” he said, handing it over. “Go ahead, take it.”

“Thanks,” she said.

“Recycling?”

“Uh huh. Trying to survive.” She looked at him and smiled. “My
name’s Amanda. You live around here?”

“Across the street.”

“Oooh, rich dude,” she said.

“Not really. I go to college.”

“U.H.?” she asked as she sat down beside him. Wally thought he
might freeze up right then, but as he listened to her inquisitive child-
like voice, he felt more and more comfortable.

“Yeah, majoring in English,” he replied.

“Why would anyone want to do that?” she asked with a smirk.

“’Cause I like to write.”

“What a coincidence!” She slapped his leg. “I'm a doctor.”

Wally decided to humor her. “Well, I have this pain in my elbow
every time I hold it this way...”

“Not that kind of doctor,” she said. “I'm a story doctor. You tell me
a story and I'll fix it for you.”

“What do you mean ‘fix it'?”

“Cover up the holes. I do it for all my friends. Makes their stories
more...plausible. I love that word,” She smiled, scratching her teeth
with her finger.

“Tell me a story,” she said.

“I don’t have one yet.”

“Make one up.”

“The last one I finished was in high school. It was—,” Wally began,
struggling to find the right word, “amateurish.”

“It doesn’t matter. Go for it! What was it called?”

“All right,” Wally began. “My story was called, ‘The Young and the
Incredibly Stupid.” It was about this boy named Waldo Faynthart.”
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“Is that your name?”

“Course not! My name’s Wally, just Wally. So my Chinese relatives
can pronounce it.”

“Whatever you say...Waldo.”

Wally continued his story. “Waldo’s the only sane member of his
family. Doesn’t actually do anything, more like an observer. He
comments on the lifestyles of his two brothers, Bobby and Justin.
Bobby had been fooling around with Justin’s ex-wife Pam until he
finds out that she’s a masochist.”

“How—?"

“Well, one day, he finds Pam rolling around naked on a floor
covered with thumbtacks. So he dumps her and starts fooling around
with this hooker named Karen.”

“Sounds like a bad soap opera.”

“Wait, it gets better. Later, Bobby gets murdered and his mother
goes berserk. She starts drinking and ends up in bed with a lawn-
mower.”

“A lawnmower!” She laughed.

“Hey, it’s not funny,” Wally joked. “Waldo ends up with a baby
brother with a mad craving for crabgrass.”

“Does he drink mother’s milk or motor oil?”

The two of them fell to the ground laughing. Amanda picked up a
handful of sand and sprinkled it around Wally’s chest. Letting out a
big sigh, he looked at her. Feeling a little embarrassed, he sat up and
turned away.

“My teacher ripped the story apart,” he explained. “Called it a
‘prosaic adaptation of everything that’s ever been written.” He said I
took the story too seriously, so it came out dull.”

“Wally,” she said, cracking an uneasy smile. “Do you know anyone
like Bobby or Pam or Karen?”

“No, I made them up.”

“That’s your problem. You should write about your own life, your
own experiences. Write about people you know.”

“My life is boring,” said Wally.

“Then make it interesting!”

“If you're so good with stories, why don’t you fix up my ‘soap
opera’?”

“I'm a doctor, not a miracle worker.” She said, imitating Dr.
McCoy’s voice from Star Trek. “Try this. Think of an image. The first
thing that pops into your head.”

“Tust like that? Come on, I can’t.”

Amanda rested her hand on Wally’s. “Sure you can,” she said.
“Close your eyes.”
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Feeling the warmth of her hand, Wally closed his eyes. “All I see
is black,” he said.

“Don’t say anything,” she said. “Just relax. Let your thoughts take
over.” Her voice changed, becoming deeper and more resonant. The
soft lilt of Amanda’s voice flowed through Wally’s consciousness like
warm milk. The black void in his mind brightened to a hot crimson
then a snowy white. Wally saw himself sitting in the middle of a field
where spotted horses and red ponies ran wild. Above the field, the
sun rose above tall snow-covered hills...hills like white elephants.

“How did you do that? I mean, did you just fill my head with your
thoughts?”

“It's a gift.” She smiled. “What did you see?”

“Stuff out of Hemingway and Faulkner.”

“Forget about them. Filter them out and think your own thoughts,”
she said. “All I can do is show you how to turn the key. You have to
open the door yourself. Come on, let’s try again.”

Wally nodded, closing his eyes. An image of a young girl appeared
with light brown hair, a tight red sweater and black Spandex pants
with lace trim. At first, she looked like Amanda, then her features
changed, her face becoming less round and her skin tone lighter. A
sharp pain pierced into his heart when he recognized her face.

“I used to know a girl that looked just like you,” he said. “Back in
high school.”

“Your girlfriend?”

“No, I never had one.” He turned away from her, picked up a
seashell and tossed it in the air. It fell short of the ocean.

“What happened?”

“It’s really none of your business.”

“You don’t have to tell me,” said Amanda. “Just write it down and
make a story out of it.”

“I barely remember.”

Amanda stood up and slapped him on the shoulder. “I'll tell you
what. Meet me here tomorrow morning at nine o’clock with your
bathing suit on.”

Picking up her aluminum cans, she ran toward the parking lot. She
looked like a little girl running to meet her father, Wally thought. As
she disappeared from his sight, Wally turned around and returned
home.

Later that night, Wally took out his old high school yearbook and
flipped through the freshman section looking for the girl Amanda
resembled but he couldn’t find her picture nor even remember her
name.
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Giving up, Wally set his alarm clock and lay in bed as T.S. Eliot’s
poetry ran rampant through his mind.

You tossed a blanket from your bed. You dozed and watched the night
revealing the thousand sordid images of which your soul was constituted.

Lying upon his back, he anticipated his vision of handcuffs and
chains. Shadows flickered against the ceiling, disappearing into his
dreams.

Wally woke up early the next morning to meet Amanda on the
same corner of the beach. She wore a black one-piece bathing suit and
held a wooden stick in her hand. At her feet lay a small wooden raft.

“Where’d you get that from?”

“A friend,” she replied smiling. “Come on, let’s go.”

“You gotta be kidding.”

“Don’t be a weenie! You can’t just write a story. You gotta live it.”

Pushing the raft into the ocean, she held on to the stick, running
through the crashing waves and climbed on board her raft. Wally
envied Amanda’s capricious spirit. He hadn’t gone swimming since
fifth grade. Still, he thought, the water wasn’t very deep and he was
interested in what Amanda was trying to accomplish. Why not take a
chance? .

Taking off his shirt, he tossed it on the sand and waded into the
water. The cold stung around his ankles and rose up to his shins.
Walking forward until he was waist deep, he splashed water over his
face and chest to get used to the cold. Amanda held out her hand,
pulling him on board.

“The stick is just for fun,” she said, handing it over to him. “Here,
you can pretend you're Huckleberry Farms.”

“That’s Finn,” Wally corrected her.

Wally held the stick in his hand like a riverboat pilot steering a raft.
Looking out toward the park, he saw a group of children squirting
each other with water pistols.

“Hey, lookit,” he joked. “I reckon they’re havin’ a feud. Them's the
Grangerfords and them’s the Shepherdson’s.”

“I thought it was the Clampetts and the Drysdales,” said Amanda.

Amanda chuckled at her joke. Sitting up, she asked, “Wally, what
do you want to do when you get out of school?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe I’ll become a teacher.”

“Is that what you’d like to do?”

“No, I just like to tell stories, but I don’t want to tell ordinary
stories, like the kind they make us read in literary magazines. I want
to use some...imagination.”

“So what’s the problem.”

“I don’t know where to begin.”
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An awkward silence followed. Wally smiled as she laid her head
down on the raft, her fingers dangling over the side into the water.
She sprinkled a few drops on Wally’s-leg, which tickled a little.

“You know something,” said Wally. “I could write a story about
you. An eccentric beach girl who collects aluminum cans and reenacts
Mark Twain novels. Where do you go to school?”

“I don’t,” she said. “I dropped out.”

“Yeah, right. How old are you? Twelve? Thirteen?”

“Fourteen and a half.”

“And what’d your parents do?” Wally asked.

“They...uh, died in a car crash in front of the Beretania Safeway.
I live here on the beach.”

“I'm sorry.” Wally looked away.

“Why do you want to know so much about me?”

“Maybe I'd want to write about you.”

“What for? My life is boring.” Amanda said. Diving into the shallow
area, Amanda pulled the boat closer to shore. “Give me a hand.”

Holding on to the side of the raft, Wally stared at the ocean for a
long moment. Looking over at Amanda, he took a deep breath, closed
his eyes and jumped in. He felt the full force of the cold water
running over his body. Though he was only in up to his chin, he took
a deep breath, afraid the water level might suddenly rise.

Wally shivered as he stepped out of the water, dropping himself on
to the beach. Amanda plunged the wooden stick into the sand as
though it were a flag.

“Let’s call this place ‘Terabithia’.”

“Nah, I don’t read kiddie books. I don’t even have a story of my
own yet.”

“You wanna try ‘imaging’ again?”

“Imaging...that’s a funny word,” he said. “There is one image that
I keep seeing...never mind, it’s too weird.”

“Tell me anyway,” Amanda said, holding on to his hand. “No-
thing’s too weird for me. Close your eyes.”

Hesitating for a moment, Wally closed his eyes, his head full of
doubt.

“Trust me,” she said.

Wally envisioned a pair of handcuffs attached to his bedpost.
“Every night, I dream that I'm chained to my bed and I'm...I'm...”

“You're what?”

“I'm forced to watch something,” he replied slowly, remembering
bits and pieces, a shadow on the wall, metal on his bones.

“Concentrate. What are you watching?”
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Wally breathed deep as the image of his bed came into his mind.
He lay on top, a handcuff connecting each wrist. Two young human
shadows materialized on his wall, a boy and a girl.

The sound of moaning and giggling filled the room as the shadows
became clearly defined, their activity more distinct; they were making
love. Wally cringed, listening to their heavy, ecstatic breathing,
interspersed with the girl’s erotic laughter as the boy caressed her
body. The shadows became an image, a pair of nude teenagers
cavorting on his bedroom rug. Scenes from his high school life flashed
in front of him, like a hologram superimposed on the lovers.

The girl's name was Julie, he suddenly recalled. She was the
prettiest girl in the ninth grade, and Wally had been madly in love
with her for two whole months. Because she had always avoided him,
Wally had convinced himself that she was too shy to express her true
feelings. He’d believed that all this time she had loved him—then he
felt the handcuffs on his wrists.

One November evening, he’d gotten up the nerve to go to the
Freshman dance, hoping to dance with her during one slow song.
Three hours into the dance, he saw her kissing another boy on the
dance floor. She was using her tongue. The handcuffs gripped him
tighter.

Screaming from his bed, he stared at the two figures pumping and
grinding on his floor, staining his carpet with their sweat and come.
He pulled harder on the chains, but couldn’t break them.

Waking, he screamed again. Realizing that it was Amanda’s grip he
felt, he calmed down and explained to her what he had seen.

“Close your eyes again,” she said. “Bring the image back.”

“No...”

“Just do it!” she snapped, covering his eyes with her hand.

Wally saw himself chained to his bed once again, watching the
shadows as cold streaks of sweat trickled down his forehead. He
struggled to break free from the handcuffs. “Pull harder,” Amanda’s
voice intruded his thoughts. “Like they’re Styrofoam!”

Wally pulled with every ounce of his strength, freeing his left hand,
then his right. Anger erupted through his body as he leapt toward the
figure of Julie, separating her from her lover.

“Take her!” He heard Amanda shout. Her voice had become deep
and intense. “Make mad, passionate love to her!”

Wally held Julie by the shoulders and stared down at her thick red
lips, which smiled seductively. Her thin pale tongue, dripping with
saliva, sensuously licked her upper lip; her flowery breath felt warm
against Wally’s cheek. Slowly, he pressed himself against her, his
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tongue penetrated into her mouth. He licked the sweat off her face in
broad continuous strokes relishing the taste of her moist, salty skin.

The boy stood above him in the shadows. Looking up, Wally saw
a mirror-image of himself staring back "at him. The two figures
disappeared, first the boy, then Julie. Getting up off the floor, Wally
stood naked and alone in the bedroom of his mind.

He opened his eyes, his body shaking with fear, his hands warm
and sweating. Feeling the wetness around his mouth, he wiped the
saliva off his chin. “Why did you make me do that?” he asked, his
voice shaking with fear.

“1 didn’t,” she said.

“] wanted to...to force myself on her.”

“It was just a dream,” she said. “Don’t take it so literally. Maybe
it means you just want control of your life, or maybe you want her to
stop controlling you.”

“She doesn’t control me.”

“Anyway,” she said, getting up. “My part in your story is over.”
Leaving her raft behind, Amanda ran toward the water. “You're going
to have to find the answer yourself.”

“Wait a minute!” Wally yelled. “You can’t just leave me here like
this!”

“It's your story,” she shouted. “You end it!” She swam toward the
rock walls.

Wally watched her, wondering if he should follow. Looking at the
barrier across the beach, he imagined a trio of mermaids sunbathing
on the rocks, kicking up water with their tails as Amanda lay down
beside them.

Recalling the final image in one of T.S. Eliot's poems, he heard the
song of mermaids luring lonely sailors to their watery graves. Perhaps
he could end his story with this image, he thought. Then again,
maybe not. Even Dante had wanted to throw up his quill and say, “To
hell with it.”

He smiled, pitching a seashell into the ocean. It landed in the water
with a small splash, barely making a ripple.
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Leialoha Apo Perkins

The Village Elder and the Chiefs of
Parliament

His sister Kaloni had come from the Church with the children of her
dog husband that had run away on a foreign boat never to return. She
had brought the choice yams, the yams with the long bearded hair, fit
for the eyes and mouths of chiefs. These yams, she said, were sent to
him, Kotoni lau li’i matou nui loa Pu (also called Tokoni in place of
Kotoni) sent by the Church elders who wished him good day, and
long life, seeing that he had been ill with fire water in the chest and
seeing how he sat in front of his house, on the bare ground, covered
with his fine mats, or on a wooden plank across two boards, like a
palangi. But could he please allow himself to answer a question, to
which they hoped he would not tell them that he trusted the foreign
lies that said all men should work for surplus, not for what they
needed, while they, the foreign men, would come to gather up the
yams, talo, and ‘ufi, along with the mouth-red Indian melons big as a
woman with child, and take all to their country where people paid big
and smart for such goods? Would he give answer to their question,
they asked the sister Kaloni, sister of Kokoni lau li'i mitou nui loa Pu.
Would he give answer to their question they asked the sister Kaloni,
sister of Kotoni lau li'i would he give them answer that they could
understand as men of the falo land, of ‘ufi, and yams that are precious
even to chiefs? So he, Kotoni lau li’i matou nui loa Pu, Head Elder of
the elders of the village, was sorely puzzled to accept or not to accept
the gift of yams from the villagers of the Church, which was, in
Houmalels, that belonging to all the villagers therein who were
registered with the government for ‘api lands in the town and for
seven acres of garden lands in the uta.

Kotoni lau li’i matou nui loa Pu, Head Elder of the elders of the
village was much troubled: he was put to answer what he himself did
not understand. The question seemed simple. But it had the feel of an
octopus’ probing tentacles about it.

And what—he asked his sister, who made him weak in the knees,
for her gentle ways, which many admired her so much for that they
gave her small duties that properly belonged to very important people,
people with many fine mats (none of which she had) and even to men
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without children (many, six, of which she did have).—And what,
Tokoni lau Ii'i matou nui loa Pu asked, do they wish to know, beyond
what they know of asking?—“What, my sister,” Kotoni lau lii matou
nui loa Pu asked, of his sister, “do they ask, but which you know well
they have not asked, but would ask?”

At the kalapa kava, the past week, all men had talked, in turn, in the
coconut leaf fale, and no man had made sense of what the men, many
of them chiefs, of parliament, had done with monies that did not
belong to them, said the Young Peoples’ Newsletter, properly called
Ke Kolea, after a sea bird of long flights north in the winters and south
in the summers. These birds like the young men that wrote for it, as
though fugitives from the storms of the season, were much found on
the lonely beaches of the atolls. Like such, they hungered. Monies that
belonged, instead, said the Young Peoples’ Newsletter, Ke Kolea, to all
the people, for schools, roads, fish ponds, garden fences, and
settlement of quarrels, before a judge, as between a man and his wife
when one divorces the other for adultery: These were stolen by the
chiefs, while conducting lawful businesses in the name of the people.
This what was said in the Young Peoples’ Newsletter Ke Kolea, Kaloni
answered: Shame on our parliament that it takes from the poor and
gives to the rich!

That Sunday, in the pulpits, some of the newest church ministers,
just finished with their two year training in Iesu Tahuhipa Seminary,
at Famanga, along Hihifo Road, in the West, asked, in the same way,
what the Church elders asked, stroking their white bushy beards, “Did
Iesu not say with a whip, when he met money changers in the
temple, where before there had been worshippers of the Spirit, ‘What
do ye in the House of the Lord, defiling it with your cheap and paltry
barter, making out that this, the House of God, is the Marketplace,
instead?”” The people of the congregation that heard the young,
tongue lashing shepherds, with wind storms in their voices and fire
tongues in their cryings out, went away nodding their heads. But
surely, they said to each other the chiefs would come forward and
explain.

Monday came and went. No chief came forward, And the villagers,
with the Church elders, grew restless, not knowing how to meet the
hot stone words of the young men against the water silence of the
chiefs. A few among those meeting, being neither young nor chiefs but
loyal and kindly, that had, at election time, said, to one and all, that
the chiefs would govern in the spirit of Justice and Love, for all the
people of the land, in the name of Iesu Christo, now hung back from
the querying crowd.
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Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu shook his head sadly and took the
choice yams that his sister had put down on the ground, at his feet,
as he sat on a mat in front of his coconut leaf fale, all the while
wondering if rain would come, and if it came, would it bring floods
or not? Now his thoughts settled on this new matter that he knew his
sister and the children of her dog husband had already settled in their
minds, the yams already fired in the ‘umu, and already, quickly, in
their minds, tasting hot and roasting their tongues before fleeing down
their throats, to sit wonderfully in the long half-empty bellies. Always
they looked big, on the outside. In the mornings when he wrapped
the children up inside the lavalava, he saw for how little the lavalava
held. He was moved to kiss them for the pity that he felt.

He knew that his sister’s chidren of the dog husband would all go
out of the house, after eating, being happy to play marbles on the
coconut whisk broomswept ground, and laugh at everything, because
for how long had they not tasted yams? The walls of their mouths felt
the goodness of roasted yams already, from the yearning of their
collapsed bellies, he knew. He, too, had been one like them. For the
children, hiding behind the skirt of their father’s wife, the brother of
their mother was a kindly but silent man. They looked at him with
big, watery saucer-sized eyes. So he, Kotoni lau li’i matou nui loa Pu,
said to his sister, the daughter of his mother’s big belly when she, his
mother, his father’s fifth wife, was grey of hair: “Very well, for the
children of your dog husband and for the villagers, I will take this gift
of wonderfully long-haired yams and give them my answer. But first
you must leave me, and let no one come into my fale, but leave me
to be alone with my answer, which as yet sits sorely, for it is not clear
to me, any more than to those wise men of the Church, how to
account for the members of parliament and their taking of monies that
the Young Peoples’ Newsletter Ke Kolea charges belongs to all the poor,
not to the rich. Are they, the members of parliament, not our Elders,
too? Our chiefs have from Time Immemorial claimed all rights that
ensure their safety and well being, and it is their right to do as they
please, so as not to be ashamed to have nothing. That is the way of
our Ancestors. And we, who must give them all things they need, and
cannot have, in this Day of Foreign Money, must pass to them instead
from hand to hand peps with numbers and the Paramount Chief’s
picture on every bill, which we do not understand how to get, unless
it is by working our gardens and fishing the sea, and selling all, for
the well-being of those who take care of us in the government. And
do we wish our chiefs to look poor and thin as dogs that have eaten
nothing for days, or to be mistaken for sticks that must stand up
without water? Is it not for us to care for our Chiefs? But now, it is
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our chiefs who wish to take care of themselves, and what is it that we
do not like about that, but that they have, Ke Kolez said, taken
everything that rightfully belongs to us, the people, who have nothing,
not even enough to feed the children with big bellies and the sisters
belonging to dog husbands like you. But go, and do what it is for you
to do, and I will do what I can, of my part.”

And his sister of a dog husband took herself off with a happy step,
and behind her, all six children, half without clothes to cover their
private parts and half with clothes only to cover their private parts, so
that always she had need for only one half sets of clothes, that is,
three sets of full clothes, to cover all six, at any one time, the children
changing the parts of the clothes when they needed to, which meant
the littlest often went without any, and always therefore wore the
slime running down their noseés into their mouths, instead, for they
were cold, and there was nothing to be done for so many, all,
properly covered, in particular the eldest, a young girl, budding into
a flower already, although she was only eight years old, smart, and
with loving ways not unlike those of a full grown woman with cow’s
eyes at evening time.

Kaloni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu set about planning what to do, and
having decided, called out to a young neighbour’s son, passing by his
fale, to fetch the ‘ofisikolo, the village officer, to come. But when the
‘ofisikolo came, he demurred to take part in the enterprise. “It is,” he
said, “not for me to share what is a Church Elder’s concern, or even
your concern, as Village Elder of the elders; for a law is in the boiling,
by the members of Parliament to bind our tongues, on pain of
scorching—all those of us who are paid by the government, on matters
that are not strictly within our duties to do but for which our lips may
wax hotly, for one side or another, against the government, which is
for the good of all the people and not like a body cut up like a pig,
the head to go to the chief, and the legs to his helpers, and the rest
to others still, until there is no more pig to speak of.”

And this young man stood up to go. bowing slightly out of respect
but, pretending that the leaf ceiling was much too low for his full
officer’'s height, smiled strangely. He turned as if to leave, then
stopped.

“You know,” he said, “what it means to be a traitor to the chiefs?
Treason,” he said sharply, pronouncing the word softly, as though it
were a snake leaving his hissing mouth, “bears fruit by hanging.”

He paused, watching the Elder through narrowed eyelids: “Were
you, a Village Elder, to begin, what is there left of our village
government? Every man would judge his chief. Every man would be
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a chief.” He then left. He was like a man whose parts had been sorely
tried and his honor stained.

Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu cast about for another plan. This
time, however, he himself went, instead, in the manner of one who
was not the Elder of the elders, and not even an elder, but no elder
at all. He went to see a younger ‘ofisikolo, of the next village, who had
a brother. That brother did not belong to the Church of Valoloaloa,
which was the church that had sent for him to settle the trouble that
was like deep, disturbed waters over their minds.

This young ‘ofisikolo belonged to the Church of Kapetani-niu-hou,
(also called Kapitenihou) in the village next to Valoloaloa. He was an
upright member of Valoloaloa. He was a good man, married only a
fortnight, but much versed in the Good Book With Old News Told
Anew.

It is said that this young man was looked favourably upon, for the
unbelieving, among the Church and even among the foreign devils
themselves that came to urge all to work for surplus. They it was who
pressed that man was to work not only for what is needed on that
day by his family, but for what any man could keep against another
man and his family who stood hungry outside his house. This young
‘ofisikolo had risen up and answered, “Behold the lillies of the field!”
Of the villagers who had rushed forth to grab more than was needed,
many fell backward in shame. This young man was well favoured. He
was also one who admired Kotoni lau li’i matou nui loa Pu, bringing,
at Christmas time, half a roasted suckling pig, with a New Freeland
apple roasted between the teeth, and many hands of banana, if his
plantation, which stood on an adjacent atoll belonging to his father’s
original village, bore much fruit to sell in the marketplace. It was he
who agreed, as Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu asked, to tell his
father’s brother’s ninth son, who was a teacher in the Kula Elementari,
all there was to know, so that this ninth son of his father’s brother
could answer forthrightly the questions put to him by Kotoni lau li'i
matou nui loa Pu, in front of all the Church Elders, together with all
the elders of the village, and the villagers, some of whom were quick
to make much fun of the Chiefs, or the Church, or the old men of the
Village, among them the elders themselves, just as the foreigners did
when they understood nothing, and thinking it strange that they
understood nothing in a foreign country, made much laughter over
their black ignorance until some young man, waiting for them in the
dark of the road, gave them a lesson as all red-blooded warriors do,
to make the white man foreigner a person of small account because of
his ready, foolish mouth.
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So the date was set. Only those persons belonging to the village of
Valoloaloa, and no others were to come. None from Kapetanihou, for
example, were to come, that they might go home and make much
trouble for their own elders and the Church of Valoloaloa, and
especially for the young ‘ofisikolo and his cousin, who was a good man,
an upright elder of the Church of Kapetanihou, and newly married
since a fortnight. Both of them much admired Kotoni lau li'i nui loa
Pu. Many people came, with mats, and some with ‘ufi and roast pork,
and the spinach—like lau that is used to wrap fish, marinated in
coconut cream and eaten on Sunday midday feasts. The Elders and the
Church Deacons with the Minister sat up front on very finely woven
mats, bordered in bright pink and yellow yarn from New Freeland,
and because it was somewhat chilly, the elders, deacons, and minister
wore tapa over their shoulders as chiefs of old. These spoke very
quietly. And then were silent.

The inquisition began, first with prayer and then with a kava
ceremony. All the important men drank. It was a very good thing to
do in front of all villagers, none of whom was to belong to any village
outside of this same one, Valoloaloa of which Kotoni lau li’i matou nui
loa Pu was not the Elder of elders. He was the Elder of Elders of the
Church at Kapetanihou, among the ironwood trees, at the water’s
edge.

It was noted that not even the Chief of Valoloaloa was present. He
was suddenly called away, in need, that very morning, to visit a dying
sister on an atoll across the water. So there were no Chiefs at that
meeting. There were only the Elders and the people of no account,
with questions troubling the deeps of their minds, for which Kotoni
lau li'i matou nui loa Pu was to speak up, it was said, for all, about
what and how the Chiefs of Parliament had stolen monies belonging
to them, the people.

“O Kotoni lau li’i matou nui loa Pu! O Elders of the Valoloaloa! O
Gracious Churchmen of the Almighty Good God!” the young Kula
Elementari teacher began, having cleared his throat, where the bitter
taste of the kava lay bitter, “Know you how much a civil servant of the
government earns, after he works eight hours a day, all day in shoes,
in an office that sometimes has no windows facing the east or the
west, the north or the south to see the sun, to feel the light, or to
watch the clouds that come black like smoke rolling in thunder, or
white like sea foam and the good rains, the civil servant that works in
an office with much paper and pencils and ink from Niu Freeland for
writing, writing on tables costing much money, and tapping machines
for writing down numbers and words, also, all day? Do you know
what an ‘ofisi kalaki in his clerking makes once every fortnight?”
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The elders and churchmen shook their heads, although some indeed
knew better than most others, and many thought it indeed good to
hear, anyway, from this Tevolo Work week teacher of the palangi
science knowing of pepa tohi.

“Tatti-seven tangana,” the young man said and, smiling, almost like
with pleasure, but bitterly, bitterly, “for food, house, clothes, and
seeds for the garden, for water, and if he had electricity in his house,
electricity, and sometimes an extra for the relatives that help him with
the harvest, that they may go home with food in their bellies after a
hard day of working in the coconut groves, or the talo patch, or
weeding the sweet potatoes.... It leaves him little for meat, so that
sometimes he must kill one of his dogs and, with coconut cream, eat
that, his own dog, to fill his belly well. I say all this, most respected
Elders, not to take up your ear listening time but to make clear what
the charge says and how it means, by comparison with what the
Chiefs of Parliament, it is charged, have taken from you and me, the
poor, for themselves, the rich, the Chiefs, indeed, to whom we give
everything, and now from whom we are taken.

“First, however, let me say that the charge says as follows: that on
such and such a day, at such and such a time, in such and such an
hour, such and such Chiefs—most, but not all of the Chiefs of Parlia-
ment, sat together and made out that they were conducting a meeting
to approve monies for the building of new schools, in new places, that
would need new roads, and with that, many new things to go into the
school, the places, the roads. This is what the Young Peoples’
Newsletter Ke Kolea says. It says this with very close looking at how
much, down to the tangana, was taken by each Chief, and not all
chiefs, for himself, and each senitini, thereafter.

“This the, Chiefs first did, meeting on such and such a day, of such
and such an hour, at such and such a place, with this man and that,
but not all. Then, as according to the law of the land, made also by
such Chiefs and men of Parliament, after thirty minutes, they were
finished; and for that, they received their due monies, as according to
the records is proper for them to do. But after twenty minutes, they
met again, to continue the same meeting met aforehand; and in thirty
minutes, they finished this meeting, too, leaving their mats, to go out,
to smoke, as some do, to talk, as others would, to eat, as some might;
and after some more minutes they met again, talking this time about,
according to the record, related things having to do with the good of
all the people, not only of chiefs. And so it went, they, the Chiefs of
Parliament, but not all, meeting for a sum of two hands, twice, or
twenty times, and on the record, therefore, winning by this way of the
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law, each one, one fausani and fifty-eight tangana (Outerralian tala),
which is one tausani and ninety nine tangana Fuwi.”

“In how many hours did they all this do, and for how much,
again?” Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu asked,” that all in the clearing,
under the Breadfruit tree of the Church, may hear clearly what the
sums taken were, by the strange will of God, Amen.”

“In three hours and ten minutes,” the young ‘ofisikolo from the
village of Kapetanihou repeated. “In that time, each man received one
tausani and fifty-eight tangana Outerralian, and some senitini, seventeen,
I think, in addition, which in Foui is one tausani and ninety-nine
tangana, on this morning’s exchange, at the breaking of the sun.”

“Of the same, one day only?”

“Yes, the same, one day, that is three hours and ten minuke, by the
Niu Freeland clock in Government House, and the Banko, and the
Friendly Islands House of Guests, and the Posts for Ships’ Landings.”

A buzzing, of amazement, sprang up.

“And what did the Chiefs of Parliament say,” Kotoni lau li'i matou
nui loa Pu persisted, raising his very fine, drum of a voice like
thunder over the ripple of amazement, “of this charge in that Young
Peoples’ Newsletter, Ke Kolea? What said the Chiefs of this fearless
Young Peoples’ charge?”

“They asked, ‘Who gave you the right to see and look at govern-
ment papers when you are not government persons? Who? Are you
chiefs, such as we, privileged by the people of the land to rule and
govern for their own good, the good of all? Who gave out these
figures?’”

“And what was their answer?” Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu
asked patiently.

“’Noname, the man, indeed,’”” was the answer, but the Chiefs were
angry, nevertheless, for if the government papers were seen by a Niu
Freeland or an Outerralian, there was little that the Chiefs could do to
punish him, to take away his work, and ridicule him in front of all.
For the Constitution of 1861, based on that of the Paramount Chief of
Wahai’i of 1848, which holds that each man in the country is free.
Such a government belongs to him, as well as to the heads, who are
Chiefs, and that if there are bad things done by the Chiefs, it is for
each man in the country to stand up and be counted as knowing it,
and saying so, to make things right again.

“But the Chiefs were very angry. ‘It is not for beggars,” the Chiefs
of Parliament said, ‘to question us Chiefs as though we are like dogs.
Pups do not question bulldogs. Do you know the head from the tail?
Do you know what wags and what is wagged, the head from the tail?’
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“The Chiefs spoke with fire: ‘These matters are chiefly matters,
which government matters are,” they said.

“And these Chiefs pushed forward an investigation to find out who
the Noname betrayer of Chiefs was, the betrayer of Chiefly Ways and
Chiefly Matters. They pushed forers may buy more from Outreralia
than Outreralia buys from them. So it was worth less, worth, that day,
less than on other days, than on the day before, when the sun broke
the sky. It was, yes, less that day, but by two percent, two senitini to
the fala. And it could go on getting less and less in worth, until it was
worth nothing.”

“And who received what sums, with his two hands, for three hours
of work, opening and closing meetings that concerned all the people
of the country, not just the chiefs?” Kotoni asked.

“The highest ranking received the most, but one non-Chief received
as much. They were Matoulufa’a Hamoavafa’ava’ila, Tupi’ulele
Hengafane, Sipitine’eholofousupine’emaita’i...”

“And how many were those with hands outstretched to receive
these monies?”

“Fa lima me fitu, in the end. It began with five, but grew to twenty-
seven. Twenty-seven, as the foreign banko counts on the machine
tikitiki.” :

“Tausani fa lima me fitu? Twenty seven tausani? For three hours’
work?”

Thunderstruck, the Church Deacons straightened their spines, held
their chests out. “And our roof leaks!” one said between his teeth.

“And there is monies to be sent to Afiliki for the children that have
no food in the bellies!” the Treasurer of the Church exclaimed, for this
one knew that if insufficient monies were collected from villagers, he,
as its ‘ofisi banko, would have to take money out of his own pocket,
and save the honour of the village church before the face of the world.
There was a low rumbling, from the crows. But from somewhere, an
amused laughter at the cleverness of the scheme could be heard.

“Stop up that foolish mouth with a goat’s laughter!” the Church
minister cried out to the young men, in the audience, who had begun
to mimic the Chief Sipitine’eholofousupine’emaila’i, well known for his
cunning, and his protection of a House of the Fokisi, which, he said,
being the oldest profession in the world, is like any other business, at
any port, such as allows a man and woman to earn a decent living
from talents provided by God: “Those who look well upon its
female...” someone cried out, but the talk ended, like a bottle stopped
up and the gas inside making no fizz-fizz noise, because dead.

“The Chiefs, you are saying, did not say it was not so? It was not
true: they failed to say that?” Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu

67



persisted. Such was his voice, kindly, so that it was not hard to
answer such a good man, and to listen thereunto.

The young Kula Elementari teacher smiled and bowed, partly in
understanding perhaps for the stupidity of the Chiefs, but not all
Chiefs, as he said. “They asked,” he said, “’And who made known
this knowledge, which belongs only to the men of the government,
those Chiefs who work to do good to all the people and not only to
chiefs alone? Who made this known? And no one coming forward to
say, Aye, I did this, no one coming forward, to throw himself at their
feet, as did the Prodigal Son, in the way of his father, upon coming
home, the Chiefs then grew fierce, almost as warriors of old, their
jaws meeting together like those of sharks, and then opening and
meeting again,and then still again, the Chiefs, but not all, in their fine
mats, which ran from the underarm to the knee, and in rare tapa,
underneath, also, all of such magnificence to behold, but for no pay,
they, the Chiefs, met, and for no salary at all, this time. They met to
make a new law, namely that from heretofore, no man, woman, child,
animal, friend, foe, foreigner, and tevolo of the night time may take
away government knowledge like a dog that steals in the night. Man
came not forward to pay them homage and make right a very grave
wrong. They, the Chiefs, met and made a new law: namely that from
heretofore, no man, woman, child, animal, friend, foe, foreigner, and
tevolo of the night time may take away government knowledge like a
dog that steals in the night. And he whosoever doeth those things to
the government shall have his life to pay for it, inside the prison at
Tolaupulu, on the atoll that is alone, open to the winds of the
southwest, and to the sea at the northeast. And no wahine will he see.
And no child. But live he as a cast off dog to rot in the sun, on the
coral, and the atoll rich all around with reefs and sharks and octopus
and monster crabs and land snails that creep in gold houses along the
sand but bite their poison in a man'’s feet, to kill, there, immediately,
so that his body turns black, his face red, and his tongue bloated like
sick fish dying on the sand, to make him fall down and die, alone, no
family, no village friends, no government, which he gave up for his
own self-knowing, and its pleasures, to his Chief’s shame. That is the
law. The Chiefs, each one, said, ‘Aye, aye, aye, aye, aye’, five times
the two hands and one hand and two fingers together, all speaking
agreement thereunto.”

“And what says the Paramount Chief of all this?”

“He said, ‘It is good that the Paramount Chief to Be, who is the
son of the Paramount Chiefess, was out of the country, on that day,
at that hour, from that place, And not among these. It is good that the
Chief of the Arts and Rare Knowledges of the Ancestral Lines of the
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House of Chiefs was sick, that day, that hour, from that place, and if
he had not been, that is, as he is of forgetful of memory, he might
have testified he was among them! So he could not have gone to the
meeting and brought shame upon the Paramount, his Chief. He went
instead to a feast. It was at his newest estate which is seventeen
kilometers away where the people of his village paid him high honour
in song and dance. All day, there were flowers at his neck, smelling
sweetly, so that he, returning after the moon was up in the midnight
sky, slept on his mat with his good wife, together, all night, for it was
cold and windy, and all was asleep, and that was good. ‘It is good’,
said the Paramount Chief, ’‘that the highest members of Parliament,
belonging to the House of the Paramount Chief by blood, marriage,
adoption, or honour, were absent then, some being, as they were,
lazy, indeed, to stir from their fale, others being busy with planting
and harvesting, indeed, to stir from their rest afterward. And lo and
behold! Such persons that were absent on that day, that hour, that
place, came, lo and behold! from the Wellesleyana Church School,
which is a school that teaches Christian ways, which is good. For the
government that cares for all the people and not for chiefs alone, but
surely, surely, for Chiefs, also is the Chiefs” School in Niu Freeland.

“That is a wise Paramount Chief,” the Church minister said,
beaming that his Church was credited with such Christianly men for
all to understand for themselves, if they had ears to hear and eyes to
see.

“Amen!” said the Church Deacons, nodding happily, some slapping
their thighs, as though in dance, but from relief.

“Rubbish!” somebody said, softly, but clearly, and all turned to see
who it was. But inasmuch as no head was unturned, there was no one
to see who had said such a rude thing on such an occasion of
importance of self-congratulation at other people’s discovered thefts.

Then it came into the mind of Tokoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu that
he had not asked the most important question of the son of the
‘ofisikolo’s father’s brother’s ninth son. So he leaned forward, almost
to whisper, not knowing what must be told, and if it was good for the
villagers, as well as the Church people of Valoloaloa, to hear with their
own ears. Every man, woman, child, dog, grass, and the spirits of the
ancestors (these, walking up and down the grounds, or riding the air
on the soundless wind blowing like a cool woman'’s fan on a sweating
forehead of a sick man, blowing blowing all): “And how much, for the
month that monies were taken? How much, for the four weeks?”

The young Kula Elementari teacher looked down at his book, put on
the floor in front of him, where he sat cross-legged, as all men do
who must sit in the land of Talo, ‘Ufi, and yams:
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“One took with his hands one fausani for one month, that one,
during mahina Malaki, the March moons, when the wind blows sharp
before the rain comes; but the Chief of the Chiefs took fourteen
tausani, that one same month; and a member of the Parliament, not a
Chief, not a Chief, took with his own hands twelve tausani in that
mahina, that mahina o Malaki, when the wind blows sharp before the
rain comes,” the young teacher reported.

“And for how many months took the Chiefs all the monies belong-
ing,” Ke Kolea said, “to the poor and not to the rich—how many
months, put together as in one bundle to take out of the House of
Treasures?” persisted Kotoni lau li’i matou nui loa Pu.

“Two hundred tausani tangana, in the Malaki, and four hundred
tausani tangana in Apelili, and eight hundred tausani tangana in Mei, Ke
Kolea said. Ke Kolea said this in the black ink on peps, black ink from
Initia, for all who have eyes to see with their own eyes.” And the
young teacher from the Kula Elementari held up for all eyes in front of
him, especially those eyes of the elders of the Church of Valoloaloa,
as-well as for the eyes of the elders of the village of Houmalels and
Kapetanihou. Then he turned the pepa to the eyes of the villagers, who
looked and looked, screwing their heads to try to see each one—to see
the number two hundred tausani, four hundred tausani, eight hundred
tausani, in one, two, and three round moons’ time.

“Did the people these monies make?” Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa
Pu asked steadily. “How come by the government to receive into the
House of Treasures this money, very big, indeed, for the peoples, who
poor are, indeed.” Kotoni’s voice staggered, trying to keep pace with
what his ears had taken in, for his mind was in underside of its tin
roof, now struggling to be certain of what had fallen from the mouth
of the Kula Elementari teacher, who was young and untried and
without fear or hope about his words.

And those who were relatives and friends and neighbours of
relatives and friends of the Chiefs were very glad to hear Kotoni lau
li’i matou nui loa Pu ask, for he asked steadily, this question for the
poor, who do not have except by a miracle of the God in Heaven
1,400,000 tangana, in three months, not even, it was said, when the
rains that kill the bananas and the falo, ‘ufi, yams, and the hurricane
winds that whip the ocean waters into the land drown the pigs and
blow away the boats of the fishermen high up onto the reefs. “Not
even the poor peoples have such money, is not that right?”—“Right?”
the poor people there asked and answered among themselves, smiling,
smiling and knowing the wan smile at Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa
Pu. A good man, indeed, was he, of the Church of Valoloaloa, and its
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village, and perhaps also a foolish man of the same church and the
same place.

The young teacher who sat with his legs crossed like a man, his
book of numbers in front of him on the mat, sat up straight. He
looked at Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu. “The government of Niu
Freeland, the government of Outreralia, the government of Newinites,
of Otokoyo, of Mannheri, and the Great Good Government of Anguisi,
these are they who gave such monies for the poor to rebuild houses,
after the last sikilone the mad wind that tears the Casuarina up by the
roots and over the land into the water, that picks up a man’s house
and throws it to the ground like a box of small sticks. The monies
were for the poor, from the governments far away over the sea. But
all monies given were put into one pot, for the government, by the
government, and the Chiefs thought, for them to work, like poor men,
on shifts, sometimes in six shifts, in a day of three hours, to give to
themselves instead. So Ke Kolea says. And the document papers sit
before us, so it is true.”

The Church deacons were now rubbing their hands, as if these were
like ice in the quiet wind; and the minister of the Church pulled his
thick black moustache to the side, first to one side, then to the other.
“There,” Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu said, bowing slightly with his
head at the Deacons and the Elders all—“There it is: what you sesk to
know,” he said.

And the relatives, friends, neighbours of relatives and friends of the
Chiefs smiled to themselves like people very happy to hear the good
news of the black book cheating. Only the poor villagers who had no
relatives, friends, and neighbours of relatives and friends of the Chiefs
looked very, very quiet of face, but said nothing, said nothing that no
one who had the right to speak could say openly if he was a
government person, and wanted nothing of the atoll where the wind
blows hard, and sharks, octopus, and snails with poison bites go up
and down, to eat or capture, or poison a man, as with any other
animal that crosses their way.

“You will make judgement for us to think about, Kotoni lau li'i
matou nui loa Pu?” the Church minister said, and his Deacons
nodding gravely. “What say you to all this?” the Church minister
asked Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu, “What say you, Kotoni of the
small leaf that we much, much stay together with?”

The name of Kotoni was not a Chiefly name, but was a good name,
fitting for one born of the village where he lived still, and known to
many, both in Fuwi and outside, in the land far away, Niu Freeland,
Ourtreralia, Anguisi, for once, as a boy, he had saved the Paramount
Chief from drowning at sea, when a swell rose like a mountain and
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swallowed many atolls, and the banana groves, coconut plantations,
talo, ‘ufi, and yams, all, all swallowed up by the wave that came like
a mountain and ate all good things up, taking them all to sea, for the
fish, the shark, the octopus.

“Aye,” said Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu. “As you ask, so will
I say, having heard all, and if such is as the matter stands, aye, so I
will say.”

And Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa Pu stood up, for he was an old,
graying man, sturdy as the hill of Saione, and in a voice very gentle,
very soft, almost like a prophet longing after righteousness, as it was
said afterward, long afterward, of those who heard him say, “So I will
say,” this one said. “It is wrong. The church walls crumble from the
inisiketi-wood-eating worms, and no money to put the old walls up
together better after sawing off the rotten parts of that same one; the
children go in the streets with bloated bellies, and in their sleep, cry,
for the inside rubbing of the belly like old dry pepa making elekisetricite,
and the old go blind from the white mist that grows over the eyes to
hide what they see, and the young men go to the ksva house, day and
night, to take kava because no more work is there from the govern-
ment for them to make tangana, to buy the good things in the white
man’s store. the white man that wants us villagers to work more and
more, more than a man needs, that he may sell, and sell, in his store,
for his money, the white man’s money, for him, who will sell us
nothing, unless we give him not our talo, ‘ufi, yams, coconut, or
breadfruit, but money, the tangana, which is put onto the Qutreralia
tala, so that we the poor have little to live on, but these Chiefs (not
all, but five) and these certain Commoners acting like big chiefs as
they are not, most surely, eat up the monies that the palangi in his
store likes, likes so much, his government gives our government
monies to help the poor, but no, no, our Chiefs do not do good by
us. They steal from the poor. To feed their fat bellies through the big
red mouths that we, the poor, have fed all this time, even when we
have little or nothing for ourselves. We have given them too much, in
honour. They want more. They steal. And we die. Those are my
thoughts,” Kotoni lau 1i’i matou nui loa Pu said, and quietly, as he
had come with his mat, he stooped, picked it up, rolled it, and
bowing to the Church minister, his Deacons, the elders of the village,
he went off. People stepped aside for him, like one who by his own
mouth had put death upon himself, because people respected him
much, and he saw much, and could tell no falsehood, in the face of
all. Amen!

“True!” said someone, clearly, loudly, and all heads turning to see
who it was. But no one was found to see who it was. No one saw
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who. But Kotoni lau 1li’i métou nui loa Pu went home. In his kitchen,
he took a knife, cut a piece of rope, strung it over the ceiling beams,
pulled on it to test its hold, made a noose, placed his head in it, and
hanged himself.

And his sister Kaloni, the yams in the belly, in her children’s
shrunk up bellies but now weighed down with the good things they
ate with cream coconut, these all went to Kotoni lau li'i matou nui loa
Pu to seek him on his mat in front of his fale. But found they, instead
(and the ‘ofisikolo and his father’s brother’s ninth son who was a
teacher in the Kula Elementari, and the minister of the village Church
of Valoloaloa, all these having borne forth suckling pigs, apples in the
mouths, and the long bearded yams, both cooked and uncooked, and
talo, ‘ufi, and banana in baskets made from the coconut leaves) all
these found Kotoni lau li’i matou nui loa Pu, Kotoni the small leaf of
us many who keep together as one, dead, hanging in his own kitchen
house, by his own rope, cut with his own knife, by his own hands.

Some months later, the Fearless Young Ones, for whom Kotoni lau
li’i matou nui loa Pu had spoken up, had given his life, sealing his
fate by his testimony into the truth of certain ways of certain Chiefs
of Parliament, before the Elders and in the open air for the people of
the Wellesleyana Church of the village of Valoloaloa—these same
Fearless Young Ones, the ‘ofisikolo and his father’s brother’s ninth son
the Kula Elementari teacher, were elected to Parliament. They then
stood side by side with those same Chiefs that they had shamed by
their own looking into the government books, after reading Ke Kolea’s
words about the dealings. And they began in the good name of the
people of Fuwi to do what Kotoni lau li’i matou nui loa Pu would
never himself have chosen to do: to speak up, because the people
required that'someone speak up, and hold their own against the Chiefs
(not all, but five), and to go on, as any government must, after it has
lost, but in the losing, also, gained new voices from the young.
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Pornography

Now.

1

see

you
completely,
I

see

the
Oriental
in

your
eyes.
And
something
inside
me
sharpens—
Chink.
Change
me.

Lie
beneath
me.
Stay.
Stay—

I

want

to

fuck
you,
feel
your
flesh
tear
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my
hands,
apart,
again,
again—
Coin-
cunt,
tit,

tongue:

feed
me.
Make
me
feel.
Fill
me.
Do
not
fail
me,

thing.
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Sue Kwock Kim

Blue Rapids and Moon

after Whang Jin-hee (c. 1506-44)

Desert me if you can, my love,

while the moon'’s eye blazes at its full,
Drenching even the stony gorge

with voluptuous, falling silver;
Abandon me before I gaze

too long, and cannot recognize
Your face, charred and shocking

after the heart withdraws its light.
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Picture Bride: Sacramento,
(from a photograph)

I camp my head on my arms afterwards.
Not because it was hard,

but because it was easy:

the jagged wire shoved soundlessly
between my legs,

the dumb spasms,

and the jelly afterbirth, sliding down
my thighs onto the dust, hissing.

I sit for awhile,

trying to understand my silence—

the rhythms of it, its peculiar shudders.

They are tongues my mouth aches to hold.

Later, doing laundry,
I slap fabric on stone,
press grey cloth deep down into water.

I don’t know how

you found out, but this time
you didn’t leave any teeth,
bringing the two-by-four

down on my mouth

until the wood shattered—a thick
bib of blood-soaked splinters
dragging from my chin.

I see no end.

Sue Kwock Kim
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As soon as it’s safe,

I gather the bleached bits of tooth
and throw them behind my shoulder.
For a moment they seem

to plant themselves, clutching the dirt
like soldiers, straining against

falling upward.

I.

That night the house is stormed by them,
their torches turning the walls

into a sudden belly of flame.

All around, the shocked jaws of termites
unclenched slowly,

dribbling wood-pulp.

As you crawl outside,

I cup my hands by the pump,

bring the warm, stuttering water to my mouth.
I don’t touch you.

I just watch your face,

heaving with flames—your skin

finally scalded to a hue closer to my own.

I fill my mouth again.

The water hardens to glass in my throat,
a clear caul of steel

no man can push through.

It can feed me for days.
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Tanka

Dashing on my way

I crush dozens of red ants
With unnerving speed
Before they could realize

That they have immortal souls.

Robert Gordon
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Robert Gordon

Blue Pendulum

Like the bluest of all pendulums in a black world
There is the mind’s swoop from the breathtaking
Blankness of rage confronting the clank of ovens

In some Nazi camp odorous of hellish burnt toast

To the dullness of multiple retorts lined up in a

Sanitary crematorium with its scrubbed ambience
Which yet cannot hide a drifting whiff of sickly

Mustiness signalling that inside lurks a roast

That overworked ovens produced low quality calcium
Which could have been used for toothpaste in the
Hustling and bustling economy of the Third Reich
As well as splendid heat for that congenial host

When the uniformed messenger gets your signature
For that small neat package of white bone powder
You may bemuse yourself to learn that a sprinkle
In the ocean creates from its green glow a ghost.
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Nancy Krygowski

Safe

She still looks both ways before
crossing the street
but it’s not the same ritual.

She taught her children fear—

what was coming, what was coming—
nobody cares about you,

certainly not the cars, not the people
in the drivers’ seats

with their worries of money, marriage,
not to mention the miseries

never spoken out loud.

The children grew up,

cried as they told her their nightmares,
argued through all her no’s

and waited for the time

when they wouldn't talk,

when life couldn’t be put into words
sad enough to explain,

when the breath wasn’t worth the effort.

She looks both ways

at the trees that will get
imperceptibly taller,

as the leaves that travel

short afterlives

in a wind she wanted to see,
at the distance to the ocean
and how it will never change.

She heads out, her weight shifting
from one fat leg to the other,

a sideways motion like a monster,
sure no one, nothing '
would hit an old lady.
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Another

Too soon to send another
wandering
shorn and clipped along
the passage, fingers press the yellow
flowers to the glass; this clarity
of vision flawed, yet not
demeaning to those who
live for glimpses rather than a steady
stream, gray
light refracted by the
palpitations
of a fist squeezing
time from every drop,
branching,
hands,
fading,
contol
of
blood and green
and shrapnel

tributaries
so much easier than denying
the thirst exists.
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Joe Knowles

Imagined Post-Coital Pillow Talk

Turn that bright light off—
I can see fine without it
(it's not that dark)

Thomas Mann died in the '50s
When my mom was in high school
and 2 decades before I was born
Jack Kerouac, Jimi Hendrix,

Janis Joplin, and Jim Morrison

all died before I was born

Brother was watching a movie

about the Bismarck while

the cat sauntered cool-like up the staircase
(the coast is clear)

Dictionary has mostly English words, but there are some foreign
words too (that get used a lot by thieving English speakers).
sounds fine, hermana—

Yesterday I read a great book

Today I read another great book,

tomorrow, I think I shall not read a great book,
but rather get a girlfriend

Painters paint the
Golden Gate Bridge
all year long—

cover one side

and now do the other
ever more orange,

a burnt kind of orange that is

Pair of candelabra



glowing candescent-like
on the twenty-foot long
table for 2

illuminating my dinner
brightening my face



Love In Exile
after Chopin

When the fever spoke to him he knew
it wouldn’t be long until he was consumed

the way the carriage that night was overwhelmed
by a sky riddled with the half-truth

of a troubled moon. More than once he swore
the androgynous shadows of trees were you

scraping your way through the night
to make sense of your death and the words

he wanted to give back to the trees, the horse
he saw neutered with a strip of wire just days

before, the one that pulled the carriage that night
as we drove back too late for anything except

the handful of regrets he gave me. I'm sure
he never knew or suspected what happened

between us while he was dying away from you
and there was a certain politeness in his death

as he apologized to each star that night
for never giving thought to their dilemma

of space from one to the next and how
it must be to live so far from anything

that could understand its fear of falling.
We still amuse ourselves despite this world

consumed by plague. In heaven your dead lover
is no longer thin and troubled with the exiles

Brian Ownbey
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we place upon ourselves to never return home
for reasons obscured by time and the darkening

passage of memories revised beyond any truth.
Even this house holds threats of what could happen

if we were to return to what we were before
his leaving. If he has grown tired of waiting

for you, perhaps he is here now, outside
skipping rocks across the frozen pond

and listening to the chirp of the stone
as it skims over the ice and slows to match

the doloroso of wingbeats from starlings
driven away for good, and maybe he laughs now

knowing the useless life of that rock whirling
out to the center of the pond where the ice

is as thin as the delicate skin around
a young boy’s testicles is no better

than our lives, failed and still singing.
Perhaps he has forgiven us for the days

when we undressed in front of his stack
of unfinished work, the back door open

to the pond and the house broken sweetly
with the omen of April’s first cordial wind.

Perhaps we are all forgiven and it takes a lifetime
to understand that what we want is beyond

forgiveness. We are born into this contradiction
and leave the world nothing but our troubles.

Tonight I will undress you for so long
that stars will groan like old widows touching

themselves in fever, and the angels spilling light
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across your body, even the ones who gave

their cocks to God, will hate me for taking you
this way.

R7




Todd Fukunaga

Urban Landscape

The worlds revolve like ancient women
Gathering fuel in vacant lots.
—T.S. Eliot

Energy, Electricity,

Courses through the veins of the city,

And dimly lights fireflies on streetpoles.
The lights grow softer each day that I live...

The transit roars and screeches overhead,

But grows dimmer each moment I live...

The sirens continue to keep time through the streets,
But I do not hear every beat.

I cannot even taste the sewage in the air anymore...

Energy, Electricity,

Courses through the veins of my body,

And sustains that symphony of mind.

They will remove my voice to keep me silent.

Thank God Thank God I grow number each second I live...

I have thought why must I have thought?
Itremainsmydisillusionmentwithdeath.
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Paul Rice

Nightpainting

tonight my platter is the very picture
of Platonic seafood—

the shrimp perfectly pink,

potatoes white as Carrara marble,
romaine shading

from topaz to a fine emerald tip.

I am in the mood for the ocean’s art.
the frame, a beachfront window.
floodlights behind the restaurant
paint the sea a shrill green,

then fade to black void,

the way the world must have been
before the light was said.

in the foreground water,
gulls gather in hundreds
to feed on fish

that feed on the light.

I want to lovg this picture,

but once I loved a woman—

in the seventies, Atlanta.

for good money

she hauled black velvet art,

vans of it, from Mexico City, Matamoros,
then sold it on hot southern roadsides
to gypsy soul of plumber and waitress
hungry for bright matadors,

and the impossible dripping red’s

of a Jesus crowned with thorns.

though her face has faded

to a gauzy oval,
and I can’t remember
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the color of her eyes,

she is not gone

as long as I look at gulls on green water
and can only see brushstrokes

on a background of dark velvet sea.
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Kelly Ritter

Like Straw

Here are the flowers I should have sent,
and the garden: Bury—

do not kneel if he is standing.

Do not offer your hand if he offers his.
Things grow on their own.

The weeds say, they are ashamed.

Here are the pictures you have forgotten:
House in the sun, river in the sun,

you in the sun. They lead you out—

the night wants to outlive you.

You remember your body under siege.

For every dull ache, I plant something
in your honor. For every moment
your hands were in his hands,

he in a dream in another place,

I am asking the sky to stay out longer.
For you, I rearrange him,

each atom to atom

after this, ar_'1d he becomes something else.
Straight on through day, he is

a new flower, what you lose

and have lost, a speck in the chain
like straw through a board,

straight on, no turning.
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Kelly Ritter

Gesture

What is not worth doing over—

An open hand, ungloved, on an iron porch.

The hem of my dress as it catches the cabinet.
What we say, redlly, in close moments.

The small closets of this room. The loud beating.

You try but your disguise is no good. You are
a ferryman, maybe, or a drunk tour guide,
rewriting your journals.

I am parting the weeds between your eyes.
We are nailed to the backs of our chairs.

Say You have dreamed of me while

gardens are being trampled.

And the frame around this picture

outdoes the picture.

Someone directs the guests out the door.

The world is the world is the turn of an arm—

the broken sky opens, nothing comes out.

A photo in a shoebox. A random wind through the yard.
These mistakes, put together, mean everything.
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E.D. Pendarvis

Christmas
or any time, honey

what you'll get from me
is mostly
trouble.

Every holiday
some new
complaint.

Every birthday
an unpleasant surprise.

You'll give me all you have
and I'll want more.

Every time you start out the door
I'll whine.

Every time you turn away
I'll cry.

My hand will always be out.

But, listen, love, listen to me. If there were a war,
and you were missing in action, I'd rescue you

(you’d have misgivings but I'd drag you through

the palmettos to safety). I'd cup your chin in my hand
and swim you home.

But listen. If you were dying, I'd save you. I'd stand

at the foot of the bed, challenge Death to his old game, and,
lousy player that I am,

I'd win anyway.
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Every time you start to die I'll hold you back.
Until one Christmas

when I'm eighty maybe

and getting a little tired myself,

I'll look over at you

then,
naked and empty-handed, you'll nod your head

and while the snow falls all around us

sing me to sleep.
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Meara Day

Locos

Outside the door, a stream of costumed figures danced, beat drums,
blew whistles and trumpets. A man in pink satin wore a mask on his
face and one on the back of his head. He stopped, solemnly turning
his two faces back and forth as I adjusted my camera’s aperture. A
woman wearing a phony moustache danced around us. She pushed
some yellow string into my hands. “Flores,” she laughed.
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Pomegranates

Tonight my mother
perches like a gray bird
beside a white bowl

of pomegranates.

They flare
against her face

creating an odd
balance: She is retelling the family
-myths. In this one, her mouth
is cut and bleeding,

her teeth pop out like seeds;
it is winter—my father is king
of the underworld.

“My mouth” (she says, drawing apart
her lips, exposing scarred
flesh “was pulp...”

I memorize exactly, word
for word, for the hundredth
time:
—“He was quick and strong
as a boxer.

—We’d been married six
months, newlyweds—"

as I pluck a pomegranate
from the bowl, cut it

open, and place one blood—
red seed on my tongue.
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Robert Funge

The Unicorn

I would have liked to encounter one, crossing d wood.
Otherwise what’s the pleasure of crossing a wood?
—Umberto Eco

That it doesn’t exist is the only thing certain.
As a symbol of Christ it appears noble.

That its capture requires a virgin in a forest
is enough to make us wish for its existence.

Like the mermaid it has been sought
by dreamers who cannot endure the half-truth
that what is is all there is, who must conjure

sweet animals with one horn, half-women

seductively riding the seas, or a God
offering everlasting Eden in a dark wood.
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Once Upon A Time

Sometimes I tell a story
that has no ending my grandchild asks
how the story ends I tell her

it has no ending it goes on and on
I told the story to your mother
you will tell the story

in your time you will know

it has no ending no one
you tell the story to will understand
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Susan Kelly-Dewitt

Ms. Sisyphus

Two gargantuan women seize
the sky—one’s a swimmer,

the other’s a diver. Or are they
the same woman, split in two,

twinned? Mummy-women,
aspirin-white, adrift in a heaven
of bandages...The diver dips down

lower, drops like a plumb through the shifting
currents, toward the evening
star, toward the river. The swimmer

pushes something enormous before her, like a cotton
mole with a boulder. I name her Ms. Sisyphus,
watch her scissor her mountain

of twilight with giant feet.

IL

Once when we were poor (iny father

was serving time in prison) our weekly
“treat” was to buy hamburgers and eat

on Kalakaua Boulevard, in a back lot
where, fenced out, we watched the drive-in
movie without sound; every week, Elizabeth
Taylor, Deborah Kerr, or Bette Davis drifted
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like rare butterflies across the screen.

We gazed, like Plato’s shades, at the silent
beings made entirely of projected light—
This was our version of plenty.

III.

The diver rifts in mid-air;

one tulle fist rips. Ms. Sisyphus’
gigantic shoulder muscles puff
up like crinolines, pucker

then twitch. Her arms pull
apart, loose stitch by loose stitch.

She twists to look at me as she
unwinds: Her skull’s unlaced.
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Kalani Chapman

Postmodern Elements of The Three
Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch

Indeterminacy and immanence; ubiquitous simulacra, pseudo-events;...a
new temporality, or rather intertemporality, a polychronic sense of
history; a patchwork, transgressive, or deconstructive approach to
knowledge and authority; an ironic, parodic, reflexive, fantastic
awareness of the moment;...and in society generally, the violence of local
desires diffused into a technology both of seduction and force. (Hassan
xvi)

Any use of the term postmodern is fraught with confusion, due to
the fact that no clear consensus about its meaning exists among
scholars. Postmodernism is an all-encompassing buzz-word which
attempts to capture, in some ways, the vast complexity of the world
in which we live. Because many of the complications in our modern
(or postmodern) world arise from the proliferation of technology,
postmodernism is very concerned with it and its effects on us.
Postmodernism deals with multiplicity and fragmentation; in post-
modern thought, no voices are excluded; all are heard, and the
resulting uproar often leads to ambiguity and confusion. Postmodern
novels often involve mixing genres and playing with subjectivity; in
other words, manipulating point of view in such a way that violates
its traditional modes. Some other, general elements of postmodern
literature are: “dream, parody, play, pun, fragment, fable, reflexive-
ness, kitsch, the gnosis of some ironic Logos on the edge of pure
silence or pure noise.” (Hassan xiii-xiv) In this paper I will highlight
the various postmodern characteristics of Philip Kindred Dick’s novel,
The Three Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch, and decide whether it can be
interpreted as a postmodernist work or not.

A plot summary of the novel may be useful here, but “the usually
difficult task of plot summary becomes nearly impossible...since the
novel studies a shifting world where no reality is stable.” (Warrick
1987, 102) Dick is notorious for his complicated plots and sub-plots,
and this novel is one of his hardest to follow. I turn this arduous task
over to another:
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Can-D [a hallucinogenic drug] allows the system’s demoralized colonists
to retreat into an acceptable fantasy analogue of Earth. Leo Bulero gets
rich by supplying their needs. When Palmer Eldritch returns from the
Prox system with a better drug, Leo is concerned and hostile. The new
drug, Chew-Z, transports its users to universes of their own, which
they can manipulate as they will. These universes all have a common
god, however, and that god is Palmer Eldritch. (Levack 63)

Although it is certainly oversimplified in this brief description, this is
the basic situation in The Three Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch.

A major theme that runs through the novel and Dick’s work in
general is the confusion between illusion and reality that his protago-
nists often encounter. This blurring is usually brought on by an
outside force: drugs, an alien presence, or some sort of contagious
mental illness are frequent causes. Androids and simulacra abound,
and “finding an answer to the question of what is truly human and
what only masquerades as human is, for Dick, the most important
difficulty facing us.” (Warrick 1983, 189) This ambiguity often manifests
itself as a gradually increasing indistinction between the characters as
they begin to experience each others’ subjective realities. This is
indeterminacy, which makes itself apparent throughout the novel,
affecting the reader in a disorienting fashion, causing him or her to
have difficulty in deciding what is genuine and what is ersatz. Dick is
always asking fundamental questions, such as:

Is there an ultimate, absolute reality, and can we know it? As Dick
forces his characters to confront this question in a variety of contexts,
he portrays the basic dilemma of our technological society: we can no
longer tell the real from the fake, the illusory from the substantial; we
no longer have an absolute basis for knowing what is real. (Warren 161)

This indeterminacy wraps itself up in two other themes that were
mentioned above: 1) the patchwork or deconstructive approach to
knowledge and authority; and 2) a technology both of seduction and
force.

If there is a fictional character who can be described as immanent,
it is surely Palmer Eldritch. Webster’s Ninth New Collegiate Dictionary
defines immanent as: “having existence or effect only within the mind
or consciousness;” and immanentism as: “any of several theories
according to which God or an abstract mind or spirit pervades the world”
(my italics). Palmer Eldritch, as mentioned at the end of the plot
summary above, is that abstract mind or spirit pervading the world.
He is the horrible pilgrim (Warrick 1987, 96) who was apparently
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possessed by a mysterious presence somewhere on his journey through
the vast emptiness between the stars. Although this presence is
compared to god (with additional comparisons between Chew-Z and
that first Apple (Dick 1964, 264)), Eldritch becomes more of an anti-
Christ figure. His slogan for Chew-Z is: “God promises eternal life. We
can deliver it.” Eldritch, in contrast with'Jesus, who supposedly died
on the cross for our sins, wants us to die for him. The exact nature of
Eldritch’s immanence, whether he exists only in the minds of the
characters as their capacity for evil, or whether he actually exists in an
external sense, is indeterminate.

This indeterminacy manifests itself in the ubiquitous simulacra, or
simply put, the masks, behind which Eldritch appears. “Eldritch first
appears as a voice emanating from an ‘electronic contraption....’
Eldritch in his real shape does not appear until two-thirds of the way
into the novel, and even then he is first seen as a simulacrum.”
(Warrick 1980, 221) Not only does Eldritch masquerade as a little girl,
a machine, or even a dog, his stigmata (which are physical on his
person, but hallucinatory when they appear on others) begin to infect
the other characters who use Chew-Z in a horrific progression. Leo
Bulero and Barney Mayerson, who have both taken Chew-Z, begin to
see the three stigmata—the mechanical hand, stainless steel teeth, and
Jensen vidlux eyes—on themselves. “The appearance of Eldritch,
signalized by his stigmata, inside the other characters shifts the conflict
into their psyches—can they trust their reality perceptions?” (Suvin 84)
At this point Leo and Barney are reduced, against their wills, to mere
simulacra of Eldritch.

In contrast to this is the Can-D experience, in which the Martian
colonists put on simulacra by choice. When the colonists take Can-D,
they sit around a “layout,” which is something like a doll set with
working parts. Males are “translated” into the body of Walt, and
females collectively control the body of Pat. These two characters live
on an Earth that no longer exists, where the environment is doing
fine, it is always Saturday, and they have everything they need. There
is a keen sense of nostalgia in these drug experiences.

The actions of Walt and Pat have the character of “pseudo-events.”
Such semi-real occurences abound in the novel. Leo Bulero strangles
a little girl in one of Eldritch’s universes. He also visits a future
monument to himself, which says that near this spot he killed Eldritch,
so many years ago. Barney Mayerson has his own share of pseudo-
events as well. He spends much of his time in his Chew-Z experiences
trying to set things straight with his ex-wife, Emily. He also doesn’t
attempt to rescue Leo when Eldritch has him on Luna because he
foresees his own death (Barney is a precog and can see the future).
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These pseudo-events, often taking place in alternate, possible futures
and pasts, evince an awareness of the intertemporality and polychron-
icity of history. “Time travel...is the main result of eating the
drug...Chew-Z...and indeed the second half of The Three Stigmata of
Palmer Eldritch is spent in continuous time travel.” (Robinson 59) Users
who travel through time in this way can and do encounter themselves.
But they have the unsettling experience of dealing with their future-
selves’ perception that they, who consider themselves to be real, are
only phantoms with no corporeal existence. Kim Stanley Robinson,
although she doesn’t consciously characterize it as postmodern,
describes this “new temporality” excellently: the novel

opens in 2016, but only temporarily does time move forward as an
arrow. It soon explodes into future, falls back into the past, dilates,
collapses, until the time of common sense reality becomes meaningless.
(Robinson 102)

Time is, like reality, another fluid state in Dick’s hands. Perhaps this
explains why he begins The Three Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch with an
epigraph which comes after all of the events in the novel: so that the
reader will have a handle on the time scheme in which the entire
novel is encapsulated. “By specifying this time, Dick says...he meant
to convey the fact that Leo had remained himself, and thus must have
eventually succeeded in killing Eldritch.” (Robinson 138) So, in keeping
with the nonlinear time frame presented in the novel, the first thing
that Dick gives the reader is the ending. The last sentence of the novel
is inconclusive, left open (having no closure is characteristic of
postmodern works). But the epigraph wraps around from the
beginning and gives the work a rounded sense of completeness, which
is only achieved after much thought on the part of the reader.

Dick had an interesting comment on the significance of this quote.
He states in a speech that “this little section...is the novel, actually,
this paragraph; the rest...is merely there to provide background to the
one small statement in the book that matters.” (Dick 1975, 66) It is
from this quote from Leo Bulero, plus the patchwork conclusions that
he and Barney make along the way, that the meaning of the novel can
be drawn. It seems fitting to reproduce it here:

I mean, after all; you have to consider we’re only made out of dust.
That’s admittedly not much to go on and we shouldn’t forget that. But
even considering, I mean it’s a sort of bad beginning, we're not doing
too bad. So I personally have faith that even in this lousy situation
we're faced with we can make it. You get me?
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This quote and the way the author uses it implies an ironic, reflexive,
fantastic awareness of the moment. Not only does the author have this
awareness of the moment in writing the novel, but his characters,
through their precognition and drug experiences, are made to share in
it also. And through them this awareness is imparted to the reader.

The technology in the novel is mainly there to give background
detail to the science fiction setting. But the best example of “the
violence of local desires diffused into a technology both of seduction
and force,” is presented by Dr. Smiles, Barney’s shrink-suitcase. Barney
carries the suitcase around with him everywhere because he wants it
to make him sick enough to fail the psych test and therefore not have
to emigrate to the colonies. This reversal, and the general use of
technology in the novel for self-advancement (“evolution-therapy”) and
economic gain, show the overarching, warped, capitalistic society in
which the characters are forced to live. The seductive easy escape of
drugs, and their promotion through the media, is eagerly accepted by
most colonists. Consumption is the be-all and end-all of existence, and
sadly, as Dick seems to be pointing out in this extreme satire, most
people don’t seem to mind. This

is Mars used in elegant and expert fashion as a metaphor of spiritual
poverty. In functioning as a dreamscape, it has much in common with
the semiallegorical semisurrealist locations used by Kafka to heighten his
ghastly Comedy of Bafflement. (Aldiss 104)

Finally, in The Three Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch, Dick uses parody
and kitsch effectively. The dreadful nightmare quality of this book is
lightened by the odd sense of humor that Dick injects into his writing.
This comes through primarily in the names of places and things. For
example, Barney works for Perky Pat Layouts, Inc., who are competing
against the company who will be making the Connie Companion doll,
the initial consumer prop for Chew-Z. Even the names, Can-D and
Chew-Z are ironic and kitschy, as is the name of the hovel Barney
moves to on Mars: Chicken Pox Prospects. Everyone everywhere
basically has ridiculously elaborate Barbie doll sets that they play with
to escape reality. “Precogs [use] their awesome talents for an absurdly
trivial purpose.” (Robinson 59) Dick even has Barney stalked by a
telepathic martian predator, who finally rejects him as unclean. The
satire of this novel, along with Dick’s other work, “stands as one of
the best examples of science fiction as social criticism.” (Robinson 126)

Because of the many postmodern elements of The Three Stigmata of
Palmer Eldritch 1 have described, I think it is a postmodern novel. The
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thing that fascinates me about this novel is the same thing that
fascinates another critic: “A terrible power propels the work—a schizo-
phrenic power. Pattern and chaos dance together, first one leading and
then the other.” (Warrick 1987, 113) This and the fact that throughout
all of the confusion and unreality, Dick never loses his compassion for
his characters. I also find his use of the epigraph in the book, which
he later called his credo, or the only important thing he ever had to
say, very intriguing. Only Dick could reduce all of his subtle (though
often jarring) manipulation of time, space, and character to a 230-page
footnote explaining a novel of half a page, and make it work. He is
concerned with the ultimate question of our lives: what does it mean
to be human? Dick’s novels are a revealing character study of our
times, of our postmodern condition. He made his attempt to bridge the
gap to everyone’s reality with words, and I shall leave you with two
more short quotes, these both from Philip K. Dick himself:

Kabir, the sixteenth-century Sufi poet, wrote, “If you have not lived
through something, it is not true.” So live through it, 1 mean, go all
the way to the end. Only then can it be understood, not along the way.
(Dick 1983, 226)

“You get me?”
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Contributors’ Notes

Margo Berdeshevsky lives in Huelo Valley on Mau‘i, a Poet In The
Schools for Mau’i County, this years recipient of first place award in
fiction from National League of American PEN Women’s Lorin Tarr
Gill competition. She has published stories in Soviet Woman, Island
Currents, Cicada, and many others. Recently she completed a collection
of her photographs and poetry entitled Kaho‘olawe Hi‘uwai—Clean,
These Eyes, which is awaiting publication.

Kalani Chapman is currently at the University of Hawai‘i, where he
is pursuing his degree in English, and also, frequently pilfering
bubblegum from the department secretaries.

Meara Day-is an M.F.A. Candidate in The Writing Program at George
Mason University in Fairfax, Virginia. She has published poetry

in Phoebe, So To Speak, Exquisite Corpse, The Berkeley Poetry

Review, and Lullwater. She has poems coming out in Sulphur

River Literary Review, and West Wind Review.

Diana Eicher is a painter and printmaker who lives and works in
Honolulu. She is currently finishing her M.F.A in printmaking at the
University of Hawai‘i Manoa. Recently she had a poem entitled “Sisu”
published in Bamboo Ridge.

Tony Fabjancic was born in Edmonton, Canada, and most recently
received his Ph.D from the University of New Brunswick. He says,
"For what it’s worth, this story is dedicated to the people of Bosnia
and Croatia.

Todd Fukunaga is a local poet who, when not writing, spends most
of his time drawing, or playing music. Otherwise he is eating,
sleeping, or watching Animaniacs.

Robert Funge has poems appearing in The Literary Review, Beloit Poetry
Journal, Hiram Poetry Review, and the Wisconsin Review. He is a

recent recipient of South Dakota Review’s Poetry Award, and has a
book from Spoon River Poetry Press, The Lie the Lamb Knows.

Robert Gordon, “after living and working in Paris for many years,
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and also in New York for the UN, I have more recently been a
literary editor and critic, ran an art gallery, taught poetry,

and written short stories and plays. The bulk of my work has been
in literary criticism but I am now focusing on poetry.”

Jody Ivanick’s fiction, besides previously appearing in Hawai‘i Review,
has been published in Grain, Newest Review, The Fiddlehead, Prairie Fire
and Publishers Syndication International.

Susan Kelly-Dewitt's poetry has appeared in Poetry, Prairie Schooner,
Nimrod, and New Letters, among others; She has new work forthcoming
in Yankee and Bakunin, and in an anthology of quilts called

Simple Gifts (Quilt Digest Press). Her awards include a Wallace
Stegner Fellowship for Poetry from Stanford University. She is also

a visual artist; she recently opened a studio/workshop where she
makes and sells Interesting Things—she teaches a poetry workshop
for UC Extension.

Sue Kwock Kim was educated at Yale and Yonsei Universities. Her
poems are forthcoming in The Nation, The Paris Review, Poetry, The New
Republic, Prairie Schooner and other publications, and she has
co-written a play, Private Property, which was produced at Nada,
Voice & Vision/Playwrights Horizons and the 1993 Edinburgh Festival
Fringe. Currently she is working on a second play, Entropy, about
the Japanese occupation of Korea between 1905 and 1945.

Joe Knowles, currently studying English Literature at UC Berkeley,
is 6’2" with blond hair, blue eyes, and a Celtic nose. He still
hasn’t found a girlfriend.

Jay Neal is from Ewa Beach, Hawai’i, home of pidgin at its best. He
enjoys writing poetry, martial arts, reading, sports, learning and just
about anything in life that’s “fun.” He is currently pursuing an A.A.
degree, and is actively enrolled in Psychology 130. “Philosophy is my
way of life, and my family and girlfriend are my foundation, source of
strength, love and true happiness. I'd like to thank Edward Lamm VII,
Sean Motokami and Helen Patterson for believing in me...and my
Mom, Gemma, for always being there.”

Martin Ott has had poetry and fiction published most recently in
Abberations, Black Buzzard Review, Poetry Motel, Ship of Fools,

and Underpass. His first chapbook of poetry, Misery Loves, has
been accepted for publication by Red Dancefloor Press.
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E.D. Pendarvis is “especially fond of Christmas or anytime, honey
because I read somewhere that there are no women’s love poems -
that are ‘brag’ poems. Although ‘Christmas’ is not exactly a

boast, it has elements of that ancient form of wordplay in it.”

Leialoha Apo Perkins is a poet, short story writer, novelist and critic.
She writes about Hawai’i and the Pacific from a native Hawaiian
perspective that supports reason, non-violence and personal responsibil-
ity. She is also editor of the Journal of Hawaiian and Pacific Folklore and
Folklife Studies. The first three volumes are concerned with the classical
Hawaiian poem The Kumulipo.

Paul Rice has stories, poems, reviews, scholarly and feature articles in
Poetry, Kansas Quarterly, Poet Lore, Bitterroot, Beloit Poetry

Journal, The Georgia Review, Southern Humanities Review, National
Forum, The Chronicle of Higher Education, The Mother Earth News,

Tar River Poetry, and over a hundred other places. He is also an
associate professor at Coastal Carolina University in South

Carolina where he teaches poetry, poetic theory, and creative
writing.

Kelly Ritter recently graduated from the Iowa Writer's Workshop. She
is presently beginning a PhD at the University of Hlinois at

Chicago in English/Creative Writing. She has work forthcoming in
the Greensboro Review.

Michael Sarabia lives and works in East Los Angeles. Colonias has
grown into -a novel, which he hopes to complete by the end of this
year.

Mychal Wilson (Rabbits in the Warren) wrote nothing for his bio. At
present we know he is a resident of Minneapolis and, sincerely, we
hope he is happy with that.

Rob Wilson teaches creative writing and various versions of cultural
theory in the English Department at UH Manoa. He has finished a
study of Pacific local poetics called Reimagining the American Pacific and
has poems coming out in Bamboo Ridge and Chaminade Literary Review.
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Tony T.L. Young is a graduate from the University of Hawai‘i with a
Bachelor’s in English and Theatre. He also has graduated form Heald’s
Business College in Office Skills. Most recently, he has had an original
play read at the now defunct “Lizard Loft” and a poem published in
a previous Hawai‘i Review.
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